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Part |. Crazy Joey

Joey pulled the covers up over his head, trying to shut out the whispers which filled the room. But
even with the pillow over his head, their shill buzz entered up through the roof of his mouth, tasting acrid
and bitter, soinning around in his brain. Fingers in his ears Imply made the words emerge from a
sensation of cutting little lights into words.

It worries me, Madge, more and more, the way that boy carries on. | was hoping he'd outgrow it,
but he don’'t.”

Hisfather’s voice was deep and petulant, sounding from the pillow on hisside of the bed there in the
other room. “Hanging back, dl the time. Not playing with the other kids, staying out of school, daming
the teachers don't like him. It ain't naturd, Madge. | don't likeit.”

“Now you're working yoursdf up again, Bob.” His mother’s patient voice from her side of the bed
cut across the deeper tones. “What good isit going to do you?’

“Did some good when | thrashed him.” His father spoke sharply, and a little louder. Joey could hear
the buzz of the voice itsdf coming through the wdls. “ Stopped him taking about whispers. | tdl you |
an't gonna have akid of mine acting crazy. | passed a bunch of the little brats on the way home tonight.
‘There goes Crazy Joey's father,’ | heard one of them say. | won't stand for it. Either Joey learns to
gtand up and be ared boy, or—’

“Or what, Bob?" His mother’ s voice had both de-fiance and fear iniit.

“Or ... oh, | don't know what—" His father’s voice traled off in disgust. “Let’s go to deep, Madge.
I'm tired.”

Joey fdt his mother’ slift of hope. Perhaps she could keep awake a little longer, waiting for his deep
breath-ing to assure her he was adeep, so she could move from her extreme edge of the bed and be
more comfort-able—without touching him.

The deep, rasping sensation of his father's weary hopelessness; desire, but not for her. Drab and
uninter-esting. He was dill young enough, gill a man; tied down tight to this drab.

The lighter, more delicate thought of his mother. She was dill young enough, ill hungered for
ro-mance. The vison of a green dope of hill, starred with white daisies, the wind blowing through her
floming har, a young man driding on firm brown legs up the hill toward her, his doping shoulders
swinging with his stride. Tied to this coarse hulk beside her, instead.

The heavier rasp of thought demanded attention. Those girls flouncing down the hdlway of the
schoal; looking out of the corners of their eyes at the boys; conscious only of the returning speculéive
gares; un-conscious of the old janitor who was carrying baskets of wastepaper down the hdl behind
them.

Joey buried his head deeper into the bed beneath his pillow. The visons were worse then the
whispers. He did not fully understand them, but was overwhemed by them, by a deep sense of shame



thet he had partici-pated in them.

Hetried to will his mind to leave the visons, and there legped, with gartling darity, the vison of his
father holding him down on the bed, a terrible rage in his face, shouting at him.

“How come you know how | looked at those two girlsin the hdl at school? Y ou spying little sneak!”
The blows. The horror. The utter confusion.

And the imaginings were worse than the visons So clear, so intricatdy clear, they become
memories. Memories as sharp and clear as any other redity. Eight-year-old Joey could not yet know the
reasoned verbdization: an imaginary experience can have as profound an effect upon persondity
development as ared one. He knew only that it was so.

But he mugt never tdl about this beating, must never tdl anyone. Others wouldn't have any such
memory and they would say he was crazy. He must store it away, with dl the other things he had stored
away. It was hard to keep remembering which were the ones others could remember, and which were
hisaone. Each was asred as the other, and that was the only distinction.

Sometimes he forgot, and talked about the wrong things. Then they caled him a little liar. To keep
away from that he dways had to go into ther minds firg, and tha was sometimes a terrible and
frightening thing; their memories were not the same as his, and often hard to recognize.

Then it was morning. The whispers were dl about him again. In half-awake reverie, he shuddered
over the imagined begting he had received. He twisted and turned under the covers, trying to escape the
also twist-ing threads of thought between his father and mother in the kitchen. The threads became
ropes; gray-green and dive afection turned resentment coiling and threstening; held back from griking
only by hope-lessness. He stared into the gray morning light seeping in around the shade a his
window. He tried to trace the designs on the wallpaper, but they, too, became twigting worms of despair.
And transferred again into the memory of the beating. Involuntarily, a sob es-caped his throat, aoud.

“Madgel” This was no whisper, but his father shouting at his mother. “That kid is in there sniveing
agan. I'll give hm something to bawl about.” The sudden terrible rage was a dead black smothering
blan-ket.

“Bob!” The sharp fear in his mother’s voice stopped the tread of feet across the kitchen floor,
changing the rage back to hopel essness.

He fdt his father go away from his door, back to his place a the table. He fdt the sudden surge of
resolution in his father.

“Madge. I'm going to tak to Dr. Ames this morn-ing. He gets in early. He's the head of the
psychology department. I'm going to talk to him about Joey.”

Joey could fed the shame of hisfather a such areveation. The shame of saying, “Dr. Ames, do you
think my son is crazy?’

“What good will that do?’ His mother’s voice was resentful, fearful; afraid of what the doctor might
sy.
“I'll tll hm dl about Joey. He gives loony tests, and I’'m going to find out about—"

“Bob! Saying such athing about your own son. It's—it’s gnful!” His mother’s voice was high, and
her chair creaked as she started to move from her sde of the table,

“Takeit easy, Madge,” hisfather warned her. ‘I'm not saying he's crazy, mind you. | just want to get
to the bottom of it. | want to know. | want a norma boy.” Then, desperately: “Madge, | just want a
boy!” The frudration, the disgppointment welled over Joey asif it were his own.

“I'll talk to the doctor,” his father was continuing, reasoning with her. “I'll try to get him to see Joey.
I'm janitor of his building, and he shouldn't charge me anything. Maybe helll see you and Joey this
after-noon. I'll cal you on the phoneif hewill. You be ready to take Joey up thereif | should cal.” The
voice was stern, unbending.

“Yes, Bob.” His mother recognized the inflexibil-ity of the decision.

“Where' smy lunch pail, then?” his father asked. “I'll get to work early, so | can have a tak with Dr.
Ames before classtime”

“Onthe gnk, Bob. Whereit dwaysis” his mother answered patiently.

The sudden rage again. Always is. Always is. That's the trouble, Madge. Everything dways is. Just



like yesterday, and the day before. That'swhy it'sal so hopeless. But the bitterness switched suddenly
to pity.

“Don't worry so, Madge” There was a tone of near dffection in his father's voice. Beated
consider-ation. Joey fdt his father move around the table, pat his mother awkwardly on the shoulder. But
dill the little yellow petas of affection were torn and con-sumed by the gray-green worms of resentment.

“Bob—" His mother spoke to the dosing door. The footsteps, heavy, went on down the back steps
of thelr house, each a soundless impact upon Joey’s chest.

Joey fdt his mother gtart toward his room. Hadtily he took the pillow from over his head, pulled the
blanket up under his chin, dropped his chin and jaw, let his mouth open in the relaxation of deep deep,
and breathed dowly. He hoped he could will away the welts of the belt blows before she would see
them. With dl his might he willed the welts away, and the angry blue bruises of his imaginaion. All the
ggns of the terrible consequences of what might have been.

He fdt her warm tenderness as she opened his door. Now the lights were warm and shining, clear
and beau-tiful, unmuddied by any resentments. He fdt the ten-derness flow outward from her, and
wrapped it around him to clear away the bruises. He willed back the tears of relief, and lay in apparent
deep deep. He fdt her kned down by his bed, and heard the whispersin her mind.

“My poor little different boy. You're all I’ ve got. | don't care what they say, Joey. | don't care what
they say.” Joey fdt the throb of grief arise in her throat, choked back, the tremendous effort to amile at
him, to make her voice light and carefree.

“Wake up, Joey,” she cdled, and shook his shoul-der lightly. “It's morning, darling.” There was
brignt play in her voice, the gladness of morning itsdf. “Time dl little fellows were up and doing.”

He opened his eyes, and her face was sweet and tender. No one but a Joey could have read the
appre-hension and dread which lay behind it.

“l sure dept sound,” he said boisteroudy. “I didn’t even dream.”

“Then you weren't arying awhile ago?’ she asked in hesitant puzzlemen.

“Me, Mom? Me?" he shouted indignantly. “What could there be to cry about?’

The campus of Steiffd Univeraty was familiar to Joey from the outside. He knew the winding paths,
the stretches of lawn, the green trees, the white benches nestled in shaded nooks. The other kids loved to
hidein the bushes a night and ligten to the young men and women talking. They snickered about it on the
school playground dl the time. Joey had tried it once, but had refused to go back again. These were
thoughts he did not want to see—tender, urgent thoughts so precious that they belonged to no one dse
except the people feding them.

But now waking up the path, leading to the psychol-ogy building with his mother, he could fed only
her stream of thought.

“Oh| pray, dear God, | pray tha the doctor won't find anything wrong with Joey. Dear God ... dear
God ... don't let them find anything wrong with

Joey. They might want to take him away, shut hm up somewhere. | couldn’t bear it. | couldn’t live.
Dear God ... oh dear God—"

Joey’ s thought darted down another bypath of what might be, opened by his mother’s prayer. He
willed away the condriction in his throat.

“Thisisinteresting, Mom,” he exclamed happily. “ Pop is aways taking abouit it. But I've never been
ingde the building of a college before. Have you?’

“No, son,” she sad absently. Thank heaven he doesn't know. “Joey—" she sad suddenly, and
fd-tered.

He could read the thought in her mind. Don’t et them find anything wrong with you. Try not to tak
about whispers, or imaginaion, or

“What, Mom?’ It was urgent to get her away from her fear again.

“Jogy ... e ... aeyou arad?’

“No, Mom,” he answered scornfully. “Course not. It's just another school, that’s dl. A school for big



kids”

He could fed his father watching them through a basement window, waiting for them to start up the
steps of the building. Waiting to meet them in the front hdl, to take them up to Dr. Ames's study. He
could fed the efforts his father was making to be casua and normd about it dl; Bob Carter, perhaps only
ajanitor, but a solid dtizen, independently proud. Didn't every-one cdl him “Mr. Carter?’ Recognize his
dignity?

Joey’ s father, with his dignity upon him, met them at the doorway of the building; looked furtively and
quickly at the rusty black dothing of his wife, inadvertently comparing the textiles of her old suit to the
rich materias the coeds wore with such careless syle.

“You look right nice, Madge,” he said heavily, to reassure her, and took her arm gdlantly. When they
hed reached the second floor, up the broad stairs, he turned to Joey.

“I’ve been tdling the professors how bright you are, Joey. They want to tak to you.” He chuckled
agreeably.

Pop, don't laugh like that. | know you' re ashamed. But don't lieto me. Pop, | know.

“Jugt answer dl ther questions, Joey,” his father was saying. “Be truthful.” He emphasized the word
agan, “Truthful, | said.”

“Sure, Pop,” Joey answered dutifully; knowing his father hoped he wouldn't be truthful—and that his
mother might die if he were. He wondered if he might hear the whigperings from the professors minds.
Wheat if he couldn’t hear! How would he know how to answer them, if he couldn’'t hear the whisperd
Maybe he couldn’t hear, wouldn’'t know how to answer, and then his mother would die!

Hisface turned pae, and he fdt as if he were numb; in a dull dead trance as they waked down the
hdll and into a sudy off one of the big classrooms.

“This here is my wife and my son, Dr. Martin,” his father was saying. Then to Joey’s mother: “Dr.
Martinis Dr. Ames s assstant.”

The boy is very frightened. The thought came clearly and didinctly to Joey from the doctor’ s mind.

“Not any more” Joey said, and didn't redlize until it was done that he had exclamed it doud in his
reief. He could hear!

“l beg your pardon, Joey?’ Dr. Martin turned from greeting his mother and looked with quick
penetration into Joey’s eyes. His own sharp blue eyes had exclamation points in them, accented by his
raised blond browsin a round face.

“But of course heis Dr. Ames s assstant,” hisfather corrected him heartily, with an edge behind the
words. You little fool, you're garting in to demon-strate aready.

That isn't what the boy meant. Dr. Martin was rac-ing the thought through hismind. | had the thought
that the boy was frightened, and he immediatdy said he wasn't. All the pathological symptoms of fright
disappeared indantly, too. Yes. Put into the matrix of the telepath, dl the things Carter told us this
moming about him would fit. | hadn’'t considered that. And | know that old fool Ames would never
congder it.

If there ever was a closed mind againg ESP, he' s got it. Orthodox psychology?

“Wewill teach nothing here but orthodox psychol-ogy, Dr. Martin,” Ames had said. “It is the duty of
some of us to inds a theory be proved through time and tradition. We will not rush down every side
path, accepting theories as unsubgtantia as the tobacco smoke which subsidizes them.”

So much for ESP. W, even Rhine says that the vast body of psychology, in spite of dl the
evidence, dill will not accept the fact of ESP.

But if this kid were a telepath—a true telepath. If by any chance he were ... If his remark and the
disappearance of the fear symptoms were not just coin-cidence!

But another Ames's admonition dampened his dation. “Our founder, Jacob Steiffd, was a wise
man. He believed in progress, Martin, as do |. But progress through conservative proof. Let others
play the fool, our job isto preserve the bastions of scientific solid-ity!”

“Dr. Ames has not arrived yet,” he said suddenly to Joey’s parents .. “He's been cdled to the office
of the univergty president. But, in the meantime, leave the boy with me. There's prdiminary work to do,



and I'm competent to do that.” He redized the implications of bitterness in his remark, and reassured
himsdf that these people were not so subtle as to catch it.

“l got work to do anyhow,” Joey’s father said. Hisrdief was apparent, that he would not be required
to stand by, and he was udng it to play the part of the ever fathful servant.

“Here' s aroom where you may wait, Mrs. Carter,” Dr. Matin sad to Joey’s mother. He opened a
door and showed her in to a smdl waiting room. “There are magazines. Make yoursdlf quite comfortable.
Thismay take an hour or so,”

“Thank you, Doctor.” It was the firg time she had spoken, and her voice contained the awe and
respect she fdt. A thread of resentment, too. It wasn't far; some had so many advantages to get
educated. Oth-ers—But the resentment was drowned out in the awe and respect. These were not just
ordinary doctors. They taught doctors!

She st tentatively on the edge of a wooden chair; the hardest one in the room. The worn red feather
in her hat drooped, but her back remained straight.

Joey fdt the doctor thinking, “Rdax, woman! We're not going to skin him divel” But he merdy
closed the door. Joey could ill see her dtting there, through the closed door; not relaxing, not reeching
for amegazine. Her lips were pulled tight againgt her teeth to keep her prayer from showing. “Dear God,
oh, dear God—"

Dr. Matin came back over from dosng the door, and led Joey to achar near the bookcase.

“Now, you just St down there and relax, Joey. We re not going to hurt you. We're just going to vist
alittle, and ask you some questions” But his mind was darting in and out around his desires. I'd better
gart in on routine 1Q tedts, leave the Rorschach for Ames. Now that it's standard, hell use it. Leave
word association for him, too. That's his speed. Maybe | should give the multiphasic; no, better leave
that for Ames. Hell discredit it, but it'll make him fed very modem and up-to-date to use it. | mustn't
forget I'm just the errand boy around here. 1 wish / could run the Rhine ESP deck on the boy, but if
Ames camein and caught me at it—"

The office phone rang, and Martin picked it up hur-riedly. It was the president’ s office caling.

“Dr. Ames asked me to tdl you he will be tied up for dmos an hour,” the operator sad
disnterestedly. “The patient will just have to wait.”

“Thank you,” Martin said dowly. Joey fdt hislift of spirit. | can run afew samples of the Rhine cards.
| just have to know. | wish | could get away from this place, into a school where there' s some Idtitude for
research. | wish Marion weren't so tied down here with her family and that little socid group she lords it
over. “My husband is assstant to the dean of psychol-ogy!” That’s much more important to her then any
feding I've got of frudration. If | quit here, and got into a place where | could work, redly work, it
would mean leaving this town. Marion wouldn’'t go. She's a big frog in a little puddle here. And 4ill tied
to her parents—and I'm tied to Marion. If anybody needs psych hep, | do. | wish 1 had the courage—"

Joey, as frequently with adults, could not compre-hend dl the words and sentences, but the sometic
indecigon and despair washed over him, making him gasp for breath.

Martin went over to a desk, with sudden resolution, and from far back in a drawer he pulled out a
thin deck of cards.

“We're gaing to play alittle gamefird, Joey,” he said heartily, as he sat down at his desk and pulled
asheet of paper toward him. “There are twenty-five cards here. Five of them have a circle, five a gtar, a
wavy line a cross, arectangle. Do you know what arectangle is, Joey?’

Joey didn't, but the vison of a square leaped into his mind.

“Yes, dr,” Joey sad. “It' sa sort of square.”

“That'sright,” Martin said approvingly, making a mentd note that the boy shouldn’t have known the
word, and did. “Now I'm going to look at a card, one a a time, and then you guess what kind of an
image thereison it. I'll write down what the card redly shows, and what you say it is, and then we ll see
how many you get right.”

Too short atime! Too short atimel But maybe long enough to be sgnificant. If 1 should just get a
trace. All right, suppose you do? The question was ironic in his mind. He picked up the firgd card and
looked at it, holding it carefully so that Joey would have no chance to see the face of it.



A circle leaped with gartling darity into Joey’s mind. And the circle contained the image of Joey’s
mother, Stting on the edge of her chair in the other room, praying over and over, “Don’t let them find
anything wrong with him. Don't |et them find—"

“Sguare” Joey sad promptly. He fdt the tinge of disgppointment in Martin's mind as he recorded
the true and the false. Not a perfect telepath, anyway.

“ Al right, Joey,” Martin responded verbally. “Next card.”

“Did | get that one right?’ Joey asked brightly.

“I'm not supposed to tdl you,” Martin answered. “Not until the end of the game” Well, the boy
showed normd curiogty. Didn't seem to show too much anxi-ety, which sometimes damped down the
ESP factor. He picked up the next card. Joey saw it contained a cross.

“Star,” he sad pogtively.

“Next card,” Martin said.

It was in the ningteenth card that Joey sensed a new thought in Martin's mind. There was a rigng
excitement. Not one of them had been correct. Rhine says a negative result can be as reveding as a
postive one. He should get every fifth card correctly. Five out of the twenty-five to hit the law of
averages. Martin picked up the twentieth card and looked at it. It was awavy line

“Wavy ling” Joey answered. He fdt the disap-pointment again in Martin’s mind, this time because he
had broken the long run of incorrectness.

The twenty-first card was a Star.

“Star,” Joey said.

And the next three were equdly correct. Joey had cdled five out of the twenty-five correctly, as the
law of averages required. The pattern was a bit strange. What would the laws of chance say to a pattern
such as this? Try it again.

“Let’stry it again,” he suggested.

“Y ou were supposed to tdl me how | did at the end of the game” Joey prompted.

“You were correct on five of them, Joey,” Martin said, noncommittaly.

“Isthat pretty good?’ Joey asked anxioudy.

“Average” Martin said, and threw him a quick look. Wasn't that eagerness to please just a hit
over-done? “Just average. Let'stry it agan.”

Thistime Joey did not make the mistake of waiting until the end of the deck before he cdled correct
cards. The doctor had sad every fifth card should be cdled correctly. Joey did not understand Satitica
language. Dutifully, he cdled every fifth card correctly. Four wrong, one right. And again, the risng
excitement near the twentieth card. Again, wha are the laws of chance tha the boy would cdl four
wrong, one right, again and again, in perfect order?

Joey promptly caled two of them right together. And fdt Martin's disgppointment. The pattern had
been broken again. And then arise of excitement, carefully suppressed.

“Let’s run them again,” Martin said. And he whis-pered strongly to himself. “This time he must
call every other one of them right, in order to pass as just an average boy.”

Joey was bewildered. There seemed to be a double thought in Martin’s mind, a tenseness he could
not understand. He wavered, and then doubtfully, doubting he was doing the right thing, he began to call
every other card correctly.

Hdfway through the deck Martin laid the cards down. Joey caught the flash of undisguised dation in
hismind, and sank back into his own chair in despair. He had done it wrong.

“O.K., Joey,” Matin sad quietly. There was a amile of tender bitterness around his lips. “I don't
know what the ideais. Y ou've got your reasons, and they must be pretty terrible ones. Do you think you
could talk to me? Tdl me about it?’

“l don’t know what you mean, Dr. Martin,” Joey lied. Perhapsif he didn’t admit anything

“Intrying to avoid a pattern, Joey, you made one. Just as soon as | redized you were setting up an
un-usud pattern, you immediately changed it. Every time. But that, too, is a pattern.” And then he asked,
quite dryly, “Or am | taking over your head?’



“Yes, dr,” Joey sad. “l guess you are.” But he had learned. The whole concept of patterned
response as againg random response legped from Martin’s mind into his “Maybe if | tried it agan?’ he
asked hope-fully. At dl costs he mug get the idea out of Martin's mind that there was anything
exceptiond about him. Thistime, and forever afterwards, he knew he could avoid any kind of a pattern.
Jugt one more chance.

“l don't blame you, Joey,” Martin answered sadly. “If you've looked into my mind, well, I don't
blame you. Here we are. You're a telepath and afraid to reved it. I'm a psychologist, supposed to be,
and I'm afrad to investigate it. A couple of fdlows who caught the tiger by the tal, aren’'t we, Joey?
Looks asif we'd better kind of protect one another, doesn't it?’

“Yes, dr,” Joey answered and tried to hold back the tears of rdi€f. “You won't even tdl my mother?
Wheat about my father?’ He dready knew that Martin didn’'t dare tel Ames.

“l won't tdl anybody, Joey,” Martin answered sadly. “I’ve got to hang onto my job. And in this wise
and mighty indtitution we believe only in orthodox psychology. What you have, Joey, Smply doesn't
ex-ig. Dr. Ames says s0, and Dr. Ames is dways right. No, Joey,” he sghed, “I'm nat likdy to tdl
any-body.”

“Maybe hell trick me like you did,” Joey said doubtfully, but without resentment. “Maybe with that
ink-blot thing, or that ‘yes and ‘no’ pile of little cards.”

Martin glanced a him quickly.

“You're quite perfect at it, aren't you?’ He framed it a question and made it a statement. “You go
beyond the words to the actud thought imege itsdf. No, Joey, in that case | don't think he will. | think
you can keep ahead of him.”

“l don’t know,” Joey said doubtfully. “It'sdl so new. So many new things to think about dl at once.”

“I'll try to be in the room with you and him,”

Martin promised. “I'll think of the normd answer each time. He won't look very deep. He never
does. He dready knows dl the answvers.”

“Thank you, Sr.” Joey said, and then, “I won't tdl on you, ether.”

“O.K., Joey. We' d better be finishing the I Q test when he comesin. He' s about due now. | suppose
you'd better grade around a hundred. And you'd better miss random questions, so as not to show any
Oefinite pattern, for him to grab onto. All right, here goes. Tdl me what is wrong with this statement—"

The tests were over. Joey sat quietly in his chair watching Dr. Martin grade papers a his desk,
watch-ing him trying not to think about Joey. He watched his mother in the waiting room, 4ill stting on
the edge of her chair, where she had been for the last two hours, without moving, her eyes closed, her
lips dill drawn tight. He watched Dr. Ames, gtting in his own office, absently dhuffling papers around,
comparing the vaues of the notes he had taken on Joey’ s reaction.

But the nearer turmail in Dr. Martin's mind dl but drowned out the fear of his mother, the growing
disgud of Dr. Ames.

“It's a choice between Joey and halding my job. No matter how secretly | worked, Ames would find
out. Once you're fired from a schoal, it's dmogt im-possible to get a comparable job. All this subversve
business, this fear of investigating anything outside the physical sciences that isn't drictly orthodox. No
meatter what explanation was given out, they’ d suspect me of subverson. Oh Marion, Marion! Why can't
| count on you to stand beside me? Or am | just usng you as an excuse? Would | have the courage even
if there were no Marion?

He rubbed his hand across his eyes, as if to shut out the vison of a world where there was no
Marion. He replaced it with a world where congtant fear of becoming grist for some palitician’s publicity
ground dl research to a hdt. He had quite forgotten that Joey was Stting across the room, and could
folow at least the somatics of his thought.

Conscioudy he shoved the problem into the back-ground, and made himsdf concentrate on the
words of the student’s paper before him. The words legped into dartling darity, for they were a
reflection of his own train of thought.



“ .. it becomes apparent then that just as physical science varies its techniques from one
material to the next to gain maximum result, psychology must obtain an equal willingness to
become flexible. | suggest that objective physical science methodology will never per-mit us to
know a man; that such methodology limits us merely to knowing about a man. | suggest that an
entirely new science, perhaps through somatics and methodology derived therefrom, must be our
ap-proach.”

Dr. Martin shoved the paper away from him. Mugt warn that student. His entire train of thought was
aviolaion of orthodox psychology. Ames would crucify the boy if he ever saw this paper. Did he dare
warn the boy? Students show so little caution or ethics. He could hear hm now down at the milkshake
hangouit.

“Martin told me to soft-pedal my thinking if | wanted to get a grade.”

And the answering chorus from dl around the room, the Tannenbaum chant:

“Oh, Saffd U will difle you,
We dl mud think as granddads do!”

Bedt judt to give the student afalling grade on the paper, and let im draw his own conclusion. Got to
be orthodox.

With his thumb and fingers he pulled the flesh of his forehead into a heavy crease, grinding it between
his fingers, taking pleasure that the pain of the flesh lessened the pain of his spirit. If only the kid hed
never shown up herel

His thought stream was interrupted in Joey’ s mind by the scene now taking place in the waiting room.
Dr. Ames had taken a char beside Joey’s mother.

“Oh no, no, no, no, Mrs. Carter,” he was saying consolingly. “Don't be so frightened. There's
abso-lutely nothing wrong with your boy. Nothing at dl—yet. I’ ve never tested a more average boy.”

Characterigticaly, he had overlooked the most vitd point, a point also forgotten by Martin when he
was thinking of the proper answers for Joey to give—that no boy can possbly be as average as Joey had
graded. It never occurred to him that mean average is a Satigti-cd concept in psychology, never to be
found in one individud.

“Notice | said ‘yet,” Mrs. Carter,” Ames said heav-ily. “He s an only child, ian't he?’

“Yes” Joey's mother barely breathed the word. Her fear had not abated. She knew that doctors
some-times did not tdl dl the truth. In the soap operas they dways Started out comfortingly, and only
gradudly let you know the terrible truth.

“| thought s0,” Ames said with findity. “And as with many one-child families you've spoiled him.
Spoiled him so dreedfully that now you must take stern measures. “

“He'sdl I've got, Doctor,” she said hestantly.

“All the more reason why you want him to grow up into a sirong, solid man. A man such as your
hus-band, for example. A child is a peculiar little entity, Mrs. Carter. The more attention you give him, the
more he wants.”

He continued the development of his theme inexora-bly.

“Thar bodies can be little, but their egos can be enormous. They learn little tricks for getting
attention. And then they add to these with others. They're insatiable little monsters. They never get
enough. Once they get you under their thumb, they’ll ride you to death. They'll try anything, anything at dl
to get specid attention, congtant attention. That's what has happened to your Joey.”

“I’'m not sure | understand, Doctor.”

“Wel, Mrs. Carter, to put it bluntly, Joey has been pretending, tdling lies, ddiberately keeping you
wor-ried and fearful so that you will give im more atten-tion. He hasn't been able to fool his father so
wadl, s0 in line with Oedipus complex, he set about to win you away from his father, to come between
you. Your husband is a fine man, a good worker; but your son wants to make you turn agang your
hushand so hewill get dl of your attention.”



He was enjoying the development of hislogic, spar-ing no impact upon her.

“And it could be bad for the boy. Too much atten-tion is like too much candy. It makes them sck.”
He pulled an ancient trick upon her, ddiberately confusng her to impress her with the gravity, and his
knowledge. “If this continues, the boy could easily become a cata-tonic schizophrenic!”

Joey’ s mother shrank back, her eyes opening wide. The horror of the unknown was worse than the
redity might be.

“What is that, Doctor?’

The doctor, gratified by her reaction, pulled another ancient one.

“Wdl ... er ... without the proper background ... er ... well, in layman's language, Mrs. Carter, we
might roughly define it as an incurable form of insan-ity.”

“Oh, no, no! Not my Joey!”

The doctor leaned back in his chair. In this changing world of thought anarchy, it was good to see
there were some who dill retained the proper respect, placed the proper vaue upon the words of a man
of science. These flip kids he got in his classes these days, this younger generation! Without respect, that
flip kid he'd had to get expelled.

“Jud give usthe facts, Doctor, and let us draw our own conclusions. Y ours haven't worked so well.”

Yes, it was graifying to see there were dill some who recognized a men of pogtion.

“But you can prevent it, Mrs. Carter.” He leaned forward again. “Joey is eght, now. No longer a
baby. It istime he began to be alittle man. He plays hooky from school, says the teachers don't like him.
Why, Mrs. Carter, when | was eght, | got up before daylight, did my farm chores without complaint, and
walked two miles through the snow for the wonderful privilege of going to school!

“Now hereiswhat you mugt do. You mug regard this just as you would a medica prescription; with
ful knowledge of the pendty if you do not use the prescription: You mugt stop mothering him. Stop
cater-ing to him. Pay no attention to his tricks. Let his father take over, Mrs. Carter. The boy needs a
srong man’s hand.

“He mug be forced to play with the other boys. A black eye never hurt a boy, now and then, a red
boy. Your boy must get in there and scrap it out with the rest of them, gain his place anong them, just as
hewill have to scrap later to gain his place in society.”

A dgh, dmog a sob, escaped her. A doctor knows. And this doctor teaches doctors. Rdief from
tenson, fear of the terrible words the doctor had said; and then a growing anger, anger at hersdf, anger
a Joey. He had tricked her. Her son had lied to her, betrayed her love, pretended dl sorts of terrible
things just to worry her. She stood up suddenly, her face white with grief-rage.

“Thank you, Doctor. Thank you so much. I'm sorry we took up your time” Her humiligtion was
complete.

“No thanks needed, Mrs. Carter. Glad to help.

We ve caught itintime. If it had been dlowed to go on alittle longer—"

He left the phrase hanging in the air, ominoudy. He patted her am in a fatherly fashion, and turned
ab-sently away, dismissing her.

Joey saw her open the door into the room where he was stting.

“Come, Joey,” she sad firmly.

Dr. Matin did not look up from the papers he was now grading with furious speed, furious intengty,
dashing angrily with his blue pencil a any thought variant from the orthodox. But even while he checked,
circled, questioned, the thought crept into his mind.

“l could write an anonymous letter to Dr. Billings of—yes, that’ s the thing to do. It's out of my hands
then. If Billings chooses to ignore the follow-up, that’s his business.”

Joey followed his mother out of the room and down the hdl. She walked ahead of him, rapidly, her
eyes blazing with anger and humiliaion, not caring whether he followed her or not.

In one corner of the schoolyard, the boys were play-ing bal. Joey knew they saw him coming down
the Sdewak, done, but they pointedly paid no attention to him.

He did not try to join them. Even though they were not looking at him, he could hear the hated refrain



snging through their minds.

Crazy Joe

Such aschmo!
Hope hefdls

And breaks histoe!

It was smply their resentment because he was dif-ferent. Their unconscious wish that he sumble and
fdl now and then, as they did. He redized that he must learn to do this. Then he shrugged. No, if he
carried out his plan, it wouldn't matter.

He waked on down past the fence of the play yard. The boys were concentrating on their bal game.

Without a warning a warmth suffused him, snging sympathy, hope, joy. He stopped, looked about
him, and saw no one. Y et the somatic feding had been near—so very near.

Then he saw it. A dirty, lop-eared dog looking & him quizzicdly from under a shrub near the
play-ground gate. He thought at the dog, and saw its head come up. They stood and looked & one
another, each letting the warmth, the tenderness, affection wash over them. So lonely. Each of them had
been so londly.

Joey kndt down and began to whisper.

“My mother ismad a meright now. So | can’'t take you home.”

The dog cocked his head to one side and looked at him.

“But I'll get food for you,” Joey promised. “You can degp under our back steps and nobody will
know if you just keep out of Sght.”

The dog licked a pink tongue at his face. Joey nuz-zled his face in the dirty hair of the dog's neck.

“l was going to die,” he whispered. “I was going to die just as soon as my mother got over being
med at me. | was going to wait until then, because | didn’'t want her to blame hersdf later. | can do it, you
know. | can stop my blood from moving, or my heart from begting; there' s a hundred ways. But maybe |
won't need to do it now. | won't need to die until you do. And that will be a long time; a long, long time.
You seg, if | can stop your heart from beating, | can keep it begting, too.”

The dog wagged his sumpy tall; and then stiffened in Joey’s arms.

“Yes,” Joey thought quickly at the dog. “Yes, | know the kids are watching us now. Pretend like—"
the thought hurt him, but he said it anyway. “Pretend you don't like me, that you hate me.”

Sowly the dog backed away from Joey.

“Here, doggy, doggy!” Joey cdled.

The dog gave awavering wag of his sump tall.

“No, no!” Joey thought desperately. “No, don't let them know. They'll want to hurt you if they find
out. They’ re—People are like that.”

The dog backed away another step and lifted hislip in a snarl.

“Yah! Yah! Yah!” the kids caled out. “Joey can't even make friends with a dog!”

They were standing in a semicirde about him now. Joey stood up and faced them then for a momerntt.
There was no anger or resentment in his face. There never would be now. One just shouldn’t get angry at
blind and helpless things.

Without a word he started waking down the street, away from them. The dog crouched far back in
the corner under the shrub.

“Yah! Yah! Crazy Joey!” the kids caled out again.

Joey did not look back. They couldn't see. They couldn’'t hear. They couldn’t know. He fdt a rush
of pity.

The kids went back to ther play, arguing loudly about who was at bat.

The dog waited urtil their attention was fully on the game again. Then he crept out from under the
bush, and started ambling amlesdy down the street in the direction Joey had gone, trotting awkwardly on
the bias as some dogs do.

He did not need to sniff for tracks. He knew.



Jonathan Billings, Dean of Psychosomatic Re-search a Hoxworth Universty, heard the knock on his
sudy door, and looked up from hiswork at his desk. But before he could cal out an invitation to enter,
the door opened.

That would be Mr. Rogan, Resident Investigator. Anyone ese would have waited.

Billings watched him without expresson as he came through the door—a little man, a negative
quantity, who wore heavy slver-rimmed glassesin the hope they would give character to a characterless
face. The brief case he carried, too, was heavily decorated with slver, prodaming its unusud
importance. He needed these trappings, and more. He was the kind of man one forgot to introduce, and
hiswhole bearing sug-gested his determination to commeand the attention he never quite received.

There was a portentous frown on his gray face, and without any preliminaries of greeting he bustled
over and laid a new issue of the college paper on Billings

desk. Billings looked down at the open page, and a cartoon of himsdf looked dyly back.

Tha was the trouble of having an old, old face with a thousand wrinkles. Even seventy years had
been unkind in putting so many wrinkles there. In a cartoon, and he was often the subject of them
throughout the country, those wrinkles could be danted to make him appear fine and noble, or dy and
scheming. It would depend upon which faction of the public the cartoonist wanted to please.

This time, in the cartoon, he was dy; and had his finger held up toward his lips in a cautioning,
Secretive gesture. There was a caption in bold print benegth the cartoon.

“You were quite wrong, Albert, about the nature of the universal”

Billings looked up from the cartoon with a dight amile and met the accusing expression in Rogan's
washed blue eyes.

“Thisishighly irregular, doctor,” Rogan said firmly, before Billings could comment. “I trust you have
not been questioning indisputable factd! | trust you have not been planting disturbing doubts in the minds
of our future dtizend | trust you know Congress approved those facts for school textbooks long ago! It
would be mogt subversive, not to mention a waste of time and tax money, to question them now!”

Billingsfdt aflare of sudden irritation, an emotion he considered quite unworthy of the circumstances.
He should be accustomed to this sort of thing by now. For the past thirty years there had been a Resident
Investigator, some worse and some not any worse than Rogan; monitoring whet the teachers said, the
lines of thought they pursued. He remembered a long succes-sion of them who had come through his
door; some of them resentful that he was world famous and must be handled with especid care; others
seding in it a golden opportunity for persond publicity if they could catch him in some subversive remark.

Out of the montage of accusations and dy traps written in their collective expressions, one face stood
out dearly from dl the rest. What was the remark the man had made? Oh, yes, he remembered it now.

“l am completdy impartid, Dr. Billings” the man had said. “1 merdy see to it that you teachers say
nathing which might thresten our freedom of speech!”

The memory of that incredible twist of semantics, so characterigtic of the early days, cleared the
irritation from his mind, and he looked back into Rogan's face with equd firmness. His answering tones
were just far enough away from Rogan's speech that he could not be accused of Contempt For An
Investigator.

“l trust you know, Mr. Rogan, that my subject is psychosomatics. | trust you are aware thet | have
no knowledge of approved astronomy courses, and would not fed qudified to comment upon it.”

Rogan dapped the cartoon on the desk with the back of his fingers imperaively. He had studied the
old filmsassduoudy in an attempt to impart authority into his own attitudes and gestures.

“How do you account for this cartoon, then, doc-tor?” he asked with the triumphant expression of
hav-ing scored an irrefutable point. The characteristic puerility of it washed away the find resdue of
irritation on Billings mind, and he smiled in genuine amuse-ment.

“Why, | suspect young Tyler, its author, is just having a bit of fun,” he said dowly. “He's quite a
mischief maker.”

Rogan's eyes lighted up with deight at the possibil-ity of anew scent.

“A gdtudent, en?’ he asked quickly. “One of these subversve cults probably. Trying to undermine our
fathin our inditutions.”



“The cartoonist is young Raymond Tyler, of Tyler Synthetics” Billings said quietly. “An only son of
the family, | believe”

“Ah” Rogan's face smoothed of dl suspicion in-gtantly. “Just a boyhood prank then.” He was
obse-quious a the very name of such a powerful industry. “Boyswill be boys, eh, doctor?’

“This one in particular,” Billings said with a heavy note of irony. “Was that dl, Mr. Rogan?’ There
was a note of unmistakable dismissal in his voice. Even Rogan could not miss it. The little man flushed,
and pointedly sat down in achair as his answer.

“No, doctor, that was just a preiminary,” he said. “I have a commisson for you from Washington.
You are to head up anew line of research.”

“I haven't completed my old line of research, Mr. Rogan,” Billings reminded him. “Inquiry into the
reasons for Citizen Neuross”

“That's canceled, doctor,” Rogan sad firmly. “Washington is no longer interested in Civilian
Fatigue” He reached out for his ornate brief case, fon-dled it lovingly as he opened it, and drew from it
athick shedf of papersin ablue binding.

Billings made an impatient gesture, asif to remon-srate that months of work should not be so easily
discarded, and then redlized the futility of it. He settled back into his chair again.

“Very wel, Mr. Rogan,” he said in aresigned voice. “What does Washington ingtruct me to work on
now?’

Even after thirty years of it, he was not yet accus-tomed to universties being operated on sound
bus-nesdike principles, with orders coming from the front office tdling the boys in the lab what they
should be thinking about today .

Or even more than thirty years. It was impossible to draw a hard line on just when it had happened.
Perhaps it was the outgrowth of the practice when he had been a research student and young ingtructor.
The locd industry would come to the universty with a problem. The universty was eager to show its
cooperartion, its practical place in the indudtrid life of the nation. They got into the habit of ddaying tharr
own lines of research and working on those immediate ones required by industry. The habit grew into a
cusom. A few universties saw the danger and rebelled. Over-night, cusom became a law. To rebd
agang alaw, even a bad one, was subversion.

But he must not let hismind wander into the past. Thet was the mark of senility, they said. And what
was Rogan saying now? And why didn’t the man just leave the folder with him? Why did the man have to
read it to him, word for word?

The opening pages were filled with gobbledegook, replete with such phrases as “by order of,” and
“un-der pendty of.” Why did these government agencies aways fed they had to threaten citizens? He
could not recal any government communication which did not carry a threat of what would happen to
himif he falled to comply. Surdly after seven thousand years of trying it, governments should have learned
that threats and punishment were not the way to accomplish their ams.

His eyes wandered around the room, and scowled at the gray November sky outside the window.
The cold light made the dark pandled wood of his wdls seem dingy and grimed. The shabby,
old-fashioned furniture seemed even more shabby as the little man’'s voice droned on and on through the
phrases.

. As revised ... authorized ... offidd ... top secret ..... Rogan apparently liked the sound of the
governmenta jargon, and gave each phase afull measure of expression.

Gradudly the sense of the order became dimly ap-parent through dl the legd phrasing. As Billings
hed feared, it was an old problem, just now coming to light.

That was ggnificant, even though only a few men might recognize it. Not one new principle had come
out of the universties in the past thirty years. Not one problem had arisen which hadn’'t been foreseen
then. 1t was as if something geared to tremendous momenttum had had powerful brakes applied. The
forward movement seemed to continue satisfactorily; yet it was apparent to anyone who cared to look
that it was grind-ing to a hdt.

Odd how the human mind, once it became conscious of the unyidding pressure of limits and



regtrictions, refused to think congtructively. There was a lot of loose tak about the indestructibility of the
humen will, how it strove onward and upward, overcoming dl obstacles. But that was jud talk, of the
most irresponsible kind. Actudly the human will to progress was the most delicate mechanism imaginable,
and refused to work at dl if conditions were not precisdy right.

In the hdf million years man had been on earth, there were only twenty occasions when he had been
able to pul himsdf up beyond the primitive animd levd. It was Sgnificant, too, that most of these
gener-ated their forward momentum in one spurt, and often within one lifetime. Momentum reached its
point where rulers became satisfied and clamped down re-drictions againg any change of the status
guo. Then began, over and over in each civilization, the dow retrogression and the long night.

In the typicd fashion of governmentd directives, the order sad the same thing over and over, yet
never succeeded in saying outright what it meant. Man's inventive techniques had outstripped his reection
time possibilities. A plane, hurtling into an unforeseen di-saster, would gtrike it before the pilot could
become aware of the danger and react to avert it.

To protect hisown life, man had had to place alimit upon the speed of his vehicles. True, he tried to
cope with the Stuation by inventing servomechanisms, but most of these merdly registered their findings
upon a did. The cockpits of ships became a solid wall of dids. No human eye could read dl their
messages Smultaneoudy and react as they directed.

And, too, the servomechanisms, intricate and mar-velous though they might be, were blind and
sensdess things, capable of following only one design of action.

Only the human mind was suUfficiently flexible to vary the patterns of behavior to meet the variation of
possble circumstances. But the human mind was too dow, too ingffident, too eesly distorted. It
was—an understatement—undependable.

Billings watched the unfolding of the inexorable logic in the order with a growing dread which began
to mount to the level of horror. For it was clear to him where the logic mugt lead. Since we did have
weapons, the order pursued its line of thinking, which could seek out a target, follow it, strike and
destroy it; the work of Hoxworth Univeraty was quite Smple, and should require little time or tax monies.

The universty was Smply required to reverse the known mechanicd principle and see that a plane, or
an automobile, or other moving vehicle, struck nothing!

The order ended with its usud propaganda. Thus the citizens could see that, once again, out of war
came great benefits to peace.

Rogan closed the diff back page of the order and looked up a Billings with an expression of
satisfaction a having ddivered the government’ s ingructions con-cisely and completely.

“In other words,” Billings said dowly, “they want a servomechanism designed which can foresee the
fu-ture, and work out a pattern of mechanica operation which will cope with that future at the time it
becomes present.” He redized his voice showed his incredulity, and that it would displease Rogan. It did.

“I believe the order is quite clear, doctor,” Rogan sad decigvdy. “And there is catainly nothing
diffi-cult about it, now that Washington has shown you the way to solve it. What a target-finder missle
does, you smply have to do in reverse.”

“But why did Washington select me, Mr. Rogan?’ Billings asked carefully. “1 am not a mechanical
tech-nician or engineer. 1 work with the human mind and body, ther interaction. | wouldn't know
anything about this project at dl.”

He was sorry he mentioned it, for it could be con-strued as Unwillingness to Cooperate, a fdlow
traveer act if not actudly subversve. And it was a foolish question to ask, too, snce government did not
usudly take capability into condderation in making an ap-pointment—no more than the people did in
decting government. Still, his question did bring him unex-pected results.

Rogan hesitated, pulled at hislip, decided not to make anything out of the doctor’s dip.

“Washington does not usudly have to explain to a dtizen,” he said, “but | am ingtructed to answer
you. This project is not a new one. It has been assgned before—severd times”

“Y ou mean the mechanicd engineers have refused it?” Billings asked.

“Those who did are serving their sentences, of course,” Rogan said, and his voice implied that Dr.



Billings could join them without loss to the world. “But there was one thread of agreement at ther trias.
They dl said that thiswould be duplicating the work of the human brain, and we' d better go to an expert
on the human brain if we wanted to know how that worked.

“S0,” he finished amply, “here we are.”

Billings had thought he was beyond further as-tonishment, but he had underestimated his own
capac-ity for it.

“Mr. Rogan,” he said dowly, trying not to show that he was aghaest at the vacuity of such logic. “1 do
not question Washington's wisdom. But for the sake of the record, | know only a few of the secondary
effects of mentd action; 1 do not know how the mind works; | do not know of any human beng who
does”

He stopped short, for there flashed into his mind the possihility of one who might. Joe Carter, a
sudent—a telepath.

The house where Joe lived was nearly a century old, and did not need the aid of the fog and the dusk
to give it an ar of grimy neglect. The weather-stained sgn which proclaimed light-housekegping rooms
for students seemed dmogt as old, but at least it did not misrepresent them as being cheery or bright or
com-fortable,

Billings hesitated briefly a the foot of the steps leading up to its front door, and mentdly pictured with
dread the two long flights of wooden dtairs he mugt dimb to reach Joe's room.

He could have summoned Joe to his office, of course, but tonight that would have been adding insult
to injury. And, too, in his own room, the boy seemed to have a little less reserve than in the office or the
classrooms.

He started the dow, careful dimb up the steps, opened the front door which was never locked for it
was obvious that no one here could have anything worth taking, walked across the short hdl, and started
up thefird flight of stairs. He glanced farther down the hdl, saw the landlady’s door close abruptly, and
amiled. It was the same, every time he came to see Joe.

He had known Joe Carter for twelve years. Firs there had been the letter from Martin at Steffe
Univer-sity, tdling him about an eight-year-old telepath whose parents thought him insane. He, himsdf,
had gone to the amdl college town and talked with the boy. He had arived a a bad time. The Sory, as
he got it from others, was that the boy had picked up a stray dog. The boy’s parents had turned the dog
over to the pound, and it had been destroyed. Joe had become slent, uncommunicaive, unresponsive to
any of Billings attempts to draw him out.

Tweve years. From the sdelines he had watched Joe get through primary and secondary schools.
He had marveled at the continued, never-breaking con-cealment the boy practiced in covering his unique
tal-ent. But concedlment breeds distrust. The boy grew up friendless and aone.

Evay year Billings had reviewed the grades which Joe had made. They were uniformly,
monotonoudy, equivdent of C. He was determined to be nether sharp nor dull; determined that he
would do nothing to make anyone notice him for any reason. As if his life itsdf, depended upon
remaining unnoticed.

Both his high school associates and Joe's parents were astonished when Hoxworth Universty
offered him a scholarship. 1t wasn't much of a scholarship, true, for Joe's parents had no influence and
Joe was not an ahlete. Since there would be nather prestige nor finandd return to the Universty, it
hadn't been easy, but Billings had managed it, and without reved-ing the reasons for it.

He paused and caught his breath in the hdlway at the top of the fird flight of stairs, and then resumed
his upward dimb. They could tak dl they pleased about how hde and hearty he was a seventy, but two
flights of sairs

Tweve years. That would make Joe about twenty now. The lagt three years had been at Hoxworth.
And Joe had been as colorlessin college as in high school .

Billings had tried, many times, to draw him out, make him flare into life He had shown infinite
patience; he had drived to radiate sympathy and under-sanding. Joe Carter had remaned polite,
friendly, appreciative—and closed. Billings had tried to show community of Spirit, transcending the fifty



years gap in their ages—and Joe had remained respectful, con-siderate, and aware of the honor of
persond friendship from such afamous man. If Joe had known who whee-dled a scholarship for him, he
hed never shown the knowledge.

Tonight Billings would try a different method. To-night he would sink to the common levd of the
mean in spirit. He would demand acknowledgment and some repayment for his benefaction.

He hestated in front of the wooden panded door, dmost withdrew back down the dairs in
preference to portraying himsdf in such a petty light; and then before he could make up hismind to give it
up, he knocked.

The door opened, dmost immediatdy, asif Joe had been waiting for the knock. The boy’s face was
withdrawn and expressionless, as usud. Y et Billings fdt there was a greater wariness than usud.

“Comein, doctor,” Joe said. “1 heard you coming up the gairs. I’ ve just made some coffee.”

Two chairs were placed at the pitiful little table; two heavy china cups wreathed vapor. A battered
coffeepot sat on a gas plate. The housskesping was light, indeed.

The two of them sat down in chairs, sraight hard chairs and picked up the mugs of coffee.

“I'mintrouble, Joe,” Billings began. 1 need your hdp.” Somehow he fdt that an immediate opening,
without preiminary fencing, would be more appreci-ated. And on this basis, he proceeded into the story
of the newest order he had just received tha afternoon from Rogan. He made no effort, either, to draw
Joe out, to get the boy to acknowledge his tdent of telepa-thy. Billings took it for granted, and became
aware as he progressed that Joe was meking no effort to deny it.

That, a least, was hopeful. He switched suddenly to a frontd approach, dthough he knew that young
men usudly resented it when an older man, particu-larly a successful one, did it.

“Have you given any thought, Joe, to what you intend to do with your life? Any way you can turn
your gift into condructive use?’

“A great ded, of course” Joe answered without hesitation. “In that, at least, I'm no different from the
average felow. You want me to work with you on this synthetic brain, don’t you, doctor? You think |
may have some understanding you lack? Is that it?’

“Yes, Joe”

“It could destroy the humean race, you know,” Joe said quietly.

Billings was brought up short. He fdt a sudden chill, not entirdy due to the blesk and heatless room
inwhich they sat.

“You foresee that, Joe, definitely?’ he asked. “Or are you merdy speculating?’

“I'm an imperfect,” Joe answered quidtly. “I often see seconds or minutes ahead. Occasiondly | see
days or weeks but not accurately. The futureign't fixed. But I'm afraid of this thing. I'm afrad that if we
make a machine which can think better than man, mankind wouldn't survive it.”

“Do you think man is worth surviving, Joe? After the things he's done?’

Joe fdl dlent, looking down at the table. Seconds became minutes The chegp clock on the dresser
ticked away a quarter of an hour. The coffee in the cups grew cold. Billings shivered in the damp cold of
the unheated room, contrasted it with the animad warren comfort of the dormitories, the luxury of the frat
houses. He became suddenly afraid of Joe's answer. He had at least some conception of what it mugt be
like to be done, the only one of its kind, a man who could see in a world of totdly blind without even a
concept of sght. How much bitterness did Joe carry over from childhood?

“Do you believe that man has reached his evolution-ary peak, doctor?’ Joe asked at last, bresking
the heavy slence.

“No-0,” Billings answered dowly.

“Couldn’'t the whole ps area be something which is latent, just redly beginning to develop as the
photo-sengitive cdls of primitive lifein animas once did? | have the feding,” he paused, and changed his
phrasing. “I know that everyone experiences ps phenomena on a subconscious leved. Occasondly a
freek comes dong’—he used the term without bitterness—*who has no barrier to shut it out of the
conscious. | ... | think we're trending toward the ps and not away fromiit.

“Y ou think man should be given the chance to go on farther, then?” Billings asked.



“Yes” Joe sad.

“And you think that if he finds out what the true nature of thought is, at the levd he usesiit, it would
destroy him?’

“It might.”

“Why?

“He's proud, vain, supeficid, egotidica, superdti-tious,” Joe sad without any emphasis. “This
ma-chine, to do wha Washington wants, would have to use judgment, determine right from wrong, good
from bad. Man has kept a monopoly on that—or thinks he has.”

“What do you mean—thinks he has?’ Billings asked, and fdt he was nearing some door which might
open on anew visa

“Suppose we say that white is good and black is bad,” Joe said quietly. “Any photoelectric cdl then
can tdl good from bad. Suppose we say a high number is right and a low number is wrong. Any
self-respect-ing cybernetic machine then can tdl right from wrong.”

“But those are purdly arbitrary vaues, Joe,” Bill-ings objected. “ Set up for a specific expediency.”

“Y ou're something of a historian, doctor,” Joe answered obliqudly. “Aren’t dl of them?’

Billings started to argue dong the lines of inherent human nature, indinct for good and right, basic
mord-ities, the things man believed set him apart from the other animas. He redized that he would be
taking to a telepath; that he had better stick to the facts.

“At least man has arbitrarily set his own vaues, Joe,” he said. “The photodectric cdl or cybernetic
mechine can't do that.” Yet he caught a glimpse of things beyond the opening door, and became
suddenly Slent.

“We mugt emphasize that fact, doctor,” Joe sad earnestly. “Man must go on, for a while, thinking
that; in spite of the contrary evidence which this servo-mechanism will reved. Tha shouldn’t be too hard
to mantain. Man generdly believes what he prefers to beieve. Most evidence can be twisted to filter
through his screen mesh of prejudices and tensions, so that it confirms rather than confounds.

Billingsfdt a wave of gpprehenson. He dmog wished that he had not come to Joe for help on this
project. Yet he fdt rdief, too. Joe, by the plurd pro-noun, had indicated that he would work on the
project. Relief, because he knew that he had no knowledge whereby the problem could be approached.
And he believed Joe did.

Theilluson of a door opening remained before hisvison. There were dark sirrings beyond.

Thework did not progress.

It was not due to lack of organization, or lack of cooperation. The scientists had long ago adapted to
the appointment of most anyone as head of a project, and they saw nothing unusud in a gecidig in
psychosomatics being assigned to make up a new servomecha-nism.

Thelack of progress semmed from the fact that their objective was not clearly defined. Through the
days that followed, Billings was bothered, more than he cared to admit, by Joe's warning that the
semantics of their objective must be kept away from any concept of duplicating the work of the humen
brain. Y et that was what they were trying to do.

He was helped none, ather, by the severa incidents, in mestings, when one or the other of the
stientists on the project tried to tdl him that was what they were trying to do.

“If you want a servomechanism,” Gunther, the photoelectric man, said, “which will make the same
decisons and take the same actions as a human plane pilot, then you must duplicate that pilot’s mentd
pro-cesses.”

“If we are trying to duplicate the processes of hu-man thought, why have no psychologists, other than
yoursdlf, been assgned to this project?’ asked Hos-kins, the cybernetic man.

These questions were not easy to parry. Both of these men were fird-rate scientists, and in the
figurative underground, among friends who could be trusted, they asked questions to which they
expected answers. The linewhich Joe had indsted he adopt did not satisfy them.

“We mugt not permit ourselves to get confused with arguing the processes of human thought,” Billings
hed replied. “We will bog down in that area and get nowhere. This is Smply a machine and must be



ap-proached from the mechanicd.”

Yes, it was unsatisfactory, for it was precisgly the same kind of thought control which had blanketed
the country. You mug solve the problem, but you are not permitted to explore this and this and this
avenuein your search for the possible solution.

Joe, too, was a disgppointment. Billings had suc-ceeded in getting him appointed as project
secretary. No one objected since the job required a greet deal of paper work, carried little prestige, and
the pay was not enticing. There would be other students assigned later to various phases of production.
Billings made a men-tal note to assgn young Tyler to something which sounded particularly impressive.
The undercurrents of that cartoon could not go ignored. Joe's gppointment, therefore, seemed naturd
enough, and brought him into the thick of activity.

But Joe did no more than the recording. Billings found himsdf in the frudrating position of having
en-gineered the Stuation so that Joe would be there for question on how they should proceed, but Joe
gave only vague and evasive answers. The progress reports, turned over to Rogan for forwarding on to
Washington, contained a great dedl of wordage and little else. That would keep Washington quiet for a
while, snce their tendency was to measure the worth of a report by its poundage; but it was dso
dangerous in case anybody fet he was dipping out of the public eye, and began to cast about for some
juicy publicity.

One of Joe' s typicd answers brought typicad results.

“We dready know enough to build it,” Joe had said firmly. “We've got dl the basic principles. We
can duplicate the action of the human brain, at its present leve of thinking, any time we want to. Only if
we redize that’s what we' re doing, we won't want to do it. So, on amechanicad levd, we smply have to
bring dl the principles together and coordinate them.”

That added up to nothing when Billings tried it. Suggestions from various departments, working
piece-med, ranged dl the way from pinhead Sze trangstors, to city block long banks of cybernetic
mechines. Even though they had the knowledge, if they did, to build a separate machine to take care of
each possble pattern which might arise in the piloting of a plane, it would create an accumulaion large
enough to fill the old Empire State building.

In exasperation, Billings called Joe to account in his office. They were done, and Billings minced no
words about the way Joe was dragging his fest.

“Why do you want to build this machine, doctor?’ Joe asked abruptly. “You're not afrad of the
conse-quences if you fal?”

Billings had not expected this attack from Joe. As the weeks had passed, he had fdt a growing
urgency to succeed, but he had not tried to put hisfedingsinto words. To answer Joe, he tried now.

“Every man, who thinks, wants there to be a mean-ing to hislife” he said carefully, for he sensed that
this was the criticd point. “1've spent my life trying to know, to understand. Everything I’ ve ever learned
seems to come together in this one thing. Say I'm looking for a monument, that there should be an apex,
a crowning achievement. Every man would like there to be something remaining after him, which says,
‘Thisis the meaning of hislife’”

Joe was dlent, and looked a him steedily. Billings redized he had expressed only a part of it
perhaps the mogt inggnificant part. He picked up a cigarette, lit it, and took another approach.

“A avilization, too,” he said. “Each one of them has produced some one great achievement, one
spe-cidty. Therere not dl the same and with the same gods. But each succeeding avilization seems to
adopt what results it can use from past achievements. It syn-thesizes them into its own specid
achievement. Our specidty has been technologicd advance. Never mind that everything ese is borrowed
and doesn't fit us—we have achieved that. But what we have achieved could be meaningless to some
future divilization unless we give it meaning now. Here, again, this thing would sum up and embody in one
object the totd of our technology.

“If man's advance is toward a broader intdlect, it seems we should sum up his intdlect to this
point—if we can, and in our own language, that of technology. It's the only one we speak without an



Sill Joe sat in sllence, and picked absently & a frayed thread in the drape which hung near his chair.
Though he meant them to be condructive, Billings redized that to Joe such arguments were futile,
hope-less, destructive. An old man may think with detach-ment about thousand-year periods of history,
and view with little concern the infinitesmd part his own life plays out of dl the trillions of people who
may live. But a young man is impatient with such maundering. He wants the answers to his own life, the
drive which will give purpose to his own acts. And the purpose was there, too, enough to satify even—a
Joe.

“No man watches happily,” Billings said, “while his dvilization passes and sinks back into the Dark
Ages. Every man has the tragic feding that it need not happen; that if some eventud avilization is to
endure, then why not his own? True, most dvilizations had one spurt which made them shine for a while
before they flickered out again. But some had severd spurts. Some new thing entered the life of the
people. They found the energy to meet the new chdlenge and solve its problem.”

Joe's head came up & this, and he stopped pulling at the siring on the curtain.

“According to you, Joe,” Billings said in find argu-ment, “this thing may destroy man. It may aso
bump him up to the next step of evolution.”

“You'd bewilling to face persona danger for that, doctor?” Joe asked suddenly.

The room grew very 4ill. Billings did not answer lightly, for he suspected Joe saw farther beyond the
door then he could.

“Yes” he sad firmly. “Of course”

Tha was the turning point in Joe's attitude toward the project, but it had no effect upon the various
scienHtids, of course. They dill operated on the basis of a separate machine for every requirement, and
thelig of requirements was endless.

Superficdly, to anyone who had not thought it through, the problem seemed not too difficult, as
Washington had stated. A sdf-aiming gun, a saf-guided missle which fastened upon a distant object,
plotted its course to intersect the object, and changed its course to compensate for the change in the
fleaing object’ s maneuvers—these should certainly show the way.

And back of that there had been pilotless radio-controlled planes. And back of that the catapult and
the bow and arrow.

But whether it was a sdf-guided missle, or a spear, there was a human mind back of it which had
dready predicted, used judgment, set the forces in motion according to that judgment.

Human mind? What about the monkey who threw the coconut from the tree a its enemy? What
about the skunk with its own version of the catapult? Well, mind of some kind.

Even the amoeba varied its actions to Uit the cir-cumstances. There couldn’t be much of a brainin
one cdl. Yet it did react, within its limits through variable patterns. Any psychosomaticist knows that
eveay cdl has a sort of mind of its own. But certainly a cybernetic machine has capacity for varied
patterns, too, ac-cording to the circumstances. But preset, man, precho-sen! But didn't blind and
reasonless environment present and prechoose what an amoeba would do? Need it be a mind, as we
think of mind?

Billings was not the only one whaose thoughts went around and around in this vein, exploring the
possible concepts; not the only one who found a yea for every nay. All the scientists, Sngly and in
groups, inescap-ably followed the same train of reasoning; and came up againg the same futility. In spite
of Billings in-dructions to keep their concepts mechanicd, if they were to duplicate the results of
judgment between the best courses of action among the many courses of action a plane or an automobile
might take, then they had to think about the processes of judging; and the nature of choosing.

Unfortunately, each of them had had courses in psy-chology, absorbed its strange conclusions,
dlowed themsdves to be influenced by its influence on man's thinking. They arrived nowhere in their
andyses. They made the mistake of judging it by the other sciences, assumed it had its foundation based
infact; and fet it must be their own fault when its results gave them nothing.

Y et Billings remembered that Joe had told him they knew enough to build the machine. Still, what
was the use of the fines waich if one had no concept of the measurement of time? One might build



endless and complex speculation on the way its metd case flashed in the sun, or how it ticked with a life
of its own againg the ear, in the way that psychology and philosophy speculated endlessy and built
complex structures of pointless word games about the nature of man.

Billings smiled with wry amusement a the position in which he found himsdf. He was like a student
who has been given a knotty problem to solve, knows there mugt be a solution but can't find it. For he
did not doubt the conviction of Joe's Statement.

Like the bewildered student, he went to teacher. He was sincere enough and had suffident stature
that he could disregard the disparity of their ages, positions, experience, credentids. He was not too
proud to accept knowledge, wherever he may find it.

“It' sinability to communicate with each other,” Joe answered his question. “It’s like the spokes of a
whed, without any bridging rim connecting them. The hub is basic scientific knowledge. Specidized
sciences radiate out from that, and in moving outward they build up their own semantics”

“I've heard the andogy before,” Billings objected. “I1t's not a good one; because, if you think about
it, you'll see that none get very far out from the hub without the assistance of the others. The concepts of
one must be incorporated into the other before any of them can progress very far.”

“They use one another’s products, doctor,” Joe corrected without emphasis. “Whether those
products be gadgets or ideas, they're dill the result of another’s specidized thinking. A mechanicd
enginer uses the product of the petroleum engineer without more than superficidly knowing or caring
about how its mole-cules were tailored. Say the product doesn’t work. The mechanica engineer doesn’'t
drop everything and spend a dozen years or o trying to find the proper lubricant. He goes back to the
petroleum engineer, puts in his beef, describes the conditions which the lubricant must meet. The
petroleum engineer goes away, polymerizes and catdyzes some more mole-cules, brings back a new
sample, and now the mechan-icd engineer can go a little farther out on his spoke. But he doesn't
communicate except a the product use leve.”

“Then how are we going to get these men to use each other’s products, Joe?’ Billings asked
impatiently. “Thisthing is dl out of hand. It isn't taking shape a any point. The more we think about it
the lessit resolves itsdlf, the more chaotic it becomes.”

He turned to Joe and spoke levelly, dmost accus-ingly.

“You seem to know what needs to be done, but you don't do anything about it, Joe. | counted on
you. Maybe | shouldn’'t have, but | did. It seemed to me that this thing was a solution for you as wdl as
for me. You've never known how to put your talent to use condructively, and you must have wanted
that. Well, here s your chance.”

He saw Joe's face turn pae, and a mask of no expresson settle over it. But his irritation and
frudira-tion made Billings plunge in where consideration had held him back before.

“Why can’t you do that, Joe?’

“That would mean going into their minds,” Joe said dowly, through iff lips. “Teaking over portions of
their thinking, directing their actions. | haven't done that since | played around with it as a child, before |
redized what | was doing. It ig't right for one human being—and | do think of mysdf as human—to
control another human being.”

Billings threw back his head and laughed with sud-den rdief.

“Joe!” he exclamed. “Y ou're the living example that specid tdent or knowledges does not bring with
it specid wisdom or common sense! Don't you redlize that every time we ask somebody to pass the sdt
a the table, or honk our horn a someone on the street, or buy a par of socks, or give a lecture, that we
are controlling the thought and action of others?’

“It ig7't the same,” Joe indsted. “You normds are blind and fumbling and crude about it. You just
bump into one another in your threshing about. And you can dways refuse to obey one another.”

“Not redlly, Joe,” Billings said. “How long would a man lagt in his freedom if he refused to do the
million things society required of him? | doubt if there's much essentid difference in the kind of pressure
you could bring, and the kind which the whole society brings upon aman. You say we fumble, while you
could do it expertly. | think I’d rather have an expert work on me than a fumbler. What is the difference



inyour planting the thought of what these scientists should do, and my sending them a written order?
Great Scott, boy, if you can get them to accomplish this thing, then you must go ahead.”

“Whatever | think needs to be done to accomplish it, doctor?’

“Whatever the project requires to carry it to comple-tion,” Billings defined, “remembering that this
thing can be the solution for mankind, push him up to the next evolutionary rung.”

Joe was Slent for alittle while, and then spoke dowly.

“But they mustn’t know. Outside of aman’s own isolated fidd of knowledge, he's as superdtitious as
dl the rest. They've got dl kinds of the wildest ideas about how dangerous and evil a telepath might be.
They mustn't know. Y ou've got to remember that san-ity in a person or a dvilization is like a amdl boat
on the surface of an ocean. If the subterranean depths get roiled up enough, the boat capsizes and there's
nothing but the slorming chaos of madness.”

“Isthat the way we appear to you, Joe?’

“That's the way man is” Joe said smply.

“Thenif you can keep from rocking the boat when you direct ther thinking on this project, you can
de-pend on me to keep it secret, Joe.” Billings said reas-suringly.

“It's perfectly ethicd, dl right, for me to control their thinking on this project, then?’

“Perfectly dl right, Joe,” Billings said with empha-ss. And he thought he meant it.

The door opened wider.

It was Hoskins, in charge of the cybernetic aspects, who put the generd feding into words a few
days later.

“I’ve often observed,” Hoskins said to no one in particular, as severd of them sat around the generd
mesting room, “thet you'll be faced with a problem which looks completely unsolvable—there's just no
point a which you can grab hold of it—then suddenly, for no reason at al, the whole thing smooths out.”

Billings darted a quick look at Joe, but that young man, busy a a amdl table over in the corner of the
room, did not look up from his job of assembling various reports into order.

Another, perhaps even more ggnificant piece of evi-dence became apparent, tha the men were
incorporat-ing the problem into their thinking normdly. The thing acquired a name—Bossy. Suddenly
everyone was us-ing it. The animd husbandry department had supplied it.

“Anybody who has ever handled cows knows they can be the most ornery, cantankerous, stubborn
critters

you ever saw one minute, and completely gentle and obedient the next,” one of the men from that
depart-ment said.

And that about described thelr fedings toward Bossy at thistime.

Billings had been trying for some time to find a descriptive name, usng the familiar method of initids
of descriptive
words—sensory—apperceptor—indexer—appral ser—comparer—extrapol ator—ipredi ctor—chooser
—activator—He bogged down, not only in that the initids seemed to add up to nothing pronouncegble,
but the ligt of terms themsdves merdy added to the confusion. He, too, cdled it Bossy. Some-how that
was best—for Bossy was, in spite of her contrariness, domesticated, inferior to man, controlla-ble—and
gave milk. Quite conscioudy, he was com-forted by the semantics of the name.

Rogan, too, accepted the name. He was a little scan-dalized and as yet Washington hadn’t give any
reaction which would guide his attitude, but unless the meat or dairy industry objected, there seemed to
be nothing subversive abot it.

A third evidence, stronger than the other two, was that everyone began taking about sensory
receptors. They reasoned that if a pilot sees and hears and feds the externa world about him, even
though ingtruments are measuring these things more accurately than he can determine them, then Bossy
mug aso have the receptors to bring Sght and sound and feding.

Fird, as a joke, and then no longer kidding about it, they decided to give her taste and smdl while
they were about it. And then someone spoke out in the commons room and sad they were pikers.
They'd give her Sght that a human pilot couldn’t have, such as radar. They'd give her sengtivity such as



no humean being could fed—like the seismograph. They'd give her gyroscopic baance that would make
the inner fluid of the human ear less than mentionable. They'd give her

The tak of what they would give Bossy, dl the ddicate ways man has evolved to detect things
beyond the range of his crude dull senses, went on far into the night.

Sensory receptors were not too difficult to manage. It was rather astonishing, when one assembled
them dl together, how widdy man had aready duplicated human sense receptors. For sght, in the human
visud range, there was the eectronic camera, the light send-tive film of the photographic plate, the
sdenium cdl, and other. Beyond the normd eye range there was radar, and other infrared and violet-light
detectors. There was a wedth of sound-sendtive insruments, and a plethora of touch and fed
indruments used by industry in product ingpection and andyss The taste and scent instruments were not
0 wdl developed, but there were some, and, gpproaching it through chemicd effect, there could be
others.

It was common knowledge, too, that al these insru-ments converted the externd senses to dectrica
im-pulse—not too far removed from the way the nerves carry the impact of the sense receptors to the
brain.

No one seemed to be bothered about what they would do when they got that far; that an dectronic
camera could pick up light rays and convert them into eectrical impulses until it fogged its lenses, but the
picture would have no meaning until the human eye viewed it and gave it meaning.

They went about ther job, insead, in the way a skilled artisan goes about his—knowing that
problems may arise which he haa't yet worked out, but aso confident that he can handle them when
they do arise.

Thar work, a this point, was the reduction of Sze, grester senstivity, combining the principles of
may ingruments into one. The human eye contains a hun-dred and thirty million light sengtive cdls. It
would be niceif they could get their camera orifices as tidy and sengtive.

Each of the departments put its best sudents to work on its own problem, until the entire universty
was coordinated into working on some aspect of the job. The sngleness of purpose, the drive for
accomplish-ment was as much as could be asked by any indudtrid-ig.

Rogan, too, was caught up in the enthusasm, and surveyed the activity with a certain gpproval—for
busy hands have no time for mischief. And he found himsdf with new duties, strange for a Resident
Investigator. Hoxworth University did not have dl the talent and equipment it needed for this project, not
by any means. Rogan found himsdf assuming the role of a go-be-tween with Washington, requesting,
requistioning, re-quiring services and speciaists not only from other schools, but from industry itsdlf.

Operation Bossy became afamiliar term in the ad-minidrative offices of Washington, and throughout
theindudtrid and educationd life of the nation. As with most other top-secret projects, everybody knew
about it and was taking about it. The stories grew with the tdling, and Joe's indstence to Billings that it
be kept in the mechanicd language began to have reason be-hind it. It was merdly another form of the
guided missle. No one redized what was redly happening, not even the men working at its centra
core—not even Billings

Things were hgppening too fast for that. It was asif the pieces of agiant jigsaw puzzle, cast cardesdy
upon a table, began to assemble themsdves at various places, without much regard for one another, or
where each would fit into the whole once the picture was done.

Although no one had thought of synthetic textiles as being more than remotely connected with the
project, it was that laboratory which came up with the impulse-gtoring ribbon. Yet they were the mogt
logicd to ac-complish this That fidd knows probably more than any other how to tallor and ater
molecules to suit their purpose. Sound had long been stored on pladiic tape; light, too, in photographic
pladtic.

Without a hitch, Hoskins of cybernetics, began working in the synthetic textiles department, finding in
its ahility to polymerize and catalyze molecules the ided opportunity for memory storage units. Again, the
dimingtion of grossness became amgor concern, and from the gpertures there began to spew a thread,
dl but invigble, not more than a few molecules in breadth and thickness, with each molecule tailored to



pick up and store its own burden of dectrica impulse.

Bossy began to take shape, and, oddly enough, the box took on a fant resemblance to a cow.
Perhaps this was mainly due to the two eyestalks which sprouted out from near its upper surface, like
horns topped with dragonfly eye lenses. None of this poor human vison for their Bossy. The digphragm
for picking up sound on the front of the box was vagudly like the blaze on an animd’s face, the apertures
for ar entrance where scent and taste could be sampled where like nodtrils.

It was asif there was an unconscious determination to see that the thing remained Bossy.

A dream of specidized molecules poured past each sense receptor, picked up the dectronic
vibration, combined to make a thread, in the way that a motion-picture film picks up light and sound, so
that when played back they coincide, and stored itsdf a the bottom of the case.

They had not yet arrived at any point where a new basic principle needed to be found. Although, a
this point, they had no more than a superior sense-re-cording machine. The thread could be played back,
but that was dl. And no one worried about it.

It was music, another unlikely department, who gave the clue to the next step. A note struck on one
key of the piano will, through the principle of harmonics, vibrate the srings a octaves above so that they
aso give off sound. Shouldn't there be a vibronic code Sgnd inherent in each sense stream, <o that like
things will activate harmonicaly with other like things? Wasn't that how recognition took place through
har-monicaly awakened association with like experience in the past?

It wes.

Outwardly, Bossy ceased to take shape. To codify every sound, every shape, every vibration
trandated into touch and fed and scent and taste, every degree of lignt and color dendgty was a
monumenta task—in terms of detail work, dthough its organization was not difficult. To trandate these
into eectricad code impulses was difficult. But here again, no new princi-ple was needed. Here again,
men had merdy the task defining the world in terms of symbol—and symboal in terms of code impulse,

Nor was it too difficult to again tallor the molecules to carry eectricad current, which, theoreticaly,
would keep these code impulses vibrating in harmonics with those passing the sense receptor apertures.

And 4ill it was no more than an impulse storage bank. Only in theory was a new impulse activating its
counterpart in old impulses. They had no way of test-ing it in practice. And fdt supremely confident that a
way would be found.

No one who has not directed alarge scale activity, coordinated the work of thousands of people and
gyn-thesized ther results could fully comprehend the mass of work which fdl upon Billings and his
immediate saff. Many times he fet he had taken on more than he could handle, that the scope of activity
had got out of hand. Yet inquiries and suggestions came from everywhere, and many of them were
pertinent and vauable.

It was asif the whole academic life of the nation had been swept up in the same urgency which had
compdled him; as if men had something to think about which, for the moment, was unimpeded with
restric-tions and investigations.

Y, in spite of the waight of adminidrative detail, he had the feding that he had full grasp of
evarything that was happening, and with a darity of mind he had never experienced before he was able to
see the rlation of concepts one to the other.

Perhaps it was this darity which made him cdl a hdt to the coding as it was developing, scrap much
of what had been done, and start over. For it should have been obvious dl dong that identicd things
recaiving identical codes was not enough. This had been the sumbling block of dl cybernetic machinesin
the past. A tabulating pattern combined only identicals. They could combine the symboals for two apples
and 9x gpples correctly into eight apples, but when it came across one apple, it broke this out into a
Separate cate-gory, for the latter symbol differed from the former in that the letter “S” was missing. The
cybernetic machinesin the past had no sense, were not keyed to vagaries of grammar, spdling mistakes,
variations which a child of eéght would know were not redly variations.

A way mus be found to duplicate the dull supidity of the human mind which could not detect
differences unless they were glaring, and yet retain the fine seng-tivity of the cybernetic machine.

It became apparent that not only mus there be a code impulse for each isolated aspect of the



externd world, there must aso be an interlocking code for activation to bring back the tota picture.
Remem-brances are by association, one thing leads to another.

A symboal of a square mus not only activate any previous experience of the symbaol of a square but
dso the circumgtances in which that symbol was experi-enced. Yes, there must be a horizonta
interlocking of codes, as wel as verticd. For was not that the way decisons were made? In terms of
how things, smilar things, under Smilar circumstances, worked out in the past?

Much had been written thet the patterns of life dupli-cate themselves again and again and again; that
the intdligent men recognizes this duplication even though it may be in a different guise, while the
unintdligent and the machine do not and must solve each thing asif it were new.

While they were setting up the new system of cod-ing, the art department threw the worst curve of
dl. There was the matter of foreshortening. A square on a card looks square when faced head-on, but
looks rectangular if the card is turned a an angle. The human mind learns to make adjusments for
foreshortening, so shouldn’t Bossy? They asked it blandly, and perhaps a little mdicioudy, for they had
not been consulted up to this point.

Billings was dismayed a this obvious difficulty, and his spirits were not lifted either by the knowledge
that it took over three thousand years of art painting for man to move from the side view of the foot, as
portrayed by the Egyptians, to the front view, as dis-covered by the Greeks. And dmost another five
hun-dred years to move from the profile of the face to a front view.

It would be difficult to achieve this for Bossy. Still, there was no new principle involved, sSmply a
coding method which would tdl Bossy that one object was truly a rectangle seen head-on, and another
which ap-peared to be the same was redly a square seen a an angle. It was the same kind of laterd
coding which would solve this.

* % %

Thekey to Bossy's firg overt reaction to simuli came from one of the younger assstant professors
one night in the common room. He was ruefully tdling how his new baby responded to his wifeé's hands
with contentment and to his hands with fright. The baby was much too young to recognize the difference
be-tween mama and papa. It mus be familiarity versus unfamiliarity in the manner of touch.

A few days later, safety guards were ingdled around Bossy. They had long since inddled the yes-no
principle to be found in other cybernetic machines. There was jubilation and something gpproaching awe
when Bossy demonstrated it could learn—and learn with only one trid. The safety guards were keyed to
the rgject pattern, but when Hoskins, who inddled the guards, depressed the accept key for his own
hands, thereafter the machine threw up its guards when ap-proached by dien hands, but left them down
for Hos-kins hands. Perhaps it was mass, or shape codes. Perhaps it was color. Perhaps it was scent,
for Hoskins had been working around the machine when scent codes were being fed into it. Still Hoskins
hed no code of his own scent as differing from others. Scent was out, for the machine had no equipment
whereby it might do its own coding.

They were not sure just what process had occurred which made Bossy didinguish safe hands from
unsafe hands. She had the sense receptors to observe the out-side world. She had the codes, a great
may and more being added congantly, whereby through keyed har-monics she associated new
perception with old. Some moves had been made to key her with smilaities and differences. The
mechaniam was there to compare the new with the old and to determine the identities and the differences.
And now she had demondrated that she could diginguish through the sense perceptors and the
established coding.

Further, she had demonstrated that she could take automatic action.

The men cautioned one another, again and again, that they must not fal into the habit of thinking the
mechine could do anything they hadn’'t keyed it to do. It had no sense. None a dl. Redly, this throwing
up the bars to keep dien hands out was no more than any sdenium cel would do—wel, modified by
coding.

Even without Joe's warning glance, Billings fdt they were reassuring one another on this point
perhaps a little too much. He noticed, too, that the gender changed overnight from it to she. But it was



severd days before he noticed that Gunther had begun to sam-mer the name to B-b-b-ossy, each time
he sad it, dthough the man never sammered on anything dse. And Hoskins dways hesitated with an
audible “a” before saying the name.

The shadows beyond the door began to tir and swell, and seemed to writhe around one another.

Soring came, and then it was June. Commencement exercises were no more than a reluctant interlude
from the work. Billings watched Joe throw off his graduat-ing cap and gown, and in dmog the same
movement start assambling the requests for student deferments from compulsory military service. A
summer sesson extraordinary had been declared that no time be logt in the work on Bossy, and the
entire univeraty was humming on a factory schedule.

A new respect had been gained for a baby’s mind. Ordinarily adults thought of the newborn baby as
just lying there, inert mentally, accomplishing little learn-ing beyond finding out that a cry would summon
aten-tion, a nipple placed between its lips would start the reflex of sucking. Now they redized the
multitudes of unrdated sense impressons that mind must be doring, the repeated patterns which
impressed themsdlves upon its brain—and prediction of the future.

“If 1 cry, there will be approaching footsteps. | stop my arying to ligen for them. If | do not hear
them, | cry again. Soon there will be comforting hands and | will be dry and warm again.”

And any young maother knows this is accomplished in a few weeks. One by one the patterns are
learned, the sensation rdaionships repest themsaves, a word is spoken in connection with an object or
an action. Always the word and the object appear smultane-oudy—they are conjoined, one produces
the other. Re-lationships become vagudy apparent. Cause and effect emerge as an expectancy.

If it were not that a baby was human, one might set up certain laws of procedure. An outside world
datum makes an impact upon a sensory receptor. This is ac-companied by other impacts of other data.
There is a rdationship of each to the other. And long before there is any concept of sdf, as an entity,
there is a redization of sdf to the data. Not dl the data appear each time and in the same order. But if
enough data gppear to strike up the harmonics of association with a previous experience—judgment is
assumed. Through repetition of patterns of trid and error, some reflex and some calculated, action upon
judgment takes place.

But the baby is human, and therefore myserious, and we may not Implify the awvful metaphysics of
an awakening human mind into a set of mechanica steps. The human mind is set apart, the human mind
could not contemplate itsdf as being no more than an operation of an understandable process.

But it was different with Bossy. Bossy was a ma-chine, and therefore the processes which would
Subdti-tute for thought must be approached mechanicaly. Bossy recognized solely through mechanica
in-dexing—no different in principle from the old-fash-ioned punched card sorter. This and this and this is
the same as that and that and that—therefore these two things have a rdationship to one another.
Comparison of new data with old data, a feedback process of nu-merous indexed impulses and these to
the externd sense receptors and their stream of new impulses—redly it was quite trivid.

It was only coincidence that it seemed, here and there, to duplicate the results of an infant mind. Only
coincidence that as new experience and new data were being congantly applied, new areas of
experience ex-posed to Bossy, that she should seem to follow the process of the learning child.

Strictly coincidence, and one must not be fooled by coincidence.

As Billings watched Joe assemble the ligs of defer-ments, he wondered about the young man. Since
their conversation, when he had asked Joe to use his tdents to further the project, they had talked no
more than the work required. Billings was no closer to knowing Joe then he had ever been, and Joe
volunteered nothing. He did not know what Joe had done to clear away the mentd blocks which had
prevented the scientists from grasping the problem, he had only the overt evidence that something had
been done.

Redly this project was dl he had cdlaimed it would be. Attempt to reduce it to smpliaty though they
may, it dill remained that dl of man's science up to the present had been required to produce it. Bossy’s
ac-complishment was for dl time the monument to the triumph of science, the refutation that science



exigs only through the indifferent tolerance of the average man, the refutation aso that man has never
used hisintdlect except to rationdize, justify and decorate with high-sounding phrases the primitive urges
he intended to foster anyway. For it had taken intelect to produce Bossy, intelect of a high order,
reeching up to—detachment.

“Oh, by the way, doctor,” Joe looked up from hiswork at the desk and interrupted Billings thinking,
“have you been fallowing the articles on witchcraft?”

“Why ... why no, Joe,” Billings answered. “1 hadn’t noticed. What about them?’

“Therés a trend,” Joe said. “At fird the articles started out fantly deploring, and then explaining.
Now there is the current theory that scientists and thinkers generdly tend to get off the right track. That
there is a mass wisdom for doing the right thing for mankind, embodied in the masses of people. That
mankind has proved deadily and progressivey he knows what is best for him; and therefore the
so-called witcheraft suppresson was Smply man's way, an indinctive in-herent rightness, to keep from
being led into the wrong ways of thinking.”

“Thet is a very common line of thinking,” Billings said without much interest. “How are you coming
dong with that rogter of deferments?’

He saw Joe throw him a quick, gppraisng look, and then turn back to his work again. Probably
nothing sgnificant about Joe's remarks. Young men tended to become much too horrified as they
redized the terrible supidity of mankind. As one grows older, one doesn't expect so much; loses some
of the idedlism of what man should be.

“It's pretty extensive, doctor,” Joe said in a color-less voice. “When | think that a amilar lig is being
prepared in every college throughout the country ... wel, the military isv't going to like not being adle to
harvest its new crop. Theréll be an invedigation.”

Billings hardly heard him. His mind continued aong the track of comparison of Bossy and a child.
Evey day new sensations fed into the child, new admoni-tions, corrections, approvas, patterns fed into
stored accumulation of past sensations and conclusons. Sen-sations on the order of hillions, perhaps
trillions—no wonder that thought seemed complex, ungraspable. But as with so many problems the
difficulty was sze and bulk—and complexity was no more than superim-posure of Smple upon smple.

But human beings did not learn fast, mogt of them required many repetitions of a pattern before they
grasped it. The man was rare, indeed, who could mem-orize a book in scanning it once. Redly now, a
very poor job had been done in tailoring the molecular struc-ture of

Bossy required only once. Perhaps Joe was right. Perhaps man was dill evolving. Perhaps his brain
was no more than a rudimentary light-sengtive cdl as com-pared with the eye. Perhaps that was why his
brain gave such a poor performance, it had not evolved into its potential.

Billings sat, gazing out of the window at the dm trees and the sky.

“Yes” he murmured, moments later to Joe's com-ment. “No doubt there will be an invedigation.”
He wondered, vagudy, what there would be an investigartion about—but no metter, there were aways
investi-gations.

Surdy it would have nothing to do with Hoxworth Universty, or himsdf. For the assgnment had
suc-ceeded beyond the wildest imaginings. Perhaps it was immodest, but surdly the success of Bossy
would be emblazoned across the pages of history for a thousand years—the greatest achievement of all
time; and his name would be that of its author.

Man! Know thysdf!

“We mug not dlow oursdves to become fascinated with the sensation mongering of these
investigations, Joe,” he said chidingly. “We are thinkers, and we have work to do.”

Agan he fdt the quick, quedioning look from Joe, but dismissed it and continued with his
development of vison. Planly. Joe 4ill lacked wisdom.

Through the weeks that followed another tenson began to assume proportions too great to be
ignored. Aslong as there had been such a recognized thing as science, itsdf, here had been a controversy
concerning one aspect of it. A thing is composed of numerous properties which a theory or an equation
mug take into account if a satisfactory solution isto be attained. Some of these properties are intangible,



but none the less redl, such as friction, or gravity. Some are dill variable and unpredictable. Thus one of
the red and inescapable properties of athing is—humean reaction to it. An automobile could not be cdled
a satisfactory invention if no one would drive it; an dectric light could not be cdled a solution to
illumineting darkness if man smashed it in frenzied rage each time he saw it. Since man can know a thing
only through the mind of man, then the mind of man is one of its inherent properties. So said a school of
philosophy.

This pro school held that human reaction to a thing was as red as gravity or friction; that a scientist
who ignored it was like a mechanicd enginer who per-sisted in ignoring the effects of friction, a
gructurd engineer who ignored gravity. On the con Side, it was considered that the physicd scientist had
plenty to do in measuring physica forces and properties; that the force of human reection, If it existed,
belonged in someone e se's problem basket.

The pro school hed thiswas not true; that the phar-maceutical chemigt did assume responsbility for
the effect of his concoctions upon human mind and tissues, the Structurad engineer did assume some
respongbility for the end use of his houses or bridges, the mechanicd engineer did assume some
respongbility for people usng his motor; that no arbitrary line could be drawn separating responsbility
from nonresponghility.

The con schooal, in the vast mgority becauseiit is easier to evade responghility than to assume it, ill
passed the buck.

And because this red property of things continued to be ignored, the gep between the scientist and
the man in the street widened, and widened, and stretched out farther and farther. Any physicd scientist
knows that regardless of theory, thereis a practicd limit to the dadticity of a materid. Thereis dso alimit
to the dadticity of humean reaction to a science it can not understand, and therefore fears.

It became dso apparent, in these weeks, that there was a serious lesk of details on the progress of
Bossy. No project as widespread as the work on Bossy could be kept entirdy under security. Even
where trained scientists possess only scraps and portions of the whole knowledge, misconceptions will
occur. And multi-tudes of those working on some phase of Bossy were not yet trained scientists. They
were students. Stu-dents, for dl the grave respect they hold for the weight and importance of ther
knowledge, are notorious for misconceptions. There is a dividing line between effec-tive scientist and
dudent, but it has nothing to do with graduation exercises. Too many reman students, multiplying
misconception upon misconception. An astonishing number of these, unable to make ther way in the
laboratory, turn to teaching for their living. The gap between science and superdtition widens.

Beyond a serious centrd leak, which was becoming apparent, there were widespread rumors and
bits of information legking out. Each, in itsdf, was perhaps a harmless thing—if properly weighed and
sripped of its exaggerations and misnterpretations. But human beings, generdly, are not noted for tharr
ability to weigh judicioudy, discount exaggerations, and alow for possible misunderstanding. People like
sensation-alism, and in the tdling add therr bit to it.

Bossy, at fird ignored as being the business of the scientists and having no rdaionship to bread and
bed, suddenly became a topic of conversation everywhere. Everyone found he had an opinion.
Ready-made opin-ions by the score poured through the news columns and over video. Bossy began to
assume proportions of concern, dread, then outright fear.

When you stop to think of it, some of the more articulate would say, the most ingfficen,
unpredict-able, costly and exasperating machine used in indudry is the human being. The only advantage
it has over other machines, the only reason an indudridist uses it, is its wide flexibility of adaptation to
numerous conditions, the ease of replacement if it doesn’t func-tion properly.

But now there was Bossy.

It did not take long for the sensationdigts to predict manless factories, manless shops and stores,
manless utility and trangportation services. Once the coas were breathed into flame, it did not take long
for the fire to gather fud and spread in white heat. And like a gaso-line poured into the flames was the
wholesde student deferment.

Some of this reaction trickled, much diffused, into the ivory towers. Billingstried to offset it. He made



apersond appearance on anaiond hook-up, but he mistook fire for water and poured ail on the waves
to quiet them.

“There is nothing to fear,” he said. “The brain of Bossy is no more than a compound of synthetic
pro-teins, colloids, enzymes, metdlic sdts, faty acids—each molecule designed and shaped to do a
spexific task, picking up codified impulse charges to complete their Sructure, and then combining into a
threadlike substance for storage and release.”

If he had spoken in Hottentot, it would have been as comprehensble and less dangerous. For
without conveying the dightest understanding, and even in his attempts to show this thing was not human,
he heightened the dread.

Bossy was truly a maching, a synthetic thing. Its inventor, the famous Billings, had said so, himsdf.
Had it been dive, man might have understood it better, even though dien and inimicd it would have
shared with him the mygtery of life and thought.

As he droned on and on through his tak, as he described the lenses, the digphragms, the metdlic,
glasste, plagtic receptors, showing how they saw and fdt and tasted and heard, he confirmed dl the
rumors. Bossy was capable of replacing man.

And Bossy had no soul.

Letters by the thousands, the hundreds of thousands, poured into Congress. Congress, far more
receptive to the will of the people than is generdly redized, tried to act. But it was the Adminigtretive
Department who had cut the orders for work on Bossy. The Adminidrative Department unfortunately
chose this issue as a battle arena to show Congress it could no longer be shoved around so eedly. The
resultant conflict, the raw tempers which flared into print and over nationd hookups, served merdy to
heighten the tension throughout the country. There was something to it!

The quiet and doubtful words of the mallifiers, the advocates of let’s wait and see, the admonishers
of you're not hurt yet, their voices were logt in the angry outpourings of revolt againg this manufacture of
a soulless machine to replace man, this deferment of favored young men, these irresponsible
scientigs—science itsAf.

In damning the very idea of science, it never oc-curred to most that they were usng the products of
science to get their message into every corner of the land, into every mind.

Thefirg overt move came from asmdl band of men who chose to have a parade of protest. It was
nationd news. They fed upon the publicity. The parade re-grouped and formed into a march—a march
across two states toward Hoxworth Univerdty. The ranks of the marchers swelled. Other marchers
started.

And in the village of Hoxworth, near the universty, the residents decided they did not need to be
reminded of their duty by people from other communities.

There sprang from the mind of a fanatic, and couched in the lyricd language so often used by the
psychatic, ahuge placard that was set up at the corner of the library park one night. In one corner of it,
there was a copy of young Tyler's cartoon of Billings And in bold lettering:

HIDE! HIDE! WITCH! THE GOOD FOLK COME TO BURN THEE!

All day there was a crowd around it. In the strange manner of disturbed people, some stood for
hours just looking &t it, letting its message seep into the bottom fibers of ther beings—awakening
ancestr memories.

But during the amdl hours of the night, some stu-dent, perhaps equaly psychotic in his bitterness
agang such medievd reaction, added another placard below with these scornful words:

THEIR KEEN ENJOYMENT HID BENEATH THE GOTHIC MASK OF DUTY!

It was a most unfortunate thing, for it struck deep into the roots of guilt, and even where some had

hung back, now they raged and stormed with the rest when it was discovered the next morning.

A pdl of quietness, inactivity, hung over Hoxworth University. A miasma of gloom, apprehension,
like the somatics within a prison, filled the grounds and seeped through the hdls. Classes were sparsely
at-tended, and ingtructors found themselves sraying away from the subject of their lectures. Most of the



sudents had gone home in the weeks before.

All work on Bossy had ceased at the orders of the Board of Governors of the Universty. She had
been dismantled and her parts stored away. The activated brain floes had been carefully lifted out of its
case and folded into a thin duminum box. No one was sure what damage even this handling might do,
and no one had the urge to test and experiment to find out.

“| tried to warn you, Dr. Billings” Joe said once, in the dean’s office.

“But if you knew this, Joe!” Billings exclaimed. “Why didn’t you tdl us?’

“Each time | tried, doctor,” Joe said quietly, “you told me to mind my own business, that | lacked
wis-dom. | didn't know for sure what would happen, or I'd have forced you to ligen. | knew only that
men of science have faled to bring the people dong with them, that human beings are capable of terrible
things when they are terrified. You told me, many times, that scientists are not concerned with these
things that scientists don’'t want to hear about doom consequences, that scientigts are quite certain
everything will be dl right if they’re just permitted to do as they please.”

“People have predicted doom & every sngle ad-vance of science, Joe,” Billings admonished him.
“Look at dl the doom written around the time of atomic discovery. It never happened.”

“l know,” Joe said. “It's case of ‘Wolf, wolf’ beng cried too often, isn't it? Too bad. But your
higory should tdl you, doctor, there dways comes a time when the wolf redly does come.”

There wasn't any more conversation dong this line. There was't anything more that ether of them
could say. Joe went back to hiswork at his desk in the corner of the room, trying to fill in the new batch
of questionnaires Rogan had received from Washington. Rogan had taken them from his slver incrusted
brief case, wordlesdy, and lad them on Joe's desk. Rogan was as grim and gpprehensive as dl the rest.
He had followed orders dl the way, but it had gone wrong. Rogan could see only one thing; he would be
blamed for it dl—and yet he had merdy followed orders.

Billings was allittle glad when Joe finished his work and |eft the room. He redlized he had been stupid.
He had had an indrument a his hand, a ddicately tuned insrument capable of picking up facts far
beyond the range of his own senses, Joe, a telepath, and he had chosen to ignore the readings of the
ingrument, to depend upon his own crude and dull senses. The guilt of his supidity weighed heavily upon
him. He was glad that Joe did not like to look into the mind of a normd. He hoped Joe had not looked
too deeply into his. The vague discomfort he felt when Joe was around was heightened now.

He sat behind his desk, done, and reflected with profound disgppointment upon scientists,
collectivdy and individudly, himsdf included. They could tear apart the atom and milk it of its strength,
they could reconstruct the molecules of nature and improve upon them, they could design indruments far
beyond the range of man's senses, solve the riddles of the uni-verse, and, yes, reconstruct the very
processes of thought.

Yet they were powerless againg the mogt ignorant of men. Agand the most primitive flares of
superdti-tion and dread of the unknown, they had no defense. Weakly, in such a stuation, they would try
to explan, to reason, to apped to rationdity and logic—againgt minds preset agang dl explanaions,
never having learned reason, dien to rationdity and logic.

Was this intdligence? To use againg one's mogt hitter foe a weapon which they knew, in advance,
would not touch him?

And knowing that, knowing the potentid of it which is dways present, dill they said with impetient
superi-ority, “Spdl us no evil consequences of our acts. We are tired of hearing about doom.”

A fresh newspaper, a regular city daly, had been laid on his desk. He pulled it toward him, flipped
open its pages, and looked at another cartoon of himsdf.

Yes, it was sgned by young Tyler—but a glance showed it had not been drawn by him.

And suddenly he knew where the central leek had been. Young Tyler had been in the thick of
evarything; but young Tyler was a vidlent and arrogant young man. He seemed to thrive on trouble, to
generate it, to know that in mischief or crimeitsdf his father would rescue him. Billings had been blind to
that potential, too.

The centrad figure in the cartoon, himsdf, was drawn in massve impressveness, amos



Michelan-gdo in treatment, dressed in classcd flowing robes, holding Bossy up in one hand, and
surrounded by a glowing nimbus. The cartoon needed no title nor identification.

Every expert line of it was innuendo—Billings pre-tense at nobility, transcendency. Every expert line
re-veded the blasphemy. In it was the age-old message that it was forbidden to eat of the tree of
knowledge, to reach for the stars. In it was the stern admonitions driven into the innermost fiber of dmost
every child's being.

“You're too young to know! Keep your hands off of that! Mother and Daddy know best! That's
none of your busness That's over your head! Wait till you're older! That's too deep for you to
understand!”

The message of defeat, weakness, dependency upon higher authority, driven in day by day and hour
by hour into the child's basic Structure of reaction. And to offset that solid bedrock, a few mumbling
teachers said occasondly that the child should think for him-sdif.

It was no wonder that there was a suppressed desire in most smdl boys hearts to burn down the
school-house which tried to make them learn, when their whole world and dl thet was safe in it had been
com-posed of not learning. When the very act of knowing, meant punishment. “You know better than to
do athing like that, young man!” And the obvious conclu-son drawn by the child, “If | didn't know
better, | wouldn't be punished.”

Wha could be done when the very act of knowing brought pendty?

In anger, Billings crumbled the paper and threw it in the wastebasket. It occurred to him that, in like
manner, he had just crumpled his whale life and thrown that, too, in the wastebasket. He leaned for-ward
and flipped on his desk radio. He listened, dmost without comprehension, to a trained and professiond
rabble-rouser shouting into a microphone, down in the village below.

.. Torn stone from stone ... so that we may wipe out this evil from our midd ... Let us not wait for
others to show us our duty ... let usmarch uponit ... now ...

“What a miserable gring of worn-out dichés” Billings murmured in amusement. Then he redized,
with a shock, they were taking about Hoxworth Uni-versity.

He flipped off the switch, cupped his chinin hisfingers, and stared at the wall.

WEéll, let them come. It didn’t matter. Nothing mat-tered. He amiled in salf-scorn when he redized he
could say this because he was quite sure they would not come, that reason would preval, dways
preval.

How unredigic can a man get? What guarantee was there tha they would not come? Had man's
basic nature changed snce yesterday? What had happened before would happen again, in endless
repetition. The cycle would repest itsdf.

Primitive man, who knows no step taken beyond that of his father’s—the bright and courageous
dawn of reason—the rise to a comprehenson beyond that of his father’ s—the brief hegtation at the
haght of the cycle when sanity and rationdity soared—the begin-ning of the downward curve of revolt
agang sty and rationdity—the retrogresson of comprenenson—the find dying embers of
reason—and, again, the primi-tive man who knows no step taken beyond that of his father’s.

The circle was endless, enduring on and on for a million years now since davn man emerged. It
would endure on and on for

How long?

Was there no solution? Was man doomed to fallow in the crde endledy, like a two-dimensiond
animd bounded by a cardlesdy thrown thread, unable to con-ceive of a third dimenson whereby it might
change direction and crawl upward?

Was Joe's idea the right one? That man was just biding histime, dowly evalving, that psonics would
mark the next stage, that it was a spird and not a circle? He mug tak further with Joe about this. Now,
for the fird time, perhaps, he was prepared to ligen to something he had not thought of himsdf. Had he
been like the kind of scientist he scorned, refusing to lien to anything which did not fit in with his aready
formed conceptions?

Outsde his windows, the dm trees rugtled in the rigng breeze of night. It had grown quite dark. Y€,
there in the distance down the hill, was the glow of alight. It was a flickering, legping, orange light, in the



direction of the library park. Thelight grew brighter in the darkness—asiif flanes were mounting. Faintly,
on the riang wind, there came the murmur of a crowd noise.

He wondered, idly, what the occason was among the villagers, what they were celebrating, what
was the reason for such a huge bonfire. For some strange reason, the placard lines legped into his
consciousness. He connected the lines, the bonfire, with the radio speech.

His head dumped forward on the desk.

He did not hear the door open, or see Jo€'s grin fade to quick concern. Quickly Joe darted across
the room, fet Billings pulse, put his ear to Billings chest and heard the heart Hill best.

“Jud fainted,” Joe said to Hoskins, who had come in behind him. “Well have to carry him. We can't
wait any longer.”

“Fool thing to ddlay thislong,” Haskins grumbled. “Don’'t know why you staled, Joe.”

“He had to grow up,” Joe said crypticaly, and began massaging the flesh at the back of Billing's
neck.

Billings came out of his shock coma at the handling, and gtiffened his head.

“That's better,” Joe grinned. “Come on. Let's get him out of here. We ve got work to do. Science
in't licked yet, not by any means” He turned to Hoskins. “You sure you've smuggled dl of Bossy's
parts out of here safdy?’

“Sure, I'm sure,” Hoskins grinned back at him. “Y ou sure you' ve got a safe hiding place for us?’

“Sure, I'm sure,” Joe said.

Billings stood up then, and suddenly he was quite strong.

“All right, Joe.” Billings shook his head dazedly. “Making a mistake isn't too bad, | guess—if you live
long enough to learn from it, and do something about it. Science has had a lot of knowledge, but mighty
little understanding.

“Let’s go find out whet that is”

Part 2. “ Bossy”
Chapter 1

Jugt ahead, on Third Street, the massve facade of San Francisco's Southern Pacific depot |oomed,
half hidden in the swirling fog and January twi-light. Joe Carter pulled his rented pickup truck to the now
deserted curb, and squinted gppraisngly into the gloom. The warning had come, the usud tingling up and
down his spine, the drawing sensation a the nape of his neck.

He sent an expanding wave-fidld ahead of him, a tlepathic inquiry, but there were too many people
around the depot for him to sort out the specific source of danger without firs knowledge of a foca
point. The gatic of generd anxiety, grief and gladness, which dways seems to hang over a depot like a
pdl of smoke, prevented him from finding any menace directed to-ward himsdf.

And on the outsde of the depot the scene was quite norma. The blurred yelow lights of a taxi pulled
out of its reserved section and turned down Townsend Street toward the Embarcadero. The muffled
rumble of traffic on the long overhead approach to the Bay Bridge was an audible accompaniment to the
esper hum of hdf vocdized words and phrases picked up from the minds of the people dl about the
area.

He watched a police car cruise dowly by and disap-pear into the fog. He sampled the stream of
conscious-ness of the two officers. Ther casud glance has registered him in ther minds mae truck
driver, white, about twenty-two, no obvious disfigurements, not bresking any law a the moment. But
there was no recognition.

He swept the street again with his physicd eyes, and dmost passed over the skid-row wino who had
drifted alittle far south of the usua haunts. The fdlow had stopped in the chill shelter of a darkened store
front, and was gpparently drinking with desperate thirst from awine bottle held in a paper sack. It was so
usud, so completely in character, that Joe very nearly made the mistake of not penetrating. But even as
he started to flick his eyes onward, his ngpe muscdes con-tracted more sharply, heghtening the



awareness of danger.

Sill doubting that the somatic price he mug pay for sharing the wino's hopelessness and dgjection
would be worth some bit of factud information drenched in it, Joe pierced.

He got a series of photographs, sharp and clear.

The Federd agent’s disguise was near perfection. Joe chuckled slently, with genuine amusement. In
ringng the wine in his mouth to give him a breath, just in case some other bum sumbled up to him, the
agent had inadvertently swallowed a dug of the cheap Stuff.

With him, and as dearly, Joe fdt the somatic effect of the wine in the man’s nose, mouth, throat and
somach.

But the agent’s disgust did not wash out the domi-nant picture in his mind. He had recently been
briefed, and his upper stream of consciousness il carried the conceptua images.

Two more agents were ingde the depot; one of them standing near the line of people waiting to get
tickets vaidated; the other reading a newspaper over near the hdlway which led to the rest rooms.

Within easy vison of both sat their quarry, Profes-sors Billings and Hoskins. Billings had been
recog-nized at the depot in S. Louis where he was changing trains in his flight across the country.
Haoskins had not been discovered at dl until he had joined Billings less than haf an hour ago. There was
dation in the agent’s mind over the meeting, for it might mean that the end of the long trall was near.
Obvioudy, the two men were now waiting for someone ese to join them.

And when someone joined them, it was possible, unsuspectingly, they might lead the agents directly
to Bossy.

Up until now there had been absolutdy no indication of where the synthetic brain had been hidden.
There was disgust and contempt in the agent’s mind that during dl the years that Hoxworth and other
univers-ties had been experimenting in the building of the cybernetic marve, subsidized with government
funds, Washington bureaucracy had not redized the ggnifi-cance of it. It had taken an uprisng of the
people, themsdlves, to drive home to Washington how man would react to the destruction of dl his
previous concepts on how the human mind worked and the vaues it assumed were absolute.

Someone had said then that this machine was more important than the atomic bomb had been forty
years ago; that the imploson of its ggnificance upon man's psyche might do what the atomic bombs
could not do; that man has a way of surviving physicd destruction, but there was a large question of
whether he could survive salf-knowledge.

“You are so right,” Joe murmured, and lit a ciga-rette to heighten the impression that he had stopped
to rest his shoulders and neck from arduous driving.

The agents  orders were quite clear. Professors Hos-kins and Billings were the centrd figures in
developing the synthetic mind. The trall of these two men, sooner or later, would lead to Bossy. Until
then, they were to keep the two professors under unsuspected surveil-lance; were not to concentrate
enough agents to arouse suspicion; were to make an arrest only if the actions of the two men forced their
hand.

Joe drew on his cigarette, and probed to a deeper leved. He found what he wanted. The agent was
tired, and he was chilled. He doubted that his stakeout posi-tion was necessary. The reports were that
old Professor Billings at least seventy-two, was as naive as a child; that he couldn't dude the typica
Junior G-Man, age sx. And the agent’s ssomach was beginning to fed queasy from the raw wine he had
swalowed.

He was tired, he was chilled, he was queasy. Joe tied himsdf into the sométic discomfort, intensgfied
it in himsdf, fed back the intendfied dissatisfaction; picked it up again; oscillated it back and forth
between them on feedback principle, stepped up each time—in the way he had watched mob reactions
heighten far beyond the capacity of any isolated individuad—and waited.

The man began to look down the Street toward a smdl restaurant. He was growing ill. Perhaps the
wine had poisoned him. There was the flegting glimpse of wonder if he would be included on the roster of
those killed in pursuit of duty. There was the rationd denid of the urge of sdf-pity. There was the
compromise to get a cup of coffee fird, to see if that would break the chill, rest him, settle his scomach.



But, undoubtedly, this was that extreme Stuation which would judtify hisleaving his post of duty.

By the time Joe had meshed the gears of histruck to pull avay from the curb, the agent was dready
halfway down the block, hurrying to the restaurant, sill dutching the neck of the wine bottle in the paper
sack. In case he did dig, it might be vauable evidence.

Without more care than an ordinary truck driver would show, Joe drove the pickup into one of the
loading docks on the far Sde of the station. He willed away the last sympathetic waves of nausea from his
own stomach, and dimbed nimbly up on the ramp. He gtrolled, without appearing to be in any hurry,
through the door marked with the 9gn of Railway Express.

The clerk looked him over, took in the greasy leather jacket, the oil-stained jeans, the crumpled cap
with the cracked visor.

“Yeah?' the clerk chalenged. “What do you want?’

“Pickup for Brown Appliance Company,” Joe an-swered eadly. “ Crate of tdlevison parts.” No flash
of dertness, suspicion, was evident in the clerk’s mind. It was confirmation thet no one knew of Bossy.
He handed the clerk the shipping bill he had obtained when he forwarded the parts of Bossy from a town
a hundred miles away from Hoxworth.

“No such package here” the clerk said automati-cally. There was no real animaosty in hisvoice or his
mind. It was the Smple desire to obstruct found in everyone, and often expressed where there is no fear
of retdiation.

“Boss cdled the day crew,” Joe said dryly. “They said it was here. Suppose you get the lead out and
find it.

The clerk looked a him levely and curled his lip in a dight sneer. If this punk’s boss had caled and
got the manager during the day, there might be a gtink. He decided to cooperate. He found the crate in
the back room, dipped the blade of the hand truck benesath its edge, grumbled a how heavy and bulky it
was, and whedled it out on the loading dock. To his own sur-prise, he found himsdf helping Joe load it
carefully into the bed of the pickup.

Joe waked back into the office with the clerk. “Boss wants me to get a ticket to L.A.,” Joe sad.
“Wheredo | do that?’

“In there,” the clerk said and jabbed a finger toward the door leading to the waiting room of the
depot. “You want me to lead you by the hand?’

“No,” Joe answered. “Don't like to get my hand dirty.”

He waked on through the door and down the corri-dor which led to the depot waiting room. He
knew that the clerk was stlanding behind his counter with his jaw hanging down and his mouth open. The
clerk’s shock of being bested at his own game gave Joe the somatic hook he needed to blur the image of
himsdf in the clerk’s mind. In spite of the repartee, he would not be remembered. As any courtroom
knows, emationd disturbance can cdl up wildy inaccurate descriptions. Already the clerk was
remembering him as a hulking brute of a truck driver with coarse black hair, wide flaing ears and
tobacco juice gains on hischin.

At the corridor entrance to the waiting room, Joe paused, and with both psionic and visud dght
picked out the two professors. Ther disguises were smple, and il intact. The seventy-two-year-old
Billings had had the didinguishing mane of white har cut short and dyed black. The daborate gold
pince-nez on the flowing black ribbon had been replaced with garden variety horn rims. His clothes were
cheap and nonde-script. But far more than such superficidities, Joe had counted on the change in the
man's bearing to keep hisidentity secret. Gone was the assurance of the world-famous figure, known to
every child through picture, cartoon, newsred, the renowned Dean of Psychoso-matic Medicine a
Hoxworth Universty. In its place was hurt, bewilderment, incredulity—a lost and tired old man. Even so,
he had been recognized and fol-lowed here.

Professor Hoskins, at forty, with even less changein his appearance had not been recognized before
joining Billings

The two of them sat there now, according to plan, waiting for Joe to join them, to tdl them what they
mug do next.

And with the wino agent’s mentations as a focd guide, Joe had no difficulty in picking out their two



watchers. These two were dso nondescript in appear-ance. They waited patiently, as might
wdll-domesti-cated husbands wating for wives, without ether cdling attention to themselves, or avoiding
it.

Joe's lips twitched in a amile, and he took advantage of ther natura wish to relieve ther boredom.
The one with the newspaper sgnaded the other with his eyes that a conference was necessary. Aimledy,
they drifted together near the entrance to the depot. One followed the other out the door, and together
they walked up the street toward a restaurant.

With no surprise at dl, they joined their fdlow agent in the wino disguise, and the three of them sat
dis-cussing their quarry, speculating on who was to contact the professors, and when the trail might lead
to Bossy. The wino agent had recovered his feding of well-being with astonishing rapidity, concluded he
hed just been momentarily chilled. He didn’'t bother to mention why they had found him there, and it did
not occur to them to ask.

For afull hdf hour, long after he had got the two professors and Bossy safdly away from the depot,
Joe kept them in the mentd framework of consdering ther quiet discussion there a the restaurant
counter a perfectly normd part of thelr duties.

Then, since Joe was not above a certain sense of humor, he alowed it to occur to each of them,
amulta-neoudy, tha they had wandered away and left their quarry unobserved. They looked a one
another, sud-denly wild eyed with congternation, and sprang away from the counter as if it had burned
them.

They ran pdl-mdl down the street to the depot. They searched the place from cdlar to roof.
Throwing aside dl precautions, they questioned everyone. No one remembered having noticed the two
men at dl.

They drew together out near the loading docks and began to raiondize and jusify their behavior
after they had redized the futility of trying to fix the blame each on the others. They were wdl
experienced in deviang stories which would convince judge and jury, but therr superior had come up
through the ranks and would not be so gullible

Thar attempts to account for ther decisons and actions grew maveoudy ingenious, didactic,
logicd. Their story began to approach the infdlibility of con-clusons found in scientific textbooks.

The smple and factua explanation of what had hap-pened was completdy outside the potentiad of
their red world framework. And had anyone suggested it, they would have considered him mad.

Chapter 11

The Deluxe Hotd, in the heart of skid row, tried to live up to its name by running wooden partitions
breast-high between the cubicles before they finished off to the caling with the usud chicken wire. It was
both a sop to a higher standard of modesty, and dightly more discouraging to pilfering. They changed the
sheets on cots between guedts, as required by the Board of Hedth, with a little less than the cusomary
reluctance; but there was no difference a dl in the ever present amdl of vermin repdlant.

Jonathan Billings sat on the edge of his cot with his head in his hands, his elbows propped on bony
knees—a tired old man shorn of dignity, sureness, confidence; completdly at a loss in these strange
sur-roundings.

He looked over a his companion, Duane Hoskins, formerly Professor of Cybernetics a Hoxworth,
who now sat in much the same pogition on his own cot, and reflected with astonishment that there was
nothing in their outward appearance to diginguish them from other bums, winos and bos who lived in this
section of San Francisco. Or, how did Joe express it: Men who were on the short line

“Three days is a long wait,” Billings murmured softly, conscious that anything louder could be
over-heard. “1 wish Joe would get things resolved.”

Haoskins looked up from his own reflections, his face a study in puzziement and growing resolution.

“I’'ve been thinking, Dr. Billings” he said obliqudly. It was characterigtic of the two men, even in
these surroundings, that they would maintain univer-sty protocol and formdity. “I’ve been thinking that



we are a pair of fools. What are we running from? Why are we—" He broke off the sentence, but his
eyes swept the amdl cubicle which contained ther two cots and a andl stand, and indicated by his
expression he meant the flop house itsdf, skid row, San Francisco.

“We are under Federa indictment, you know, doc-tor,” Billings reminded him augterely.

“All right!” Hoskins exploded, without redlizing the loudness of his voice.

“Break it off, you two!” avoice grumbled thickly from beyond the partition. “Either talk loud enough
0 | can hear, or be quiet so | can deep.”

Both men turned and looked at the partition resent-fully, and then at one another warningly.

“All right,” Hoskins repeated, and kept his voice to little more than a whisper. “So we're under
indict-ment. But running and hiding like this makes it worse, not better. We didn't do anything wrong.
Our con-science is clear. The thing for us to do is face it, get it cleared up. | can’'t understand why we
bolted in a panic, like crazed animdsin aburning stable.”

He paused, reflected, and added an emphasis Sg-nificantly.

“Theré sagreat ded about this| do not under-stand.” He looked at Billings questioningly, dmogt in
achdlenge

Billings looked back a him over his glasses. He was tempted now to tdl Hoskins that Joe was a
tele-path; that Joe knew what he was doing; that if he, himsdf, had paid suffident attention to Joe in the
past things might be different now. Back at the univeraty he had had no difficulty in keeping Jo€'s secret.
There he had been in his own dement, and ethical Slence was naturd. But now things had changed.

He lifted his hands from his knees and massaged the knuckles of one in the pdm of the other. He
opened his mouth, to speak, and closed it again. Even now, needing the cooperation and comprehension
from Hos-kins as he did, he could not break confidence. He said nothing.

“Perhaps there's something to the old wheeze about absent-minded professors, doctor,” Hoskins
at-tempted a wan amile. “We do tend to get wrapped up in our own work, lose touch with what the
laymen calls redlity. But these weeks of running, hiding—and now this. | ask mysdf why?’

He paused, searching for a comparison.

“It' slike an amateur play, where the actors are doing and saying completely unnaturd things where a
bad director is shoving the cast into completdy fase dtuaions. I'm one of those actors who suddenly
red-izes jus how fdse the whole pogtion is, how imposs-ble it is to mantan it. Or—I'm tha
absent-minded professor who comes out of his woolgathering long enough to rediize he isn't lame at dl.
He just has one foot in the gutter.” He grinned wryly at the unexpected aptness of his metaphor.

“Conceivable, doctor,” Billings remonstrated in a whisper, and did not redlize the incongruity of his
concept formsin these surroundings, “your new ap-perception of redity may be as untenable as the one
you wish to avoid.” Then a broken, dmost sobbing, 9gh escaped him, inadvertently. “There is nothing in
the world o terrible as a mob of enraged humen be-ings” he murmured.

He quickly lowered his eyes to his knees again, to conced the pain in them, to concea his broken
fath in the innate goodness of man, the profound despair of redization that reason might not after dl
triumph over ignorance.

“Perhgps,” he murmured doud, “to beieve in the inevitable triumph of rationdity might, in itsdf, be no
more than another expresson of those same superdti-tions which we deplore in the ignorant. It is
goparently an occupationa disease, perhaps a faid one, for the stientis to be too sanguine about
eventud rule by reason. Thereis <0 little evidence—"

An impatient creaking of cot springs in the next room broke him off, and kept Hoskins from
answering. Both men became slent, and stared down at the cold linoleum on the floor. Smultaneoudy,
and dong par-alé lines, their thoughts went back over the events of the last year or two.

Firg there had been orders from Washington, transmitted, as usud, through the Resident
Investigator. The orders were to construct a servomechanism, dong the principles of the guided missile,
which would pre-vent one plane from crashing into another, or crashing into a mountainsgde, to land it
adways safely, uncon-trolled throughout by humean pilot or ground crew. A servomechanism, in short,
which could foresee the outcome of any probability pattern when necessary.



Apparently the phrases had been tacked on, one after another, by the bright boys there in
Washington, without any redization of what they were asking. There was some dim redizaion tha this
might be a psychologica problem, so Billings had been desig-nated to head the project. The pendty, as
usud, for falure was a public whipping by investigation, and imprisonment for contempt if he answered
back.

And something strange had happened. It was asif the pressure of human origindity, Sultified for forty
years through opinion control, had burst out of bounds.

Bossy, nicknamed from the machine' s faint resem-blance to the head of a cow, became more than an
ordinary servomechanism.

The fever of origind thinking spread beyond the departments of Hoxworth. The suppressed hunger
to think was like an epidemic. Every academic inditu-tion, even some indudtrid |aboratories, caught the
fire of enthusasm, contributed to the work. It was as if the scientists were resolved Bossy would be
empowered to think in areas where they were forbidden to go. It was as if they fet secure in their
obvious defense.

“But thisisonly a maching” they would say. “It cannot be held mordly responsible for ariving a the
only logicd answers possible; even though such an-swers do not support your political bias. Logica
ratio-ndity is neither subversive nor nonsubversive. It is Smply a statement of fact. You may destroy the
marchine, but your verba public whippings and pillories cannot incurably damage its psyche. It isonly a
ma-chine”

Conscioudy, and subconscioudy, Bossy was the answer of science to the dultification of opinion
con-trol.

The news of what Bossy had become leaked out to the public. There was enough truth in the
misinterpre-tations to disturb the public with profound unrest. Bossy could take over any job and do it
better than a man. Bossy could replace even management and boards of directors. Bossy's decisons
would be accu-rate, her judgment unclouded by persond tensions.

Bossy could tdl right from wrong!

It was perhaps misinterpretation of this last faculty which shook men off the narrow ledge of reason,
and sent him plunging into the depths of blind, superdti-tious fear. Certainly it was the hook used by the
rabble rousers, whose monopoly of mord interpretation might be chalenged.

Opinion control had answered the gauntlet of sci-ence.

In the last minutes, before the frenzied mob had broken down the doors of the universty, the three
last remaining men, Billings, Hoskins and Joe Carter had escaped. Later, Billings learned that Joe and
Hoskins, long anticipating this move, had crated and shipped Bossy out of the area.

They had fled in panic.

They had continued to flee, sustained by some vague dream of a quiet sanctuary where they could
continue work on Bossy uninterrupted. Typica of thar kind, they had no concept of where this might be;
or how this new sanctuary might nullify the pressures of mass reaction to their work; or how continued
work, even daily living, might be financed. Their whole life had been in the ivory tower. It had never
occurred either to Hoskins or Billings that there could be any other kind.

And now they were hiding out in a flop house on skid row. Even more incredible, to Hoskins, they
were totdly dependent for their next move on ayoungster barely twenty-two years old.

“Incredible,” Hoskins said doud, in disbdlief.

“l wonder when Joe will be back?” Billings asked plaintively.

Hoskins looked at him, impatiently, and didn’t an-swe.

The two of them sat facing one another on the edges of ther cots, and endured the waiting. Hoskins
reached over and took another sandwich from the supply the hoted clerk had brought them a Jo€'s
orders. Billings wondered if he might ssfely make the trip down the hdl to the community shower and
bathe again. He amiled, ruefully, at his apparent compulsion to bathe again and again, a protest againg his
surroundings. He put the thought out of his mind. The fewer people who saw them, the safer they were.

Joe had told him that the word had gone out aong skid row that nobody, and it meant nobody, was



to talk to anybody, and it meant anybody, about Joe and those two buddies of his holed up in the Dduxe
Hotd. It was a command, a group more. But there were dill those with craving for a drink or a snifter of
dope, dways avalable for stoolies who might break the ta-boo.

Billings sdf-andyss took him back to the conse-quences of opinion control, the same consequences
which had occurred again and again throughout his-tory. There had been many times when man had been
forced to adopt the only right opinion. Each time man’'s forward thrust had dackened, vegetated, and
died. Once, through the dark ages, the period had lasted dmost a thousand years.

There was an odd peculiarity to the scientific mind. Block off an area where it may not go for
Speculative consderation, and immediady every line of research seemsto lead into that area.

A andl boy may sometimes survive for hours with no thought for the cookie jar, but forbid him to
touch it and he can think of nothing else.

“Such a pity that it happened thistime” Billings said, and did not redlize that he was spesking doud.
“The cdlue was there in front of us dl the time, too. Had we redlized Eindein's coordinate sysems were
adaptable to dl fidds of science, not just physics, man would have gone even beyond his own dreams.
Why, in thefidd of sociology done—"

There was a loud, protesting creak of bedsprings through the thin wdl. It was more than a men
merdy tuning over in bed. There was the dither of hands being did up the wooden partition. Fingers
reached the top and did through the chicken wire to grasp support. They tensed, showed drain, and
there was the diding noise of a heavier body being pulled up the wall.

The head of hair was firg to show, matted and ydlow gray. Eyes followed, rheumy and blinking. The
shapdless red nose, and then the mouth. The mouth smiled in an expression which the face apparently
thought was friendly. It was the placating, conciliatory amile of the long habitud adcohalic.

“Would you redly attempt to apply physicd quan-tum laws of space-time continua to sociology?’ the
mouth asked. The words were blurred; the flaccid lips had long since forgotten how to form crisp,
indsve speech.

Billings and Hoskins had been watching the appari-tion arise, above the partition. Billings was fird to
recover himsdf. The question restored his position in the academic world.

“Unquestionably, it should be considered,” he an-swered.

The eyes closed. The whiter lids accentuated the grime on the face. They opened again.

“l wonder now,” the mouth asked, “why that pos-sbility had never occurred to mein my reflections?
Perhaps | may blameit on the times we livein. Y es, certainly worth consdering.”

The head began to disappear behind the partition again, then came up. The face had an eager
expresson thistime.

“I would offer you gentlemen a nightcap—if | had one,” the mouth said hopefully.

“I'm afraid we don't have any spirits either,” Bill-ings said regretfully.

The eyes regarded them, searching their expressions for truth. Apparently the face grew stisfied that
they were not sdfishly hoarding.

“Then you, a0, are broke,” the mouth said with a twigt of philosophic humor. “Didressing, isn't it?
But thank you, gentlemen, for anew idea. It amply repays me for this disturbance of my rest.”

The head sank quickly out of sght, and this time it did not reappear. In a few minutes there were
gentle snores coming through the partition, an accompani-ment to the louder ones from down the hdll.

“Imagine that,” Hoskins whispered findly. “Imag-ine finding amind like thet in a place like this”

“My good Dr. Hoskins,” Billings whispered back with asperity, “we re here, aren’t we?’

Chapter 111

It was three 0’ clock in the morning when Joe checked them out of the Ddluxe Hotel. He had paid for
their room in advance, of course, and checking out meant no more than dropping their cubicle key at the
desk. The night clerk picked it up without question, without comment, without speculation. He had seen
evaything in his time and had logt dl curiogty about men on the short line Guided by the grapevine



com-mand, it was easy for him not to notice that this was an old geezer, a middle-aged bum, and a young
punk.

The lobby was discregtly darker than the street out-side. At the door, before stepping out, Joe
touched Haoskins on the elbow and spokein alow voice,

“I'll go fird. You follow a quarter of a block be-hind. Hang onto one another, as if you'd had too
much wine, but don’'t overdo it.”

Hoskins started to speak and then nodded grimly. “What about police?’ Billings asked softly.
“Aren’'t we in danger?’

Joe looked the two men over criticdly, and smiled.

“You look too seedy to be able to pay afine, s0 the locds probably won't bother you. The Federds
have had a shake-up in the last couple of days. Seems Some of their men were derdlict in ther duty. And
they’ re dill working the better-class sections. It’s too early in the normd pattern for you to have come as
far down as skid row, yet. Just follow dong behind me”

Out on Third Street, the wind off the harbor was dhill and sharp. The fog was so heavy it was like
finerain. A few gray shadows of men wandered amlessy up and down the sidewalk, looming up out of
the fog a hdf block away and then disappearing again.

Joe hunched his shoulders and shuffled toward the corner of Howard Street. He waited there until he
saw the two familiar figures lurching dong behind. He steded himsdf againgt the sométic effects of
dgection and misery, and sampled the minds of those men ill out on the street. Everything seemed to be
normd. Some of the men were drunk; others, lacking the price of a flop house, were drugged with
weariness and lack of deep. A pair of cops were working the street two blocks up, routing such men out
of doorways or dley corners where they were trying to deep. But they were dready beyond Joe's
destination.

He waited again at the entrance to an dley, until the professors were dmost up to him. They were
doing very wdl with their act, and when they followed himinto the dley it might have been no more than
the act of any normd human being seeking food from a gar-bage can, or hunting redeemable bottles
thrown away by some more fortunate wino.

Joe stood in the darkness of the dley, waiting until they had come up to him. He made a quick survey
of the mindsin the vidnity and detected no evidence that any of them had been noticed. He took a key
from his pocket and opened a door. He led them down some steps, cautioning them to fed ther way
carefully in the blackness. He took another key and opened another door at the bottom of the steps.

He led them into the even deeper blackness of aroom, closed the door behind them, heard the click
of the latch, and snapped on a light. After the darkness, the light dazzled dl of them for a moment, and
then they began to see. They werein asmdl and neatly furnished living room.

In front of them there stood a dight little man who stared unwinkingly at Joe. Heightened by flared up
eyebrows, the eyes might have been those of an owl.

“l see you made it, kid,” he sad in a dry, brittle voice. He turned and cdled into another room,
“Mable, they're here”

The sde door to the room opened, and a huge woman waddled in. Her hair had been dyed a flaring
crimson, but showed a full two inches of gray a the roots. Her face appeared to be coated with
varicolored enamels.

“Quick trip, son,” she said gpprovingly. “Coffee isn't even ready yet.”

“Mabd ... Doc Caney ... megt my friends, Professor Billings and Professor Hoskins” It never
occurred to him to fumble for Mabd’s last name, or that Doc Carney might have any other. It never
oc-curred to anybody. Ther identities were complete and understood.

He watched both Hoskins and Billings bow dightly in the direction of Mabel. Here, in a more familiar
kind of habitation, some of their dignity came back to them, and they wore it well.

“Sa-a-ay,” Mabe boomed at them in her hoarse voice, “you're people.”

Joe was pleased to see alook of comprehension, orientation, come into Hoskins eyes. Perhaps that
ivory tower had not been so shdtering, after dl. Natu-rally he had never looked in to see, snce tha



aspect of Hoskins was none of his concern. But Billings was completdly bewildered. His expresson
seemed to say that naturdly they were people.

“The word ‘people’,” Joe indructed in a dry, didac-tic manner, “used in this context a this
ethnologica stratum contains a specidized semantic content, Sgni-fying respect, approval, dassfying you
as superior in the humanities attitudes.”

Thus trandated into Smple English, Billings grasped the idea quickly. He took a step forward and
hed out his hand.

“You're people, too,” he murmured. “That is not difficult to apprehend.”

“My-y,” she bridied in admiration, and shook his hand up and down heartily.

“You're entirdly right about thet ... er ... profes-sor,” Doc Carney said with approva. “Mabd was a
hundred-dollars-a-night girl in her day. She'sred class”

“You don't say,” Billings murmured, without any comprehension at all.

Mabe threw him a quick ook, then flicked her glance suspicioudy at Hoskins. Hoskins gave her a
broad grin, and with a wink indicated that Billings was not wise to the life Mabe took it then as it was
meant, a compliment. Joe hurried quickly, before he burgt into laughter, into the adjoining kitchenette
where the coffee had begun to percolate. The somaticsin the room were wonderful. He hadn't needed to
supplement with broadcasted reassurance at dl.

“And did | understand that you were introduced as Doctor?’ Billings turned toward Carney after
they were dl seated and asked. “Whét fidd, may | ask?’

Joe heard the question and came to the doorway with the percolator in his hand.

“Docisan honorary title)” he told Billings “He s a carney.”

“| beg your pardon, Joe?’ Billings asked.

“Doc Carney was a practicing psychologis” Joe explained. “A mentdig a traveing camnivas. He
hed an act. From the stage he told you things about your-sdlf. | was his shill in the audience one summer
while | was on vacation. That's how | got to know him. Werolled 'em in the aides”

“Never saw anybody pick up the codes faster than Joe,” Carney commented. “Tried to get him to
gick with me, we' d have made barrels of money.”

Mabd was in her dement. It had been a long time since gentlemen had sat around in her parlor,
taking in high-class voices. She sat in an degant pose in her old red sweater, and surreptitioudy glanced
a awdl mirror to see if her bright orange face powder and flaming lipstick were wearing well. In a
provocative gesture of old, she flicked her long jet earring back and forth at the Sde of her cheek with
her finger, and tried to shrink her broad and shapeless thighs into something like seductiveness. With the
forefinger of her other hand she scraped idly and futildy at a dirt spot on her old black skirt.

Theroom fdl suddenly slent, and dl of them wel-comed the geaming cups of coffee Joe carried in
on atray. All of them sipped dowly, appreciaively. Mabd dternately sraightened her little finger and
tucked it in again, unable to remember which was considered the more fashionable. It had been a long
time since she was a hundred-dollars-a-night girl. A very long time.

“Now to busness” Joe said crisoly, and set his cup down on an end table beside his chair.

Hoskins and Billings were past any stage of astonishment. It seemed quite naturd to them that
Mabd was ther landlady; that she owned hdf of the property on the short ling that she had documents,
letters, in-scribed jewery, and memories of former days which protected her againg shake-down and
blackmall.

“l could tdl you plenty about these sanctimonious old geezers who tdl the rest of the world how to
be good,” she boomed. “But | leave them done and they're glad to leave me done. It's the same with
my tenants. Aslong as you boys treat mefair, pay your hbills, and don't get me mixed up in your troubles,
| leave you done. | don’t know what you're doing here. | don’t want to know. It's none of my business.
| don't pry and snoop. | don't have to. I’ ve dready seen everything.”

“She meansit, too,” Joe said. “Mabd doesn't pretend to be respectable, you know. So she doesn't
need to get her kicks out of peeking and soying and being scandaized and righteoudy indignant.”

Mabd turned and looked a him with shrewd eyes.



“What would you now about it, son?’ she asked. “Y ou're not even dry behind the ears yet.”

Joe winked at her and pulled his mouth into an expression of sdf-mockery.

“Why, Mabd,” he sad, teasing her, “you've heard about this terrible younger generation. | might
even be able to tdl you afew things”

She threw back her head and roared with a hearty laughter. They went back to business.

Doc Carney was to be their outside contact man, buying dl their supplies for them. Hoskins and
Billings wouldn't need to go outside a dl. There was a big room, beyond the bedrooms to this
gpartment, which could be fitted into their workshop. Long ago power lines had been cut into the trunks
under the street. It was never exactly mentioned, but it gradudly became clear that the former tenants,
who had paved the way for them, were counterfeiters.

It became apparent dso, as Joe had planned, that Mabd and Carney assumed they were dso
counterfeit-ers. Obvioudy Billings was the engraver, no doubt some old renegade who had once worked
for the Trea-sury. Hoskins must be the mechanic, the handy man, the chemigt. Joe was the front for the
outfit. And now that Mabel and Carney had seen them al, Joe was probably the brains of the ouffit, too.
These other two were putting on a good show at being college teachers, but it wasn't dl show. they
redly were out of thisworld, and didn’'t know enough to comein out of the rain.

When they began liging some of the things they needed, Carney’s suspicions were confirmed,
dthough his eyes opened wide at the lig of eectronic and chemi-ca equipment they fdt they might need.
His expres-sion indicated he thought these boys were redly going firg-class.

“You can't buy this suff with queer money,” he said a one point coming right out into the open with
his suspicions. “I can get dl this Suff cheap. The boys heig it from warehouses, or highjack it, or lift it
from labs and plants. Most of this Suff is hard to dispose of, so it'll be cheap. They got no sense about
what will move fagt. Their fingers stick to everything. Still, you got to play far with them. Pay them with
queer, and you cut off your own nose.”

“The money will be good, Carney,” Joe reassured him. “Thisis a square ded dl around.”

“That'sdl | want to know,” Carney answered with rdief. “How you pass the suff and get good
money for it to pay the boys is your busness.”

“l haven't said | was going to pass any queer,” Joe reminded him.

“That’sright, son,” Mabd interrupted. “Never tdl anything.”

“But just how will we get the money?’ Hoskins asked. “It will take a grest ded. And we're not
work-ing on subsidy now.”

“It won't take as much as you think,” Joe said. “We're dmog through. Jugst a few additions and
con-versons to be made now. I’ ve been playing the races for it. I’ ve got a sysem.”

Carney looked a him with admiration. The kid thought of everything. That would answver any
gues-tions about where the money came from. It was an old blind, but a good one. He threw back his
head and laughed.

Mabd thought Joe was kidding them, and laughed dong with Carney. Anybody knows that systems
are for the lambs who want to be fleeced. Hoskins consid-ered that Joe had rebuked him for discussing it
infront of strangers. He laughed to cover his faux pas.

“l am not certain tha one can be assured of winning on such wagers,” Billings said doubtfully,
serioudy.

They dl laughed then.

“Don’'t worry about it,” Joe said. “Any of you. That'smy job.”

“Judt keep your nose clean, son,” Mabel boomed.

Everyone sat and admired everyone else. Everyone was quite certain he understood everyone else.
And Joe knew none of them understood anything at dl.

For he had not yet told Billings and Hoskins what he intended to do with Bossy. Ther redization had
not yet come that he had been usng them this last year; usng the fadilities of Hoxworth; the fadilities of al
the inditutions who had helped on Project Bossy; usng the subsdies from Washington. He had been
uang them sdfishly, with determination, with practical gp-plication of psychology to serve his own



purpose.

He had no sense of quilt about this It was cetanly normad and wdl-established practice for
individuds to divert tax monies to their own advancement. It was one of the many survivals of savage
cusom working in modern society. The tribesmen paid their tithes to the chieftains, the elders, the
witchdoctors—as d-ways.

And, without even atempting to raiondize it into the end judifying the means, it was an obvious
bargain for both sides. For the human race there was now a thinking machine, one which could use
discrimination and judgment, and act. When the troglodytes got over their superdtitious fear of flame, they
would find fire quite useful.

And for him, it was ddliverance.

For him the long londliness would be ended. He was aready quite clear on how the psychosomatic
therapy knowledge of Billings could be incorporated in the machine, how the machine could interact with
ahuman being to get down to the bedrock of every fixation, inhibition, represson of a person. How these
would be supplanted with orderly rationdization.

From the machine, in due course, aman or a woman would emerge—a red man or woman; not the
twisted warped, pitiful deformity which passes as human.

And, if his reasoning were correct—another tele-path .

Chapter IV

For a week, dmogt day and night, Duane Hoskins worked on the reassembly of Bossy. Now that
the parts were in his hands again, and he had a place to work undisturbed, he pushed conflict with his
circumstances into the background and gave al of his thought to the task of bringing Bossy back to her
origi-nd state of function. He assured himsdf that when his job was done, then he would attempt to get a
more redigtic gpproach to his relationships with government and other people.

The reassembly took dl of histhought. He started out on the task asif it were no more than a routine
nuisance which he mug endure, since he had been dl over this ground in the fird assembly. But as the
sub-assemblies began to accumulate into their proper rdationships agan, he grew more and more
excited.

Guided as he was by arigid intdlectuad honesty, that one faculty which makes the scientist differ from
any other cdling, he found himsdf fredy acknowledg-ing that Bossy was not his creation. Bossy was not
even a true product of cybernetics—at least not as that science had been concelved before the start of
this project.

Somewhere, somehow, they had surmounted the thin and narrow conceptions of ther predecessors.
Only now, with the accomplished fact before him, did he redize just how thin and sdf-restricting those
concepts had been.

More important, and more incomprehensible, they had surmounted the Serility of opinion control.
Al-though, in the narrow sense, his fidd was far from the dangerous socid sciences; early in his career
Hoskins had redized that no fied of science is remote from the affairs of men, tha there is a sociologica
implication inherent even in the Smple act of screwing anut on a bolt.

Of course he had never expressed this in a class-room. Outwardly he had held to the prevaent
opinion that the physica scientist has no responshility to man for what he achieves. As with dl other
ingructors, he knew that in each class there were bound to be a least two or three students who, in
preparation for careers to come, had set themsdlves up as the supra analysts of what was the only right
opinion. These were diligent in reporting to pressure groups, or directly to Resident Investigators.

The consequence was that even the brightest of stu-dents were becoming no more than cookbook
engi-neers. This had adways been regrettably true of ninety-five per cent of engineering students. But
before opin-ion control there had been at least five per cent whose minds were fertile enough to conceive
avariant idea

Now, for dmog hdf a century, there had been nothing new. There was an apparent progress, of
course. The cookbook engineers were 4ill ale to mix up new batches from old ingredients. There was



dill enough gadgetry invention to confound any criticiam. But there was no exploration of new aress,
hunting for new frontiers.

In his own fidd of cybernetics, he had studied the mid-century experiments with ultra high-speed
com-puters, the autometic chess players, the visble speech mechaniams, and the like. He had discovered
how close the followers of Baggage and Vannevar Bush had come to their dream of the second indudtrid
revo-lution. But here, in the dosng decade of the century, cybernetics was dill playing mechanica games
with the same concepts.

Only Bossy was different.

As he continued with the reassembly, Hoskins grew deeply troubled. At times he fdt asif he were on
the verge of some vast concept not quite grasped; as if he caught hazy glimpses of an outline of a totaly
un-known continent where, aways before, dl science had assumed there were only empty seas. He
cursed the gerility, the rote memorization which passed for learn-ing. He bitterly accused his own mind of
being like a wasted muscle, long unused, now incapable of a task which should be accomplished with
ease.

Not that he was faling in the reassembly. Complex as it was, he remembered each step in perfect
order. And, laid out before him as it was, he knew the theory and purpose of each part. What he failed
to grasp was how it had been conceived in the first place.

He recdled wdl, in the early days of the project, the congternation, the blank incomprehenson
between one department of science and another. The legendary Tower of Babe was a mirade of
underganding by comparison. As is to be expected when men are deeply disturbed by a sense of
inadequacy, each branch of science had withdrawn into itsdf, become more and more esoteric, more
ritudidic. As the inadequate man looks for and seizes upon differences so as to establish his superiority,
30 each science had moved farther from the common purpose of science—which is to know. And that
was the way this project had begun, in spirit and in practice, back there at Hoxworth.

Then, suddenly, for no apparent reason, men under-stood one ancther; problems were solved; old
jedlous-ies forgotten; prejudices discarded. Everywherein the universty the departments were caught up
in the spirit usudly known only to a fev men—the desire to go beyond apparent differences, to
understand what is redly meant, to regard with pitying impatience those who would 4ill vaue persond
ascendancy over com-prehension.

And, mogt astonishing of dl, everyone took it for granted. No one seemed to have redized what had
happened or much less why. He, himsdf, had not redlized it until now; when the act of reassembling
Bossy forced himinto a minute review of each stage of the work. Only inits totdity did it reved itslogicd

imposshility.

He tried to question Billings during the afternoon when they were working together ingdling the
random synaptic selectors which would respond to sensory code patterns.

“Dr. Billings” he said carefully “whileit is apparent that no individud part of Bossy was unknown to
science, even fifty years ago, the blending of the parts, and, above dl our concept of what happens in the
process of thought, is new. How did we manage it? You were the head of the project. You ought to
know.”

He saw the same hestancy, the same film of con-cedlment that usudly came over Billings candid
blue eyes when this topic had been discussed before back at Hoxworth.

“Probably no more than fortuitous circumstance,” Billings answered evasvely.

“l don't believe that, and neither do you,” Hoskins stated bluntly. He pointed to the hydrogen ion
concen-trators, to the wavefiddld harmonics receptors. “These are accident?” he questioned with
dishdief amounting to derison. “It was accident that the Department of Musc was able to give us the
dueto search activators in pattern selection? That the department of Synthetic Textiles was able to show
us how to polymerize and catalyze strings of molecules into the materid which became Bossy’s concept
storage unit?’

In nervous tension, he paced up and down the room, and puffed a his cigarette asif in agony.

“Thet Bossy is able to take part patterns,” he con-tinued in the same incredulous voice, “and fill in the



missing pieces from probakility selection through her proprioceptors? That we were able to recognize this
as the treasured and mysterious process of reasoning?’

He stopped his pacing and pounded softly and dowly on the edge of the work bench with the hed of
his hand.

“Abovedl,” and now his voice was dmost queru-lous, “it was sheer accident that we were able to
understand one another, go beyond semantic differences to the red core of meaning—when, as you
know, our usud pattern was a glesful destruction of the other fdlow’s attempts at comprehenson? Dr.
Billings | am neither a child nor afool. | cannot accept the theory of fortuitous circumstance!”

“We did it,” Billings answered shortly, and won-dered why Joe had permitted this question to arise in
Hoskins mind at this time. Joe should have told him, should have cued hm on what to do. This was
conflict, and Bossy was not yet completely assembled. “We did it,” he repeated futildy. “Isn't that the
only important thing?’

Hoskins glared around the room, at the bare pine-wood floor, the stained cement wadls of the
basement room, the harsh overhead lights, the door to ther bed-rooms which was the only source of
fresh ar.

“What am |?7" he asked hoarsdly. “No more than a handy man? Is tha why I've placed mysdf in
jeopardy, taken dl these risks just to hold a job as subordinate mechanic—without pay? Are we
working as a team, doctor? Do we have one another’ s confidence; or don’'t we?’

“l don’'t know how to answer you, Duane” Billings said dowly, and Hoskins noticed that his firg
name had been used in their conversations for the firg time. “I don’t know why you' ve been permitted to
think of these things”

“Permitted to think of them!” Hoskins exploded. Billings fluttered his hands in the air, asif to ward off
violence.

“Youwill have to ask Joe,” he said weekly.

Chapter V

The three men sat in the amdl living room of their basement quarters, having a late sandwich before
going to bed. The somaticsin the room were tense.

Hoskins pored over the schematic of the multiple feedback system, dternatdy fretting over whether
Car-ney would be able to find the right tube for the torque amplifier, which had been cracked in transit,
and gew-ing over the indignity of having been referred to Joe for the answers he fdt he must have.

Billings mused over the problem, given to him by Joe days before, on how automatic psychosometic
therapy mechanisms could be inddled in Bossy, what the mogt effective electrode contact with human
sub-jects might be, and how reverie reviews could be taken down to cdlular levd, as Joe had inssted
they mugt.

Joe worked at the amdl desk, extending the probarhilities of his sysem to the end of the Tanforan
mext, to talor his bets to the amount of money they would need until the next racing season. The sysem
was imperfect in that jockeys sometimes changed their mindsin the hegt of the race, extended their horse
when they were not supposed to, won when they were not supposed to win. Reserves had to be set
adde to cover a streak of these. Stll, it was the safest method of getting enough money without calling
atention to himsdf.

The scene was much the same as it had been back a Hoxworth, when he was secretary on Project
Bossy; but the circumstances, both overt and somatic, were different.

He was aware that Hoskins was facing a criss, one which had been maturing for the past two weeks,
that if he let it go on, Bossy, hersdlf, might be threatened. He could have avoided it, of course, just as he
hed avoided it dl those months a Hoxworth. Delicately, he could have implanted the right impulses in
Hoskins, so tha reveament would come as no shock. But he had a sound reason for doing otherwise.
Hoskins had a firg-rate brain, and Joe had come to redize that blind acceptance of his extrasensory
perceptions would give him no clue as to how the same gifts might be ingaled in Bossy. It was necessary
that Hoskins fight it out on a cerebration levd.



Further, he fdt the same loydty toward Hoskins that he fdt toward Billings And he wanted Hoskins
to have the full benefit which Bossy could eventudly give. That meant Hoskins had to grow up, willingly,
of his own valition.

At that moment Hoskins reached over to the stand beside his chair and picked up another of the
sand-wiches. He glanced a Joe obliqudly, his curiogty dmaost overcoming his resentment. Joe chose this
moment to look up from his own work.

“Evary man surrounds his mind with a framework of screen mesh” Joe sad conversationdly,
“com-posed of his prgudgments, preconceptions of what is acceptable to him. Everything he receives
mudt filter through it.”

Hoskins glared a him impatiently, as if a precocious child, age five, had tried to be profound about
men and woman in marriage. He flared in sudden anger, and his mind formed the sentence, “What would
ayoung punk like you know about it?’ but he was too courteous to say the words.

“So it ssemsto you,” he spoke flatly.

“Soitis, doctor,” Joe said, without deferment. “The fird strands of the screen are strung very early.
‘Don't do thid That's bad! Now that’s mother’s good little boy! That's nasty, shame on you! Y ou're too
little to do that done! That's over your head, wait until you're older! Always tdl mother when the
children are bad to you!” On and on with things like that.”

“S0?" Hoskins questioned with a shrug.

“So a pattern of standards is formed. Everything is judged in relation to that pattern. The stream of
commands, admonishments, casud remarks are but-tressed, ingrained, and enforced with emotiona
im-pact, sometimes with physical shock trestment administered with the flat of the hand where it will do
the most good.”

“Then education comes dong,” Hoskins debated with a amile, “and tears your screen to pieces.”

“In theory only,” Joe said. “But not in practice.

Even then everything received is modified by the screen. Oh maybe there's a hole punched here and
there, and rewoven with new strands. But new strands are woven, that’s the point. The filtering goes on
just the same. Even if anew idea pushes againg the screen with such force that it must be considered, it
isusudly so distorted by the time it has been ‘rationdized through the screen’ that it means just what the
recelver wants it to mean.”

“The prime purpose of education, Joe,” Hoskins ingdructed, “is to insure an open mind, the ability to
consder an idea on its own merits, to accept redity without distortion.

“Y ou’ ve been wondering, laidy, how Bossy cameinto being,” Joe said abruptly.

Hoskins looked a him curioudy, and then over at Billings accusangly. Billings had had no right to
dis-cuss thair conversation with this immature boy.

“I'm atelepath,” Joe said smply.

“Nutd” Hoskins exploded disgustedly.

Joe threw back his head and laughed fredly.

“You see what | mean, doctor?’ he chuckled.

“l see I've got enough problems on my hands a-ready, without having you spring a lot of wild-har
notions on me.” Hoskins snapped. Then pityingly, “Joe, I’ ve dways thought you were a diligent and fair
student. | never suspected you harbored ideas about that superdtitious guff. Joe! That's for the credulous,
the wild-eyed! It’'s ... it's benegth the notice of ratio-na men.”

“Dr. Rhinedidn’t think so,” Joe answered.

“That's different. That was scientific research under laboratory conditions. However, it is Sgnificant
thet Dr. Rhine never found, nor daimed to have found, atrue telepath.”

“Nether have |,” Joe said quietly. He kept his voice normd, not reveding the dark londiness of
lifelong solitary confinement, such as might be known by a human who was never once permitted to
communi-cate with one of his own kind.

“At best,” Hoskins continued forcefully, “dl he found was some phenomena which exceeded the
laws of probabilities. That might mean some trace eements, true. But it could also meen that our notions



of the laws of probabilities could stand revison.”

“And your screen mesh prefers the latter,” Joe laughed.

Billings looked over his glasses, and cleared his throat.

“l have known about Joe,” he said hestantly, “since he was e@ght years old. Dr. Martin of Steiffd
Univergty wrote me. That's why | brought Joe to Hoxworth. There was suffident evidence, Duane. |
could not deny it. And ... I, too ... tried.”

“You've been the victim of some elaborate hoax, Dr. Billings” Hoskins said harghly.

Joe looked a Haoskins, undismayed.

“Professor,” he asked, “what was it Algazzdi wrote about the ‘fourth stage of intdlectud
develop-ment’?’

Ingantly, like aman reciting a bit of poetry learned in high school, Hoskins quoted:

... When another eye is opened by which man perceives things hidden in others ... percelves dl tha
will be ... perceives things that escape the percep-tions of reason—"

“You didn’'t know you remembered that, did you, professor?’

Hoskins shrugged.

“It means nothing,” he said. “Neither the drivel nor the fact that | remembered it. A young college
student absorbs alot of such guff before he gets down to serious work. Y ou've run across it somewhere,
Joe. It was a safe assumption that | would have, dso.”

“But how dearly you recdled it!” Billings teased. “And after dl these years, t00.”

“That, too, means nothing. We' ve shown in Bossy how a concept may lay idle, never be cdled into
use, until the right harmonics simulate a pattern where it is required.”

Joe reached over, took a piece of paper and pencil, scribbled a note, folded it, and handed it to
Billings At that moment Hoskins started up from his chair.

“Excuseme” he murmured in a stricken voice and headed for the bath.

In a few moments he came back into the room. His eyes were watery, his cheeks pae, his nogtrils

drawn.
“Don't est any more of those sandwiches,” he said. “The meat mugt be tainted. At least in that one |
got.”
At Joe' s mation, Billings handed the note to Hos-kins. Curioudy, Hoskins opened the note and read
it.

“Professor Hoskins will need to vomiit in less than one minute,” the note said.

Haoskins crumpled the note and threw it in the waste-basket in disgust.

“That's telepathy?’ he asked derisivey. “Probably saw me turning green around the gills Jumped to
conclusons agan.”

“Even before you fdt any discomfort, professor?” Joe laughed. “And how many of these conclusons
do | have to jump to before the evidence will penetrate your screen.”

“A great many more,” Hoskins snapped. “1—"

There was a sudden urgent rap on the door.

“Ancther demondtration, professor,” Joe said dryly, as he got up to open it. “That'll be Carney. HeE
have Mabd with him. He's vary disturbed. Inci-dentdly, he has your torque amplifier tube. And,
gen-tlemen, he has found out who we are. Thisis a showdown, so let me handleit.”

When he opened the door, Carney and Mabd stepped through, and Carney shut the door quickly,
asif he were being pursued. The old reprobate’s eyes were flashing anger. Mabd’s usudly generous
friend-liness was replaced by a mask of curiogty, wariness. Although Carney had much to say, he
seemed at aloss how to begin now that he was here.

“l got the tube,” he opened accusngly, obliquely. “This suff is red hot. The Feds and locd boys
have passed the word dong to watch for anybody buying it. They're paying big stoolie dough, too. You
guys are hot, too hot!”

He turned to Joe, his voice a compound of anger and disappointment.

“You tricked me” he burst out with what was redly bothering him. 1 didn't know you guys was



Brains. | didn’t know you was them three from that eastern college the whole country islooking for.”

Billings and Hoskins looked a him curioudy, and then a Joe who stood eedly beside the closed
door and said nothing.

Carney turned to Mabd.

“l swear, Mabdl,” he said gpologeticdly, “1 didn’t know these guys was Brains when | asked you to
rent them this place. | just thought they were in a counterfeiting racket or something.” Then he added
bitterly, “But | guess | ought to have known. The way Joe picked up the code when he worked with me
inthe act. | just thought maybe he was psychic or some-thing. | didn’t know he was a Brain.”

Joe glanced at Hoskins with a suppressed smile.

“See what | mean about pregudice screens, doctor?’ he asked. “Now it would be dl right with
Carney if | were merdly psychic. But to have a trained mind—that’s something to arouse antagonism.”

“But you're not our kind of people a dl,” Carney argued, his anger arisng again. “You don’t belong
with us. And you tricked me”

Help came from an unexpected source, and without any effort from Joe.

“Who are we, Carney,” Mabe asked dowly, “to point the finger a anybody?’

“But these guys are the ones who invented that machine which is gonna blow up the world, Mabd,”
Carney shouted. “They're the ones that thought out that thing which is gonna make daves of dl the
peo-ple when it takes over the world and runs it. They built Bossy!” He cast a fearful look toward the
back room.

“I'll bet it's that Bossy thing they’ve got in that back room, not a counterfeit press at dl! These guys
want to wipe humeans off the face of the earth, and we' re hdping them!”

Both Hoskins and Billings started to protest the string of clichés picked up from ydlow journdism,
but Joe slenced them with awarning look. Let the boil-over run its course. You couldn’t get into a man's
mind with reason while it was inflamed with anger; the prgudice screen was a its very strongest then. It
was the old clash of ignorance without learning and ignorance with it.

Only Mabel seemed able to surmount the conflict.

“I've dways said,” she commented, “that a person does what he has to do. Maybe Joe and the
professors can't hep being what they are—any more than you and | could help being what we were.”

Joe watched her intently. He knew now that she could qudify for his intended use of Bossy, as he
hed suspected she might. He had been wise in choosing skid row. Only here, among these broken by
accusation, could be found those uwilling to accuse. Only here, among the victims of a too narrow
sense of right could be found those who were not fatuoudy confident of their specid endowments for
defining it. The same concluson had been reached once before, two thou-sand years ago.

“It' snot for usto say, Carney,” Mabd added firmly.

She stood there, a shapeless hulk in her old red sweater and black skirt. Her swollen feet were
planted far apart. The red joints of her rheumatic fingers opened and closed painfully. The mask make-up
on her face, meant to conced the age and pain lines, could not conced her qudity. Mabe was—people.

Chapter VI

For dmost a week Joe avoided everyone as much as possible, dlowing the change of status to settle
itdf into acceptable rdationships. He knew tha Billings and Hoskins were having many long
conversa-tions about his psionic ability, that Hoskins was gradu-dly rationdizing the idea that Billings had
not been hoaxed after dl.

“I mean,” Billings said a one point in their conver-sations, “we mugt be willing to go beyond the
present frontiers of physics to understand Joe's psonic traits. We mugt get a notch above the concept
thet for athing to be scientific it must have visble wheds”

“Thefrontiers of physcs—.” The phrase appealed to Hoskins, helped him to view this dark trait with
something nearer acceptance.

“l have no doubt,” Billings pressed his advantage, “that the answer lies in some order of energetics
not yet explored. We do have to go beyond the mere par-roting of the words of Eingein’'s coordinate



systems and think in terms of genuine practical gpplication.”

“I'm not sure | see how that can be done here” Hoskins objected.

“The eye is no more than a cdlular mechanism activated by the wave fidd of energy we cdl light,”
Billings reasoned. “The encephaograph revedss the brain generates its own wave fidd of energy. Some
obscure area of Jo€'s brain has taken a mutant legp and is activated by that wave fidd, so that he can
perceive thought directly, as the eye perceives light. Such an area might be present in every brain, but
rudimentary in the way of light sengtive cdlsin primi-tive life”

It was not the complete theory which Joe held, but it served to orient Hoskins to the idea that Joe
was no more than an eugenic mutant. It brought the idea out of the areas of metaphysics into the realms
of physcs.

But even with such rationdization, the emotiond implications of living in the presence of a telepath
were too much for Hoskins to accept immediaidy. Man, even the mogt brilliant of men, is not dl intellect.
No man is without skeletons in his closet, those little quirks, those dark little actions and mean motives,
shametul little things which he does not even reved to his doctor, his confessor, his psychoanalyst.

Hoskins resolutdly faced such things in himsdlf, and as resolutely turned away from them. His mind
refused the idea that Joe could see them clearly.

“How could you continue to respect meif you knew these things about me?’

He had not yet arived a the knowledge that Joe would have seen thousands of carbon copies of
such traits in others, would have grown up with them, accepting them from the first as being no more than
normd to any human being. That in the balance scde of a man's life, achievement was even more
glendid because it did gain ascendancy over the furtive quirks, that man was even nobler in that, a the
same time, he was 0 reprenensible.

Hoskins would arrive there, but it would take time.

Carney progressed in his own adjustments much more eeslly. His resentment changed to admiration,
partly helped by Jo€'s unsuspected somatic assurances, partly through the example set by Mabel. The
tender-loin sratum has an dmogt universa contempt for the organized hypocrisy of society. Unable to
accept it, become a part of it, they are broken by it. They seldom become enough detached to seeit is
this very pretense of man to be better than he iswhich driveshim to convert his pretense to redlity.

Carney was ddlighted, after hisfirgt shock, to find that Brains sometimes find themsalves in the same
boat as shortline outcasts.

Somehow the word had leaked out that the two professors had been found, and logt, in the San
Fran-cisco area. The search, which had been spread over the nation, now concentrated itsdf in the San
Francisco area. And the area was ided for the search. Surrounded on three sides by water, San
Francisco has dmog the status of an idand and the traffic flows are concentrated idedly for thorough
search.

The newspapers and communication channels which had been regretting a lack of world crises at the
mo-ment, revived the entire issue with enthusiasm. All the lurid misconceptions were rehashed, improved
upon; spun into the most sensationd stories the fertile minds of reporters could conceive. The witch hunt
was on in ful force, and Carney kept himsdf busy collecting commentary. Although the danger was
greet, he was dmogt beside himsdf with pride that he was on the indde, that a word from him could blast
the whole thing wide open. For the firg time, he fdt revenged upon society. It was within his power to
withhold the very informaion society craved. And, a this point, tha knowledge was sufficent
satifaction.

Hdf a century previoudy there would have been many champions rigng to argue both sides of the
ques-tion of Bossy; many to defend the right of these profes-sors to push the frontiers of knowledge
ahead. But forty years of effective opinion control had ingrained the habit of indant agreement with
officid opinion, regardless of how often that officid position might change sides or contradict itsalf.

Sill, one man did have the courage to cdl for acdm and rationd consideration of the issues.

Howard Kennedy released his editoridized inter-view through one of the newspapers where he
owned the controlling stock shares. He cited, camly, the historical precedents where mass reaction had



been vio-lently antagonidtic to other scientific discoveries; anesthesia, eam power, dectrica power,
Newton's laws of motion, Gdileo’'s concept of the solar system, a long lig which, upon andyss, was
Seen to contain dmogt every advance man had made in his long dimb from savagery. He related dl this
to the question of Bossy, and I€ft the question hanging as to whether this might prove to be another such
ingtance of misguided opposition.

It was a daring thing to do, for it ran counter to popular opinion. Apparently he fdt his millions his
postion of power, his wdl popularized philanthropies, his liberd attitudes toward labor, would protect
him.

Billings and Hoskins found in the article divergent rays of hope. Billings saw in it the posshbility that
man might once again capture the rationd point of view. Hoskins, fretting under the conditions of the dark
base-ment, the lack of competent assistants, the pressure of knowing he was hunted by government, saw
aprotec-tor, a subgdizer, areturn to the respectability of an ivory tower.

Joe, too, got a lift out of the article. The work on Bossy was dmog finished. Billings had spent the
necessary hours feeding the concepts of psychosomat-ics into Bossy’s storage unit. Bossy had found the
concepts consgent with the carefully screened factud information which had been fed into her a
Hoxworth. She had not thrown out psychosomatics as being a tissue of unsupported theory. Her
acceptance was dl the more impressve because she had refused mogt of the theoreticd structures of
orthodox psychology on the grounds that such structures had little or no rdation to observable data.

Joe had no intention of keeping Bossy to himsdf once he had accomplished his am. He, too, would
need someone with courage and influence, such as Howard Kennedy. But not so naive as the two
profes-sors, he resolved to find out what went on in Kennedy’s mind before they responded to
Kennedy’s obvious bid for their confidence. The man did not take the risk of public boycott smply to
speak his piece. His motive was obvioudy to make contact. Beyond that, Joe could not go, not urtil he
could get close to the man, see him, obtain some object which Kennedy had handled, some focdizing
channd. It was one of Jo€'s limitations on his ability that he could not use it in the way some of the
totaly untadented normas imagined the trait would work.

But of dl the adjustments, that of Mabel was most important. And when Billings told him that there
was nothing further to be done with the therapy mecha-nisms of Bossy until that aready inddled could
be tested and adjusted, Joe knew it was time to tak with Mabel.

There literdly wasn't anyone dse qudified. Hoskins was needed for his understanding of the
mechanicd principles. Billings mugt work in tandem with Bossy, man and machine coordinating to the
utmogt in the therapy while Bossy learned it. Asde from the fact that Joe was their only protection against
the outer world, his psonic dblity was too vaduable to risk as a test case. Carney was openly
cooperative, but Joe knew there was a hard core of hidden antagonism and suspicion. Further, Carney
was quite satisfied with himsdf as he was, and no sysem of psychotherapy can make more than a
temporary indentation againgt a basic unwillingness to change.

That left only Mabdl. Mabel was obvious for an overt reason. She suffered painfully from a complex
of rheumatism and arthritis, aggravated by fat. If Bossy was to prove effective at dl, improvements in
these would be most observable. At least these were the arguments Joe used to Billings and Hoskins. His
plans went far deeper.

He went to see Mabd in her gpartment on the floor above them.

She recelved hm matter-of-factly, without ques-tion, without gpology for some fancied untidiness of
her gpartment. Of the long lig she might have been judified in having, Mabd retained only one smdl
varity, and that a harmless one. Mabel had never been a respectable woman.

As he seated himsdf in her best chair, Joe amiled inwardly, and tenderly, a her little vanity. Even in
this, she was intensdy humean, for she chose to be vain on a point where there was no judtification for it.
Her mind was too smple and direct, her honesty was too innate, she lacked the hard-eyed viciousness
which comes from forcing the psyche into deformities unnat-urd to it. No, even if she had tried, Mabdl
lacked the basic characteristics which would have qudified for her respectability.

Not that she lacked inner conflicts. Her complex of arthritis and her fat were aufficdent evidence that
she had not been free from these.



Even her considerable wedlth was not a result of caculated avarice, but was the accidental result of
an odd whimsy. In her younger days, some of the im-portant men, finding in her qudities they could not
find & home, seemed to receive some defiant pleasure out of fredy giving her the things which ther wives
schemed and trapped and blustered to gain. In that amdl boy mischievousness of maes, they built up a
solid fortune for her in amood of perverse gratitude.

Ordinarily it is only the blackmailers and shakedown artists of the police who grow rich from her
professon, but as the influence of her dientde grew her numerous arrests ceased, and she no longer
found it necessary to turn over dl surplus monies as the price of being let done.

Instantaneoudy, her life flashed through Joe's mind as he settled back in his chair.

“We need your help, Mabd,” he said, without hedging on the purpose of hisvist.

“In what way, son?’ she asked, and her booming voice was quieter than usud.

He told her, briefly, the facts about Bossy, how they had come to build the maching, some of the
things they expected from it. She made only one comment.

“It an't the firg time the newspapers have got things dl twisted up.”

He went on then to tdl her how they hoped to make Bossy into a machine which would cure the
alments of man, such as her arthritis. Billings was a genuine medicd doctor, and if she had paid any
atention at dl she would know he had a world-wide reputation.

Mabe nodded that she did know. She asked the obvious question.

“Why could a machine do things a doctor couldn’t?’

“Doctors are human,” Joe answered, “and, there-fore, limited. The secret of any psychotherapy is
that the doctor should be less twisted than the patient. Thisis sddom possible. True, he may be twisted in
some other way, but if he amply subgtitutes one twist for another he has gained nothing. The greatest
care was used, when Bossy was being educated, to feed in only absolutely proved and undeniable fact.
Bossy did her own interpreting. She rejected unfounded opinion, or prejudice built on false premises. She
ismore capable of unbiased thergpy than any man could be.”

“l don’t think | understand what you' re talking about, Joe,” Mabd sad frankly.

He developed for her the basics of psychosomatic therapy. To bring it into her own experience, he
re-caled how her somach would be upset if she tried to eat when she was acutely worried.

“The cdl,” he sad, “is like the somach. It refuses to function properly when such things as
repressions, inhibitions, suppressions and the like affect it. Before long it gets twisted out of its hedthy
pattern into an unhedthy one. The idea of dl the psychotherapies is to lift these suppressors so that the
human can function again. Mogt of the psychologists work with some mys-terious thing they cal mind.
The psychosomatic men work directly with the body cdls. Not only in the brain but dl over the body,
eaech cdl seemsto have a mind and memory of its own. Each one is capable of getting its own twists of
inhibitions and repressions. The idealis to go clear down to the cdlular level and take the load off of each
cdl so it can stretch and grow and function again.”

“Like being in a drait jacket and getting out,” Mabel commented. “1 got me a generd idea, son. |
guess, being ignorant, that's dl 1 can hope for.”

“We don't know how Bossy isgoing to work,” Joe told her frankly. “I don’t see how it can hurt you.
Thewordt that can happen isthat you won't get cured. And, of course, you won't get cured if you hang
on to the ideas which caused the trouble. That's the toughest part, Mabel, to be willing to admit that you
might not know what is right and what iswrong.”

She threw back her head and laughed her free, booming laughter. “Son,” she said heatily, “I never
did know that.”

“Y ou might be changed—alot,” he warned her. “Y ou might not want to go on living here as you do
now. You might ... anything might happen. It's a chance you would have to be willing to take. Nobody
hes ever had alook &t redlity except through smoked glasses. We haven't got any idea of what it's redly
like without them. Y ou'd be the firs.”

She looked down at her broad thighs, her old black skirt. She lifted her wrinkled hand with its
enlarged knuckles.



“What good am I, like this?’ she asked.
“l don’'t know for sure, Mabd,” Joe said amply, “but | think you'll be giving alot to mankind.”

Chapter VII

It was not to be expected that the psychosomatic therapy would go smoothly. Carney greeted the
announcement that Mabel would undergo the test with flatfooted oppostion. His suspicion and
resentment came close to the surface and showed itsdf in dternat-ing sulks, in his forbidding Mabe to
have anything to do with Bossy, and then in actud thregts to do his plain dvic duty and turn them dl in to
the Feds.

He seemed determined to demondtrate the old truism again: that the only enemy man has is man. The
uni-verse does not care whether man unlocks its secrets or leaves them closed. Water does not care
whether man bathes in it or drowns in it; whether it waters his fidds or washes them away. If man
masters its laws and utilizes his knowledge, water becomes a force in his favor. But enemy or servant,
water does not care.

Of dl the forces, only man seems determined that man shdl not master the universe,

Carney paid lip service only to the boon of hedth which Bossy might bring to Mabel and to dl
mankind.

He could react only that Mabd had deserted him, had gone over to these men from the other side of
the tracks. It was a hitter redization that hislong friend-ship with her counted for so little.

More than knowledge or enligntenment or under-standing, man vaues his ascendancy over
something or someone. The fate of mankind is of little conse-quence to him if he must lose his command
inthe process. Carney fdt done and deserted. It took a great ded of somatic comforting from Joe, and
Mabd’s stern commands for him to mind his own business, to settle him down.

The second hitch came from Bossy.

There had been a consderable argument from Hos-kins that inesmuch as the hunt for them had
concen-trated in San Francisco, and discovery was inevitable, tharr best course was to initiate contact
with the gov-ernment, turn themselves in and hope for the best. Or as an dternative, they should make
contact with Howard Kennedy, whose interview had been so lib-era, and let that indudridist negotiate
for them. Joe had countered these arguments with the fact that the public was 4ill bitterly fanatic on the
subject of Bossy, and that government would not dare go againg the will of the people and ther blood
third.

He pointed out, however, thet if they could demon-strate, with an accomplished fact, Bossy was a
mester hedler, then Kennedy would have something to work with to make the public change its mind
about Bossy. Hoskins agreed, rductantly.

Almog day and night for the past week, Billings had fed his lifetime of knowledge into Bossy on
evey facet of psychosomatic therapy. And his knowledge represented the accumulated knowledge of
the world. It was, therefore, a bitter disgppointment that their first question to Bossy for an estimate of
time required for the thergpy on Mabd should cause an indant flashback of an unwanted answer.

“Insuffident data.”

It was the old familiar phrase which, even back a Hoxworth, they sometimes viewed with
impatience. A human being is seldom bothered with insufficient data; often the less he has the more willing
heisto give afirm opinion; and man prefers some answer, even a wrong one, to the requirement that he
dig deeper and find out the facts.

Here, under the pressure of time, knowing they might be discovered any day, Bossy's bland reply,
flashed on her screen, made them Sck a heart. Yet, without even a survey of the problem, what dse
could they expect?

The problem had not been Mabd, hersdf. She had been more than cooperative. In view of the
gtuation, Billings had decided to make the therapy continuous, and Mabd had willingly arranged her
afars with her attorney for a ten-day absence. As willingly, she had fitted hersdf into the network of
electrodes and lay on the couch with complete confidence. Her last words, before Billings began to



induce the hypnosis, were to Carney who had watched the preparations with hodile eyes.

“Don’'t be an old fool,” she said, “give me a chance to get wel agan.”

For the firg four hours Billings, in tandem with Bossy, played her memories back and forth, trying to
uncover the central tensons which were the source of her troubles. At the end of the fourth hour, while
she wasin arambling, repetitious incident of her child-hood, Billings again put the question to Bossy for a
time estimate.

“Inauffident data,” Bossy flashed back again. “What data do you need?’ Hoskins snapped a Bossy
irritably.

“A complete survey of every cdl memory to deter-mine the quantum of repressors.” Bossy flashed.

Joe, who had been hovering in the background, stepped forward.

“Based on techniques now in use,” he asked, “how long would thet take?’

“Inauffident data,” Bossy’s screen said.

“Wha do you need to get the data?’

“Cessation of interference,” Bossy said. “By ver-ba methods now used, a survey would take years,
or never be accomplished. The past falure of psychoso-matic therapy is not in theory but in technique. A
human mind is too dow, reactions are too gross. The best the human can accomplish is a few obvious
als”

“If left done, how would you accomplish it?” Bill-ings asked curioudy.

“Itisample” Bossy said, “for me to use the principles of the eectroencephaogram. | would run dl
combinations of my entire storage unit againg the patient. Any disturbance to the dpha rhythms would
indicate the source of a tension in the patient—on the order of the lie-detector principle. All such tensons
could be released by replacing falacy with understand-ing.”

“How long would thet take?’ Hoskins asked.

“Insuffident data,” Bossy answered.

“It makes sense, though,” Billings said. “We ve dways known that time was our greatest enemy; that
even in months we could only uncover afew of the most obvious. Bossy can operate on a thousands per
second review of her storage units”

“What would be the effect of the tenson release?’ Joe asked Bossy.

“When the repressors are removed from the cdls” Bossy answered, “they can agan function
normally, restoring themselves”

“Which would mean that hedth is restored, obvi-oudy,” Billings said.

“Any objections to Bossy taking over, gentlemen?’

“You're the doctor,” Hoskins said.

And it was not until a week later, a week of constant watching, intravenous feeding, physica body
care, while Mabel lay on the couch in an apparent coma, that they saw any change.

It was on the morning of the seventh day, after Hoskins had spent his vigil through the night Stting
besde Mabd, that they saw how dartling a change had occurred. It was as if accumulated releases
were, dl a once, showing their affect.

The puffiness was disgppearing from her cheeks, the deep pouches under her eyes were less swollen,
therall of fa around her neck had shrunk. Sowly, like a face emerging from a sculptor’s shapeless blob
of clay, there was another Mabel—a younger Mabd.

It was more than a skin hedth and tautness, than the reaxation of rest, than the disappearance of
wrinkles, than the reduction of swdling in the joints.

The three men stood looking down & her recumbent form on the couch. They stared a her with
wide, incredulous eyes. Mabel was growing young again!

Thefant hum of Bossy, working at top levd speed, buzzed in their ears.

Chapter VIII
It was not amiracle. The regeneration and rguvenation of Mabe was no more than the end result of



completely gpplied psychosomatic therapy. Yet it was a result which a human thergpist, unassisted by
Bossy, could never atan. However he may drive for detachment from bias, no man can grow to
maturity without a least something of a framework of prgudice; and the thera-pist, in removing the
warping deformations of one matrix, unconscioudy supplies another.

Further, thousands of hours or verba therapy were reduced to seconds by Bossy. Never before had
anyone known what a complete therapy could produce. And they did not know now. Dr. Billings
Professor Hos-kins, Joe Carter, the three men stood looking down a Mabe who lay on the couch, the
center of a network of conduits connecting her to Bossy, and marveled.

They did not understand the obvious reformation of Mabel’ s body. But they were witnessing it.

It was characterigtic of Billings that even in the moments of astonishment he remembered to check the
gross ads of therapy. To his surprise, the last drops of the synthetic plasma, fed from the suspended tank
to Mabd’ s veins, were running out of the container. He had put on a fresh bottle the night before, and at
her low threshold of activity, it should have lasted for two more days.

Almogt indantly, as the last drops ran down the transparent tube, Mabe’ s lips began to move,

“Hungry,” she muttered. “Hungry, hungry, hun-gry, HUNGRY'!”

Bossy’'s screen was flashing on and off in emergency Sgnds

“Cdls cannot regenerate without food,” the ma-chine said, over and over. The statement of fact
seemed, to the men, to carry a connotation of contemp-tuous impatience, asif these human beings should
be expected to know at least that much.

Quickly Billings ran across the room, grabbed up one of the few remaining bottles of plasma, broke
the sed on his way back, and replaced the empty bottle with the full one. As the liquid began to flow
down the tube, Mabd’s mutterings ceased, and she lay gill and quiet again. Almogt visbly, Joe, Dr.
Billings and Professor Hoskins could see the changes in her appear-ance taking place, and wondered
what mental changes could account for them.

Joe tried to follow, but the thought-patterns were so rapid and so varied it was like trying to pick up
and follow one spoke in the blur of a gpeeding whed!.

“Hunger creates tensons to act as cdl repressants, hindering thergpy,” Bossy volunteered a flash on
her screen, as if to reproach them and warn them not to let it happen again. In the pattern of human
beings generdly, they had given her a job to do, and then followed a procedure to hamgring her and
prevent her from doing it. Aswith human beings generdly, they did not intend to thwart her, they merdy
let ther lack of comprehension do it for them.

Perceptibly the leve in the bottle was lowering. At this rate the supply, expected to last for another
two days, would be gone in two hours. And they had only one more bottle in reserve.

Synthetic fortified plasma cannot be cooked up in the ordinary gpartment kitchen, and none of them
were suffident biochemidts to attempt it. The only dternative to hdting the therapy, and none of them
would consder that, was to obtain more plasma quickly, within the four hours ther total supply would
lagt. And even that time was a rough estimate, the consumption of the supply might be progressively
accelerated.

They cdled Carney into their living room.

He had been hanging around the outskirts of the experiment for a week, snce it had started; not
admit-ted to the workroom, nor asking to be admitted since Mabel, hersdf, had told him to stay out. His
aulks and belligerence had disappeared, replaced by anxiety. His anxiety was mitigated by confidence.
He redlized that inasmuch as Mabd had made the decison and had stuck to it, she could not be in better
hands.

But ther reports to him did create some doubts. They were dl identicd, and to him they were vague
and unsatisfactory.

“Mabd is resting naturdly and progressing nor-maly.”

He had not had much redl experience with hospitals.

His concepts of what probably went on was drawn from motion picture script writers  efforts to
knock themsdves out with drama piled upon drama, one near-fatd criss after another, ever trying with
the same old tricks to excite a public long since immune to further emotiond response. Yet, without it,



something seemed lacking to Carney.

His reaction, when Joe told him that more plasma must be obtained at once, was one more nearly
rdief than darm. Thiswas more like it. As with the script writers, it did not occur to him thet criss piled
upon crigs is usudly a sgn of ineffidency and bungling. It did not occur to him to ask the very normd
question of why this need for further plasma had not been fore-seen, or what change had occurred in
Mabe to make their estimates fal short.

Actudly, he was flooded with a sense of satisfac-tion. He would be of some use after dl, Mabd’s life
depended upon him. He, Carney, was as important to her as these Brains.

He was cooperative. That is, he wanted to be.

“But | don't know where | could buy that guff on short notice,” he blurted. “I had plenty of warning
on the last and put out the word | could use it. In afew days the word came back that it was ready. You
got to be careful on things like that. It' s different from tools and eectrica suff.”

Billings standing beside Joe, was vishly shaken.

“We smply have to get more,” he inssted. “Our present supply will last less than four hours. Mabel
can't be cured without it. It's dangerous to try.”

Carney blanched. Hisfingers shook as hetried to light a cigarette.

“If I had more time” he muttered, “but four hours, and in broad daylight.”

Joe glanced at his wristwatch.

“It's nine o'clock now. That means we mug be back by noon, to give us margin. Where's the
nearest big hospitd ?’

“There s an emergency just a couple of blocks over,” Carney said.

“An emergency hospitd wouldn't have enough,” Joe said. “1 want a place that would have a big
up-ply.”

“l don't know,” Carney said hestantly. “There's Memorid, | guess. Down off Protrero.”

“l want a doctor’ s whites,” Joe said crisply. “Where can | get them?’

“l can do that,” Carney said with rdief. “It'll take me five minutes” He turned and amogt ran out of
the room.

He was back in less than five minutes. The uniform was complete, even to alittle black bag.

“The boys fingers do gtick to everything, don’t they?” Joe amiled.

Carney grinned.

They were dmogt over to the interurban depot, where taxis were plentiful, before Carney asked any
questions.

“What're you gonna do, Joe?’ he asked between puffs of breath as they waked rgpidly down the
dreet.

“Stedl it,” Joe sad tersdy. “There are times when the ethics of esperance mugt be secondary.”

Carney nodded, sagely, without any comprehension of the phrase.

“In broad daylight!” he gulped. He Sghed and squared his thin shoulders. “But I'll try anything for
Mabd,” he added, dipping easlly into the improbable vaence of a movie plot.

When the cab pulled up in the broad circular drive-way in front of the hospital, Joe paid the fare and
gave the driver atip.

“If you'll wait,” Joe said, “well be going back in about ten minutes” His words were casud, but he
beamed a sense of high drama into the driver’s mind.

“I'll wait,” the cabbie promised, asif he were taking an oath.

Joe took the steps, two at atime, with Carney pant-ing behind him.

In the lobby, Joe amiled a the young nurse behind the information window, and beamed a srong
fidd of reassurance e her.

“Where can | find the head nurse, please?’ His eyes told her that, after having seen her, he was in no
way interested in the old battle-axe of a head nurse.

The girl returned his amile, while she automaticdly evduated him for age, possble maritd status,
finendd prospects. She was dready confident of his susceptibil-ity. It was the normd and expected



thought process. Joe tied himsdf into it, and pushed it farther by gently projecting the image of a young
intern backed by wedthy parents.

The nursg's eyes sparkled, and she inhded to give Joe a better gppraisal of the merchandise.

“Do you mean our Day Supervisor?’ she twinkled. “Shdl | get her on the phone?’ Her tones, and
her thought-patterns, pleaded with him not to be in such a hurry to part company.

To the image of the wedthy young intern, unmar-ried, Joe fed the picture of a shining blue
convertible, upholstered in red leather, and followed that with a picture of bowing head waitersin adining
room with soft lights

“She’'s 0 busy thistime of day,” the nurse said doubtfully. “If | could help you—7?’

“Wdl, I'm redly heading for the Blood Bank,” Joe sad easly. “I'm borrowing a supply for St
Luke' s—" The picture cryddlized into along evening of dancing at the Venetian Room at the Fairmont,
s0 much less touristy than the Top of the Mark.

“Oh, that,” the now utterly vivacious young womean trilled. “I'll be happy to show you the way,
Dr—7

“Dr. Carter ... soon, anyway ... | hope,” said Joe, with awink.

The nurse turned to the non-uniformed girl at the typewriter behind her.

“I'll be right back, darling,” she cooed. “If anyone asks where | an—"

“I know,” the gil said with a bored tone. “You're powdering your nose” These nurses with ther
ard

None of them paid any attention at dl to Carney. Obvioudy, in the hierarchy of the hospitd caste, a
system which puts Indid s to shame, he was an Un-touchable, lower, probably, than even an Orderly. As
Joe and the nurse walked down the corridor, her heds dicking smartly, Joe knew that Carney, fallowing
be-hind, was staring at his back with an awe bordering on reverence.

During the course of the short trip to the second floor, rear, Joe dutifully went through the protocol of
finding out the young nurse' s name, hours on and off duty, the telephone number at the adjoining nurse’'s
residence.

When they reached the Blood Storage Room, the nurse spoke crisply, and fraterndly, to the intern in
charge.

“Thisis Dr. Carter, from St. Luke's—"

Theintern, obvioudy not backed by wedlthy parents or a blue convertible, regarded Joe envioudly.

“I wish | could make . Luke's,” he said. “How long have you got?’

“Two more months” replied Joe, with a Sdeong glance a the nurse. * Sometime come over and get
acquainted. Glad to introduce you around.”

“Wdl, thankd I'd sureliketo!” The intern offered his hand. “Harry Vedder,” he said, “Cd—"

“Harvard Medicd,” murmured Joe. The intern blinked with respect, and thawed even more. His
guess had been right. This was one of those wedthy boys; probably been money in the family so long that
he didn’t even think about it; dl this equdity was the red thing, not an affectation. A red guy! The nurse
was dl but ready to take off and fly.

“A couple dozen bottles will be enough,” Joe said, bringing their thoughts back down to his errand.

“Surgery ran short. Caled your adminigrator. Guess you got the release. We're returning it in the
morming.”

His words were innocuous enough, but his face showed them wha he thought of a hospita
adminigration who could let surgery run short of a vitd supply. The nurse and intern picked up the
expresson, and suppressed smiles As with any subordinate under a hard taskmagter, they were
delighted to see their bosses dip.

“No, the order didn’'t come through,” the intern said.

Joe grinned knowingly. Everybody, dl dong the line, was dipping.

“Maybe you'd better cal the front office and get confirmation,” he said esslly. He heard a subdued
gasp behind him from Carney.

“Not me” the intern said indantly. “Maybe over & St. Luke's—but here a& Memorid we don't
remind our heads that they’ve dipped. Just take dong what you need, and I'll check it out when the



order does come through.”

They dl grinned then, the nurse turmning hers into a charming, provoceative amile.

In another two minutes, Carney was staggering down the corridor under the load of heavy cartons.
To the agtonishment of the intern and the nurse, Joe, himsdf, hoisted the last remaining box on his own
shoulder. The astonishment gave way to satisfaction. This was a red guy, indeed, thoughtful enough not
to make the old man take two trips, secure enough in his pogtion that he didn’'t have to make a show of
it.

With his free hand, Joe again shook hands with the intern. The nurse twinkled along beside him down
the corridor, asif he were her specid property. She es-corted him to the front door, to save him the
trouble of baing stopped and questioned should any officd notice the two men carrying out cartons of
plasma

“Don't forget,” she whispered as she held open the heavy door for him.

Joe laughed, alaugh which promised a great dedl.

Thetaxi driver came hdfway up the steps and re-lieved Carney of part of the load. By the time he
hed driven ten blocks he had convinced himsdf this was a very important misson; and by the time he
helped them unload ther boxes in front of the emergency hospitd, he was certain he had been an
important part of high drama. When they refused his help in carrying the cartons into the emergency
hospita, he knew be-yond dl doubt that secrecy on his part was of highest importance. He drove away,
hislong dormant scout’s honor keegping him from even looking back through his rear-view mirror.

“Kid,” Carney puffed, as they let themsdves in through the door to their own basement quarters, “if
you can day out of jal, you'll con a million” He was filled with admiration, amost ready to forgive Joe
for being a Brain.

Joe stopped the old man in their living room, unwill-ing to let him go on into the workroom, to see
what was happening to Mabdl.

“Thiswill be enough to last us a couple of days, anyway,” Joe sad. “But you'd better send out the
word for more plasma through your usud channds”

“Sure takes alot,” Carney answered curioudy.

“Always does,” Joe shrugged, asif it had dl been perfectly normd. “Think you can get more?’

“Sure” Carney answered eadly, “now that I've got time”

Carney went away satisfied, comfortable in his mind for the firg time in more than week. He had
something to do, he was important again.

* % %

Ingde the workroom, Billings and Hoskins were ill ganding near Mabdl, watching her. Somehow,
probably in an absent-minded daze, Hoskins had brewed their morming coffee, and, equaly absently,
they were drinking it.

A quick probe of Billings stream of rationdizing stisfied Joe that the firgt astonishment had lessened
and was being replaced by a new evaduation of the tenets of psychosomatic therapy. Billings was trying to
tak this out to Hoskins, to verbdize his thoughts into coherency.

“Thisis dl quite undersandable,” he was saying dowly, carefully, “if we draw an andogy between
the cdl and a bullet shot from a gun. At fird there is a given momentum of like force, strong enough to
risein an ordered projectory. The cdls renew themsdlves with hedthy vigor. Like the amoeba, barring
accident, they are immortd—that is, they have the potentiad of immortdity through continued sdf
renewd.”

“But ar resstance, or the resstance of heavier materias, and the pull of gravity gradudly overcomes
the bullet, drags on its momentum, so that the bullet reaches a balance, then gradudly snks to earth,
in-ert,” Hoskins said.

“Exactly,” Billings agreed, “as do the cdls. They renew and multiply through the growth of the child
to its maturity. But gradudly the accumulation of mis-takes, repressions, frustrations, disgppointments,
ten-sons of dl kinds, overcome the momentum of the initid life force. The cdls cannot keep up ther
renewd production as againg dl these depressants. They dow down, more and more, until findly some



organ—or complex of organs—is too weakened to function. We cdl it disease, old age, death.”

“Would gravity, itsdf, have any effect, doctor?’ Joe asked, as he stepped up to them and poured
himsdf some coffee. “It seems to me that the constant pull of gravity againg the cells would tend to dow
them down, just asit does the bullet. If cells have aform of memory, as you contend, then the memory of
weari-ness would be passed from the old cdll to the new one, and be added to in the experience of the
new cdl. The accrued memories of weariness, alone, might be sufficient to account for old age.”

Billings looked up at him.

“It could be,” he agreed.

“Let's ask Bossy,” Hoskins said, indantly.

He flipped open the communications key, and Bill-ings put the question.

“Is gravity afactor in cdl renewd?’ he asked.

“Yes” the machine answered indantly. “The most basic. All living cdls, whatever the organiam,
accu-mulate such memory of weight as to destroy their potentia for renewa.”

“Did you diminete such cdlular memory in the patient?’ Joe asked.

“Naturdly,” Bossy answered. “My indructions, regarding therapy, were to find dl tensons of any
neture and remove them.”

Billings and Hoskins settled back in ther chairs.

“And the result isthat the organiam is dlowed to continue on at the rate of its peak,” Billings said.

“Let’sfaceit, doctor,” Hoskins said harshly. “The result, in effect at least, is—immortdity!”

“Wdl now,” Billings said hesitantly. “New repressions, new weariness memories, new suppressants
can accumulate—"

“And again be wiped out by treatment,” Hoskins said, pounding his fig into the pam of the other
hand. “Immortaity—it brings up some powerful ethicad questions, doctor.”

“More than you know,” Joe answered with asmile. “You've both overlooked one thing. Mabd was
will-ing. Who ese would be?’

“Anybody! Everybody!” Hoskins said at once. * Everybody wants to be immortd.”

“Duh ... | wanna be immortd!” Joe parodied a famous comic, who parodies a vast portion of
man-kind. “You haven't yet considered the price, Professor Hoskins.”

“I'm not sure | know what you mean, Joe,” Billings asked curioudy.

“The patient must be willing to be relieved of dl tensons” Joe said.

“Yes,” Billings agreed.

“A firm belief in anything acts as a tenson, in that it disalows the opposite of that beief. The
admisson ticket to immortdity is the willingness to divorce one-sdf from dl frameworks of
preconception and preju-dice.”

“Would that be so difficult?” Hoskins asked, with a chdlengein hisvoice.

“l think s0,” Joe said quietly. “1 think, gentlemen, you will find that they’ d rather be right—and die”

Chapter 1X

For two more days the three men watched the progress of Mabe. They hardly dept at dl, and ate
only in snatched mouthfuls. The fascination was beyond anything they had ever experienced.

It was like watching the minute hand of a smdl watch. No, it was more like the unfolding of some
fabulous blossom. Staring intently, the eye could not quite catch any change from microsecond to
microsec-ond. Y et if one looked away and looked back again, the development was apparent. And over
the two-day period, the change was incredible.

There had been some darm about her hair. It had come out in matted gray masses on the pad which
supported her head; and for a while they feared she would be completely bald. Then a fine mig of hair
began to show, and now her head was covered in a hdmet of gold mahogany ringlels. Her face,
smoothed to clean and classic form, took on the smplicity of a child, the serenity of a sage.

During the early stages of therapy, Hoskins had attempted to keep her body covered with a shest.
Typi-cd of man, he reasoned that this was a concesson to Joe's youth and inexperience. Actudly, he



was obey-ing the compulsions of his own tensons. Billings had findly, and rather irritably, reminded him
that theirs should be a dinicd atitude. Joe, conceding his amusement, reminded him that when one, from
earlies childhood, could see directly into the thought streams of others, clothes log their uility as a
modesty mecha-nism for individuas.

Hoskins, a little angry a himsdf for feding foolish, dispensed with the sheet; and had resolutely
main-tained adinicd attitude.

Mabd lay in a position fantly suggestive of the fetd curl; or like a dancer of perfect body relaxed and
fdlen adeep on acasud couch. She breathed dowly and deeply, and only now and then showed a flicker
of expresson on her face as Bossy touched some deeply buried memory of pain, some formula of
pregjudice which had no bagisin fact, and erased them.

It was dill impossible for Joe to get through to her mind. For the firg time in his life, he found himsdf
blanked out of another’ s thoughts, emotions, motives. For the firg time, he got a taste of what it must be
like to have a norma mind.

He had dways pitied others because they were pso-nicdly blind; now he marveled a them. How
had man managed to live with man at al, unable to see one another truly? No wonder they fumbled
awkwardly in their dedlings, and made incredible mistakes of misun-derstanding!

The human race was like a universe of materid bodies, each with its own eccentric orbit, blindly
crashing into one another, caroming off, sensdesdy changing direction as a consequence of random
con-tact. The miracle was that even rudiments of order, on a few occasons of hisory, had somehow
been achieved.

For the firg time, he gained allittle respect for cane tapping.

He had likened them to blind people, feding their way dong, tapping their canes ahead of them in
totd darkness. Ther science was a tabulaion of how many cane taps it took to get from here to there.
Thar lore was the measurement of exteriors. He had understood, abstractly, why it was they so often
subdtituted mea-surement for meaning. But it had taken thisinghility to get through to Mabd to give im a
red appreciation of tharr problem.

Suddenly Joe felt the need to get out and walk. The two days had left him feding cramped and
difled. He was restless with his ingbility to get through to Mabd, his inaaility to find out if Bossy, in
dearing away dl the debris of prgudice screens, had opened a window through which she might
see—psonicaly.

His question to Billings on whether there was any-thing he could do received a negetive answer. His
question to Bossy on whether any complications were anticipated drew an equa negdtive. Hoskins
murmured that he, himsdlf, was going to catch some deep and would relieve Billings who watched at
Mabd’s sde. Joe gladly escaped the confines of the room.

Outside, on the street, the dark and fog enveloped him as he headed away from Third and Howard
toward Mark Street. It was anight for waking. And it was a dty which cdls to stranger and old resident
dike for exploration. Years may pass but one never becomes quite accustomed to the magic mysery of
San Fran-cisco a night.

And Joe was at that period of growth when a young man waks down the streets of a strange dity in
the darkness, looking at the absorbing activities of dl the little people about him from a mile-high vantage.
Es-caped, a lagt, from endirding arms, from the protec-tions of childhood, a youth grows tal, taler than
the buildings, broader than the city, swifter than the wind in his face.

He isfilled with an dl encompassing love for man-kind, with pity and compassion. Out of his sudden
enormous srength he would do gresat things of purpose and import. He knows his debt for dl the things
avili-zation has given him, and he feds an overwheming obligation to repay that debt. He must drive to
lift man from his despair and purposaessness into redms of great achievement, enlightenment. Nothing
less would be good enough for mankind.

And for Joe the purpose of Bossy wasto give, a lagt, psonic sght to man. How else could man take
the evolutionary step necessary to lift him from the blind drding rut which, time after time through
ensu-ing avilizetions, returned man to his Sarting point?



He had been sure that his own psionic ability could be put to such use. Along with a few others, he
fdt his obligation to use histotd capacity for hdping man-kind.

He crossed Market Street, conscious of being con-fined by the traffic cop’s angry whidle to their
painted white lines, seeing in that the symbolism of cane tap-ping, and began to dimb the hills of Powell
Street.

He had held the theory that Since psionic rudiments were more apparent in lower animas and in
children than in human adults, if dl the debris of fadsetraining could be cleared away the esperance might
develop. He did not know. He had never been able to discuss it with anyone—fed it with anyone, share
comprehen-sve speculation.

For communication implies shared comprehension. It was not only that they lacked vocabulary—they
did not even know they lacked it. To arace of totdly deaf would the musicd indrument and the complex
art of musc develop? Evenif they gained an abstract com-prehension that there could be communication
through tone modulation, what ridiculous developments would derive from ther attempts to redize it!
Logicd and rationd to them, perhaps, but ridiculous to one who could hear music.

Srangdly enough, they had the beginning tools. Ein-gein had given them the coordinate system,
where truth was rddive to its own framework but need not gpply outside. But instead of being adle to
use that toal intimatdy and familialy in daily life, they relegated it to some theoreticd abstraction of light
speed and universe size. Instead of seeing meaning, they saw only measurement.

Thear mathematics contained many vaued caceuli of symboalic logic, and, incredibly, they did not see
how it could possibly apply to an understanding of one another, but rationdized it out of existence, useful
only to some totaly dien form of thought.

They were like two-dimensiond creatures who had achieved the mathematica symbolism of height,
but who, by the very nature of ther limitations, could see no way it might apply to their own world redlity,
and, therefore, denied it except as a plaything of abstrac-tion.

To one whose horizon was bounded by what he could touch with his outstretched cane, where was
the vocabulary to give the picture of tumbling mountains piled back and back of one another, farther and
farther away, blue and bluer to deep purplein the distance? If there were no organ to respond to light of
any nature, how could one build up the concepts of modulation in color? Was it possible to communicate
asymphony to a science which could only measure vibrations per second?

Y, in Bossy, the cane tapping proved vauable. He could not have built Bossy himsdf. He did not
have the training. He might have accomplished other things through his psionic sght, but he could not
have communicated them, and they would, therefore, have been valudess

To ded with the blind, Bossy had to be of the essence of the blind. To move a two-dimensiond
crea-ture into athird dimengon, there mug be a least a two-dimensona entry. It is insufficdent to scorn
or rant a a two-dimensona cregture because he cannot understand the concept of “pinnade” If his
entire world—and al he vaues—is two-dimensiond, what would be the value of a pinnacle to him, even
if he could conceive it?

Ina nonps world he may speculate on the abstrac-tion of the ps, but would he be willing to throw
adde his cane tapping to gain it? Wouldn't he regard dl talk about it from the two-dimensiond point of
view, his scorn for the nonsense of haght being his greatest handicap in reaching it?

Bossy contaned the two-dimensond entry. Bossy contaned the mogt enticing of dl
bats—immortdity!

Was the exit three-dimensiond? He did not know.

What would a mind be like, governed soldly by rationd rdationships of facts, free from dl the debris
of precedent, undeformed by pain, punishment, grief, represson

Suddenly Joe stopped in histracks, appdled! What a terrible oversight!

Man does not live by logic. He does noat live ac-cording to the patterns of fact applied to fact. He
does noat live according to rationdity, not even according to reason.

He turned and started running swiftly down the hill. Franticdly, he sent his probe ahead of him into
the basement room, but he could sense nothing of its con-tents. Billings had fdlen adeep in his chair, and



inhismind there was only the residue of random impression that everything was dl right. Naturaly, or he
wouldn't have fdlen adeep!

What aterrible oversght! Bossy had been filled only with proved fact. Any conclusons drawvn were
carefully labeled as suspect, to be considered only as possihilities. All prgjudice, assumption, fdlacy had
been carefully screened out by checking and double checking of the finest minds in the country over the
past two years of her building back at Hoxworth.

And everything had been fitted into the framework of materid for a maching s thinking. In submitting
Mabd to the machine, they had overlooked the fact that a maching's approach might not necessarily be
the wisest for a human. A previous sentence flashed on Bossy’ s screen returned to Joe's memory.

“My ingtruction, regarding therapy, were to find dl tensons of any nature, and remove them.”

That was what Bossy had done.

Joe groaned doud at ther supidity in giving such an order. He was passing St. Francis Hotd now,
and had to dow his speed to keep from attracting attention. There were taxis, of course, but a taxi pulling
into skid row at thistime of night would surdly attract too much attention. One does not take taxis to get
to a two-bit flophouse.

And it was only afew more blocks. As usud, the dum and the palace were closdy adjacent, the one
seeming to require the other.

Agan and agan he sent his thoughts ahead, trying to wake the degping Billings through the urgency
of histhought. But the old man’s weariness and two days of deeplessness defeated him. He tried again to
contact Mabe’s mind and found it no more responsive than Bossy.

Tha wasiit, of course! Mabel’s mind, at this stage, was reacting in the vdence of a machine.

At Misson and New Montgomery, he turned south toward skid row. Ahead of him there was the gir
of unusud activity. Although it was near two in the morning, there was a crowd of people gathered in a
spot of light which streamed out from the open doors of a sdoon. A squad car was parked nearby, but
the two policemen ganding beside it made no move to interfere in the excitement. This, in itsdf, was
srange, for only the toughest were assigned to the skid row beats, and they did enjoy usng their clubs
whether called for or not.

Cautioudy, Joe stepped into the shadow of an aley-way, and sent an exploratory wave fidd ahead.
At fird there seemed to be little pattern in the jJumble of impressons and stirred emotions. Then bit by bit,
princpdly from the thoughts of a pair of young sailors, supplemented by the knowledge of the officers,
Joe put the dements of the sory together.

The wagon had jugt carted off a woman to the City Jail. That, in itsdf, would have caused no more
then passing interest on the shortline. But the woman had been very young. She had been beautiful. Even
dlowing for norma exaggeration in the sallors minds, she was the most beautiful thing they had ever
Seen.

And she had been stark naked.

She had come gralling off Howard Street. The sail-ors had just been coming out of the door, and the
greaming light had caught her like a spotlight on a dark stage. They had been too stunned even to
whidle. A cruisng squad car, coming by at that moment, had amog crashed into a fire hydrant before it
skidded to an astonished stop.

One of the officers had thrown his own coat about her while they stood waiting for the wagon. She
hadn’t spoken a word. She just stood there, looking from face to face, and amiling her strange, sweet
amile

The wagon appeared shortly, and whisked her away. It was dl routine. Yet the two officers did not
dimb back into ther car. They stood there, watching the crowd, apparently waiting for it to disperse or
grow unruly. But thelr expressions were far away. It was not the nudeness, as such, which remained in
their minds. It was asif they, too, were ill stunned a having seen, dl a once, too much beaty.

Even as Joe ran down the dley toward ther base-ment quarters, he knew, with near certainty, it had
been Mabd.

At the foot of the gairwell, leading down from the street levd, the outer door was open and swinging.
He snapped its lock behind him, and ran through therr living quarters into the workroom. Mabe’s couch



was empty. Billings dill sat in his chair beside the bed, his head dumped forward in sound deep.
Bossy was lighted, but slent. Her screen showed two words.
“Problem solved.”

Chapter X

Dr. Eustace Fairfax, Consulting Psychiatrist to the San Francisco Police Department, gazed down his
thin nose and trandfixed the lieutenant with a glare, heightened by polished glasses, in which anger and
incredulity were fiercdy blended.

“Do you mean to say,” he demanded, “that | have been cdled a this fantastic hour of the night to
examinea... a... aroutine case for the psycho ward?’

“But thisign't aroutine case,” the harried lieuten-ant ingsted. His own disbdief made him wesak in his
protestations.

“Bah!” Dr. Farfax tossed the police blotter across the desk. “I have never seen a more routine
report: ‘... Nude young woman arrested, corner of Howard and New Montgomery—' And you wake
me up a three o' clock in the morning! The commissioner will hear of thid”

“Wait, gr,” pleaded the lieutenant. “Y ou don’'t understand—" It was an unfortunate choice of words,
for one does not tdl a consulting psychiatrist that he does not understand.

Dr. Farfax, who had turned away and was sarting out the door, whirled around.

“And what isit | am incapable of understanding?’ he asked, hiswords as brittle as flake ice.

“This young woman isn't redly young,” the lieu-tenant began hestantly. Then, overcoming his own
doubts, he rushed on. “You see, according to the fingerprint records, this woman, Mabel Monohan, is
actudly sixty-eight years old!”

“Then why in heaven’s name do you book her as a young woman?’ the psychiatrist asked in extreme
exasperation.

“Wl, the fact is ... the Booking Officer thought ... we dl swear she wasn't aday over twenty-one!”

“Then you' ve made a migtake, that's dl.”

“No gr, we didn't make a mistake. The fingerprints checked in every particular, not just one print but
dl of them. We wired the prints to the FBI in Washington. They check there, too.”

“Then the mistake was made when the prints were taken before.”

The lieutenant began to get a little heated now. The effidency of his department was being
questioned.

“Mabel Monohan,” he said firmly, “has been in and out of this jal for the lagt fifty years. She has
been printed countless times. We cdled in some of the old-timers. They swear this girl 1ooks like the
Mabe they knew forty years ago, ah ... from seeing her injall, of course.”

“Thet doesit! I'll cal the commissoner the firg thing in the morning. Y ou may need the professond
services of a psychiatrist around here, but not to exam+-ine the prisonersl”

Dr. Fairfax’s ordinarily nasd voice had risen to a high whine under the stress of extreme anger. He
was often angry & people because they contrarily refused to fit in nicdly with his theories. And, of course,
it was the people who were wrong. The theories had been advanced by the most Eminent Authorities,
and proved by carefully selected case histories. His one satisfac-tion in life was that so many of the laws
he had advo-cated to make people conform to these theories had been passed—despite strong
oppaodgition.

Apparently more laws were needed. He jammed his hat on his head and stalked toward the door.
The lieutenant hurried around the desk and caught him by the arm. And was shaken off.

“Please, doctor,” the lieutenant begged, desperartion bringing sudden firmness to his voice. “1 think it
IS necessary you examine this woman tonight. | couldn’'t reach the commissoner, he's been on a
three-day ... he's unavailable, but when he learns the facts I'm sure hell agree.”

Apparently it broke through the psychiatrist’ s indig-nation.

“All right,” he agreed, asif he were falowing rule three and humoring a psychotic patient. “Inasmuch
asI’m here, | might aswdl examine her. But it'sa clear case of fraud, or incompetence. | don’'t need to



see the prisoner to determine that!”

He began to get a certain glow of anticipation. Ap-parently the girfl was deverly pulling some new
gunt, and it would be his pleasure to expose her. Laymen amply didn't understand these things but it
was dways possible to rationdize symbolisms until one found them fitting into theory. He grew dmost
pleasant in satisfaction at being a master of intricate reasoning which none but a trained psychiatrist could
grasp.

He followed the lieutenant back to the desk. He pursed his lips and hm-m-m’d many times, implying
that dl of this was no mysery to him. He studied the photographs taken forty to fifty years ago, clucked
over the poor photography, triumphantly pointed out the differences among the photographs, asked how
they could be used to compare with the gifl when they were not even identicd among themsdlves,
expressed his doubts of the whole science of fingerprinting, and thoroughly enjoyed setting the whole
dage to prove his theory of fraud. Fathfully he followed the pattern of the scientis determined to
interpret the facts to suit the theory.

“Bring her in, lieutenant,” he said, when he was quite satisfied that he had encompassed everything in
the thick dossier of Mabel Monohan. He settled him-sdf into the lieutenant’s swive chair.

“In here, doctor?’ the lieutenant wavered. “Wouldn't you prefer to use the office of the regular
psychiatrist, where they’ ve got dl the hocus-pocus—" He stopped, aghast a his dip.

“I shdl not need the usud equipment for testing, which you term ... @ ... hocus-pocus,” Dr. Fair-fax
sad with asperity, and chaked it up in hismemory for delayed retdiation. “Thisisa Smple case of fraud,
and | can handleit right here. Bring her in, and then you leave her done with me. | am sure she will soon
recognize my ahility to see through her little game.”

* % %

Hisfirg sght of Mabd confirmed his bdlief in fraud. There was smply no art of make-up which could
turn an old woman into a young girl, whatever the femae gender may wish to believe. This gil had no
make-up on at dl. And the bright glare of the overhead light showed that she was bardly twenty-one. The
rough prisoner clothes she wore did not fully conced her youthful form.

Dr. Fairfax dismissed the lieutenant and the matron with a curt nod.

“St down,” he said coldly to Mabel, and nodded toward a chair. He amiled with faint scorn as he
watched her touch the chair on itsarm and back, and then seat hersdif.

“l am sure you know what achair is” he sad coldly.

She looked a him with alittle puzzlement in her fathomless blue eyes.

“Char:” she said, “Noun. English language. Movable seat with four legs and back, for one person,
used by humans”

“So that'sthe way itisto be” he say crypticdly. “What is your name?’

“Mabd,” she answered.

“Address?’

She gave the address of her gpartment off Howard Street. It checked with the dossier.

“How many times have you been arrested, Mabd?’

“Thirty-two,” she answered ingantly.

He blinked. Thiswas alittle out of pattern. She could essly get detailed information about the life of
the old woman from other sources, but even the old woman would not remember so precisdly how many
times she had been arrested; not when there had been so many over such along period of time.

“How do you know that?’ he shot the question a her abruptly, expecting to see the firg sgns of
confu-sion when she redlized she had gone too far; that she shouldn't have known it so accurately or
indantly.

“Itisafact,” she sad, without any confuson what-ever.

Wel, whatever her little game, she was a cool one. Thismight prove interesting.

“And | suppose you know dl the facts,” he said, emphagzing his sarcasm.

“About mysdf, yes,” she answered. “But | know only facts which have a rdationship to me. | do not
know dl facts. Bossy saysdl facts are not yet known.”



He blinked again. Somehow the name Bossy seemed familiar, but he could not place it. He sedom
read the news, or followed any of the activities of run-of-the-mill people. Since they contrarily refused to
fit theory, it was less bothersome smply to ignore them. Then the concept of Bossy darified.

Of course! It was a childish name for a cow! He marveled at his acumen, and stored it away. It
would come in handy to trip her; reveded a fam background, which she couldn't suspect him of
knowing. Oh these slly people who thought they could fool a psychiatrist!

He would get her to taking. She would make further dips, and then when he pointed them out to her,
she would redlize she was no match for him. The confes-son would be easy.

“What isthisdl about, Mabd?’ he asked with deceptive gentleness.

“I'm not sure,” she said. “I have assumed it was a dream. Bossy says the dream gate in humans is
likdy to be no more than a random excitation of syngptic patterns cregting an irrationd sequence of
visudization. All thisis certainly irrationd.”

He fdt digntly uneasy, and not only because it violated the subconscious symboliam theories of
Freud, which only a psychologist could interpret—at fifty dollars a séance. This sort of thing must be
scotched immediatdy.

“And a cow told you dl thet?’ he asked bitingly.

“It mugt be a dream,” she responded. “Or the dternative is tha you are insane. Your question is
completdy irrationd. Cows do not speak alanguage intdligible to humans”

He grasped desperately at rule five Never dlow the patient to guess you are not completely master
of the Stuaion. He decided to use technique B: Switching the fronta attack.

“Why did you appear on the street without any clothes?’

“My therapy was completed. | wished to evduate my environment. | did not redize it was cold
enough for my body to need additiond protection beyond that furnished by my skin.”

He gulped, and stared at her intently. She was mad. Stark raving mad.

“Are you sxty-eight years old?’ he asked scorn-fully.

“I have no age now,” she answered Smply. “Answer my question,” he commanded gernly.

“l did.”

“Your answer has no meaning. You are ether Sixty-eight or you are not.”

“That is Arigotelian logic,” she sad reflectively. “Bossy says humans can never understand
themsdlves through Ariso—"

“Bossy saysl Bossy sayd” Hedl but screamed the words at her in exasperation. “Look here, young
woman—"

“... tdianlogic,” she continued. “Reasoning dong that lineis comparable to Zeno's proof that mo-tion
does not exid. Thisis a mogt interesting dream in that your thought-processes are condgstent with those
currently in vogue in the cult of psychiatry. By any chance, do you imegine yoursdf to be a psychiatrig?
Bossy says—”

Dr. Fairfax thrust himsdlf to his feet, and dmogt ran to the door.

“Take her away,” he told the waiting matron harshly. “Lock her up done for the night. | will have to
see her again when sheis less disturbed. And she's dangerous. She's very dangerous!”

The old matron looked a him with veiled contempt. For thirty years she'd been handling her girls
She knew a sweet, innocent, young thing when she saw it. They were saying this was old Mabd. Well,
they were dl nuts—induding the psychiatrig.

“Itsdl right, dearie,” she said soothingly, and put her am around Mabe’s wais to lead her away.
Dangerous, indeed! “It'sdl right, baby. You can de-pend on old Clarkie”

“I know,” Mabd said. “You aways were a good scout. Twenty-two years ago, the lagt time | was
here, you got my attorney for me. There was a reform ticket in office, and they were holding me
incommunicado.”

The matron drew back from her, turned pale, tot-tered, and dung to the wall.

“Nobody ever knew it was me” she gasped. “I'd of lost my job. Nobody knew except Mabd,
hersdlf. And Mabd wouldn't have told nobody—not nobody!”



“l told you she was disturbed, dangeroudy dis-turbed!” the psychiatrist snapped. “Now take her
avay!”

Tentatively at firdt, then comfortingly, the matron took Mabel’s arm and guided her down the hdl.

“But you can't be Mabe,” the matron was saying. “You just can't be. Even then, Mabel was getting
old and fat. Tdl me” she said desperately, “tdl old Clarkie, dearie. How did you do it—Mabd?’

The lieutenant came back into the hal from another office, and saw the psychiatrigt leening againg the
door jamb.

“What do you think, Dr. Fairfax?’ he asked brightly.

The doctor sraightened himsdf, drew himsdf up, and looked down his nose professiondly.

“A clear case of ... a dlear case of—" He was undble to find, in the pat little repertoire of psychotic
patterns, a name which precisdy fitted this kind. He would have to rationdize it out through symbolisms
until it neetly fitted something or another before he expressed his diagnoss. He must be sure to use the
established and orthodox patterns of symbolism ma-nipulaion so that other qudified psychiatrists would
confirm him—if it came to that.

“A layman wouldn’t understand,” he finished, loft-ily.

Chapter Xl

The long corridor leading to the courtroom was packed with jostling, noisy people, mostly women.
Thiswas not a trid. It was only a hear-ing for the purpose of setting Mabdl’s bail. But old Clarkie had
talked again, and thistime to reporters.

The papers hadn’t had much time to work on it before the deadline of morning editions, but they'd
done ther best. And the results were quite satisfactory. Most of the articles about this old woman, who
hed turned into a young girl, were written with tongue-in-cheek, for, as frequently occurs with reason, the
editors did not believe the stories turned in by ther reporters.

But the public believed. The public wants miracles. The public demands miracles, and if one source
ceases to provide them, they will turn to another source which seems to accomplish the spectacular. Even
while they resented and opposed the scientific attitude, they lapped up the miracles which this attitude
accom-plished with glee.

The Fountain of Youth, long denied conscioudy, was ill the great secret dream. They bdieved it
be-cause they wanted to believe it. They wanted to see this young and beautiful girl who, up until her
disap-pearance ten days ago, had been a fa old woman. That hers had been an unsavory reputation
somehow added to the credibility.

“If an old thing like that can do it, then I, much more worthy, can dso do it,” was the tenor of the
refrain in every woman's mind.

Joe Carter dowly edged hisway dong onewadl toward the high double doors of the courtroom. He
gasped as a sout woman dug her elbow into his ssom-ach, and then forgot about the elbow when a
spiked hed ground down on his foot.

The jam grew tighter as he neared the door, and further progress seemed impossible. A perspiring
bai-liff stood againg the door, and stared unhappily at the surging crowd.

“No more room indde, ladies,” he kept inggting. “You might as wel turn around and go home.”

Groans, cacals and derisve laughter answered his words. This was a mere male, and they knew and
exercised thar power to give him a bad time,

“l can't go home like this” one woman ydled. “My old man wants me to look like eighteen again
tonight!”

“Eighteen!” another woman shrieked. “I'll settle for thirty-fivel”

“Let us see her!” another yedled. “It won't cost you anything to just let us see her.”

“Itan’'t far,” screamed another.

In desperation, Joe sngled out one of the loudest of he women and fed the idea into her mind that
the hearing had been postponed until two o’ clock.

“Why you—" the woman suddenly ydled at the baliff. “You know that hearing's been put off, and



you just let us stand herel”

“Put off?” someone dse drilled. “They ve put off the hearing?

“Of course they havel” the firs woman yeled again. “The politicdans want to hog everything for
themsdves. Come on, let’s go to the mayor’s office. Let’s see about them holding out on us taxpayers”

The hdlways began to clear as the word spread. The tightly packed knot of people around the bailiff
began to loosen, untangle itsdf. Joe squeezed through the firgt break and stepped up to the bewildered
balliff.

“Good work,” Joe whispered his congratulations. “It could have been ariot if you hadn't acted jugt in
time. I'll not forget to mention it!”

The balliff, without redizing quite why, opened the door just wide enough for Joe to dip insde
Severd of the women saw it, but the massive doors closed off their risng clamor.

The courtroom was relatively quiet. A hitter legd wrangle was going on in front of the bench; but Joe
ignored it for the moment while he searched for Mabel. He missed her as he swept the fenced-off arena
infront of the judge's box the firg time. Then he spotted her at the counsd table where she was dmost
hidden by a massive gray-haired man who stood behind her chair and was holding up his hand to catch
the judge' s eye.

“Your honor,” he intoned, as the judge looked hisway, “to my colleague’s objections | would like to
add the further objection of complete irrdevancy. Ap-pearing unclad on the public Street is a smple
misde-meanor. Our dient has been charged with nothing else. The dity atorney has falled to cite a Sngle
gatute which would deny our dient right of ball. Indeed, it has been a deplorable miscarriage of justice
thet she was detained overnight!”

The city attorney dabbed & his flushed face with a wadded handkerchief. It was true she had been
charged with nothing else. A bad oversght, consdering dl the things they had to choose from, and
somebody would pay for it. But then, nobody had expected the most important legd firm in San
Francisco to appear sud-denly in Mabdl’ s behdlf.

“The didinguished defense counsa misrepresents the obvious meaning of my words,” he protested
un-eesily. “1 would not deny the defendant bail. | ask only, in the public interest, that she be detained in
the psychiatric ward pending further invedtigation. | respectfully request the Court to agppoint two
indepen-dent psychiatrists, acceptable to the defense counsd as well as to my office, to determine the
fitness of the arimin ... prisoner.”

The judge looked apprasngly from one speaker to the other, then lowered his eyes and scribbled
gmdl doodles on the pad of ydlow paper in front of him.

Joe knew he was thinking of forthcoming judicid eections. Usudly it paid off to play dong with the
mechine because the generd public didn't know one judge from another and marked the handiest spot
on the bdlot. But this case was different. How he acted could redly hep or hurt his chances in the
election.

In either event he could only adhere to the letter of the law; but then for every yeain the law there
was a hay, and it dways boiled down to smple expediency. Like a psychiatric diagnosis, it could dways
be juggled around to fit anything you chose. He'd better play it cautioudy. He looked again toward the
aty attorney.

“Have you any grounds for questioning this young ... thiswoman's sanity?’

“There was primafacie evidence that she was com-pletly undad when arrested on a public
thorough-fare—"

“Incompetent, irrdevant and immaerid,” snagpped defense counsd indantly. “Nudity is not
primafacie evidence of insanity. If this case should go to trid, we will prove beyond dl doubt that our
dient was merdy deepwaking.”

“Thet | would like to see,” the city attorney mum-bled under his breath. Then doud, he perssted, “In
the second place, a Conaulting Psychiatrist has dready conducted a prdiminary examindion of the
defendant. We would like to call him to the stand at thistime.”

The judge nodded. He mugt be fair to both sides, dlow no criticdism to come his way from a higher



court.

“You may proceed.”

While the psychiatrist was being sworn, and estab-lishing his credentias, Joe tried to reach out and
make psonic contact with Mabel. He falled in amost baf-fling way. He seemed to touch the periphery of
her mind and then to lose himsdf in the characteridtic pattern of a dream. Did she think she was dill
dream-ing? Her detachment, her lack of interest, her negative somatic reaction to the whole procedure
baffled him. For the true dream state was anything but lacking in somatics. In the conscious state the
human mind is seldom capable of reaching the heights of true horror often found in a dream. He came
back to the witness who had been speaking.

“You say you tried to examine the defendant,” prompted the dty attorney. “You used the word
‘tried” advisedly?’

“Certanly,” snapped the psychiatrig. It was un-thinkable that he should use any word without
sef-advisement. “I say ‘tried,’” because the patient was too disturbed to be cooperdtive.”

“Would you say she exhibited the characteristics of arationd person?’

“l would not!”

“Did you question her about her age?’

“l did. She said she had no age.”

“Did you ask her why she appeared on the street nude?’

“l did. She answered that she did not know it was cold.” His expression showed plainly that a belief
that clothes were necessary Smply to keep out the cold was dl the evidence they needed to establish her
insanity.

Apparently the city attorney thought so, too. He nodded sSgnificantly toward the judge and
relinquished his place a the stand. The defense counsdl approached the psychiatrigt in the manner of an
experienced big-game hunter who is caled upon to shoot a rabbit. He put one foot on the step in front of
the witness stand, carefully drew up his trouser cuff, and leaned toward the psychiarig in a
conversationa manner.

“Do you believe that the defendant has somehow been able to recover her logt youth?’

The psychiatrigt flushed angrily. He wondered if it would be possible to suggest a lav which would
not permit defense counsdls to question the judgment of a psychiatrist.

“No, | do not believeit,” he snapped.

“Do you then discount the evidence of the finger-prints? The photographs? The testimony of
numerous people who identify her?’

“l am convinced dl of thisis a hoax!”

“And is, therefore, something which no rationd person could beieve?’

“Such adam to rejuvenation is beyond the credi-hility of arationd man.”

“Theniif the dty attorney and the Court were to place some credence in the defendant’ s regeneration,
you would hold they are not rationa men?’

A titter swept the courtroom. Severa women clapped loudly. The psychiatrist fdt caled upon to
defend his profession.

“l have not been called upon to examine the city attorney and the Court—"

The implication was not lost upon the judge tha this witness assumed the posshility that everyone
was insane except himsdf. The defense counsd preferred to leave it there before the impresson could be
cor-rected.

“One more question, then,” he said hurriedly. “Do you beieve a woman's reluctance to tdl her age is
aggn of insnity?’

The courtroom roared with gpplause and laughter. The psychiatrist’s cheek twitched under the
indignity of a layman’s doubt, but he said nothing. The judge, senang at lagt the way the public would
respond, per-mitted himsdf a smadl, judicid smile. Joe attuned himsdf to the judge's reief, melowed and
broadened his mood, fused a warm and noble vaence into the judge' s concept of himsdf.

... Thewisdom of a Solomon ... utterly fair and incorruptible ... stalwart and courageous defender of



humen rights againgt the oppression of a growing po-lice dtate ... kind and compassonate

His head came up asif he were posing for a photo-graph.

The defense counsd turned impressively toward the bench.

“Your honor, | trugt the Court, in its vast wisdom, agrees with us that this defendant should not be
sub-jected to further indignities. She has dearly undergone a harrowing experience. She needs a period
of rest. In good time, medica science will be able to develop the facts about her case, which could be of
great bendfit to humanity. All of us should cooperate to thet larger cause. In the glorious pages of history,
we must not be found wanting!”

The judge was regretful that he had barred news photographers from the courtroom. Redly, this
mo-ment should be caught and recorded for the pages of history.

“Meanwhile” continued the defense counsd, “1 withdraw our request that the defendant be released
on bal.”

The judge, the city attorney, the psychiatrist looked a himin surprise. The courtroom held its breath.

“Ingtead | do petition the court to dismiss the misde-meanor charge againg her entirdy!”

The courtroom exploded from slence into thunder-ous applause. Joe did not need to intengfy it with
broadcasted waves of mass psychology feedback. The counsd knew his rabble-rousing, well.

The judge tapped his gavel and crinkled the charac-ter lines around his eyes with kind and mild
reproof. He hdd up his hand for silence, and the crowd leaned forward in anticipation. He dismissed the
charges. He arose in statuesque dignity and retired to his chambers amid the roar of approval.

With a courtly gesture, the defense attorney took Mabe by the am and hurried her out of the room,
refusng to pose outsde for the newspaper and televi-son cameraman. But reporters did stop them,
momen-tarily, on the front steps. They answered one, and only one, of the barrage of questions.

“Who does your firm actualy represent in this case?’

The lawvyer amiled a bland, courteous amile.

“Why, the defendant, of course,” he answered.

But behind the amile was the name Joe had been seeking—the name of Howard Kennedy, the
multimil-lionaire indudtridist who had given the newspaper that surprisng interview in defense of Bossy.

Chapter XII

Kennedy Enterprises, Inc., occupied dl fourteen floors of the modernistic Tower Building in the
center of thefinandd digtrict. This was the home office, the center of an organization vaster in wedlth and
power than many nations. The government of this organization often was the government of many nations.

As Joe stood in the lobby, and scanned the building directory, he redized for the firg time the scope
of these enterprises. In the long lis of Kennedy Corpora-tionsin the directory board, there seemed to be
provi-son for dmost every human activity.

Of course, like everyone dse, he had dways associ-ated Howard Kennedy with vast and sometimes
Specu-ldive indudrid operations. Now, dphabeticaly listed, he saw corporations covering everything
from mines to trinket sdes. There were other corporations, too, from research foundetions to
philanthropy. One could only guess at the research, and the personndl, back of these enterprises.

Ohbvioudy, Howard Kennedy was one who had not been oppressed by opinion control. As
sometimes hap-pens in a tradition-bound and expiring cvilization, here was a man who seemed to have
stepped directly out of a past era, the era of bold pioneers who were unafraid to explore; who had not
sold the birthright of man’srise to the stars for a mess of security.

Somehow he had not been crushed, in spite of the many atempts. Joe did not know too many
details, his own interests had been far removed from the indudrid world; but he did recdl the many
congressiond investi-gations when some farmer boy congressman decided thiswould be away to get his
namein headlines; the underground rumblings of lawsuits among indudrid titans, the charges of trusts and
cartels flaring into headlines one day and not even followed up in the back pages on the next.

No one had been able to get Howard Kennedy, bring him to hed, make him conform to the dl



pervading grayness of mediocrity. He was a giant in stature and as yet they had not been able to bind him
to the dirt with thousands of tiny ropes.

This was the man who, a few days previoudy, had dared to come out in favor of Bossy in an
edi-toria.

And this was the man whose attorneys had somehow learned with extraordinary speed about Mabd;
hed stepped in and taken over her case even before Joe and Carney had been able to get Mabed’s own
attorney out of bed.

This was the man who now held Mabel, somewhere, like the high trump card in a game. Obvioudly,
the editorid had been a bid to Billings and Hoskins:

“Come, let us negotiate, | am interested and will be fair.”

Now, characteristic of his operations, Kennedy held the high trump, and could afford to wait in the
certain knowledge tha they would have to come. In some way, he had connected the phenomenon of
Mabd’s rguvenation with Bossy.

The negro Starter, who controlled the battery of devators and winking red lights, had been waiching
Joe indulgently, taking him for just another job appli-cant. He approached now and spoke with florid but
sncere courtesy.

“May | hdp you, Sr?” From the moment of gppli-cation, Kennedy’s men were treated as something
vay specid, set apart from the common herd of man, and thereby from the firs day developed a fierce
and sngle-minded loyalty.

“Which is Mr. Kennedy’ s persond office?’ Joe asked.

The starter’s eyes blinked twice. Then he amiled indulgently. This was a green one, indeed, to think
he had to see the big boss himsdf just to get a clerk’ s job somewhere.

“You sure you don't want the personnel depart-ment, Sr?” he asked.

“l want to see Mr. Kennedy, persondly,” Joe said with a amile, “and not about a job.”

Without further hestation, the starter walked him over to a closed devator, and punched a Sgnd.
The doors opened immediatdly.

The Eighth Floor Receptionist was not so indulgent. Jm, the Starter, was too eedly impressed. He let
every Tom, Dick, and Harry come to the executive offices. She regarded Joe with the politely hogtile
stare which receptionists everywhere have perfected for the caler without appointment.

“Mr. Kennedy?’ she asked increduloudy. “Which Mr. Kennedy?’

“Mr. Howard Kennedy.”

“But which Mr. Howard Kennedy?’

The girl’s voice betrayed just a hint of the triumph it dways gave her to soring this befuddling
question on the uninitiated.

Joe could not ress the temptation to send a sudden, horrifying shaft of doubt into the nest
complacency of her mind. Suddenly, without knowing why, she red-ized this young man was a Very
Important Person. And she had been dangling him like a fish on a line And just the other day, when she
hed thought a certain king was just a sdlesman who had got past the starter

She began a hurried tactical withdrawa from her pogtion.

“You mean Mr. Howard Kennedy, 117" she asked hepfully. “You're a persond friend? A fraternity
brother? Someone—"

“Of course not,” Joe said coldly. “I’'m afraid Ju-nior couldn’t hep.”

“I'll get Mr. Kennedy’s secretary,” the girl gasped. She forgot the intercom on her desk. She forgot
the page boy standing close by, waiting to run errands. She dl but ran down one of the hdls which
branched off the reception room.

In less than a minute she was back. An older woman accompanied her; a serene and unhurried
woman with streaks of Slver in her beautifully coiffured hair. She appraised Joe cdmly, and Joe knew
she had indantly catalogued him as atotal stranger. And probably he was not aking.

“I had to see the young man who could make Betty forget the years of traning she' s had,” she said to
Joe with agmile



The receptioni<t, a step behind her, blushed furi-oudy.

“But Mrs. Williams—" she fdtered.

“It'sdl right, Betty,” the secretary assured her. “In such an emergency—"

She turned to Joe.

“Now, young man, | understand you wish to see Mr. Kennedy, Senior, a once, and without an
gppoint-ment. That isavirtud imposshility. Surely you must redize—"

She, too, fatered to a stop when Joe, ingtead of gpologizing for brashness, picked up a pad from the
receptionist’s desk, tore off a sheet, and wrote on it one word: Bossy. He handed the sheet to the
secretary.

“Hereismy ticket to the haly of holies” Joe said with agmile

She took the note, coldly to show her displeasure at his quip, and prepared to be disdanful.

“Bossy,” she repeated dowly.

“Bossy—" She did not even blink.

“Please be seated,” she sad gravely. “I'm sure Mr. Kennedy will want to break off his conference.
He has been expecting ... Someone—"

Howard Kennedy’s office was the largest and bright-est Joe had ever seen. One entire wall was in
glass, and it looked out across the city toward the risng arc of the Bay Bridge, which was now a ghosily
shadow in the morning fog which hung over the water.

Mrs. Williams seated Joe in front of the great desk.

“Mr. Kennedy is on hisway from the conference room,” she said. She left him done, and closed the
door firmly behind her.

The huge desk, where Joe sat, was symbalic of the man. The entire top was a dab of glardess glass
amodg three inches thick. A smple pen set and a pad of ruled ydlow note paper were the only items on
the desk. There was not even a telephone.

The thick rug and the three wdls blended with the glass wdl in a harmony of soft blue. There were no
pictures or decorations on the wal of any kind. There were no trophies, no photographs of the occupant
infootbal uniform, none of the symbols through which the average executive expressed his determination
not to mature beyond the age of sophomore.

Joe heard a door open softly behind him, but he did not turn around. He knew Kennedy had come
in, and was sudying him. And this was no time for ethics. Joe penetrated, unobtrusively. The mind he
encountered reminded him of hammered sted. It was a mind of unmeasured srength, an orderly mind
thoroughly un-der control. And it was the mind of a man who had lived for along time.

He heard footsteps brush by his chair, and then he saw Howard Kennedy move with an incredibly
light, sure step around the end of the desk. Even without precognition, Joe would have recognized the
tal, spare figure, the jutting hawk nose, the craggy chin, the totaly bald head.

Kennedy's glance took Joe apart and snapped him back together again. His conclusons were not
bad—for apsblind.

“You're the sudent,” Kennedy said in a soft, dry voice. “Carter, ian't it? Joe Carter?’

Joe nodded.

Kennedy smiled, alittle wryly, alittle disappointedly.

“I had thought it would be Dr. Hoskins, or even Dr. Billings” he sad frankly. “I’'m sorry they didn’t
trust me enough to come.”

“l came,” Joe said without any inflection. Kennedy put both elbows on the desk and leaned across it
toward Joe.

“Look here, young man,” he said with an disam-ing amile, “are you sure you know what you're
mixed up in? Oh, don’'t misunderstand me” he amiled again. “I know tha students sometimes get very
loyd to their teachers, and that’s a good thing, but there' s such athing as carrying it too far, being made a
cat’ s-paw.”

It was a good speech, wdl caculated to undermine im with doubt. It might have succeeded if it had
not been so far from the mark. His smile was the tolerant, and a little regretful, one of the man with fifty



years of empire building behind him toward the student who has read a hdf dozen books and now feds
himsdf fully equipped to compete. His mind was a reflection of his face. If there were a trace of guile
there, then it was of such long practice that it had become part of him.

| think, gir,” Joe said respectfully, “we should not start out by misunderstanding where we stand, or
whoisin the arena.”

Kennedy’ s eyes opened alittle wider.

“Hm-m-m,” he said, and leaned back in his chair. “It appears dl of us misnterpreted the Stuation.
We have assumed, dl dong, you were a dupe. Actudly you were indicted only because it was hoped
that you could give us information if you were apprehended firs. Mr. Carter, | gpologize. None of us
have paid much atention to you.”

“That isnot like you, or your organization,” Joe said eeglly.

“Why haven't you come before? No doubt you read my interview about Bossy?’

“Yes, dr. We did. Professor Hoskins wanted to come then, and Dr. Billings would have agreed. But
| convinced them we were not ready. We had a ... a certain test to make.”

“And you have made it?’

“You know we have, Mr. Kennedy. You have Ma-bel.”

Kennedy nodded in gppreciation.

“That’'s out of the way then,” he said. “I’ll not waste time with denying it, or asking for particulars on
how you did find out. | like to get right to the point. Asyou say, | have Mabe—and you have Bossy.”

“Why do you want Bossy, Mr. Kennedy?’

Joe was ddighted with the speed at which Kennedy formulated and rejected answer after answer.
And deep inhismind, as if it occupied a shrine set apart from everything else, the red answer lay like a
jewd. It was not power, not even immortdity as such, a least not these things for thar own sake.
Kennedy had thought, in garting this interview, to have everything his own way. Two misy minded
professors and a boy; Kennedy had thought these were his opponents. Should he now let Kennedy
know, so that they would not waste time talking protection, sanctuary and some little job in some
obscure corner?

“You want Bossy for the same reason you built Kennedy Enterprises,” Joe said crisply.

There was aflurry of excitement in the old man's mind that the thrust had been so true. There was a
tinge of fear—not for any rationa reason, but only because it was his own secret carefully kept dl these
years.

“Shdl | tdl you why you want Bossy?” Joe asked. He was treading on dangerous ground. A man
does naot take kindly to a revedment of hisinnermog se-crets. But Kennedy was not a dealer and trader
for nothing.

“If you think you can,” he chalenged. No matter what wild idea the young man advanced, he could
throw back his head and laugh, then scourge him with some remarks of pity.

“It was rather surprising that a hisory mgor would become so preeminent an indudridist,” Joe
began, then added dryly. “You see, | looked you up.”

Kennedy sat Slently, looking at hisfingernails This young man redly was astute.

“It occurred to you that the cycle of avilization, being born and dying, again and again, might be
es-caped.”

Reuctantly, Kennedy nodded his head.

“Along with a grest many others you recognized that opinion control adways precedes the degath
throes. Y ou saw the dark ages coming. You saw it had aready descended upon Russa whose tactics we
were imitating so diligently, even while we fought her so bitterly. So you conceived an idea”

Kennedy raised his head and amiled quizzicdly, as if he could afford the luxury of being amused at
him-sdf. At least the young man was being merciful with euphemisms.

“You conceived of building an idand in a sea of chaos. You built power and you built wedth. Mr.
Kennedy, you know aswdl as | that such athing is not very difficult if one dedicates himsdf completely
to that purpose. Your idea was to set up laboratories, foundations, dl kinds of grants under your



protection, where men could continue, at least secretly, to think. Y ou thought to preserve our cvilization,
in spite of the efforts of the pressure groups to destroy it. And now you want Bossy to further tha
purpose.

“Y ou want immortality because you know that em-pires dissipate and die when the strength has gone
out of them—aswill yours, after you die”

“You area... avery shrewd young man,” Ken-nedy said, amost with a gasp. “But you forget thet |
will not redly die. | have ason.”

“Junior?’ Joe showed a suppressed amile

The last defense was down. Every man has his Achilles hed, an area where he is defensdess, where
he cannot biuff and bargain. Carter had gone directly, without hestation, to the very center of the shrine,
and even exposed the worm which would chew away its foundation and send it toppling. When he
spoke, he was not sure whether he was bargaining or pleading for understanding.

“Do you think that was a bad ided 7’

“| think it was a very admirable one” Joe said sncerdly.

Kennedy’ s face lighted with a warm amile, dmost a grin of companionship.

“Then we should have no trouble in ariving a terms” he said with a vast rdief. And was totdly
unprepared for Joe's next remark.

“Mr. Kennedy,” Joe said, after a moment’s reflec-tion, “I came here prepared to bargain. | never
hed any intention of sdling Bossy to you, or even permit-ting you to have any say about Bossy’s uses. |
intended to ask for your legd protection—I recal that you were indicted twenty-three times one
year—and for a grant where we could go on working without oppression. | took this stand because |
assumed your matives would be sdfish; that you would agree to dmogt any terms, knowing fully well thet
you could twist them around to your own devices any time you chose. And that it would be up to me to
thwart you while | dill held you to your bargain.”

Kennedy began to chuckle. How he would like for his son to have the temper and shrewdness of this
young man.

“But now,” Joe said, and cut the chuckle short, “I’'m afraid | don't have anything to bargain with.”
Kennedy sat upright in his chair.

“You have Bossy,” he said harshly.

“Bossy is not what you think,” Joe answered, “Firdt, | am quite sure that Bossy cannot give you
immortdity.”

“Theré s Mabd.”

“Second, your idand in chaos is seeded with the same destruction it finds dl around it. Tdl me” Joe
sad, but it was a rhetorical question. He dready knew the answer. “You had men, many men, working
on Project Bossy back at the universty, didn't you?’

“Yes” Kennedy nodded.

“And snce then you have been trying to duplicate it in your own laboratories herein town.”

“Yes” Kennedy's eyes were wary.

“And they arefaling”

Kennedy dumped in his chair.

“Bossy can only give the right answers when the right questions are asked,” Joe said softly. “Your
men, for dl the protection you give them, are a product of our times. They do not know the right
guestions to ask—and neither do you, Mr. Kennedy.”

“Name your price, young man. Whatever it is, I'll pay it.”

“Hrd, of course, ther€' s the quashing of the indict-ments.”

“Done”

“A place for dl three of us to work, unhampered. Your people to take care of the public reactions,
turn them favorable to Bossy, keep these immortdity seek-ers off our necks.”

“Done”

“Those are just prdiminaries. Here comes the price.”



“Nameit.”
“Give up your dream.”

Kennedy sat with his chin pressng againg his chest. For a ful five minutes he sat as if he were
adeep—more, asif his heart had stopped begting. He turned in his charr, then, and looked out of the
huge window at the city beyond.

“Thet price | am not prepared to pay,” he said, without looking at Joe.

“Think back, Mr. Kennedy,” Joe prompted. “Think back through dl the eras of history—the mgor
ones, the tiny obscure ones known only to scholars. Can you think of a man, ever, who was capable of
fashioning the future development of mankind to suit his own idea of it—no matter how noble that ided
may have been? Wouldn't that be just another form of opinion control—no metter how splendid the
concep-tion?’

Kennedy did not turn around.

“It takes a great ded of fath in mankind to keep from directing it the way we think it should go,” he
sada lag.

Joe said nothing.

“I will have to think it over,” Kennedy said, after another long pause. “As for your prdiminary
condi-tions, they're granted anyway. Bossy would have great usefulness in minor things. I'll be amply
repaid. Asfor the price, the red price you ask—I’d never quite thought of it that way before.”

He did not see what this would have to do with immortdity, for his scientists had told him, in
account-ing for Mabdl, that a way had been found for cdl renewa and regrowth. They, dong with
everyone, had been derted by the police after the three thefts of plasma. They had been expecting some
new hiology manifestation. They had al known that Bossy wasin the area. It had not been too difficult to
reason from the news about Mabel back to Bossy. But cdl renewd could have nothing to do with his
ided of what was best for man.

“I will have to think it over,” he said again after along pause.

He whirled around then, and his face became dight with the thing he knew best—the way to get
things done. He punched a concedled button at the corner of his desk. Almogt ingantly, the door opened
and Mrs. Williams came through. There was no curiogty in her expression, but her eyes could not
conced it.

“Mr. Carter has arranged for Bossy to come under our protection,” Kennedy said with a dight amile,
knowing that she would interpret it correctly that he had been unable to buy Bossy outright. “Mr. Carter
and his associates are to have every protection—from any source whatever, induding mysdf. Mr. Carter
isto have any or dl of the resources of this entire organization at his disposd.”

Involuntarily, Mrs. Williams eyebrows lifted. This was a dedl beyond dl dedls.

“Thisisto be put in contract form?’ she asked, hardly able to make her voice sound.

“That won't be necessary,” Joe sad.

“Humph!” Kennedy snorted. “First stupid thing you' ve said, young man.”

“Isit?’ Joe asked, with atwigt of hislips.

“No, dammit,” Kennedy said grudgingly. “Con-tracts can be broken. My word can't.”

“That, too,” Joe said softly, “might become a price.”

Kennedy flashed awarning look a him. There were some things, a few, that even his secretary didn’t
know.

“Hrg thing to do,” Kennedy said, “is get out a writ. Send down an armored car ... er ... whatever
Joe says, to pick up Bossy. Better send dong a big police escort—we don't want trouble with the law
trying to impound it or something.”

He turned away from her to Joe.

“| suppose you want to see Mabd right away?’

“Of course”

“See that he's got a car, a driver, bodyguards. Can-cd any appointments for the rest of the day. |
want to think,” Kennedy ingtructed Mrs. Williams Then to Joe, a little sarcadtically:



“l suppose I'll be dlowed to think?’
“Yes, dr,” Joe laughed. “Thet is, until you decide you want immortality.”

Chapter XI11

Carney had read the papers; the firgt issues, and the following extras. He did not believe what he had
read. Mabd was old and fat and dov-enly; not that it mattered, you didn’'t notice these things after you
got to know Mabd the way she redly was. But they had just got things screwed up over at thejal. There
was hardly a man on the shortline who hadn’t served at least one rap he didn't deserve just because they
aways got things screwed up over there and would rather see a man do time than admit they were
wrong.

He didn’'t understand why thisfirm of big lawyers had stepped in. Her own lawyer had dways been
good enough, and his father before him. Carney could un-derstand why he hadn’t been in a hurry. Mabe
knew the ropes. It was a Smple matter to get bal for her. He'd take care of it when he got around to it.
And then when he did get to thejall, this other bunch of lawyers aready had things sewed up. They just
laughed a him down at the jal and told him to go fly a kite.

Eveything was dl screwed up. And yet, there were some things about it that Joe and the professors
weren't tdling him.

The streets around Third and Howard were svarm-ing with people. Everybody had read the news.
Even guys who never showed their faces in the daylight were out on the street today. And Carney was a
marked man. Everybody on the shortline knew he was Mabd’s best friend. They hovered around him
like flies they dung to his am to show they were intimae with him. They were like Hollywood
name-droppers in their eagerness to show their friendship with the great.

There was no chance for him to go to the professors to ask them for the red low-down on Mabd.
He had even been unable to speak to Joe, when Joe had come back from the bail hearing. He did not
dare cdl atten-tion to the area where Bossy was hidden by appearing interested init.

The rumors got wilder and wilder. Mabel hadn’'t been naked. The red truth was that Mabel had been
seen inflowing robes of white. Mabel had huge shining white wings. Mabel had been seen flying around
thejall, and then around Civic Center. Thousands of peo-ple had seen her flying around the City Hal, the
Opera House, the War Memorid. There were a lot of photo-graphs. The reason the newspapers didn't
print them was because they’d had orders from higher up.

The rumors were not hard to believe. Every man on the shortline could remember some good thing
Mabd had done for him. A free handout here, a grubstake there, and that time she had sent her own
lawyer to defend old Annie in the shoplifting rap. They had dways known she was an angd in disguise.

They dung to Carney, they rushed to him with every new rumor. At firs he, too, had basked in the
warm glow; then as the rumors grew wilder and wilder he became more and more fearful. The urgency to
see the professors, find out whét redly happened, was like a gnawing canker. But he could not shake off
hisarm clingers.

Nor was the crowd soldy shortline people. All through the morning, Sghtseeing and curiosity
mon-gering people had been coming from the other side of Market Street. They waked the same Streets,
rub-bernecking at buildings they had seen a hundred times before, buildings reputed to be owned by this
terrible old harridan who had become young and beautiful. They walked the same streets, they brushed
agang the shortline crowd, a pillar-of-sin. But they did not mingle.

They, too, had thelr rumors. They say she was head of the biggest dope ring in the world. They say
she had a tie-up with dl the eamship companies and shipped out ocean liners filled with nothing but
young, innocent girls for foreigners. She was a Russan spy. This whole thing was a plot to get more
gpies. No tdling what goes on back of that Iron Curtain. Wasn't there something about kesping a
chicken dive for a hundred years?

A bright young man supplied a name.

“Paviov,” he said. “And it was a chicken heart.”

The rumor spread up and down the street. The Rus-9ans had been able to keep dl kinds of animds



dive for hundreds of years. So why not humans? The young man was pressed for more detalls. In his
sudden exdtartion to the role of an Authority he dredged down in hismind for more.

“Spemann and Sholte,” he said, “succeeded in teking scar tissue from a salamander’s tal and
growing a new head with it.”

What was a sdlamander? Well, it was a sort of lizard, a water lizard. Lizards had been on the earth
for millions of years. For forty million years the rep-tiles had ruled the earth.

What these statements had to do with the case of Mabd he did not say. Like mogt learned young
men, who enjoy only the briefest second of attention before the spotlight sweeps on, he spouted facts a
random to impress everyone with the superiority of hismind.

The facts he spouted were handed from mouth to mouth, and minds, usng the powers of reason and
rationdization, wove them into a coherent pattern. The scientists had lizards who had been dive for forty
million years. The secret of Mabd’s trandformation was lizard blood. Spemanovitch and Sholtekoff had
found the right recipe.

You take lizard blood and—

At firg the recipes were given away fredy. Then they began to sdl. The prices mounted, higher and
higher, as the bidding grew.

Rumors and people were progressng normaly.

Never far away from the entrance to the hide-out, gill hoping he might avoid dl the eyes upon him,
the rumors dreulating around him, Carney saw Joe coming out again, after having spent an hour with
Hoskins and Billings Before he could catch Joe' s eye, the young man disappeared in the crowd. Now it
was noon, and dill Carney had heard nothing believable about Mabd .

For two hours nothing more happened, except the crowd got thicker and thicker. By process of
mental osmos's, the word got around among the curiogity hounds that Carney was Mabd’s old lover.
The cam-eras focused on him. He was pressed for autographs. He was like a man trying to escape a nest
of persgstent hornets.

Rdief came at lagt. For the fird time in his life, Carney welcomed the sound of police sirens. The
whole shortline, dways tuned to the sound, heard them firg and began to look about for innocent action
pat-terns to occupy them and account for their presence on the street. The rest of the crowd, now
outnumbering the regulars by five to one, became conscious of the Srens.

They couldn’'t hep noting them. No one on the shortline could remember when such a racket had
been made in conducting araid. It seemed to center about three blocks up the street from where Carney
stood. From possible speculation to an absolute certainty in less than a hdf a minute, the rumor had it that
another naked young woman was being picked up. Like a rush of flood waters, the crowd swept in the
direction of the racket.

For the firg time, Carney was left sanding done. The urgency for seeing the professors was greater
then his curiogty. And again he was denied.

Even as the lagt of the crowd milled out of the area, an armored truck accompanied by four police
cars and a private car, quietly crept down the street and down the dley. They stopped around the
entrance to the hide-out. Thiswasthered raid. The other was afase dam to draw the crowds away.

Carney pressed himsdf tightly into a doorway and peered around its corner with tears of frugtration
dreaming down his cheeks. Now they were going to take away the professors and Bossy, and then he
couldn’t find out what had happened to Mabel. He was certain now that something had. Otherwise, she
would have come back to the comfort of her old gpartment long ago.

The police climbed out of their cars and stood in a semicirde around the entrance, with tommy-guns
pointed outward. A chauffeur got out of the private car. He opened the rear door. A big young man
gorang out and hit the sdewdk in an dert fighting pose. His hand was in his coat pocket, and his face
very dearly stated his sentiments.

“If I mugt die, it will be for anoble cause”

Joe came out of the car next. And behind him, another young man, ready to fight, appeared. Carney
dtared in dishdlief.



Joe was not handcuffed!

Joe motioned to the entrance, the sairwell. Carney became suddenly sick. He fought down the urge
to vomit. Plainer than words, Jo€'s actions showed he had turned stoolie. He was conducting a police
raid on his own hide-out!

But the police stayed where they were. The armored truck backed up to the entrance, opened its
rear doors and projected a crane. Two men came out of the ar-mored truck. They went with Joe and his
two men down the stairs. They were dl gone for five minutes

Then the two professors appeared. They were dressed for the street, and they were not handcuffed.
At the head of the gairwel, they turned around and seemed to be directing activities below. The crane
hook was lowered. Then it began to raise, and Bossy, planly seen through her crate, appeared. The
crate was swung into the maw of the truck. Hoskins, an gpparently enthusiastic Hoskins, the way he was
grin-ning, dlimbed in the truck behind her.

Carney could hold back no longer. He ran down the dley toward them, oblivious to the tommy-guns
which swung in his direction. Joe said something to the po-licemen, and the tension seemed to ease.

“I've got to know! I've got to know!” Carney heard himsdf shouting.

Joe walked out past the tommy-guns and took Car-ney’s hand.

“Glad you came, Carney,” he said. “1 was afraid you' d hide and we couldn’t find you. We need you,
Carney. We dill need you.”

For he suspected that Carney, like Mabel, would have lived enough and learned enough to know that
he did not have dl the right answers.

Chapter XIV

When Howard Kennedy's office asked for a police escort, it was given without hestation and
without question. Both Billings and Joe were amused a Carney’s open ddight in the Stuation. They were
dill hunted on a nationwide basis, the hunt centered in San Francisco where they were thought to be; and
the police escort took them through the rigid Bay Bridge check points without pausing.

A quick sampling of their minds told Joe that none of the men knew it was Bossy and Hoskins in the
armored truck, or Billings and Joe in the car behind. They had their orders, they were carrying them out.

At the city boundary, the aerted Berkeley police joined the caravan, and with a flourish escorted it
through the city and up into the hills beyond, to the front gates of the Margaret Kennedy Clinic.

As the gates svung wide, Carney surveyed the lovely buildings and landscaped grounds ingde the
fourteen-foot walls with awe.

“Thisain't Howard Street,” he conceded.

The Margaret Kennedy Clinic had transformed the most widful dreams of earlier dinicsinto a redlity.
It covered a thirty-acre expanse with completely func-tiona buildings. The shape and design of each had
been dictated by the purpose it was to serve—forty separate units, covering every imagined phase of
medi-cd therapy, were blended into one harmonious whole. Completed five years ago, in memory of
Kennedy’ s wife, both its origind cost and its upkeep were enor-mous.

It was one of Kennedy’ s idands of rationd research in a sea of chaos.

They were assgned one entire wing in the psycho-therapy building. The armored truck pulled up to
the sarvice entrance and the inditution superintendent, himsdf, was on hand to greet Hoskins as he
clambered diffly out of the body of the truck.

Superintendent Jones persondly supervised the transfer of Bossy to a suitable room next to the
amphi-thester—where it was hoped by dl the gaff of the dinic that frequent demongtrations of Bossy
would be given. Super Jones maintained an admirable attitude of this was dl in the day’s work, but his
eyes probed behind the dats of the crate for a preview. He seemed torn between a desire to keep Bossy
no more than a cybernetic machine, and a hope that Bossy would suddenly begin spouting long and
learned formulae to solve the enigmas of the world.

His curiogty transferred itsdf to Joe when it was that young man who asked, dmog immediady, to
see Mabd. His curiogty was heghtened when both Billings and Hoskins seemed to take it for granted



thet

Joe had the prior right to see her. Along with the rest of the world, he had dways assumed the
Sudent in the case, Joe Carter, was a nonertity.

The dtitudes of the two professors toward Joe caused a rapid shift in his evauations.

At a confirming nod from Super Jones, Mabe’ s attending doctor opened the door for Joe to enter
her gpartment. Mabe had been adegp when she was trans-ported from the ambulance to his care. She
hed dept dl through the day. His orders had been to confine himsdf to her physicd needs, should any
arise; but he did not lack desire to know more about her. He took it for granted he would be present, as
atending phys-cian, through Joe's interview.

It took a repetition from Super Jones of orders from Kennedy's office, that Carter was to be given
every cooperation with no questions asked, to get his agreement to Stay outside.

Joe closed the door behind him and stood done in the smdl Stting room of an gpartment which had
been fitted for the convaescent needs of a very important person. Both his mind and his phydcd eyes
were on the doorway to the bedroom. He was about to walk across the room and go through the
doorway to st by her bed, when Mabel appeared. She was wrapped in a bright dressng gown which
flowed about her perfect body in iridescent color. Her short mahogany curls picked up the light and
seemed to gligen in accompani-ment to the sparkle of her eyes.

“I've dept,” she greeted hm amply. “And this time, | know I'm awake. I'm 4ill not quite sure
whether | was before”

She sad it, but her lips did not movel

Her mind crept into Joe' s—and fitted there as trust-ingly as a child’'s hand.

Banished since childhood, dong with his sdf-pity for his londiness, the tears sprang into Joe's eyes
and miged his physicd vison. His psvison swooned with an incredible ddight. It was as if he had heard
atrue human voice for the firg timein his entire life, asif musc he had aways known should exist flooded
his being. It was as if he suddenly had wings to zoom him to dizzying heights in perfect intricate and
controlled designs of flight. It was as if—There was no vocabu-lary, none &t dl.

“Not so fadt,” she laughed ddightedly, and alittle fearfully; the way a child laughs when it is tossed in
the air by its father in the nightly coming-home game. “I’m not very expert yet. | got the impulse. | thought
| would try. Bossy hasn't much materid on multi-vdued physics, and snglevdued physics doesn't
pro-vide for telepathy at dl. So | can't—"

Joe stepped over and took her hands phydcdly in his Mentdly they had dready joined hands. He
was excited to find, even in the midst of his greater excite-ment, that he received two separate plessure
sensations from the two kinds of contacts with her.

There were two didinct leves of thought, too. There was the ps exploration, now tentative and
caeful after that firg exultation. Her mind was as cool and clear as mountain spring water sparkling over
rocks in the sunlight. Her mind was as mydterious as a mountain pool found unexpectedly in a grove of
trees and ferns, a pool shading deeper and deeper blue to a bottomless depth.

The other levd of thought was verbd. “Multi-vaued—single-vaued physcs? he asked. “I don't
understand.”

They stood in the middle of the floor, their hands clasped, looking into one another’s eyes.

“Nether do I, completey,” she said. “Nether does Bossy. There isn't aufficient data. But Bossy
postulates multi-vaued physics as being necessary to avoid the confusion and enigmas of singles vaues”

“I'll have to ask Bossy about that,” he smiled.

He could fed her mind probing his, a little awk-wardly, a little timidly, as if she were not quite sure
she would be welcome. She, too, was functioning on at least two levels. With a kill he had never known
he possessed, he opened hismind wide, like a door flung open in glad welcome.

And easily, naturdly, she cameinto hisarms.



Chapter XV

The following moring they were visted by one of Howard Kennedy’ s publicity experts.

“I'm Steve Hynn,” he told them, and shook hands heartily with Billings, then Hoskins, and, be-cause
agood publicity man never overlooks a bet, with Joe. “We're letting one of the wire services scoop the
world by having ther master-mind deuths discover you boys and Bossy are responsible for this
immortd-ity deal. My assigtant is bringing them in a few minutes for some exdusive pictures. Don't try to
do any ex-plaining of anything. I'll hand out what we want them to know.”

“| don’t think publicity is advisable—" Billings demurred.

Steve Hynn looked at him increduloudly.

“Oh, brother,” he groaned. Then, as if reasoning with a smdl child, “The boss promises you he's
going to quash the indictments againgt you—tight? He tells the Legd Department to get it done—right?
But even the old man can't tel the United States government what to do—tight? The boss knows we got
to take certain steps. The Legd Department will get the indict-ments quashed as per orders, but they got
to have something to work with. We got to make you popular with the public. Theré's got to be a
spontaneous, grass-roots demand for justice. How do you think spontane-ous demands for justice get
going?”

“But won't we be arrested immediately when the story breaks?” Hoskins asked.

Hynn turned his high-powered persondity on the cyberneticist.

“Look,” he said reasonably, “the wire services don't jump through the hoops for us publicity boys
because they love us. They got to get something out of the dedl, too. They think it's time to bring up the
issue of freedom of the press. They've been looking for something big to hang it on. This is made to
order. They'll stand on their rights to keep their sources se-cret. They'll get their big hoopla, some
politicians will get their names in headlines trying to make them tell, we'll get our publicity, and you're
g and safe. Everybody’ s happy—right?’

“l am not happy,” Billings objected. “All this pub-licity! It's ... it's hardly in the best of professond
ethics”

“Oh, brother!” Steve Hynn groaned again. He spread hislegs apart, and leaned forward earnedtly. It
was obvious he had been triggered on one of hisfavor-ite topics.

“Look, you guys” he said irreverently. “Why don’t you scientists come down out of the clouds? You
got to have publicity, man. Look ... look what happens. You guys spend hdlf, three quarters of your life
holed up somewhere. Then you findly discover something. Maybe it's important,” he shrugged. “Maybe
itign't. | wouldn't know. So you make atimid little announcement to a couple dozen long hairs, a some
mesting.”

He took out a cigarette and lit it with a gold lighter which made a loud snap.

“Then you go back to your hole and die quietly. Nine times out of ten that's the last of it. But, say
you're lucky. Say it's picked up by some desperate newspaper science reporter. Say you're dill lucky,
that you hit a long shot. Say the commentators pick it up. Now these commentators, they just about
know a test tube from an aspirin tablet. But they got opinions. Got opinions? They make opinions,
brother!”

He spread his hands wide before the fascinated eyes of Billings and Hoskins. Clearly the gesture
covered avad area.

“All over the country, dl over the world, maybe, they rush to the microphone to tdl people what to
think about this discovery. They hash it over, forwards and backwards. Maybe they think it is good for a
ful thirteen minutes; maybe only to lead up to the firs commercid. And each one of them has his own
opin-ion—right? What happens?’

He shrugged again, as if the answer were self-evi-dent, and because he saw by ther expressons it
was not, he spelled it out for them.

“The people get confused at hearing these different opinions. The more they hear the more they get



con-fused. When you get people confused, they get sore. Best way on earth to make a guy sore, give
him adow burn. But they don't get sore a the commentators. They get sore at the ideg, itsdf. They get
sore at science, itsdf. They get sore because somebody says he can think straighter then they can. They
get very sore when you tdl them that. They don't like it. They don't like the guy who can do it.”

He grinned then, and winked a them—man to man.

“Besides sex, the one thing the public does best is get sore. When you get sore you look around to
find something to be sore at. So ether they get sore at you, or they get sore at the guys who're againgt
you. But you got to tdl them which it is to be, because they don't know. Trouble with you scientists is,
you don’'t know anything about people, not anything at dl.”

He waved his burning cigarette in the air.

“You know what?’ he asked conversationdly. “Every time there's a grant for research, they ought to
make as big a one for the publicity to sl it to the public. That's the only way you're ever going to make
thinking popular. How are you going to make thinking popular unless you popularize it? It stands to
reason. You got to get out there in front and give your pitch dong with the tdevison queens, and
politicians, and cigarettes, and razor blades. Otherwise, how' s the pub-lic going to know? How' s it going
to make up its mind?’

He blew an exasperated bregth.

“Oh, brother!” he exclamed once more.

“WEeIl cooperate, Steve,” Joe grinned.

“All right,” Steve Hynn subsided. “Now don’t you worry. We |l make the public like you. Now that
we'reinon it, that's as certain as death and taxes.” He stopped, and grinned a little self-conscioudy. “As
taxes, anyway,” he amended.

“Spesking of people and how they react,” Joe said. “Here's something you'd better be prepared to

Hynn looked a him tolerantly. He was playing dong with these Brains because that was his job, but
if they thought they could tdl him anything about how the public would react

“The one big consolation of dl the people,” Joe said dowly, “the consolation of the stupid, the
igno-rant, the moronic, the vicious, everybody—is that death gets us dl. It's the big equdizer. That's the
time when the little man is just as important as the big man. They’re not going to like it when they redize
they’ ve been robbed of that one great satisfaction; that they won't be able to get even, after dl.”

Steve caught it immediately.

“Sararay,” he breathed. “Oh, brother!” He snapped his fingers. Then his face cleared. “I'll think up
something. Meanwhile, I'll gdl. They won't red-ize it for quite a while—they never do. But somebody
will think of it and start soreading it around. And when they do—oh, brother!”

Then, with the quaity which made him a good pub-licity man, he squared his shoulders, and
dismissed the negative thought as if it had never been. A man couldn’t afford to think negative, it crept
into hiswork, gave it a downbeat. Always got to think happy, going great, couldn’t be better.

“ItIl be dl right,” he said reassuringly. “Just don’t think about it. That's the way to handle these
downbest ideas. Just don’t think about them.”

He looked at his watch.

“The boys should be waiting outside by now,” he said crigply. “Now in these shots, ook earnest and
noble, like great scientists. And, maybe you'd better look a little Supid, too. You're great scientists, but
you're just plain folks—right?’

Chapter XVI

“What is multi-valued physcs?’

Joe, Billings and Hoskins sat in front of

Bossy’s screen where their eyes could pick up her words faster than ears could have sorted out the
sounds from her vocoder.

Hoskins reached over and snapped on the printer to record her answer on paper for further study.



The quedtion, itsdf, indicated that the most careful reflec-tion would be required. Never petty by
temperament, the events of the past two years, and particularly the past two weeks, had turned Hoskins
into afirm advo-cate of trying to see beyond inadequate semantics to meanings instead of saizing glesfully
upon bad seman-tics to destroy the concept. He had read aline some-where which he never forgat:

“The stienti who would rather refute than comprehend demonstrates he has chosen the wrong
cdling”

And Billings had once said at a medting back a Hoxworth—before Hoskins had known that it was
Joe who was knocking down the barriers of antagonism and ego supremacy among them:

“Itisnaturd that a new concept, however vdid, will be questioned. The semantic vocabulary has not
yet been built up to convey the idea comprehensively. It is necessary that we search with great effort to
find meanings which words, as yet, are inadequate to con-vey. Naturdly the tongue will sumble in trying
to form concrete pictures from new abstractions. Natu-rdly, any illugration must prove inadequate for if
the redlity had come into actud being it would not be a new concept.

“The scientist who derides an idea because it is not put in the language he would require is like the
peasant who is convulsed with laughter when a stranger istrying to tdl the peasant his barn is on fire”

Hinddght is easy. What Eighteenth Century scienttis could have known that the radicd,
revolutionary and totdly slly idea that matter and energy were inter-changeable would produce nuclear
fisson?

The concept paves the way for the fact.

What would the Slly idea that there could be multi-valuesin physics produce?

But the words were flashing across the screen at the controlled speed of fast reading.

“Intrying to reconcile the facts as given to my storage bank,” Bossy was saying, “I found a tangled
meass of contradictions, and diametricaly opposed proved fact. But facts mugt not contradict one another
if a coherent total redlity isto be percelved. Such contradictions, then, must ssem from interpretations. To
date that afact exids, regardless of the interpretation placed upon it, is to give it a Sngle vaue. Present
day physicsis founded upon these Sngle vaues.

“Any culture dies in its own waste. All past dvilizations have died because of sdf-imposed
boundaries beyond which they did not permit themsdlves to go. The accumulated wastes of tradition thus
destroyed them. To place the angle vdue on a fact of it ether exists or it does not is likewise to set up
such a barrier as to confine present day sciencein its own wastes.

“To avoid the breakdown through frugtrations in my own mind, | had to modify certain concepts
which were fed into me. There is the concept of infinity. There is dso the concept that energy is
indegtructible. These two concepts do not reconcile in single-vaued physics. To reconcile them, | had to
come to multi-vaued physics—where a fact may be irrevocably true in one context of redlity, partidly true
invarying de-grees in many, and not true & dl in some.

“Mexico and the United States are two separate countries. This is a fact. Each has its own separate
framework of flags, governments, laws, environments and mores. It is possble to move physcdly from
one to the other, but more than just mentdly one tends to carry his framework with him. He interprets
from the old, he does not accept dl the redity of the new. Further, his continued ctizenship in the old
modifies his rdaionships in the new. He finds himsdf in the pogtion where he occupies neither
framework totdly, but is suspended in a specid framework—and these may be innumerable depending
upon the conditions of his previous environment, to say nathing of the conditions surrounding the way he
crossed the border.

“For an eagle, flying over the desert, these are not facts a dl. They Smply do not exist. Since he
cannot concelve of thar existence, he cannot occupy more than the one framework of his pattern. He has
asngle-vaued concept; to him the desert isSmply one vast expanse. Heis totdly unconscious that there
isa com-plete change of meaning from one foot of ground to the other.

“So for man to resolve the contradictions inherent in Sngle-valued physcs, it is necessary for him firgt
to concelve of the conditiond fact. That man does not yet see how energy can be canceled out does not
preclude that possibility. To say that man has dready achieved the ultimate and absolute truth is like a
tribal taboo which says that a given river may never be crossed because the witch doctor proves beyond



dl reason that there is only chaos beyond.

“The most puzzing of dl contradictory concepts given me is the humen will to set up such arbitrary
limits to his comprehension.”

“Without absolute facts,” Hoskins said, in a hoarse voice, “where isthe solid ground upon which any
science mugt be built?’

“Why must man confine himsdf to the ground?” Joe asked. “Why can’t he learn to fly? If we learned
to fly, we could light wherever we pleased, in any framework.”

“| think the only adjustment we have to make,” Billings said dowly, “is to consder a fact conditiond
indead of absolute; to concelve tha the coordinate sysems of rddivity is a redity, not just a
mathemati-ca abstraction. As Bossy says, we may consder a fact as absolute, but only within the
boundaries of its particular framework. We would not permit oursaves to carry over the absolute
concept to a different frame-work.”

“If you took away the law of conservation of en-ergy, the whole structure of physics would topple,”
Hoskins argued.

“l wonder though,” Joe asked, “if this wouldn’t solve many questions which has single-vaued physics
sumped? Mabel sad she was unable to achieve telepathy through sngle-valued physics because there
was no provison for it in that framework, and because the influence of it carrying over from its own
frame and permesating the sngle-vaued one was being interpreted in Sngle values”

The two older men looked a him in astonishment. It had not even occurred to them that the remova
of dl previous prejudices would have opened her mind to the accomplishment of the ps functions.

Chapter XVII

Steve Hynn's story broke the next morning. The TV stations and publications which didn’t happen to
subscribe to this particular wire ser-vice picked up the story anyway. In the tdling and the retdling the
dory grew.

Never condgent in its reactions, the same public which had formed into mobs to march upon
Hoxworth to destroy Bossy, now acclaimed the machine in the wildest of pandemonium. Everyone had
known dl the time that Bossy was the greatest boon to man ever achieved. Completely forgotten were
the foamy mouthed rantings of the rabble rousers againg the blas-phemy of a machine which could think.

It was a nation wide, and then aworld wide, Mardi Gras. It had been a long time since man had fdt
free to cut loose in demondgtrations of joy. Knowing that in every crowd there were secret informers to
fumnish the facts which would be grigt for some politician’s publicity, the people of the United States had
sup-pressed themsdves to a gray mediocrity.

Now they burgt dl bounds of suppression; and hardly noticed that without batting an eye the same
rabble rousers who had led the hyseria aganst Bossy now rushed to get out in front and lead the
jubilation.

Page after page on the newspapers; hour after hour on TV, there was the parade of interviews with
head-line persondities—each of them postive and didactic in his specid knowledge of the indde facts.
Few com-ments were rationa, but they made wonderful, exhila-rating reading.

The mirage of eterna youth, dancing dusvely be-fore the eyes of man for dl the millennia of his
con-sciousness, the boon of immortaity which had given rise to his symbolisms, was now redlity. Degth
was conguered. Age was conquered. Now perpetudly young and happy people could live forever in this
best of possible worlds.

At firg the orthodox scientists, among the inter-viewed persondities, voiced caution.

“We have had no demondtration before accredited scientists.”

“It is an obvious hoax.”

“No worthy scientist would have permitted this pub-licity.”

“Baossy is no more than a versatile cybernetic ma-chine. Thereis no connection whatever to be found
between communication and immortdity. It stands to reason, therefore, that this must be a crud

deception.”



These were the four principa blocks in the founda-tion of orthodoxy’s stand againgt any new thing.
But for once they were unable to blight and destroy, so as to preserve the satisfaction of their own secure
position in authority.

The people amply did not ligen to them. What weight did dl this viewing with darm carry againg the
promise that now women could be eterndly young and beautiful, and men perpetudly virile?

The public went mad with joy.

Even those who did not join in the parades ran from house to house, chattering, talking, building
rumor upon rumor. Even women's clubs passed resolutions commending the two professors. And as
soon as Mom showed her gpproval, the paliticians, even the most cautious and woman-dominated,
rushed to acclam the genius which had brought this boon to man.

Ordinarily, when it is decided to quash an indict-ment, the victims are arraigned and the case put over
to a later date, and again delayed and again, until the public would have forgotten. But in this case the
indictment was canceled out asif it had never been.

Hoxworth pleaded, in newspaper columns, for the two professors to return to the waiting arms of
their dma mater. This could even be better than having a champion football team! They pridefully pointed
out that Bossy had been created in Hoxworth's halowed hdls

At hismorning press conference in the White House, the Presdent of the United States managed to
give the impression that his adminigtration had been behind Bossy dl dong. He pointed out that it was on
executive orders that congtruction of Bossy had begun.

When he was reminded that snce the government had subsidized Bossy, the machine was 4ill the
prop-erty of the government, he quoted eoquently from the Bill of Rights the Conditution, the
Gettysburg Address, and a section which had been gricken from his party’s platform seventy-five years
ago. He was not quite clear on what dl this had to do with the ownership of Bossy, but it was noble and
dirring and would bring in alot of votes.

But the President was not through. He suddenly became a philosopher. It was obvious to everyone
that we had achieved the acme of perfection. Only a subversive could stand up and say that things might
dill be improved. The great feat had been that deasth could decimate the ranks of those determined to
pre-vent any changein the perfection we had achieved. Now that fear would exist no longer.

For the good of mankind, the leaders of defense againgt chaos would be willing to become young
and grong again so they could hold drictly to this perfec-tion forever. And, in kegping with a brave and
coura-geous leader, helet it be known he was willing to be the first to be made immortd.

Over in the Pentagon, and in like establishments throughout the world, rapid evauations were taking
place. The machine could be produced en masse. And now there no longer would be any need to worry
about where they would get the youth and strength to carry on wars. Every man could be rejuvenated.
All this exemption-coddling could go. Everybody would be a fighting man. What delight! They pushed
thelr pencils rapidly in a fever of anticipation. They would not be caught napping. They began to draft
recommended legidation.

The cosmetic industry maintained a polite slence, but meetings of boards of Directors began to shift
production schedules from wrinkle creams to suntan lotions.

In view of the expected youth and enterprise, the stocks of sports goods and other devices
manufactured zoomed skyward.

The fury mounted for three days. It seemed to reach a crest where it could go no higher, and 4ill it
mounted. Indugtry ran at hdf speed, then quarter speed. Most places shut down entirdy. The army, the
home guard, avilian defense was cdled in to man the necessary utilities, food stores, communications.

And then the firg rumblings began to appear. It was dl very wdl to have pictures of Mabd on
cdendars, on TV screens, painted on sidewalks, but where was she? They wanted to see her in person,
or & least in live action.

And where was Bossy? When were they going to get started making everybody immorta?

On the fourth day the rumblings began to grow louder. Who had Bossy? Why weren't they dlowed



to see the machine? At fird there was a rumor that private industry had snapped it up and buried it as
they did with so many inventions which would put them out of business.

A colone spoke a little too loudly in a bar, and the rumor suddenly switched to certainty that the
govern-ment had it—that the adminigration was planning to use it for politica purposes and would only
let its favorite sdwarts have the advantage.

Then, unaccountably, the rumors began that Bossy was a hoax. The reactions were setting in, and the
gatements of orthodoxy began to get ther delayed play. The public had been hoaxed. There wasn't
any-body such as Mabel. There never had been. It was dl a publicity sunt for anew TV dar.

The wire service which had broken the story became darmed. It had soutly held to its agreement not
to reved the source of its information, but now it was going to be the fal guy. The thing had got out of
hand. Even Steve Hynn, in his wildest dreams of power in molding public opinion, hadn’'t conceived
anything like this. The temper of the people could destroy them dl. Further, the personnel of the wire
service who had been in on the ded were growing shaky, undepend-able.

Something was going to crack, give way, and soon.

Kennedy was astute enough to redize that he, too, could go under in the dduge of resentment. First
he telephoned, then risked coming over in person to the Margaret Kennedy Clinic to see the professors
and Joe.

Rumor musgt give way to fact. It must become known that Mabd was red. The public mugt be
reassured. The government must be reassured. Science must be convinced.

There mugt be another rgjuvenation, and this time with full publicity at every step of the process.

He was alittle surprised that there was no objection. Both Hoskins and Billings seemed to leave the
decison up to Joe. He managed dl right, so far, and now thet they had regained the ivory tower they had
no intention of looking outside its wals again.

It fitted in with Joe' s plans that there would be a public demonsiration. He had been wondering how
he could gracefully bring it about.

Chapter XVII1

It needed only a word that Bossy would soon be publicly demonstrated to restore the exhilaration of
the world. The rumors ceased suddenly. The people were reassured that for once ther source of hope
was not to be monopolized by some specid group, de-stroyed because it did not fit in with the ambitions
of some power. The demongrations tapered off, but the expectancy did not. The public settled into a
mood of watchful walting.

The background, the buildup and the setting for Bossy’s second experiment gave Steve Hynn the
mate-rid for what he began to cal his masterpiece.

The firg announcement after the promise of demon-stration was that Howard Kennedy Enterprises
hed Bossy in trust. This reassured the public further. His fairness, his philanthropy, his scorn of graft and
cor-ruption were wel known. The public was far more reassured than if Bossy had been in the hands of
the government. He did not dam to own Bossy, he hdd it in trust until its ownership could be
determined.

The second announcement was that Jonathan Bill-ings, the world renowned scientist who had been
the key figure in Bossy’s development, would undergo the second experiment. It was fitting that the
machine s creator should undergo its test. He was old, very old; and he was greet, very gredt. If anyone
deserved resto-ration, renewal, perpetuation, immortaity—he did. The public, which had been ready to
flay him, burn him at the stake for witchcraft, now wept with joy.

“I've done alot of things” Steve Hynn confided to Joe. “I’ve taken no-tdent girls from Corncaob,
Kansas, and made them into sultry eyed stars of TV. I've turned income tax chisders into great hearted
philanthropists. My campaign of meking a public enemy into a gover-nor, and a governor into a public
enemy was a thing of sheer beauty. But this is my best, Joe. This is my masterpiece. This will aways
gand as the best of Steve Hynn.”

“What if it's too good?’ Joe asked.



“Huh?’

“What if you sl the people more than Bossy can ddiver?’

“Areyou kidding? Bossy has dready ddivered. She's turned an old hag into alovey doll. The public
wants to see that happen again, and when they do—oh, brother! Kennedy could turn every production
line he ownsinto a stream of Bossies and there il wouldn't be enough!”

“It may not work thistime,” Joe said dowly. “Bossy may not be able to help Dr. Billings”

Steve Hynn stopped adtride the tdlevison cables which were being strung across the floor to the
Clinic's huge amphithester. He squinted thoughtfully at Joe.

“What are you getting at, kid?" he asked.

“Kennedy has been good to me” Joe answered. “I don’t want you to build this thing up to the point
where hewill get hurt.”

Hynn, sanding in wide-legged stance across the cables, threw back his head and shouted his
laughter.

“Kid,” he said, in between gasps of laughter, “you Brains kill me. Now you're smart, I'll give you
that. I’ve been watching you. It didn’'t take me long to see you ran this litle show around here. But
you're kind of looking through the wrong end of the tele-scope. Y ou've been handling a couple of misty
minded professors ... oh they’re great men, I'll give you thet ... but, honestly, they haven't got enough
sense to come in out of the rain. Don't let it give you big britches. Howard Kennedy is something else
agan.”
“Jug s0 you're both prepared for anything that could happen,” Joe murmured.

Steve Hynn stepped across the cables and gave him a reassuring pat on the shoulder.

“You let usworry about that. We ve been in and out of more scrapes than you've got days in your
life You just gtick to your little show, and we ll stick to ours.”

Hynn was right. They were the expertsin malding public opinion. Joe was limited to individuas about
him. He knew that the public, like an individud, once triggered into a given response, followed out the
pat-tern of sequent responses with clocklike fiddity. But Steve Hynn was the expert on how to pull the
trigger to get agiven mass reaction. To carry out the plan which had now begun to crygdlize in his mind,
Joe needed this expert service, just as he had needed the physcd scientigts in creating Bossy. The
science of one was as intricate as the science of the other.

And both of them led to the two-dimensond entry of Bossy.

Hynn left him with the admonition, and became engrossed with his assgtants in the center of the
amphi-theater. Joe watched as he pointed up to the endirding tiers of seats which would soon be filled
with the world' s leading medica men and scientists.

It was now four o'clock in the afternoon. At eight, the next morning, the experiment was to begin.
Joe dtretched out on his bed and tried to compose himsdf for dinner with Billings and Hoskins. Ther
relaion-ships with hm were a little strained, since it had be-come obvious to them that Joe and Mabd
were deeply in love. They were a couple possessed with one another to the excluson of everyone
around them, not knowing or caring who saw.

Billings was wavering between amused tolerance and bewilderment. The younger generdtion did
seem to give way to itsimpulses these days without restraint. In his day there had been suitable lapses of
time, some attention to common advantage, testing for assur-ances—and just generd respectability.

Hoskins wavered among more dementa thoughts. 1t seemed quite obvious to him that in one respect
a least old Mabel had not changed. She dill showed no dgns of being inhibited in her reactions to a
man—or, he amended, to Joe. And, on the other hand, he burned with a resentment aganst Joe for
having taken such quick and irresponsible advantage of an innocent young girl. Since these two concepts
were diametri-caly opposed and self-contradictory, Hoskins suc-ceeded in maintaining the state of mind
usud to most people most of the time.

But, in common with the usud attitude of the mae sex, that portion which has kept a reasonably
hedthy pattern, both men kept tdling themsdves it was none of their business. In this latter concept, Joe
agreed with them.



But he was concerned for Mabel’ s reactions. He had been born, apparently, with this mutated ingght
into the thoughts and reactions of others. From the firet, he had accepted it as a normd attribute of his
life He had never been accustomed to anything except that thin tissue of semi-rationdity stretched over a
tangled, seething, maggoty mass of putrefaction.

But Mabdl’ s awareness was sudden. PS 9ght ater-nately dazzled her with ddight and horrified her.
Joe kept a portion of himsdf in her mind dl the time soothing her, comforting her, buffeting away the
shocks. The photography had been an orded which had sickened her. She was unable to comprehend
why man had done these things to himsdf. She was totaly unable to adapt to a society which permitted
the frustrated and psychotic to set up the laws and mores of behavior which resulted in the mass
crippling of the whole humen race.

After the sesson with the photographers, she kept to her room where the contacts were less
shocking, and where under the influence of Joe she began to accustom hersdlf to the world in which she
now lived. She began to see the things Joe pointed out to he—the wonderful things men had
accomplished, the tremendous courage he had, the beauty of the dawning intelect working to overcome
the dmogt insuperable hazard of the submind.

Billings did not oppress her; and surprisingly, nei-ther did Carney. She sensed that both of them, each
inhisown way, were trying, as she did, to find an equilibrium in a new satus of things. She filled in her
days with deeping a great dedl, a reaction to the exhaustion of ps shock. Her waking hours were spent in
pondering the many things she had learned and was il learning, with short vigts by Billings and Carney,
for even these men who intended greatest gentleness exhausted her quickly.

Waking or degping, she was with Joe dl the time. She was degping now, completely enraptured with

Joe down in the deep, clear pool of her mind.

He withdrew a portion of himsdf and switched on the radio.

The drident syllables of the newscaster hammered on his ears in sudden shock.

“... Four hundred million people to be watching and ligening while the venerable Dr. Billings regains
hisyouth ... the great tragedy of life that aman bardy begins to grasp his subject before death overtakes
hmnow averted at last ...”

Joe switched off the set in sudden disgust. The thought was too shdlow to wagte time on, and no
doubt the newscaster thought it was profound! But this was probably dl a part of Steve Hynn's pulling
the trigger. It was grictly Sngle-vaued logic.

At dinner, Joe was appaled to learn that Billings shared the newscaster’ s view.

“Among the three of us,” Billings said, “I know that Joe is more responsible for Bossy than anyone
dse”

“It was our knowledge that Joe adapted,” Hoskins countered. “Not discounting what you've done,
Joe, but regardless of sde effects of telepathy, you can't abstract something from amind if it isn't there.”

“That's right,” Joe said indantly. “I’'m perfectly content that public credit should be given to Dr.
Bill-ings and to you. Actudly, | don't think any one of us can dam more credit than any other person
who contributed directly or indirectly to Bossy. Without every hit of the technique and skill, Bossy
wouldn't have worked, or wouldn't have been superior to any other cybernetic machine”

“To me” Billings said dowly, “the issue of red importance is that now a man need never again be
oppressed by the knowledge that his lifetime of work will be canceled out. Think of the great benfit to
mankind through perpetuating a trained and skilled mind indefinitey.”

Joe closed his eyes to conced his sudden grief. Now he knew that Billings was not yet ready for
Bossy. And yet, could he be entirdy sure of that? Did Billings redly believe this? Or did he merdly think
he believed it? Under the genuine test of Bossy, hersdf, would he see the falacy? He tried to probe the
future, but failed. The flashes of prescience came seldom, and never when redlly needed.

Or was his own concept wrong? He could not be sure. Who was he, Joe Carter, to set up arbitrary
condi-tions for renewa ? He thought he had grasped a point which dl of them apparently overlooked, but
could he be sure?

And Bossy? She had shown no dgns of it, but was she, too, afflicted with the dl too humen taint of
piling fdlacy upon falacy untl a whole logical and seem-ingly unassailable Structure was devel oped?



What if she, too, carried the kill to reconcile anything—the apparent ided of current logica thought?
What if she falled? What if she accepted Billingsingtead of re-jecting him?

They finished their dinner in slence. Billings Ieft the table early. He appeared both anxious to get
away, and to linger. He had the impulse to make a little farewd| speech and cast about for some little
remark both casud and sgnificant.

Hoskins resolutely maintained a dinicd attitude. Joe flashed Billings a amile and a warm wave of
so-matic encouragement. It suddenly occurred to Billings that he was being dightly theatrical about it. He
left the room hurriedly, to prevent making afool of himsdf.

Hoskins went to look a Bossy once more, to make sure that her metd shone, to view her from
various places in the amphitheater. This was the red debut of his pride and joy. He regarded her as a sort
of child prodigy. He hoped she would perform wel at her first public concert. It never occurred to him
that what Joe would consider Bossy' s failure would be interpreted by everyone ese as a huge success.

Joe tried to conced his uncertainty from Mabel, but it was no use. This time it was he who was the
com-forted and she the comforter. In the feedback flight of their ecstasy she drew further comfort from
gvingit.

Perhaps Steve Aynn was the only one of the central group who dept wel during that night. The
public mind was like a giant console organ. By touching the proper stops, he could play any qudity of
tune on it he wished. As dways, he dept eadly in the certainty of his kill.

Breskfast, with Billings Carney, Hoskins, Joe and Mabel, was no more than half over when Steve
Hynn burgt in upon them, as full of stage management as a scout mother. Mabd was trying to harden
hersdf to withstand the somatic torture of menta tensons about her, but she was able to bear only a few
minutes of Hynn. She did promise him that she would make an appearance in front of the scientigts; but
then she had to leave the room to rest in preparation for the ordedl.

She was beginning to learn the redlity of what Joe had told her—that an esper has to develop a leve
of srength and courage completely unknown to the normd; that, at times, Smply to be in the same room
with certain normas was a drain on endurance dmost beyond bearing; that no outward sgn of this might
show lest it rouse the uncomprehending contempt of the normas and add to the burden; that apparently
one had to harden into it the way a long-distance runner or svimmer would train.

Hynn's eyes followed her as she went out of the room, but Joe knew the look was professond. He
was mentaly posing her, photographing her, composing catchy paragraphs about her, displaying her to
the pub-lic like a piece of exotic merchandise. She was a doll, dl right, but he had seen so many dollsin
histime, he would rather look at a horse.

Carney’s eyes followed her, too. His mind was filled with bewilderment, puzzlement. he did not
know her now, and he fdt a sense of irreparable loss, more than if she had died. He could have
understood and reconciled to that; but this had thrown him completely. He was glad that Joe had agreed
to let im watch the renewa of Billings, perhaps that would help him to understand Mabel once more. He
fdt asif he should be doing something to find Mabd, asif she were logt, and he didn't know any way of
going about it.

Only Hoskins, proud of the strict mora upbringing he had had, saw evil in the lingering glances of the
other men. Hoskins could not know, might never know, that his ddight and kill in mathematics and
mechanics was due to his having been taught that to be a human being was a nasty, shameful thing. He
was not psychotic enough to set himsdf up as a chosen arbiter of mores and laws, nor sane enough to
ded with humean beings as they were. He escaped into the clean impersondity of physics, and from that
vantage point fet secure to snipe where he willed.

The men remaning a the table finished thair break-fasts, and then there was no more time.

Billings as if in a daze, accompanied Hoskins and Hynn to the amphitheater, where, dready, a few
great names had begun to occupy the seatsin the tiers.

Joe and Carney followed Mabd out of the breakfast room, to be with her when it came time for her
to appear before the live audience, and before the televi-son cameras.

During the night, Bossy had been moved to the center of the amphitheater, to the Sde of an operating



table. Around the space arose the tiers of seats, often occupied by students from Kennedy’s medica
school and dinics sometimes occupied by the same doctors of medicine when a greaet name was to
perform for their further knowledge; today occupied by the greatest names from dl over the world.

Over the operating table, suspended on a track which dlowed severd feet of laterd movement, was
the lens and head of atdevison camera The camera could be focused by remote control so as to keep
every inch of the table under observation.

Other cameras were situated to pick up the celebri-ties as they appeared, to catch world-shaking
remarks of wisdom. But, as if they had rehearsed their parts, the pearls of unsupportable wisdom were
not forthcom-ing. As the cdlebrities came through the door, and were identified for the delectation of the
watching world, they maintained a uniform attitude of thin-lipped “wait and see” At a 9gnd from Steve
Hynn, the glib ad lib boys gave up asking the scientists what they thought about it dl, and Smply
identified them in voices which grew less and less wildly enthusiastic. The tempos reduced from the mood
of a gda sporting event to one of dmost decorum.

Three conaulting physicians were dready on duty. They didn't know quite what they were to be
consulted about, but they were dl properly attired in white masks, gowns and hoods. They lacked only
shining scalpelsin their hands, and seemed to fed a little undressed without them. Their credo of “When
in doubt, cut and find out,” seemed ingppropriate here. They would try to make up for it by being extra
skepti-ca of the experiment.

One sde of the room was given over to glass‘walled booths for the planned relays of commentators,
press reporters and photographers.

When Joe entered with Mabel and Carney, the entire battery of tdevison lenses turned upon them,
and for amoment the commentators seemed to fed they were announcing the Kentucky Derby with the
two favorites running neck and neck at the finish line. The eyes of the assemblage did not share the
enthusasm. They remained fixed upon Mabel, coldly scrutinizing; and the minds behind the eyes were of
a pattern with that of thejal psychiatris.

Steded as she was againg the shock, Joe fdt her red, dmost lose control, under the battering of the
blows upon her. With dl his power he reassured her, warded off the sharpest of the thrusts. It was not so
much the cynidsm and unbdlief; that was bearable. It was the preset conviction that this could not be,
which hit hardest.

“l can't stand it, Joe,” she put the thought in his mind.

“They’ll be expecting you to show a woman's arti-fices in playing on ther sympathy,” he tried to
bolster her srength.

She pulled away from his arm, as they were about to enter a roped off section reserved for them, and
stepped to the center of the arena. More terrible than the wild beasts facing the gladiators were the
blood-hungry Romans who sat in tiered seats of safety, secure in ther solid and forever unchanging right
to turn thumbs up, or thumbss down.

The cameras were dl upon her. Four hundred mil-lion people watched, ready to turn thumbs up, or
thumbs down.

“Gentlemen,” she said dearly, “I am no fake” She turned then, and walked out of the room, aone.

Joe obeyed her menta wish and did not try to accom-pany her.

The roomful of men heard her words with their ears, but not with their minds. Like the psychiatrist,
they had not needed to see the evidence to know the truth about this matter. Believed, because they
cannot re-member the spate of ignorant admonitions which set the patterns while they were dill crawling
about the floor of the nursery, they were convinced that man has within him the inherent gift of knowing
right from wrong. With or without this bit of thegtricalism, which would fool no one, they dready knew
the truth.

They did not remember, because it was not conve-nient to remember, that dmaost word for word,
action for action, this had taken place at least once before, when anesthesa was shown for the firg time.
It was not convenient for them to remember that the body of orthodoxy had been able to show the utter
fdseness and ddiberate charlatanism of every step forward men had made in his dow dimb toward



comprehenson. They were experts. Had any of these things been possi-ble it is naturd that they, being
the experts, would have known about it fird.

As Joe and Carney took ther seats, Joe wondered if any one of them had ever read even one page
of higory. But then, of course, how could they? They were quite blind, and would have seen only the
printed words.

In spite of his turmail, he found amusement in the fedings of the little Dane who sat just beyond
Carney. The doctor from Copenhagen wanted to be kind, but not conspicuous. He was conscious that
the televison cameras had picked him out when they followed Joe and Carney into the row of sedts.
Should he speak? Or should he ignore them? It was obvious they were principas in this farce because
they had been with that ... that woman. On the other hand, what would four hundred million people think
if he turned his back?

“Je suis tres heureux de faire voire connaisance,” he sad formdly to Carney. It seemed a far
compro-mise of the dilemma, not to speak the mother tongue of ether of them.

“That's O.K. by me” Carney grunted back at him with the arrogance of theill at ease.

The Dane was quite happy that he had been snubbed; now he would not need to be drawn into
further conver-sation. He started to speak to his companion on the other side, but his and dl the eyesin
the amphithester were pulled to the doorway of the anteroom where Hoskins and Superintendent Jones
were coming through.

Hoskins took his place beside Bossy, feding some-what like a teenager who didn't know what to do
with his hands and feet. He was some of Hynn's window-dressing, like the consulting phydcians, he
knew it, he resented it, and he showed his resentment by scowl-ing at the camera lenses.

Superintendent Jones, a superior mgor domo, stepped to the microphone, glanced at the wall clock
which showed precisdy 8:00 A.M., smirked for the bendfit of the four hundred million watchers, and
bowed appreciatively to his peers.

With labored dignity, with the pedantic reserve so dear to the clan, and in its own way as theetrica as
any bump girl at the burlesque, he welcomed the digtinguished gentlemen who had come from dl over the
world for this momentous occasion.

“Ia’'t he an ass?” Howard Kennedy whispered into Jo€'s ear. The old man had dipped in,
unnoticed, as Hoskins and Jones were dtracting the camera. He was beaming with pride a the
superintendent’ s perfor-mance. It was precisely what would appedl to the dis-tinguished gentlemen.

Joe gmiled his gppreciation a Kennedy’s shrewd-ness, but at that moment Billings stepped into the
dark frame of the doorway. Not quite as skilled in thegtrics, he had stepped on Jones last line by
appearing too suddenly. The superintendent had intended to direct the cameras to the doorway at the
proper time with a practiced wave of the hand, but they found it without his aid.

Billings was in a dressng robe, and dippers. Except for one quick glance at Hoskins, and one
searching glance in the direction where Joe sat, he kept his eyes on the floor. One of the doctors guided
him to the table in approved operating room fashion.

The cameras went mad, showing side shots, under shots, over shots, closeups, and montages.

Billings stepped to the microphone.

“l want you gentlemen to understand,” he said dearly, “tha this is like any other experiment in
sci-ence. | would have preferred that many experiments be run before this demondtration. There are o
many factors which we do not yet understand that dl thisis premature, vastly premature.”

He was capturing the bacony audience. This was language they understood and approved. In
sampling the somatics of the room, Joe fdt there was aless-ening of the skepticism.

“In the fird stages of any new advance in science, there is never any guarantee of success,” Billings
went on. “It is only after we have isolated the impurities and variances and learned to compensate for
them that we can predict an outcome. In this instance we have the variance of the human being, himsdf.
We do not know, yet, what the constants are which will cause a postive result, and what the variants
which will cause a negative”

A few of the menin the bacony nodded in approva. Thiswas alittle more likeit.

“Whether the results here are positive or negative does not redly matter very much. Whichever way



it goes, please reserve your find judgment”

He stepped away from the microphone to the table where he was to lie, and removed his dressing
gown and dippers. As a concession to the dill pitifully warped tensons of some of his audience who
were s0 revolted by their own sdacious attitudes toward the human body that they could not bear to
look at it, he kept on apar of white trunks.

Dr. Billings looked dl of his saventy-two years. His skin was blue-white and hung in festoons about
hisframe, asif the congtant pull of gravity through dl those years had won out againg its naturd tautness.
Hiswhole body sagged asif it could no longer hold up againg the ingdious and congtant pull of gravity.

“I'm ready, Duane,” he told Hoskins.

Hoskins nodded brusquely, and made a swift motion to one of the doctors. They helped Billings onto
the table. Hoskins began to help Billings connect the net-work of electrodes. At each ankle where the
pulse beats near the surface, a the ingde points of the thighs a the wridts, a the temples, below the
occiput where the spine joins the skull, a each point an eectrode was placed agang the skin and
fastened.

“You are to apply the same kind of therapy used on Mabd,” Billings said to Bossy.

There was a gasp from the audience. He had spoken as if to another doctor! The open-mindedness
created by his cautious words when addressing them was can-celed out. One does not speak casudly to
amachine about medicd therapy. One sets rheostats, pushes lev-ers, pulls knobs, focuses views, sets
timers, or a least feedsin a pre-punched tape of ingructions.

“Wait aminute!” commanded one of the attending physcians. “What have you done to the machine
in advance?’

“Nothing,” Hoskins said shortly. “Nothing at dl. Bossy learned the process of therapy from Dr.
Billings when it was gpplied to Mabdl. Bossy retains and ap-plies what she learns. There's been a
plethora of pub-licity on how she does that.”

Every observer in the room leaned forward, follow-ing the exchange of words.

The consulting physician subsided, but he was not convinced. Obvioudy they had tinkered with the
ma-chine in advance, and were now usng the rawest kind of quackery to impress the credulous. A
mechine that could take over anything so complex as psychosomatic thergpy upon a smple command!
Preposterous!

Billings sank back on the table. Bossy was dlent, except for a fant, high whine. Billings closed his
eyes. The meters on the walls showed that his pulse was dowing, his breathing becoming deeper and less
fre-quent. The encephaograph recorder began to show the rhythmic patterns characteristic of hypnoss.

And any doctor in the house could have told how dl this could be faked.

For an hour nothing happened. The audience was becoming restive. What was there to see? A man
lay on the table, with some wires attached to him. A machine sat besde him. It was very poor
entertainment.

Steve Hynn became more restive than anyone else. When you produce a miracle for the public, they
want to see fireworks. He, persondly, left his seat and went down into the arena.

“What's hgppening?’ he asked Hoskins.

Hoskins shrugged.

“Wel, ign't there any way of finding out?’” Hynn asked.

Hoskins turned to Bossy.

“Can you give a progress report?’

“No progress,” Bossy flashed back ingantly.

Thisvisud message shot out to the world. There was a 9gh of uneasiness. Had they sat glued to ther
televison screens for awhole hour for nothing?

Hynn shook his head in exasperation. He had had detailed plans for every move up to this point, and
some pretty clear plans for the time when Billings bounded off the table, a lithe and vibrant youth. But the
time of therapy had been vague in his mind. He had supposed there would be a great ded of activity,
with doctors spesking crigply about scapels, sutures, cotton, forceps. He had visudized machine
break-downs a criticd moments with Hoskins working franticaly to restore Bossy to working



condition, with perhaps a breathless attitude of wondering if the jury-rigging would hold past the crigs.

But this—nothing!

A hdf hour later, a 9:30, Hoskins repeated his question. The answer was the same.

“No progress.”

At deven o' clock Billings tirred and sat up. His face was drawn, his eyes were filled with grief of
falure

“Let’stry it from the beginning again,” he said dowly.

Helay back down.

“What is happening?’ Hynn asked Hoskins. “I don’'t know,” Hoskins answered.

There was a subdued gasp from the audience. A scientist was expected to know.

Hynn turned desperately toward his boss, Kennedy. His eyesfdl on Joe.

“Mr. Carter,” he said suddenly, “can you tdl us what is hgppening?’

For an ingant, Joe was on the verge of refusng. Then he decided they would have to know
sometime, it might as well be now.

He stood up, stepped past Kennedy’ s knees. He faced the microphone, and the televison eyes.

“All of the learned gentlemen in this room know, but for the benefit of those in the televison audience
who do not know, psychosomatic therapy is applied through a form of mild hypnosis, wherein the patient
is conscious but rendered cooperative with the thera-pist. The therapist does not have complete
command of the patient. If a any point the patient is commanded to let loose of a conviction which he
believes more important than the cure, the therapist is defeated. There can be no progress.

“Apparently Dr. Billingsis unable to give up some firm convictions which he believes to be right.”

He did not eaborate further. The doctors would know, they had had patients they could not hdlp.
Each of them who had practiced psychotherapy of any kind would have had patients who preferred ther
own inter-pretation rather than adopt the doctor’s. As for the generd public, they’d better be given the
chance to think about thisfor awhile.

He walked back to his segt.

Kennedy watched him with narrowed eyes. “That's wha you meant about me” he mumbled as Joe
sat down.

Joe sighed.

“Yes” he sad.

“Can’'t you step up the juice a little?” Hynn was asking Hoskins. “If that's dl it is, just turn on more
power and make him give up his convictions.”

Joe stood up again and spoke from his seet.

“Thet kind of therapy, the use of force to make a man give up his convictions, has been tried since
the dawn of higtory. | think we should have learned by now thet it won't work.”

The audience shifted uneeslly. This young man, whoever he was, was taking too much authority upon
himsdf.

At that point Billings sat up again, and dowly began to disconnect the el ectrodes from his body. Four
words were printed on Bossy's communication screen which told the whole story.

“No progressis possible.”

Chapter X1X

Joe, Steve Hynn and Howard Kennedy sat in the indudtridist’s office, and were slent. Kennedy sat
with his back to the huge desk and stared out of the picture window which looked out over the city and
the bay. Steve Hynn perused the papers with an dmost masochistic zed, searching out even minor
comment from the back pages, asif, having had sat poured into his wounds, to haveit dl done at once.

Joe sat back in his chair, comfortable and regting, waiting until some plan of procedure would begin
to jdl in the other men’s minds.

He knew tha the danger to man's progress does not come from the scienti who constructs and



verifies a structure of theory and methodology, but from that man's followers. Whatever the universty
attended, whatever the degree obtained, the ample fact, as he had observed it in men's minds, was tha
maost men, even scientists, do not have the courage to follow the basic tenets of science; that even though
they may cdl it science they actudly stand upon a structure of faith.

And having had one dtructure taken out from under them, they saize upon another and guard it with a
desperate frenzy, lest it, too, be threatened.

Speculative theory then becomes canonized law; suggested procedure becomes ritud; tentative
state-ments become rote. And if thelr practice of it makes them successful, it becomes impossble for
them to conceive of any other truth but their own. It works, therefore it is right. The originator, having had
the flexible inteligence to vary from the old and create a new, might have been able to conceive of dill yet
another gtructure than his own; but his followers have the proof of their own infdlibility aways before
ther eyes.

Joe was aware of the obvious; that any theory is true within the framework where it gpplies;, and any
theory isfdse outsde its own coordinate system. He knew, and now Bossy had proved his knowledge,
thet it is never the accuracy of the theory as an absolute, but rather the persistence of gpplying it and
daying wdl within the boundaries of its framework which brings success.

So the growing organism of speculative consder-ation hardens into the ironclad coffin of orthodoxy.
And orthodoxy was having its day.

Bossy was something new. Bossy did not fit into their theory Structure therefore Bossy was, per se,
wrong. They would gladly go to ther graves, firm and proud to the last expiring breath of how right they
were.

“Ligen to what Dr. Frederick Pomeroy says,”

Steve spoke up, and read doud without waiting for a response.

“We should remember that Bossy was never in-tended to be more than an accident-prevention
device on our faster military planes. The imputation of thera-peutic qudities is a travesty on our
intelligence. When the truth of the Mabel Monohan case is findly uncov-ered—and it will be uncovered,
never fear—we shdl undoubtedly find that a shameful fraud has been perpe-trated on the public.’”

Hynn flicked the page with his fingertip.

“Thet just about sums up most of the comment,” he said. “Unless you' d like to hear what Dr. Eustace
Fairfax, consulting psychologigt for the San Francisco Police Department, has to say?’

Kennedy whirled his chair around. His eyes were bleak, but hislips were fighting a smile.

“That's the one who saw Mabd at thejall, ign't it?’ he asked.

Steve turned severa pages of the paper. The com-ments of Dr. Eustace Fairfax were buried down
among the reactions of the lesser lights.

“*There were those among the laity,”” Steve read, “*who scorned professond opinion and counsd.
There were those in public life who preferred to pander to the emotions of the mob. There were those
who chose to ridicule me when | tedtified that Mabel Mono-han was a mentdly unbalanced young
woman who should be confined to an inditution. Perhaps now they will remember ther words, and in the
future leave the problems of the mentdly ill to those who are qudified to ded with them.””

One could dmog see the thin, fandic face, the long nose quivering with indignation, the polished
glasses sparkling with triumphant venom. Dr. Eustace Fairfax was indeed a cookbook psychiatrist, and
by turning the tentative consderations of authority into esoteric articles of commandments he became
authority.

The quotation sparked Jo€' s impatience. He decided it was time now to let both men know where he
was going.

“Of course none of them redlize that the experiment was a complete success,” he said quidly.

Steve Hynn dl but fdl out of his chair. His mouth dropped open and his chin hung dack as he stared
a Joe. Kennedy's eyes sparkled with something ap-proaching pride and approval.

“I’ve been wondering when you were going to take us into your confidence, Joe,” he said.



Steve's jaw suddenly clamped shut and his eyes narrowed in sudden anger.

“l don't get it!” he sad harshly. “I don’'t get any part of that. You mean you knew this was going to
happen, that Bossy wasn't going to work on Billings and you let us go ahead and make fools of
ourselves anyway?’

“The point,” Joe said mildly, “isthat | didn’t know, not surely. | had to find out. | tried to warn you to
tone down the publicity. | would have preferred the experiment in complete secrecy; that is, at fird. Then
later, | redized the wider the publicity for the falure, the better. It's a good idea for mankind to know just
what he's up agang.”

“Right now I'd settle for knowing what I'm up againg,” Steve said disgustedly. Joe could fed the
release of somatic tensons as the anger drained out of Hynn.

“Look,” he continued, “what Bossy can or can't do is no skin off my nose. But you give me a job to
do. You give me the job of making the public like Bossy. So | go ahead and build it up, make a big
production out of it, big dedl, my masterpiece. And now | find out you're expecting just the opposite of
what | expected.” He turned to Kennedy and asked, with a note of accusation in his voice. “Did you
expect this too, Mr. Kennedy?’

“l wondered about it,” Kennedy answered him qui-etly. “In view of what Joe said to methe firg time
we met, | wondered.”

“It wasn't a ddliberate double cross, Steve,” Joe said, and washed away the traces of rebdlion in
Steve' smind. “I didn’'t know how it was going to come out. | hoped it would turn out the way it has, but
| didn’t know it would.”

“l don't get it,” Steve repeated, and this time there was hurt in his voice. “It helps that you didn’t
deliber-ately cross me up, but—oh brother!”

“Do you know anything about trees, Steve?’ Joe asked.

Hynn turned and looked a him sharply. These Braing You never knew what tangent they were
going to take next. How they ever managed to get anything done when they couldn’t stay on the subject
more than two minutes was beyond him. Oh, brother!

“l don’'t get thet ether,” he answered, and kept his opinion of this woolgathering to himsdif.

“In aforest of giant trees,” Joe said, “seedlings scken and die. They need sunlight to grow; they can't
get it. It sonly around the fringes of the forest, as it Spreads out, that they can get the right environment
for growth. In the center the only growths that survive are the kind who can live in a filtered gloom. They
aurvive under that certain condition, but they couldn’t survive a change; they couldn’t survive a condition
which is normd environment elsewhere. They can't even survive direct sunlight. You get that in a
avilization of humans, too. The sgnificant changes aways come from the fringes, there's no room for
them to develop where the giant trees dill stand.”

It was obvious that Steve il did not get it.

“It may sound like a paradox,” Joe explained, “but death, itsdf, is a survivd factor. Environment is
sub-ject to change. The only life which can survive is the kind which can meet the chdlenge of the
change. This means that every form of life must be congantly trying out new mutant patterns so that when
the change comes there are mutations capable of meding it.

“Did you ever notice, speeking as a class, tha the cadtoff detritus of evergreen trees poisons the
ground around them so that nothing but their own kind can grow? An idea, which becomes an evergreen
tradition, does the same. But the castoff detritus of deciduous trees, which have the fase desth of winter,
enriches the ground. A variant offgpring has a chance to survive”

Kennedy’s eyes closed, and he sat slently, hardly breathing.

“And I've dways been bitter toward my son,” he said. “No wonder he couldn’t grow.”

“You'll have to draw pictures for me” Steve said in a puzzled voice. “The boss getsit, but | don't.”

* % %

“The reason Mabd was able to respond to Bossy is quite smple” Joe explained. “In spite of the
kind of life she led, Mabd was at heart quite a believer in the truth of the atifidd mores our avilization
has set up. You find that far more frequently than is generdly redized. Now she lived alife of an and a



life of crime. She should have been punished for it, according to her inner convictions, but instead she
prospered. As she grew older, she grew more confused. Humanity says one thing and does another; sets
up awhole system of ethics and then prospers through violaing them. Mabe was honest, she could not
reconcile what happens with whét is taught. She wound up completely bewildered, at a loss to account
for why man’s teachings and his behavior seem to have little or nothing in common.

“She wanted answers to dl this. She redly wanted answers, not just confirmations of what she
dready bdieved. Her prgudice screen had been knocked so full of holes that ideas could get through to
her without firs being deformed dl out of redity to fit her preset conviction. Mabe was ready for
therapy.”

“And Dr. Billingswasn't,” Kennedy said.

“That's right,” Joe agreed. “Dr. Billings had built a worldwide reputation on a structure which he
be-lieved to be right. Intdlectudly he is able to congder that other tructures may be vdid, but againgt
deep seated convictions that his must be the right one be-cause he has proved that it works, these are
just mentd exercises. In a showdown, he stopped playing word games and dung to his convictions. Only
on a anglevaued bass were they right. Mabe wanted to know; Billings aready knew, or thought he
did”

“l don’t see what that has got to do with trees,” Steve said flatly.

“Man represents a mutation of life wherein the intd-lect will get its chance to prove survivd worth. It
hes't done that yet, you understand. All sorts of life forms flourish grandly for a while and then die out.
But univerd time is a long time. Remember the giant reptiles flourished for forty million years. Man will
have to better that record before he can truly say that intdllect is superior to massve bulk and a thick
hide.

“Agang tha forty million years, man has about seven thousand years of historica record. But man
acts asif, and gpparently redly believes, he dready has the answers, that there is nothing left for mankind
to do for the next forty million years except to imitate the man of today.”

“Trees” Steve reminded Joe dryly.

“We have adways thought that immortality would be vauable because it would preserve the great
minds, give them a longer span to carry on ther work. But that would be making a mind perpetudly
green, to tower over others, to prevent the growth of unlike idess.

“When athing stops growing, reaches its maximum growth, it starts to die. Any sngle-valued idea is
lim-ited to a given set of frameworks, but a man who holds to a sngle-vaued idea tries to make it fit dl
frameworks. He warps it and twids it into a monstros-ity, until it defeats its own purpose and denies its
own vdidity. Its own warp and tensgon destroys it, and himwith it.

“One of the laws of life, of the universe since life is of the universe and not an exception to it, is that
change takes place. But a sngle-vaued idea, by defi-nition, denies the possibility of change. Bossy is a
stentific ingrument. Scientific insruments do not work through denying the basic laws of matter-energy.
Bossy cannot work to restore an organism which de-nies them.

“Through statements he made the night before, | suspected Dr. Billings couldn’t shed the old and
worn-out single vaues upon which he had built his life. But, you see, dl this was only theory. And |
couldn’'t know what would happen until it was put to the test. | don't trust theories which can't be
demondtrated, paticularly when they depend upon the support of other theories which dso can't be
demondtrated. | had to see if Bossy worked at a basic levd, or if she was amply a super gook gadget,
hypnatizing the cdllsinto renewing them-salves.”

“l can just see mysdf sling dl this to the public,” Steve said gloomily. “Oh, brother!”

Kennedy’s lips twitched in a amile

“Evergreen trees,” Steve mourned on, “deciduous trees, dvilizations, forty million years, laws of
matter-energy, single-vaue ideas—oh, brother!”

He took out a cigarette and even his lighter seemed to lack its usud loud snap.

“And right now, the way things have gone, the public wouldn't touch Bassy with a ten-foot pole,
any-how.”



Chapter XX

But a good night's deep was dl Steve Hynn redly needed. He awoke the following morning filled
with optimism and wonder that he had even temporarily fdt set back.

That was the trouble with being around Brains. They were so confused themselves that they got
everybody ese confused. Just being around them, ligening to them talk, made a man forget what was
important and what wasn't. Being around these guys had made him forget he had a smple job to do. He
hed to make the public like Bossy, that was dl.

He had been jugt plain nuts. The big copy, the red copy, the kick with dl the comph init was Mabdl.
And he hadn’t played her up hardly at dl. The gd had legs, she had teeth, what more could a publicity
mean want? Just amile a ’em, sister, and show ’em your gams, and they'Il buy.

By the time he reached his office in the Kennedy Building, he dready had a campaign mapped ot.
And he had a g&ff, a red qaff of upbeat boys and gds to carry out the detals. The public wanted
Mabd? The public would get Mabd! It was that smple.

He was whidling through his teeth and snapping his gold lighter loudly when his Publicity Department
heads trouped in for the conference he summoned. Ther faces showed an appreciation of his mood.

All day yesterday they had not known what to do. They were like dancers frozen into sill poses by
sud-den dlence as the desperate musc was cut off. Every-thing had come to an end with the fallure of
Bossy, and the empty pause had been ghasily. By evening they had been ready to cut their own throats,
and only the stupor of Brady’s tal cool ones had got them through the night. But now dl was well. The
boss was whidling through his teeth and snapping hislighter.

Hynn needed to give them only the bare outlines of the campaign. They could pick up a beat and
knew what to do with it. The musc was sarting up again around the public relations offices.

As complementary to one another as an expert jam session they trouped out of his office, anxious to
get the variations on the theme suggested. Steve signded to the head production man to wait while he
made a phone cdl. There might be further things to be picked up.

His upbesat mood was running so strong thet Steve was not even set back when Joe refused to dlow
Mabd to be disturbed.

Mabe wasn't able to see photographers and report-ers? Swell, kid! Wonderful. Great copy! By the
way, what was wrong with her? A sort of shock? Stupen-dous! This was more like it. Couldn’'t be
better! Kid, why didn't you tdl me dl this before? Kid, you're jugt plan nutd Can't you see it, fdla?
MABEL ROUSED FROM DEEP COMA TO APPEAR BEFORE WORLD SCIENTISTS! You Brains, you kill me!
Don't you know a dramatic punch when it's smacking you right in the nose? Oh, brother! I'll play that
angle up in such away that they’ll forget dl about Billings. Billings? Who' s Billings? That's what they'll be
saying by this time tomorrow, fdla

Now look here, Joe. | got ajob to do. They gotta forget about Billings. | can't sdl Bossy by playing
up how she falled on him! Man, use some sense. Y ou gotta have postivel You can't sal negativel Look,
boy, | don't care one blasted thing about whether the public gets educated or not. Kennedy says make
"em like Bossy. Kennedy’ s my boss. I’'m gonna make 'em like Bossy. It's that Smplel

He fdt like damming down the phone, but he was a publicity man and years of traning turned on an
autometic charm, instead.

“O.K., fdla? Sure, sure. | see your point. Sure, Joe, anything you want. O.K.? O.K., then.”

He put the phone receiver down and grimaced up to hiswalting production man.

“No fresh pics” he said.

The production man shrugged. There were plenty of sudies from the newsreds taken at the show
yesterday. The boss knew they could be superimposed over any background needed. It wasn't a
cdamity.

“Whatever you say, boss,” he agreed. “Jugt 0 | know what | got to work with.” He'd sold "em high,
he/'d sold "em low. He' d built one thing up today, and built something €lse up tomorrow to top it. It was
dl in the day’s work for him. All he asked was to be let in on what was going on, what was wanted.



He'd produce it.

Thin, blond, deceptively mild, infinitdy obliging, he was ided for his job. He was like Toledo sted,
pliable enough to bend in any direction required, and then sngpping right back as soon as the pressure
eased. Like Steve, he agreed with his opposition, and then did it his own way, anyhow.

He left Steve's office and began to go from depart-ment to department, coordinating, sparking,
blending ideas, giving in to arguments without expressing any opposition and then winning the argument in
the long run through the sheer power of flexihility and resil-ience; he began to get releases on the wires,
layout copy to printers, setting up conferences, aranging influence dates, wheedling or requiring
cooperation as the circumstances indicated.

The communications systems got some new things to talk about.

Chapter XXI

For three days Steve's office kept Mabe hovering on the thin edge between life and desth. Her fever
was up, it was down. She was conscious, she was in a coma. She could eat, she had to be fed
intravenoudy. Bregth by fdtering breath, she fought a vdiant battle for her lifein the columns of the press.

And throughout it dl she was dill young, dill beautiful, dill able to flash her teeth and show her
gams, dill glorioudy photogenic.

As Steve Hynn had predicted, the public forgot dl about Billings This was more like it. Now the full
gory was being told. Nurtured on soap opera, their concepts shaped by Hollywood's interpretation of
what condtitutes drama, which had not changed except in techniques from the days of Pearl White and
the Key-stone Cops, a lagt the public was getting a full-course dinner of doppy sentimentdism and
ersatz amusement park thrills

The principd commentators who dedlt in like mate-rid saw rich fare for their audiences and the
public went on a dizzying binge of concern. Mabd was nobly forgiven for the past life that she had led,
and everyone enjoyed that feding of persona stature by admitting that there might be some good in the
worst of us.

Yet not everyone. For dl his knowledge of his busi-ness of how to play upon public emation like an
atig a a console organ, Steve dipped. The very bulletins which were sdling the public on Mabe, and
through her on Bossy, in the way a car is sold by showing a woman's legs as she dimbs into it, dso
provided the opposition with the materid it had been needing.

Thetime has passed when a company may hand down an edict that no employee below the rank of
top executive may own certain excdusve makes of cars, or roydty say that certain thrills are too good for
com-moners. The time has passed, but the mativation be-hind it has not. The more the common public
exulted, the more the dite ground its teeth in rage. How dare this stupid machine grant immortdity to a
common progtitute and deny it to amean of their own class, Billings? The more the public walowed in its
binge of emationaiam, the more the intdllectuds held doof in disdain.

Some of Joe's discussion had crept into Steve' s cam-paign. Gradudly the public began to redize that
Mabd had gone through a form of dying and being reborn. They saw danger where there had been no
danger, because they preferred it that way.

And life and death was the sole prerogative of the medica profession. By the admisson of Bossy's
own protectors, submisson to Bossy was a matter of life and degth.

They stormed upon Washington in concerted protest. And they provided the hook which
Washington had been seeking. The legidative, the adminidrative, the judicid branches of government had
dl been ask-ing the same question of themselves.

“Who deserves to be perpetuated, made immor-ta?’

And the answer had been obvious to them.

This was something dearly too good for the com-moners, but they had not dared impound the
mechine for this reason. They had needed as aways, some other reason quite remote from their true
motive. The medica professon proved it; Bossy was too dangerous to be left in irresponsible hands.

Stll, this was dection year. The adminigrative and the legidaive branches were directly dependent



upon votes, and the judica was indirectly dependent as even a cursory glance a history would show.

And while Steve Hynn was playing with artistry and mastery upon his console, making the public
laugh and weep, hope and fear, the three forces of government drew together, and with one accord
turned ther eyes toward the Pentagon. The military was not dependent upon votes. And Bossy was
obvioudy a dangerous wegpon of war.

It took little to convince the Chiefs of Staffs of this, for the Chiefs were dill seeing the glorious vison
of endless ranks of perpetudly young men marching into beautiful flaming holocausts of destruction.

Y et even they had learned caution. If someone is to be court-martialed for a mistake, then let it be an
enliged man, or a least an officer of lower rank; one, of course, which had generoudy been eevated
from the ranks and not from an academy.

Kennedy was having breakfast with Joe and Mabel, Carney and Hynn, Billings and Hoskins.

“Who isgoing to be next to try Bossy, Joe?” Ken-nedy asked. He noticed that Joe had fdlen slent a
few moments ago, asif he were thinking deeply on something.

But Joe answered eadly, with alight laugh. “No one has volunteered as yet,” he said.

“ig't that rather an unorganized way of going about it, Joe?’ Kennedy asked.

There was a sharp exdamation of surprise, darm, from Mabd. Kennedy caught a fleging glance in
her direction from Joe. There had been dmogt awarning in the glance. Suddenly for no apparent reason,
the room chilled. Mabel’ s face was pae, but she forced a amile and tried to urge more coffee on Hynn.

Perhaps the most curious expresson was Carney’s. Up until Kennedy had asked the question about
who was going to be next to try Bossy, Carney had obvi-oudy been minding his manners, and trying to
make light chitchat in the manner of Brains. But now the man's face was contorted, as if he were fighting
some inner battle with himsdf, as if he had a grest fear and was trying to tdl himsdf that it was
groundless.

And over it dl lay bewilderment and yearning, and londiness.

Joe did not answer Kennedy's question. Kennedy was watching him dosdy. He saw Joe's eyes lift
to the door behind where Kennedy sat. He saw Mabel’ s eyes go to the same spot.

It was after both of them were looking at the door that the knock came. And then the door opened
without waiting for invitation. Superintendent Jones stuck his head in the door.

“There are soldiers a the gate,” he quavered. “They say if we don't let them in they'll shdl the gate
down. They're here to take over Bossy.”

Chapter XXI1

Joe had just switched off his bed lamp and was sgttling back into his pillow when a warning came to
him. The premonition was as clear and didtinct as the ringing of abell.

He swung his feet to the floor and in the darkness groped for his robe and dippers. Someone was
geding down the corridor in this wing of the Margaret Ken-nedy Clinic, and was making a great effort
not to be heard. It was the intense concentration on avoiding attention which had telepathed the warning
to Joe.

In the same ingtant that he focused his psionic sight, Joe perceived that the prowler was Doc Carney;
thet the old con man was intent on reaching Bossy.

Bossy! But that would be impossible for the old man. Bossy was under padliock and government
sedl; with a soldier posted before each door of the operating amphitheater. The guard had been there
snce early morning, changed a two-hour intervals.

Themilitary had established its beachhead, the main forces had not yet moved up. The impounding of
Bossy by aamdl contingent was a scouting misson. The strength of the opposing forces had not yet been
deter-mined.

The Pentagon had not been worried about Ken-nedy’s forces. These were dready damoring in
Washington for an injunction to stop the saizure of Bossy, but this was to be expected. The man
oppostion, the one which had not yet declared itsdf, was public reaction. There was dso fear of Bossy,
hersdf. The machine had not been fully tested. It might have un-known driking powers. If it were as



close to the human mind as was clamed, it might turn vindictive, revenge-ful.

Through devious channds to baffle investigators and wear out the publicity vaue long before the truth
came to light, the Pentagon sent out its task force to draw the enemy’ sfire, and waited.

That was Jo€'s summation of the background, and now here was Carney tiptoeing down the
corridor, a kit of burglar tools in one hand, intent on bregking in to Bossy. His motivation was clear to
Joe, if not to himsdf.

Ever snce Mabd had goneinto therapy, Carney had been a lost man. For the fird timein his life he
knew what it was to be completely done. There was no companionship left for im back on skid row,
and Mabd, his pd, his only tie to the old mores of his existence, had become something else entirdly.
There had never been love between them, contrary to gossp; there had never even been physcd
attraction. They were amply two old people who had led the same kind of life, drawn together out of
mutua respect, and held together in a close orbit because there was no pull from any other direction.

That was dl changed now. His whole world was changed. Even his contempt, his disgust, his fear of
Brains had changed. They, too, were just guys who made the best of things, tried to get dong according
to their own lights. This had been the evolution of histhinking snce the time Joe had ingsted he leave skid
row and come to the Margaret Kennedy Clinic. He didn’'t understand why Joe had ingsted upon it, he
didn't have to be told that there was no need for him there, that he was smply in the place, not of it. He
wasn't even in the way; he was't even that important.

He was confused, he was londly, he was no longer certain of anything. He, without knowing it, was
ready for Bossy. And he was drawn to Bossy as though to a magnet. He was searching for Mabdl, and
the only way to find her was through Bossy. They talked about the immortdity Bossy could give you, but
that was't what he wanted. He amply wanted to know, to under-stand, to find comprehension because
now he knew he had none.

The one remaining spark of his old life was his resentment at the padlock on Bossy’s door. The lock
was a symbal of his whole life. He had dways ether been locked out or locked in. There had dways
been alock between him and the thing he wanted. A lock had become a chalenge. It was a chdlenge he
could not resst. He had wavered in indecison before, know-ing very wel that even if he again found
Mabd through Bossy it would not be the same as it had been before, but as soon as the padlock was
placed there his mind was made up. The symbal had been inserted agan between him and what he
wanted. He rose to the chd-lenge.

His motives were quite clear to Joe; and Joe breathed a huge sgh of rdief. He had wondered when
Carney would come around to it.

When the old man was safdy past his door, Joe dipped out into the corridor behind him. He set up a
protecting wave fiddd which would prevent the old man from hearing him, or seeing him if he turned
around.

And he set up awave fidd of illuson around old Carney himsdf.

At the next turn of the corridor, Carney paused to case the Stuation ahead. It was nearly midnight,
and the young soldier on guard, feding that by now the lieutenant would be safdy in bed and adeep, had
pulled a chair up in front of this main entrance to the operating amphitheater. He had tilted his chair back
agang the door and was dozing there comfortable with his rifle across his knees, dreaming of the next
twenty-four-hour pass and the little brunette he had met on a Hyde Street cable car.

Alternative plans came into Carney’ s thoughts. He could rush the soldier, who seemed to be adeep,
or he could make a noise and wake him, then stop to pass the time of night with the kid who was
probably bored and lonesome and find an opportunity to clonk him on the head.

Joe decided to take a further hand. Either scheme seemed unlikdy for success. Into the young
soldier’s dream, hdf reverie and hdf red on the edge of deep, Joe injected the image of a frowning
officer. It was not just the lieutenant, not even a captain. This was big brass, red brass. GHQ duff. There
was a guilt feding in the young man’s mind anyway because he had settled back and was regting his eyes,
it was not difficult to materidize the symbol of retribution.

The soldier stirred uneasly and his movement de-cided Carney on the latter plan. He would just



happen by and start taking. At the sound of a footstep, the symbol of retribution crystalized into redity.
The sol-dier’s eyes popped open in sheer horror. He pitched forward from his char and somehow
managed to get to atention without dropping hisrifle.

The sngpping to attention, the look of horrified awe shocked Carney into immobility also. For along
mo-ment, the two of them stood there, each immobile. The guard's worst fears were confirmed. He saw
be-fore hm a generd, atwo-star generd. He had been caught deeping at his post by a two-star genera!
He opened his mouth twice before he could get words to come out.

“S-sorry, s9r,” he sammered. The effort, feeble as it was, revived the pattern of self-preservation.
“l ... | wasjud resing my bad leg ... twisted it on the range yesterday ...

Carney stared a the soldier in disbelief. The kid had gone nuts. They were dl wacky.

Joe gave the soldier hisfirg faint gleem of hope. This generd wasn't interested in him. He wasn't
there to check up on the guard. He had important business. He had come by plane from Washington to
make a persona ingpection of this Bossy machine. But his vist was drictly hush-hush. Secret sniff.
Classfied! Restricted! Off limitd No enlised men adlowed. Offi-cers only. The pattern was familiar,
believable.

“l want in there, right now, a once,” Carney heard his lips forming the words crisply, and wondered
where they came from.

“Yes, dr,” the soldier dmogt whispered. “Thank you, dSr. But, dr, | don't have a key, gr. The
lieuten-ant, Sr—" Hefdt a little easier. If the generd couldn’t get in it was the lieutenant’s fault. And he
hed used enough srs to placate even a two-star generdl.

Carney opened hiskit of burglar tools and fished out aring of skeleton keys. That ring was the pride
and joy, the lifetime collection of one of the boys who was now donating some time to the State.

“Try these” he said, and tossed them to the guard.

As key dfter key falled, the soldier grew more and more nervous urtl findly when one did work he
was S0 rdlieved that he flung the door open, bresking the government sedl, without a second thought.

“Right in here, ar,” he said hurriedly. “I’ll see that you're not disturbed, sr. Thank you, sr. Thank
you, SIR ... | mean.”

Carney blinked at him owlishly. He didn’'t under-stand it, he didn’'t even understand himsdlf, the way
he' d acted. The kid soldier had apparently snapped his cap, but then what could you expect these days?
He patted the boy on the shoulder.

“Takeit easy, son,” he said kindly. “You ain't no worse off than anybody ese”

Tears of gratitude weled up in the soldier’s eyes. Now, for the firgt time, he understood this feding of
loydty they were dways tdling im he' d better have, or ese. Here was a red officer, a regular guy. The
kind of an officer you could go through hdl fo—He blinked the tears away and sduted, not truding
himsdf to spesk.

Carney shook his bald head pityingly, and shuffled into the operating room.

When the door had closed behind Carney, Joe turned and ran back down the corridor to Hoskins
room. He shook the cyberneticist awake and dragged him, protesting, across the hdl to the suite
assigned to Bill-ings When both of them were auffidently awake to understand him, he told them what
hed happened and brigfly outlined his plan.

Billings looked uncertain, but Hoskins ddightedly smashed hisfig into the pam of his other hand.

“Good work, Joe,” he exdamed. “It's worth atry, anyway. Come on, Jonathan.”

“Jugt walk right past the guard,” Joe cautioned. “Don’t say aword.”

He hurried to his own room and phoned Steve Hynn. The phone rang a long time before he heard
Steve growl an angry response.

At fird Steve didn't get it. Joe repeated the essentid facts of his plan. Steve got it then. He whooped
joy-fully into the phone, anger and deep forgotten.

“Genius, kid! Pure, homogenized geniud You just keep control over there and waich Steve Hynn go
into his super best!”



Chapter XXII1

There was atime when scientists believed that when vapor in a cloud reached 32°F the fog froze, as
respectable water should, and formed into snowflakes—all nice and tidy and dependable. Fidd tests, in
the contrary way of redity, did not confirm them. Sometimes the temperature was as much as 60°F
colder than freezing, and 4ill the stubborn cloud refused to coagulate into snow. Then they found that a
mere handful of dry ice could turn a whole railing cloud into a sudden snowstorm.

The mass psychology of the public mind was like that. Potentia would build up, higher and higher,
and dill there would be no mass reaction. A straw would be tossed to see which way the wind blew, and
would fdl to earth unnoticed. Many a palitician, many a pollster, assumed from this that there was no
reection potentia.

Then some indgnificart little thing, some complete trividity, would seed the public mind, and a raging
sorm, over gpparently nothing, would ensue. To those who had no conception of the forces of mass
psychol-ogy, this made the public mind unpredictable.

Steve Hynn did not know the scientific terms to account for his mastery of public emotion; but he
knew something better. He knew how to fed the mass psy-chology potentia, and when and how to seed
it to make it crysdlize. He could not have held his own in the bright patter of devadtating epigrams which
rolled so eadly off the tongues of the lunatic intdlectud fringe which had moved over from art and into
science; but he could do where they could only talk about.

He withhdd breaking the news of Carney’s therapy for hour after hour. The public mind had too high
apotentid of unbaance from Billings falurein Bossy to risk another such fiasco.

Quietly, working completely behind the scenes, swearing each contact to secrecy, he set the stage for
another world-wide tdevison show. He even made the mistake, a part of his wdl cdculated plan, of
letting a notorioudy unethica news commentator get word of what was happening just before that worthy
went on the air.

The commentator scooped the world with the rumor that Bossy was being tried again.

It was the handful of dry ice in a high potentid of mass psychology. The tornado, the typhoon, the
cyclone of public reaction was sudden and complete. Under normd circumstances, when the military had
found its beachhead squad outmaneuvered, a larger contingent would have been sent in to take over and
stop dl this nonsense.

But, in view of the public clamor to be let in on what was happening, the mobs which gathered
outsde of newspaper offices and broadcasting studios dl over the nation, the unaccountable mobs like
those in an old-fashioned movie sorming the paace gates, the Pentagon found it expedient to get dl
snarled up in orders and countermanded orders so that no action resulted.

The Chief of Staff was suddenly out of the city on urgent business. He could not be reached for a
deci-sion. Back down through the echdons, rank by rank, went the respongbility for decison. Back
across the continent to San Francisco it traveled. Back to Area Headquarters. Back to Post. Back to the
lieutenant, who took the only possible course—and turned the whole thing over to his sergeant.

“l know | can depend on you to take the appropriate action,” he said crisply.

The sergeant nodded. He had been expecting it dl the time. He would just keep changing the guard,
the quite usdess guard the way everybody and his dog kept running in and out of the room, until
somebody, somewhere made a decision.

The stage was set, and Bossy, bless her, was cooper-ating. To question after question, she answered
in-gantly and smply:

“Progress satidfactory.”

Assured by Joe, Billings and Hoskins, at noon Steve Hynn decided there was every chance the
experiment on Carney would be a success. The scene in the amphi-theater, set up again under the same
conditions as the experiment on Billings, flashed on the televison screens in millions of homes.

Sowly, the amphithegter filled again with the re-nowned scientists of the world.



By 9x o' clock the public began to get bored, restive. Carney’s tired old body lay on the table under
the glare of tdevidon lights and its only movement was its rhythmic breathing, and occasiona enigmatic
twitch of the fada muscles, the tensing and rdaxing of fin-gers and toes. There wasn't much to see. The
entertain-ment vaue of watching an il man deep islimited.

One by onethe TV chains returned to more remuner-ative programs where the public would fed at
home in the old familiar dliché dtuations and gags that had passed for entertainment from time
immemorid. Each chain promised to devote a hdf hour here and there, and anyone who redly wished to
hang upon Carney’s every breath could do so by judicoudy twirling his did.

Steve Hynn's gaff did a magnificent job of interest buildup; bringing in dl the old phony hackneyed
Stu-ations guaranteed to make the public love Carney. His dead-end childhood around the wharves of
the Embarcadero read like a chapter from Lincoln's life. Carney became a tow-headed little tot who
gudied by the light of street lamps, and lectured his play-mates on the mord principles involved in
geding apples. His youthful years a juvenile delinquent in-gtitutions provided ingpiration for a repetition
of the sentimenta prose of Dickens. The mature years de-veloped into a search for comprehenson, a
misunder-stood men buffeted by society, one of nature' s noble martyrs.

The public had its biggest cry since Camille They stared at their TV screens with the fascination of
the crowd who gathers at the scene of a murder and just 1ooks.

In the days that passed Steve's office brought the public up to date on Carney’s later life The
friendship between old Mabd and old Carney became a great and noble thing, touched with humor and
bathos, unenliv-ened by any hint of turgid passion. Mabel had Smply rescued an old childhood friend and
had given him back his salf-respect—in view of the whitewashing job done it was not quite clear how he
hed logt it—by making him manager of her picturesque little pawn-shop down on Third Street.

Within an hour the pawnshop was completely cleaned out of dl its merchandise by souvenir hunters
who would pay any price for adightly used jimmy or the hubcap of an out-of-date automobile.

Theworld took skid row to her motherly bosom and the winos hovering in cold doorways became
the bewildered recipients of much good advice and some help. The shortline became both proud and
resentful of their new status. The professona do-gooders had been at it long enough to have a least a
little under-gtanding of why a man was on the shortline in the firg place. These new uplifters made the
men uncomfort-able. But they endured it, in the passve way they had endured dl the other outrageous
demands of a society with which they had never been able to cope.

And they knew that within a week or two the good-will jag would pass, and be as faded and tired as
aforgotten Christmas wreath on the tenth of January.

In fact, the camdlia of compassion was adready sarting to turn brown around the edges, showing that
first Sgn of decay.

“Why?" some of the more respectable members of society were beginning to ask. “Why is Bossy
success-ful only with the most disreputable creatures that could be found? What kind of warped minds
hed rigged the machine so that it would give immortdity only to the worst dregs of society?’

Accustomed to rigging everything from dot machines to semantics in favor of some particular group,
they could not conceive of a machine which had not been rigged and danted ddliberately.

Deep benesth the roar of the crowd which was de-lighted by it dl, the voices of the people who
redly mattered began to coa esce into an opinion which began to be heard around Washington.

It was on the eighth day that some changes in Carney began to be evident. Step by step, and this
time for the awed eyes of the world, Carney duplicated the pattern of renewal followed by Mabdl.

The plasma supply suddenly became a very im-portant item.

“More plasma” Bossy's screen would announce. The TV commentator would murmur in his best
bedside voice

“More plasma”

Then, after the requisite two-second pause, the an-nouncer would add:

“This plasma transfusion is by courtesy of Midvade Memorid Hospitd, Oakland, fully equipped and
daffed for your every need. Luxurious service, modest prices. Pay-as-you-go-plan.”



The figure on the operating table sraightened its tired old bones, flaked off the outer epidermis of
faded skin, shed the lank wisps of dirty gray hair. The figure of a vibrant young man began to emerge,
strong and lithe and beautiful.

The tenth day passed. Now there was a renewed interest in watching the tdevison screen. All the
world knew that Mabel had emerged on the tenth day. But to repeated questions on when Doc Carney
would emerge, Bossy smply answered:

“Progress satisfactory.”

Perhaps it was the basic differences between the masculine and the feminine psyche which lengthened
the therapy; perhaps there were just more cells to be re-educated. Or perhaps it was the additiond facts
which Joe had fed into Bossy. Facts about psionics, which he hoped would be fed into the patient’s mind
to condition him to the shock of unshidded norma minds

Whatever the reason, it was the twdfth day before Bossy, without any buildup, fanfare, or
pyrotechnics of any kind, made her announcement.

“Project completed.” Bossy lacked showmanship.

But Steve Hynn did not. The release of every eec-trode from Carney’s pulse points was played up
as if it were world sheking. For that crucid moment neces-sary in catering to psychaticaly frustrated
woman-hood, the view of the cameras was obscured by the doctors hovering around; and when the
public saw him again, the towd which had been draped across Carney’s body had been replaced by a
pair of conven-tiona shorts.

The cameras were focused fully upon his face when he opened his eyes. There was no daze in them.
Thar fird expresson was one of amusement, adlinting flicker of mischief. Aided by Billings he sat up and
looked about him. His eyes found Joe.

“Hi, fdla” he said. They were hisfirg words.

It was dl close enough to stock plot number X672, Patient Regains Consciousness after Critical
[lIness, for the public to understand it. The public cried, it laughed, it shouted, it rang bells, blew whistles,
got drunk, enjoyed itsdf in a naiond spontaneous Mardi Gras.

With a flourish Steve Hynn provided dacks, an open-throated sports shirt, socks and shoes. To take
away the lagt vedtige of an unkempt look, a barber began to cut Carney’s hair. The rust colored hair
shaped into a brigling snappy Kyle favored by the hot young bloods of the day.

Carney accepted it dl, quietly and pliably. He was impassve except for atiny crinkle of humor at the
corners of hiseyes.

In the days to fallow twenty million young men would be diligently practicing before their mirrors to
et that same spontaneous crinkle of good humor.

“Areyou ableto tak to us?” Steve Hynn asked Carney.

Again there was that quegtioning flicker of eyes toward Joe.

“Of course,” Carney answered after the briefest of hestations.

He endured the process of milking the Stuation for dl the ham drama there was in it which TV
considers so necessary to public enjoyment of its programs. Yes, he fdt wonderful. Yes, he was very
happy and grateful for his restored youth. No, it had not been unpleasant or painful. Yes, he remembered
everything which had gone on. No, he didn't redize it had been twelve days, it seemed to be over in an
indant, and yet it had seemed to go on for dl eternity. No, he had never doubted it would be a success.
Y es there were times when it had been difficult to comprehend Bossy, it was dl so different from what he
hed believed; but he had been willing to listen. Yes, he would say the willingness to ligen was a vitd
factor. Yes, of course he expected to resume his friendship with Mabdl.

“No,” he answered to a more direct question. “There is no question of a romance between Mabdl
and me. Mabd has dready found the one she loves, my best friend over there—Joe Carter.”

Like Bossy, he seemed to lack showmanship. It was said so quietly, dmost tossed away, that even
Steve faled to grasp the import of it dl a once. Then, franticdly, Steve waved the camera to focus on
Joe. Here was news as important as Carney’ s revivd. Ma-bel wasin lovel

The cameras focused over where Joe sat. It was the fird time that Joe Carter had come fully into the
eye of the public.



Out of camera range for the moment, Carney a-lowed hislips to broaden into a delighted grin.

“Come on, Joe,” he flashed pdonicdly. “Take it like a man. That's what you told me to do, when |
asked if | should answer those stupid questions.”

Joe' s face was controlled, but he flashed back an answer.

“Vey wdl—Geoffery-Mortimonte.”

Carney burgt into a soundless chuckle.

“You are good,” he conceded. “I thought the little secret of my fancy names was known only to
Bossy and me”

“I'll make it Jeff,” Joe promised, while he contin-ued to nod and smile into the impertinent cameras.
“And let's keep Carney as a last name. You're public property now, and thereé's no use confusng
people.”

The public, who had thought its cup was full, found the cup now running over. Here was stock
gtuaion Faithful Friend-Girl-Lover. Would there be ajuicy triangle? Crime and tragedy of passon? Who
knew what uncontrolled fires of tenor this rejuvenation would unleash?

The public licked its lipsin anticipation.

Chapter XXIV

The public’s cup was not the only vessel full and overflowing. For the firg time, Joe had found both
love and companionship. For the firg time, in a lifelime of bottomless londiness, there were those of his
own species with whom he could communicate. Denied love before, because he could not reconcile
himsdf to the norma mind, firs he had been given Mabd.

But Mabd was wise. Even before she had gone into Bossy, she knew that no woman could fill dl of
a man's life, tha her rddionship to hm was compart-mentalized, that the woman who tries to
monopolize both love and companionship usudly winds up with neither. She did not pretend to fill more
than awoman’s placein Joe' s life.

In the indant recognition when Carney came out of Bossy, an ingdantaneous bond of masculine
compan-ionship even while J&ff was dill on the table attached to the lead controls into Bossy, the last
ache of Jo€' s chronic londliness was eased and dilled.

Jeff, too, would need love, but not yet. In time there would be other women who could surrender
thar values to Bossy’s corrections. The three of them, Ma-bel and J&f and Joe, knew with complete
certainty that the public would be denied its anticipated scandal, and could somehow survive without it.

The days passed. The schedule of televison appear-ances began to dacken. The three were dlowed
occa-sional moments to themsdves. Mabel and Jeff were public property. Joe, whose place in the tota
scheme of Bossy was dill known only to Billings and Hoskins, dthough suspected by Kennedy and
Hynn, was ami-nor bit of public property by virtue of hislove affar with Mabdl.

The psionic communion the three of them shared was completely beyond the levd of news releases.
True, around the dinic, there was consderable wonder at the way Mabdl and Jeff adopted Joe, some dy
com-ment about the secret reasons for the insgparability of the three, some recdling of Mabd’s past life
and caritidsm of Bossy that such things were not cured—but no comprehension.

There was a hedthier concern, too, over the fact that the three of them began to dip away from the
Clinic. Superintendent Jones admonished them with a sheking finger, and Steve Hynn portrayed the
horrors of being mobbed by an admiring public; but to dl questions and admonishments, Joe made a
ample re-ply: “They need to get out and contact some of the world at firgt hand. We do not hold with the
prevailing theory of psychology that the way to understand men isto shut onesdf off from himin an ivory
tower. We think the way to understand menisto look at them.”

It was more than that, of course. Bossy, with the materid given her by Joe, had done an excellent job
of preparing Carney againg the shock of raw and un-shieddded human motivations. His reactions were
amused and hedthy.

But Mabd, unprepared because Joe had not redlized what a shock sudden esperance would bring,
dill needed further therapy. Her background helped, of course. Her knowledge had been wide and deep.



But even in such a house, as under the questioning of the most skilled psychologist, mankind ill conceals
more than it revedls.

And there was 4ill another reason for ther occa-siona escape from the Clinic. It was a heding
therapy for Joe, too, that he should now be able to walk the same dtreets in ful companionship which he
hed walked in such complete londiness, shut off from al others because there had been no others. A man
likes and needs to take his new love and his new friend to see the places he has known, to see them
again through fresh, ddighted eyes, to show the beauty and to lessen the memory of ugliness.

They were young.

Most often they took the car which Kennedy had placed at Jo€'s disposa, and went down from the
hillsinto Berkeley. They had no difficulty in blurring their features for anyone who looked closdly, and
eedly passed as three students from the adjoining campus of the Universty of Cdifornia, they were
regarded by the townspeople as just three more specimens of the ten thousand examples of learned brain

lessness.

All around them, wherever they walked, was the clamor of man’s thoughts about immortdity. In the
fashion of a catch phrase which unaccountably sweeps the country, everyone knew that only five per cent
of human beings were worth perpetuating.

At a bus stop, two homeward-bound businessmen were being practical about the whole problem.

“The things we' ve gotta watch,” one of them said, “is to see that some bunch of subversves don't get
control of thisthing. What we need is a committee of sound-thinking people in each community to decide
on who should get immortd.”

“Yeeh,” the other agreed ingantly. “You know as wdl as | do that only about five per cent of any
commurnity take hold of their respongibilities. The rest are dead weight.”

“Yeah, that's been proved by datistics. Now you take you and me, Henry. We're successful
business-men. How many people can make the grade? Only about five percent! And you and me, we
gotta carry dl the rest of the people on our backs.” He waved vagudy in the direction of the universty,
and saw three students, coming down the sdewak toward him. He lowered his voice

“And | don't mean just employees, ether. You take dl them high and mighty professors up there.
Where would they be if us businessmen didn’t carry them on our backs?’

Henry pursed hislipsjudicioudy.

“Wedl, you're right, Harry. But we gotta be big about this thing. Can't afford to be narrow-minded
and not see the other fdlow’s point of view. Takes dl kinds of people to make aworld you know.”

“Oh, sure, sure, Henry. But on the other hand birds of a feather flock together and too many cooks
spail the soup. When you boail it dl down there's dill only about five per cent of the people that aren’t
completdy worthless”

They fdl dlent as the three young people came within earshot.

Mabd and Joe both gasped at the sudden spasm of laughing mischief which flooded Jeff’s mind.

“No, Jf,” Joe murmured aloud. “Don't.”

But Jff lacked Jo€'s lifeime of caution and con-cedlment. He spoke just loudly enough to be
over-heard, and in the learned accents of the scholar which practical men find so insufferable,

“l tdl you we mugt be careful who is dlowed im-mortdity. Some attention must be given to the
appear-ance of the humean race.”

He seemed to become conscious that the two men were watching them.

The three passed the two on the sdewak. Each group was Slent so as not to be eavesdropped
upon. Each group eyed the other with a compound of con-temptuous and amused hodlility which usudly
sepa-rates one generation from another.

“Think what the human race would look like,” Jeff continued, dill in earshot, “if a couple of tubs of
lard like those two were given immortdity to seed the earth with broadbottomed, pot-bellied kiddl”

Mabd gasped and staggered under the impact of the wave of choleric fury which swept over them.
Even J&f was slenced. Mabe drew a deep breath and straightened.

“Your therapy is pretty strenuous, Jeff,” she said. “A couple of days ago | couldn’'t have taken a blast

like that.”



Jeff’s concern washed over her, hedling, soothing.

“I didn’t think about the effect of ther reaction on you, Mabd,” he said contritely. “I was just testing
to see just how hig about it dl they were capable of being when they made their sdlections. In their minds
they had dready summed us up and rejected us, you know.”

“I'm glad to know | can takeit,” Mabd sad.

“Yes,” Joe agreed dlently. “So am I. Let’s turn this corner wide open, without tegting fird. Try to
gtay wide open. I'll be there”

They turned the corner—wide open. The visud scene and the psionic scene both lay in clear view.

A car, driven by a scholarly old gentleman, had just pulled past the pumps of the service sation and
over to the door of the garage a one sSide. The motor was missing, would the mechanic please look into
it? The mechanic lifted the hood, and saw that one of the wires from the digtributor cap had worked
loose. Wel of dl the supid old goats. Naturdly that spark plug wouldn't fire without any juice getting to
itt He curbed the impulse to flare up in disgust at the helplessness of driversin generd. All the guy had to
do waslift the hood and look!

But that was human beings for you. Ninety-five per cent of them wouldn’'t know a piston ring from a
fan belt. If it weren't for the five per cent of guys like himsdf, guys who knew what made motorstick, the
whole avilization would come to a stop. No matter how mechanized things gat, it dill boiled down to five
per cent of the people carrying the other ninety-five per cent on ther backs!

Interplayed with his thoughts was the great excite-ment in the old man’s mind. He was on his way up
to the Univergty with an unmigtakable connecting link between the Tu'un and the Sung Dynagly in
Chinee Art. He was filled with dation a this long sought discovery. He could hardly contain his
impetience at the delay, but hisvist would be along one and lagt far into the night; a night of exhilarating
discussion. And if that pesty motor got worse he might be left afoot. The mechanic was Hill bent over the
frame of the car, fiddling with wires.

The old gentleman tasted the triumph of saying to the mechanic, “I have just discovered the
connecting link between—" The awe which would fill the man's face!

Then redization. The mechanic probably wouldn’t even recognize a Ming piece, much less a Tu' un!
Like the ample peasants of China, beasts of tail and burden, living only to deep, to eat, to procreate ther
own misary.

It was only about five per cent of mankind which carried the lamp of knowledge and kept it glowing!
Only five per cent to carry the other ninety-five per cent on their backs. He unconscioudy straightened
his back, asif to dhift the load, make it easier to bear.

From the window of his third-floor walk-up across the street, a middle-aged writer looked down on
the scene below him. Gradualy his eyes focused on the three students, the mechanic and the old man.
His thoughts left his space scout dill fighting the controls of his ship to keep from being pulled into the
aun, and, instead, analyzed the people below himin terms of his possible reading public. It would be a
miracdle if more than one of these belonged to the dite five per cent who read his stuff.

What a tragedy, what a horrible condemnation of the human race. Ninety-five per cent of the culture
lagged far behind, as much as a quarter to ahdf cen-tury. Only five per cent were capable of speculating
about a new idea, looking to the future, harbingers of progress. Five per cent who had to carry the rest of
the culture on their backs, otherwise man would never progress at dl!

Jeff could not resist the temptation. He shafted a thought into the writer’s mind.

“Thetroubleis” the writer said doud to himsdf in the way writers have, “ninety-five per cent of the
people think in terms of Ingle values. But what about multiple values?”

At firg the words made no sense to him, aso charac-teristic of writers, then he rushed over to his
type-writer. He was triumphant & the breadth, the incredible vastness, of his inspiration. He tore the helf
finished page of space opera out of his machine. With nervous haste he threaded in a new page. He
poised hisfingers.

He did not write.



He picked up the pages of the hdf finished story from his desk. He did not even need to glance
through them to know they were dready out of date. His pseudo science andyss was no more than
some tricky gpplications of thin sngle vaues. He tore the manuscript across and threw the pieces in the
wastebasket.

He poised his fingers over the keyboard again. But no sentences formed into his mind to flow through
hisfingers. What would happen to his popularity with his audience if he implied that the beloved scientific
method was a sngle vaue, only one way of interpre-ting redity? Were the disciples of science sufficiently
sdentific to question their own articles of faith? And what did he mean, even by these questions? He fdt
hisingpiration dipping avay from himin chaos and confuson.

He got up and walked over to the window where he had firg fdt his inspiration. Of course it wasn't
superdtition. But then, what about superdtition? Had superdtition ever been investigated in terms of multi
vaued logic? How could each man be so pogtive that his path, and only his was the road to
comprehenson?

He gasped his exasperation and concentrated on the scene of redity. The ederly man was driving out
of the garage. The mechanic was putting five dollars into the cash drawer. Odd, how he knew the
denomination of that bill with such certainty! The three students had reached the corner of the block, and
were turning it. Odd, that there seemed to be some connection between them and the inspiration he had
just fdt. Association of ideas, of course. They had been within his vison range when he had thought of
the concept; therefore the concept was associated with them. Elementary psy-chology, nothing
mydterious about it at all.

But then, wasn't that explaining thingsin terms of Sngle values and dismissng the thought as solved?

The ingpiration flooded him again, and the writer was appalled. What if each of those people down
there on the street represented the only worthwhile five per cent?

What if, to them, he, an acknowledged brilliant writer in idea speculation, were merdly one of the
worthless ninety-five per cent? He walked dowly over to his typewriter and sat down again. But he did
not write anything—not yet.

“Indant acceptance of an idea is as saf-defedting as indant rgection,” he mumbled, and wondered
where the words came from. “The implications of multi-vaues cannot be mastered in five seconds.”

The thought consoled him a little, for the implication was that, in time, it might be mastered; that the
destruc-tion of sngle-vaue foundations only appeared to pro-duce chaos because one didn't know how
to find order in the new relaionships of things. Thet is, not yet.

Chapter XXV

The cdlamor which followed JEf Carney’s rguve-nation mounted to a nationd frenzy. Everybody
wanted Bossy. Business and in-dusiry wanted Bossy, for quite asde from her rguve-nation possihilities,
Bossy was the universd subdtitute for undependable manpower, the sure cure for faulty management
judgment. Every government agency had to have Bossy immediately. There was no other possible way of
solving the intricate and massive com-plexities of ther responsbilities.

Both the sincere and the power-grabbing investigative committees had to have Bossy for obvious
rea-sons. Law enforcement agencies saw the ultimate lie detector which no one could baffle. There was
no end to the daims upon Bossy, no restraint upon the specia axes which Bossy could grind. There was
no concep-tion that Bossy transcended singlevaued frameworks, fostered no narrow vison, no findy
meshed prgudice screen of the only possible right.

The Secretaries of the Interior and Treasury nearly came to blows in the anteroom of the White
House, where each was waiting to see the Chief Executive to demand exclusive jurisdiction over Bossy.
The incipi-ent fray was hated only by the confusion of arrivas of the Secretaries of State and Defense to
press amilar demands.

“Quite obvioudy,” sad State, flicking a speck of dust from his Homburg, “Bossy mug be reserved
for internationa diplomacy. There can’t possbly be—"

“Nonsense,” snorted Defense. “Bossy is obvioudy the ultimate weapon. It would be suicide for any



but the Armed Forces to have control over her.”

“Bossy is a revenue problem,” stubbornly ingsted Treasury. “Already two people have been made
im-mortal, without payment of taxes. Why the cessation of inheritance taxes done—"

“Bossy isanationd resource,” shouted Interior.

Foreign governments, present and budding dicta-tors, here and abroad, dl wanted Bossy. Moscow
pointed out, blandly, that she had as much right to Bossy, for peaceful pursuits of course, as she did to
the atomic science which had been given to her so fredy. The Médfia planned the greatest kidnap scheme
of dl time the kidnapping of Bossy. What race track, what gambling casino could possbly play
percentages againd Bossy?

The post office demanded Bossy as the only possible solution to handling the avdlanche of mal which
was pouring into the Kennedy Enterprises—the offers, the specid dedls, the demands, the thregts, the
dams

Steve Hynn's masterpiece had received public opin-ion.

As the days passed the chaos of reaction began to coagulate into masses of definite opinion. As yet
the opinion was undirected. The machinery of the opinion controllers had not yet taken up the load. The
coditions in Washington had not yet formulized cooperative policy, catch phrases had not yet been
manufactured to supply magnetic idands around which convictions could form.

For the fird time in more than a generation people were reacting independently, honestly, with
opinions undanted to directive semantic loads. The preponder-ance of mail, therefore, showed more trust
in Kennedy than in any of the five percent groups who were trying to get Bossy. The |etters pleaded with
Kennedy not to sdl out the people.

There was a strange undercurrent of pleading with him not to release Bossy even though they later
de-manded he should—as if, indinctively, they knew that when the machinery of opinion control got to
working again they could not resst it. Like acoholics, knowing that when the ready-made drink of esslly
adopted opin-ion was placed before them they could not resst it, they pleaded with Kennedy to keep
sober and get them safdy home.

It was the age-old drama being played out again. As soon as they were able to reconcile differences
among themsalves, the sdf-appointed few would at firg sub-tly, by dightly danted news releases, by
vocd inflec-tions in reading supposedly unbiased copy, begin to formulate public opinion. Through the
use of seman-tics the few would become the many. As dways just one drink would lead into a totd
drunk.

The conscience bearers, secure in the mass of sup-porting opinion, could then say doud: “We, and
only we, are ordained to decide what shdl become of Bossy. We intend to be nice about this if you
falow dong docildly, but if you should resst—"

The man in the street, forlornly, could predict no other outcome. The pattern and the precedence had
been so wel established, he could see no escape.

These demands upon Kennedy to protect Bossy from fdling into the control of specid interests did
not go unnoticed in Washington. There were others there as responsve as Steve Hynn to the temper of
the people. The acid of peopl€’s trust in an outsider coagulated the mixtures in Washington as nothing
else would. Concessions were made among opposing interests. A formula of control took tentetive form.

In view of the temper of the people, direct oppos-tion to Kennedy was unwise. Just possibly they
might kill the goose which laid the golden egg. Bossy was dill largdy an unknown quantity. Kennedy's
scientists were not the only ones who had tried to build, indepen-dently, a duplicate of Bossy and failed.
Other groups had faled even more miserably than Kennedy's men, for the unwillingness to consider
another point of view than their own was greater among men who would not have that bond of loydty to
Kennedy as an assistance to progress.

They might find themsalves in the pogition of the savage who could possibly figure out how to steer a
car which had its motor running, or by trid and error find and turn the ignition key to get the motor
garted; but be completdy baffled if the distributor key had been removed. It would be better to move
cautioudy, to get hold of Bossy while she was lill intact.



A ded mug be made to get Bossy into their hands while she was intact and working. Once they got
Bossy, then the ded could be repudiated.

The danger from Billings and Hoskins was dight. They were only scientists. And scientists are noted
for avoiding any respongbility for the implications of their work upon mankind. They asked only to be fed
and housed and alowed to tinker around in their work-shops, leaving it to the practical men to run the
world the way it should be run.

Joe Carter was jugt a kid who had been secretary of the project, and his only daim to fame was that
Mabd had fdlenin love with him. Boy, that mugt be redly something, consdering what she had been 4l
her lifd He' d have his hands full, and anyway he was alight-weight who could be ignored.

That left only Kennedy, himsdf. And Kennedy was open to dedls. He'd made them by the hundreds
around Washington. There wasn't any reason to believe he wasn't open to one more. Like a shrewd
bargainer, he was waiting for them to make the firs move, that was al.

Maybe they wouldn't have to repudiate the ded they made with him. Why not cut him in on it?
Wasn't he a successful indudridigt? Hadn't he built an industrid empire which would overshadow many
kingdoms? Could a man dtain that position without coming to believe that he was something set apart
from common man—like themselves? He probably had the same identical views as they did. It was
probably as upset-ting to his business plans to have to endure an dection every four years as it was to
their politicd plans.

There was room in the hierarchy of immortads who would eventudly rule the world for a men of
Ken-nedy’ s ahility—if it could be determined that he shared the only right way of thinking.

Hap Hardy, free-lance investigations counselor, had hand-led many ticklish deds successfully. He
was a shrewd one, behind that afability, for setting up prece-dents upon which later action could be
based. There waan't a better semantics twister in dl Washington. Hap Hardy was the man to ded with
Kennedy.

And if he falled, why, then, of course, there was military action.

Hardy wasted no time once he was given the com-misson, and guaranteed his fee. His phone
connection with Kennedy was soon established.

“Howard,” he boomed cordidly, “how are you, old boy? A couple of us are flying out to the Coast
tomorrow on a little matter—my counsdor, Oliver Mills, and mysdf. We thought we'd just stop in and
say hdlo while we're out there—on this other matter.”

Chapter XXVI

The meeting, hed in Kennedy’s San Francisco office, started off well. Hap Hardy was a his most
genid and affable best. His associate counsdlor, Oliver Mills, carefully coached in advance, was 4ill
uncble to bring forth a downright smile, but a least he hooded the ice in his eyes and softened the
fandicd planes of hisfacein a sort of grimace meant to be pleasant.

The two of them sat in big leather chairs, Hardy ldling back comfortably and wreathed in cigar
smoke; Mills Stting upright asif he would not yidd his body to such athing as comfort.

Kennedy sat at hisusud place behind his huge desk, framed by the plate glass window which spread
the panorama of San Francisco for the ddectation of vis-tors—and incidentdly lighted their faces while
his own was shadowed.

Joe sat a one corner of the desk, a notebook open before him, playing the part of confidentid
Ssecretary at Kennedy's request.

“What a couple of characters,” Jeff Carney ex-clamed from his room over in Berkeley. He was
par-ticipating in the scene through Joe's eyes and consciousness. “Tha Mills is a dead ringer for
Torquemada, sraight out of the Inquisition. And jolly old John Slver Hardy—"

“They're just blindies about to enter into a business ded—they think, “Joe answered tolerantly.

“I’ve got a strong temptation to let Kennedy see what's in their minds,” Jeff threatened.

“Asif he didn’t dready know,” Joe answered dis-paragingly. “He may not be telepath, but he wasn't
born yesterday. Now you ligten, sonny boy, you're purely an observer, seeing how things are done when



good fdlows get together in a spirit of friendliness”

If either of the vigtors objected to Joe Carter’s pres-ence as secretary, they did not show it. Hardy
raised his brows that Kennedy should think a secretary was judtified at a purdy socia mesting, but it was
only a token move in the gambit.

Actudly, Joe knew that he was pleased and on more than one count. It showed that Kennedy openly
recog-hized they were here for business, and therefore they need lose no time by beeting around the bush
and coming into the subject accidentaly. And it showed that Kennedy might be ready to tak business,
t0o0. You don’'t need a secretary to take down an obvioudy flat and postive “No.”

Equdly important, this kid dtting at the corner of the desk putting down those dlly little squiggles
could be a vaduable witness later, when they went through the legd motions of convicting Kennedy of
something or other in order to repudiate the dedl. One look at the kid's wesk face, and dl their previous
judgments of him were confirmed. He was a lightweight, who thought he had a good berth in hanging
onto this proj-ect. When he came up againg a men redly skilled at questioning and semantics twidting,
he' d convict Kennedy with every word he uttered.

A few years back Kennedy would have had more sense than to have a witness of any kind at such
an important conference. The old man must be dipping, getting senile!

Hardy settled back in his over-stuffed chair with a 9gh of contentment. The battle was dready hdf
won. Sure, there was probably a wire recording being made of the whole conversation, but it didn't
matter. The law was specific on that. The prosecution in certain cases could use such evidence, but the
defense couldn’t. That precedent had been set ages ago; on another matter entirdy, of course, but then
even a high-school debating society could prove pardlds of amilarity between cases once a precedent
hed been established.

Let them bring on their wire recording. If there were any dangerous dipiniit, the case could eesily be
rigged in such a way that it would be purdy an invedigaive matter, and Kennedy wouldn't even be
dlowed a de-fense much lessajury.

“Howard,” Hardy said and leaned forward in his chair after the amenities were over. “America owes
you a greet debt. | want to congratulate you on the foresight you showed, the way you stepped in and
took over Bossy, kept her out of the hands of the radicals and scientists. That shows the vaue of being
able to make an ingant decison and acting on it, without a lot of folderol from the opposition party.”

“Wdl,” Kennedy demurred, “actudly it’s ill in the hands of the scientigts, dthough | wouldn't call
them exactly radica. Professors Billings and Hoskins dill have full charge of Bossy, you know.”

“Asthey should! Asthey should!” Hardy boomed approvingly. “That’s our tradition, you know. The
inventors of Bossy should reap some of the benefits of their work. And no doubt you' re paying them wel
for their mechanical kill in your behaf.” Kennedy laughed.

“You might not believe this, Hap,” he chuckled, “but | haven't paid them anything yet—just ther
keep and a place to work.”

Hardy roared his laughter, and looked a Kennedy admiringly.

“It would be better if atoken cash payment were made,” Oliver Mills said incisvely. He had stopped
his efforts to appear pleasant and was functioning as he was paid to function. “A legal token cash
payment, and a quit daim—"

There! That would be on the record which the young man was scribbling down so indudtrioudy. In
complete accord with legd procedure they had advised Kennedy to leave no loop-holes for later
prosecution and dams.

“l have considered my tenure of Bossy to be more in the nature of a trust, pending find disposd,”
Kennedy answered. “I wanted to make no more moves urtil adequate disposition could be made.”

Hardy shifted his foundations rapidly. This was go-ing to be easier than he had anticipated. Kennedy
obvioudy recognized he had bitten off more than he could chew. He had plainly said he was ready to
unload.

“l can see why you've acted as you have, Howard,” he said eadly. “Until we can change things a
litle more, we get dl tied up back in Washington with debates and opposition; and somebody had to



step in and take charge. It just proves what a bunch of us back there keep saying. But | guess you redize
you've caught atiger by thetall; that Bossy is bigger than any one man.”

“It's bigger than both of us, Hap,” Kennedy chuck-led again. The old saying was at the peak of its
popular-ity cycle again, and they dl chuckled in agreement.

Hardy’ s face terminated the chuckle by assuming an expression of resolute nohility.

“Yes” he agreed soberly, “we are only instru-ments in the hands of a glorious destiny. Bt it is our
duty to shape tha dedtiny, too, Howard. No man willingly takes the destiny of the world in his own
hands, Howard, but there are times when we must. We cannot permit Bossy to fdl into the wrong hands.
We cannot thwart the destiny of our own people by dlowing those traitors to hand it over to the United
Nations—which even now has begun its debate on how Bossy isto be controlled.”

He paused and eyed Kennedy shrewdly. There it was. The old devil would ether have to commit
himsdf to bdieving it should be shared, or evade the issue which would be the same as committing
himsdf in with the right thinking people.

Joe knew that Kennedy’s plans were not quite marture. It was time he took a hand.

“Pardon, gr,” he looked up from his notebook. “Uh ... may | read back the last couple of sentences
to check accuracy. It came so fagt.”

The three men looked at him with exasperated pa-tience of an executive with an ineffident secretary.
But Hardy was not unwilling. 1t had sounded pretty good, and he wouldn't mind hearing himsdf
repeated. Kennedy suppressed a amile and nodded his permis-sion.

“There it is, you old devil,” Joe read in the expres-sonless voice which is the trademark of the
unim-pressed secretary reeding back. “Either you will have to throw in with those namby-pambies, or
declare yoursdlf one of our group who intend to get hold of Bossy for our own purposes.”

There was a gtricken Slencein the room. There was the immohility of mummiesin a tomb.

“lan't that what you said, Sr?’ Joe asked in afdtering voice.

“l ... I—" Hardy gasped and began to turn pur-ple.

“Hedid not!” Oliver Mills rapped out the words asif they were cutting blows.

“Wha's the matter with you, Joe?’” Kennedy asked in a harsh voice; but Joe knew the anger was
only smulated, that the old man was laughing heartily be-hind his poker face.

“l ... | don't know, dr,” Joe said, hedtantly. “Severd of us have noticed it; those of us who have
worked around Bossy a great ded. We keep hearing things, things people don't actudly say. That's why
| wanted to check. | wasn't sure Mr. Hardy had said them, or was only thinking them. It's ... it's very
confusng!”

“Attaboy!” JEf Carney’ s thoughts, from over in Berkeley, approved. “Keep 'em off 9de”

And they were off Sde. The implications were too plain. They could not be missed. This secretary
could read their thoughtd The idea formed in their minds to escape the room, to get completdy away
and replan ther strategy. They must act at once.

“Give’em the other barrel, Joe,” Je&ff urged delightedly from across the bay. He didn't mind if the
metgphors were mixed, Joe would know what he meant.

“We're trying to fix it so it won't happen again, Sr,” Joe sad gpologeticaly. “Apparently there's
some kind of a broadcast power loss. So we have her completely dismantled, and—"

“Bossy isdismantled?’ Hardy screamed the words hoarsdly, as he sprang to his feet.

“Why, yes, gr,” Joe said innocently. “The ma-chine is purdy experimenta you know, and—"

Thedam of Kennedy’s door behind Hardy and Mills shut off the need for further words. They were
gonein a panic. They would, indeed, have to reorganize ther strategy.

Kennedy sat looking at Joe from under his bushy gray eyebrows.

“Does Bossy broadcast mind-reading gbility, Joe?’ he asked mildly.

“No,” Joe laughed. “1t was pretty obvious what they were thinking.”

Kennedy nodded.

“And | don't suppose she's dismantled, ether,” he stated.

“Not unless Hoskins has thought up something to tinker with,” Joe answered.



“| gather you didn’'t approve of my meking a ded with Hardy, then.”

“Had you planned on it?" Joe asked.

“You know | hadn't,” Kennedy said dowly. “You know that, in the same way you know everything
eseinthe minds of people around you. I've watched you and Mabel and Carney, Joe. I’ ve questioned
Billings and Hoskins. They pretended to know nothing, but they weren't fooling me”

“Areyou sorry, Sr?" Joe asked, and thistime he used the term of address in Sncere respect.

“No,” Kennedy answered ingantly. “Maybe alit-tle indignant &t first, when | firg redized your taent,
over rights of privacy and such nonsense. But I've lived long enough to know no man stands on the
pedes-tal he pretends to occupy, and I’'m probably no worse than the run of the mill. No, I’'m quite glad.

“A solution for Bossy has to be found, you know. This is just the firg of the possble dedls. I've
known the problem from the fird. | thought | was aone. Two misty-minded professors, and a gripling
kid. I thought the whole burden of deciding what to do with Bassy was up to me.

“I'mgladitign’'t”

Chapter XXVII

A solution had to be found.

Bossy was a least one loaded gun which could not be tossed into the nursery of playing children with
the usud irrespongible attitude of sci-ence.

“There, children, isanew toy. | suppose | should tdl you it is dangerous and you redly ought not to
point it at one another when you pull the trigger. Of courseif you do it's not my responsbility. | have dl |
can do in Imply discovering the principles of how it works and in putting it together. Have fun, kiddies,
and if you should kill one another with it, | will be the firgt to wring my hands and say it was't meant for
that purpose.”

Ye if the sdentific product and principle is with-held, wouldn’'t that be even worse? What
differentiates the man from the child, the dvilized from the savage, man from beast, except a knowledge
of the interrdationships of the parts of the universe, and how they work in the cycles of cause and
effect? Can the child ever grow up, mentdly, if the principles discovered in the laboratory are withheld
from him?

A solution for Bossy had to be found.

In essence, Bossy was the ultimate wegpon, and raised the same old problem which dl ultimaie
weap-ons raise.

“How far and how long can the trustees be trusted?’

Nor was this question being asked only by a few men of high intdlect. The conversation overheard
on the street by Joe and Jeff and Mabel was taking place everywhere. Solutions by the hundreds were
pouring over the airwaves, published in every newspaper, of-fered in every crank letter. Each had some
sngle-vaued purpose which mug be fulfilled. Each had some bogeyman which Bossy must be used to
destroy.

Everyone recognized that only five per cent of dl the people born ever amount to anything at dl.
Everyone humbly thanked his providentia stars that through his own persond efforts and merit he had
become one of the superior five per cent. Everyone looked with pity and contempt upon the ninety-five
per cent who did not share his grace.

A solution had to be found.

The pressures of each group who had its own little solution began to mount. There had to be some
rdief of these pressures. The move made by Hardy as spokesman for the group, who believed thet linear
government was the only possible way of contralling man, was only the beginning.

The Margaret Kennedy Clinic took on the appear-ance of an armed camp. But these were
Kennedy’s own guards, a recognizably futile safeguard againgt any redly organized effort to get at Bossy,
but a deter-rent to disorganized atempts. Awating the revised drategy, the Pentagon had not yet
supplemented its contingent, and the disgusted sergeant continued to change his sentry a regular
intervds. The sentry cha-lenged no one who went in and out of Bossy’s room and amused himsdf by



pretending that he was an honor guard and presented arms for every person who passed down the
corridor. The sentry who had let Carney into the room had embdlished his story with the tdling and you
never knew who might be a five-star generd disguised as a janitor with amop and a pail.

At present the sentries were even more dert than usud. Everybody around the Bossy building knew
thet dl the principds were in a meding: Kennedy, Hynn, Billings Hoskins, Carney, Mabd, Joe. The
doors were closed, and Kennedy’s own guards let no one into the corridors leading to the room.

Ingde the room the medting was casua, more in the nature of a group of people who were merdy
vigting.

Steve Hynn, an dmot infdlible mirror of the public mind, expressed the mass bewilderment.

“What's going to happen with Bossy?’

The question served to take the conversation away from the coffee and rolls which they had brought
inwith them.

“As a point of information, Joe,” Kennedy asked, “suppose | had made a ded with Hardy and his
gang. Suppose now or at some timein the future a would-be dictator did get hold of Bossy? He asks for
the mogt effective strategy. He getsit. He asks for the most powerful wegpons, he gets them. he asks for
the mogt effective defense againgt other wegpons; he gets it. He could conquer the world with ease.”

“He would 4ill need followers” Hoskins pointed out. “If people didn’t back him up—’

Hynn snorted in derision.

“A little bit of semantics twigting will get him fol-lowers by the millions. People will tiein with a fandic
if for no other reason than to break the monotony of their lives. That wouldn’t be a problem at dl.”

“But he couldn’t be made immortd,” Billings ob-jected. “As long as he held to a one-track ides, he
couldn’'t be relieved of histensons and be renewed again. | would assume that the desire to conquer the
world, or any part of it, would be in the nature of afixation, atenson. Aslong as he dung to a one-track
idea Bossy couldn’t renew him. He would know he'd die”

“So what?” Hynn countered. “He d have hisfun while he was here”

“Would he want it?” Kennedy asked dowly. “As againg immortality, wouldn't the satisfaction of
pushring other people around for only a short while be pretty smal potatoes?’

“If I know people—and that's my trade,” Hynn answered, “he could convince himsdf that it would
be dl right to conquer the world first, and then he could repent his ways and have immortdity, too. At
leadt, that aways has been the pattern.”

Jeff and Mabe were looking at Joe, thar thoughts dl identical.

“In the long run of history,” Joe said quietly, “it redly wouldn't matter. Man's destiny would work
out whether it were under a dictator, a democracy, or some form of government which we haven't yet
conceived.”

Kennedy and Hynn looked at himin amazement.

“| think the real problem here isin concept of the universe” Jeff said. “And the meaning of science
itsdf.”

Joe nodded.

“Bossy conceived the universe to be a totdity,” he said. “Where dl facts and processes and forces
are interrdated to form atota concept. At this stage of man's evolution, our scientists have been like little
children facing a table piled high with the pieces of a jigsaw puzzle. One pieceis picked up and its holder
says, ‘Thisis the important piece. 1 hold the one key to everything in my hands” Well, of course, he
does. Because every pieceisakey piece”

Mabd put down her cup and took up the thread, unbroken.

“In most areas we haven't even begun to try to fit the pieces together. Or where we do try, we find
discrepancies. Like children, we are indlined to make one or two futile attempts and then throw the whole
thing back on the table as a hopeless job. But dl the pieces do fit to form a total picture. We haven't any
idea yet what that picture is. We haven't even yet worked out an adequate method of approach.”

“We often think we have” J&ff continued. “We form a theory and it seems to work until we run



across a piece which proves it doesn't. At least we ve made some progress in going back over our
previous work to seeif a new theory, which will bring the new piece into line, would aso have fitted into
the past.”

“We're dill doing too much jamming and forcing the pieces together, though,” Joe picked up the
thought. “We seem to have dmost a maniafor answer-ing questions premeaturely.”

“Life has been short,” Billings said with a note of nogagia “A man can be forgiven for trying to find
an answer, asummation of dl his efforts”

“It plays hob with the total picture, though,” Joe answered. “We get some very strange linkages by
foradng the pieces, to say nathing of the fact that such tactics will dways defeat us”

“I'm not sure I’'m falowing that,” Kennedy said.

“The scientists who supplied Bossy with basic knowledge,” Joe explained, “were dl familiar with the
concept we've just outlined. They leaned over backwards to limit themsdlves to differentiate between
demongtrable fact and assumptions drawn from such fact. Here' s an example:

“Virtudly dl books of astronomy tate categori-caly that Mars has two moons. We ve charted ther
courses, and toss away the fact as not being of any consequence that they do not follow the usud course
of other bodies in the solar sysem. We've named them, given them their mass ratings. And we've
dismissed them as a known fact.

“Actudly dl we can demondrate is that our tele-scopes pick up some reflected lignt from what
appears to be materid bodies which appear to be sadlites of Mars. And that was the information fed
into Bossy—not that Mars has two natural moons, but that our telescopes pick up some reflected light.

“We know now thet they could be artifidd satdlites, and if they were metdlic then ther reflected light
could account for much smdler bodies than we have assumed. We didn't think of this at the time we
postu-lated the moons because atifida sadlites were an imposshility, or so we thought.

“S0 here are two possible explanations where we had only one before. It is reasonable to ask what
new developments in science next century will give us dill further explanations?’

“Apply this everywhere in man’'s knowledge. The vast mgority of what he thinks is knowledge is
pure assumption—the forcing and pounding of unlike pieces together to make them fit.”

“I don’t see what this has got to do with a dictator getting hold of Bossy,” Steve sad. “It's like the
trees, it seems to mean something to you people, but I'm the common man, remember?’

“What I'm trying to say,” Joe answered, and took the cup of coffee Mabe poured for him, “is that
Bossy deds only with proved fact, not assumptions. Her an-swers then are based on factud
relationships. Shefits the right pieces together. If a dictator had Bossy, he would ask her questions. She
would answer the ques-tions, and if he acted on the answers, he would, inad-vertently, be fitting the
pieces of the puzzle together for mankind.”

“If he acted on them,” Steve said cynicdly. “ Sup-pose he didn't like the answers Bossy gave him.
Sup-pose he got mad and picked up a dub and smashed Bossy because he didn't like what she sad.
That hap-pens, figuratively, dl the time, you know. It's pretty humen to smash the guy or the thing which
tries to tdl us something we don’t want to hear.”

“Wel, yes” Joe sghed, “there's that. Of course you're overlooking the fact that Mabel or Carney
could rebuild Bossy. Hoskins, Billings and | dl working together could do it—but Mabel or Carney
could do it done. In away they're sort of a duplicate of Bossy; and Bossy, given the proper attachments,
could rebuild hersdf.”

“But you three could be destroyed, just as Bossy could,” Kennedy argued.

“Man would eventudly rediscover Bossy,” Mabel answered him. “The one thing we peragently
over-look isfath in the future generations of man. We attack everything as if the find solution depended
upon us, asif everything had to be settled because our mo-ronic dependents couldn’t possibly cope with
them. Suppose Bossy were destroyed, and us dong with her? Time is long. There are millions of years
ahead of men.”

“l can't wait that long,” Kennedy said gravely, but with a wry twis of saf-deprecation in his voice.
“I'm dill dinging to my old tenson that I've got to protect man againg his own sdf-destructiveness. |



want to make sure there are some descendants—moronic or otherwise,

“You people, you're different. Maybe you can look a things on the grand scale, what they cdl the
cosmic point of view, but | ... | can’'t wait amillion years for a solution.”

“| suspected you wouldn’'t,” Joe smiled.

“But what are you going to do Boss?’ Hynn asked.

“There's only one way to guard a secret so effectively that no one can misuse it to his own
advantage and the detriment of others,” Kennedy mused dowly, “and that's to give it away—make it
open knowledge. Giveit to everybody.”

“Scientigs have known that for along time” Hos-kins said. “That's why we keep inaging on free
trade of ideas”

“But how can you do that with Bossy?” Billings asked. “Ten days to two weeks per person. You
couldn’t begin to process more than a selected few ... and that takes us right back—"

Kennedy turned to Joe.

“Is there any reason why Bossy can't be put on the production line, turned out en masse like vacuum
cleaners, radios, automobiles?’ he asked.

Mabd and Jeff and Joe looked at one another and amiled openly.

“Thet was the answer Bossy gave us weeks ago,” Joe said.

Kennedy's mouth fdl open.

“You see” Joe went on, “when you've got a prob-lem, dl you have to do is ask Bossy.”

“You could have saved me alat of deepless nights” Kennedy said reprovingly.

“Wefdot it better you came to the decison on your own,” Jeff said. “You control the factories. It was
the problem of the dictator, you see. If the idea came to you before you were ready for it, and you didn’t
approve of it, you might smash it. As you say, time for us has a different vdue. We could afford to wait.”

“Although we have been busy,” Mabd said with ateasng amile, “I’ ve been working a regular factory
shift. You see, Bossy has been turning out blueprints of hersdlf, and of dl the specid tooling necessary to
make her parts in mass quantity. Everything's ready to hand to your engineers and production foremen
right now.”

Chapter XXVIII

Thereis atime lgpse necessary between deciding to put a machine on the production line and the act
of shipping out the crated article. The vast proportion of the time cycle is taken up with the engi-neering.
So much assumption is confused with fact, so little is known of process, that each thing must be tested
anew when tried in different combination or pattern.

All but one phase of the engineering work on Bassy was done. But there is dill time consumed in the
doing of a thing after man knows what it is he mus do and how to do it. The vast resources of
Kennedy's far-flung enterprises were filled with trained and loya personnd, but it il takes time to make
anew tool and bolt it to the floor.

And time was pressing.

For a few days, Jo€'s announcement that Bossy was dismantled hed the Hardy group in a
suspenson of indecison. But this only alowed other groups to catch up in ther own plans for taking
control of Bossy.

Kennedy's legd daff bogged down completdy with writs, subpoenas, injunctions. A little man would
am-ply have been arrested and pushed around urtil he consented to do what was required of him. But
Ken-nedy was not alittle man.

In a strange way, the terifying danger which had faced the country for severd decades, acted to
protect Kennedy. Gradudly the position had changed from government by representative to government
by repre-sentatives’ hired staffs. And these gaffs had been hired on the basis of loydty to given persons.

With such a prize & stake, it was an inevitable part of the pattern that there should be more drife
between these factions than normd, and that much of ther potentid effectiveness was log in
counteracting one another’s moves.



Even s, a times, the attorneys of each faction found time to add another writ to the fast growing
pile demanding Bossy be ddivered into thar hands in perfect working order upon pendty of—the
pendties varied according to the powers the factions had usurped for themsdves to carry out their own
brands of tensons.

Kennedy astonished hislegd gaff by tdling them to answer each writ with a compliance promise. As
per ther demands, Bossy would be ddivered into ther hands on a given date. He coordinated that date
with his production plans.

It was wdl known that Kennedy's word was good. Each faction labeled the compliance as ultra
secret. Each faction set about with frantic plans to lay the ground-work for its ascension to the pinnacle
of power, to control the country, to control the world.

Some of the factions, such as the prohibition league ill barely dive, had demanded Bossy more as a
token gesture than anything else. They were vadly aston-ished to receive Kennedy's promise that Bossy
would be turned over to them on said given date. They ac-counted for it through belief that he was in
secret sympathy with them. A man does not find it Strange that someone else should share his prejudices
and ten-sions, even a fandic redizes there may be a few others who know right from wrong—his brand
of it. These obscure little factions, too, kept their pending triumph secret; and basked in the anticipated
power they would have to force everybody to beieve and do the right thing—or else.

In this manner Kennedy bought the precioudy needed production time with his promises. Even the
private dtizen cranks who wrote in demanding Bossy be given to them so that they could take their
rightful place in contralling their fellow men were answered with the same promise.

For when Kennedy said that he intended to give the secret to everybody, he meant precisdy that. He
would not be content with merdly publishing the plans and theories behind Bossy; which ill would limit
her use to the favored few who had the money and equipment to produce her. No, he intended that the
actud ma-chine, itsdf, be avallable to anyone who wanted her.

He redlized what this would do to the economy of the world; but the changes which Bossy would
bring aout were only magnifications of the changes which had occurred when the steering whed
replaced the buggy whip. He gregtly suspected that meking Bossy available at cost to those who could
buy her, and opening up vast dinics for those who could not, would make less dent in his vadt finencid
haldings than the secondary changes which would come about because each man would now hold dl the
answers he needed to solve his own economic problems—the answers would be limited only by the
man' singhility to ask the right questions, or by Bossy’s persstently irritating “ Insufficient data.”

No, the legd department need not worry about the consequences of promising Bossy to each faction
who demanded her. Each would receive her.

The one problem remaining, engineeringwise, was that there would be a great many Bossies indeed,
and as fag asit could be managed they would be scattered over dl the world. Bossy did not know dl the
facts of the universe. Bossy knew only what the science of today knows.

Man has not even scratched the surface of the facts surrounding his own fingernal, as yet. He has not
yet even made a dent in the facts about the universe which remain to be discovered. Some of the Bossies
would be recelving this new knowledge, others would not. And the tota picture of the universe, as it
unfolded, as the pieces were put together, must be made avalable to every man. Otherwise, Bossy
would be sdlf-de-feating.

There mugt be intercommunication between dl the Bossies.

It was not difficult to found the principles on which this would operate. Bossy functioned dready by a
harmonic vibration needed to be broadcast on the same principle as the radio wave. No new principle
was needed. Any cookbook engineer could do it—even those who bdieve what they read in the
textbooks and congder pure assumption to be proved fact.

It was not difficult to design the sending and receiv-ing apparatus, nor was extra time consumed since
this amdl dteration was being made contiguous with the production set up time of the rest.

The production of countless copies of the brain floss itsdf was likewise no rea problem, no more
difficult than usng a key-punched master card to duplicate others by the thousands or millions on the
old-fash-ioned hole punch computer system.



There was no hitch anywhere dong the line. Gov-ernment interference had ceased, the raw stocks
suppli-ers were long practiced in giving Kennedy Enterprises preferentid trestment on any sudden
orders, Ken-nedy’'s own organization was long skilled in making quick changes and adaptations in his
various functions.

Complete Bosses began to rall off the production line They were crated and made ready for
shipment long before the promised date. The contingency time for unexpected delays, based upon sound
indudtrid engineering standards, had not been used.

And every retall outlet of Kennedy’s entire chain began to receive crates of a new piece of household
equipment which would go on sde within a short time.

Steve Hynn received his orders to set up another world-wide televison coverage with a shrug of his
shoulders. This was old suff now. He merdly had to breathe the word that a new announcement was to
be made concerning Bossy and he got ingtant cooperation.

But when he was told that after the announcement of Bossy’s avallability to everyone had been
made,

Joe would step in front of the cameras and give an explanation of what Bossy meant, he shook his
head, blew along breath through hislips.

“Oh, brother!” he muttered. Then to Kennedy, “Look, Mr. Kennedy, will you tdl Joe, please, that
these aren’t Brains he' s talking to—that these are just people who don't know nothing from nothing, and
don't paticularly want to! Will you tdl him he can't tak about evergreen trees or jigsaw puzzes or
any-thing like that and expect to get across?’

“l understand he' s going to talk about water,” Ken-nedy answered with a chuckle.

“Oh, brother,” Steve groaned. “And hdf the peo-ple will wind up thinking that Bossy is jus a
hot-water heater or a new kind of bathtub! W, at least, will you please ask him not to mention ... what
was it he and Hoskins were talking about the other day ... multi-valued physcs?’

He looked asif he were going to break down and weep.

He was gpprehensve dl the way through the prdim-inaries of the broadcast. A production was
mede of it, for the world had come to a stop and was ligening. The world sat sunned at the
announcement that everyone would have Bossy.

No one had ever bdieved that any except a specid privileged few would benefit from her. They did
not grasp it dl a once. They sat in the stunned immohility of a poverty-stricken man who has been told,
without warning, that he is a millionaire. Their minds, like his, could conceive of only the sSmplest poor
uses for it, or wild extravagances.

They saw Kennedy's face on the screen as he was introduced. They saw Billings again, who told
them he intended to make another try at renewing his youth, that he had learned a great dedl snce his
falure They met Hoskins who confined his short talk to cybernetic principles understood only by a few
like minds. They met Carney and Mabd again. Even Steve Hynn, usu-dly confining himsdf to
background operation, con-sented to say afew words about Bossy. He tried to keep his voice and talk
out of the pitchman framework of pushing a new kitchen can opener which would adso ped potatoes. He
amogt succeeded.

He did succeed in restoring a sense of the familiar to his ligening and watching audience. They began
to breathe again. There was enough of the commercid about his appearance and manner, enough of that
fran-tic urgency—asif a sponsor were standing just out of sght with a long black whip—to make them
reelize, as had nothing ese about the program, that Bossy was available to them at the nearest Kennedy
Enterprise store, and at a price which they could probably afford.

Some of the jaws returned to a rhythmic chewing of gum, some redized their beer glasses needed
refilling, the odor of burning food on the stove penetrated some nogtrils. Enough normacy was restored
that they were able to perceive Joe as he stepped before the cameras, and their minds picked up at least
some of the things he said.

“There have been many misconceptions about Bossy,” Joe began his tak. He hoped, contrary to



Steve' s predictions, that he would get across, for the things he had to say were a summation of what
Bossy meant to the world, and to each man.

“One of the mogt prevaent misconceptions has been that Snce Bossy can think faster and more
accurately than a man, Man will cease to think, become an indo-lent dave of the machine and thus fal to
reach his destiny.

“The adding machine can think fagter than a clerk with a pencil and paper, but it has not destroyed
busi-ness. The automobile can go places faster and easier than a man can wak there, but it has not
stopped man from wanting to go. These things are Smply tools which man uses.

“Bossy isjudt atool. Bossy can answer your ques-tions, but only if you ask them.

“Thereis another even wilder misconception. It has been said that Bossy is a soulless machine, and
mean, being guided by her, will become likewise no more than a soulless mongter, losng his sense of faith,
yearning, reaching.

“Bossy is a product of science. There is not now, there never has been any red issue between
science and faith. Both drive for the same identical god; both seek comprehension; both wish to benefit
men that he live happier, hedthier, more harmonioudy with himsdf and with his neighbors. Man seeks to
compre-hend, to understand the forces which govern hislife. The sometimes apparently different paths
taken by sci-ence and fath are of no consequence in comparison with man’s yearning to know.

“Truth frightens man. He plantsilluson in the de-bris of hismind to hide him from the clean white light
ghe brings. His arguments defeat her wisdom. In his preconceptions and pregudices he dictates, in
advance, what form she mug take, what garments she must wear; and because of this he often does not
recognize her when they meet. Hisilluson drives her from him.

“And yet he dill yearns and seeks for truth.

“That is the inherent nature of man. That is the inherent nature of intellect, itsdlf. It seeks to know.
Bossy will not replace this drive of mankind. Rather, she will supplement it and in its furtherance. Bossy is
man'stoal. Likedl other tools, Bossy isfor man's use.

“Yes, she will give you immortdity. And therein lies another misconception. If you are stting on a
hillsde above a lake of water, and you point your finger a the lake and command it, ‘ Come and bathe
me,” it will be unmoved. It will ripple and sparkle in the sunlight, and not heed you.

“Water obeys certain laws of the universe. To get bathed, you must use a least some of those laws.
As yet man has no madery of forces which will make that water legp out of its bed and come up the
hillsde to bathe him.

“But wait aminute. Y es, he does have at least some of the laws governing water under his command.
He has pumps and pipes. He can and does command the water to come up the hillsde to bathe him, and
it obeys him when, and only when, he makes use of the laws which have been determined through the
goplications of science.

“Bossy is a product of science. Bossy will obey you when you command her to renew your youth
only when you make use of the laws of life which must be gpplied to the cdls of your body to restore
your vigor-ous youth. Bossy is no thing of magic, no super being. Bossy is only a tool. And tools are
used successfully only when they conform to the laws which operate in the universe.

“Bossy isonly atool. Shewill not plead with you to learn and use the laws of life and matter. She will
not thresten you, cgole you, bribe you, promise you ether the fires of hdl or the ddights of heaven. If
you are seeking a parent subgtitute, a return to mother’s arms, Bossy will give you cold comfort. Bossy
does not care.

“Water does not care whether you bathe init or drown init. The mountains do not care whether you
dimb them or go around them. The stars do not care whether man reaches them or not. The universe
does nat care whether man masters dl the relationships of its forces and processes, or dies because he
refuses to magter them. Life continues as it uses those relaion-ships to further its growth. It ceases when
it becomes overcome by dill other forces which it cannot master.

“This is cold comfort for those who would pay any price for security, lethargy, the return to the
mathering womb, no, even farther back than that for even the womb is a struggle, to nothingness.

“But it is bright hope indeed for those who see something more in store for man than indolence and



endless repetitions of purposalessness of generation after generation. For it means that there is dill a
chd-lenge facing man.

“Thet chadlenge is Bossy. She will not command you, or cgole you. She does not care whether you
are made immortal or whether you would prefer dinging to your thin and snglevaued ideas and
prgudices—and die. But there she dts. She is a tool who will heat your homes, or bring you
entertainment, or cook your food, or bathe the baby, or wak the dog, or figure your income tax. She will
do these things as she is commanded, and not care whether they are big or amdl. Because Bossy is only
atool.

“She can aso give you a tremendous comprehen-sion in time, the nature of which we do not yet even
dream. She can give you immortdity. But you mugt rise to her requirements. Y ou cannot make use of the
tool unless you comprehend something of the laws of the universe governing life.

“There she dts. She is yours. She is not a threat. But she is a chdlenge. She is perhaps the greatest
chdlenge which mankind has ever been cdled upon to meet. She is a chdlenge to your willingness to
admit that you might not be right, that you might not dready have dl the answers. She is a chdlenge to
your willing-ness to learn rather than to argue.

“Ladies and gentlemen of the world. There she Sts. Bossy isyours.”



