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Thereis no enemy 0 hard to fight as a dull gray fog. It's not solid enough to beat, too indefinite to kill,
and too omnipresent to escape.
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Dr. William Baker was fifty and didn't mind it a bit. Ffty was a tremendoudy stidying age. With that
exact number of years behind hm a man had stature that could be had in no other way. Y ounger men,
who achieve vadt things at, say, thirty-five, are dways spoken of with their age as a factor. And no matter
what the intent of the connection, when a man's accomplishments are linked to the number of years since
he was born there is dways a sense of gpologia about it.

But when a man isfifty his age is no longer mentioned. His name stands done on whatever foundetion his
achievements have provided. He has stature without gpology, if the years have been profitably spent.

William Baker considered his years had been very profitably spent. He had achieved the Ph. D. and the
D. Sc. degrees in the widdy separated fidds of eectronics and chemistry. He had been responsible for
some of the most important radar developments of the World War 11 period. And now he held a post
that was the crowning achievement of those years of study and effort.

On thisday of hisfiftieth birthday he walked briskly dong the corridor of the Bureau building. He paused
only when he came to the glass door which was lettered in gold: Nationd Bureau of Scientific
Deveopment, Dr. William Baker, Director. He was unable to regard that door without a sense of pride.
But he was convinced the pride was thoroughly judtifidble.

He turned the knob and stepped into the office. Then his brisk stride came to a pause. He closed the
door dowly and frowned. The room was empty. Neither his receptionist nor his secretary, who should
have been visblein the adjoining room, were at ther posts. Through the other open door, & his left, he
could see that his adminidrative assistant, Dr. James Pehrson, was not at his desk.

He had dways expected his gaff to be punctud. In annoyance that took some of the glint off this day, he
twisted the knob of his own office door and strode in.

He stopped jusgt ingde the room, and a warm wave of afection weled up within him. All nine members
of hisimmediate g&ff were gathered around the table in the center of his office. On the table was a cake
with pink frosting. A sngle golden candle burned brightly in the middle of the inscription: Happy Birthday,
Chief.

The gaff broke into a frighteningly off-key rendition of "Happy Birthday to You." William Baker amiled
fondly, catching the eye of each of them as they badgered the song to its conclusion.

Afterward, he stood for a moment, aware of the moisture in his own eyes, then said quietly, "Thank you.
Thank you very much, Family. This is most unexpected. None of you will ever know how much |
appreciate your thoughtfulness™



"Don't go away," sad Doris Quig, his blond and efficient secretary. "Therés more. Thisisfrom dl of us”

He opened the package she offered him. A genuine leather brief case. Of course, the Government didnt
approve of giftslike this. If he observed the rules grictly, he ought to decline the gift, but he just couldn't
do that. The faces of Doris and the others were glowing as he hed up the magnificent brief case. This
was the firg time such athing had occurred in his office, and a man hit fifty only once.

"Thanks so much for remembering,” Baker said. "Things like this and people like you make it dl worth
while”

When they were dl gone he sat down at his desk to take up the day's routine. He fdt a little twinge of
quilt at the great satisfaction that filled him. But he couldn't help it. A fine family, an excdlent professond
position—a position of prominence and authority in the fidd that interested him most—what more could
amean want?

His meditation was interrupted by the buzzing of the interphone. Pehrson was on the other end. "Just
reminding you, Chief," the assstant said. "Dr. Fenwick will be in a nine-thirty regarding the request for
the Clearwater grant. Would you like to review the file before he arrives?’

"Yes please” sad Baker. "Bring everything in. There's been no change, no new information, | suppose?’

"I'm afraid not. The Index is hopdesdy low. In view of tha fact there can be no answer but a negative
one. I'm sorry."

"It'sdl right. | can make Fenwick understand, I'm sure. It may take a little time, and he may erupt a bit,
but itll work out."

Baker cut off and waited while Pehrson came in slently and laid the file folders of the offending case on
the desk. Pehrson was the epitome of owl-eyed efficiency, but now he showed sympathy behind his
great horn-rimmed spectacles as he considered Baker's plight. "I wish we could find some way to make
the Clearwater research grant,” he said. "With just a couple of good Ph. D.'s who had published a few
things the Index would be high enough—"

"It doesn't matter. Fenwick is capable of handing his own troubles™ Pehrson was a good man, but this
kind of solicitousness Baker found annoying.

"Il send himin as soon as he comes," Pehrson said as he closed the door behind him.

Baker sghed as he glanced at the folder l1abeled, Clearwater College. Jerkwater is what it should be, he
thought. He dmost wished he had et Pehrson handle Fenwick. But one couldn't neglect old friends, even
though there was nathing that could be done for shortsighted ones.

Baker's memories shifted. He and Fenwick had gone to school together. Fenwick had adways been one



to get off into weird wide dleys, mogly dead ended. Now he was involved in what was probably the
most dead ended of dl. For the last three years he had been president of little Jerkwater—Clearwater
College, and he seemed to have some hope that NBSD could help him out of the hole.

That was a mistake many people made. Baker sometimes fdt that hdf his time was spent in explaining
that NBSD was not in the business of hdping people and inditutions out of holes. It was in the business
of buying for the United States Government the best scientific research avalable in the world.

Fenwick wanted help that would put Clearwater College on its feet through a research contract in solid
gate physics. Fenwick, thought Baker, was dreaming. But that was Fenwick.

The President of Clearwater College entered the outer office promptly a nine-thirty. Pehrson greeted
him, and Doris showed him into Baker's office.

Dr. John Fenwick didn't ook like a college president, and Baker, unknowingly, held this vagudy againgt
him, too. He looked more like a prosperous smdl business man and gave the impresson of having just
finished a brisk workout on the handbal court, and a cold shower. He was ruddy and robust and
ill-equipped with academic dignity.

Baker pumped his hand asif genuindy glad to see him. "It's good to see you again, John. Come on over
and gt down."

"Il bet you hoped I'd break aleg on the way here" sad Fenwick. He took a char by the desk and
glanced at the file folder, reading the title, Clearwater College. "And you've been hoping my gpplication
would get logt, and the whole thing would just disappear.”

"Now, look, John—" Baker took his own seat behind the desk. Fenwick had dways had a devilish
knack for meking him fed uncomfortable.

"It's dl right,” said Fenwick, waving avay Baker's protests with a vigorous flgp of his hand. "I know
Clearwater isnt MIT or Cd Tech, but weve got a red hot physics department, and you're going to see
some sparks flying out of thereif youll give us hdf a chance in the finance department. What's the good
word, anyway? Do we get the research grant?’

Baker took a deep breath and settled his arms on the desk in front of him, leaning on them for support.
He wished Fenwick wasn't so abrupt about things

"John," Baker said dowly. "The head of your physics department doesn't even have a Ph. D. degree.”

Fenwick brightened. "He's working on thet, though! | told you that in answer to the question in the
goplication. Bill, I wish you'd come down and see that boy. The things he can do with crystas would
absolutely knock your hat off. He can stack them just like a kid stacking building blocks—crystals that
nobody ese has ever been able to manipulate so far. And the dectricd characteristics of some of
them—you wouldn't believe the transstors he's been able to build!™

"John," said Baker patiently. "The head of the physics department in any ingtitution receiving a grant must



have a Ph. D. degree. That is one absolutdly minimum requirement.”

"You mean weve got to wait until George finishes his work for his degree before we get the grant? That
puts us in kind of a predicament because the work that we hoped to have George do under the grant
would contribute towards his degree. Can't you put it through on the basis that hell have his degree just
as s00n as the present series of experimentsis completed?”

Baker wiped his forehead and looked down at his hands on the desk. "I sad this is one minimum
requirement. There are others, John."

"Oh, what else are we lacking?' Fenwick looked crestfadlen for the fird time.

"I may aswdl be blunt,” said Baker. "There is no conceivable way in which Clearwater College can be
issued a research grant for anything—and especidly not for basic research in any fidd of physcd
science.”

Fenwick just stared a him for a minute as if he couldn't believe what he had heard, dthough it was the
thing he had expected to hear Snce the moment he sat down.

He seemed deflated when he findly spoke. "I don't think it was the intent of the Congressona Act that
made these funds available" he said, "that only the big, plush outfits should get dl the gravy. There are
plenty of smdler schools just like Clearwater who have fird rate taent in their science departments. It
isnt fair to freeze us out completdly—and | don't think it's completely legd, ether.”

"Clearwater is not being frozen out. Size has nothing to do with the question of whether an inditution
receives a grant from NBSD or not."

"When did you lat give a grant to a college like Clearwater?"
"I am afrad we have never given agrant to a college—like Clearwater," said Baker carefully.

Fenwick's face began to grow more ruddy. "Then will you tdl me just what is the matter with Clearwater,
that we can't get any Government research contract when every other Tom, Dick, and Harry outfit in the
country can?'

"I didn't state my case in exactly those terms, John, but I'll be glad to explain the basis on which we judge
the qudifications of an inditution to receive a grant from us"

Baker had never done this before for any unsuccessful applicant. In fact, it was the policy of the Bureau
to keep the mygteries of the Index very carefully concealed from the public. But Baker wanted Fenwick
to know what had hung him. It was the one more or less meraful thing he could do to show Fenwick
what was wrong, and might be sufficient to shake him loose from his disma association with Clearwater.



Baker opened the file folder and Fenwick saw now that it was condderably fuller than he had firg
supposed. Baker turned the pages, which were fastened to the cover by dide fasteners. Chart after chart,
with jagged lines and multicolored aress, flipped by under Baker's fingers. Then Baker opened the
accordian folds of a four-foot long chart and spread it on the desk top.

"Thisisthe Index," he said, "a composite of dl the individud charts which you saw ahead of it. This Index
shows in grgphical form the relaionship between the basc requirements for obtaining a research grant
and the actud qudifications of the gpplicant. Thisline marks the minimum requirement in each area.”

Baker's finger pointed to a thin, black line that crossed the sheet. Fenwick observed that most of the
colored areas and bars on the chart were wel ingde the area on Baker's Sde of the line. He guessed that
the sgnificance of the chart lay in this fact.

"I take it that Clearwater Collegeisin pretty sad shape, chartwise," said Fenwick.
"Veay," sad Baker.
"Can you tdl me how these charts are compiled?’

Baker turned back to the shedf of individud charts. "Each item of data, which is considered dgnificant in
evauding an gpplicant, is plotted individudly agangt standards which have been derived from an
examination of dl possible sources of information.”

"For example, the student burden per faculty Ph. D. That is shown on this chart here”

"The what? Say that again," said Fenwick in bewilderment.

"The number of students enrolled, plotted againgt the number of doctorate degrees held by the faculty.”
"o

"Asyou see, Clearwater's index for this factor isdigmaly low."

"Weé're getting a new music director next month. She expects to get her doctorate next summer.”

"I'm afraid that doesn't help us now. Besides, it would have to be in afidd pertinent to your application to
have much weight.”

"George—"

"Doesnt help you at dl for the present. Y ou would require a minimum of two in the physics department
aone. These two would have to be of absolutdy top qudity with a prolific publication record. That
would bring this factor to a bare minimum.”



"You take the number of Ph. D.'s and multiply them by the number of papers published and the years of
experience and divide by the number of students enrolled. Is thet the idea?"

"Roughly,” said Baker. "We have certain congtants which we aso inject. In addition, we give weght to
other factors such as patents applied for and granted. Periods of consultation by private industry, and so
on. Each of these factorsis plotted separately, then combined into the overal Index.”

Baker turned the pages dowly, showing Fenwick a bleak record of black boundary lines cutting through
nealy virgind territory on the charts. Clearwater's evauation was reflected in a smdl spot of color near
the bottom edge.

Fenwick stared at the record without expresson for a long time. "Wha dse do you chat?' he sad
finly.

"The next thing we evauate is the performance of students graduated during the past twenty-five years."
"Clearwater isonly ten years old,” said Fenwick.

"True" said Baker, "and that iswhy, | believe, we have obtained such an anomaous showing in the chart
of this factor.”

Fenwick observed that the colored area had made a considerable invasion on his sde of the boundary on
this chart. "Why anomaous? It 1ooks like we make a pretty good showing here.”

"On the face of it, thisis trug" Baker admitted. "The ten-year record of the graduates of Clearwater is
exceptiond. But the past decade has been unusud in the scope of opportunities, you must admit.”

"Your standard leve mugt take thisinto account.”
"It does. But somehow, | am sure there is a factor we haven't recognized here.”
"There mighnt be," said Fenwick. "There might be, at that."

"Another factor which contributes to the Index,” said Baker, "is the culturd impact of the inditution upon
the community. We measure that in terms of the number and qudlity of cultura activities brought into the
community by the university or college. We indude concerts, lectures, terpsichorean activities, Broadway
plays, and so on.”

"Terpschorean activities. | like that,” said Fenwick.

"Primarily balet" said Baker.



"Sure”

"Clearwater's record hereisvery low. It fact, there isn't any.”
"This helps us get turned down for a research grant in physics?*
"It's afactor in the measurement of the overall status.”

"Look," said Fenwick, "the ditizens of Clearwater are so inferndly busy with their own shindigs that they
wouldn't know what to do if we brought a long-hair performance into town. If it isnt square-dancing in
the Grange Hall, it's a pageant in the Masonic Temple. The married kids would probably like to see a
Broadway play, dl right, but they're so darned busy rehearsng their own in the basement of the
Methodist Church that | doubt they could find time to come. Besides that, there's the community choir
every Thursday, and the high school music department has a recitd nearly every month. People would
drop dead if they had any more to go to in Clearwater. 1'd say our culture is doing pretty good.”

"Folk ectivities are dways admirable” sad Baker, "but improvement of the culturd levd in any
community depends on the injection of outside influences, and thisis one of the functions of the universty.
Clearwater College has not performed its obligation to the community in this respect.”

Fenwick appeared to be growing increesingly ruddy. Baker thought he saw moisture appearing on
Fenwick's forehead.

"I know this is difficult to face" sad Baker sympatheticdly, "but | wanted you to understand, once and
for dll, just how Clearwater College appears to the completely objective eye.”

Fenwick continued to stare at him without comment. Then he sad flaly, "Let's see some more charts,
Bill."

"Musaum activities. This is an important function of a college levd inditution. Clearwater has no
mussum.”

"We can't afford one, inthe firg place. In the second place, | think you've overlooked what we do have.”
"There is a Clearwater museum?' Baker asked in surprise.

"Two or three hundred of them, | guess. Every kid in the county has his own collection of arrowheads,
birds eggs, rocks, and suffed animas™

“I'm not joking, John," said Baker bleskly. "The museum aspect of the college is extremdy important.”
"What dse?' sad Fenwick.

"I won't go into everything we evauate. But you should be aware of severd other factors pertaining to
the faculty, which are evduated. We egtablish an index of heredity for each faculty member. This is



primarily an index of ancestral achievement.”

Fenwick's color deepened. Baker thought it seemed to verge on the purple. "Should | open the window
for amoment?' Baker asked.

Fenwick shook his head, his throat working asif unable to speak. Then he findly managed to say, "Apart
from the sheer idiocy of it, how did you obtain any information in this area?"

Baker ignored the comment, but answered the question. "Y ou filled out forms. Each faculty member filled
out forms”

"Yegh, that's right. | remember. Acres of forms. None of us minded if it was to help get the research
grant. We supposed it was the usud Government razzmeatazz to keep some GS-9 clerk busy.”

"Our forms are hardly designed to keep people busy. They are designed to give us needed information
about gpplicant inditutions."

"And s0 you plot everybody's heredity.”
"Aswdl as possible. You understand, of course, that the data are necessarily limited.”
"Sure. How do our grandpas stack up on the charts?'

"Not very wel. Among Clearwater's tota faculty of thirty-eight there were no nationd political figures
through three generations back. There was one mayor, a couple of town councilmen, and a Sate senator
or two. Thet is about dl.”

"Our people weren't very paliticaly minded.”
"Thisis a measure of socid consciousness and contemporary evaudtion.”
Fenwick shrugged. "As| said, we aren't so good at palitics”

"Achievements in welfare activities are amilaly lacking. No notable intentions or discoveries, with the
exception of one patent on anew kind of beehive, appear in the record.”

... But liarsfigure ...!



"And this keeps us from getting a research grant in physics? What did our progenitors do, anyway? Get
hung for being horse thieves?'

"No crimind activities were reported by your people, but there is a record of sngular restlessness and
dissatisfaction with established conditions.”

"Whet did they do?"

"They were congantly on the move, for the most part. In the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries they
were primarily pioneers, frontiersmen, settlers of new country. But when the country was established they
usudly packed up and went somewhere else. Rovers, trappers, unsettled people.”

"Thisis not good?' Fenwick glanced at the chart that was open now. It was amogt uncolored.

"l regret to say that such people are not classed as the stable dement of communities” sad Baker. "We
cannot evauate the index of hereditary accomplishment for the Clearwater faculty very high.”

"It appears that our grandpas were among those generdly given credit for getting things set up,” said
Fenwick.

"Such ditizens are indeed necessary,” said Baker. "But our index evauates dability in community life and
accomplishments with long-range effects in science and culture.”

"We haven't got much of a chance then, grandpa being foot-loose as he was."

"Other factors could completely override this negative evaduation. You see, thisis the beauty of the Index;
it doesn't depend on any one factor or amdl group of factors. We evduate the whole range of factors
that have anything to do with the Stuation. Weaknesses in one spot may be counterbaanced by strength
in others."

"It looks like Clearwater is Saffed by a bunch of bums without any strong spots.”

"I wouldn't say it in such terms, but the reason | am pointing these things out to you, John, is to try to
persuade you to disassociate yoursdf from such a weak organization and go elsewhere. You have fine
tdents of your own, but you have dways had a pattern of associating with groups like this one at
Clearwater. Don't you see now that the only thing for you to do is go somewhere where there are people

capable of doing things?"

"I like Clearwater. | like the people at the College. Where dse are we in the bums category?'



Baker suddenly didn't want to go on. The whole thing had become digtasteful to him. "There are a good
many others. | don't think we need to go into them. There is the daff reading index, the socid activity
index, wardrobe evauation, hobbies, children—actua and planned.”

"I want to hear about them," sad Fenwick. "Tha wardrobe evduaion—that sounds like a red
fasdinating study.”

"Actudly, it's comparatively minor,” sad Baker. "Our psychologists have worked out some extremdy
interesting correlations, however. Each item of a man's wardrobe is assgned a numericd rating. Tuxedo,
one or more. Business suits, color and number. Hunting jackets. Slacks. Sport coats. Work shoes. Dress
shoes. Very interesting what our people can do with, such informeation.”

"Clearwater doesn't rate here?"

Baker indicated the chart. "I'm afraid not. Now, this gaff reading index is somewhat Smilar. You recal
the gpplication forms asked for the number of pages of various types of materia read during the past Sx
months—sdientific journas, newspapers, magazines, fiction.”

"I suppose Clearwater is a pretty illiterate bunch," said Fenwick.
Baker pointed soundlesdy to the graph.

"Hobbies and socid activities are not bad,” Baker said, after atime. "Almost up to within ten points of the
standard. A few less bingo parties and Brownie meetings and that many more book reviews or serious
soirees would balance the socid activity chart. If the mode railroad club were canceled and a biologica
adtivity group subdtituted, the hobby dassfication would look much better. Then, in the number of
children, actua and planned, Clearwater is definitdly out of ling too. You see, the standard takes the
form of the well-known bell-shaped curve. Clearwater isway down on the high sde.”

"Too much biologicd activity dready," Fenwick murmured.
Baker looked up. "What was that? | didn't hear what you said.”

Fenwick leaned back and extended his arms on the desk. "I said your whole damned Index is nothing but
abunch of pseudo-intellectud garbage.”

Baker fdt the color rigng in hisface, but he forced himsdf to remain cam. After a moment of slence he
sad. "Your emotiond fedings are understandable, but you must remember that the Index permits us to
adminiser accurately the Nationd Science Development Act. Without the scientific assurance of the
Index there would be no way of determining where these precious funds could best be utilized."

"Youd be better off putting the money on the ponies” said Fenwick. "Sometimes they win. As it stands,
youve st it up for asure loss. You haven't got a chance in the world."



"You think Clearwater College could make better use of some of our funds than, say, MIT?'

"l wouldn't be surprised. Don't get me wrong. I'm not saying the boys a MIT or Cd Tech or a lot of
other places couldn't come up with a red development in the way of a fermodacular filter for reducing
internuclested cross currents. But the red breskthroughs—you've closed your doors and locked them

"Who have we locked out? Weve screened and fine combed the resources of the entire country. We
know exactly where the top research is being conducted in every laboratory in the nation.”

Fenwick shook his head dowly and amiled. "Y ou've forgotten the boys working in their basements and in
their back yard garages. Y ou've forgotten the guys that persuade the wife to put up with a busted-down
automatic washer for another month so they can buy another hundred bucks worth of eectronic parts.
Y ou've remembered the guys who have Ph. D.'s for writing 890-page dissertations on the Change of
Color inthe Nubian Dasy after Twilight, but you've forgotten guys like George Durrant, who can make
the atoms of a crystd turn handsprings for him.”

Baker leaned back in his chair and smiled. He dmogt wished he hadn't wasted the effort of trying to
show Fenwick. But, then, he had tried. And he would aways have regretted it if he hadn't.

"You're referring now to the crackpot fringe?' he said.
"l suppose s0," sad Fenwick. "I've heard it cdled that before.”

"One of the things, above dl ese, which the Index was designed to accomplish,” said Baker, "was the
screening out of dl dements that might be ever so remotely associated with the crackpot fringe. And
believe me, youll never know how strong it is in this country! Every two-bit tinkerer wants a handout to
develop his world-shaking gadget that will suppress the fizz after the cap is removed from a pop bottle,
or adapt any gpartment-size bathtub for raisng tropicd fish."

"You ever heard of the flotation process?" said Fenwick abruptly.
Baker frowned at the sudden shift of thought. "Of course—"
"What would the world be like without the flotation process?’

"The metds industry would be vadlly different, of course. Copper would be much scarcer and higher
priced. Gold—"

"A ton of ore and maybe a pound of recovered metd, right?' said Fenwick. "Move a mountain of waste
to get anything of vaue. Crush millions of tons of rock and float out the pinpoint particles of metd on
bubbles of froth."

"That's a rough description of what happens.”

"Youve heard of high-grading.”



"Of course. A somewhat colloquid term used inmining.”

"The high-grader takes a pick and digs for anything big enough to see and pick up with his hands. He
doesn't worry about the amdl suff that takes sweat and machinery to recover.”

"l suppose so. | fall to see the Sgnificance—"

"You're high-grading, Bill," said Fenwick. He leaned across the desk and spoke with bitter intensty.
"Y ou're hightgrading and you should be usng a flotation process.”

Fenwick dowly drew back in his chair. Baker fdt overwhemed by the sudden intengty he had never
before seen displayed in John Fenwick. Any reaction on his part seemed suddenly inadequate. "I fal to
See any connection—," he said findly.

Fenwick looked at him steadily. "Humean creativeness can be mined only by flotation methods. It's in
low-grade ore. Process a million stupid notions and find a pin point of genius. Turn over enormous
wastes of human thought and recover a golden principle. But turn your back on these mountans of
low-grade materid and you shut out the wedlth of creative thought that is buried in them. More than that,
by high-grading only where rich veins have appeared in the past, you're mining lodes that have played

"An ingenious andogy,” sad Baker, recovering with a smile now. "But it's hardly an accurate or
goplicable one. The human mind is not a piece of precious metd found in a mountain of ore. Rather, it's
an intricate device capable of producing computations of unbelievable complexity. And we know how
such devices that are superior in function are produced, and we know what their characterigtics are. We
aso know that such a device does not ‘play out'. If it is superior in function, it can remain so for along
time"

"Hightgrading," said Fenwick. "And the van is played out. Youll never find the thing you're looking for
until you develop means of processing low-grade materid.”

Baker watched Fenwick across the desk. He was weary of the whole thing. He certainly had no need to
prove himsdf to this man. He had amply tried to do Fenwick a favor, and Fenwick had thrown it right
back in hisface. Yet there was a temptation to go on, to prove to Fenwick the difference between thar
two worlds. Fenwick belonged to a world compounded of inevitable faillure. The temptation to show him,
to try again to lift him out of it was born of akind of pity for Fenwick.

Baker's own life had arrowed decisvely, without waver, to agod tha was as correct as the tolerances of
humen error could make it. He often permitted himsdf the pride of consdering his mind somewhat as a
computer that had been programmed through a magnificent gene inheritance to drive irresgtibly toward
the precise gods he had reached. But Fenwick—Fenwick was 4ill fumbling around in a morass of
uncertainty. After years of erratic starts and stops he was now confusedly trying to make something out
of that miserable little inditution called Clearwater College.



It wasn't particularly friendship that urged Baker to show Fenwick. Their friendship was of a breed that
Baker had never quite been able to define to his own satisfaction. It seemed to him there was a sort of
deadly fascination in associating with a man who walked so blindly, who was so profoundly incapable of
undergtanding his own blindness and peril.

"I'm going to show you," Baker said abruptly, "exactly what it would mean if we were to do as you
suggest. Il show you what it would be like to give atention to every hdfwit and crackpot that comes
begging for a handout.” He switched the intercom and spoke into it. "Doris, please bring in the Ellerbee
file Y es—the crackpot section.”

He switched off. "Doris has her own quant but quite accurate way of catdoguing our various
goplications” he explained.

In a moment the secretary entered and placed the file on the desk. "Therés a new |etter in there" she
sad. "Dr. Pehrson initided it. He said you didn't want to be bothered any more with this case.”

"That'sright.”

Baker opened the file and shoved it toward Fenwick. "This boy has a gadget he wants us to look at.
Doesnt redly need any money, he says. That's the kind we redly have to be on guard againd. If we
looked at hiswonder gadget, we'd be pestered for a million-dollar handout for years to come.”

"What's he got?" Fenwick asked.

"Some kind of communication device, he says. He damsit's nothing but a grown crystd which you hold
inyour hand and talk to anybody anywhere on Earth.”

"Sounds like it wouldn't take much to find out whether he's got anything or not. Just let him put on a
five-minute demondration.”

"But multiply that five minutes by a thousand, by ten thousand. And once you let them get ther teeth into
you, it doesn't stop with five minutes. It goes on into reams of letters and years of time. No, you have to
stop this kind of thing before it ever sarts. But take a look a some of this materid in the file and youll
seewhat | mean.”

Fenwick picked up the top letter as Baker pushed the file toward him. "He Starts this one by saying,
'Dear Urban.' Is that what he calls you? What does he mean?'

"Who knows? He's a crackpot, | told you. Who cares what he means, anyway. We've got far more
important things to worry about.”

Fenwick scanned the letter a moment, then looked up, a faint amile on his face. "'l know what he means.
Urban—~Pope Urban—was the one responsible for the persecutions of Gdileo.”

Baker shrugged embarrassedly. "I told you he was a crackpot. Deusons of grandeur and of persecution
aetypicd.”



"This boy may not be as crazy as he sounds. You're giving him a pretty good imitaion of a Gdileo
treatment—won't even look a his device. He says here that 'Since you have previoudy refused to
examine my device and have questioned my rdidbility as an observer, | have obtained the services of
three unbiased witnesses, whose affidavits, Sgned and notarized, are attached. These men are the Fire
Chief, the Chief of Police, and the Community Church Pastor of Redrock, dl of whom tedtify that they
did see my device in full operation this past week. | trust that this evidence will persuade you that an
investigation should be made of my device. | fal to see how the bull-headedness and cocksureness of
your office can withstand any more of the evidence | have to offer in support of my dams™

"A typicd crackpot letter,” said Baker. "He tries to be reasonable, but his colors are soon shown when
he breaks down into vituperdive language like a frustrated child.”

Fenwick thumbed through the large pile of correspondence. "I'd say anybody would likdy blow his stack
agood ded harder than thisif he'd been trying to get your attention this long. Why didn't he ever send
you one of his gadgetsin the mal?'

"Oh, he did,” said Baker. "That was one of the firg things he did.”
"What did you do?"

"Sent it back. We dways return these things by registered return mall.”
"Without even trying it out?'

"Of course.”

"Bill, that ian't even reasonable. These earlier letters of his describe the growing of these crystds. He tdls
exactly how he does it. He knows what he's taking about. 1'd like to see him and see his crystd.”

"That'swhat | was hoping you'd say! All we have to do is get Doris to give hm a cal and hell be here
firg thing in the morning. You can be our offidd investigator. You can see what it's like deding with a
crackpot!”

James Ellerbee was a dim man, impetuous and energetic. Fenwick liked hm on sght. He was not a
technicd man; he was a famer. But he was an educated farmer. He had a degree from the State
Agriculturd College. He dabbled in amateur radio and dectronics as a hobby.

"I'm certainly glad someone isfindly willing to give me a break and take a look a my device" he said as
he shook Fenwick's hand. "I've had nothing but a runaround from this office for the past eght months.
Y et, according to dl the publicity, thisis where the nation's scientific progress is eva uated.”

Fenwick fdt like a hypocrite. "We get pretty overloaded,” he sad lamdly.



They werein Baker's office. Baker watched amugly from behind his desk. Ellerbee said, "Wdl, we might
aswdl get sarted. All you have to do, Mr. Fenwick, is hold one of these crystd cubes in your hand. Il
go in the other office and close the door. It may hep at firg if you close your eyes, but this is not redly

necessary."

"Wait," said Fenwick. Somehow he wanted to get away from Baker while this was going on. "I'd like to
take it outsde, somewhere in the open. Would that be dl rignt?"

"Sure. Makes no difference where you try it," said Ellerbee. "One place is as good as another.”
Baker waved a hand as they went out. "Good luck,” he said. He smiled confidently at Fenwick.

Asfa as Fenwick could see, the crystdl was not even potted or cased in any way. The raw crystd lay in
his hand. The drigtions of the multitude of layersin which it was laid down were plainly visble

Ellerbee dropped Fenwick off by the Jefferson memorid, then drove on about a mile Stll in Sght, he
stopped the car and got out. Fenwick saw him wave a hand. Nothing happened.

Fenwick glanced down at the crystd in his hand. About the Sze of a child's toy block. He could dmost
undergtand Baker's pogtion. It was pretty slly to suppose thisthing could have the powers Ellerbee sad
it had. No eectric energy applied. It merdy amplified the normd telepathic impulses exising in every
human mind, Ellerbee said. Fenwick sighed. You just couldn't tdl ahead of time that a thing wasn't going
to pan out. He knew his philosophy was right. These had to be investigated—every lousy, crackpot one
of them. You could never tdl what you were missing out on unless you did check.

He squeezed harder on the crystd, as Ellerbee had told him to do.

It was judt alittle fuzzy at firgt, fading and coming back. Then it was there, shimmering a little, but steady.
Theimege of Ellerbee sanding in front of him, grinning.

Fenwick glanced down the road. Ellerbee was Hill there, amile away. But he was dso right there in front
of him, about four feet away.

"It shakes you up alittle bit at first," said Ellerbee. "But you get used to it after a while. Anyway, thisisiit.
Are you convinced my device works?'

Fenwick shook his head to try to clear it rather than to give a negaive answer. "I'm convinced
something isworking," he said. "I'm just not quite sure what it is”

"Il drive across town," Ellerbee offered. "You can see that distance makes no difference at dl. Later, Il
prove it works clear across the country if you want me to."

They arranged that proof of Ellerbeg's presence on the other sde of the dty could be obtained by
Fenwick's caling him at a drug store pay phone. Then they would communicate by means of the cubes.

It was no different than before.



The telephone cdl satisfied Fenwick that Ellerbee was at least ten miles away. Then, within a second, he
aso appeared to be sanding directly in front of Fenwick.

"Wha do you want?' said Fenwick findly. "Wha do you want the Bureau to do about your device?
How much money do you want for development?'

"Money? | don't need any money!" Ellerbee exploded. "All | want is for the Government to make some
use of the thing. I've had a patent on it for 9x months. The Patent Office had sense enough to give me a
patent, but nobody else would look &t it. | just want somebody to make some use of it!"

"I'm sure a great many practical goplications can be found," Fenwick sad lamdy. "WEell have to make a
report, firs, however. There will be a need for a great many more experiments—"

But mogt important of dl, Baker would have to be shown. Baker would have to know from his own
experience that thisthing worked.

Fenwick suddenly wanted to get away from Ellerbee as much as he had from Baker a little earlier. There
was just so much aman's aging synapses could stand, he told himsdf. He had to do a bit of thinking by
himsdf. When Ellerbee drove up again, Fenwick told hm what he wanted.

Ellerbee looked disgppointed but resigned. "I hope this isn't another runaround, Mr. Fenwick. Youll
pardon me for being blunt, but I've had some pretty raw trestment from your office snce | started writing
about my communicator.”

"I promise you this isnt a runaround,” said Fenwick, "but it's absolutely necessary to get Dr. Baker to
view your demondgtration. We will want to see your laboratories and your methods of production. |
promise you it won't be more than two or three days, depending on Dr. Baker's busy schedule.”

"O.K. Il wait until the end of the week," said Ellerbee. "If | don't hear something by then, I'll go ahead
with my plans to market the crystas as a novdty gadget.”

"Il be in touch with you. | promise” said Fenwick. He stood by the curb and waiched Ellerbee drive
avay.

Fenwick moved dowly back to his own car and sat behind the whed without sarting the motor. It
seemed along time since nine-thirty yesterday morning, when he had come in to Baker's office to check
on the grant he had known Baker wasn't going to give him. Now, merdly by kicking Baker's refuse pile
with histoe, so to speak, he had turned up a diamond that Baker was ready to discard.

Fenwick fdt a sudden surge of revulson. How was it possible for such a blind, ignorant fool as Baker to
be placed in the postion he was in? How could the adminidraive officars of the United States
Government be respongble for such migudgment? Such maadminigration, if performed conscioudy,
would be sheer treason. Y et, unconscioudy and ignorantly, Baker's authority was perpetuated, giving him



adranglehold on the crestive powers of the nation.

Fenwick tried to recal how he and Baker had become friends—so long ago, in their own college days. It
waan't that there was any closeness or common interest between them, yet they seemed to have drawn
together as two opposites might. They were both science mgors at the time, but ther philosophies were
S0 different that their studies were hardly a common ground.

Fenwick figuraively threw away the textbook the firg time the professor's back was turned. Baker,
Fenwick thought, never took his eyes from its pages. Fenwick distrusted everything that he could not
prove himsdf. Baker bdieved nothing that was not solidly fixed in black and white and bound between
gurdy cloth covers, and prefaced by the name of a man who boasted at least two graduate degrees.

Fenwick remembered even now hisfirg reaction to Baker. He had never seen his kind before and could
not believe that such existed. He supposed Baker fdt amilaly about him, and, out of the strange
contradiction of their worlds, they formed a hestant friendship. For himsdf, Fenwick supposed thet it
was based on a kind of fascination in associating with one who walked so blindly, who was so
profoundly incapable of understanding his own blindness and peril.

But never before had he redlized the absolute danger that rested in the hands of Baker. And there mugt
be others like him in high Government scientific circles, Fenwick thought. He had learned long ago that
Baker's kind was somewhere in the background in every laboratory and scientific office.

But few of them achieved the strangling power that Baker now possessed.
The Index! Fenwick thought of it and gagged. Wardrobe evduation! Staff reading index! The
reproductive ratio—socia activity index—the index of hereditary accomplishment—multiply your

ancestors by the number of technica papers your five-year old children have produced and divide by the
number of book reviews you attend weekly—

Fenwick dumped in the seat. We hold these truths to be sdf-evident—that the ratio of sports coats to
tuxedos in a faculty member's closet shdl determine whether Clearwater gets to do research in solid state
physics, whether George Durrant gives his genius to the nation or whether it gets buried in Dr. William
Baker's refuse pile.

But not only George Durrant. Jm Ellerbee, too. And how many others?
Something had to be done.

Fenwick hadn't redlized it before, but this was the thought that had been chuming in his cortex for the last
hour. Something had to be done about Bill Baker.

But, short of murder, what?

Getting rid of Baker phydcaly was not the answer, of course. If he were gone, a hundred others like him
would fight for his place.



Baker had to be shown. He had to be shown that high-grading was cogsting him the very thing he was
trying to find. It must be proven to him theat flotation methods work as well in mining human resources as
inmining metd. That the extra trouble paid off.

Thiswas known—a long time ago—Fenwick thought. Somewhere dong the way things got changed. He
glanced toward the Jefferson Memorid. Tom Jefferson knew how it should be, Tom Jefferson,
datesman, farmer, writer, and amateur mechanic and inventor. It was not only every gentleman's
privilege, it was aso hisduty to be atinkerer and amateur scientist, no matter what e'se he might be.

Fenwick glanced in the distance toward the Lincoln Memorid. Abe had done his share of tinkering. His
weird boot-strap system for hoiging river boats off shoas and bars hadn't amounted to much, but Abe
knew the principle that every man has the right to be his own scientit.

And then there was Ben Franklin, the noblest amateur of them dl! He had roamed these parts, too.

Somewhere it had been logt. The Bill Bakers would have laughed out of existence the grest tinkerers like
Franklin and Lincoln and Jefferson. And the Pasteurs and the Mendels—and the George Durrants and
the Jm Ellerbees, too.

Fenwick started the car. Something had to be done about Bill Baker.

Baker leaned back in his chair and laughed heartily. "So it worked, did it? He showed you something thet
made you think he had a red working device."

"There was no 'think' about it sad Fenwick. "l saw it with my own eyes. That boy's got something
terrific”

Baker sobered and thumbed through the Ellerbee file again. "Any freshman math mgor could poke holes
dl through this mathematical explanation he offers. Right? Secondly, a device such as he dams to have
produced violates dl the basc lawvs of science. Why, it's even agand the Second Law of
Thermodynamicd™

"I don't care what it's againg,” said Fenwick. "It works. | want you to come with me to Ellerbee's and
see for yoursdlf. His device will revolutionize communications.”

Baker shook his head sadly. "It's dways tougher when they show you something that seems to work.
Then you've got to waste a lat of time looking for the gimmick if you're going to follow it through. | just
haven't got the time—"

"Youve got to, Bill!"

"Il tll you what I'll do. You go out there and look over his setup. If you can't find his gimmick in hdf a
day, Il come out and show it to you. But | warn you, some of these things are very tricky—like the old



perpetual motion machines. Y ou've got to have your wits about you. |Is that fair enough?”
"Far enough,” Fenwick agreed.

Baker amiled broadly. "Il do even more. If this Ellerbee device should prove to be on the levd, I'll give
you the research grant you want for Clearwater.”

"I'm not so sure | want it on those tarms," said Fenwick.

"Wil, it's a purely academic matter. Y ou won't have to worry about it. But, on the other hand, I'll expect
you to agree that when Ellerbee is exposed youll not persist in your request to this office”

"Wdl, now—"

"That's a far offer. I'm giving you a chance to prove I'm wrong in setting up the Index to screen out
people like Ellerbee—"

"—And indtitutions like Clearwater."
"And inditutions like Clearwater,” Baker agreed.

"All right," said Fenwick. "Il gamble with you—for one more stake: If Ellerbeds device is on the levd,
youll make a grant to Clearwater and other indtitutions of like qudifications, and youll scrap that insane
Indlex—"

Baker tapped the desk placatingly. "The grant to Clearwater, yes. As for the Index, if it should fal in its
goplicability to this clear-cut Ellerbee case | would be the first to want to know why. But | assure you
there is no flaw in the Index. It has been tried too many thousands of times.”

Ellerbee's place was in Virginia, in adairying area in the hills The last ten miles of the road were not the
kind to attract vigitors. The road was steep and narrow in places that turned sharply around the hillsdes.
No guardralls blocked the descent into the steep gullies It was definitdy a region for people who liked
solitude. The farms that lay in the valeys of the hills were neat and well-cared for, however. The people
Fenwick passed on the road didn't ook like the recluse type.

Ellerbee's farm was one of the best looking in the vidnity. It had the look of being cared for by a man
who could do everything. The huge barn and the corrals were as neat as a garden, and the large white
frame farmhouse stood out like a monument againg the green pasture.

A woman and two children were in the garden beside the house as Fenwick drove up. "May | help you?
I'm Mrs. Ellerbeg” the woman said.



Fenwick explained who he was and his purpose in coming. "Jm's been expecting you," the woman said.
"His laboratory is the long white building back of the house. He's out there now.”

Jm Ellerbee met im at the door. "You didn't bring Dr. Baker," he said dmost accusingly.

"Later," sad Fenwick. "l came, as | promised. Dr. Baker wants my report on your fadlities and
production methods. Then he will come up to make his own ingpection.”

There was doubt in Ellerbee's eyes, as if he was used to such stories. "Maybe it would be best if |
marketed the crystdsin any form | can,” he said.

He led Fenwick through a number of rooms of expensive, precison eectronic equipment. Then they
passed through a set of double doors, which Fenwick observed acted as a thermd lock between the
cyda growing room and the rest of the building. It reminded him of George Durrant's laboratory a
Clearwater.

"This is where the crystds are grown," said Ellerbee. "l suppose you're familiar with such processes.
Here we mugt use a very precisaly controlled sequence of co-crystdlization to get layers of desired
thickness—"

Fenwick wasn't ligening. He had suddenly observed the second man in the room, a rather smdl, swarthy
man, who moved with quiet precison among a row of tanks on the far sde of the room. There was a
dartling qudity about the man that Fenwick was unable to define, a strangeness.

Ellerbee caught the direction of his glance. "Oh," he said. "You must meet my neighbor, Sam Atkins. Sam
isinthis as deep or even deeper than | am. | think perhaps he's more responsble for the communicator
cysas”

The man turned as his name was mentioned, and came toward them. "Y ou were the one who developed
the crysds" he sad in a soft, persuasive voice, to Jm Ellerbee.

"Thisis my setup,” Ellerbee explained with a wave of his hand to indicate the laboratory surroundings.
"But Sam has been working with me for about a year on this thing. When Sam moved in, we found we
were both radio hams and eectronic bugs. 1'd been fooling around with crystal growing, trying to design
some new type trangstors. Then Sam suggested some experiments in co-crysdlization—using different
chemicas that will crystdlize in successive layersin one crysta.

"We stumbled on one combination that made a terrific amplifier. Then we found it would actudly radiate
to adigant point dl by itsdf. Fndly, we discovered that its radiation was completely nondectromagnetic.
There is no way we have yet found of detecting the radiation from the crysta—except by means of
another piece of the same crysd.

"I know it's againg dl the rulesin the books. It just doesn't make sense. But thereit is. It works.”

Sam Atkins had turned away for a moment to attend to one of the tanks, but Fenwick found himsdf
intensdy aware of the man's presence. There was nothing he could put his finger on. He just knew, with



such intense certainty, that Sam Atkins was there.
"What does Mr. Atkins do?' Fenwick asked. "Does he have adairy farm, too?'

Ellerbee nodded. "His place isright next to mine. Since we Started this project Sam has practicaly lived
here, however. He's a bachelor, and so he takes most of his measwith us.”

"Seems drange—" Fenwick mused, "two men like you, way out here in the country, doing work on a
levd with that of the best crystd labs in the country. | should think you'd both rather be in academic or
indugtrid work."

Ellerbee amiled and looked up through the windows to the meadows beyond. "Were free out here" he
sad.

Fenwick thought of Baker. "You are that," he said.

"You said you wanted to investigate the whole production process. Well start here, if you like, and Il
show you every step in our process. This tank contains an ordinary dum solution. We start building on a
seed crystd of dum and continue until we reach a precise thickness. Here is a solution of chrome dum.
Youll note the insulated tanks. Room temperature is maintained within haf a degree. The solutions are
held to within one-tenth of a degree. Crysta dimensons must be held to tolerances of little more than the
thickness of a molecule—"

The gimmick to fool him and cheat him. Where was it? Fenwick asked himsdf. Baker was sure it was
here. If so, where could it be? There was no trickery in the crystd |aboratory—unless it was the trickery
of precison refinement of methods. Only men of great mechanicd ill could accomplish what Ellerbee
and his friend were doing. Genius behind the milking machingl Fenwick could amost sympethize with
Baker in his hiding behind the ridiculous Index. Without some such protection a man could encounter
shocks.

The crackpot fringe.

Where ese would credence have been given to the phenomenon of a crystd that seemed to radiate in a
nonelectromagnetic way?

But, of course, it couldn't actudly be doing that. All the books, dl the authorities, and the known scientific
principles said it couldn't happen. Therefore, it wouldn't have happened—outside the crackpot fringe.

If Ellerbee and Atkins werent trying to foist a deliberate deception, where were they mistaken? It was
possible for such men as these to make an honest mistake. That would more than likdy turn out to be the
case here. But how could there be a migiake in the production of a phenomenon such as Fenwick had
witnessed? How could that be produced through some error when it couldn't even be done by known
electronic methods—not just as Fenwick had seenit.



Throughout the morning Ellerbee led him down the rows of tanks, explaning a each step wha was
heppening. Sometimes Sam Atkins offered a word of explanation dso, but dways he stayed in the
background. The two farmers showed Fenwick how they measured crysta sze down to the thickness of
amolecule while the crystals were growing.

A sudden suspicion crossed Fenwick's mind. "If those dimensions are so critical, how did you determine
them in the firs place?’

"Initidly, it was a lucky accident,” said Sam Atkins.

"Veay lucky," sad Fenwick, "if you were able to accidentaly obtain a crystd of fifteen layers or so and
have each layer even gpproximetely correct.”

Sam amiled blandly. "Our fird crystals were not so complex, you understand. Only three layers. We
thought we were building transistors, then. Later, our mathematics showed us the advantage of additiona
layers and gave us the dimensons”

The mathematics that Baker said a kid could poke holes in. Fenwick didn't know. He hadn't checked the
meth.

Where was the gimmick?

In the afternoon they took him out for fidd tests again. A rise behind the barn was about a mile from a
amilar rise on Sam Atkins place. They communicated across that distance in dl the ways, induding
various kinds of codes, that Fenwick could think of to find some evidence of hoax. Afterwards, they
returned to the laboratory and sawed in two the crystds they had just used. Then they showed him the
tests they had devised to determine the nature of the radiation between the crystas.

He did not find the gimmick.

By the end of the day Ellerbee seemed beat, asif held been under a heavy drain dl day long. And then
Fenwick redlized that was actudly the case. Ellerbee wanted desperately to have someone believein him,
beieve in his communication device. Not only had he used dl the reasoning power at his command, he
had been graining physicdly to induce Fenwick to believe.

Through it al, however, Sam Atkins seemed to remain bland and utterly a ease, asif it made absolutely
no difference to him, whatever.

" guess weve just about shot our wad,” said Ellerbee. "That's about dl weve got to show you. If we
haven't convinced you by now that our communicator works, |1 don't know how we can accomplish it.”

Had they convinced him? Fenwick asked himsdf. Did he believe what he had seen or didn't he? He had
been smug in front of Baker after the first demondgtration, but now he wondered how much he had been
covered by the same brush that had tarred Baker.

It wasn't easy for him to admit the possibility of nonelectromagnetic radiaion from these strange crystds,



radiation which could carry sght and sound from one point to another without any transducers but the
crysas themselves.

"You have to step out of the world you've grown accustomed to," said Sam Atkins very quietly. "Thisis
what we have had to do. It's not hard now to comprehend that telepathic forces of the mind can be
directed by this means. Thisis a new pattern. Think of it as such. Don't try to cram it into the old pattern.
Thenit's easy.”

A new pattern. That was the trouble, Fenwick thought. There couldn't redly be any new patterns, could
there? There was only one basic pattern, in which dl the phenomena of the universe fit. He reedily
admitted that very little was known about that pattern, and many things believed true were fdse. But the
Second Law of Thermodynamics. That had to be true—invariably true—didn't it?

If there was a hoax, Baker would have to find it.

"Il be back with Dr. Baker in a couple of days" Fenwick said. "After that, the one find evidence well
need will be to congruct these crystds in our own laboratories, entirdy on our own, based on your
indructions”

Ellerbee nodded agreement. "Thet would suit us just fine"

"Hypnotism,” said Baker. "It sounds like some form of hypnotism, and | don't like that kind of thing. It
could merit crimind prosecution.”

"There's no possible way | could have been hypnotized," said Fenwick.

"These crystds—obvioudy it has something to do with them. But | wonder what their game is, anyway?
It's hard to see where they can think they're headed.”

"I don't know," said Fenwick. "But you promised to show me the gimmick if 1 couldn't find it in haf a
day. | spent awhole day out there without finding anything.”

Baker dapped the desk in exasperation. "You're not redly going to make me go out there and look at
thisfool thing, are you? | know | made a crazy promise, but | was sure you could find where they were
hoaxing you if you took one look at their setup. It's probably so obvious you just sumbled right over it
without even seeing it was there.”

"Possibly. But you're going to have to show me"
"John, |ook—"

"Or, | might be willing to take that Clearwater research grant without any more questions on elther sde"



Baker thought of the repercussons that would occur in his own office, let done outsde it, if he ever
approved such a grant. "All right,”" he sighed. "Y ou've got me over a barrd. I'll drive my car. | may have
to stop a some offices on the other side of town.”

"I might be going on, rather than coming back to town,” said Fenwick. "I ought to have my car, too.
Suppose | meet you out there?!

"Good enough. Say one o'clock. I'm sure that will give us more time than we need.”

Baker was prompt. He arived with an ar of let's-get-this-over-as-quick-as-possible. He nodded
perfunctorily as Ellerbee introduced hiswife. He scarcely looked at Sam Atkins.

"I hope you've got your demondration dl set up,” he said. He glanced at the darkening sky. "It looks like
we might get some heavy rain this afternoon.”

"Were dl ready,” said Ellerbee. "Sam will drive over to thét little hill on his farm, and well go out behind
the barn."

On the knall, Baker accepted the crystd cube without looking at it. Clenching it in hisfigt, he put his hand
in his pocket. Fenwick guessed he was trying to avoid any direct view and thus avoid the posshility of
hypnatic effects. This seemed pretty farfetched to Fenwick.

Through fidd glasses Sam Atkins was seen to get out of his car and walk to the top of the knoll. He
stood a moment, then waved to Sgnd his readiness.

"Pressthe crystd in your hand,”" Ellerbee said to Baker. "Direct your atention toward Sam Atkins™

Each of them had a cube of the same crystd. It was like a party line. Fenwick pressed his only dightly.
He had learned it didn't take much. He saw Baker heditate, then purse his lips as if in utter disgugt, and
follow ingtructions.

In a moment the image of Sam Atkins appeared before them. Regardless of their position, the image gave
theilluson of sanding about four feet in front of them.

"Good afternoon, Dr. Baker," Sam Atkins said.
Fenwick thought Baker was going to collapse.

The director just stood for a moment, like a creature that had been pole-axed. Then his color began to
deepen and he turned with robot iffness "Did you men hear anything? Fenwick ... did you hear ... did
you see?!



"Sure" said Fenwick, grinning broadly. "Sam Atkins said good afternoon to you. It would be politeif you
answered him back."

The image of Sam Atkins was dill before them. He, too, was grinning broadly. The grins infuriated
Baker.

"Mr. Atkins" said Baker.

"Yes, Dr. Baker," said Sam Atkins,

"If you hear me, wave your hands. | will observe you through the fidd glasses”
"Thefidd glasses won't be necessary.”

Both the image before them, and the digant figure on the knoll were seen to wave ams and gyrate
smultaneoudy. For good measure, Sam Atkins turned a cartwhed .

Baker seemed to have partly recovered. "There seems to be a very remarkable effect present here" he
sad cautioudy.

"Dr. Baker," Jm Ellerbee spoke earnedtly, "I know you're skeptical. You don't think the crystals do what
| say they do. Even though you see it with your own eyes you doubt that it is hgopening. | will do
anything possible to test this device to your satisfaction. Name the test that will dispe your doubts and
we will perform it!"

"It's not entirdy a question of demondration, Mr. Ellerbee” sad Baker. "There are the theoreticd
consderations as wdl. The mathematics you have submitted in support of your dam are not, to put it
mildy, sound."

"I know. Sam keeps tdling me that. He says we need an entirdy new math to handle it. Maybe well get
around to that. But the important thing is that we've got aworking device.”

"Your mathematicd basis must be sound!" Baker's fervor returned. Fenwick fdt a sudden surge of pity
for the director.

The demondtration was repeated a dozen times more. Fenwick went over on Sam Atkins hill. He and
Baker conversed privately.



... "Presence," with the crystals, was not a physical thing ...

"Doyou seeit yet?' Fenwick asked.

"No, I'm afraid | don't!" Baker was snappish. "This is one of the most devilish things I've ever come
acrossl”

"You don't think it's working the way Jm and Sam say it is?"

"Of course not. The thing is utterly impossible! | am convinced a hypnotic condition is involved, but |
mug admit | don't see how."

"You may figure it out when you go through Ellerbees lab."

Baker was obvioudy shaken. He spoke in subdued tones as Ellerbee started the tour of the crystd lab
agan. Baker's eyes took in everything. As the tour progressed he seemed to devour each new item with
frenzied intengty. He inspected the crystds through a microscope. He checked the measurements of the
thickness of the growing crystd layers.

The rain began while they were in the crystd lab. It beat furioudy on the roof of the laboratory building,
but Baker seemed scarcely aware that it was teking place. His eyes sought out every minute festure of
the building. Fenwick was sure he was finding nothing to confirm his belief that the communicator crysas
were a hoax.

Fenwick hadn't redized it before, but he recognized now that it would be a terrific blow to Baker if he
couldn't prove the existence of a hoax.

Proof that the communicator crystas were dl they were supposed to be would be a direct fronta attack
on the sacred Index. It would blast a hole in Baker's conviction that nothing of vaue could come from the
crackpot fringe. And, not least of dl, it would require Baker to issue a research grant to Clearwater

College.

What dse it might do to Baker, Fenwick could only guess, but he fdt certain Bill Baker would never be
the same man again.

As it grew darker, Baker looked up from the microscope through which he had been peering. He
glanced at the windows and the drenched countryside beyond. "It's been raining,” he said.

Mary Ellerbee had dready anticipated that the vistors would be staying the night. She had the spare



room ready for Baker and Fenwick before dinner. While they ate in the big farmhouse kitchen, Ellerbee
explained. "It would be crazy to try to get down to the highway tonight. The county's been promising us a
new road for five years, but you see what weve got. Even the oldest ditizen wouldn't tackle it in weather
like this, unless it was an emergency. You put up for the night with us. Youll get home just as fast by
leaving in the morning, after the storm clears. And it will be a lot more pleasant than spending the night
stuck in the mud somewhere—or worse."

Baker seemed to accept the invitation as he ate without comment. To Fenwick he appeared sunned by
the events of the day, by hisinability to find a hoax in connection with the communicator crydals.

It was only when Baker and Fenwick were done in the upstairs bedroom that Baker seemed to dir out
of his state of shock.

"Thisis ridiculous, Fenwick!" he said. "I don't know what I'm doing here. | can't possbly day in this
place tonight. 1've got people to see this evening, and gppointments early in the morning.”

"It's coming down like cats and dogs again,” sad Fenwick. "You saw the road coming in. It's a hog
walow by now. Y our chance of getting through would be dmost zero.”

"It's a chance | have to take" Baker indged. He started for the door. "You don't have to take it, of
course.”

"I'm not going to!" said Fenwick.
"But | must!"

Fenwick followed him downgtairs, dill trying to persuade him of the foolishness of driving back tonight.
When Ellerbee heard of it he seemed appalled.

"It's impossible, Dr. Baker! | wouldn't have suggested your not returning if there were any chance of
getting through. | assure you there isnt.”

"Neverthdess | mud try. Dr. Fenwick will remain, and | will come back tomorrow afternoon to complete
our investigation. There are important things | mugt attend to before then, however."

Fenwick had the sudden feding that Baker was in a flight of panic. His words had an amless
stream-of-consciousness qudity that contrasted sharply with his usudly precise speech. Fenwick was
certain there was nothing sufficiently important that it demanded his attention on anight like this. He could
have telephoned his family and had hiswife cancel any gppointments.

No, Fenwick thought, there was nothing Baker had to go to; rather, he was running from. He was
running in panicky fear from his falure to pin down the hoax in the crystals. He was running, Fenwick
thought, from the fear that there might be no hoax.



It seemed incredible that such an experience could trigger so strong a reaction. Yet Fenwick was aware
thet Baker's attitude toward Ellerbee and his device was not merdly one aspect of Baker's character. His
atitude in these things was his character.

Fenwick dared not challenge Baker with these thoughts. He knew it would be like probing Baker's flesh
with a hot wire. There was nothing at dl that he could do to stop Baker's flight.

Ellerbee insged on loaning hm a powerful flaghlignt and a hand lantern, which Baker ridiculed but
accepted. It was only after Baker's tall-light had disappeared in the thick mig that Fenwick remembered
he dill had the crysta cubein his coat pocket.

"He's bound to get stuck and spend the night on the road,” said Ellerbee. "Heéll be so upset hell never
come back to finish his investigation.”

Fenwick suspected this was true. Baker would sed off every association and reminder of the
communicator crystas as if they were some infection that would not hedl. "There's no use besting your
brains out trying to get the NBSD to pay attention,” Fenwick told Ellerbee. "You've got a patent. Figure
out some gadgety use and start sling the things. Youll get dl the atention you want.”

"I wanted to do it in a dignified way," sad Ellerbee regretfully.
You, too, Fenwick thought as he moved back up the gtairs to the spare bedroom.

Fenwick undressed and got into bed. He tried to read a book he had borrowed from Ellerbee, but it hed
no interest for him. He kept thinking about Baker. What produced a man like Baker? What made him

tick, anyway?

Fenwick had practically abandoned his earlier determination that something had to be done about Baker.
There was redly nothing that could be done about Baker, Bill Baker in particular—and the host of
assorted Bakers scattered throughout the world in pogitions of power and importance, in generd.

They stretched on and on, back through the pages of hisory and time. Jm Ellerbee understood the
breed. He had quite rightly tagged Baker in addressng him as "Dear Urban." Pope Urban, who
persecuted the great Gdileo, had certainly been one of them.

It wasn't that Baker was ignorant or stupid. He was nether. Fenwick gave reluctant respect to his
intdligence and his educeation. Baker was quick-witted. His head was stuffed full of accurate scientific
information from diversfied fidds

But he refused to be jarred loose from his fixed postion that scentific breskthroughs could come from
any source but the Egtablished Authority. The possibility thet the crackpot fringe could produce such a
break-through panicked him. It had panicked him. He was fleeing dangeroudy now through the night,
driven by afear he did not know wasin him.

Inflexibility. This seemed to be the characteristic that marked Baker and his kind. Defender of the Fixed
Postion might wel have been his title. With dl his might and power, Bill Baker defended the Fixed



Pogtion he had chosen, the Fixed Postion behind the wall of Established Authority.

A blind spot, perhaps? But it seemed more than mere blindness that kept Baker so hatly defending his
Fixed Pogition. It seemed as if, somehow, he was aware of its vulnerability and was determined to fight
off any and dl attacks, regardless of consegquences.

Fenwick didn't know. He fdt as if it was less than hopeless, however, to attempt to change Bill Baker.
Any change would have to be brought about by Baker himsdf. And that, at the moment, seemed far less
likdy than the well-known snowball in Hades.

Fenwick knew he mugt have dozed off to deep with the light ill on in the room and Ellerbeg's unread
book opened over his chest. He did not know what time it was when he awoke. He was aware only of a
uffocating sensation as if some ghodly aura were within the room, filling it, pressng down upon him. A
walling of agony and despair seemed to scraich a his senses dthough he was certain there was no
audible sound. And a depression clutched at his soul as if death itsdf had suddenly walked unseen
through the closed door.

Fenwick sat up, shivering in the sudden coolness of the room, but dammy with sweat over his whole
body. He had never experienced such sensations before in his life His somach turned to a hard bal
under the flow of panic that surged through dl his nerves.

He forced himsdf to St quietly for a moment, trying to release his fear-tightened muscles. He relaxed the
panic in his ssomach and looked dowly about the room. He could recdl no dimulus in his deep that had
produced such a reection. He hadn't even been dreaming, as far as he could tell. There was no
recollection of any sound or movement within the house or outside.

He was cdmer after a moment, but that sensation of desth close at hand would not go away. He would
have been unable to describe it if asked, but it was there, It filled the atmosphere of the room. It seemed
to emanate from—

Fenwick turned his head abouit. It was dmogt asif there was some definite source from which the ghaglly
sensation was pouring over him. The walls—the ar of the room—

His eyes caught the crystd on the table by the bed.
He could fed the force of death pouring from it.

His firg impulse was to pick up the thing and hurl it as far as he could. Then in saner desperation he
legped from the bed and threw on his clothes. He grabbed the crysd in his hand and ran out through the
door and down the gairs.

Jm Ellerbee was dready there in the living room. He was seated by the old-fashioned library table, his
hend outstretched upon it. In his hand lay the counterpart of the crystal Fenwick carried.



"Ellerbed" Fenwick cried. "What's going on? What in Heaven's name is coming out of these things?'
"Baker," sad Ellerbee. "He smashed up on the road somewhere. He's out there dying.”

"Can you be sure? Then don't st there, man! Let's get on our way!"

Ellerbee shook his head. "Hell be dead before we can get there.”

"How do you know he cracked up, anyway? Can you read that out of the crystd?!

Ellerbee nodded. "He kept it in his pocket. It's close enough to him to tranamit the frantic messages of his
dying mind."

"Then welve got to go! No meatter if we get there in time or not.”

Ellerbee shook his head again. "Sam is on hisway over here. He's in touch with Baker. He says he thinks
he can tak Baker back."

"Talk him back? What do you meen by that?'

Ellerbee hesitated. "I'm not sure. In some ways Sam understands a lot more about these things than | do.
He can do thingswith the crystals that | don't understand. If he says he can tak Dr. Baker back, | think
maybe he can."

"But we can't depend on that!" Fenwick said franticdly. "Can't we get on our way in the car and let Sam
do what he thinks he can while we drive? Maybe he can get Baker to hold on until we get m to a
doctor."

"You don't understand,” said Ellerbee. "Dr. Baker has gone over the edge. He's dying. | know what it's
like. | looked into a dying mind once before. There is nothing whatever that a doctor can do after an
organism starts dying. It's a dfinite process. Once started, it'sirreversble”

"Then what does Sam—7"

"Sam thinks he knows how to reverseit."

There wasn't much pain. Not as much as he would have supposed. He fdt sure there was terible
damage ingde. He could fed the warmth of blood weling up ingde his throat. But the pain was not there.
That was good.

In place of pain, there was a kind of infinite satisfaction and a growing peace. The ultimate magnitude of
this peace, which he could sense, was 0 grest that it loomed like some blinding glory.



This was death. The commitment and the decison had been made. But this was better than any
dternative. He could not see how there could have been any question abot it.

He was lying on his back in the wet day of a bank below the road. It was raining, softly now, and he
rather liked the gentle drop of it on his face. Somewhere below him the hulk of his wrecked car lay on its
sde. He could amdl the unpleasant odor of gasoline. But dl of this was less than nothing in importance to
him now. Somewherein the back of his mind was a remnant of memory of what he had been doing this
day. He remembered the name of John Fenwick, and the memory brought a fant amusement to his
bloody lips. There had been some differences between him and John Fenwick. Those differences were
a0 less than nothing, now. All differences were wiped out. He gave himsdf up to the pleasure of being
borne dong on that great current that seemed to be carrying him swiftly to a quiet place.

After atime, he remembered two other names, dso. James Ellerbee and Sam Atkins. He remembered a
crystd, and it meant nothing. He remembered thet it wasin his pocket and that for some time he had fdt
awamth from it, that was both pleasant and unpleasant. It was of no importance. He might have reached
for it and thrown it farther from him, but hisarm on that sde was broken.

He was glad that there was nothing—nothing whatever—that had any magnitude of importance. Even his
family—they were like fragments of a long-ago dream.

Helay walting quietly and patiently for the swiftly gpproaching destination of ultimate peace. He did not
know how long it would take, but he knew it could not be long, and even the journey was sweet.

It was while he waited, Idtting his mind drift, that he became aware of the intruder. In that moment, the
pain boiled up in shrieking agony.

He had thought himsdf alone. He wanted above dl else to be done. But there was someone with him.
He wasn't sure how he knew. He could amply feel the unwanted presence. He strained to see in the wet
darkness. He ligtened for muted sounds. There was nothing. Only the presence.

"Go away!" he whispered hoarsaly. "Go away, and leave me aone—whoever you are.”

"No. Let me take you by the hand, William Baker. | have come to show you the way back. | have come
to lead you back.”

"Leave me donel Whoever you are, leave me donel" Baker was conscious of his own voice screaming
in the black night. And it was not only terror of the unknown presence that made him scream, but the
physca pain of crushed bones and torn flesh was sweeping like a torrent through him.

"Don't be afrad of me. You know me You remember, we met this afternoon. Sam Atkins. You
remember, Dr. Baker?'

"I remember.” Baker's voice was a panful gasp. "I remember. Now go away and leave me done. You
can do nothing for me. | don't want you to do anything for me."



Sam Atkins. The crystd. Baker wished he could reach the cursed thing and hurl it away from him. That
mus be how Atkins was communicating with him. Y es, somehow it was possible. He had found no trick,
no gimmick. Somehow, the miserable things worked.

But what did Sam Atkins want? He had broken in on a moment that was as private as a dream. There
was nothing he could do. Baker was dying. He knew he was dying. There was no medicine that could
hedl the battering his body had taken. He had been dipping away into peace and releasse of pain. He had
no desire to have it interrupted.

There was no more evidence of Sam Atkins presence. It was there—and Baker wished furioudy that
Atkins would let his degth be a private thing—but he was not interfering now.

There was the fant suggestion of other presences, too. Baker thought he could pick them out, Fenwick
and Ellerbee. They were dl gathered to watch him die through the crystas. It was unkind of them to so
intrude—but it didn't redly matter very much. He began drifting pleasantly again.

"William Baker." The soft voice of Sam Atkins shattered the peaceable relm once more. "We must do
some hedling before we start back, Dr. Baker. Give me your hand, and come with me, Dr. Baker, while
we touch these tissues and hedl their breaks. Stay close to me and the pain will not be more than you can
endure”

The night remained dark and there was no sound, but Baker's body arched and twisted in panic as he
fought againg invisble hands that seemed to touch with fleeting, exploratory passes over him.

"I don't want to be heded," he whispered. "There is nathing that can be done. I'm dying. | want to die!
Can't you understand that? | want to die! | don't want your hep!”

He had said it. And the shock of it jolted even himin the depths of his haf-conscious mind. Could a man
redly want to die?

Yes.

He had forgotten whet terror he had Ieft so far behind. He knew only that he wanted to move forever in
the direction of the flowing peace.

Like probing fingers, Sam Atkins mind continued to touch him. It scanned the broken organs of his
body, and, in some kind of detached way, Baker fdt that he was accompanying Atkins on that journey of
exploration, even as Sam had asked.

They searched the skeleton and found the splintered bones. They examined the musde structure and
found the torn and shattered tissue. They searched the dark recesses of his vitd organs and came to
injury that Baker knew was hopeess.



"You built this once" Sam Atkins voice whispered. "You can build it again. The materids are dl here.
The blood dream is 4dill moving. The nerve tissue will carry your indructions. Il supply the
scaffolding—while you build—"

He remembered. Baker examined the long-untouched record of when he had done this before. He
remembered the congtruction of cdls, the building of organs, the interconnection of nerve tissue. He fet
an infinite sadness at the present ruin. Y es—he could build again.

Sam Atkins face was like that of a dead man. Across the table from him, Jm Ellerbee and John Fenwick
watched dlently. Faintly, between them was the crystal-projected image of Baker's bodly.

Fenwick fet the cold touch of some mysterious unknown prickle his scalp. Sam Atkins seemed remote
and dien, like the practitioner of ancient and forbidden arts. Fenwick found the question tumbling over
and over in his mind, who is this man? He fdt as if the very life energy of Sam Atkins was somehow
flowing out through the crystd, across space, to the distant broken body of Bill Baker and was
supporting it while Baker's own feeble energy was consumed in the rebuilding of his shattered organs.

Though Fenwick and Ellerbee held their own crystds, Sam had somehow shut them out. They were in
fant contact with Baker, but they could not follow the fierce contact that Sam's mind held with him.

Ellerbee's face showed worry and a trace of panic. He hestantly reached out to touch the immobile figure
of Sam Atkins, who sat with closed eyes and imperceptible breath. Fenwick sensed disaster. He arrested
the motion of Ellerbee's hand.

"I think you could kill them both," he whispered. The life force of one man, divided between two—it was
not sufficient to cope with unexpected shocks to ether, now.

Ellerbee desisted. "I've never seen anything like this before,” he said. "l don't know what Sam's doing—I
don't know how he's doing it—"

Fenwick looked sharply at Ellerbee. Ellerbee had discovered the crystas, so he and Sam said. Yet Sam
was able to do things with them that Ellerbee could not conceive. Fenwick wondered just who was



respongble for the crystds. And he resolved that some day, when and if Baker pulled out of this, he
would learn something more about Sam Atkins

Time moved beyond midnight and into the early morning hours of the day, but this meant nothing to
William Baker. He was in the midst of eternity. Because the old pattern was there, and the ancient
memories were clear, his recongruction moved at a pace that was limited only by the materids available.
When these grew scarce, Sam Atkins showed him how to break down and utilize other structures that
could be rebuilt lesurdy at a later time. There was remembered joy in the building and, once started,
Baker gave only idle wonder to the question of whether this was more desirable than death. He did not
know. This seemed the right thing to do.

In the presence of Sam Atkins everything he was doing seemed right, and a lifetime of doubts, and
errors, and fears seemed distant and vague.

But Sam said suddenly, "It isdmod finished. Just alittle farther and youll have to go the rest of the way
dore”

Terror struck a Baker. He had reached a point where he was absolutdly sure he could not go on adone
without Sam's supporting presence. "You tricked me" Baker cried. "You tricked me! You didn't tdl me
| would have to be reborn done!™

"Doexn't every man?' said Sam. "Isthere any way to be born, except done?’

Sowly, the world closed in about Baker.

Light. Sounds.

Wet. Cold.

The impact of a million idiot minds. The coursing of cosmic-ray particles. The wrenching of Earth's
megnetic and gravitationd fidds. Old and duggish memories were renewed, memories meant to be

buried for dl of hislife

Baker fdt asif he were suddenly running down a dark and immense corridor. Behind were dl the terrors
spawned snce the beginning of time. Ahead were a thousand openings of light and safety. He raced for
the nearest and brightest and most familiar.

"No," said Sam Atkins. "You cannot go tha way again. It is the way you went before—and it led to
this—to a search for death. For you, it will lead only to the same god agan.”

"I can't go on!" Baker cried. The terrors seemed to be swiftly dosngin.

"Take my hand a moment longer,” sad Sam. "Ingpect these more distant paths. There are many of them
thet will be agreeable to you."

Baker fdt camer now in the renewed presence of Sam Atkins. He passed the branching pathway that



Sam had forbidden, that had seemed so bright. He sensed now why Sam had cautioned him againg it.
Far down, in the depths of it, he glimpsed fantly a dark ugliness that he had not seen before. He
shuddered.

Directly ahead there seemed to be the opening of a corridor of blazing brightness. Baker's camness
increased as he approached. "Thisone,” he said.

He heard nathing, but he sensed Sam Atkins amile, and nod of approval.

He remembered now for the firg time why he had wanted to die. It was to avoid the very terrors by
which he had been pursued through the dark corridor. All this had happened before, and he had gone
down the pathway Sam had forbidden. Somehow, like a circle, it had come back to this very point, to
this forgotten experience for which he had been willing to die rather than endure again.

It was very bewildering. He did not understand the meaning of it. But he knew he had corrected a former
error. He was back in the world. He was dive again.

Sam Atkins looked up a his companions through eyes that seemed dl but dead. "He's going to make it,”
he said. "We can get the car out and pick up Baker now."

They used Sam's pand truck, which had a four-whed drive and mud tires. Nothing else could possibly
get through. Fenwick left hisown car at Ellerbee's.

It was dlill raining lightly as the truck doshed and dewed through the muck that was hardly recognizable
now as a road. For an hour Sam fought the whed to hold the car approximately in the middle of the
brownish ooze that led them through the night. The three men sat in the cab. Behind them, a litter and
firg-aid equipment had been rigged for Baker. Sam told them nothing would be needed except soap and
water, but Fenwick and Ellerbee fdt it impossible to go off without some other emergency equipment.

After an hour, Sam said, "He's close. Just around the next bend. That's where his car went off."

Baker loomed suddenly in the lights of the car. He was standing at the edge of the road. He waved an
am wesxily.

Fenwick would not have recognized him. And for some seconds after the car had come to a hdt, and
Baker stood weaving uncertainly in the beam of the lights, Fenwick was not sure it was Baker at dl.

He looked like something out of an old Frankenstein movie. His clothes were ripped amost completely
away. Those remaning were gained with blood and red clay, and soaked with rain. Baker's face was
laced with a network of scars asif he had been dashed with a shower of glass not too long ago and the
wounds were freshly healed. Blood was caked and cracked on his face and was matted in his hair.



He amiled grotesquely as he staggered toward the car door. "About time you got here” he said. "A man
could catch his death of cold ganding out here in this weather."

Dr. William Baker was quite sure he had no need of hospitdization, but he let them settle imin a hospitd
bed anyway. He had some thinking to do, and he didn't know of a better place to get it done.

There was a good dedl of medical speculation about the vast network of very fresh scars on his body, the
bones which X rays showed to have been only very recently knit, and the violent internd injuries which
gave some evidence of their recent hedling. Baker alowed the speculation to go on without offering
explanations. He let them tap and measure and apply dectrica gadgets to ther heart's content. It didn't
bother the thinking he had to get done.

Fenwick and Ellerbee came back the next day to see him. The two approached the bed so warily that
Baker burst out laughing. "Pull up chaird™ he exclamed. "Just because you saw me looking a shade less
then dead doesn't mean I'm a ghost now. Sit down. And where's Sam? Not that | don't appreciate seeing
your ugly faces, but Sam and | have got some things to talk about.”

Ellerbee and Fenwick looked at each other asif each expected the other to speak.

"W, what's the matter?" demanded Baker. "Nothing's happened to Sam, | hope!”

Fenwick spoke findly. "We don't know where Sam is. We don't think well be seeing him again.”
"Why not?' Baker demanded. But in the back of his mind was the growing suspicion that he knew.

"After your—accident,” said Fenwick, "I went back to the farm with Ellerbee and Sam because 1'd left
my car there. | went back to bed to try to get some more shut-eye, but the sorm had started up again
and kept me awake. Just before dawn a terrific bolt of lightning seemed to strike Sam's dlo. Later, Jm
went out to check on his cows and help his man finish up the milking.

"By mid-morning we hadn't heard anything from Sam and decided to go over and talk to him about what
we'd seen him do for you. | guess it was eeven by the time we got there.”



... Lightning doesn't strike up from inside a silo! That's something else ...

Jm Ellerbee nodded agreement.

"When we got there" Fenwick went on, "we saw that the front door of the house was open as if the
gorm had blown it in. We caled Sam, but he didn't answer, so we went on in. Things were a mess. We
thought it was because of the storm, but then we saw that drawers and shelves seemed to have been
opened hadtily and cleaned out. Some things had been dropped on the floor, but mogt of the suff was
just gone.

"It was that way dl through the house. Sam's bed hadn't been disturbed. He had dther not dept iniit, or
had gone to the trouble of making it up even though he left the rest of the house in a mess™

"Sounds like the place might have been broken into," said Baker. "Didn't you natify the sheriff?'
"Not after we'd seen what was outside, in back.”
"Wha was that?'

"We wanted to see the Slo after the lightning had struck it. Jm said hel'd dways been curious about that
slo. It was one of the best in the county, but Sam never used it. He used a pit.

"When we went out, dl the cows were belowing. They hadn't been milked. Sam did dl his own work.
Jm called his own man to come and take care of Sam's cows. Then we had a close look at the slo. It
hed split like a banana ped opening up. It hardly seemed asiif a balt of lightning could have caused it. We
climbed over the broken pieces to look indde It was dill warm in there. At leest Sx hours after
lightning—or whatever had struck it, the concrete was dill warm. The bottom and severd feet of the
sdes of the dlo were covered with a glassy glaze”

"No lightning bolt did thet.”

"We know that now," said Fenwick. "But | had seen the flash of it mysdf. Then | remembered that in my
groggy condition that morning something had seemed wrong about tha flash of lightning. Instead of a
jagged tree of lightning that formed indantly, it had seemed like a thin thread of light sriking upward. |
thought | must be getting bleary-eyed and tried to forget it. In the Silo, | remembered. | told Jm.



"We went back through the house once more. In Sam's bedroom, as if accidently dropped and kicked
partway under the bed, | found this Take alook!"

Fenwick held out a smdl book. It had covers and pages as did any ordinary book. But when Baker's
fingers touched the book, something chilled his backbone.

The materid had the fed and appearance of white lesther—yet Baker had the insane impression that the
cdls of that leather dill formed a living substance. He opened the pages. Thar substance was as foreign
as that of the cover. The message—jprinting, or whatever it might be called—consisted of patterned rows
of dots, pin-head Sze, in color. It reminded him of computer tape cut to some character code. He had
the impression that an eye might scan those pages and react as swiftly as a tape-fed computer.

Baker closed the book. "Nathing more?' he asked Fenwick.

"Nothing. We thought maybe you had found out something ese when he worked to save your life”

Baker kept his eyes on the caling. "'l found out afew things" he said. "I could scarcely beieve they were
true. | have to believe after hearing your sory."

"What did you find?"
"Sam Atkins came from—somewhere else. He went back in the ship he had hidden in the slo."
"Where did he come from? What was he doing here?'

"I don't know the name of the world he was from or where it is located. Somewhere in this gdaxy, is
about dl | can deduce from my impressions. He was here on a scientific misson, a sociologica study. He
was respongible for the crystals. | suppose you know that by now?' Baker glanced at Ellerbee.

Jm Ellerbee nodded. "I suspected for a long time that | was being led, but | couldn't understand it. |
thought | was doing the research that produced the crygtds, but Sam would drop a hint or a suggestion
every once in a while, that would lead off on the right track and produce something fantastic. He knew
where we were going, ahead of time. He led me to bdieve that we were exploring together. Do you
know why he did this?'

"Yes" sad Baker. "It was part of his project. The project conssted of a study of humen reaction to
sdentific processes which our scientific culture considered impossble. He was interested in measuring
our flexibility and reaction to such introductions.”

Baker amiled grimly. "We sure gave him his money's worth, didnt we!' We redly reacted when he
brought out hislittle cubes. I'd like to read the report he writes up!”



"Why did he leave so suddenly?' asked Fenwick. "Was he through?"

"No, that's the bad part of it. My reection to the crystds was a shock that sent me into a suicida
action—"

Fenwick stared a him, shocked. "Y ou didn't—"

"Butl did," sad Baker camly. "All very subconscioudy, of course, but | did try to commit suicide. The
crydds triggered it. I'll explan how in a minute, but Snce Sam Atkins was an ethicad being he fdt the
respongbility for what had happened to me. He had to reved himsdf to the extent of saving my life—and
hdping me to change o that the suicidd drive would not appear again. He did this, but it reveded too
much of himsdf and destroyed the chance of completing his program. When he gets back home, he's
redly going to catch hdl for lousng up the works. It's too bad.”

Jm Ellerbee let out a long breath. "Sam Atkins—somebody from another world—it doesn't seem
possible. What things he could have taught usif he'd stayed!”

Fenwick wondered why it had to have been Baker to receive this knowledge. Baker, the High Priest of
the Fixed Postion, the ambassador of Established Authority. Why couldn't Sam Atkins—or whatever his
red name might be—have whispered just a few words of light to a man willing to lisen and profit? His
bowd s fdt sck with the impact of opportunity forever logt.

"How did the crystas trigger a suicidd reaction?' asked Fenwick findly, asif to make conversation more
then anything else.

Baker's face seemed to glow. "That's the redly important thing | learned from Sam. | learned that about
me—about dl of us. It's hard to explain. | experienced it—but you can only hear about it."

"Werre ligening," said Fenwick dully.

"I saw a picture of a lathe in a magazine a few months ago,” said Baker dowly. "You can buy one of
these lathes for $174,000, if you want one. It's a pretty fancy job. The lathe remembers what it does
once, and afterwards can do it again without any indructions.

"The lathe has a magnetic tape memory. The operator cuts the fird piece on the lathe, and the tape
records dl the operations necessary for that production. After that, the operator needs only to insert the
metd stock and press the start button.

"There could be a million memories in storage, and the lathe could draw on any one of them to repeat
what it had done before a any timein its higory."

"I don't see whét this has got to do with Sam and you," said Fenwick.



Baker ignored him. "A long time ago a hit of life came into existence. It had no memory, because it was
thefird. But it faced the universe and made decisons. That's the difference between life and nonlife. Did
you know that, Fenwick? The capacity to make decisons without pre-programming. The lahe is not
dive because it mugt be pre-programmed by the operator. We used to say that reproduction was the
criterion of life, but the lathe could be pre-programmed to build a duplicate of itsdf, complete with
exiging memories, if that were desired, but that would not make it a living thing.

"Spontaneous decison. A sngle cdl can make a Smple binary choice. Maybe nothing more complex
then to be or not to be. The decison may be conditioned by lethd circumstances that permit only a 'not’
decison. Nevertheless, a decison is made, and the cdl shuts down itslife processesin the very ingtant of
death. They are not shut down for it.

"In the beginning, the firg bit of life faced the world and made decisions, and memory came into being.
The structures of giant protein molecules shifted dightly in those firgt cells and became a memory of
decisons and encounters. The cdls split and became new pairs carrying in each part giant patterned
molecules of the same structure. These were memory tapes that grew and divided and spread among dl
life until they carried un-numbered billions of memories.

"Molecular tapes. Genes. The memory of life on earth, snce the beginning. Each new piece of life that
springs from parent life comes equipped with vadt libraries of molecular tapes recording the experiences
of life snce the beginning.

"Life forms as complex as mammals could not exist without this tape library to draw upon. The bodily
mechanisms could not function if they came into existence without the taped memories out of the ages,
explaning why each organ was developed and how it should function. Sometimes, part of the tapes are
missng, and the organiam, if it endures, mug live without ingtructions for some function. One human
lifeimeis too infinitesmaly small to relearn procedures that have taken aeons to develop.

"Jug as the lathe operator has a choice of tapes which will cause the lathe to function in different ways, so
does new life have a choice. The accumulated indructions and wisdom of the whole race may be
available, except for those tapes which have been logt or destroyed through the ages. New life has a
choice from that vast library of tapes. In its inexperience, it relies on the parentage for the sdlection of
many proven combinations, and so we conclude certain characteristics are 'dominant’ or ‘inherited,’ but
we haven't been able to discover the dightest reason why thisis so.

"A sdection of things other than color of eyes, the height of growth to be attained, the shape of the body
mug dso be made. A choice of modes of facing the exterior world, a choice of stratagems to be used in
ataining surviva and security in that world, must be made.

"And there is one other important factor: Mammdian life is created in a universe where only life exists.
The mammd in the womb does not know of the exigence of the externd universe. Somewhere,
sometime, the firg awareness of this externd universe arises. In the womb. Outside the womb. Early in
fetd life, or late. When and where this awareness comes is an individud matter. But when it comes, it
arrives with lethal impact.

"Awareness brings a million sensory invasons—chemicd, physcd, extrasensory—none of them
understood, dl of them terrifying.



"This terrible fear that arises in this moment of awareness and non-understanding is dmog sufficient to
cause a choice of death rather then life at this point. Only because of the developed toughness, acquired
through the aeons, does the mgority of mammaian life choose to continue.

"In this moment, choices must be made as to how to cope with the externd world, how to understand it
S0 as to dminish the fear it ingpires. The library of genetic tapes is full of possble solutions. Parentd
experience is examined, too, and the very sensory impacts that are the source of the terror are ingpected
to a greater or lesser extent to see how they dign with taped information.

"A very basic choice is then made. It may not be a sngle decision, but, rather, a sysem of decisons dl
based on some fundamenta underlying principle. And the choice may not be made in an indant. How
long atime it may occupy | do not know.

"When the decision has been made, reaction between the individud and the externa universe begins and
understanding begins to flow into the data storage banks. As data are stored, and successful solutions
found in the encounter with the world, fear diminishes. Some kind of equilibrium is eventudly reached, in
which the organiam decides how much fear it is willing to tolerate to venture farther into areas of the
unknown, and how much it iswilling to limit its experience because of this fear.

"When the decison has been made, and the point of eguilibrium chosen, a persondity exiss. The
individud has shaped himsdf to face the world.

"And nothing short of a Heavenly miracle will ever change that shape!”
"You have said nothing about how the crysta caused you to attempt suicide,” said Fenwick.

"The crystd invalidated the molecular tape | had chosen to provide my foundation program for living. The
tape was completely shattered, brought to an end. There was nothing left for me to go on.”

"Wait a minute" said Fenwick. "Even supposing this could happen as you describe it, other programs
could be selected out of the great number you have described.”

"Quite true. But do you know what happens to an adult human being when the program on which his
entire lifeis patterned is destroyed?’

Fenwick shook his head. "What isit like?'

"It'slike it was in the beginning, in that moment of firs awareness of the externd universe. He is aware of
the universe, but has no underdanding of it. Previous understanding—or wha he thought was
understanding—has been invaidated, destroyed. The drive to keep living, that was present in that firg
moment of awareness, has weakened. The strongest impulse is to escape the terror that follows
awareness without understanding. Desth is the quickest escape.



"Thisis why men are inflexible. This is why the Urbans cannot endure the Gdileos. This is why the Bill
Bakers cannot face the IJm Ellerbees. That was what Sam Atkins wanted to find out.

"If aman should decide his basic program isinvaid and decide to choose another, he would have to face
agan the terror of awareness of aworld in which understanding does not exist. He would have to return
to that moment of firs awareness and sdect a new program in that moment of overwheming fear. Men
are not willing to do this. They prefer a program—a persondity—that is defective, that functions with
only afraction of the efficiency it might have. They prefer this to a basic change of programs. Only when
a program is rendered absolutely invaid—as mine was by the crysd communicator—is the program
abandoned. When that happens, the average man drives his car into a telephone pole or a bridge
abutment, or he stepsin front of atruck at a street intersection. | drove into agully in a sorm.”

"All thiswould imply that the tape library is loaded with genetic programs that contain basic defectd” said
Fenwick.

Baker hestated. "That's not quite true” he said findly. "The library of molecular tapes does contan a
great many fase solutions. But they are false not so much because they are defective as because they are
obsolete. All of them worked &t one time, under some set of circumstances, however briefly. Those times
and circumstances may have vanished long since”

"Then why are they chosen? Why aren't they amply passed over?'

"Because the individud organism lacks adequate data for evauding the avallable programs. In addition,
information may be presented to him which says these obsolete programs are just the ones to use”

Fenwick leaned againgt the bed and shook his head. "How could a crazy thing like that come about?'

"Cultures become diseased,” sad Baker. "Sparta was such a one in ancient times. A more psychatic
culture has scarcely exided anywhere, yet Sparta prevailed for generations. Ancient Rome is another
example. The Age of Chivdry. Each of these cultures was aflicted with a different disease.

"These diseases are epidemic. Individuds are infected before they emerge from the womb. In the Age of
Chivdry this culturd disease hdd out the data that the best life program was based on the concept of
Honor. Honor that could be chdlenged by a mistaken glance, an accidentd touch in a crowd. Honor that
hed to be defended at the expense of life itsdf.

"Pure insanity. Y et how long did it persst?'

"And our culture?' said Fenwick. "There is such a sickness in our times?"

Baker nodded. "Therés a disease in our times. A culturd disease you might cdl the Great Gray Plague. It
is a disease which premises that safety, security, and effectiveness in deding with the world may be
obtained by agreement with the highest existing Authority.



"This premise was vadid in the days when disobedience to the Head Man meant getting lost in a bog or
egten by a saber-toothed tiger. Today it is more than obsolete. It is among the most vicious sicknesses
that have ever infected any culture.”

"And you were sick with it."

"I was sck with it. You remember | said a molecular program is chosen partly on the bass of data
presented by parental sources and the spears of invason from the externad world. This data that came to
me from both sources said that |1 could ded with the world by yidding to Authority, by surrounding
mysdf with it as with a shell. It would protect me. | would have stature. My world-problems would be
solved if | chose this pattern.

"I chose it wdll. In our culture there are two areas of Authority, one in government, one in science. |
covered mysdf both ways. | became a Government Science Adminidtrator. You just don't get any more
authoritative then that in our day and timel™

"But not everyone employsthis as a basic premise™ exclamed Fenwick.

"No—not everyone, fortunady. In that, may be our sdvation. In dl times there have been a few infected
individuals—Pope Urban, for example. But in his time the culture was throwing off such ills and was
aurging forward under the impetus of men like Gdileo.

"In our own time we are on the other end of the stick. We are just beginning to ank into this plague; it has
exiged in epidemic form only a few short decades. But look how it has spread! Our avil inditutions,
aways weak to such infection, have dmost completely succumbed. Our educationd centers are equdly
sgck. Approach them with a new idea and no Ph. D. and see wha happens. Remember the Greek
elevator engineer who did that a few years ago? He battered his way in by sheer force. It was the only
way. He became a nudear scientist. But for every one of his kind a thousand others are defeated by the
Pague”

Fenwick was grinning broadly. He suddenly laughed aoud. "You must be crazy in the head, Bill. You
sound just like me!™

Baker amiled faintly. "You are one of the lucky ones. You and Jm. It hasn't hit you. And there are plenty
of others like you. But they are defeated by the powerful ones in authority, who have been infected.

"It's less than fifty years Snceit hit us. It may have five hundred years to run. | think well be wiped out by
it before then. There mugt be something that can be done, some way to samp it out.”

"Wdl," said Fenwick. "You could give Clearwater enough to get us on our feet and running. That would
be a gart in theright direction.”

"An excdlent sart,” said Baker. "The only trouble is you asked for less than hdf of what you need. As
soon as | get back to the office a grant for what you need will be on itsway."



William Baker stayed in the hospita two more days. Apart from his family, he asked tha no vistors be
admitted. He fdt as if he were a new-born infant, facing the world with the knowledge of a man—but
innocent of experience.

He remembered the days before the accident. He remembered how he dedlt with the world in those
days. But the methods used then were as impossible to hm now as if he were pardyzed. The new
methods, found in that bright porta to which Sam Atkins had helped guide him, were untried. He knew
they were right. But he had never used them.

He found it difficult to define the postulates he had chosen. The more he struggled to identify them, the
more eusve they seemed to become. When he gave up the struggle he found the answer. He had chosen
aprogram that hdd no fixed postulates. It was based on a decison to face the world as it came.

He was not entirdy sure what this meant. The age-old genetic wisdom was dill avalable to guide him.
But he was committed to no set path. Fresh decisions would be required at every turn.

A dngle shot of vaccine could not stem an epidemic. Hisimmunity to the sickness of his culture could not
immunize the entire populace. Y &, he fdt there was something he could do. He was just not sure what it
wes.

What could a sngle man do? In other times, alone man had been enough to overturn an age. But William
Baker did not fed such heroic confidence in his own capacity.

He was not aone, however. There were the John Fenwicks and the Jm Ellerbees who were immune to
the great Plague. It was just that William Baker was probably the only man in the world who had ever
been infected so completely and then rendered immune. That gave him a look a both sides of the fence,
which was an advantage no one dse shared.

There was something that stuck in his mind, something that Sam Atkins had said that night when Baker
had been reborn. He couldn't understand it. Sam Atkins had said of the molecular program tape that hed
been broken: When you cease to be fearful of Authority, you become Authority.

The last thing in the whole world William Baker wanted now was to be Authority. But the thought would
not leave hismind. Sam Atkins did not say things that had no meaning.

Baker's return to the office of NBSD was an occasion for outpouring of the professond affection which
his gaff had dways tendered him. He knew that there had been a time when this had given him a gresat
ded of satisfaction. He remembered that fiftieth birthday party.

Looking back, it seemed asif dl tha mug have happened to some other man. He fdt like a double of



himsdf, taking over positions and prerogetives in which he was a complete impostor.
Thiswas going to be harder than he had anticipated, he thought.

Pehrson especidly, it appeared, was going to be difficult. The adminigrative assstant came into the office
amog as soon as Baker was seated at his desk. "It's very good to have you back,” said Pehrson. "I think
weve managed to keep things running while youve been gone, however. We have reected
goproximately one hundred gpplications during the past week."

Baker grunted. "And how many have you approved?’
"Approva would have had to await your sgnature, of course.”
"O.K., how many are awaiting my sgnaure?'

"It has been impossble to find a sngle one which had a high enough Index to warrant your
consderation.”

"l see" sad Baker. "So you've taken care of the usud routine without any hep from me?'
"Yes" sad Pehrson.

"There's one grant Ieft over from before | was absent. We must get that out of the way as quickly as
possble”

" don't recal any that were pending—" said Pehrson in apology.
"Clearwater College. Get me the file, will you?"

Pehrson didn't know for sure whether the chief was joking or not. He looked completely serious.
Pehrson fdt sck at the sudden thought that the accident may have so injured the chief's mind that he was
actudly serious.

He sparred. "The Clearwater Collegefile?!
"That'swhat | said. Bring a set of gpprova forms, too."

Pehrson managed to get out with a placid mask on his face, but it broke as soon as he reached the safety
of his own office. It wasn't possble that Baker was serious! The check that went out that afternoon
convinced himit was so.

When Pehrson |eft the office, Baker got up and sauntered to the window, looking out over the
smoke-gray buildings of Washington. The Index, he smiled, remembering it. Five years he and Pehrson
hed worked on that. It had seemed like quite a monumentd achievement when they considered it
finished. 1t had never been redly finished, of course. Continuous additions and modifications were beng



made. But they had been very proud of it.

Baker wondered now, however, if they had not been very shortsghted in their gpplication of the Index.
He sensed, dirring in the back of his mind, not fully defined, possbilities that had never appeared to him
before.

His speculations were interrupted by Doris. She spoke on the interphone, ill in the sweetly sympathetic
tone she had adopted for her gregtings that morning. Baker suspected thiswould lagt at least afull week.

"Dr. Wily is on the phone. He would like to know if you'd mind his coming in this afternoon. Shdl | make
an agppointment or would you rather postpone these interviews for a few days? Dr. Wily would
understand, of course.”

"Tdl him to come on up whenever he's ready,” said Baker. "'I'm not doing much today."

Presdent George H. Wily, Ph. D., D.Sc,, of Grest Eagtern Universty. Wily was one of his best
customers.

Baker guessed that he had given Wily somewhere around twelve or thirteen million dollars over the past
decade. He didn't know exactly what Wily had done with dl of it, but one didn't question Great Eastern's
use of itsfunds. Certainly only the most benevolent use would be made of the money.

Baker reflected on his associations with Wily. His satisfaction had been unmeasurable in those exquiste
moments when he had had the pleasure of handing Wily a check for two or three million dollars a a time.
In turn, Wily had invited him to the great, commemorative banquets of Great Eastern. He had presented
Baker to the Alumni and extolled the magnificent work Baker was doing in the advancement of the cause
of Science. It had been a very pleasant association for both of them.

The door opened and Doris ushered Wily into the room. He came forward with outstretched hands. "My
dear Baker! Your secretary said you had no objection to my coming up immediady, so | took
advantage of it. | didnt hear about your terrible accident until yesterday. It's so good to know tha you
were not more serioudy hurt.”

"Thanks" said Baker. "It wasn't very bad. Come and St down.”

Wily was a rather large, beetle-shaped man. He affected a amdl, graying beard that sometimes had
tobacco ashesinit.

"Terrible loss to the cause of Scienceif your accident had been more serious™ Wily was saying. "I don't
know of anyone who occupies a more criticd pogtion in our nation's scientific advance than you do.”

This was what had made him fed safe, secure, able to cope with the problems of the world, Baker
reflected. Wily represented Authority, the highest possible Authority in the exiding scientific culture.



But it had worked both ways, too. Baker had supplied a amilar counterpart for Wily. His degrees
matched Wily's own. He represented both Science and Government. The gift of a million dollars
expressed confidence on the part of the Government that Wily was on the right track, that his activity was
approved.

A sort of mutua admiration society, Baker thought.

"I suppose you are interested in the progress on your gpplication for renewd of Great Eastern's grants,”
sad Baker.

Wily waved the subject away with an emphatic gesture. "Not business today! | Smply dropped in for a
friendly chat after learning of your accident. Of course, if there is something to report, 1 wouldn't mind
hearing it. | presume, however, the processing is fallowing the usud routine.”

"Not quite” sad Baker dowly. "An increesng flood of applications is coming in, and I'm finding it
necessary to adopt new processing methods to cope with the problem.”

"I can undergtand that,” said Wily. "And one of the things | have dways admired most about your office
isyour ahility to prevent wastage of funds by nonqudified people. Qudificatiionsin the scientific world are
becoming tighter every day. Y ou have no idea how difficult it is to get people with adequate backgrounds
today. Men of stature and authority seem to be getting rarer dl the time. At any rate, I'm sure we are
agreed that only the intdlectud dite must be given access to these funds of your Bureau, which are
limited at best."

Baker continued to regard Wily across the desk for a long moment. Wily was one of them, he thought.
One of the mogt heavily infected of dl. Surround yoursdf with Authority. Fold it about you like a shell.
Never step beyond the boundaries set by Authority. This was George H. Wily, Presdent of Great
Eastern Univergty. Thiswas a man stricken by the Great Gray Plague.

"I need a report,” said Baker. "For our new program of screening | need a report of past performance
under our grants. The lagt two years would be sufficient, | think, from Great Eastern.”

Wily was disturbed. He frowned and hesitated. "I'm sure we could supply such a report,” he sad findly.
"Therés never been any question—"

"No quegtion at dl," said Baker. "l just need to tdly up the achievements made under recent grants. |
gl dso require some new information for the Index. I'l send forms as soon as they're ready.”

"WEell be more than glad to co-operate,” said Wily. "It's just that concrete achievement in a research
program is sometimes hard to pin point, you know. So many intangibles.”

" know," said Baker.

When Wily was gone, Baker continued stting a his desk for a long time. He wished fervently that he
could talk with Sam Atkins for just five minutes now. And he hoped Sam hadn't gotten too blistered by
his mentors when he returned home after fluffing the inquiry he was sent out on.



There was no chance, of course, that Baker would ever be adle to tdk with Sam again. That one
fortuitous encounter would have to do for a lifeime. But Sam's great cryptic statement was dowly
beginning to make sense: When you cease to be fearful of Authority, you become Authority.

Neither Baker or Wily, or any of the members of Wily's lock-step gaff were Authority. Rather, they dl
gave obeisance to the intangible Authority of Science, and stood together as self-appointed vicars of that
Authority, demanding penance for the dightest blasphemy againg it. And each one stood in living terror
of such censure,

The same ghost haunted the halls of Government. The smdlest avil servant, in his meanest indvility, could
invoke the same reverence for that unseen mantle of Authority that rested, however fdsdy, on his thin
shoulders.

The ghogt existed in but one place, the minds of the victims of the Plague. William Baker had ceased to
recognize or give obeisance to it. He was beginning to understand the meaning of Sam Atkins words.

He was quite sure the grants to Great Eastern were going to diminish severdly.

Within sx months, the output from Clearwater College was phenomend. The only gring that Baker had
attached to his grants was the provison that the Nationd Bureau of Scientific Development be granted
the privilege of announcing dl new inventions, discoveries, and dgnificant reports. This worked to the
advantage of both parties. It gave the college the prestige of association in the press with the powerful
Government agency, and it gave Baker the association with a prominent scientific discovery.

During the firg month of operation under the grant, Fenwick appointed a hdf dozen "uneducated"
professors to his physcd science daff. These were located with Baker's hdp because they had
previoudy applied to NBSD for assistance.

The announcement of the developments of the projects of these men was a kind of unearned windfdl for
both Baker and Fenwick because mogt of the work had aready been done in garages and basements.
But no one objected that it gave both Clearwater and NBSD a subgtantid boost in the public
CONSCiOUSNess.

During this period, Baker found three other amdl colleges of dmost equd cdiber with Clearwater. He
mede substantiad grants to dl of them and watched their saffs grow in number and qudity of background
that would have shocked George Wily into apoplexy. Baker's announcements of subgtantia scientific
gains became the subject of weekly press conferences.

And dso, during this time, he lowered the ax on Great Eastern and two other giants whose applications
were pending. He cut them to twenty per cent of what they were asking. A dozen of the largest industrid
firms were accorded Smilar trestment.

Through dl this, Pehrson moved like a man in a nightmare. His firgt impulse had been to resgn. His



second was to report the gross mismanagement of NBSD to some appropriate congressman. Before he
did ether of these things the reports began to come in from Clearwater and other obscure points.

Pehrson was a man in whom dlegiance was easly swayed. His loydty was only for the top man of any
hierarchy, and he suddenly began to regard Baker with an amazed incredulity. It seemed &kin to
witcheraft to be able to pull out works of near genius from the dross materid Baker had been supporting
with his grants. Pehrson wasn't quite sure how it had been done dthough he had been present throughout
the whole process. He only knew that Baker had developed a kind of prescience that was nothing short
of miraculous, and from now on he was drictly a Baker man.

Baker was happy with this outcome. The problem of Pehrson had been a bothersome one. Civil Service
regulations forbade his digplacement. Baker had been undecided how to ded with him. With Pehrson's
acceptance of the new methods, the entire gaff swung behind Baker, and the previous grumblings and
complaintsfinaly ceased. He stood on top in his own office, at least, Baker reflected.

George H. Wily was not happy, however. He waited two full days after recaiving the announcement of
NBSD's grant for the coming year. He consulted with his Board of Regents and then took a night plane
down to Washington to see Baker.

He was coldly formd as he entered Baker's office. Baker shook his hand warmly and invited him to St
down.

"I was hoping you'd drop in again when you came to town,” said Baker. "l was sorry we had to ask you
for so much new information, but | appreciate your prompt response.”

Wily's eyes were froty. "Is that why you gave us only two hundred thousand?' he asked.

Baker spread his hands. "I explaned when you were here lagt that we were getting a flood of
goplications. We have been forced to digtribute the money much more broadly than in other years. There
isonly so much to go around, you know."

"Thereis just as much as you've ever had,” snapped Wily. "I've checked on your overdl appropriation.
And thereis no increase in qudified gpplicants. There is a decrease, if anything.

"I've done a little checking on the grants youve made, Baker. I'd like to see you defend your
gppropriation for that miserable little school caled Clearwater College. | made a detailed study of their
gaff. They havent a dangle qudified man. Not one with a background any better than that of your
elevator operator!™

Baker looked up a the cdling. "'l remember an devator man who became quite afird rate scientis.”
Wily glared, waiting for explanation, then snorted. "Oh, him—"
"Yes, him," sad Baker.

"That doesn't explain your wading of Government funds on such an inditution as Clearwater. It doesn't



explan your grants to—"

"Let me show you what does explan my grants” sad Baker. "l have what | cdl the Index—with a
capitd 1, you know—"

"I don't care anything about your explanations or your Index!" Wily exclamed. "I'm here to serve notice
thet | represent the nation's interest as wdl as that of Great Eastern. And | am not going to stand by
slently while you mismanage these sacred funds the way you have chosen to do in recent months. | don't
know what's happened to you, Baker. You were never quilty of such mistakes before. But unless you
can assure me that the full normd grant can be restored to Great Eastern, I'm going to see that your office
is turned indde out by the Senate Committee on Scientific Development, and that you, persondly, are
thrown out.”

Wily glared and breathed heavily after his speech. He sat waiting for Baker's answer.

Baker gave it when Wily had stopped panting and turned to drumming his fingers on the desk. "Unless
your record of achievement is better this year than it has been in recent years, Great Eastern may not get
any dlotment a dl next year," he said quietly.

Wily shaded toward deep red, verging on purple, as he rose. "Youll regret this, Baker! This office
belongs to American Science. | refuse to seeit desecrated by your gross mismanagement! Good day!™

Baker amiled grimly as Wily stormed out. Then he picked up the phone and asked Doris to get Fenwick
a Clearwater. When Fenwick findly came on, Baker said, "Wily was just here. | expected he would be
the one. Thisis going to be it. Send me everything you've got for release. We're gaing to find out how
right Sam Atkins wad"

He cdlled the other maverick schools held given grants, and the penny ante commercid organizations held
st on their feet. He gave them the same message.

It wasn't going to be easy or pleasant, he reflected. The biggest guns of Scientific Authority would be
trained on him before this was over.



Drew Pearson had the word even before it reached Baker. Baker read it at breskfast a week after
Wily's vist. The columnis said, "The next big spending agency to come under the fire of Congressiond
Investigation is none other than the high-echelon Nationd Bureau of Scentific Development. Dr. William
Baker, head of the Agency, has been accused of indiscriminate spending policies whally unrelated to the
netiond interest. The accusers are a group of dite universties and top manufacturing organizations that
have benefited greatly from Baker's handouts in years past. This year, Baker is accused of gving
upwards of five million dollars to crackpot groups and individuds who have no sanding in the scientific
community whatever.

"If these charges are true, it is difficult to see wha Dr. Baker is up to. For many years he has had an
enviable record as atight-fited, hard-headed adminidrator of these important funds. Congress intends to
find out what's going on. The watchdog committee of Senator Landrus is expected to cdl an invedtigation
early next week."

Baker was notified that same afternoon.

Senator Landrus was a big, florid man, who moved about a committee hearing chamber with the
ponderous smoothness of aluxury liner. He was never visited by asngle doubt about the rightness of his
chosen course—no matter how erratic it might appear to an onlooker. His fath in his established
legidative procedures and in the established tenets of Science was complete. Since he wore the shidd of
both camps, his confidence in the path of Senator Robert Landrus was aso unmarred by questions.

Baker had faced him many times, but dways as an dly. Now, recognizing him as the enemy, Baker fdt
some smdl quams, not because he feared Landrus, but because so much was at stake in this hearing. So
much depended on his ahility to guide the whims and uncertainties of this mammoth vessel of Authority.

There was an unusud amount of press interest in what might have seemed a routine and unspectacular
hearing. No one could recdl a previous occason when the recipients had chalenged a Government
handout agency regarding the sSze of the handouts. While Landrus made his opening statement severd of
the reporters fiddled with the idea of a headline that said something about biting the hand that feeds. It
wouldn't quite come off.

Wily was invited to make his statement next, which he did with icy reserve, never once looking in Baker's
direction. He was followed by two other university presidents and a sring of laboratory directors. The
essence of thar remarks was that Russa was going to beat the pants off American researchers, and it
was dl Baker's fault.

Thisrecita took up dl of the morning and hdf the afternoon of the first day. A dozen or so corporation
executives were next on the docket with complaints that their vast fadlities were being hamsrung by
Baker's sudden switch of R & D funds to less qudified agents. Baker observed that the ones complaining
were some of those who had never spent anicke on genuine research until the Government began buying
it. He knew that Landrus had not observed this fact. It would have to be called to the senator's atention.

By the end of the day, Landrus looked grave. It was obvious that he could see nothing but villany in



Baker's recent performance. It had been explained to him in careful detall by some of the most powerful
men in the nation. Baker was certainly guilty of aimind negligence, if not more, in deraling these funds
which Congress had intended should go to the support of the nation's stientific leaders. Landrus fdt a
weary depression. He hadn't redly believed it would turn out this bad for Baker, for whom he had had a
considerable regard in times past.

"You have heard the testimony of these witnesses,” Landrus said to Baker. "Do you wish to reply or
make a statement of your own, Dr. Baker?'

"I mogt certainly do!" said Baker.

Landrus didn't see wha was left for Baker to say. "Tesimony will resume tomorrow a nine am.,” he
sad. "Dr. Baker will present his statement at thet time.”

The press thought it looked bad for Baker, too. Some papers accused him openly of atempting to
sabotage the nation's research program. Wily and his fdlows and Landrus, were commended for
catching this defection before it progressed any further.

Baker was wdl aware he wasin atight spot, and one which he had deliberately created. But as far as he
could seg, it was the only chance of utilizing the gift that Sam Atkins had left him. He fdt confident he had
afighting chance.

His battery of supporters had not even been noticed in the glare of Wily's brilliant assembly, but Fenwick
was there, and Ellerbee. Fenwick's fair-haired boy, George, and a hdf dozen of his new recruits were
there. Also present were the heads of the other maverick schools like Clearwater, and the
presidents—some of whom doubled as janitors—of the minor corporations Baker had sponsored.

Baker took the stand the fallowing morning, armed with his charts and displays. He looked completely
confident as he addressed Landrus and the assembly.

"Gentlemen—and ladies—" he said. "The corner grocery store was one of Americas mog familiar and
best loved indtitutions a generation or two ago. In spite of this, it went out of business because we refused
to support it. May | ask why we refused to continue to support the corner grocery?

"The answer is obvious. We began to find better bargains e sewhere, in the supermarket. As much as we
regret the passng of the oldtime grocer I'm sure that none of us would serioudy suggest we bring him
back.

"For the same reason | suggest that the time may have come to reconsider the bargains we have been
getting in scientific developments and inventions. Americans have aways taken pride in driving a good,
hard, far bargain. | see no reason why we should not do the same when we go into the open market to
buy idess.



"Some months ago | began giving fresh congderation to the product we were buying with the millions of
dollarsin grants made by NBSD. It was obvious that we were buying an impressive collection of shiny,
glass and metd |aboratories. We were buying giant pieces of laboratory equipment and monstrous
mechines of other kinds. We were getting endless quantities of fat reports—they fill thousands of miles of
micrafilm.

"Then | discovered an old picture of what | am sure dl unbiased scientists will recognize as the world's
greatest |aboratory—qreatest in terms of measurable output. | brought this picture with me”

Baker unrolled the firg of his exhibits, alarge photographic blowup. The sngle, whitehaired figure seated
a a desk was indantly recognized. Wily and his group glanced at the picture and glared a Baker.

"You recognize Dr. Eindein, of course” sad Baker. "This is a photograph of hm a work in his
laboratory at the Indtitute for Advanced Study at Princeton.”

"We are dl familiar with the appearance of the great Dr. Eingein," sad Landrus. "But you are not
showing us anything of his laboratory, as you damed.”

"Ah, but | anl" said Baker. "Thisisdl the laboratory Dr. Eindein ever had. A desk, a chair, some writing
paper. You will note that even the bookshelves behind him are bare except for a can of tobacco. The
greatest |aboratory in the world, a place for a man's mind to work in peace. Nuclear science began here”

Wily jJumped to hisfeet. "Thisis absurd! No one denies the greatness of Dr. Eingein's work, but where
would he have been without hillions of dollars spent a Oak Ridge, Hanford, Los Alamaos, and other
great laboratories. To say tha Dr. Eindein did not use laboratory fadlities does not imply that vast
expenditures for |aboratories are not necessary!”

"I should like to reverse your question, Dr. Wily, and then let it rest,” sad Baker. "What would Oak
Ridge, Hanford, and Los Alamos have done without Dr. Eingein?"

Senator Landrus floated up from his chair and raised his hands. "Let us be orderly, gentlemen. Dr. Baker
has the floor. | should not like to have him interrupted again, plesse.”

Baker nodded his thanks to the senator. "It has been charged,” Baker continued, "that the methods of
NBSD in granting funds for research have changed in recent times. This is entirdy correct, and | should
fird like to show the results of this change.”

He unrolled a chart and pinned it to the board behind him. "This chart shows what we have been paying
and wha we have been getting. The black line on the upper hdf of the chart shows the number of millions
of dollars spent during the past five years. Our budget has had a moderately steedy rise. The green line
shows the vaue of laboratories constructed and equipment purchased. The red line shows the measure of
new concepts developed by the scientidts in these laboratories, the improvement on old concepts, and
the invention of devices that are fundamentaly new in purpose or function.”



The gdlery leaned forward to stare a the chart. From press row came the popping of flash cameras.
Then a surge of spontaneous comment rolled through the chamber as the audience observed the sharp
rise of the red line during the last sx months, and the dropping of the green line

Wily was on hisfeet again. "An imbecile should be able to see that the trend of the red lineis the direct
result of the previous satisfactory expenditures for fadilities. One follows the other!™

Landrus banged for order.

"That's a very interesing point,” sad Baker. "I have another chart heré'—he unrolled and pinned
it—"thet shows the output in terms of concepts and inventions, plotted againg the Sze of the grants given
to the inditution.”

The curve went dmogt sraight downhill.

Wily was screaming. " Such data are absolutdy meaninglesst Who can say what condtitutes a new idea, a
new invention? The months of groundwork—"

"It will be necessary to remove any further demongtrators from the hearing room,” said Landrus. "This
will be an orderly hearing if | have to evict everyone but Dr. Baker and mysdf. Please continue, doctor."

"l am quite willing for my figures and premises to be examined in dl detail,” said Baker. "l will be glad to
supply the necessary information to anyone who desires it at the close of this sesson. In the meantime, |
should like to present a picture of the means which we have devised to determine whether a grant should
be made to any given applicant.

"l am sure you will agree, Senator Landrus and Committee members, that it would be crimind to make
such choices on any but the most sdentific basis. For this reason, we have chosen to diminge dl
elements of bias, chance, or outright error. We have developed a highly advanced scientific tool which
we know dmply as The Index."

Baker posted another long chart on the wall, spesking as he went. "This chart represents the index of an
ingitution which shdl reman anonymous as Sample A. However, | would direct Dr. Wily's close
atention to this exhibit. The black median line indicates the boundary of characteristics which have been
determined as acceptable or nonacceptable for grants. The colored areas on ether Sde of the median
line show drength of the various factors represented in any one inditution. The Index is very smple. All
that is required is that fifty per cent of the area above the line be colored in order to be digible for a
grant. You will note that in the case of Sample A the requirement is not met."

Fenwick couldnt believe his eyes. The chart was dmogt like the firs one he had ever seen, the one
prepared for Clearwater College months ago. He hadn't even known that Baker was dill using the idiotic
Index. Something was wrong, he told himsdf—dl wrong.



"The Index is a composite,” Baker was saying; "the find resultant of many individud charts, and it is the
individua charts that will show you the factors which are measured. These factors are determined by an
andyss of information supplied directly by the indtitution.

"Thefirg of these factorsis admissons. For a college, it isadmisson as a student. For a corporation, it is
admisson as an employee. In each case we present the qudifications of the following at college age:
Thomas Edison, Michad Faraday, Nichola Teda, James Waitt, Heinrich Hertz, Kepler, Copernicus,
Gdlileo, and Henry Ford. The admisshility of this group of the world's scientific and the inventive leaders
isshown here" Baker pointed to aminute dab of red on the chart.

"Gentlemen of the Committeg" he said, "would you advise me to support with a million-dollar grant an
inditution that would close its doors to minds like those of Edison and Faraday?"

The roar of surf seemed to fill the committee room as Landrus banged in van on the table.
Photographers flashes lit the scene with spurts of lightning. Wily was on his feet screaming, and Baker
thought he heard the word, "Fraud!" repeated numerous times. Landrus was findly heard, "The room will
be cleared at the next outburst!”

Baker wondered if he ever did carry out such a threst.

But Wily prevailed. "No such question was ever asked,” he cried. "My organization was never asked the
ridiculous question of whether or not it would admit these men. Of course we would admit them if they
were known to ug"

"I should like to answer the gentleman's objection,” Baker said to Landrus.
The senator nodded reluctantly.

"We did not, of course, present these men by name. That would have been too obvious. We presented
them in terms of their qudifications at the age of college entrance. You see how many would have been
turned down. How many, therefore, who are the intdlectud equas of these men are dso being turned
down? Dr. Wily says they would be admitted if they were known. But of course they could not be
known &t the start of their careers”

Baker turned the chart and quickly substituted another. "The second standard is that of creativeness. We
amply asked the gpplicants to describe ten or more new ideas of speculations entertained by each
member of the gaff during the past year. When we received this information, we did not even read the
descriptions, we merdly plotted the degree of response. As you see, the inditution represented by
Sample A does not consider itsdf long on speculative idess.”

A titter rippled through the audience. Baker saw Wily poised, beet-red, to spring up once more; then
apparently he thought better of it and dumped in his sedt.



"Isthis afar test?' Baker asked rhetoricdly. "I submit thet it is An inditution that is in the business of
fogtering creativeness ought to be guilty of afew new ideas once in awhile”

He changed charts once more and faced the listeners. "We have more than twenty such factors that go
into the composition of the Index. | will not weary you with a recitd of dl of them, but | will present just
one more. We cdl this the area of communication, and it is plotted here for Sample inditution A."

Agan, a dismd red smudge showed up at the bottom of the sheet. Fenwick could hardly keep from
chuckling doud as he recdled the firg time he had seen such a chart. He hoped Baker was puiting it
over. If the reaction of the gdlery were any indication, he was doing so.

"A mgor activity of scientists in dl ages has been writing reports of ther activities. If a man creates
something new and talks only to himsdf about it, the vaue of the man and his discovery to the world is a
big round zero. If a man creates something new and tdls the whole world about it, the vdue is a a
maximum. Somewhere in between these extremes lies the communicative activity of the modern scientist.

"There was a time when the scientist was the mogt literate of men, and the writing of a sdentific report
was a work of literary at. The lectures of Michad Faraday, Dawin's account of his great
research—these are literate reading ill.

"There are few such men among us today. The modern scientists seldom speak to you and me, but only
to each other. To the extent thair cirdle of communication islimited, so isther vaue Shdl we support the
men who speaks to the world, or the man who speaks only in order to hear his own echo?’

He had them now, Fenwick was convinced. He could quit any time and be ahead. The gdlery was
gmiling approval. The press was nodding and whispering to each other. The senators wouldn't be human
if they weren't moved.

Baker swept aside dl these charts now and placed another series before the audience. "This is the Index
on an inditution to whom we have given a szable grant,” he said. "Is there anyone here who would
guestion our decison?

"This inditution would have accepted every one of the lig of scientists | gave you a moment ago. They
would have had ther chance here. This inditution has men in whom new ideas pop up like cherry
blossomsin the spring. | don't know how many of them are good ideas. No one can tdl &t this stage, but,
a least, these men are thinking—which is a basic requirement for producing scientific discovery.

"Hndly, thisinditution is staffed by men who can't be shut up. They don't communicate merdy with each
other. They tak about thar ideas to anyone who comes dong. They write articles for little publications
and for big ones. They are in the home mechanics journds and on publishers book ligs

"Mogt important of dl, these are some of the men responsgible for the red line on the firg curve | showed
you. These are the men who have produced the most new developments and inventions with the least
amount of money.

"I leave it to you, gentlemen. Has the Nationd Bureau of Sdentific Development chosen correctly, or



should we return to our former course?'

There were cheers and applause as Baker sat down. Landrus closed the hearing with the announcement
that the evidence would be examined at length and a report issued. Wily hurried forward to buttonhole
him as the crowd filed out.

"It was a good show," Fenwick said, "but I'm dill puzzled by what you've done. This new Index is redly
just about as phony as your old one”

They were seated in Baker's office once more. Baker smiled and glanced through the window beyond
Fenwick. "l suppose s0," Baker admitted findly, "but do you think Wily will be able to convince Landrus
and his committee of that no matter how big a dinner he buys him tonight?'

"No—I don't think he will."

"Then we've accomplished our purpose. Besides, there's agood dedl of truth buried in the Index. It's no
liethat we can give them stientific research a a cheaper price than ever before.”

"But what was the purpose you were trying to accomplish?”

Baker hedtated. "To edtablish mysdf as an Authority,” he said, findly. "After today, | will be the
recognized Authority on how to manage the nation's greatest research and development program.”

Fenwick stared, then gasped. "Authority—you? Thisis the thing you were trying to fight. This is the greeat
Pague Sam Atkins taught you—"

Baker was shaking his head and laughing. "No. Sam Atkins didn't tdl me that one man could become
immune and fight the Plague head on dl by himsdf. He taught me something dse that | didn't understand
for along time. He told me that he who ceases to fear Authority becomes Authority.

"To become Authority was the last thing in the world | wanted. But findly | recognized what Sam meart;
it was the only way | could ever accomplish anything in the face of this Plague. You cantt tdl men of this
culture thet it iswrong to put themsdavesin tota agreement with Authority. If that's the program on which
they've chosen to function, the destruction of the program would destroy them, just as it did me. There
hed to be another way.

"If men are afraid of lions, you don't teach them it's wrong for men to be afraid of beasts; you teach them
how to trap lions

"If men are afraid of new knowledge-experiences, you don't teach them that new knowledge is not to be
feared. There was a time when men got burned at the stake for such efforts. The response today is not
entirdy different. No—when men are afraid of knowledge you teach them to trap knowledge, just as you
might teach them to trap lions.



"I can do this now because | have shown them that | am an Authority. | can lead them and it will not
fracture thelr basic program tapes, which indruct them to be in accord with Authority. | can stop thelr
battle againg those who are not possessed of the Plague. It may even be that | can change the course of
the Plague. Who knows?"'

Fenwick was slent for a long time. Then he spoke again. "l read somewhere about a caterpillar that's
cdled the Processionary Caterpillar. Severd of them hook up, nose to fanny, and trave through a forest
wherever the whims of the front caterpillar take them.

"A naturdigt once took atrain of Processionary Caterpillars and placed them on the rim of a flower pot in
acontinuous chain. They marched for days around the flower pot, each one supposing the caterpillar in
front of him knew where he was going. Each was the Authority to the one behind. Food and water were
placed nearby, but the caterpillars continued marching until they dropped off from exhaugtion.”

Baker frowned. "And what's that got to do with—?"

"You," said Fenwick. "You just led the way down off the flower pot. You just got promoted to head
caerpillar.”
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