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Introduction



 Again, Dangerous Visions, 1971







More than any other writer, Piers Anthony is responsible for there


 being an Again, Dangerous Visions and a forthcoming final volume


in (what has now become a) trilogy. I talked about that a bit in the


general introduction to this book, but I think it bears repeating here,


in Piers's own little section preceding "In the Barn," which is very


much the kind of story that was being sought when DV was first conceived.







In the introduction to David Gerrold's story, which you've just read,


if you're dealing with this literary entity sequentially, I noted that


David had come to sf not through the traditional channels accepted


by the old-line afficionados, but via TV, a totem and a route of his


times. Rather than struggling up through the pulp magazines, writing crap


at a penny-a-word for ten years, or pounding out witless action paperbacks


for a grand-and-a-half (for four months' work), Gerrold got his break


into sf paid handsomely for a different kind of dreaming. But not till he


had written those penny-a-word stories for the magazines - in some ways


lesser work than his TV script - was he accepted by the cadre. The mass


of sf readers and fans are a fickle people. They don't take to newcomers


all that quickly, though the editors and their fellow-writers do. The


fans seem loath to raise to the heights too quickly, those new writers


constantly banging on the doors and breaking the windows of the house


of sf glory.







Most frequently, the fans will have known about a writer for some time,


will have followed his life and his career, particularly if he started


out in the ranks of fandom, writing for the amateur magazines, finally


selling a story here, a story there. And eventually, when a fan turned


writer has paid sufficient dues in the eyes of the omniscient observers,


they will grudgingly admit him to the ranks of the professionals, even


though he may have been selling for ten years. It is a peculiar kind


of peer-group acceptance, and it's as Robert Silverberg once said: for


that kind of writer, his public progress in the craft is like that of the


Chambered Nautilus, the cephalopod that moves through the various rooms


of its shell till it emerges and dies. In effect, it carries its past


on its back. So, too, do sf writers who have to win the approbation of


sf fans. The fans never forget. They find it difficult to deal with the


reality of a writer today, as he is. They see him still as eighteen years


old and trying to effect the metamorphosis from amateur to pro. It can


be a killing thing, forever shadowed in the eyes of one's "audience" by


the ineradicable record of what one has been. Some writers never outgrow


the need to win the praise of that tiny coterie of vocal fans. And there


are writers in our genre whose work has been stunted forever because fans


did not want them to move forward, change, expand. If you doubt the truth


of these remarks - and I await with a certain stoicism the inevitability


of fan magazine response to these harsh criticisms of The Faithful -


you need only ask Isaac Asimov how he feels when fans tell him the best


thing he's ever written is "NightFall," published in 1941, years before


the first of his hundred-plus books. You need only ask Philip K. Dick


or James Schmitz or Robert Heinlein or any of the many other writers


who avoid contact with fandom, why they have chosen to absent themselves


from close contact with organized fans and their publications. You need


only ask Kurt Vonnegut why he fought so hard to have the words "science


fiction" disassociated from his work. That is, if you can track them down.







Only rarely in our field does a writer emerge quickly and totally,


like Athena from the forehead of Zeus, whole and complete, writing the


way he or she wants to write, and giving very little of a damn for the


opinions of the fans with their frequently already-formed conceptions


of what is acceptable in the genre.







It happened with Sheckley, and it happened with Ursula Le Guin, and


it happened with Lafferty, and it happened with Norman Spinrad, and it


happened with Tom Disch . . .







And it happened with Piers Anthony.







He came into being between the closing of Dangerous Visions to


contributors, and the book's publication. In that one year - 1967 - Piers


Anthony's Chthon (pronounced thőn) was published by Betty Ballantine


(whose antennae For new writers are supersensitive and almost always


amazingly accurate) and was an immediate sensation. It was nominated


For both the Hugo and the Nebula in that year, and though it missed


copping the awards, the name Piers Anthony was suddenly a first-rank one.


His work began appearing in a all the top magazines, and more important,


what he wrote was talked about. He became a focal point of controversy,


and when his contentiously exciting replies to critics began appearing


in the fanzines, it was apparent here was a man who was willing to


stand toe-to-toe with all the self-styled little literary dictators,


and punch the shit out of them when their opinions were muddle-headed


or impertinent or uninformed. And often when they weren't.







I met Piers A. D. Jacob at Damon Knight's 1966 Milford (Penna.) Writers'


Workshop, and while it took some time till later for us to become what


each of us would call "friends," we developed instant respect for one


another. I know I did for him, and he assures me the reverse was true.


Though I don't recall Piers ever raising his voice at that workshop - a


situation in which obsidian idols would become hysterical - his presence


was felt, and he had the strength oF personal conviction to attack with


solid literary judgments some of the gods in attendance. When we all


went out to dinner at one of the lesser dining spas in Milford, Piers


ordered a special vegetarian meal (with some difficulty), and my respect


for him increased at the manner in which he handled the remarks and


stares of his fellow writers. It was clear that Piers was his own kind


of man, that he had decided in what way he could best support the kind


of life he felt he needed to enrich himself, and in the most laudatory


senses of the word he was a "strange" man. In some ways he is the most


interesting of all the interesting people who write sf. The fascination


of the man, incidentally, carries over strongly into his work, and -


if I can be pardoned equating the writer with what he writes - where


his soul resides in life has much to do with the depth of his stories.







In any case, Piers was too late for DV, but he wrote a very long, very


perceptive review of the book for one of the fanzines, and in it he


mentioned that if there was to be a sequel, he would rain fire and


brimstone on me if he was overlooked. At that point, contemplating no


companion volumes, I regretted having closed the book just before the


advent of Anthony, because I was deeply impressed by "Chthon."







And later, when Larry Ashmead shunted my little red wagon onto the spur


leading to A,DV and it became obvious I should not repeat anybody who'd


been in the first volume, I started drawing up a list of writers I wanted


in this book. The first name on the list was Piers Anthony. He seemed to


embody all the qualities necessary for an appearance in a book intended


to carry forward the ideas of DV: he had come to prominence during the


period of "the new wave" (God forgive my use of that phrase), he wrote


in a style and with a verve peculiarly his own, he had a sound grounding


in the disciplines of the best sf of the past, he was outspoken, his


themes were fresh and different, and he was brave.







So I solicited a story from him.







He sent me a manuscript titled "The Barn" and I liked it very much. I


made a few suggestions for revision and wondered if he'd mind adding


"In" to the title.







Here, in part, was his response, included with this introduction to the


man himself, as a (hopefully) interesting insight into how an editor and


a writer can work together.











October 14, 1968







Dear Harlan,







When I saw the ms of "The Barn" back, I knew my work had bounced


. . . yet again, and of course that particular piece had no real


hope of publication elsewhere. You had nicely preserved the ms by


backing it with cardboard, though, and used your own envelope. I had


enclosed postage but not envelope because I had figured you would


want the story.  Ah, well, and I took the story out - and discovered


that the cardboard was instead a six-page cardboard-colored letter


accepting the story. You bastard, you shook me up again.







Business first: can do. You ask for revision not deleting the meaty


portions, but intensifying them by increasing the protagonist's


personal involvement. You are talking my language. Fact is, the


version of the story I showed you I knew was sketchy, because I


concentrated on the brutality, the shock value. As it stood, I


did not consider it high-class literature - yet it seemed to me it


could be improved quite a bit by filling in more on the hero (?),


Hitch. His own background, a frustrated love affair, some kind of


emotional parallel to what he saw in the barn - but I didn't do it a)


because it would have lengthened the story, that might already be


unacceptable because of what it described, and b) because it would


have required additional work and craftsmanship, and I've put my


full skill into my work only to have it bounced by all markets too


many times already. One does hesitate to open his vein too far if


he suspects his blood is draining not into a patient clinging to


life but a rank sewer.







OK - it seems to me now that we see eye-to-eye on this story, that


lengthening and strengthening of personal involvement will not be


effort wasted on you, and I shall go to it. You suggest that Hitch


might fuck (that word won't be used in the story: not because I'm


prudish, but because it would strike at a different cerebral level


than I'm aiming for in this story) her, and feel an attachment. So


what I have in mind is to run through the sick scene - hand-milking,


anal temperature, heated erection  (What is the term for perpetual


and painful erection? I needed it for this story, couldn't remember


it, and couldn't find it listed. I thought it was peripeneurises or


some such, but found no such word in my dictionary. Damn frustrating,


to know the word exists but not be able to pinpoint it.)  pretty much


as before, then have the contact with Iota, the teen-aged breeder,


be too much . . .







Main reason I stick to novels now is that I have yet to fail to sell


an sf novel, yet still can not sell more than about one story in five,


though it is the same skill applied to each form. Seems as though


the magazines are determined to bounce anything with any reasonable


spark of originality or imagination - but let's not get back into


that gripe. You proved the truth of any complaints I might make when


you published DV. (You know, I haven't seen any other editor claim he


would have published "Riders of the Purple Wage" either. They still


claim it is a wide-open market, but they don't mention that . . .)







You say you created A,DV just for me? I find that hard to believe. How


about this: you are afraid that if you don't include me, I will review


it again . . . anyway, whatever the weight of various factors, I'm


glad you had the first and will have a second. The field does need


this type of shaking up. Even more, the field needs the replacement


of about four magazine editors . . . but that's another matter. You


realize, I trust, that you won't be able to come up with another


"Purple Wage," and that all the people who condemned it will then


condemn you for not duplicating the feat? Yeah, you know.







Lastly, the baby. She's a year old now, been walking since 9˝ months,


has shoulder-length hair, is impossibly cute. My prejudice, of course


- except that everyone who sees her agrees. Name is Penelope -


"Penny' - kind of you to inquire. I can't do much writing on the


days I am taking care of her (my wife works 3 days a week, thus


I work the remaining 4), but should be able to handle the "Barn"


revision this coming weekend. You should be hearing from me again,


then, in about a week.







Sincerely,









Piers









And then, just five days later, I received the following . . .










October 19, 1968







Dear Harlan,







Here, 4,000 words longer, is "In the Barn." I incorporated your


notions and mine, and have what I believe is a superior version. I


have not proofread it, so there will be typos etc., but wanted to


get it out to you as soon as possible. Hurricane Gladys passed by


here in the last day, and we were without power for 17 hours, so


portions of the manuscript were typed by kerosene lamplight.







This revision helped take my mind off a different problem. Four


days ago I had a call from the last publisher I submitted my novel


"Macroscope" to, Avon. He was ready to offer an advance of $5,ooo


without significant revision . . . but it turned out he hadn't read


the last 90 pages. Since those very pages made another publisher


change its mind, I advised him to finish the ms, then make his offer


again if he still felt the same. He said ok, he'd call back in a


day or two . . . and that was the last I heard. Ouch! Did I scare


him off?







Piers











As it turned out, Piers had not scared off Avon's editor, George


Ernsberger, and "Macroscope" was published in 1969 to mixed, but


controversial, reviews.







In the last few years Piers has run afoul of the Recession-produced


wearies even longer-established, bigger-name writers have come to know.


(We can thank Messrs. Nixon, Agnew, Mitchell, Rogers et thugs  for that


condition of life: possibly the most innovative method yet devised for


"balancing the economy." They may balance it so well that within a


short time we'll all be back on the barter system, which might not be


a bad idea at that. Anyhow . . .) Yet he has continued to write, and


his work continues to be marked by vigor, innovation and a commendable


fearlessness.







I think "In the Barn" will surprise, delight and possibly even shock a


few of you; but whatever its final judgment by critics and posterity,


it holds for this editor the essence of what this book attempts to do


in advancing sf and the fiction of the imagination.







As for the man behind the story, I include here his autobiographical


musings, in many ways as fascinating as the stories they helped produce.


Friends, I give you Piers A.D. Jacob.







"I was born in Oxford, England on August 6, 1934, thus (I think) beating


out John Brunner for the honor of being the first contemporary sf writer


to be born in that particular locale by about six weeks. Both my parents


graduated from Oxford University, which is why I happened to be there


at the time. They both went on to obtain Ph.D's in America, while I


went on to become an, er, science fiction writer. Happens in the best


of families. I lived in England to about the age of four, when I joined


my parents in Spain. They were doing relief work under the auspices of


the AFSC (American Friends Service Committee), feeding milk and food to


the hungry children during the Spanish civil war. I believe my father,


Alfred Jacob (brother, that fouls up my pseudonym, doesn't it) was head


of the Spanish AFSC relief project. When Franco took over, things became


dubious; my family's sympathies were with the Loyalists, who lost that


war. One day my father disappeared. After several days he managed to


smuggle out a note, and thus was documented what the new government had


denied: he had been thrown in jail. One of those holes with a trench for


sanitary facilities and no separate bathrooms for the female prisoners:


the sort you read about in novels but don't really believe exist.


They do exist. He got out, but the agreement was that he would depart


the country. That spared the Fascists having to admit they had made


a mistake. I don't know what happened to the stores of food for the


starving children after that, but I doubt they went where intended. We


boarded the Excalibur (this is from memory, so I don't guarantee ship


or spelling, but I think that's it) and steamed for America in August,


1940. It happened to be the same ship and the same voyage that the Duke


of Windsor made, going to the Bahamas. Remember, he was King Edward VIII


of England, who reigned for less than a year until he abdicated in order


to marry an American divorcee. I had my sixth birthday on that voyage,


celebrated by a cake made of sawdust (they were short of party supplies:


WW II, you know) and a harmonica present. I played the latter endlessly,


and I wonder to this day whether the one time King of England had to


grit his teeth at the interminable racket.







"School in America was no fun. I attended five schools while struggling


through first grade, flunking it twice. Those first grade schools were


in five states, too: Pennsylvania, Vermont, New Hampshire, Maine and


New York. If I were to judge states by that sampling, I would rate


Pennsylvania at the top, New Hampshire in the middle, and the rest at


the bottom. In New York they were trying to teach me to pronounce my


words correctly - not realizing that it was my English accent they were


attempting to eradicate.







"College was a kind of paradise. All the food I could eat (and I


ate more than any person my size I know, without gaining weight) and


almost complete freedom. It was a no-grade system, so there was no


class pressure except the student's own desire to learn, and my desire


was not particularly strong at first. Much of that freedom was wasted,


as I did not achieve puberty until age 18 and did not shave until 21,


but I did learn the essentials, as demonstrated by the fact that I got


married upon graduation. For my thesis I wrote a science fiction novel,


at 95,000 words the longest thesis in the history of the college until


that time, 1956. It never sold, but years later I reworked one segment


of it for a contest and won $5,000. I was drafted into the army in March,


1957, took basic at Ft. Dix and Survey training at Ft. Sill, Oklahoma.







"The army was not paradise. I, as a pacifistically inclined vegetarian,


barely made it through basic (about a third of my cycle didn't - illness,


mostly). They called me 'No Meat.' When the time came for me to make PFC


they pulled a battery rank-freeze. I went to the battalion C.O. and next


day exactly one PFC stripe came down: mine.







"In 1959 we moved to Florida, where we stayed. We had medical problems, so


that we were married eleven years before we had a baby survive birth. Our


first, Penny, came in 1967, and our second, Chery, in 1970; both bright,


cute little girls well worth waiting for. Penny walked at 9˝ months and


spoke 500 words by 18 months; not sure I can do as much myself, some


days! We're basically settled and happy, and now I've even conformed to


the writer's image by growing a beard.







"My writing career has been similar to other aspects of my life. I wrote


on and off for eight years before selling my first story late in 1962


for $20.







"I have sold stories to all the major sf magazines in this country


(hard to count exactly, because some have been republished as portions


of a novel) - a score or so, I guess. Eleven novels at this writing,


with four more on the market, and more in progress, since I earn my


living by writing.  They range from juvenile sf to pornographic fantasy,


though my ultimate aspiration is to write straight history. Six have sold


in England, and I have a few translation sales: Holland, Germany, Japan.







"Titles of novels: Chthon (Ballantine 1967); Sos the Rope (F&SF,


Pyramid, 1968, contest winner); The Ring (with Robert Margroff;


Ace Special 1968); Omnivore (Ballantine 1968, SF Book Club 1969);


Macroscope (Avon 1969); The E.S.P. Worm (w/Margroff; Paperback Library


1970; Orn (serialized in Amazing magazine, 1970; Avon 1971? SF Book


Club 1971?); Hasan (serialized in Fantastic magazine, 1969-70; bought


by a book publisher but written off without publication in 1971); Var


	the Stick (Bantam 1971?); Prostho Plus (the dental series novelized;


Berkley 1972?); Neq the Sword (Bantam 1972?). Question marks indicate

my guess when they will be published. One novel, Chthon, was in the


running for both Nebula and Hugo, but made neither; Macroscope was


on the Hugo ballot but lost, and one of the dental stories, "Getting


Through University," was also on the Hugo ballot."



















IN THE BARN




Piers Anthony







The barn was tremendous. It was reminiscent, Hitch thought, of the


red giants of classical New England (not to be confused with the blue


dwarfs of contemporary farming), but subtly different. The adjacent


fences were there as usual, together with the granary and corncrib and


round silo and even a standard milkhouse at one end. To one side was a


shed with a large tractor and cultivating machinery, and to the other


were conventional mounds of hay. But the curves and planes of the main


structure - a genuine farmer could probably have called out fifty major


and minor aspects of distinction from anything known on Earth-Prime.







Hitch, however, was not a connoisseur of barns, EP or otherwise; he was


merely a capable masculine interworld investigator briefed in farming


techniques. He could milk a cow, fork manure, operate a disc-harrow


or supervise the processing of corn silage-but the nuances of bucolic


architecture were beyond him.







This, mundane as it might appear, was it: the site of his dangerous


interearth mission. Counter-Earth #772, located by another fluke of


the probability aperture, and for him a routine investigation into


a nonroutine situation. Almost a thousand Earth-alternates had been


discovered in the brief decade the aperture had operated reliably,


most quite dose to Earth-Prime in type. Several even had the same


current U.S. President, making for rather intriguing dialogues between


heads-of-state. If, as some theorists would have it, this was a case


of parallel evolution of worlds, the parallels were exceedingly close;


if a case of divergence from Earth-Prime (or if EP represented a split


from one of the other worlds - heretical thought!), the break or series


of breaks had occurred quite recently.







But only Earth-Prime had developed the aperture; only EP could send


its natives into alternate frameworks and bring them back whole, live


and sane. Thus it claimed the title of stem-world, the originator, and


none of the others had been able to refute it. None - yet. Hitch tried


not to think too much about the time when a more advanced Earth would


be encountered - one that could talk back. Or fight back.







On the surface, #772 was similar to the other worlds he had visited


during past missions, except for one thing. It was retarded. It appeared


to have suffered from some planetary cataclysm that had set it back


technologically thirty years or so. A giant meteor-strike, a recent


ice-age - Hitch was not much on historical or geological analysis,


but knew that something had severely reduced its animal life, and so


set everything back while the people readjusted.







There were no bears on #772, no camels, no horses, sheep or dogs. No


cats or pigs. Few rodents. Man, in fact, was about the only mammal that


remained, and it would be centuries before he had any overpopulation


problem here. Perhaps a germ from outer space had wiped the mammals out,


or a bad freeze; Hitch didn't know and hardly cared. His concern was with


immediacies. His job was to find out how it was that livestock was such


an important enterprise, dominating the economics of this world. Barns


were everywhere, and milk was a staple industry - yet there were no cows


or goats or similar domesticants.







That was why he now stood before this barn. Within it must lie the secret


to #772's sinister success.







So - a little innocuous snooping, before the official welcome to EP's


commonwealth of alternates. Earth-Prime did not want to back into an


alliance with a repressive dictatorship or human-sacrifice society


or whatever other bizarrity might be manifested. Every alternate was


different, in some obvious or devious manner, and some were - well, no


matter what Io said, that was not his worry. She liked to lecture him


on the theoretical elements of alternistic intercourse, while cleverly


avoiding the more practical man-woman intercourse he craved. In the


months he had known her he had developed a considerable frustration.







Now he had to make like a farmhand, in the name of Earth-Prime security


and diplomacy. A fine sex-sublimation that  promised to be! He could


contemplate manure and dream of Iolanthe's face.







He kicked a clod of dirt and advanced on his mission. Too bad the initial


surveyor had not taken the trouble to peek into a barn. But virgin-world


investigators were notoriously gun-shy if not outright cowards. They


popped in and out again in seconds, repeating in scattered locations,


then turned their automatic cameras and sensors over to the lab for


processing in detail while they resumed well-paid vacations. The dirty


work was left to the second-round investigators like Hitch.







Behind the barn were long corrals extending down to a meandering


river. That would be where the livestock foraged during the day. But the


only photograph of such an area had evidently been taken of a cleanup


session, because human beings had been in the pastures instead of


animals. Typically blundering surveyor!







No, he had to be fair, even to a first-rounder. The work was risky,


because there was no way to tell in advance what menaces lurked upon


an unprobed alternate. The man might land in a cloud of mustard-gas or


worse, or in the jaws of a carnosaur, and pop back into EP a blistered or


bloody hulk. He had to keep himself alive long enough for his equipment


to function properly, and there was no time to poke into such things as


barns. Robotic equipment couldn't be used because of the peril of having


it fall into inimical hands. The first investigator of #772 probably


had not even been aware of the shortage of animals, nor would he have


considered it significant. Only the tedious lab analysis had showed up


the incongruity of this particular world.







Still, that picture was unusual. Maybe it had been a barnyard party,


because in the foreground had been a splendidly naked woman. The farmers


of #772 evidently knew how to let off steam, once the hay was in!







Once he got home, he  was going to let off steam - and this time sweet


Io would not divert the subject until well after the ellipsis.







He was very near the barn now, but in no hurry. His mission could


terminate suddenly therein, and natural caution restrained him.







Transfer to #772 had been no problem. A mere opening of the interworld


veil, a boost through, and Hitch was in the same geographic area of


another frame of reality. When he finished here, a coded touch on the


stud embedded in his skull would summon the recovery aperture in seconds,


and he would be hooked back through. He was in no danger so long as he


kept alert enough to anticipate trouble by those few seconds.  All he


had to do was make his investigation and get the facts without arousing


suspicion or getting into trouble with the locals. He was allowed no


weapon other than a nondescript knife strapped to his ankle,


per the usual policy. He agreed; imagine the trouble a lost stunner


could cause . . .







So far it had been deceptively simple. He had been landed in a wooded


area near a fair-sized town, so that his entry had not flabbergasted any


happenstance observer. That was another fringe benefit of the initial


survey: the identification of suitable places for more leisurely entry. It


wouldn't do to find himself superimposed upon a tree!







He had walked into that town and filched a newspaper. The language of


#772 matched that of EP, at least in America, and he read the classified


section without difficulty. Only the occasional slang terms put him


off. Under HELP WANTED were a number of ads for livestock attendants.


That was what he was here for.







No bovines or caprines or equines or porcines - what did  they use?







The gentleman farmer to whom he applied at break of day hadn't even


checked his faked credentials. Hitch had counted on that; dawn was


rush-hour for a farm, and an under-staffed outfit could hardly be choosy


then. "Excellent! We need an experienced man. We have some fine animals


here, and we don't like to skimp on supervision. We try to take good


care of our stock."







Animals, stock. Did they milk chickens or turtles here? "Well," Hitch


had said with the proper diffidence, "it has been a little while since


I worked a farm. I've been traveling abroad." That was to forestall


challenge of his un-#772 accent. "Probably take me a day or so to recover


the feel of it, to fall back into the old routine, you know. But I'll


do my best." For the hour or two he was here, anyway.







"I understand. I'll give you a schedule for my smallest unit. Fifty


head, and not a surly one among them. Except perhaps for Iota - but


she's in heat. They generally do get frisky about that time. No cause


for alarm." He brought out a pad and began scribbling.







"You know the names of all your animals?" Hitch hardly cared about that


inconsequential, but preferred to keep the farmer talking.







The man obliged, smiling with pride as his pencil moved. "All of them.


None of that absentee ownership here - I run my farm myself. And I assure


you every cow I own is champion-sired."







Cow? Hitch suspected that the labman who had made the critical report


on #772 had been imbibing the developer fluid. No bovines, indeed!


For a damn clerical error, he had been sent out -







"And if you have any trouble, just call on me," the farmer said, handing


him the written schedule and a small book. "I'd show you the layout


myself, but I'm behind on my paperwork."







"Trouble?"







"If an animal gets injured - sometimes they bang against the stalls or


slip. Or if any equipment mallunctions -"







"Oh, of course." Yes, he could see the man was in a hurry. Perfect


timing. It had been too  easy. Now Hitch's experienced nose smelled


more than manure: trouble. It was the quiet missions that were most apt


to boomerang.







He glanced at the schedule-paper before he entered the indicated


cowshed. The handwriting was surprisingly elegant:


1. FEEDING


2. MILKING


3. PASTURE


4. CLEANUP


. . . and several tighter lines below. It all seemed perfectly


routine. The booklet was a detailed manual of instructions for reference


when the need arose. All quite in order. There were cows in that barn,


despite what any half-crocked report had said, and he would verify it


shortly. Very shortly.







Why, then, did he have such a premonition of disaster?







Hitch shrugged and entered. There was a stifling aroma of backhouse


at first, but of course this was typical. A cow barn was the barniest


kind of barn. His nose began to adapt almost immediately, though the


odor was unlike that of the unit he had been briefed in. He ceased -


almost - to notice it. He paused just inside the door to let his other


senses adapt to the gloom and rustle of the balmy interior. He faced


a kind of hallway leading deep into the barn, lined on either side by


stalls. Above the long feeding troughs twin rows of heads projected,


emerging from the padded slats of the individual compartments. They turned


to face him expectantly as he approached, making gentle, almost human


murmurs of anticipation. This morning the herd was hungry, naturally;


it was already late.







At the far end was the entrance to the "milkshed" - an area sealed


off from the stable by a pair of tight doors. Short halls opened


left and right from where he stood, putting him at the head of a T


configuration. The left offshoot contained bags of feed; the other -







Hitch blinked, trying to banish the remaining fogginess. For a moment,


peering down that right-hand passage, he could have sworn he had seen


a beautiful, black-haired woman staring at him from a stall - naked. A


woman very like Iolanthe - except that he had never so much as glimpsed


Io in the nude.







Ridiculous; his more determined glance showed nothing there. His sub


conscious was playing tricks on him, perking up a dull assignment.







He faced forward with self-conscious determination. The episode,


fleeting and insubstantial as it had been, had shaken him up, and now


it was almost as though he had stagefright before the audience of animals.







As his eyes adjusted completely, Hitch felt a paralysis of shock coming


over him. These were not bovine or caprine snouts greeting him; these


were human  heads. The fair features and lank tresses of healthy young


women. Each stood in her stall, naked, hands grasping the slats since


there was room only for the head to poke through. Blondes, brunettes,


redheads; tall, petite, voluptuous - all types were represented. This


group, clothed, could have mixed enhancingly into any festive Earth-Prime


crowd.







Except for two things. First, their bosoms. The breasts were enormous and


pendulous, in some cases hanging down to waist-level, and quite ample


in proportion. Hitch was sure no conventional brassiere could confine


these melons. They were long beyond cosmetic control. It would require


a plastic surgeon with a sadistic nature to make even a start on the job.







Second, the girls' expressions. They were the blank, amiable stares


of idiocy.







Milkers . . .







For some reason he had a sudden vision of a hive of bees, the workers


buzzing in and out.







He had seen enough. His hand lifted to the spot on his skull where his


hair covered the signal-button-and hesitated as his eye dwelt on the


nearest pair of mammaties. Certainly he had the solution to the riddle;


certainly this alternate was not fit for commonwealth status. Quite


likely his report would launch a planetary police action, for the brutal


farming of human beings was intolerable. Yet -







The udderlike extremities quivered gently with the girl's respiration,


impossibly full. He was attracted and repelled, as the intellectual


element within him strove to suppress the physical. To put his hand on


one of those . . .







If he left now - who would feed the hungry cows?







His report could wait half an hour. It would take longer than that for


him to return to headquarters, even after the aperture had been utilized.


Time was not short, yet.







Hitch opened the instruction book and read the paragraph on feeding.


Water was no problem, he learned; it was piped into each cell to be


sipped as desired. But the food had to be dumped into the trough by hand.







He returned to the storage area and loaded a sack of enriched biscuits


onto a dolly. He wheeled this into the main hall and used the clean


metal scoop to ladle out two pounds to each individual. The girls reached


eagerly through to grasp the morsels, picking them up wholehanded, thumbs


not opposed, and chewing on the black chunks with gusto. Hitch noticed


that they all had strong white teeth, but could not determine why they


failed to use their thumbs and fingers as - as thumbs and fingers. Why


were they deliberately clumsy? Yes, they were healthy animals . . . and


nothing more.







He had to return twice for new bags, keeping his eyes averted from the -


empty - right-hand hall lest his imagination taunt him again. He suspected


that he was being too generous with the feed, but in due course breakfast


had been served. He stood back and watched the feast.







The first ones had already finished, and a couple were squatting in the


corners of their stalls, their bowels evidently stimulated to performance


by the roughage. His presence did not seem to embarrass them during such


intimate acts, any more than the presence of the farmer restrained a


defecating cow. And these cows did seem to be contented. Had they all


been lobotomized? He had observed no scars . . .







Idly, he sampled a biscuit. It was tough but not fibrous, and the flavor


was surprisingly rich. According to the label, virtually every vitamin and


mineral necessary for animal health and rich milk was contained herein.


Only those elements copious in pasture foliage were skimped. Rolling


the mass over his tongue, he could believe it. He wondered what kind of


pasture was available for such as these; surely they didn't eat grass and


leaves.  Were there vegetables and fruits out there among the salt licks?







Now he had fed the herd. The cows would not suffer if he deserted them,


since the shift would change before they became really hungry again.


He had no reason to dawdle longer. He could activate the signal and -







Again his hand halted short of the button. Those hobbling teats reminded


him of the second item on his schedule: milking. He knew that real


cows hurt if they did not get milked on time. These - udders - looked


overfull already.







Damn it, he hadn't sacrificed his humanity when he obtained his


investigator's license! The report could wait.







And, a small insidious voice taunted him, there was that vision in the


T-hall stall. There could be a naked girl in there, obviously. One that


did not resemble these pendulous cows. A - virginal type . . . that


looked like Iolanthe.







That was the real reason he couldn't press the stud yet. He could not


leave until he screwed up the courage to check that stall - thoroughly.







He reviewed the manual, glad for the moment to revert to routine. It


seemed there were six milking machines for this wing: suction devices


with vacuum-adhesive conical receptors. He opened the milking room and


trundled one machine up to the first milking stand and flipped the switch.


It hummed.







He hesitated before undertaking the next step, but the instructions


were clear and he reminded himself that a job was a job. The prospect,


he had to admit, was weird but not entirely onerous. He unbolted the


first gate - the entire front of the stall swung open - and approached


its occupant cautiously with the milking harness.







She was a tall brunette, generous of haunch and hair as well as the


obvlous. To his surprise she stood docilely while he attached the harness:


fiber straps around neck and midriff and the chest just below the arms,


with crosspieces down the back and between the breasts. The last was


tight because the mammaries hung against each other like full wineskins


(so it wasn't a contemporary image; nothing more apt came to mind) but


he got it into place by sawing it through. The whole was designed to


keep the cow from jumping off the stand or fidgeting too far from the


milking machine, though Hitch doubted that the harness would withstand


a determined lunge. These animals were well-trained, and required only


gentle guidance. He hoped.







He had an unbidden vision of the cow careering about the barn, mooing,


he trying ineffectively to brake her by clinging to one milk-slick


protuberance. No!







He fastened the clasps and led her to the stand. This was a padded


ramp with a cutaway in the center for the bulk of the milking machine


and hooks for the termini of the harness. The girl mounted it without


instruction and placed her two hands knuckle-down on the front section


and her knees on the back, so that she straddled the machine. Her breasts


depended enormously, reaching down just beyond her elbows. The brown


nipples were tremendous, and Hitch observed flecks of white on them,


as though the very weight of milk were forcing the first squirts out.







He brought up one milker-cup and placed it over her right breast. It was


shaped to accommodate the expanded nipple in the center, with a special


circular flange of flexible rubber. The outer cone adhered by suction,


its slightly moist perimeter making the seal perfect. He attached the


left cup, turned the dial to MILK and stood back to watch the proceedings.







The feeder-cones covered only the lowermost surface of each breast,


though they would have engulfed the architecture of a normal woman.


They seemed to be efficient, regardless; the machine generated bursts


of shaped suction that extracted the fluid quickly and cleanly. He


could see the white of it passing through the transparent tubing, and


hear the squirts of it striking the bottom of the covered pail as the


breasts jumped to alter- nating vacuum. One-two! One-two! the rhythm


was compelling, the puls- ing whiteness suggestive of an interminable


seminal ejaculation.




 It's only milk! he reminded himself. But, unbidden, his erogenous zones


were responding.







The girl masticated a chunk of hard cracker she had preserved, cudlike,


in her cheek and waited with a half-smile. She was used to this, and glad


to be relieved of the night's accumulation.







Only forty-nine to go! He left her there and proceeded to the next with


considerably enhanced confidence. Cows were cows, after all, whatever


their physical form.







By the time he had the sixth stand occupied, the first cow was done. He


unhooked the brunette, whose bosom was now sadly slack, led her to the


door in the far side of the milk room, and removed the halter. The front


center strap came away from between dangling ribbons of flesh. How


much had she been good for? Two quarts? A gallon? He had no idea of


the prevailing standards, but presumed she was an adequate milker. She


skipped outside with a happy twinkle of buttocks, her hair flouncing.


From this viewpoint, beautiful.







Before he closed the door he observed that there were great piles


of apples and carrots and what looked like unshelled peanuts in the


yard. The girl was already scattering them about, not yet hungry enough


to do more than play with her food. And there were salt-licks, down


beside the stream.







The following hour was hectic. It took him, once he got the hang of it,


about thirty seconds to place each cow and attach the milker, and about


fifteen seconds to turn her loose again once drained. But more time was


required for those farthest from the milk room, and every five cows he had


to replace each machine's weighty bucket. As a result he was kept hopping,


and the attention he spared for each individual became quite perfunctory.


Dairy farming was hard work!







Sweat rolled down his nose as he placed the final capped bucket on


the conveyer leading to the processing section of the barn and put the


hoses and cups into the automatic washer/sterilizer. Milking was done,


the stock pastured - last time he had looked, they were roughhousing


amid peanut shells and splashing in the shallow river - and he could go


home with a clear conscience. Whatever pay Hitch had earned so far in


this world the owner could keep, courtesy of Earth-Prime. The man would


need all his resources, when the EP police action commenced!







Whom was he fooling? He wasn't even close to making the return trip to


Earth-Prime. He still had that stall to check. If there were a woman


there, and if she did resemble Iolanthe - well, this was  an alternate


world. Many, perhaps most of its people could be identical or very


similar to those of Earth. There could be an Iolanthe here! 







Perhaps one more available than his own . . .







He closed his mind to the thought again, not caring to face its


ramifications all at once. Anyway, there were concrete, mission-inspired


reasons for him to remain here longer. For one thing, these milkers


were obviously virtually mindless, rendered so by what means he could


not tell. But they could not have freshened so voluminously without


first having been bred. That meant calving, and not so very long ago -


and what had happened to the babies?







Naturally his report would not be complete without this information.


This was too blatant a situation to investigate casually. He had almost


come to think of human beings as animals, during the rush of the milking,


but of course they were not. This barn represented the most serious


breach of human rights ever encountered in the alternate worlds, and it


wasn't even in the name of war or racism. These were Caucasian animals


- girls!  he reminded himself furiously. How great was the total


degradation of liberty, worldwide? Were there Negro and Mongol cows,


or were other races used for brute-work or sport or . . . meat?







He had to discover much more, but he could not break loose and wander


around the rest of the barn without a pretext. That would attract


attention to himself all too quickly. And he did not want to poke into the


right wing . . . yet. He would have to continue his chores in a routine


manner - and keep his eyes and ears wide open until he learned it all.







Next on the schedule was cleanup. He read the manual and discovered that


this was not as bad as it might have been. The girls were naturally


fastidious, and deposited their intestinal refuse in sumps provided


in the corner of each stall. He had merely to activate the section


fertilizer pump and flush each residue down its pipe, checking to make


sure that no units were clogged. The smell from the vents was not sweet,


but no direct handling was required.







Theoretically, however, he was supposed to check first to make sure


the bowels were well-formed and of the proper color, consistency


and effluvium, since nonconformity was an early signal of illness. If


suspicious, he was also to probe for worms or bloodclots before flushing


a given deposit. There was a special pan and spreader fork for this


purpose. Nevertheless he ignored this instruction and flushed each sump


without looking or sniffing closely. There were limits.







"Duty ends where my nose begins," he muttered.







He completed the cleanup circuit and could no longer avoid the problem


of the T offshoot. Now that the main stable was empty, he could hear


sounds from this wing. It was occupied! Anxiously he reviewed his


schedule. The facts were there, obvious the moment he chose to look. The


occupants of this section were special cases: items to take care of


after the routine chores were accomplished.







He set himself and approached the wing. There could be an Iolanthe here 


- a stupid one.







To his relief and regret, the first stall contained a sick cow. She lay on


a pallet along the side of the stall, a shapely blonde whose mammaries


had diminished to merely voluptuous stature. He could tell they had


shrunk because there were stretch-marks on them defining the grandeur


that had been. Yet at this moment her bustline would have strained an


EP tape measure.







There was a note that she had to be milked by hand, so as not to


contaminate the equipment (even through sterilization? fussy, fussy!),


and the milk disposed of. She would he tapered off entirely, then bred


again when fully recovered. Her temperature had to be checked to make


sure her fever remained down. Her name was Flora.







He had not paid attention to the names until now, though they were


printed on the crosspiece of each gate. His ignorance had facilitated


impersonality and blunted the horror of this monstrous barn. Now -







Hitch peered through the slats and surveyed this new problem. Milk her


by hand? Take her temperature? That meant far more intimate contact than


hitherto. He delved into the manual. Yes, the procedures were there . . .







Well, one thing at a time. He entered the pen with a small open bucket.


"Up, Flora," he said briskly.







She looked at him with a disturbing but illusory semblance of


intelligence, but did not move her torso. Damn the humanization wrought


by knowledge of her name! He simply could not think of her any longer


as an animal.







"Flora, I have to milk you," he explained. The anomaly of it struck


him afresh, and he wondered whether he should not get out of this world


right away.







No, not yet. He would never be satisfied if he left without verifying


that vision of Io.







Flora continued to lie there on her side, one leg pulled up. Her hair


fell across her face and curled over one outstretched arm, and he noticed


how neatly it matched the hue of her pubic region.







He looked in the book again. "Milking a supine cow by hand . . ." the


instructions began. Nothing like a complete manual!







He propped the bucket under the upper nipple and took Flora's breast


in both hands. The feel of it gave him an immediate erection, despite


everything he had seen during the mass-milking. It seemed he had been


sight-anesthetized but not touch-anesthetized; or perhaps it was the fact


that this was a true breast by his definitions rother than a gross udder,


despite the stretch-marks. Or maybe it was simply the name. Had he known


any blondes called Flora?







Was there a black-haired cow named Iolanthe?







In the line of duty . . .







He centered the nipple and squeezed. Nothing happened. He tried again,


more positively, and succeeded in producing a translucent driblet.


One milked a bovine-cow by squeezing the neck of the teat shut and apply-


ing more gentle pressure with the remainder of the hand so that the milk


had only one exit, but the human breast was structured differently. It


took him several tries to accomplish anything substantial and he was


afraid it was rough on her, but Flora did not move or make any sign. Once


he took hold too far back and feared he had bruised one of the internal


glands, but she merely watched him with sad gray eyes.







The job was inexpert and messy, but he managed to get several ounces


into the bucket and probably several more on the two of them and the


floor. It didn't matter; the point was to relieve the pressure, not to


extract every tantalizing drop. Why don't I just put my mouth on it and


suck it out?  he thought wickedly. Who would know? But he remembered


that the milk was supposed to be bad.







He poured the hard-won liquid down the disposal sump, flushed it, and


tackled the nether breast.







"What have they done to you?" he asked rhetorically as he worked.


"What makes you all - pardon the expression - so stupid? No woman on my


planet would tolerate what I'm doing to you now." But he wondered about


that as he said it; probably there were some types who -







Flora opened her mouth and he thought for a horrifying moment she was


going to reply, but it was only a yawn. There was something funny about


her tongue.







Now he had to take her temperature. The book cautioned him to insert the


thermometer rectally, because the normal animal was apt to bite anything


placed in her mouth. As if he hadn't done enough already! He had pulled


some weird stunts as an interworld investigator, but this was breaking


the record.







Still, she was ill, or had been, and it would be neglectful to skip the


temperature. It had been neglectful to skip the feces inspection, too,


he thought, but somehow it was different now. More - personal.







"Over, Flora," he said. "I can't get at you from this angle." He opened


the supply box nailed to a wooden beam and found the thermometer: a


rounded plastic tube about half an inch in diameter, eight inches long,


with a handle. and gauge on the end. The type of rugged instrument, in


short, one would use on an animal - a patient that might squirm during


intromission. There was a blob of yellowish grease on the business end.







When she still did not respond, he set the thermometer carefully in the


feeding trough and tried to haul her about by hand. He grasped her around


the middle and hefted. Her slim midsection came up and her well-fleshed


leg straightened, but that was all. She was too heavy to juggle when


uncooperative. He eased her down, leaving her prone on the pallet.


It would have to do. At least the target was approachable, instead of


aimed at the wall.







He recovered the thermometer and squatted beside her. With the fingers


of his free hand he pried apart the fleshy buttocks, searching for the


anus. It didn't work very well; her hindquarters were generous, and her


position squeezed the mounds together. He succeeded only in changing the


configuration of the crevice. He could probably open the spot to view by


using both hands, but then would not be able to insert the thermometer.


Finally he flattened one buttock with his left hand and guided the tip


of the instrument along the crack with his right, leaving a slug-trail


of grease. When he judged he was in the right area, he pushed, hoping


the slant was correct.







There was resistance, she squirmed, and the rounded point jogged over


and sank in. He was surprised at the ease with which it penetrated,


after the prior difficulties. He let the stem shift until the angle was


about ninety degrees and depressed it until he estimated that the tip


was a couple of inches deep beyond the sphincter. He readjusted himself


and settled down for the prescribed two minutes.







God, he thought while he waited. What was he doing in this stable, with a


naked buxom woman stretched out, he straddling her thighs and his clammy


hand on her rear and jamming a rod up her rectum? His own member was so


stiff it was painful.




 To have you like this, Io - your dainty, chaste, aseptic little ass - 







The seconds stretched out, incredibly long. He wondered whether his watch


had stopped, but heard it still ticking. What would he tell the boys,


in the next post-mission (post emission?) bull-session? That he had been


milking cows? Surely they would laugh off the truth. Truth was a fleshy


buttock and a dizzy feeling.







The time, somehow, was almost up, and he began to ease out the


thermometer. At that point she moved again, perhaps in response to the


withdrawal, climbing to her knees with her head still down. He had to


follow quickly to prevent the tube from ramming too far inside, and


almost lost his balance. But the new position flung open her buttocks


and revealed to him the thermometer's actual point of entry.







Not the anus. Well, it probably didn't make any difference. The


temperature couldn't vary that much between adjacent apertures. Carefully


he drew the length of plastic out and checked the gauge. It reached the


"normal" marker exactly.







"Flora, you're mending," he announced with his best bedside manner,


averting his gaze from the intriguing view presented. "You'll be spry


again in no time."







Perhaps it was the pseudo-confident tone. She rolled over, her breasts


creased from the pallet, and smiled. He retreated into the passage and


ladled out a pound of the special sick-animal crackers. It had been rough,


for more reasons than he cared to think about.







The next occupied pen was going to be worse. It was the one in which he


had seen - the girl. The one he had avoided until this moment. The one


that fastened him to this world.




 There could be an Iolanthe here.







He peered at the instructions before taking the plunge. This cow was in


heat, and had to be conducted to the bull for mating. The handbook had,


he discovered, a sketch of the barn's floor-plan, so he knew where to


take her. "It is important that copulation be witnessed," the book said


sternly, "and the precise time of connection noted, so that the bull


can be properly paced."







Hitch took the last step and looked in, his pulses driving. It was


not Iolanthe.







Just like that the bubble burst. Of course it wasn't Io. He had seen a


black-haired girl in poor light, and his mind had been on the black-haired


girl he knew at home, and the similarity of names - his stiff member


had pinned the image to the desire.







This was a yearling - if that were the proper description. In human


terms, about sixteen years old and never bred before. Her breasts were


slight and firm, her haunches slender but well-formed, her movements


animate. She paced nervously about the pen, uttering faint squeals of


impatience. Her glossy hair flung out, whipping around her torso when she


turned. She was, if not Iolanthe, still a strikingly attractive specimen


by his definitions, perhaps because of her fire. The others had been,


comparatively - cows.







Naturally a woman in heat would have sex appeal. That was what the


condition was for. Mating.







Her name, of course, was Iota. The farmer had mentioned her specically,


and Hitch had made the connection, at least subconsciously, the instant


he saw her first. "All right, Iota, time for an experience you'll never


forget," he said.







She spun to face him, black pupils seeming to flare. Then with a bound


she was glued to the slats, her high young mammaries poking through


conically. Her breath was rapid as she reached for him. Could she,


could she be -




 A younger edition of Iolanthe?







Some interworld parallels were exact, others inexact. Iolanthe, Iota -


both Io, as though they were sisters or more than sisters. Iolanthe


might have looked like this at sixteen.







Ridiculous! It was just a mental phenomenon, a thing anchored to his


yearning. A thousand, a million girls looked like this at this age.


He had a task to do. He would do it.







"Easy, girl. Stand back so I can open the gate. You and I are going to


the bull-pen."







As if in answer, she flung herself back and watched him alertly from


the far side. He unlatched the gate - strange that these girls were


all so dull they could not work these simple fastenings themselves,


even after seeing it done repeatedly - and stepped inside with the halter.







Immediately she was on him, her lithe body pressed against his front,


her arms clasped about his chest, her pelvis jerking against his crotch


in an unmistakable gesture. She was in heat, all right - and she figured


him for the bull!







And he was tempted, as her motions provided a most specific physical


stimulation. Recent events had heightened his awareness of his own


masculinity, to phrase it euphemistically. What difference would it


make, to the owner, exactly who bred her? All they wanted was the milk


when she freshened. And this whole foul system would be thrown out when


the Earth-Prime troops - correction, law & order expediters - came. The


chances were she would never become a milker anyway.







He looked into her eyes and read the mindless lust. Never had he


perceived such graphic yearning in a woman. She had no brain, only a


hungry pudendum.







She was, after all, an animal, not a human being. Fornication with her


would be tantamount to bestiality, and the concept repelled him even as


his member throbbed in response to the urgent pressure of her vulva.







"Get away from me!" he cried, shoving her roughly aside. God! They had


even reduced women to animal cycles, in lieu of human periodicy. To


control freshening, no doubt, and forestall restlessness at inconvenient


times. There would be no mooning in the absence of male company, this


way, except for those few days when the repressed sexuality of a year


or more was triggered.







She hunched against the wall, tears coming. He saw that her emotions were


human, though her mind was not. She felt rejection as keenly as anyone,


but lacked the sophistication to control or conceal her reaction.







He had been too harsh with her. "Take it easy, Iota. I didn't mean to yell


at you. I wasn't yelling at you!" No - he had been shouting across the


worlds at Iolanthe, who had teased him similarly for so long. Arousing the


urge, but unavailable for the gratification. The difference was that this


time he had called it off. Taking out his suppressions on this innocent


wanton who could not know what drove him.







She peered at him uncertainly, her face bearing the sheen of smeared


tears. He lifted the harness and shook it. "I have to put this on you


and take you to the bull. That's all. Do you understand?"







Still she hesitated. How could she understand? She was an animal. The


tone of his voice was all she followed. Or was it?







The animals here were incredibly stupid, considering their human


origin. Obviously they had been somehow bludgeoned into this passivity.


Drugs, perhaps - the biscuits could contain a potent mix. Probably


most of the subjects finally gave up thinking; it was easier just to


go along. But what of a young one? Her metabolism might have greater


resource, particularly when she was ready to mate. To be in heat - it


was the animal way to be in potent sexual love. Powerful juices there,


very powerful. Counteractants?







But more: suppose an individual succeeded for a time in throwing off


the mind-suppressant? Started protesting?







What was the reply of any tyranny to insurrection? The smart cow would


keep her mouth shut, at least in the barn. She would conform. Her life


depended on it.







Iota might not be stupid at all. She might be doing exactly what was


expected of her. Concealing her awareness.







She was still damned attractive in her primeval way.







She had been watching him with that preternatural alertness of hers,


and now she approached him again, cautiously.







He set the harness over her shoulders and reached around her body to


fasten the straps. "Can you talk?" he whispered into her ear, afraid of


being overheard. He doubted there were hidden mikes - that would not be


economically feasible for a retarded technology like this - but other


farmhands could be in the area.







She lifted her arms to facilitate the tightening of the clasps. A thick


strand of hair curved around her left shoulder and the inside arc of her


left breast. She was not as scantily endowed as he had thought at first;


he had merely become acclimatized to the monstrosities of the milkers. She


was clean, too, except for the feet, and there was an alluring woman-smell


about her.







"Can you talk, Iota!" he whispered more urgently. "Maybe I can help you."







She perked up at the sound of her name. Her breathing became rapid


again. She rested her forearms against his shoulders and looked into


his face. Her eyes were large, the irises black in this light. But she


did not smile or speak.







"You can trust me, Iota," he said. "Just give me some sign. Some evidence


that you're not -"







She closed her arms gently around his neck and drew him in to her.


Again her breasts touched him; again her hips nudged his groin. The


woman-smell became stronger.







Was she trying to show him that she comprehended, or was it merely a


more careful sexual offering?




 What difference did it make?







He had fastened the straps long since, but his arms were still about


her. He slid his hands across her smooth back, down to the slight


indentations above her buttocks. She responded, putting increasing


pressure against him.







What the hell.







Hitch looked about. There was no one in the stable, apart from the cows


in the special stalls. He tightened his embrace and carried her upright


into her own compartment. "You want to get bred, OK," he muttered.







He put her down in the straw. She yielded to his directions, eager to


oblige. He kneeled between her spread legs, released his belt and opened


his trousers, watching her. Then, unable to restrain himself any longer,


he put his left hand on her cleft to work the labia apart. The entire area


was slick and hot. He transferred the hand to his own loin, supporting


the weight of his body with the other hand as he descended, and guided


himself down the burning crevice and in. He was reminded strikingly of


the manner he had placed the thermometer not long ago. There didn't seem


to be any hymen.







He spread himself upon her, embedded to the hilt. He tried to kiss her,


but the position was wrong and she didn't seem to understand. What


opportunity would she have had to learn about kissing?







He had expected an immediate and explosive climax, but was


disappointed. Iota had a dismayingly capacious vaginal tract; he could


neither plumb the well to its depth nor find purchase at its rim. He


realized belatedly that cows would naturally be selected for ready


breeding and birthing. Entry had been too easy; there was no internal


resistance, no friction.







After all his buildup, he couldn't come. It was like dancing alone in


a spacious ballroom.







She lay there passively, waiting for him to proceed.







Angry, now, he pulled back, plunged, withdrew and plunged again, his


sword impaling only phantoms.







And felt his weapon growing flaccid. "Bitch," he said.







But it was the bovine, not the canine, image that had unmanned him.


It just wasn't in him to fornicate with a placid, mindless cow.







She looked up at him reproachfully as he disengaged and covered up,


but he was too disturbed to care. "Get up, animal. You want bull, you'll


get bull."







She stood up and he took hold of the harness leash and jerked her


forward. "Move," he said firmly, and she moved. There was, it seemed,


a trick to handling animals, and he had mastered it out of necessity. He


was becoming an experienced farmer.







They traveled down long dim corridors to the bullpen, she tugging eagerly


at the leash and seeking to poke into side passages. She had forgotten


the frustration of the recent episode already. Obviously she had never


been in this section of the barn before, and curiosity had not been


entirely suppressed along with intelligence. She was  stupid, of course;


otherwise he would not have failed with her.







He didn't know much about lobotomy, but this didn't seem like it. Yet


what technique. . . ?







The bull was a giant of a man, full-bearded and hirsute. His feet and


hands were crusted with callus and there was dirt on his belly. His


tremendous penis hoisted, derrick-like, the moment he winded Iota, and


he hurled himself around his large pen. Only the stout double harness


and chained collar that bound him to the far rail inhibited his savage


lunges. He stank of urine.







Hitch loosed Iota and shoved her into the pen. He was anxious to have


the bull cover up any guilty traces of his own abortive gesture.







She was abruptly hesitant, standing just beyond the range of the


man-monster that reared and chafed and bellowed to get at her and bucked


awesomely with his tumescence. She wasn't afraid of him, though his mass


was easily twice hers; she was merely uncertain how to proceed in the


face of so much meat.







She made as if to step forward, then withdrew. She was trying to


flirt! Hitch found quick sympathy for the bull, allied with his


own apprehension. "You idiotic tease, get over there!" he cried at


her. Startled, she did.







The bull reached out and grabbed her by one shoulder, employing the same


five-fingered mitten-grip Hitch had observed with the cows. Iota spun


under the force of it, thrown off-balance, and the bull caught at her


opposite hip and hauled her in to his chest backwards. He clubbed her


so that she doubled over and rammed his spurting organ into her narrow


cleft, thrusting again and again so fiercely that her abdomen bowed out


with each lunge.







That was the treatment she had been waiting for! She hadn't even been


aware of Hitch's effort, thinking it only the preliminary inspection.







Then Iota tumbled to the floor, stunned by the impact of the courtship


but hardly miserable. She was in heat, after all, and now that she had


found out what it was all about, she liked it. She lay on her back in


the soiled straw, smiling, legs lifted, though Hitch was sure she would


suffer shortly from terrible bruises inside and out. What a performance!







The beast was on her again, this time from the front, biting at her


breasts while trying to get into position for another assault. His organ


glistened moistly, still erect.







"Get that heifer out of there!" someone shouted, and Hitch started. It


was another farmhand. "Want to sap our best stud?"







Hitch ran out into the pen, wary of the bull, and caught hold of one


of Iota's blissfully outstretched arms. It was obvious that she would


happily absorb all the punishment the creature chose to deliver. A festoon


of white goo stretched downward from the bull's penis as he made a last


attempt at the vanishing target. Then Hitch hauled Iota across the floor


until they were entirely out of range of the monster and stood her on


her feet. She was still dazed as he reharnessed her, not even wincing


as the strap chafed across the deep toothmarks on her breast.







The other farmhand glanced at him as they trooped by, but did not say


anything. Just as well.







About halfway back, Hitch remembered that he had forgotten to post the


time of service on the bull's chart. He decided not to risk further


embarrassment by returning for that errand. The bull seemed to have


sufficient pep to go around, anyway.







Iota was dreamily contented as he returned her to her stall, though


there was a driblet of gluey blood on one leg. Apparently there had been


a hymen . . . Well, she was out of heat now, and she wasn't a virgin


heifer any more!







There was trouble in the final stall. He had been so occupied with the


prior chores on the schedule that he hadn't bothered to read ahead,


and now he regretted it. He had just witnessed, per instructions, a


copulation, and it was as though gestation had occurred in minutes. This


next cow was delivering!







She lay on her side, legs pulled up, whimpering as her body strained.


There was something funny about her tongue too, as it projected between


her teeth. Was there a physical reason these animals never spoke? The


head of the calf had already emerged, its hair brown like that of the


mother. Hitch had thought all babies were bald. All human  babies . . .


Should he summon help? He was no obstetrician!







But then he would have to explain why he hadn't notified anyone earlier,


and he had no excuse apart from carelessness and personal concupiscence.


Better to stick with it himself.







Odd, he thought, how one could become committed against his


intention. This laboring cow was not really his problem, and she belonged


literally to another world, yet he had to do what he could for her. The


activities of this brutal barn were as important to him at this moment


as anything he could remember. Even its most repulsive aspects fascinated


him. It represented a direct personal challenge as well as an intellectual


one. Iota -







As the cow struggled to force out the massive bundle, Hitch skimmed


nervously through the manual. Good - the stock was generally hardy, and


seldom required more than nominal supervision during parturition. Signs


of trouble? No, none of the alarm signals itemized were evident. This


was a normal delivery.







But the text stressed the importance of removing the new-birthed calf


immediately and taking it to the nursery for proper processing. The


mother was not supposed to have any opportunity to lick it down, suckle


it or develop any attachment.




 And how about the father? How about any observer with a trace of


human feeling? It was as though he had  impregnated a cow, and now


his offspring was being manifested. He had failed with Iolanthe, he


had failed with Iota, but he still had something to prove. Something to


salvage from this disaster of a world.







The cow heaved again, and more of the balled-up calf emerged. There was


blood soaking into the pallet, but the manual assured him callously that


this was normal. He wanted to do something, but knew that his best bet


was noninterference. He was sure now that a human woman could not have


given birth so readily without anesthetic or medication. In some ways


the animals were fortunate, not that it justified any part of this. That


large, loose vagina -







"What's going on here?"







Hitch iumped again. The voice behind him was that of the owner! For an


experienced investigator, he had been inexcusably careless about his


observations. Twice now, men had come upon him by surprise.







"She's birthing," he said. "Routine, so I didn't -"







"In the nightstall?" the man demanded angrily, his white hair seeming to


stand on end. It was the way he combed it, Hitch decided irrelevantly.


"On a bare pallet?"







Oops - he must have missed a paragraph. "I told you it's been a while


since I - the other farm didn't have separate places to -"







"That farm was in violation of the law, not to mention the policies of


compassionate procedure." The owner was already inside the stall and


squatting down beside the laboring cow. "It was a mistake, Esmeralda,"


he said soothingly. "I never meant to put you through this here. I had


a special delivery-booth for you, with fresh clean straw and padded


walls . . ." He stroked her hair and patted her shoulder, and the animal


relaxed a little. Obviously she recognized the gentle master. Probably


he came by the stables periodically to encourage the beasts and grant


them lumps of sugar. "In just a moment I'll give you a shot to ease the


pain, but not just yet. It will make you sleepy, and we have to finish


this job first. You've been very good. You're one of my best. It's all


right now, dear."







Hitch realized with a peculiar mixture of emotions that it wasn't all


acting. The farmer really did care about the comfort and welfare of his


animals. Hitch had somehow assumed that brutality was the inevitable


concomitant of the degradation of human beings. But actually he had


seen no harshness; this entire barn was set up for the maximum creature


comfort compatible with efflciency, with this backward technology. Had


he misjudged the situation?







Under the owner's sure guidance the calving was quickly completed.


The man lifted the infant - a female - and spanked her into awareness


before cutting and tying off the umbilical cord. He wrapped her in a towel


that materialized from somewhere and stood up. "Here," he said to Hitch,


"take it to the nursery."







Hitch found himself with babe in arms.







"All right, Esme," the owner said to the cow, his voice low and friendly.


"Let's take care of that afterbirth. Here - I'll give you that shot I


promised. It only stings for a second. Hold still - there. You'll feel


much better soon. Just relax, and in a moment you'll be asleep. In a few


days you'll be back with the herd where you belong, the finest milker


of them all." He looked up and spied Hitch still standing there. "Get


moving, man! Do you want her to see it?"







Hitch got moving. He did not feel at all comfortable carrying the baby,


for all his determination of a moment ago to help it in some way, but that


was the least of it. Its cries, never very loud (did they breed for that,


too?), had subsided almost immediately as it felt the supposed comfort of


human arms, and probably that was fortunate because otherwise the mother


would have been attracted to the sound. But this removal of the baby so


quickly from its parent, so that it could never know a true family -


how could that be tolerated? Yet he was cooperating, carrying it down


the dusky passages to the nursery.







The fact that he had witnessed its arrival did not make him responsible


for it, technically - but the baby had, in more than a manner of speaking,


been given into his charge. His prior mood returned, intensified; he


did feel responsible.







"I'll take care of you, little girl," he said inanely. "I'll keep


you safe. I'll -"







He was talking like a hypocrite. There was very little he could do for


this baby except put it in the nursery. He didn't know the first thing


about child care. And - he was no longer entirely certain that he should 


do anything specific if he had the opportunity.







He had been ready to condemn this entire world out of hand, but in the


face of this last development he wasn't sure, oddly. This breeding and


milking of human beings was shocking - but was it actually evil? The


preliminary report had remarked on the strange peacefulness of this


alternate Earth: computer analysis suggested that there was no war here,


and had not been for some time. That was another riddle of #772. Was it


because those who ruled it were compassionate men, despite the barbarity


of their regime?







Which was better: to have a society peacefully unified by a true


segregation of functions - men-men vs animal-men - or to have every


person born to contend so selfishly for the privileges of humanity that


all succeeded only in being worse than animals? Earth-Prime remained in


serious jeopardy of self-extermination; was that the preferred system


to impose on all the alternate Earths too?







#772 did have its positive side. Economically it functioned well, and


it would probably never have runaway inflation or population increase or


class warfare. Could it be that with the breakup of the family system, the


human rights and dignities system, the all-men-are-created-equal system -


could it be that this was the true key to permanent worldwide peace?







He had not seen a single discontented cow.







By taking this baby from its mother and conveying it to the impersonal


nursery, was he in fact doing it the greatest favor of its existence?







He wondered.







The nursery caught him by surprise. It was a cool quiet area more like


a laboratory than the playroom he had anticipated. A series of opaque


tanks lined the hall. As he passed between them he heard a faint noise,


like that of an infant crying in a confined space, and the baby in his


arms heard it and came alive loudly.







Hitch felt suddenly uneasy, but he took the squalling bundle hastily up


to the archaically garbed matron at a central desk. "This is Esmeralda's


offspring," he said.







"I don't recognize you," the woman said, glowering at him. Epitome of


gradeschool disciplinarian. He almost flinched.







"I'm a new man, just hired this morning. The boss is in with the mother


now. He said to -"







"Boss? What nonsense is this?"







Hitch paused, nonplusseal, before he realized that he had run afoul


of another slang expression. This one evidently hadn't carried over


into #772. "The owner, the man who -"







"Very well," she snapped. "Let me see it."







She took the bundle, put it unceremoniously on the desk, and unwrapped


it. She probed the genital area with a harsh finger, ignoring the baby's


screams. This time Hitch did flinch. "Female. Good. No abnormalities.


Males are such a waste."







"A waste? Why?"







She unrolled a strip of something like masking tape and tore it off. She


grasped one of the baby's tiny hands. "Haven't you worked in a barn


before? You can't get milk from a bull."







Obviously not. But a good bull did have his function, as Iota's experience


had shown. Hitch watched the woman tape the miniature thumb and fingers


together, forming a bandage resembling a stiff mitten, and something


unpleasant clicked. Hands so bound in infancy could not function normally


in later life; certain essential muscles would atrophy and certain nerves


would fail to develop. It was said by some that man owed his intelligence


to the use of his opposable thumb . . .







"I haven't been involved with this end of it," he explained somewhat


lamely. "What happens to the males?"







"We have to kill them, of course, except for the few we geld for manual


labor." She had finished taping the hands; now she had a bright scalpel


poised just above the little face.







Hitch assumed she was going to cut the tape away or take a sample of


hair. He wasn't really thinking about it, since he was still trying to


digest what he had just learned. Slaughter of almost all males born here . . .







She hooked thumb and forefinger into the baby's cheeks, forcing its mouth


open uncomfortably. The knife came down, entered the mouth, probed beneath


the tongue before Hitch could protest. Suddenly the screams were horrible.







Hitch watched, paralyzed, as bubbling blood overflowed the tiny lip.


"What -?"







"Wouldn't want it to grow up talking," she said. "Amazing how much


trouble one little cut can save. Now take this calf down to tank seven."







"I don't -" There was too much to grapple with. They cut the tongues


so that speech would be impossible? There went another bastion of


intelligence, ruthlessly excised.







With the best intentions, he had delivered his charge into this enormity.


He felt ill.







The matron sighed impatiently. "That's right, you're new here. Very


well. I'll show you so you'll know next time. Make sure you get it


straight. I'm too busy to tell you twice."




 Too busy mutilating innocent babies? But he did not speak. It was as


though his own tongue had felt the blade.







She took the baby down to tank seven, ignoring the red droplets that


trailed behind, and lifted the lid. The container was about half full


of liquid, and a harness dangled from one side. She pinned the baby in


the crook of one elbow and fitted the little arms, legs and head into


the loops and tightened the fastenings so that the head was firmly out


of the fluid. Some of it splashed on Hitch when she immersed the infant,


and he discovered that it was some kind of thin oil, luke-warm.







The baby screamed and thrashed, afraid of the dark interior or perhaps


bruised by the crude straps, but only succeeded in frothing redly and


making a few small splashes with its bound hands. The harness held it


secure and helpless.







The matron lowered the lid, checking to make sure the breathing vents


were clear, and the pitiful cries were muted.







Hitch fumbled numbly for words. "You - what's that for? It -"







"It is important that the environment be controlled," the woman explained


curtly. "No unnecessary tactile, auditory or visual stimulation for the


first six months. Then they get too big for the tanks, so we put them


in the dark cells. The first three years are critical; after that it's


fairly safe to exercise them, though we generally wait another year to


be certain. And we keep the protein down until six; then we increase


the dose because we want them to grow."







"I - I don't understand." But he did, horribly. In his mind the


incongruous but too-relevant picture of a beehive returned, the


worker-bees growing in their tight hexagonal cells. His intuition,


when he first saw the cows, had been sure.







"Don't you how anything ? Protein is the chief brain food. Most of the


brain develops in the first few years, so we have to watch their diet


closely. Too little, and they're too stupid to follow simple commands;


too much, and they're too smart. We raise good cows here; we have


excellent quality control."







Hitch looked at the rows of isolation tanks: quality control. What


could he say? He knew that severe dietary deficiencies in infancy


and childhood could permanently warp a person's mental, physical and


emotional development. Like the bees of the hive, the members of the


human society could not achieve their full potential unless they had the


proper care in infancy. Those bees scheduled to be workers were raised


on specially deficient honey, and became sexless, blunted insects. The


few selected to be queens were given royal jelly and extra attention,


and developed into completely formed insects. Bees did not specialize


in high intelligence, so the restriction was physical and sexual. With


human beings, it would hit the human specialization: the brain. With


proper guidance, the body might recover almost completely from early


protein deprivation, but never the mind.







EP had researched this in order to foster larger, brighter, healthier


children and adults. #772 used the same information to deliberately


convert women to cows. No drugs were required, or surgical lobotomy. And


there was no hope that any individual could preserve or recover full


intelligence, with such a lifelong regime. No wonder he had gotten


nowhere with Iota! He heard the babies wailing. What price, peace?







"And," he said as she turned away, "and any of these calves could grow


up to be as intelligent and lively as we are, if raised properly?"







"They could. But that's against the law, and of course such misfits


wouldn't be successful as milkers. They're really quite well off here;


we take good care of our own. We're very fortunate to have developed


this system. Can you imagine using actual filthy beasts  for farming?"







And he had milked those placid cows and had his round with Iota . . .







He left her, sick in body and spirit as he passed by the wailing tanks. In


each was a human baby crying out its heritage in a mind-stifling


environment, deprived of that stimulation and response essential to


normal development, systematically matnourished. No health, no comfort,


no future - because each had been born in the barn. In the barn.







He could do nothing about it, short-range. If he ran amok amid the tanks,


as he was momentarily inclined to, what would he accomplish except the


execution of babies? And this was only one barn of perhaps millions.


No - it would take generations to undo the damage wrought here.







He paused as he passed tank #7, hearing a cry already poignant. The baby


he had carried here, in his naivete. Esmeralda's child. The responsibility


he had abrogated. The final and most terrible failure.







A newborn personality, bound and bloody in the dark, never to know true


freedom, doomed to a lifelong waking nightmare . . . until the contentment


of idiocy took over.







Suddenly Hitch understood what Iolanthe meant by integrity of purpose


over and above the standards of any single world. There were limits


beyond which personal ambition and duty became meaningless.







He stepped up to the tank and lifted the lid. The cries became loud. He


clapped his free hand to his ankle, feeling for the blade concealed there.


He brought it up, plunged it into the tank, and slashed away the straps.


"Hey!" the matron cried sharply.







He dropped the knife and grabbed the floundering infant, lifting it out.


He hugged it to his shirtfront with both arms and barged ahead. By the


time the supervisor got there, Hitch was out of the nursery, leaving a


trail of oil droplets from the empty tank.







As soon as he was out of sight he balanced the baby awkwardly in one


arm and reached up to touch the stud in his skull.







It was risky. He had no guarantee there would be an open space at this


location on Earth-Prime. But he was committed.







Five seconds passed. Then he was wrenched into his own world by the


unseen operator. Safely!







There was no welcoming party. The operator had merely aligned interworld


coordinates and opened the veil by remote control. Hitch would have


to make his own way back to headquarters, where he would present his


devastating report. Armies would mass at his behest, but he felt no


exhilaration. Those tanks . . .







He held the baby more carefully, looking for a place to put it down


so that he could remove the remaining strap-fragments and wrap it


protectively. He knew almost nothing about what to do for it, except


to keep it warm. But the baby, blessedly, was already asleep again,


trusting in him as it had before though there was blood on its cheek. The


mutilated tongue . . .







He was in a barn. Not really surprisingly; the alternate framework


tended to run parallel in detail, so that a structure could occupy the


same location in a dozen Earths. There were many more barns in #772


than in EP, but it still didn't stretch coincidence to have a perfect


match. The one he trekked through now was an Earth-Prime barn, though,


an old-fashioned red one. It had the same layout as the other, but it


contained horses or sheep or - cows.







He walked down the passage, cradling the sleeping baby - his  baby! -


and looking into the stalls. He passed the milkroom and entered the empty


stable, noting how it had changed for animal accommodation. He couldn't


resist entering the special wing again.







The first stall contained an ill cow who munched on alfalfa hay. The


second was occupied by a lively heifer who paused to look soulfully


at him with large soft eyes and licked its teeth with a speech-mute


tongue. Had she just been bred? The third -







Then it struck him. He had been shocked that man could so ruthlessly


exploit man, there on #772. It was not even slavery on the other world,


but such thorough subjugation of the less fortunate members of society


that no reprieve was even thinkable for the - cows. VVhen man was


rendered truly into animal, revolt was literally inconceivable for the


domesticants.







Yet what of the animals of this world, Earth-Prime? Man had, perhaps, the


right to be inhumane to man - but how could he justify the subjugation


of a species not his own? Had the free-roving bovines of ten thousand


years ago come voluntarily to man's barns, or had they been genocidally


compelled? What irredeemable crime had been perpetrated against them?







If Earth-Prime attempted to pass judgment on this counter-Earth system,


what precedent would it be setting? For no one knew what the limits of


the alternate-universe framework were. It was probable that somewhere


within it were worlds more advanced, more powerful than EP. Worlds with


the might to blast away all mammalian life including man himself from


the Earth, leaving the birds and snakes and frogs to dominate instead.


Had it been such intervention that set back #772?







Worlds that could very well judge EP as EP judged counter-Earth #772.
Worlds that might consider any  domestication of any
species to be an intolerable crime against nature . . .







Iolanthe would take care of the baby; he was sure of that. She was that


sort of person. Prompt remedial surgery should mitigate the injury to


the tongue. But the rest of it - a world full of similar misery -







He knew that in saving this one baby he had accomplished virtually


nothing. His act might even give warning to #772 and thus precipitate


far more cruelty than before. But that futility was only part of his


growing horror.







Could he be sure in his own mind that Earth-Prime had the right of it?


Between it and #772 was a difference only in the actual species of


mammal occupying the barn. The other world was, if anything, kinder to


its stock than was EP.







No - he was being foolishly anthropomorphic! It was folly to attempt to


attribute human feelings or rights to cows. They had no larger potential,


while the human domesticants of #772 did . Yet -







Yet -







Yet what sort of a report could he afford to make?












	

Afterword:







The name inscribed over the bullpen is HARLAN, though the description is


not necessarily physical. I was one of those who supposed his intellectual


scrotum contained two jellybeans, but I learned that there were, after


all, nitties in his gritty. Thus I applauded the potency of the first


DANG VIS and clamored for admission to the second.







Why? Why:







Our field of speculative fiction, like our nation, like our world,


becomes too complacent at times. Originality and candor are not always


sought, not always appreciated, even when the need becomes critical. At


such times there may be no gentle way to fertilize the willing medium;


we have to call upon a bull-editor, a rampaging volume, and irate authors


such as these you read here. Perhaps even so the mission will fail - but


we must, must try. For it is in the expansion of our horizons, including


especially these literary and moral ones, that our brightest future lies.







"In the Barn" is intended to be a shocker, of course. It could have been


told without the, if you'll pardon the expression, vulgar detail. But


the real shock should not stem from the portrayal of acts every normal


person practices. It should be this: this story is a true representation


of a situation that exists widely in America, and in the world, and that


has existed for millennia. Only one detail has been changed: one form


of mammal has been substituted for another in the barn.







Does human morality have  to be defined in terms of humans? Is it


impossible for us to recognize the inherent rights of nonhuman creatures?


Surely, if we can show no more respect for cows, for chickens, for pigs,


for any animal or color or philosophy - no more respect than this -


surely we have defined our own morality unmistakably.
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