





























































































































































































































For the past 5 years G. Harry Stine led an interesting but peaceful
life, working on the rocket research staff at White Sands and occa-
sionally (as “Lee Correy”) writing s.f. Then last August he took a
designing job with the Glen L. Martin missile plant in Denver. Also in
Aungust he published a timely book called BARTH SATELLITES AND THE
RACE FOR SPACE SUPERIORITY (Ace). On October 4 the United States,
momentarily at least, lost that race. On October 5 the wire services
reported Mr. Stine as saying, “We have underestimated the Russians
all along. We lost five years between 1945 and 1950 because nobody
would listen to the rocket men. We bave to catch up those five years
fast, or we're dead.” Within a matter of hours, the Martin Company
announced that "the discharge of Harry Stine was effective imme-
diately” and “would give no reason for the discharge” 1 at once
suggested to Mr. Stine that the readers of F&SF would be interested
in further comments from him, and by October 15 he had com-
pleted the following article.

Undoubtedly there are countless contributory factors to account
for our laggard position in the space race, from the division of the
buman spoils at Peenemiinde through the attitude of the ex-Secretary
of Defense to the difference in mathematics-teaching in American and
Russian grade schools. There are certainly other factors which cannot
yet be discussed publicly. But Harry Stine, who has more personal
acquaintance with our rocket program than any other professional
writer, probes for a deeper, more basic reason.

Sputnik: One Reason Why We Lost

by G. HARRY STINE

IN 1775, A GROUP OF UNDISCIPLINED,
unruly  Massachusetts  riflemen
“fired the shot heard round the
world.” In October, 1957, some-
where in the Kara Kum Desert

east of the Caspian Sea, a group of
Communist rocketmen fired a shot
which was, literally, heard around
the world. The “beep-beep-beep” of
the sputnik, the Soviet unmanned
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satellite, came to the ears of anyone
in the world who had a radio ca-
pable of tuning to 20 or 40 mega-
cycles.

This contemporary “shot heard
round the world” shook American
citizens to their very cores. It was
unthinkable that a communistic
society could conquer space before
we could. After all, weren't we
secure in our belief that our coun-
try could build anything bigger
and faster and better than any
other country?

The first reaction of Americans
was disbelief. It couldn’t have hap-
pened! It was communist propa-
ganda! But...the persistent
“beep-beep-beep” of the sputnik
came from countless radio loud-
speakers.

The second reaction followed
within several days. Everyone in
the United States looked around
and wondered, “How did it hap-
pen? Why did the Russian com-
munists beat us to the draw?” After
all, didn’t we have the world’s first
unmanned satellite and its vehicle,
almost ready to go but somehow
plagued with troubles which had
set it five months behind schedule?

There are many reasons why it
happened the way it did. Some of
them are contemporary, some of
them can be remedied, but some
of them go far back into our his-
tory. No single one of us is to
blame; all of us are to blame, and
even our ancestors must share part
of that blame because they formu-
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lated the spirit and thought of this
country.

Although this country is the fin-
est thing that has happened to the
human race in all history, it has
had its faults and shortcomings
from the very beginning. This is
something that few people realize,
perhaps because of the fact that our
very history has made us into a
confident, almost arrogant people
secure in our belief in American
Perfectability, a belief which was
well founded in our culture by
1830.

Almost everyone has forgotten
just what this country was like
when it began a rather precarious
existence in 1776. Few people real-
ize that the American Colonies
comprised a mere 2,500,000 people
existing in small scattered com-
munities up and down the Atlantic
seaboard of the North American
continent. We were a poor and
motley collection of people, all dis-
trusting each other and hating the
British Crown. In the 1770’s, there
were only 5 men in the Colonies
who spent more than $10,000 a
year on themselves and their fam-
ilies. Only half of the towns in
Massachusetts had schools, but that
colony levied a one shilling fine
on any parent who neglected his
children’s education! The colony
of Virginia was deliberately illiter-
ate; there were very few schooled
people even among the planters.
(These facts will probably bring
the wrath of certain organizations
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down around my head, but they
are facts nonetheless!) There were
in all the 13 colonies fewer than
300 men in college, and the col-
leges were graduating only 50 men
a year.

Towering far above the mutual
distrust of the colonies for each
other and their united hatred for
the Crown was the awful fear of
the Wilderness which began less
than 100 miles west of the coastline
and ran for an unknown distance
to the Pacific. Beyond the scat-
tered towns, villages, and farms
was the silent, brooding forest, the
endless, sweeping plains, and the
towering, remorseless mountains.
It was unknown, but it had to be
conquered.

This awareness of the Wilder-
ness touched every facet of Amer-
ican life at the time. To some ex-
tent, it still does. It determined our
national character and the nature
and course of our science and
technology. We had no use for
petty theories and useless hypoth-
eses; leave those to the Europeans
who did not face a wilderness! We
needed tools and techniques for
the conquest of the Wilderness.

As a result, Americans became
more pragmatic than any people in
history, including the Romans.
The pragmatic philosophy itself is
an American product. Our science
became a strategy for exploring
and settling the unknown world
to the west of us.

And what did we have to start

with in this conquest of the Wil-
derness? Nothing. We had no sci-
entists, no engineers. We had
tradesmen, but these tradesmen
were quite inferior to the Euro-
pean craftsmen. In America a
tradesman could not specialize; he
had to be a jack-of-all-trades in
order to make any sort of a living
at all. Because of the British Mer-
cantile Treaty, Americans were
forbidden to engage in the arts
and crafts based on natural phe-
nomena; this deprived Americans
of the necessary incentive to pur-
sue these crafts. When we won our
independence, we found ourselves
woefully short of everything need-
ed to fight the Wilderness. .

The first 50 years of our history
as a country were devoted to at-
tempting to remedy this situation.
We developed Yankee Ingenuity.
We became gadgeteers, interested
in the pragmatic application of
ideas and not in the ideas them-
selves. Our original scientists and
engineers had other professions—
Franklin was famed as a printer
in the United States, but as a scien-
tist abroad; Robert Fulton was an
artist, as was Morse.

By 1830, 50 years after our fight
for independence, we had devel-
cped the concept of Manifest Des-
tiny and the American Perfectabil-
ity. Strangely enough, we did this
without developing any scientists
or engineers of real note. Until
about 1850, an engineer was a
man who erected and worked the
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engines of war—towers, catapults
and fortifications—and was con-
sidered only a skilled craftsman.
There were no engineering col-
leges or curriculums in America
until after the Civil War,

Only 500 patents had been grant-
ed by 1838, yet Americans had de-
veloped—probably in self-defense
—a belief that “The Yankee Na-
tion Can Beat All Creation!” Prac-
tical inventors were glorified in
the American mind of the time.

And American inventors starved
when they persisted in working
with devices which had, as far as
the layman was concerned, no prac-
tical value whatsoever.

Our tune had changed by the
time the Centennial rolled around
in 1876. We had just fought the
greatest war in our history and the
first of the modern wars. Gold had
been discovered in the West, and,
lured by that golden promise, men
had won the West, a portion of the
continent which had hitherto been
peopled only by trappers and ex-
plorers. (Who counted Mexicans
and Indians?)

Our engineering had also, in a
way, blossomed. We had pride in
our past engineering achievements
now, and we put our reliance on
precedent in our engineering de-
sign. Our railway coaches resem-
bled the stagecoaches from which
their design had been taken.
Our architecture embodied concepts
of Greece and Rome while being
based on iron structures. We did
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not like radical designs or ideas.

(We still don’t. The popularity of
one of the new portable electric mix-
ers is based on the fact that it re-
sembles an electric iron, a fact
which came to light in a study
done to determine just what the
mixer should look like to have the
greatest sales appeal!)

From the 1870’s through the
early 1900’s, our invention and sci-
ence continued to be dedicated to
individual freedom. But during the
First World War, a new note crept
in: the concept of a “team.” Our
practical science and technology
took on such wide ramifications
during that period that it became
apparent that no one man could
know it all. Research teams de-
veloped.

And while the rise of the team
concept was going on, a man by
the name of Langmuir was turned
loose in the General Electric lab-
oratories, working on what he
pleased, on what interested him, on
what nudged his curiosity. The
serendipitous* results of Lang-
muir’s work, along with others
such as Steinmetz, made General
Electric into the largest corpora-
tion of its kind, controlling more
money and manpower than the

* serendipity—the gift of finding valuable or
agreeable things not sought for; a word
coined by Walpole, in allusion to a tale,
“The Three Princes of Serendip,” who in
their travels were always discovering, by
chance or by sagacity, things they did not
seck.
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empires of the Hohenzollerns or
the Napoleons. Inventions and sci-
ence dedicated to individual free-
dom had created untold wealth
and personal power as a by-
product.

Yet the rise of the team concept
continued. The lone inventor work-
ing in his basement shop became an
item in the history books. The
inventors and scientists became
“other-directed” men, always prod-
ding for an improved method or
technique for use in the particular
company’s product, always looking
for the obvious as determined by
conferences, always attempting to
satisfy the desires of the Front
Office run by lawyers, bankers, and
others who didn’t know an elec-
tron from Uncle George. It became
the vogue in these teams to “play
safe,” to “get along,” to get that
raise or that directorship of the lab
by not taking chances.

There was no room, no place, no
niche in these teams for the indi-
vidualistic inventor who had de-
veloped the devices and basic prin-
ciples on which our entire tech-
nology is based.

In addition, our present-day sci-
ence is spoiled . . . spoiled rotten.
The interferometer with which
Slipher discovered the red-shift of
the far galaxies at Lowell Observa-
tory would be thrown into the
junk heap by the physics depart-
ment of the country’s poorest col-
lege. I know; I've seen it. A scien-
tist or research team today feels it

must have multi-million-dollar set-
ups of test equipment and rooms
full of very impressive gadgetry in

‘order to justify the fact that it is

accomplishing something. We may
have forgotten an important factor
in scientific work: it is not the
appearance or cost or amount of
equipment that counts. It is the
mind of the man who operates the
equipment.

Why did the communists beat
us into space with their sputnik?
It is not because they have a better
system of living together, nor be-
cause they have better scientists.

It may-be because we have con-
sistently underestimated them. The
predominant belief of 100 years ago
that “The Yankee Nation Can
Beat All Creation” still lingers
with us, even in this age of science
and with the knowledge that “Sci-
ence Knows No Country.”

Basically, it boils down to four
points fixed in our nation’s history
and development:

1. Our pragmatic approach to
knowledge was excellent for the
conquest of the Wilderness, but
may not be quite so wonderful in
the conquest of the greater Un-
known. We distrust basic scientific
research that does not know what
answers it may get.

2. We have a historical lack of
appreciation of science itself. The
Europeans don’t. Until very re-
cently, the greater part of the basic
research in science was carried out
in Europe. We do not basically
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understand or appreciate the na-
ture of serendipitous discoveries.

3. Our science is spoiled. We do
not believe we can accomplish re-
sults with simple equipment. We
feel we must add complexity to
complexity to achieve results. We
understand gadgets and feel we
must have them to bolster our
thinking, for we do not truly un-
derstand what thinking is.

4, The growth of the team in
our scientific and engineering
work has nearly killed the individ-
ualistic approach which produced
the basic groundwork for our pres-
ent-day technology. If a team mem-
ber speaks out for himself, he be-
comes dangerous to the integrity
of the team.

What can we do in order to
prevent a future sputnik incident
from putting us firmly in the
back seat in terms of national
prestige and personal pride in our
country? In the first place, aping
the opposition won’t do us a bit of
good; our national beliefs will not
tolerate their methods or approach.
Nor will it help to go into panic
and hysteria, grabbing at every
straw in the wind and falling back
on a shotgun approach.

If we are to survive as a nation
in a world of science and an age
of flight into space, we must gain
a better understanding of our own
scientific shortcomings.

We must learn to temper our
pragmatic approach with a reali-
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zation that apparently useless work
can yield tremendous benefits.

We must learn to appreciate basic
knowledge itself.

We must realize that our knowl-
edge comes from the mind of man
and not from devices, and that
knowledge may come in strange
ways from the minds of men.

We have conquered the Wilder-
ness of our forefathers and now

lie athwart a continent, 170,000,000

strong, with a way of life which
the founding fathers could not pos-
sibly have envisioned. We have cre-
ated our own type of Utopia, car-
rying with us the beliefs of an
age long dead into an age where
distance is measured only in terms
of the time necessary to traverse it.
The sovereign nation of arrogant
Yankee gadgeteers with a Mani-
fest Destiny has arisen to take
its place among the nations of the
world with an overwhelming de-
sire to be liked by everyone; and
has managed, in spite of blunders
and shortcomings and red tape and
getting caught standing when the
contest started, to survive and
grow.

We now stand on the edge of a
greater Wilderness. Perhaps now
we should stop to consider our-
selves and decide where we want
to go from here.

In spite of the fact that the spuz-
nik was perhaps the worst blow
we have received in our so<alled
“soft” solar plexus, it may turn
out to be just what we needed.



This is the fourth of Mark Clifton's fascinating novelets concerning
the improbable problems of Ralph Kennedy, Persomnel Director at
Computer Research, who finds himself hiring such characters as a
pre-adolescent girl complete with poltergeist and a fake swami with
genuine psionic powers. The earlier stories—all taking their titles
from the Pope couplet quoted below—have not (I regret to say)
appeared in these pages; but if yow've been so unfortunate as to miss
them, don’t worry: This final episode is complete in itself, with drama,
bumor, the authenticity guaranteed by Mr. Clifton’s own long experi-
ence as a personnel director, and an unorthodox suggestion as to the

possible nature of those unclassifiabilia which we know as psi.

Remembrance and Reflection

by MARK CLIFTON

Remembrance and reflection how allied!
What thin partitions sense from thought divide!

Alexander Pope, Essay on Man, 1: 2256

“You KNOW ANYTHING ABOUT HYP-
notism, Sara?” 1 asked my sec-
retary when she brought in my
share of the morning’s memos.

She dropped the papers into my
IN box and backed away from
the desk as if it were a hot fire.

“Now Mr. Kennedy,” she began
warily. “You’re not going to start
stirring things up again are you?”
She looked as if she wanted to
run right back to her own office,
and maybe right on out of the
plant.

“Isn’t it about time?” I wondered.

“Why don’t you let sleeping
dogs lie, Mr. Kennedy?” she
asked plaintively. “It’s been so nice
these last few months.”

“Can’t think of anything more
useless than a sleeping dog lying
around,” I grumbled. “That’s the
trouble. Trouble with everybody.
Everybody’s massively fed, mas-

sively diverted, massively tran-
- quilized—"

“Peace, it’s wonderful,” she
murmured.
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“Most dangerous condition this
country ever faced,” I said. “Want
to know something, Sara? Even
the usually discontented intellec-
tuals have gone over to this happy-
happy kick where anybody who
views-with-alarm is a you-know-
what. Scares me, Sara, when all
the rest of the world—"

“Every time you get like this
things happen around Computer
Research,” Sara complained. “Why
can't you be just an ordinary
Personnel Director? Why can'’t
you be contented just doing an
ordinary job like everybody else?”

“What, for instance, am I neg-
lecting in my ordinary job?”

“There’s enough in those memos
to keep you busy—"

“I'll tell you what's in those
memos cven before I look at
them,” T interrupted. “There’ll be
one from Safety Engineering
complaining that a certain super-
visor fishes bits of metal out of
the machinery with his hands
without shutting down the whole
production line first, and that’s the
way fingers get smashed. There’ll
be a companion piece from the
supervisor asking me to tell Safety
Engineering to keep its nose out
of his department, and if he wants
to smash his fingers they’re his
fingers. Big challenge to Per-
sonnel, Sara.”

“You know what accidents do
to our insurance rates,” she re-
minded.

“I know what overprotection

FANTASY AND SCIENCE FICTION

does to production,” 1 reminded
back. “Then there’ll be a memo,”
I went on, “from the Chief of
Security Guards complaining that
the Maintenance Supervisor refuses
to stop for positive identification
when he passes through security
check points. The companion to
that will be from the Maintenance
Supervisor complaining that he
passes every one of those unprint-
able security guards twenty times
a day and if they don’t know who
his great grandmother kissed on
her first date by now they never
will and the whole thing is a bunch
of nonsense anyhow—everybody
playing Junior G-Man.”

“That was yesterday’s memos,”
Sara said loftily.

“All right,” T answered. “Idea’s
the same. For instance I haven’t
had a complaint for quite a while
from Office Supply that the design
engineers refuse to turn in old pen-
cil stubs when they want new ones
—and you can’t tell me they're
really doing it.”

“I'll keep an eye out for it, and
rush it right in to you when it
comes,” Sara promised, and tossed
her long bob of red hatr.

“You know what worries me the
most of all, Sara?” I asked.

She looked wary again.

“The Pentagon,” 1 said. “More
specifically the Poltergeist Divi-
sion. I haven't heard from the Pol-
tergeist Division of the Pentagon
in over a year.”

“Well, you know these govern-
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ment bureaus,” Sara tried to con-
sole me. “They start out going to
do big things. Everybody in them
rushes around designing forms
and reports and statistics to im-
press people. First thing, they
get so snowed under with fill-
ing out those forms, making
those reports, and compiling those
statistics there just isn’t any time
left to do anything. You should try
it, Mr. Kennedy. Nothing like big
charts and graphs and engineering
curves done in colored inks to im-
press people with how important
you are. Cover your desk and your
walls with those, and you won't
need to do anything at all. Except,
maybe, keep them dusted.”

I ignored her.

“Even General Sandfordwaithe
has stopped hounding me,” I said.
“Ever since the George incident,
he’s left me strictly alone.”

“You should be glad.”

“It worries me, Sara. It worries’

me a lot. When our own Pentagon
gets so massively . .. well mas-

sively something that it stops
hounding us scientists—"
“You scientists!” she scoffed.

Then, lest she had gone too far,
“All his hounding didn’t help you
to produce more anti-grav units.”
“That’s something else,” I said.
“That fake Swami sits over there
in his plush laboratory, holding
hands with the female production
line workers, and so far he hasn’t
learned a thing about how to ac-
tivate anti-grav cylinders on any
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kind of a dependable schedule.”

“So what can you do about it?”
she asked, not with curiosity but
with a tone telling me I should
accept the inevitable, like every-
body else.

“Maybe hypnotism ... " I be-
gan.

“This is where I came in,” she
answered. And went out.

I got up and followed her to the
connecting door between our of-
fices. She had already sat down
back of her own desk, and now
couldn’t very well escape without
making a point of it. I leaned
against the door jamb.

“Do you think you’d have time
to run over to the UCLA library
this morning,” 1 asked, “to see if
you can pick up anything on the
relationship of hypnosis to psi—if
any?”

She looked at her own 1~ box
pointedly. It was stacked up a foot
thick, a mute reminder that she
tried to take over all the detail
work and leave me with only the
creative.

Creative! As, for example, I
should go over to Design Engi-
neering and say, “Please, fellows,
would you mind trying to cooper-
ate a little with Industrial Engi-
neering’s ideas and save up your
pencil stubs?” I already knew what
Industrial Engineering could do
with pencil stubs. I didn’t need
Design Engineering to tell me.

Or maybe go over to Industrial
Engineering and say, “Look, fel-
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lows, did it ever occur to you that
it might not be maximum efh-
ciency to bring Design Engineer-
ing minds down to the level of sav-
ing up pencil stubs?” I already
knew their answer, too, about what
the creative geniuses really de-
signed and passed around when
they thought nobody was looking,
and how it would be raising, not
lowering, their mind level to get
them considering costs, This was
creative personnel?

“Never mind,” I said. “I'll find
time during the morning to go
over to the library. Maybe that
would be better, because I know
what I want.” I stood there for a
moment. “I think I know what I
want,” I amended.

I closed the door and went back
to my desk. I picked up the stack
of. interoffice memos. The top one
was from Old Stone Face, Mr.
Henry Grenoble, the General Man-
ager. He mentioned, rather gently
I thought, that I hadn’t been
caught trying to wreck the Com-
pany for quite a while now, and
what was I doing? Just sitting
around drawing my pay?

I felt better. I had seen the evi-
dence of George taking over more
and more of the production func-
tions of Computer Research, and
the workers getting more and more
like ants who knew exactly what
they were supposed to do from
some central source that had no
corporeal identity. Marvelously ef-
ficient, and I was afraid Old Stone
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Face had let it soothe him into
tranquility. Apparently he hadn’t.
I didn’t feel so alone now.

My drive to the UCLA library
turned out to be a waste of time.
Oh, there had been a few half
hearted attempts to rouse psi
through hypnotism, with results
about as indecisive as other experi-
ments. It looked as if I'd have to do
my own experiments. As I leafed
through the few references, I won-
dered how I'd be as a hypnotist.

Of course I might get the Swami
to help me, but the habit of faking
was so deeply ingrained in his
character one couldn’t tell when
he was being honest because he
didn’t know, himself.

I managed to snag a couple of
profs in the psych department, but
my questions on the subject were
met with much the same disdain
as if I'd asked for the real truth
about Unidentified Flying Objects.
I should have known. There is a
breed who calls himself a scientist
but is really concerned only with
maintaining a reputation for eso-
teric knowledge. As soon as the
layman picks up the idea, he drops
it like a hot coal, for to be identi-
fied with it now would associate
him with the untouchables. Bridey
Murphy and various television pro-
grams had. vulgarized hypnotism
until these men, whose only real
concern was their own prestige,
wouldn’t touch it. They had the
same attitude toward psi—and for
the same reason.
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As I climbed back into my car,
I reflected that fortunately there
were a few, not many but some,
who were more concerned with
knowledge than with repurtaTION.
Lucky mankind! Otherwise . . .

When I got back to the plant,
Sara had a surprise waiting for me
in my office. Another colonel from
the Pentagon.

“Logart,” he identified himself.
To his credit he did not add and
emphasize, “Colonel Logart.” He
let the eagles on his collar speak
for themselves. He did add, “Pol-
tergeist Division, Pentagon,” but
his face broke into a broad grin
when he said it.

Out of his uniform he would
have been more or less nondescript,
displaying none of that rugged,
masculine handsomeness of the
fair-haired career men in the serv-
ices and denoting a possible latent
something-or-other in high places.
I nodded, shook hands perfunc-
torily, and waved him to the cry-
ing chair in front of my desk.

“Know anything about mass
hypnotism?” I asked as an opener.

“After fifteen years in the serv-
ice?” he countered. “What do you
think basic training and all that
comes after it might be?”

I'd been looking at him, but now
I did a sort of double take and
really saw him for the first time.

“Well now,” I grinned as broadly
as he. “How have you managed to
survive?”
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He took my question at face
value.

“One of the more or less valid
facts about hypnotism is that you
can’t be hypnotized if you don’t
want to be. Of course that presup-
poses you know what is happen-
ing—as most don’t. But I knew.
And I also knew that the only way
to survive that, or any other mass
hypnotism framework, was to be-
come so completely imitative that
no one would realize I knew I was
imitating.”

“Well now,” I said again. “You
and I might be able to work to-
gether. We've had a series of
stuffed pouter pigeons, and—"

“I'know,” he interrupted. “You’ve
got yourself quite a reputation
back at the Pentagon, Kennedy.
For bringing an end to fine, prom-
ising careers, that is. We've got
plenty of brave men who can stand
up under bullets, or bombs, or
even ridicule when it comes in
from the outside. But when a man
becomes ridigulous in his own eyes
“ .. You've got quite a nasty fa-
culty for that, Kennedy.” He'd
stopped grinning, but his eyes were
still twinkling with real mirth. Yet
a man who could consciously
learn to be so imitative as to give

the illusion he thought he was be-

ing creative could succeed in sim-
ulating almost anything. So I
could only hope the mirth was
real.

“That’s why it was relatively
easy for me to get assigned to this
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Company. General Sanfordwaithe
was in a hole. He could order men
to their death under fire without a
twinge, because that’s part of the
hypnosis. But to order career sui-
cide is something else. So I expect
he was pretty relieved when 1
volunteered, or rather when [
begged for the assignment.”

He stopped and looked at me.

“Of course there’s more,” 1 said,
and pushed a box of cigarettes
across the desk to him. He took
one, lit it, and so did 1.

“Yes,” he said. “There’s more,
Considerably more.” ’

“Naturally.”

“I'm interested in George,” he
said. “I've always known that
sooner or later a George would
come on the scene. That is, if I got
the story straight. Would you
mind . ..”

I repeated the story of George
for him. How these five young
college grads came to me with the
yarn that through mental identifi-
cation, interplay and feed back,
they had succeeded in creating a
super-entity, an incorporeal being
for which they were merely body,
hands and feet. Unlike the fleeting
entity that comes into being in a
mob, or other gathering of people
with mental feedback and inter-
play, George was a permanent, an
enduring—ah—personality? qual-
ity? being?—anyhow, whatever.

I told him how I had tried for
months to find something that
only a George could do, some-
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thing that five unconnected guys
couldn’t do, something that re-
quired instant communication and
coordination. I told him how I'd
failed to think of anything because
science and industry are both con-
structed to compensate for the lack
of instant communication and co-
ordination. I told him how George
had gradually reached out and be-
gun to take over the operation of
the production planning functions
of the plant; the furor caused by
getting contracts out on time, for a
change; the investigation and dem-
onstration to the Pentagon officers
of his reality as an entity. And the
demonstration of his power.

“Demonstration of one of his
powers,” I amended. “What other
powers he might have, or develop,
I've . . . I've been a little too nerv-
ous to find out.”

He nodded as if he understood
and crushed out the butt of his
cigarette in my ashtray.

“Pretty much as stated in the re-
port,” he conceded. “I was afraid it
might have been—ah-—interpreted.
Strike you as peculiar that you
couldn’t think of anything for
George to do?”

“Yes, I said emphatically.
“There was a teasing, tantalizing
feeling that there must be dozens,
hundreds of things. Only I could
never bring one right out into the
foreground. Like a word or a
name on the tip of our tongue that
annoys because it-will neither come
clear nor go away.”
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“One of the interesting aspects of
hypnotism,” he said as if he were
veering away from the subject, or
maybe coming back to it. “The
subject is partially conscious and
knows things exist beyond his
will’s reach. But he can only think
and act according to the compul-
sions given him, the things con-
sistent with the framework of his
commands. Ever occur to you that
what you call ‘frameworks’ might
be a kind of compulsion boundary
you can’t cross? You say industry
and science is organized to com-
pensate for the lack of instant com-
munication and coordination be-
cause such things can’t exist
among people. Something for
George to do would be outside
your frame of compulsions.”

“Look,” I said. “Aren’t you ex-
tending the definition of hypno-
tism a little far? After all, a word,
too, has certain semantic boun-
daries.”

“Who can draw the lmc,” he
asked, “between hypnotism and
suggcstion? Where does sugges-
tion leave off and teaching begin?
Where does propaganda leave off
and belief begin? Where is the line
between belief and compulsion?
Where is the boundary between
compulsion and hypnotism?”

“The music goes round and
round,” I said flippantly. But flip-
pancy was a cover-up for some pow-
erful mixed emotions I hadn’t yet
sorted out. More than the words,
it was the semantic overtones back
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of them, such as the implications
in substituting the word teaching
and propaganda. By that, did he
mean all teaching?

Personnel people, accustomed to
twenty different versions a day of
the only possible right way to
think, become detached and are
able to see these versions in per-
spective. But I felt something dif-
ferent from that—a glimpse of
such far vision that I could look
down on human beings, like two-
dimensional creatures, forever im-
prisoned within the narrow walls
of their compulsions, unable to
break through the hypnotic sug-
gestions of their frameworks. But
only a glimpse.

For that comprehension was re-
placed by a reaction far less ex-
alted. A deep disappointment. I'd
run into his pattern before, on
quite a few occasions. I had him
pegged, classified. The mental ex-
hibitionist. A fellow who dreams
up startling things to say to gain
attention and impress people. They
don't need to mean anything, just
sound as if they do. No doubt
around the Pentagon, where the
philosophical concepts must be at
best on the primitive level—or the
military framework couldn’t exist
at all—he’d made quite a splash
with his semantic gymnastics. And,
no doubt, he thought a display of
his well-worn patter would push
Kennedy over as easily.

After fifty thousand people or so,
we never seem to get an original.
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Even in the first few dozens we
start getting carbon copies, people
who occupy a duplicate frame-
work, and therefore duplicate all
the same problems inherent in the
framework. The hope that we may
—perhaps even today!—encounter
an original keeps us able to endure
the deadly monotony of repetition
where each person thinks himself
to be . .. different. My hope that
today I had discovered one died.

Oddly, his interest in me seemed
to die simultaneously. Perhaps it
was my flippant remark, yet if he
had been truly perceptive he
would have known . . . Therefore
his assumption that he hadn’t im-
pressed me, after all, was proof of
the shallow level at which he oper-
ated. His eyes seemed to film over,
grow remote. Outwardly he was
still cordial, as was 1. But rapport,
for a few moments tantalizingly
near, was gone. I understood him,
and he was at least perceptive
enough to realize it.

“Well,” he said, after an appreci-
able pause, “I just dropped in to
get acquainted. You understand, of
course, that before discussing with
you my real mission I must present
it to your general manager, Mr.
Grenoble.”

“Of course,” I agreed. “Never let
it be forgotten that I'm just the
Personnel Director here. I can’t
speak for the Company except at
that level.”

We stood up simultaneously. He
reached across the desk and we
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shook hands. His eyes looked at
me as if he was perhaps a little sad
at what they saw. And perhaps my
eyes showed him the same. He was
disappointed that he hadn’t made
an impression. I was disappointed
that he had tried it on such an ob-
vious level. He left.

The office seemed singularly
empty and barren after he had
gone. And that was odd, because if
he hadn’t made a deep impression,
why should it? Had I been right
in my first reaction, and not my
second? Of course not. The man
was an obvious poseur, transpar-
ently so. The pity of it was, he
didn’t need to be. Because there
was something about him . . .

Something, like a word or a
name on the tip of the tongue,
wouldn’t go away. Some hypnotic
compulsion shut me off from . ..
Nonsense!

11

The next day Old Stone Face
and Colonel Logart left for Wash-
ington. The deal proposed by the
Pentagon must have been a good
one, interesting enough to cause
the general manager to make the
trip. Henry gave me no hint before
he left of what it might involve.
Usually I can surmise what's in the
wind, even when he thinks he’s
playing it close to his chest, be-
cause he wants this or that kind of
expert. This time there was no
such clue.
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There was a clue as to the mag-
nitude of the deal, for Old Stone
Face stayed in Washington more
than a week. This meant he had
to hang around while a little time
could be found here and there in
the calendars of the big boys. From
the time involved, some of these
boys were right up there on the
first team.

Still there were a couple of
straws in the wind. When Henry
called me into his office for his
going-away pep talk, which usu-
ally amounted to instructions to
kind of keep an eye on the store
while he was out to lunch, he be-
trayed at least one source of inter-
est.

“How’s George doing these days,
Ralph?” he asked with what he
considered to be a disinterested,
friendly smile. On him it always
looked like an earthquake splitting
open the side of a granite moun-
tain.

“Your production reports will
tell you better than I can,” I said.
“He’s practically taken over the
running of production. I don’t
know about you, but it’s cut my
work in half. Grievances have
dropped off to practically nothing.”

“I can’t complain about produc-
tion quantity or quality,” he con-
ceded. Which, for him, was like
saying that output was exceeding
his wildest dreams.

“I'm  borrowing  trouble, I
know,” I said. “But somehow I'm
a little uneasy.”
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I could see by the disappearance
of the crack in the granite cliff that
he was getting ready for the bad
news. He didn’t say anything.

“You know, Henry,” I said hesi-
tantly, “I get the feeling of a little
boy absorbed with playing train. I
sometimes wonder what’s going to
happen if he gets bored with the
gadgets, and starts looking around
to see what else might be interest-
ing. Anyhow,” I said idly, “Play-
ing train belongs to an older gen-
eration. I get the feeling that
George is still a very small boy,
and today’s small boys are inter-
ested in spaceships.”

He flashed me a quick look from
under his craggy brows to see if
there was guile behind my words,
thereby revealing the guile behind
his.

“If the government made those
boys a good offer, you think
they’d leave us—and take George
with them?”

“I'm not close to the boys,” I
said. “But I doubt it. Not if we
had anything comparable. The gov-
ernment is killing the goose that
lays the golden egg with its secur-
ity attempts to make unusual peo-
ple conform to mediocre stand-
ards. Scientists don’t like to work
for government, and wouldn’t if
they could get comparable deals in
private industry. If we lose George
it will be our own fault.”

“Thank you, Ralph,” he said ab-
sently, as if he had got the infor-
mation he wanted.
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““Have a good trip,” 1 said as I
went out the door. I doubt he
heard me.

The other straw in the wind
came from an unexpected direc-
tion. Sara set up an appointment
for me to see Annie Malasek.

Annie Malasek, P-1 Assembler,
had been with us a number of
years now. She was the mother of
Jennie Malasek, the little polter-
geist girl who had first activated
the Auerbach cylinders and made
them into anti-grav units. I'd cut
my own feet out from under me
by helping Jennie to get out of the
psi framework and over into nor-
malcy—thereby winning the un-
dying gratitude of her mother,
Annie. In turn, Annie had helped
me to pull a stunt on the fake
Swami, who had been claiming psi
powers, which proved he really
had them, even.though he had
thought he was faking.

A liule to my surprise, when
Sara ushered Annie into my office,
the Swami came with her. There
was that intangible something sur-
rounding the two of them that
told me their news before he had
finished seating her and found his
own chair,

“We wanted you to be the first to
know, Mr. Kennedy,” Annie said,
and simpered. “We're going to get
married, Swami and me.”

I stood up and came around
from behind my desk.

“One look at the pair of you
and anybody would know,” I said
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as I crossed the room. I took her
hand in my left and his hand in
my right, squeezed them, and
brought their hands together.
Swami was grinning like a foolish
boy, and Annie began to cry like a
foolish girl. T went back to my
desk, opened a top drawer, fished
out a clean handkerchief, and took
it over to Annie. It wasn’t the first
time. Only this time her tears were
not troubled. While Swami was
wiping away her tears with tender
care, I went back and sat down
behind my desk.

I didn’t know which to congrat-
ulate. By my standards the Swami
was a pretty worthless catch, while
Annie was a hard-working, faith-
ful, loyal woman worth her weight
in gold. Yet it wasn’t my standards
that had to be satisfied. Hers had
been the drab, gray life of a poor
factory worker, always struggling
to make ends meet; and to her-the
Swami must have been all that was
mysterious, romantic, wonderful.
Perhaps his very worthlessness
made him all the more precious.
Certainly in the eyes of the various
factory women who went in heav-
ily for mysticism, she had walked
off with the prize catch. Who was 1
to say that she should not have this
triumph? Or that each of them
should not have what was most
needed—she to be folded in the
physical arms of the mysterious in-
finite; he to have a woman who
would joyfully work hard for him,
keep him well fed.
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I glanced at his white turban.
Already she seemed to be doing
his laundry. The customary dark
grease mark around the edges had
disappeared; and come to think of
it I hadn’t got that faint whiff of
malodor from his heavy red-and-
gold robe when I'd gone near him.

“Fine, fine,” I said heartily, and
meant it. “I can’t think of anybody
more suited to each other.”

The faint look of wary appre-
hension behind the Swami’s huge,
liquid black eyes disappeared, and
was replaced by real gratitude.
Annie was melting all over. My ap-
proval had meant a great deal to
them. But Annie was Annie, and
her character shapelessness didn’t
last long.

“There was two things we had
to see you about, Mr. Kennedy,”
she said. “The other was about
Jennie.”

“Oh?” 1 questioned. “I under-
stood she was in grammar school
and doing very well. Trouble?”

“No,” she answered. “Not yet,
anyhow. It’s that new Colonel
from Washington. He came to me
about Jennie. He knew all about
. . . about the trouble she used to
have. He asked me if I'd let him
see her, talk to her.”

“Oh, he did?” I said. Apparently
Colonel Logart was letting no
grass grow under his feet. First
those questions from Henry about
George must have meant that
Logart had talked to the five lads.

Now Jennie.
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“I don’t want Jennie in trouble
no more,” Annie was saying. “She
wasn’t happy when she wasn’t like
other kids. Now she’s like them
and she’s happy.”

“Did Colonel Logart speak to
you?” I turned to the Swami.

“Just casually,” the Swami an-
swered in his deep, sonorous tones.
“But I agree with my little bride. I
wouldn’t want my daughter dis-
turbed.” It sounded very authori-
tative and firm. The term “little
bride” didn’t seem to sicken Annie
the way it did me. She looked at
him with adoration.

“Don’t worry about it,” I told
the both of them. “If Colonel
Logart brings up the subject again,
send him to me.”

“That’s what I already did,”
Annie said, and stood up. Hastily
the Swami jumped to his feet.

When they had gone, I picked
up the phone and got young Jim
Bellows in the Engineering De-
partment.

“Did Colonel Logart approach
you fellows about going to work
for the government while he was
here?” T asked.

“Yes, sir,” he answered readily.
“We told him to see you. We
wouldn’t make a move without
letting you know—not after all
you’ve done for us and George.”

“Thanks,” T said, and hung up.
Thanks, too, for loyalty.

I sent off a wire to Henry’s hotel
in Washington:

HAVE LEARNED LOGART
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TRIED TO SHANGHAI OUR
SPECIAL EMPLOYEES, RE-
PEAT SPECIAL EMPLOYEES,
BEHIND MY BACK. POUR
IT ON, HENRY.

KENNEDY

His wire came back in a few
hours.

JUST WHAT I NEEDED TO
BEAR DOWN HARD.
THANKS, RALPH.

OLD STONE FACE

I looked at the telegram for sev-
eral minutes before I found what
was disturbing me. I was so used
to thinking in that term that it
merely bothered me, but didn’t
strike me.

I picked up the phone and
called the mail room.

“Check the telegraph company
for the accuracy of the signature
on that message I just received,” I
said.

“I already did, Mr. Kennedy,”
the girl answered. “They insist he
signed it that way himself.”

“Oh well,” T sighed. “I suppose
that sooner or later he had to learn
what we call him.”

Colonel Logart came in to see
me as soon as he and Henry got
back from Washington. He stood
before my desk and I didn’t ask
him to sit down.

“I want you to know,” he said
through thinned lips, “that in talk-
ing to your special employees, I
was merely following orders.”
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-My lips were equally thin. The

common practice of pirating valu-
able employees is one in which I
will not indulge and which I do
not appreciate when others try it
with me.

“You militarists,” 1 said coldly,
“seem to think that following
orders justifies anything from a
mild indignity to an outright crim-
inal action. Talk about hypnotic
frameworks! We may have become
a militarist nation, but we’re not
under martial law just yet.”

He sat down on the edge of the
crying chair, without invitation,
and pursed his lips as if to hide
the twitch of amusement. He
made no effort to hide the twinkle
in his eyes.

“Oh, 1 don’t know,” he said
speculatively. “In the life of an in-
dividual don’t you find he spends
the most of his money on what he
wants most? So take a look at our
national budget.”

“There are such things as neces-
sities of life,” I said, “that deter-
mine how a person or a nation
spends income.”

“Well, Mr. Kennedy,” he argued,
soberly now, “don’t you find, par-
ticularly in those whose thought
stream runs shallow, that what one
person considers to be a dire neces-
sity he couldn’t live without is
something another person doesn’t
want and feels no need of what-
ever?”

“Goes back to group mores,” I
said. “If everybody . . .”
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“Exactly,” he agreed.

“I hardly think we can solve na-
tional policy, militaristic or other-
wise,” I said drily. “Not just be-
tween the two of us.”

“No,” he answered. “We can’t.
And that’s something of enormous
importance. Will you remember
that, Mr. Kennedy? It will help
you to understand, when . . .”

He trailed the sentence off and
was silent. God help us, I classified
it as more attempts to say startling
things, that puny pattern of trying
to be something special.

“I believe we're off the subject,”
I reminded him. “We were dis-
cussing your action of coming out
here and trying to steal away some
special employees behind my back.”

“It’s all part of the same big pic-
ture,” he said.

“I'm sure it is. Did you bring
along your ordnance maps and
your pretty little colored pins to
demonstrate the big picture?”

He ignored my sarcasm.

“Working on a certain govern-
ment project would have been a
long step upward for Jennie’s
mother, for -example,” he said,
without responsive anger. “She’d
never have to work again. Mean-
time, with her consent, and with
Jennie’s willing consent, we could
try to restore Jennie’s ability to ac-
tivate anti-grav cylinders. Not the
little toy things you have stored in
your bolted-down vault here, but
the real thing—Dbig ones.”

“Assuming you could do it,” 1
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qualified. 1 lit a cigarette and
pushed the box across the desk
toward him. He took it as an in-
vitation to slide down into a more
comfortable position in the chair.
He lit a cigarette.

“As for George,” he continued
through a puff of smoke, “how
long do you think he will be con-
tent to play factory operation? One
thing you seem to have over-
looked, Kennedy. Jennie, Swami,
George—they’re all just children.
Oh sure, the lads that make up
George are mature young men,
and Swami won’t see thirty
again, but as far as their psi devel-
opment is concerned they’re chil-
dren. Children need to grow, and
to grow they must have the kind
of food they need to grow on.”

“Assuming you know what psi
food is,” I said.

“Working on this certain gov-
ernment project would have given
those young men real stature, and
George something to challenge his
growing mentality. Because, Ken-
nedy,” he said quietly, “we were
able to think of something that
only a George could do.”

My arm froze with my cigarette
lifted half way to my lips. I stared
at him for a full minute, then,
without taking another puff, I
crushed out my cigarette in the
tray.

“It was the way you went about
it,” I said slowly. “I've never stood
in the way of an employee’s chance
at a real opportunity in my life.” -
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He lifted an eyebrow, because it
was a rash statement for any in-
dustry man to make.

“I know,” 1 said. “Most com-
panies operate on the policy of
keeping a man where he can do
them the most good, without
much thought for what is good
for the man. I don’t. I operate on
the policy that I'd rather have an
ambitous, intelligent man for a
short while than a stupid one for-
ever. I've built a reputation around
that. That’s why the brightest and
best are eager to come to work for
us, because they know I'll try to
push them upward, either in or out
of the company. If you had come
to me, instead of going behind my
back—"

“You'd have given me your spe-
cial employees,” he said. “I knew
that. So I made a mistake in the
way I went about carrying out my
orders. The mistake came to light
when you sent that wire to Gre-
noble. So we didn’t bring the psi
children under government con-
trol with all its spying on employ-
ees, . informing, watching them
through little peekholes in false
walls the way we watch the scien-
tists. You think psi talented people
could stand up under that?”

“Or,” 1 said slowly, “having
failed in your objective, you've
been given a new set of orders to
put the best possible interpretation
on your mistake.”

He shrugged his shoulders and
grinned.
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“Whatever you prefer to think,
Kennedy,” he said easily. “The fact
remains that Computer Research
has the job which, heretofore, has
been one of the most carefully
guarded secrets under direct gov-
ernment operation.” )

“Because,” I said, “George is nec-
essary to it.”

“George is necessary,” he agreed.
“Only a George could do it. Ever
see the inside of the control cabin
in one of the big, modern flying
superforts, Kennedy?”

I nodded.

“No human mind can see all
those instruments simultaneously
and take the necessary actions, so
we try to divide up the work and
responsibility among various mem-
bers of the flight crew. It works all
right as long as everything goes all
right, but when it doesn’t we read
about it in the papers. Almost every
day, in fact, we read about it in the
papers. And that’s just the simple
little problem of flying along over
the Earth’s surface, where all the
factors are known and precalcu-
lated.”

I waited. I gave him the benefit
of my assumption that he didn’t
mean to make an ordinary flight

crew out of George.

“If the problems of coordination
are becoming more and more
insurmountable in just flying
through the air,” he said, “think
what the problems would be in
traveling through space to another

body.”
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“Sure,” he went on, “we’ve been
making progress with guided mis-
siles, putting in servomechanisms
to handle specific and known fac-
tors, but what about unknown
factors? Or even a complexity of
known factors would require a
huge hall full of servomechanisms.

Marvelous though it may be, the

guided missile is a one track mind, -

equipped to do one thing,
equipped to make only one choice
when a given condition arises.
And even there, the accuracy leaves
much to be desired.”

I didn’t say anything. I ¢ould
see what was coming.

“In approaching the problem of
traversing- space, we haven’t had
any choice, ourselves. We’ve had to
attack it from the angle of a
guided missile because no ordi-
nary group of human beings could
work together with the necessary
instantaneous speed and direction
to control the ship from the inside,
to analyze unknown factors as they
arise and take original, creative ac-
tion among a multiple of choices.”

“But George could,” I said.

“George would have a chance of
doing it,” he qualified. “We've got
to make a break-through some-
where. Either we have to take an
entirely new approach to cybernetic
machines, so we can get them
down to payload dimensions, or
we have to learn how to syntheti-
cally create more Georges. We've
always assumed it had to be the
former, but George may change
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our minds. So now,” he said, as he
put his hands on his knees and
began to stand up, “instead of tak-
ing George to the project, we're
going to bring the project to
George. I haven’t talked to the
boys about it. I came first to you
for your permission.”

“Quite a project,” I said.
“There’s a long time and a lot of
steps between deciding to build an
inner-controlled spaceship and tak-
ing it up for a test.”

“We'd like George to be in on it
from the beginning,” he answered.
“It would be essential that he

" know everything there is to be

known about the ship itself. Be-
cause, in space, we can’t know
which bit of knowledge will be
vital.”

“Whenever you’re ready, I'll talk
to the boys,” I agreed.

“I'm ready now,” he said. “The
government has already taken
steps to condemn that whole sec-
tion of area next to your plant. The
clearing and new construction will
go fast. In the meantime, the
design engineering can be picked
up from where it has already been
carried by the Pentagon staff. The
boys are engineering-trained, but
they’ll have to be checked out on
the specifics of this one.”

“I trust you're prepared to listen
to their ideas, instead of making
them adopt yours,” 1 said.

“Of course,” he answered.

“Where do Jennie and the
Swami come into the picture?”
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“We expect to power it with anti-
grav units,” he said. “We couldn’t
get unlimited range, otherwise. To
say nothing of maneuverability.”

“I'll confirm with Henry,” I said,
and stood up also. “I'll talk with
the boys. I'll talk with Jennie'’s
mother and her new dad, the
Swami. I'll talk with Jennie. It all
depends on how willing they are.”

1 followed him to the door, and
watched him go through Sara’s of-
fice and on out of the department.
I leaned up against the door jamb.

“I can't figure that fellow,” I
said to Sara. “First I thought
he was the real McCoy. Then I
thought he was a shallow blow-
hard. Now I don’t know.”

“Nice to see that everybody isn’t
just a pawn on your chessboard,”
Sara said with a sigh.

“It’s pretty certain I'm a pawn
on his,” I said. “But I don’t know
what game he’s playing.”

“Does he have to be playing any
special game?” she asked.

“I don’t even know that,” I an-
swered.’

“My,” she said, and her teasing
smile broke up the sharpness of
her words. “First thing you know,
you’re going to be down on the
level of all the rest of us blind,
stoopid pawns.”

“Maybe I've never been above
that level,” I answered seriously.
“Maybe I'm just a hypnotized vic-
tim of a framework, with one of
my commands being to think I
control my thoughts and actions.”
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“You lost me back there some-
where, Boss,” she answered flip-
pantly, and dug into her work box
for another sheaf of reports.

Henry confirmed that we were
now in the spaceship business, as
a side line to our regular computer
business, a not too improbable side
line, since a spaceship without
computer servomechanisms would
be just a bulky hull. I would have
my hands full, he warned me, in
rounding up the necessary experts,
even with all the help I could get
from the government.

“The less help I get from the
government, the better,” I said
drily. “Their ideas of merit are
more concerned with a man’s sex
life, and what idle remark he may
have made in an off moment
twenty years ago, or whether he
was ever arrested by some mo-
ronic cop. The more we get to be
like Russia the less I like it. Have
you ever noticed, Henry, that
when a man takes on an enemy, he
also takes on the characteristics of
the enemy? Seems to work with
nations, too.”

“Very interesting,” he com-
mented impassively. “I thought we
were talking about building a
spaceship.”

“There’s a connection some-
where,” I said. “Maybe it has to
do with the fact that when you
take on a framework you take on
all the problems and defects in-
herent in it. Passing laws against
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those defects is like making it a
criminal offense for blue-eyed par-
ents to have a blue-eyed child: if
they’re going to have children at
all they'll be blue-eyed, criminal
offense or none. So I don’t want to
get involved with the government’s
having anything at all to say about
the kind of men we hire. Only
thing T'll care about is have they
got brains and are they still able to
use them in spite of everything
we’ve done to prevent it.”

“Just so you get them,” he said.
“Logart is going to head up the
project.”

“Here we go again,” I groaned.
“They’ll have to satisfy him.”

“He’s no longer a Colonel,”
Henry said. “Starting tomorrow
he’s just plain Mister Logart, pri-
vate citizen.”

“Shedding the uniform and the
badges doesn’t make him shed the
frame of thinking,” I argued.
“That’s how we became a militarist
nation: we got saturated.”

“You’re not in a very construc-
tive mood today, Ralph,” he com-
plained with enough irritation to
show me I'd griped my limit
“You work with him the way you
do with the rest of the supervisors.
All he’s got to say is whether the
man is technically capable. Same as
any other project head.”

“I don’t know what’s the matter
with me, Henry,” I said slowly. “I
don’t trust Logart, I guess. There’s
something 1 can’t put my finger
on.”
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“He knows his business,” Henry
said. “Maybe better than any man
in the country. I checked into that
carefully. Everybody says he’s zke
man for the job. If youre gonna
build a spaceship, you got to put a
man in charge that knows at least
what one ought to look like. I
don’t. Do you?”

“It surprises me that he’s such
an expert. Maybe that’s the trouble.
He’s always surprising me. He
doesn’t seem to fit—anywhere.”

“Why should he fit something?”

“You walk out into the factory
stores, Henry. We have thousands
of parts, but they all fit somewhere
in the machines we make. By
knowing the machines and look-
ing at the parts, you can tell just
about what every part is for and
where it fits. Now suppose you
ran across a part that didn’t
belong. Wouldn't it bother you?”

“You keep telling me people
aren’t machines, Ralph.”

“But they fit,” I said. “They fit
into a recognizable framework, all
except a George, or a Jennie, and
sometimes a Swa—"

My voice trailed off and I stared
at Henry.

“You think he might be another
one of those?” Old Stone Face
asked.

“If he is,” T said slowly, “he’s
concealed it. Or has he? Not belit-
tling your negotiating ability any,
Henry, but hasn’t it seemed to you
that we got into the spaceship
business mighty quick and easy?”
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Old Stone Face didn’t answer
for a minute. Then he heaved a
big sigh, as if he’d been holding
his breath all along.

“We're in it now,” he said at last.
“The way they fell over themselves
around the Pentagon, giving me
everything 1 wanted, made me
think 1 was getting real good at
my trade. Better keep an eye on
Logart, Ralph. No telling what he
might be up t0.”

“What could 1 do about it?” I
asked.

m

My ralk with the five boys was a
little like the time when I inter-
viewed them for jobs. I knew
their names well by now, and of
course I'd spoken to each of them
a few times on the job. In their
several departments I never seemed
to have any trouble keeping the
names straight, but as the five of
them filed through my office door
and took chairs, I couldn’t sort out
which name belonged to which
face. It didn’t matter.

Very briefly 1 told them about
the project, and the part we hoped
George could play.

“We knew”
“you could think of”
“something,”
“sir.”

It was Numbers One, Two,
Three and Four who had an-
swered. Number Five nodded in
agreement.
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“Now I don’t want to under-
estimate this,” I warned. “It’s new.
You'll be the first to leave Earth in
any kind of a ship. There’ll be
bugs, bound to be. A challenge to
everything George has got.”

“Yeah!” they breathed in ecstasy,
their eyes shining.

“Physical danger,” I said as im-
pressively as I could. “All we've
got is what we’ve surmised from
the information that came back
from the satellites. It seems like a
lot. But on the other hand it isn’t
much, maybe not enough. Maybe
we only think we can build the
necessary mechanisms the first
time. And, of course, we can only
build to handle the known or sus-
pected factors. There could be
others.”

Apparently they were commun-
ing with one another up on Cloud
Nine, lost in such a roseate dream
that, before I thought, I sniffed the
air to see if there was any hint of a
reefer’s odor clinging to their
clothes. Every now and then a
young fellow came in who was
really flying. But apparently they
didn’t need any help.

“You'll have a hand in design-
ing the ship,” T said, not sure
whether I was talking to anybody
or not. “You'll answer only to
Mr. Logart, the head of the project.
Naturally, your salaries will be
raised commensurate with your
new jobs.”

Either that got through to them,
or their silent conference was over.
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“We’ve got some news for you,
sir,” Numbers Three and Five
said simultaneously. “We're all go-
ing to be married.”

“Not all to the same gi—" I said
impulsively. “Of course not,” I cor-
rected myself hurriedly.

“Of course not,” they agreed in
chorus.

I wanted to ask them something,
maybe to warn them, but in this
area one man will rarely meddle
with another man’s intentions.
I was alarmed about George.
George’s existence depended upon
the five of them remaining in clos-
est communion, but a young wife’s
first big project is to cut her new
husband off from his past life and
alienate all his old buddies. It’s in-
stinctive, and takes place even
when neither the wife nor the hus-
band wants it to happen. What
would happen to George? Appar-
ently they had thought of it, too.

“A year ago,” they said, “when
George was confined to just the
five of us, it might have destroyed
him. But not now. Anyhow, it’s a
pair of twins and a set of triplets,
all sisters, so they know at least a
little of what a George is like. It'll
be all right, sir. You needn’t worry.
And ... we do need wives, just
like anybody else.”

“Of course,” I answered.

“They’re very wonderful girls,”
Five said shyly.

“Of course,” I said.

They looked at each other and
their eyes sparkled with mischief.
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“It's possible,” Two said, “that
in time there could be a Mrs.
George.”

I didn’t say anything. They were
in a framework I couldn’t share.

“It must be spring,” I finally
gasped. “A regular epidemic.”

“Yeah,” they breathed, their eyes
shining.

I went out into the factory and
got a forelady’s permission to talk
to Annie Malasek on the job.

“Bother you, Annie, if I talk
while you work?” I asked, when I
came to a stop beside her work-
bench.

“Oh, no, sir,” she said. “I can do

“this in my sleep.”

Her fingers flying, pausing
briefly, flying, pausing over a mod-
ule, one of the more intricate parts
of a computer, reminded me of
butterflies hovering over a bed of
flowers, darting in and out, paus-
ing and tasting briefly. I caught the
flush of pleasure on her face, and
the sidelong look in her eyes when
she checked to make sure it was
duly noted in the department that
I had come to see her instead of
sending for her. Apparently that
meant something.

“It’s about Jennie,” I said in a
low voice just loud enough for her
to hear me over the constant de-
partment hum. “Logart wants your
permission to talk with her, and
see if we can bring back any of her
old—ah—abilities. It’s very im-
portant now that we should try. If
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you're willing, and if she’s will-
ing.”

Her eyes flashed to my face
quickly, and clung there question-
ing, anxious. But her fingers didn’t
falter.

“l don’t want her throwing
things without touching them,” she
said with a trace of that old stub-
bornness which was a major char-
acteristic of hers before she and I
had got to know one another, trust
one another. “I don’t want her set-
ting fires without no matches.
Them were old country ways, Sla-
vonic mountain ways. We'’re
Americans now, citizens. Jennie
was lonesome and unhappy then.
Now she’s one of the most popu-
lar girls in her class and makes the
best grades, even if 1 am her
mother.”

“She’s older now,” I said gently.
“It’s barely possible she would be
able to move from one framework
to the other at will.”

Her eyes left my face and she
looked down at the completed as-
sembly. Expertly she whirled it
beneath her hands, her sharp eyes
inspecting every part. Satisfied, she
lifted it from her stationary bench
and put it on the moving belt line
which ran beside the benches. She
picked up the shell of another from
the parts bin, and her fingers began
darting in and out of smaller bins
to pick up screws, bolts, wires. As
if of their own volition, her fin-
gers started putting the things into
place. Her eyes came back to me.
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“I don’t understand about frame-
works,” she said.

“It’s just a technical name for
different conditions,” I said. I very
nearly used Einstein's phrase “co-
ordinate system” and decided it
would merely confuse things fur-
ther. “For instance, when you
were a girl in the Slav mountains
where you came from, things were
different from here. Things were
true there that aren’t true here.”

“You can say that again,” she
agreed heartily.

“But you could go back there
on a visit,” I said. “Without losing
your American citizenship. You
could understand the old country
ways because you grew up among
them. At the same time, you would
remember American ways, and
when you came back you could
pick up American ways again,
without any trouble, because you
understand those, too. It’s what we
mean by different frameworks.”

“You think Jennie lived in a dif-
ferent . . .” She hesitated over the
new word, tasting it for meaning.
“. .. framework?”

“I’'m pretty sure of it,” I said.

“And she could travel back and
forth without hurting herself?”

“Possibly. We don’t know for
sure.”

“My,” she said. “Think of that.
That’s some daughter I've got, eh,
Mr. Kennedy?”

“You can say that again,” 1
agreed.

“That Logart fellow,” she said.
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“He seems like a nice enough man.
Awful young to be a full colonel. I
guess it wouldn’t do any harm for
him to talk to Jennie—if you was
there. You think it would do her
any harm?”

“She wouldn’t have to agree un-
less she wanted to,” I said. “I’'m not
going to put any pressure on her.
I made up my mind to that two,
three years ago when I first got to
know her.”

“Then T'll tell her to come see
you tomorrow when she gets out
of school in the afternoon.”

I started to leave, then turned
back.

“How's Swami?” I asked.

Her face began to glow.

“He’s the most wonderf—" She
paused and then smiled teasingly.
“But you wouldn’t know anything
about him in that framework.”

I tried to picture Swami in the
role of ardent lover. It wasn’t too
difficult. He probably would have
made an art of it, a supplement to
his art of fakery in reading palms,
telling fortunes, gazing into the
crystal ball. Perhaps it would be
better if I didn’t acknowledge that
to Annie.

“No,” I laughed. “I guess you're
right. I wouldn’t know anything
about his abilities in that frame-
work.”

“Jennie’s crazy about him,” she
said. “Sometimes I think those two
understand each other better than
Tunderstand either one of them.”

“Oh?” I said.
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“They're two of a kind,” she
said. “They play games together.”
Then cryptically, she added, “But
it's all right, because he’s there to
see that she dont come to no
harm.”

I felt my eyes widen a little. Per-
haps we wouldn’t have too much
trouble in getting Jennie back into
the old framework after all.

“They claim that together they
can do things that neither one of
them can do by themselves,” she
added. '

“If they’re that close,” I said,
“maybe Swami had better come
with Jennie tomorrow afternoon.”

Her face lit up and the last
vestige of doubt left it.

- “Then I know it will be all

right,” she said confidently.
I hoped so.

Sara kept Jennie and the Swami
in the outer waiting room until
Logart could be located. It wasn’t
difficult to find him. He'd left
word with the switchboard that
he’d be in conference with Old
Stone Face and was to be notified
immediately when I was ready. He
left the conference at once, and I
hoped Old Stone Face would real-
ize that there really were times
when a little girl and a fake swami
might be more important than the
general manager.

The three of them came in to-
gether and I introduced them as I
gave them chairs.

“You're a bigger girl than I
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thought you'd be,” Logart said to

Jennie. “Prettier, too.”

I caught a flash of dark jealousy
in Swami’s eyes. Jennie, still in the
pre-teen age of a child at one mo-
ment and a young lady the next,
suddenly became a very demure
and shy young lady. Apparently
Logart caught the look in Swami’s
face, too, for he addressed most of
his remarks to the man, and gradu-
ally I could see him winning over
the highly temperamental, unstable
personality.

I had visualized myself as carry-
ing the conversational ball, draw-
ing them out, bringing them closer
together, and finally with great
subtlety introducing the psi subject.
Logart picked up the ball immedi-
ately and I became no more than a
non-participating spectator. In fact,
I wasn’t quite sure that I caught all
the plays, or understood fully those
1 did see.

Whatever it was that happened,
Jennie was completely captivated.
Yet it was to the Swami that she
turned and drew closer. Suddenly
I realized that it was no longer to
Jennie as separate from the Swami,
but both of them as a team that
Logart was appealing. Logart had
somehow caught the implications
of the games that Swami and Jen-
nie played together where as a
team they could do things that nei-
ther could do separately.

Had Logart still been in uniform
I might have credited the way they
turned to him, accepted his leader-
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ship, yes, domination over them as
subservience to military command.
But he had shed his uniform and
badges, and had become an un-
colorful, nondescript civilian. But
not to them! They recognized
something in him I could not see.
They gave acquiescence long be-
fore it was asked. In fact, he never
asked their agreement, he took it
for granted. And they gave it in
the same spirit.

I had to stop them at one point,
they were going too fast toward
their destination, whatever it might
be.

“Whoa!” 1 exclaimed. “Wait a
minute. You can’t pull Jennie out
of school and ensconce her over
there in the laboratory building
just because you want her. There
are such things as school laws and
child labor laws here in Cali-
fornia.”

“Isn’t that your problem, Mr.
Kennedy?” Logart asked, with an
undercurrent of impatience in his
voice.

“Yes,” 1 said reasonably. “And
it’s quite a problem. It’s true that
we have special provision for, say,
child actors. The State gives spe-
cial permission when adequate and
compensating educational facilities
are provided. I can set up the edu-
cational facilities without any trou-
ble. The problem is this. The State
Board understands about child ac-
tors. But what am I going to give
the State as an excuse for tak-
ing Jennie out of regular school
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and putting her to work in our
factory?”

“It seems to me that the success
or failure of Earth’s first space ship
is more important than some stupid
motion picture,” Logart said, with
his impatience increasing.

“Ah,” I said. “But now we're
dealing with a framework of bu-
reaucracy. Remember your military
framework, Mister Logart. They’re
going to ask what has this little girl
got so necessary to our success that
the graduates of our finest technical
universities don’t have?”

“What is the procedure to deal
with other unusual children?” he
asked.

“There aren’t supposed to be any
unusual children,” I said. “That’s
the whole point. There aren’t sup-
posed to be any unusual people of
any kind, or any unusual circum-
stances. What did you do with
those unusual young fellows you
pulled into the services, Colonel Lo-
gart? You ground them down to
complete conformity and medioc-
rity, or you destroyed them in try-
ing. Now the disease is no longer
confined to the military. Because
nothing is done to reverse this
process when the man has finished
his term of service, it has saturated
the whole culture.”

All three of them were looking
at me with different expressions.
Jennie was politely waiting while
an adult finished saying something
she didn’t understand. Swami was
looking at me with eyebrows
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cocked in puzzled surprise. Logart
was patient, with a little smile
that seemed comprised of both
amusement and pity playing
around his lips. I couldn’t interpret
it then, I didn’t understand it until
months later, when the pattern he
was now developing finished in
its inevitable result.

I was puzzled, too. At myself. I
had never been particularly con-
cerned for the ultimate fate of our
culture, of mankind. I conceded
that I didn’t have many illusions
left, but mine had always been an
attitude of “If you can’t lick ’em,
join ’em.” Yet every time I came
in contact with Logart, or even
thought about him, I started get-
ting up on a soapbox and philoso-
phizing off into the blue yonder.
And I was supposed to be the one
who was skilled in keeping people
on the subject until the matter in
hand had been covered!

“What I'm saying,” I supple-
mented a little lamely, because it
wasn't what I'd been saying at
all, “is that in dealing with a spe-
cific framework, you've got to
make certain concessions to it, even
though they prove a nuisance. Now
I can see only one way to justify
bringing Jennie here into the plant
laboratory on a full-time basis, and
that is in the role of a child actor.
The -State could understand that,
because there’s precedence. So we’ll

“have to go through the process of

making a motion picture record of
the building of this spaceship. The
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State will understand if we inter-
pret that record through a child’s
eyes, because the State is convinced
that the people have the minds of
small children.”

I started to swing into another
diatribe about administrative atti-
tudes of telling people only what
the government thought the peo-
ple ought to know, and keeping
from them what they thought the
people were too innocent to sus-
pect—and resolutely closed my lips.
Now that I had realized Logart’s
effect on me, I could at least be on
guard. What effect did he have on
others? Was he also arousing in
them deep, latent concepts—abili-
ties?

“As you say,” he was conceding,
“a motion picture record will be
an added nuisance. But if it takes
that to get up off the surface of
the Earth, we’ll do it.” There was
a vibrant chord of deep yearning,
longing, in his voice.

“There will be quite a few such
nuisances,” I said drily.

v

There were quite a few nui-
sances.

Not the least of them was the
sudden withdrawal of George from
the production departments of the
factory. George had largely dis-
pensed with red tape in favor of
his more immediate form of com-
munication. When George with-
drew to concentrate on spaceship
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plans, like a little boy who drops
his tricycle and never gives it a
backward glance when he sees
daddy untying a real bike from
the rear bumper of the car, this
form of communication was sud-
denly cut off. Nobody knew what
to do.

Red tape is not only communica-
tion, it is history. No one knew
what to do, and from the few
sparse records no one could tell
what had been done.

The workers turned to their su-
pervisors. Here were the machines,
here was the blank stock. But what
were they supposed to do with it?
The supervisors turned to the pro-
duction  planning  departments.
Where are the work orders, the
job tickets? Production Planning
turned to Engincering. Where are
the blueprints? Engineering turned
to Plant Management. What are we
supposed to be doing? Plant Man-
agement turned to General Man-
agement. Old Stone Face had no-
where to turn. It is one thing to
build a huge organization one step
at a time. It is something else to
have five thousand idle employees
turn at once and say, “What am 1
supposed to do?”

In this hectic period of readjust-
ment which loaded me down with
quarrels, complaints, grievances, 1
noticed a peculiar state of mind
creeping over me. Ordinarily there
is a joy in the skill of being able to
juggle dozens of problems with-
out dropping any of them to
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smash, but there was no joy in
this. I simply slugged through the
days somehow. I put it down to
overwork, overpressure, and the
fact that I really wanted to be ac-
tive in the preliminary stages of
planning the spaceship. Compared
with that, the job of getting the
plant running smoothly again was
sheer tedious drudgery.

All through the months 1 never
really had any hand at all in the
building of the spaceship. Periph-
eral nuisances kept me busy, a sort
of picking up the pieces that Lo-
gart dropped as he pushed the pro-
ject along. He never shoved me
out of things. He just didn’t need
me at the central core, and there
always seemed to be some emer-
gency that prevented my real par-
ticipation.

Such as the nuisance of getting a
motion picture record started, the
subterfuge that would give us Jen-
nie without too many questions.
This meant dealing with thirty-
two more unions necessary to film
a professional picture, to say noth-
ing of State Boards, Local Boards,
and Bureaucrats at every level.
Anybody who still thinks we have
free enterprise is living in a previ-
ous century. Simply making it pos-
sible for Jennie to get additional
training from Logart kept me
from sitting in on those sessions to
see what was going on.

The nuisances piled up, and as
customary around Computer Re-
search the buck passes from hand
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to hand until, somehow, it finally
winds up on my desk. For instance
there wasn’t any reason why T
should have got involved in the
court actions that would condemn
the adjoining property and give us
more space. But I did.

One little old lady chose this
particular time to decide that sci-
ence had gone far enough. She
picked up Asimov’s famous sar-
donic jest made when the Ameri-
can satellite was first being pub-
licly described: “If God had
wanted basketballs to fly he’d have
given them wings.” She clung to it
with literal sincerity, and talked
about the Tower of Babel. Some-
how the notion got fixed that if
man left Earth, where he had been
put to work out expiations for his
sins, the whole plan of the uni-
verse would be destroyed. She had
a lot of followers. The Press, treat-
ing it first as a joke, gradually
began to concede she might have a
point. And, although the court de-
creed against her, when she sat
down in her little parlor with a
shotgun across her lap and defied
anybody to remove her bodily from
her property—still hers no matter
what a federal court judge said—
our Public Relations Department
somehow passed the buck to me.
Rationalizing her into believing
man was following out the predes-
tined plan of the universe and sci-
ence was proof that man was mak-
ing progress in the expiation of his
original sin took time. By the time
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1 finished, her house was a little
island in a sea of bulldozers.

Old Stone Face didn’t help any.

“I thought I was pretty well
adapted,” he said to me one day,
“to the government attitude that a
fellow isn’t any kind of business
manager at all if he can’t make a
ten-thousand-dollar item cost the
tax payers a half million, but
Ralph, the costs of this project are
ridiculous.”

Arguments that the more money
we wasted the more profit we
made, as is accepted custom, didn’t
sway his attempts to cut costs. The
amazing Logart had somehow
managed to pry open the Federal
till so that we could just reach in
and help ourselves. Old Stone Face
insisted it wasn’t the money, it was
the principle of the thing. The
more he tried to cut costs the
greater the clamor and the more
problems that somehow got piled
on top of me.

I saw the land cleared, the space-
ship hangar and side buildings
arise without any help from me.
By now, I seemed to be past caring.

When Logart insisted he had to
have a laboratory separate from ev-
erything else, where only he, Jen-
nie, Swami, and George could
enter, and pointed out a private
residence on the north side of our
property he thought would do,
somehow I took it for granted it
was my problem to get it for him.
Somehow, working through our
legal department, of course, I did.
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Somehow, I didn't ever get around
to pointing out that the Personnel
Director cannot be excluded from
any company property; that the
Personnel Director has the right to
participate in any employee train-
ing program. After they moved
into their new “laboratory” I never
even got a peek inside it. The as-
tonishing bit about that was that
I couldn’t seem to care.

I still thought it was because 1
was too busy!

The hull of the spaceship was
well on its way to taking form
before I realized that in the midst
of all my headaches, there had noz
been the nuisance of trying to find
a zillion experts. Now no matter
how much of a genius a man may
be, he can't know everything. A
genius, perhaps more than anybody
else, would want experts around if
for no more than to check his
work. It took me quite a while to
realize that there was such a radi-
cal departure from all previous
concepts of space flight that experts
would simply be still more nui-
sance.

Well, George was the one who
had to fly it. Let him plan it.

There was the nuisance also of
trying to explain to our Public Re-
lations Department, so they could
explain to the Press, why the de-
signs of a certain animated-cartoon
manufacturer were not being fol-
lowed in building our space-
ship. No one else seemed to care
whether Public Relations, and the
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Press, got an answer to this im-
portant question.

But how could I explain that
maybe a cartoonist didn’t really
know everything there was to
know about designing a real space-
ship? The public would never ac-
cept that. They had already ac-
cepted the cartoon design, and that
was what they expected to see.
They were paying for it, weren't
they?

How could I explain something
I didn’t understand myself? For it
didn’t look like a spaceship to me,
either. If anything, it more closely
resembled a small apartment build-
ing!

One entered what was obviously
a basement. You mean to tell me
that small space off to the side is
going to be the entire control
room?!! Yes, I can see these are
storage bins and closets, but if this
thing should work won’t you want
to take it to the Moon? Maybe
Mars and Venus? Where are you
going to store enough food, and
oxygen, and water? To say noth-
ing of the thousand other necessi-
ties? Or, 1 suppose this is only a
test model?

None of the answers Logart
gave me were satisfactory. All
seemed to boil down to not worry-
ing my pretty little head about it.
As for power units, well, Jennie
really didn't take up much room,
did she? There was a twinkle in
his eye as he asked it, so I knew he
was kidding. I hoped.
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There was a shaft running up-
ward through the center of the
ceiling, but no elevator in it. A
small flight of metal stairs wound
around the open shaft, for ordinary
people, like myself, to climb to the
upper decks. On the first floor
there were five apartments, small
but as comfortably and completely
equipped as a good house trailer.
The second floor had an additional
five apartments, and that was all.

This was a spaceship?

I preferred not to think about it.
Of course I knew it wasn’t going
to be powered by any such thing as
Jennie sitting over in a corner and
psi-ing earnestly. Dr. Auerbach
had already completed one large
cylinder, about the size of a thirty-
gallon water heater, and had de-
livered it to the laboratory build-
ing which Logart had demanded.

I didn’t have to wonder very
long whether Jennie and Swami,
under Logart’s specialized teach-
ing, could make the cylinders
work.

It was one mid-morning when I
was on my way over from our reg-
ular plant to the section housing
the space ship. Over to my right I
saw the one-time residence, now
Logart’s laboratory, lift up off its
foundations and float about a foot
into the air. There was the rend-
ing sound of torn masonry, torn
plumbing and sewer pipes, electri-
cal wiring. Water started gushing
out of the pipes, and as I ran
toward the building, I remember
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being thankful there were no gas
lines.

The house settled back down
slowly, but not quite straight, on
its foundations. I ran up to the
front door and pounded franti-
cally on the panel. After a moment,
Logart came and opened the door
a mere crack.

“Yes?” he asked, as if I were a
house-to-house salesman.

“It floated up into the air,” I
gasped.

“Yes?” There was still a ques-
tion in his voice. What did I want?

“It broke your water mains,
sewer connections, electrical wir-
ing,” I said lamely.

“Oh, yes,” he answered a little
absently. “I suppose it did. Would
you be good enough to get them
fixed, Kennedy?” he asked. He
closed the door.

More nuisance.

A little later that morning, I saw
the lift truck go over to the labora-
tory, and pick up the cylinder
which had now been shunted out
on the porch. From the way it
lifted, 1T knew the cylinder was
now inert. I didn’t ask how it got
out on the porch. There were five
husky young men, besides Swami
and Logart, in that building. I was
sure they could have managed to
get it out on the porch . . . some-
how.

The lift truck carried the cylin-
der over to the ship—I still kept
thinking of it as a compact apart-
ment building—and installed it in
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a rack on the north wall of the
basement. There were similar racks
on each of the other three walls,
and Auerbach was completing, on
order, three more such cylinders. I
supposed there was some psientific
reason for it. I had given up in-
quiring about it.

By now I was in a state of per-
petual shock, partly from over-
work and overworry about too
many nuisances, partly because I
understood just enough to under-
stand that I didn’t know anything
at all. Such items, for example, as:

Logart had insisted on a special
formula of metal alloy to be made
up in bars about the size of bricks.
The idea seemed to be to pack as
many molecules in as small a space
as possible. I ventured, one day, to
ask what they were for.

“Jennie-Swami’s powers are lim-
ited,” Logart said, a little sadly I
thought. “They need molecules of
some kind; can’t make food, water,
other things, out of nothing.”

“Of course not,” I said. I vaguely
wondered what the term “other
things” might cover. But I was
past normal curiosity about any-
thing. I didn’t bother to ask.

“Swami’s prescience is irregu-
lar,” he said. “Your idea of in-
creasing psi powers through hyp-
notism has its limits.”

In these hectic months I had
completely forgotten my intent to
attempt hypnotism on psi. Appar-
ently Logart hadn’t.

“We don’t know what we may



REMEMBRANCE AND REFLECTION

need before we come to matter
again,” he went on.

“Of course not,” I agreed.

“So it's well to have plenty of
molecules on hand,” he said.

“Of course,” 1 said. As if from
forgotten childhood there came the
memory of a fairy story about Lit-
tle Three-Eyes. “Little table ap-
pear,” she would say, and there
would be a table laden with all the
delicacies a hungry child can visu-
alize. “Little table go away,” she
would say when she had eaten,
and that took care of the automatic
dishwasher problem. Three-Eyes?
The third eye a psi-sense organ?
The story founded on fact in some
dim past? At the moment, it
seemed to make their human needs
all ea<y of fulfillment.

At the moment I didn't realize I
was in a complete daze to the point
that I would have readily agreed
that when they grew hungry all
they'd have to do is slice off a piece
of the green-cheese moon.

The alloy bricks were completed
and stacked in the “basement”
until only corridors remained. The
workmen doing it seemed never to
have had any curiosity. Our Public
Relations Department had failed
completely with the Press, and the
Press had settled in their own
minds that the whole thing was a
hoax. A congressional committee
had promised to investigate the
Pentagon’s folly.

By now everyone had ceased to
be curious. This was not unex-
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pected on the part of the public.
Conditioned by newspapers and
television commentators to a new
shock at least every three days, they
responded by losing interest in any-
thing after about three days. But it
was surprising that those of us
deeply involved should stop ques-
tioning,

I remember one curious conver-
sation around this time. I didn’t
give it enough reflection at the
time, possibly because it was with
Swami, whose attitudes and opin-
ions I respected least.

He came into my office with a
sort of hang-dog look on his face
and said he wanted to talk with
me, to explain something to me.

“I don’t—none of us want you
to feel hurt,” he said. “Afterwards.”

“Afterwards what?” I asked.

“After this is all over.”

“What am I not to feel hurt
about?”

“Even explaining it is going to
hurt you.”

“Look, fellow,” 1 said with a
slight exasperation. “I've been at
this game of dealing with human
beings for a long time. I've been in-
sulted in just about every way the
mind of man can conceive. I've
been lied to, cheated, double-
crossed, lied about, and had the
truth told about me. I've survived.
I expect I can survive what you
have to say.”

“I suppose,” he said slowly,
“you've got a vocabulary of around
twentv-five thousand words.”

i
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“More or less, perhaps,” I con-
ceded.

“And an equally large vocabu-
lary of word combinations, and
then another block of phrase com-
binations, so that all told you’re
probably capable of around a hun-
dred thousand concepts. Say a
hundred thousand for the sake of
argument.”

“For the sake of argument,” I
agreed.

“Suppose you found yourself liv-
ing with a band of great apes who
have a vocabulary of grunts,
growls, roars, whistles, and chest
beatings that number up to a hun-
dred concepts. The ratio is a thou-
sand to one, isn’t it?”

I started to tell him he should
have been a mathematician, but the
look of sadness in his big black
eyes stopped me. '

“But for all your disproportion-
ate ratio of concepts,” he said, “you
can still be hurt, get sick, feel a
mosquito bite, get too cold, too hot,
too hungry. You can only com-
municate to the limit of their hun-
dred concepts. They judge you
within these hundred concepts.
They have no way of knowing or
appreciating this vast number you
can’t communicate. To them you
are a pretty worthless creature.
You can’t overpower them in a
fight, you don’t take an interest in
their she-apes and fight over them,
you don’t try to become master of
the herd because it wouldn’t inter-
est you, you don’t appreciate the
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delicacies of the grubs to be found
under the bark of rotting trees;
you're puny, sickly, and obviously
you are also cowardly by their
standards.”

“But I've got a hundred thou-
sand concepts—which makes me
superior to them,” I said.

“No,” he disagreed. “Not supe-
rior, because what standard are
you going by? Theirs, or yours?”

“Different then,” I said.

“Different,” he answered. “That’s
the point. Now suppose you found
a group of human beings, your
equals. Suppose you found a way
to escape from the tribe of apes, to
set up a community of human be-
ings, so that your hundred thou-
sand concepts had value. More im-
portant, so that you could start
using them, and all they mean.
Wouldn’t you do it?”

“We're talking about psi, of
course,” I said, “and I see the anal-
ogy. But suppose the apes recog-
nized my difference, recognized
that I could think in areas denied
to them. Suppose, for example, they
saw the relation of the rotting tree
to a supply of grubs under its bark.
Suppose they tried to use my extra
concepts, asked me to figure out a
way to make more trees fall so
there could be more grubs?”

“Would you really care?” he
asked. “All right, suppose they in-
vented another grunt which was a
recognition of your difference. So
now they’ve got a vocabulary of a
hundred and one concepts. As
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against your hundred thousand,
would it make much difference to
ou?”

“Look, Swami,” I said earnestly.
“I've been trying to understand
your psi talents. Not just to recog-
nize them, but to wunderstand
them. All of them. I'm trying to
find a way to bring them under
scientific scrutiny, to work out an
approach to the natural laws gov-
erning them, measure them, con-
trol them, predict them. They're
real, they work—somewhere, in
some way, they are a part of natu-
ral law. Man can understand natu-
ral law, if he tries. That’s science.”

He shook his head.

“A long time ago,” he said, “we
had a conversation along this line.
I was offended then, and scared.
I gave you some metaphysical
mumbo jumbo. But my feelings,
my psi feelings if you will, were
sound. Maybe I can express it bet-
ter this time. The flaw lies in what
you call scientific method. Yes, psi
is a part of natural law, but scien-
tific method, as you conceive it,
can't get hold of it. There has to
be ... Therehastobe . ..”

He paused. Obviously he was try-
ing to find a grunt, whistle, or
chest thump which was in my
vocabulary.

“Let’s go to another analogy,” he
said.

“Let’s,” I agreed.

“Suppose an ancient Greek phi-
losopher met up with a modern
solar scientist. Suppose this ancient
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Greek said to the solar scientist,
‘“Tell me about the sun.” The solar
scientist starts sketching in his
basic knowledge of the sun. ‘No,
no!’ the ancient Greek objects.
‘Don’t give me all that vague and
mystical mumbo jumbo. That
doesn’t mean anything to me. Tell
me how many wheels Apollo’s
chariot has, how many horses draw
it across the sky, what metal the
chariot is made of, what its dimen-
sions are, what figures are em-
bossed on its doors. Be scientific,
man!” What could the solar scien-
tist say?”

“In short,” T said, “our science,
in trying to measure psi, get a de-
scription of it, is like trying to
measure a chariot that doesn’t exist,
driven by a god who doesn’t exist.”

“YCS.”

“But psi does exist.”

“The sun exists,” he said. “It is
the framework of approach to
knowledge, to measurement that is
wrong. Man couldn’t learn any-
thing more about the sun until he
quit thinking in terms of Apollo’s
chariot.”

It was an impasse. I couldn’t give
up my scientific approach to knowl-
edge—any more than the ancient
Greek could give up his certainty
that Apollo drove his chariot across
the sky.

As I say, I remembered the con-
versation, but I didn’t reflect on it
enough. I interpreted it as just
Swami wanting to talk to some-
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body, maybe build up his stock in
my eyes since, obviously, I re-
spected Jennie and George more
than I did him. I didn’t realize at
the time that it was a kind of vale-
dictory—from all of them.

I was much more concerned
with the pressures of details that
were weighing me down, and I
fear my main reaction at the mo-
ment was irritation at the twenty
minutes he’d taken up when other
things were much more urgent.

Urgencies, for example, such as
the details of their mass wedding.
It didn’t occur to me until much
later that almost a year had passed
since their announcement that they
were going to get married—Annie
and Swami, the boys and their
girls. I'd not thought much about
it, and if I did have a vague won-
der now and then, I'd put the delay
down to their being under white-
hot pressures, too.

At any rate the multiple wed-
ding finally did come off. Some-
how the responsibility for that, too,
got around to my office. But as
usual, Sara was more capable of
handling it than I would have
been. I had only to officiate at the
reception afterwards. The boys’
parents were all there, the first time
I'd met them; but somehow even
they managed to pass the buck,
and it was as if all these were my
children.

After the reception, I had hardly
enough energy.left in me to stagger
into my apartment. I was utterly
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exhausted and in a slight fever.

“Did anybody think to make ar-
rangements for their honey-
moons?” I heard myself mumbling
as I lay down across the bed to
gather enough energy to get up
and undress.

I fell asleep patiently telling
myself that Sara would take care of
1t.

I was awakened by the telephone
on the stand beside my bed, and
with that dim realization that it
had been ringing for a long time.
Through grainy eyelids I could see
outside my window that it was a
bleak gray dawn. I hadn’t both-
ered to snap off my light, pull
down my shade, and 1 was still
dressed.

“Aw for ... Why don’t you
look up the right number?” I
grumbled into the phone when I
finally managed to reach out and
claw it off its stand.

“Ralph! Ralph! Don’t hang up.
This is Henry!”

Old Stone Face’s granite
voice blasted me a little more
awake.

“Yes, Henry,” I groaned without
that brisk, glad alertness right-
hand men are expected to feel on
any occasion.

“The ship’s gone,” he said. “Just
got a call from Plant Security. Meet
you there.”

There was a crash in my ear as
he slammed down the phone. Well,
at least I didn’t have to dress. A
slept-in tuxedo was just fine for
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going out to hunt a misplaced
spaceship.
v

Henry and I pulled into the exec-
utives’ parking section at the same
time, and both of us spilled out of
our cars and started running to-
ward the spaceship hangar. A little
knot of watchmen, security police,
maintenance men had gathered at
the doorway. They stepped back
as we puffed our way up to the
door and came to a halt. Yes, the
spaceship was gone. The ceiling
of the hangar was neatly folded
back, as planned, to let the pink
clouds and blue sky show through.

“Some honeymoon,” I said to
Henry.

“You think they’d have taken
their wives?” he asked me.

“You think they’d have chosen
this particular morning for a rou-
tine test run?” I asked him.

“You think they’d have risked
their wives before they tested it?”
he asked.

“You think they weren’t abso-
lutely sure of what they were do-
ing all along?” I asked.

We weren’t bothering to answer
each other.

“We'd better check the labora-
tory. Logart’s been sleeping there
lately,” Henry said. “Those kids
could have taken it up as a lark,
you know.” He shook his head
angrily. “This younger genera-
tion!” he grumbled.

The litde knot of employees,
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who had been crowding the door-
way behind us, stepped back again
and let us get out. They looked at
us curiously, to see what we would
do now. Executives were supposed
to be able to handle anything, even
spaceships that disappear.

We walked over toward the labo-
ratory building that never had been
straightened on its foundations.
Neither of us seemed to be in any
great hurry now. We went up on
the porch and knocked politely at
the door. We waited. No one an-
swered our knock. There was no
sound of movement inside. I tried
the latch, and the door swung open
without any trouble.

We peered into the hallway, and
the house looked just as I remem-
bered it when we bought it from its
previous residents. As we stepped
inside, I saw an envelope on the
hall table. I looked at the front and
saw it was addressed to me. I
picked it up and carried it with me
as we searched the house. There
were no occupants, of course.

As we went from room to room
a most peculiar realization came to
me. In spite of my weariness, my
lethargy was gone. I no longer felt
numbly swept along in currents 1
could not understand or control. I
was back to a state of mind I re-
membered, a state of being awake,
and already the events of the last
few months had the haze of a re-
membered dream.

“You feel unusually sharp this
morning, Henry?” 1 asked as we
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left the service porch area. He
looked at me quickly.

“First I thought I was losing my
grip because I got so I didn’t care
what was happening in building
the spaceship,” he said. “Then I got
so I didn’t care that I didn’t care.”

“Me too,” I said. “Now I feel
awake again.”

“Me too,” he said. Then added
cryptically, “That Logart!”

We came into the living room.
The chairs and divan were as
neatly placed as in any home—
Annie’s work, no doubt. I hadn’t
been admitted to the house, but
Annie had!

“This envelope is addressed to
me,” I said.

“Well, open it,” Henry said.

We sat down in chairs, and I
slipped a page out of the unsealed
envelope. It was all neatly typed
out. I had expected it to start with
some such cliché as “When you
read this, we will be gone,” but
Logart, whose signature was at the
bottom, hadn’t wasted words on
the trivially obvious. I started read-
ing aloud for Henry’s benefit.

“A man can grow only so tall,”
Logart began. After that, he can
merely grow fat. As with a man, so
with a culture of man. When a cul-
ture has more to lose than to gain
in trying to realize a dream, it ts
the dream that dies. W hen a culture
starts walking backward into the
future, with its eyes fixed on the
past, the culture dies.
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“A youth must leave his home
and the parents who bore and cher-
ished him or suffer the conse-
quences of being never more than
were his parents. History is full
of the migrations of such youth
groups. Youth groups with a dream
that can only be realized where
there is room for a dream to grow.

“Sorry you couldn’t go with us,
Kennedy. You tried. We tried. But
what would life be like for you in
a framework you could never share,
where all your dependable patterns
are no longer true, where all your
wisdom of coping with people
avails you nothing? For all your
sympathy, you never quite believed
that psi is an entirely different
framework. You were alwavs try-
ing to make it conform to your al-
ready fixed notions of what truth
must be.

“All of us will remember you
with deep gratitude, for you
brought together a critical psi mass.
It needed only me to ‘arrange’ the
parts into its dynamic potential.
Jennie, Swami and George were,
in a sense, your psi children. Be
glad you gave them a good start.

“Somewhere, out among the
stars, where there is room to grow,
we will form a colony, and then a
culture based in psi. Give us your
blessing, and wish us luck.

Logart.”

I looked up at Old Stone Face.
He looked back at me.
““Too bad, Ralph,” he said. He
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sighed. He had helped, too. It was
a disappointment that Logart had
not given him credit. That Logart!
“Well,” he said finally, as if squar-
ing his shoulders. “First thing is to
get some breakfast. Next thing is to
get that sluggish Public Relations
Department waked up and work-
ing on some handouts for the Press,
who, I guess, will sort of wake up
now, too. Next thing is to try to
explain all this to the Pentagon,
and how come we didn’t stop
them from taking the spaceship.
Then there’s Congress to explain
to, why we used all that money
they urged us to take. After all
that’s boiled down, and reflected
itself in the voting machincs, we
still got computers to make.”

“Why?” I asked.

"Now you look here, Ralphie,
my boy,” he said and shook his
finger at me. It shocked me into
an upright position. He didn’t
seem to notice, because his eyes
were veiled as if he were looking
into a far distance. “That Logart
didn’t have a corner on new frame-
works. Maybe he’s right about the
old folks having grown too set in
their ways to change, but there’ll be
other wild and independent chil-
dren who want something differ-
ent. You'll see.

“But first things first. Let’s go
get some breakfast.”

We walked over to the plant cafe-
teria which does a brisk breakfast
business in men whose wives are
too lazy to get up and see them off
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to work properly. There was a
hush over the room, so still that
the inadvertent clink of a spoon
against a coffeecup sounded like a
gong. The story had spread.

The sight of Henry and me, at
one end of a long and otherwise
empty table, calmly eating our
stacks of hotcakes seemed to re-
store some confidence. If we could
eat, then things might not be so
bad. Henry had calculated the ef-
fect; and I should have, because
that's my job. The cafeteria noise
picked up until it reached normal,
and provided a mask for thc sound
of our voices.

“Look here,” Henry pomtcd a
spoon at me. “Don’t you give up.
You were on the right track. It sull
takes unusual people to do unusual
things. Don’t sit around and sulk
just because your unusual people
did something unusual. You bet-
ter get used to that. Remember
that.”

I stared down into the remaining
syrup in the bottom of my plate.

Yes, I would remember. There
might be other unusual people
sometime in the future, but I could
never forget Jennie, Swami,
George. Logart was right. Now in
remembrance and reflection, they
were like children of mine. Chil-
dren who, in the perfectly normal
course of growing up, had been
attracted to a fascinating stranger
—for Logart would always remain
a stranger in my inability to com-
prehend him—to go out into the
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world, the universe, to make their But they had not taken every-
own way apart from my protec- thing. They'd left me something
tion, to build a new kind of life precious—remembrance, and re-
which I could never share. flection.

The complete tretralogy of Ralph Kennedy and his special employees will
in time appear as a Gnome Press book; but if you're eager now to go
back and read the highly entertaining details of the earlier episodes, you
may find them as follows:

What Thin Partitions [Jennie Malasek], in collaboration with Alex
Apostolides. Astounding, September, 1953. Reprints: EDITOR’S CHOICE IN
s.F., compiled by Sam Moskowitz (New York: McBride, 1954). THE
BEST S.-F. sTORIEs: 1954, edited by Everett F. Bleiler and T. E. Dikty
(New York: Fell, 1954).

Sense from Thought Divide [the Swami]. Astounding, March, 1955,
Reprint: s-F: THE YEAR’s GREATEsT, edited by Judith Merril (New York:
Gnome-Dell, 1956).

How Allied [George). Astounding, March, 1957.
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for the dealer—and perhaps for yourself, if you will send us his name and
address. We will make sure that your dealer will be kept supplied in the
future. Write to: '
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527 Madison Avenue, New York 22, N. Y.



Richard Matheson has so far achieved his greatest popular success
with bis longer works; the screem wversion of THE SHRINKING MAN,
indeed, accorded him the almost unheard-of honor of billing him in
letters as large as those used for the producer. But Old Mathesonians—
especially this one, who will never forget that frabjous day in 1949
when Botn of Man and Woman turned up in the slush pile—feel
that his most powerful and effective writing has been in shorter forms.
Here is as short a story as Matheson has yet written—simple, direct,

haunting . . .

Lemmings

by RICHARD MATHESON

“WHERE DO THEY ALL COME FROM?”
Reordon asked.

“Everywhere,” said Carmack.

They were standing on the coast
highway. As far as they could see
there was nothing but cars. Thou-
sands of cars were jammed bumper
to bumper and pressed side to side.

“There come some more,” said
Carmack.

The two policemen looked at the
crowd of people walking toward
the beach. Many of them talked and
laughed. Some of them were quiet
and serious. But they all walked to-
ward the beach.

Reordon shook his head. “I don’t
get it,” he said for the hundredth
time that week. “I just don’t get it.”

117

Carmack shrugged.

“Don’t think about it,” he said.
“It’s happening. What else is there?”

“But it’s crazy.”

“Well there they go,” said Car-
mack.

As the two policemen watched,
the crowd of people moved across
the gray sands of the beach and
walked into the water. Some of them
started swimming. Most of them
couldn’t because of their clothes.
Carmack saw a young woman flail-
ing at the water and dragged down
by the fur coat she was wearing.

In several minutes they were all
gone. The two policemen stared at
the place where the people had
walked into the water.
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“How long does it go on?” Reor-
don asked.

“Until they’re gone, I guess,” said
Carmack.

“But why?”

“You ever read about the lem-
mings?” Carmack asked.

“NO-"

“They’re supposed to be rodents
who live in the Scandinavian coun-
tries. They keep breeding until all
their food supply is gone. Then they
move across the country ravaging
everything in their way, When they
reach the sea they keep going. They
swim until their strength is gone.
Millions of them.”

“You think that’s what zhis is?”
asked Reordon.

“Maybe,” said Carmack.

“People aren’t rodents!” Reordon
said, angrily.

Carmack didn’t answer.

They stood on the edge of the
highway waiting but nobody ap-
peared.

“Where are they?” asked Reordon.

“Maybe they’ve all gone in,” Car-
mack said.

“All of them?”

“It’s been going on for more than
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a week,” Carmack said. “People
could have gotten here from all over,
Then there are the lakes.”

Reordon shuddered. “All of them,”
he said.

“l don’t know,” said Carmack,
“but they’ve been coming right along
until now.”

“Oh, God,” said Reordon.

Carmack took out a cigarette and
lit it. “Well,” he said slowly, “what
now?”

Reordon sighed. “Us?” he said.

“You go,” Carmack said. “I'll wait
a while and see if there’s anyone
else.”

“All right.” Reordon put his hand
out. “Goodby, Carmack,” he said.

They shook hands. “Goodby,
Reordon,” Carmack said.

He stood smoking his cigarette
and watching his friend walk across
the gray sand of the beach and into
the water until it was over his head.
He saw Reordon swim a few dozen
yards before he disappeared.

After a while he put out his ciga-
rette and looked around. Then he
walked into the water too.

A million cars stood empty along
the beach.

=



A reviewer can't win for losing. If he doesn't write, the reviewed will
exclaim, "Who's he to talk? He's not a writer” And if be is a
writer, they'll say, “Who's he to talk? Look at his own stuff!” The
book reviewer of Venture Science Fiction is at least safer than most
in this respect; for Theodore Sturgeon’s own stuff is, as a rule, just
about the best science-fantasy being written today. 1 hope that review-
ing remains only an avocation with him: the shrewdest criticism ever
achieved in s.f. would be small repayment for the loss of such stories
as this one, with a title that could fit the COLLECTED WORKS of

Sturgeon:

A Touch of Strange

by THEODORE STURGEON

HE LEFT HIS CLOTHES IN THE CAR
and slipped down to the beach.

Moonrise, she’d said.

He glanced at the eastern hori-
zon and was informed of nothing.
It was a night to drink the very
airglow, and the stars lay lightless
like scattered talc on the black-
ground.

“Moonrise,” he muttered.

Easy enough for her. Moonrise
was something, in her cosmos, that
one simply knew about. He’d had
to look it up. You don’t realize—
certainly she’d never realize—how
hard it is, when you don’t know
anything about it, to find out ex-
actly what time moonrise is sup-
posed to be, at the dark of the
moon. He still wasn’t positive, so
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he’d come early, and would wait.

He shuffled down to the whis-
pering water, finding it with ears
and toes. “Woo.” Catch m’ death,
he thought. But it never occurred
to him to keep her waiting. It
wasn't in her to wunderstand
human frailities.

He glanced once again at the
sky, then waded in and gave him-
self to the sea. It was chilly, but
by the time he had taken ten of
the fine strong strokes which had
first attracted her, he felt wonder-
ful. He thought, oh well, by the
time I've learned to breathe under
water, it should be no trick at all
to find moonrise without an al-
manac.

He struck out silently for the
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blackened and broken teeth of
rock they call Harpy’s Jaw, with
their gums of foam and the floss
of tide-risen weed bitten up and
hung for the birds to pick. It was
oily calm everywhere but by the
Jaw, which mumbled and
munched on every wave and spit
the pieces into the air. He was
therefore very close before he
heard the singing. What with the
surf and his concentration on
flanking the Jaw without cracking
a kneecap the way he had that
first time, he was in deep water
on the seaward side before he
noticed the new quality in the
singing. Delighted, he trod water
and listened to be sure; and sure
enough, he was right.

It sounded terrible.

“Get your flukes out of your
mouth,” he bellowed joyfully,
“you baggy old guano-guzzler.”

“You don’t sound so hot your-
self, chum,” came the shrill fal-
setto answer, “and you know what
type fish-gut chum 1 mean.”

He swam closer. Oh, this was
fine. It wasn’t easy to find a for-
real something like this to clobber
her with. Mostly, she was so darn
perfect, he had to make it up
whole, like the time he told her
her eyes weren’t the same color.
Imagine, he thought, tkey get
head-colds too! And then he
thought, well, why not? “You
mind your big bony bottom-feed-
ing mouth,” he called cheerfully,
“or T'll curry your tail with a
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scaling-tool.” He could barely
make her out, sprawled on the
narrow seaward ledge—something
piebald dark in the darkness. “Was
that really you singin’ or are you
sitting on a blowfish?”

“You creak no better'n a
straight-gut skua gull in a sewer
sump,” she cried raucously.

“Whyn'cha swallow that sea-slug
or spit it out, one?”

“Ah, go soak your head in a
paddlewheel,” he laughed. He got
a hand on the ledge and heaved
himself out of the water. Instantly
there was a high-pitched squeak
and a clumsy splash, and she was
gone. The particolored mass of
shadow-in-shade had passed him
in midair too swiftly for him to
determine just what it was, but
he knew with a shocked certainty
what it was not.

He wriggled a bare (i.e., mere)
buttock-clutch on the short narrow
shelf of rock and leaned over as far
as he could to peer into the night-
stained sea. In a moment there was
a feeble commotion and then a
bleached oval so faint that he must
avert his eyes two points to loo-
ward like a sailor seeing a far
light, to make it out at all. Again,
seeing virtually nothing, he could
be sure of the things it was not.
That close cap of darkness, night
or no night, was not the web of
floating gold for which he had
once bought a Florentine comb.
Those two dim blotches were not
the luminous, over-long, wide-
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spaced (almost side-set) green eyes
which, laughing, devoured his
sleep. Those hints of shoulders
were not broad and fair, but slen-
der. That salt-spasmed weak sob-
bing cough was unlike any sound
he had heard on these rocks before;
and the (by this time) unnecessary
final proof was the narrow hand
he reached for and grasped. It was
delicate, not splayed; it was un-
webbed; its smoothness was that of
the plum and not the articulated
magic of a fine-wrought golden
watchband. It was, in short, hu-
man, and for a long devastated
moment their hands clung together
while their minds, in panic, pre-
pared to do battle with the truth.

At last they said in unison, “But
you’re not—"

And let a wave pass, and chor-
used, “I didn’t know there was
anybod—"

And opened and closed their
mouths, and said together, “Y’see,
1 was waiting for—" “Look!” he
said abruptly, because he had
found something he could say that
she couldn’t at the moment. “Get a
good grip, I'll pull you out. Ready?
One, two—"

“No!” she said, outraged, and
pulled back abruptly. He lost her
hand, and down she went in mid-
gasp, and up she came strangling.
He reached down to help, and
missed, though he brushed her
arm. “Don’t touch me!” she cried,
and doggy-paddled frantically to
the rock on which he sat, and got
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a hand on it. She hung there
coughing until he stirred, where-
upon: “Don’t touch me!” she
cried again. ;

“Well all right,” he said in an
injured tone.

She said, aloud but obviously to
herself, “Oh, dear . . .”

Somehow this made him want to
explain himself. “I only thought
you should come out, coughing
like that, I mean it’s silly you
should be bobbing around in the
water and I'm sitting up here on
the—" He started a sentence about
he was only trying to be—, and
another about he was not trying to
be—, and was unable to finish

‘either. They stared at one another,

two panting sightless blots on a
spume-slick rock.

“The way I was talking before,
you’ve got to understand—"

They stopped as soon as they
realized they were in chorus again.
In a sudden surge of understand-
ing he laughed—it was like relief—
and said, “You mean that you’re

“not the kind of girl who talks the

way you were talking just before I
got here. I believe you. ... And
I'm not the kind of guy who does
it either. I thought you were a—
thought you were someone else,
that’s all. Come on out. I won’t
touch you.”

“Well . ..

“I'm still waiting for the—for
my friend. That's all.”

“Well ..

A wave came and she took sud-
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den advantage of it and surged up-
ward, falling across the ledge on
her stomach. “I'll manage, I'll man-
age,” she said rapidly, and did. He
stayed where he was. They stayed
where they were in the hollow of
the rock, out of the wind, four feet
apart, in darkness so absolute that
the red of tight-closed eyes was a
lightening.

She said, “Uh . . .” and then sat
silently masticating something she
wanted to say, and swallowing ver-
sions of it. At last: “I'm not trying
to be nosy.”

“I didn’t think you ... Nosy?
You haven’t asked me anything.”

“I mean staying here,” she said
primly. “I'm not just trying to be
in the way, I mean. I mean, I'm
waiting for someone t00.”

“Make yourself at home,” he
said expansively, and then felt like
a fool. He was sure he had
sounded cynical, sarcastic, and un-
believing. Her protracted silence
made it worse. It became unbear-
able. There was only one thing he
could think of to say, but he found
himself unaccountably reluctant to
bring out into the open the only
possible explanation for her pres-
ence here. His mouth asked (as it
were) while he wasn’t watching it,
inanely, “Is your uh friend com-
ing out in uh a boat?”

“Is yours?” she asked shyly; and
suddenly they were laughing to-
gether like a brace of loons. It was
one of those crazy sessions people
will at times find themselves con-
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ducting, laughing explosively, ach-
ingly, without a specific punchline
over which to hang the fabric of
the situation. When it had spent
itself, they sat quietly. They had
not moved nor exchanged any-
thing, and yet they now sat to-
gether, and not merely side by side.
The understood attachment to
someone — something — else had
paradoxically dissolved a barrier
between them.

It was she who took the plunge,
exposed the Word, the code attach-
ment by which they might grasp
and handle their preoccupation.
She said, dreamily, “I never saw a
mermaid.”

And he responded, quite as
dreamily but instantly too: “Beau-
tiful.” And that was question and

answer. And when he said, “I

"

never saw a—" she said immedi-
ately, “Beautiful.” And that was
reciprocity. They looked at each
other again in the dark and
laughed, quietly this time.

After a friendly silence, she
asked, “What’s her name?”

He snorted in self-surprise.
“Why, I don’t know. I really don’t.
When I'm- away from her I think
of her as she, and when I'm with
her she’s just . .. you. Not you,”
he added with a childish giggle.

She gave him back the giggle
and then sobered reflectively.
“Now that’s the strangest thing. I
don’t know Ais name either. I don’t
even know if they have names.”

“Maybe they don’t need them.
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She—uh—they're sort of different,
if you know what I mean. T mean,
they know things we don’t know,
sort of . . . feel them. Like if peo-
ple are coming to the beach, long
before they’re in sight. And what
the weather will be like, and
where to sit behind a rock on the
bottom of the sea so a fish swims
right into their hands.”

“And what time’s moonrise.”

“Yes,” he said, thinking, you
suppose they know each other?
you think they’re out there in the
dark watching? you suppose Ae’ll
come first, and what will he say to
me? Or what if she comes first?

“I don’t think they need names,”
the girl was saying. “They know
one person from another, or just
who they’re talking about, by the
feel of it. What’s your name?”

“John Smith,” he said. “Honest
to God.”

She was silent, and then suddenly
giggled.

He made a questioning sound.

“I bet you say ‘Honest to God’
like that every single time you tell
anyone your name. I bet you've
said it thousands and thousands of
times,” she said.

“Well, yes. Nobody ever noticed
it before, though.”

“I would. My name is Jane Dow.
Dee owe doubleyou, not Doe.”

“Jane Dow. Oh! and you have to
spell it out like that every single
time?” '

“Honest to God,” she said, and
they laughed.
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He said, “John Smith, Jane Dow.
Golly. Pretty ordinary people.”

“Ordinary. You and your mer-
maid.”

He wished he could see her face.
He wondered if the merpeople
were as great a pressure on her as
they were on him. He had never
told a soul about it—who’d listen?

Who'd believe? Or, listening,
believing, who would not inter-
fere? Such a wonder . . . and had
she told all her girlfriends and boy-
friends and the boss and what-
not? He doubted it. He could not
have said why, but he doubted it.

“Ordinary,” he said assertively,
“yes.” And he began to talk, really
talk about it because he had not,
because he had to. “That has a
whole lot to do with it. Well, it has
everything to do with it. Look,
nothing ever happened in my
whole entire life. Know what I
mean? I mean, nothing. I never
skipped a grade in school and I
never got left back. I never won a
prize. I never broke a bone. I was
never rich and never hungry. I got
a job and kept it and I won'’t ever
go very high in the company and
I won’t ever get canned. You know
what I mean?”

“Oh, yes.”

“So then,” he said exultantly,
“along comes this mermaid. I
mean, to me comes a mermaid.
Not just a glimpse, no maybe I did
and maybe I didn’t see a mermaid:
this is a real live mermaid who
wants me back again, time and
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again, and makes dates and keeps
’em too, for all she’s all the time
late.”

“So is ke, she said in intense
agreement.

“What I call it,” he said, leaning
an inch closer and lowering his
voice confidentially, “is a touch of
strange. A touch of strange. I
mean, that’s what I call it to my-
self, you see? I mean, a person is a
person all his life, he’s good to his
mother, he never gets arrested, if
he drinks too much he doesn’t get
in trouble he just gets excuse the
expression sick to his stomach. He
does a day’s good work for a day’s
pay and nobody hates him or, for
that matter, nobody likes him
either. Now a man like that has no
life; what 1 mean, he isn’t real.
But just take an ordinary guy-by-
the-millions like that, and add a
touch of strange, you see? Some
little something he does, or has, or
that happens to him, even once.
Then for all the rest of his life he’s
real. Golly. I talk too much.”

“No you don’t. I think that’s real
nice, Mr. Smith. A touch of
strange. A touch ... you know,
you just told the story of my life.
Yes you did. I was born and
brought up and went to school
and got a job all right there in
Springfield, and—"

“Springfield? You mean Spring-
field Massachusetts? That's my
town!” he blurted excitedly, and
fell off the ledge into the sea. He
came up instantly and sprang up
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beside her, blowing like a manatee.

“Well no,” she said gently. “It
was Springfield, Illinois.”

“Oh,” he said, deflated.

She went on, “I wasn’t ever a
pretty girl, what you'd call, you
know, pretty. I wasn’t repulsive
either, I don’t mean that. Well,
when they had the school dances
in the gymnasium, and they told
all the boys to go one by one and
choose a partner, I never got to be
the first one. I was never the last
one left either, but sometimes I was
afraid I'd be. I got a job the day
after I graduated high school. Not
a good one, but not bad, and I still
work there. I like some people
more than other people, but not
very much, you know? ... A
touch of strange. I always knew
there was a name for the thing I
never had, and you gave it a good
one. Thank you, Mr. Smith.”

“Oh that’s all right,” he said
shyly. “And anyway, you have it
now ... how was it you hap-
pened to meet your ... him, I
mean?”

“Oh, 1 was scared to death, 1
really was. It was the company pic-
nic, and I was swimming, and I—
well, to tell you the actual truth, if
you'll forgive me, Mr. Smith, I
had a strap on my bathing suit that
was, well, slippy. Please, I don’t
mean too bad, you know, or I
wouldn’t ever have worn it. But I
was uncomfortable about it, and I
just slipped around the rocks here
to fix it and ... there he was.”
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“In the daytime?”

“With the sun on him. Itwas like
... like . .. There’s nothing it
was like. He was just lying here
on this very rock, out of the water.
Like he was waiting for me. He
didn’t try to get away or look sur-
prised or anything, just lay there
smiling. Waiting. He has a beauti-
ful soft big voice and the longest
green eyes, and long golden hair.”

“Yes, yes. She has, t00.”

“He was so beautiful. And then
all the rest, well, I don’t have to
tell you. Shiny silver scales and the
big curvy flippers.”

“Oh,” said John Smith.

“l was scared, oh yes. But not
afraid. He didn’t try to come near
me and I sort of knew he couldn’
ever hurt me...and then he
spoke to me, and I promised to

come back again, and I did, a lot,

and that’s the story.” She touched
his shoulder gently and embarrass-
edly snatched her hand away. “I
never told anyone before. Not a
single living soul,” she whispered.
“I'm so glad to be able to tlk
about it.”

“Yeah.” He felt insanely pleased.
“Yeah.”

“How did you . . .”

He laughed. “Well, T have to sort
of tell something on myself. This
swimming, it’s the only thing I
was ever any good at, only I never
found out until I was grown. I
mean, we had no swimming pools
and all that when I went to school.
So I never show off about it or
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anything, I just swim when there’s
nobody around much. And I came
here one day, it was in the evening
in summer when most everyone
had gone home to dinner, and I
swam past the reef line, way out
away from the Jaw, here. And
there’s a place there where it’s only
a couple of feet deep and I hit my
knee.”

Jane Dow inhaled with a sharp
sympathetic hiss.

Smith chuckled. “Now I'm not
one for bad language. I mean I
never feel right about using it. But
you hear it all the time, and T guess
it sticks without you knowing it.
So sometimes when I'm by myself
and bump my head or whatnot 1
hear this rough talk, you know,
and I suddenly realize it’s me do-
ing it. And that’s what happened
this day, when I hurt my knee. I
mean, I really hurt it. So I sort of
scrounched down holding on to
my knee and I like to boil up the
water for a yard around with what
I said. T didn’t know anyone was
around or I'd never.

“And all of a sudden there she
was, laughing at me. She came
porpoising up out of deep water to
seaward of the reef and jumped
up into that sunlight, the sun was
low then, and red; and she fell flat
on her back loud as your tooth
breaking on a cherry-pip. When
she hit, the water rose up all
around her, and for that one sec-
ond she lay in it like something in
a jewel box, you know, pink satin
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all around and her deep in it

“I was that hurt and confused
and startled I couldn’t believe what
I saw, and I remember thinking
this was some la—I mean, woman,
girl like you hear about, living the
life and bathing in the altogether.
And I turned my back on her to
show her what I thought of that
kind of goings-on, but looking
over my shoulder to see if she got
the message, and I thought then
I'd made it all up, because there
was nothing there but her suds
where she splashed, and they dis-
appeared before I really saw them.

“About then my knee gave an-
other twinge and I looked down
and saw it wasn’t just bumped, it
was cut too and bleeding all down
my leg, and only when I heard her
laughing louder than I was cuss-
ing did I realize what I was saying.
She swam round and round me,
laughing, but you know? there’s
a way of laughing ar and a way of
laughing with, and there was no
bad feeling in what she was doing.

“So 1 forgot my knee altogether
and began to swim, and I think
she liked that; she stopped laugh-
ing and began to sing, and it
was . . .” Smith was quiet for a
time, and Jane Dow had nothing
to say. It was as if she were listen-
ing for that singing, or to it.

“She can sing with anything that
moves, if it's alive, or even if it
isn’t alive, if it’s big enough, like a
storm wind or neaptide rollers.
The way she sang, it was to my
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arms stroking the water and my
hands cutting it, and me in it, and
being scared and wondering, the
way I was ... and the water on
me, and the blood from my knee,
it 'was all what she was singing,
and before I knew it it was all the
other way round, and I was swim-
ming to what she sang. I think I
never swam in my life the way I
did then, and may never again, I
don’t know; because there’s a way
of moving where every twitch and
wiggle is exactly right, and does
twice what it could do before;
there isn’t a thing in you fighting
anything else of yours....” His
voice trailed off.

Jane Dow sighed.

He said, “She went for the rocks
like a torpedo and just where she
had to bash her brains out, she
churned up a fountain of white-
water and shot out of the top of it
and up on the rocks—right where
she wanted to be and not breath-
ing hard at all. She reached her
hand into a crack without stretch-
ing and took out a big old comb
and began running it through her
hair, still humming that music
and smiling at me like—well, just
the way you said 4e did, waiting,
not ready to run. I swam to the
rocks and climbed up and sat
down near her, the way she
wanted.”

Jane Dow spoke after a time,
shyly, but quite obviously from a
conviction that in his silence Smith
had spent quite enough time on
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these remembered rocks. “What
. . . did she want, Mr. Smith?”

Smith laughed.

“Oh,” she said. “I do beg your
pardon. I shouldn’t have asked.”

“Oh please,” he said quickly, “it’s
all right. What I was laughing
about was that she should pick on
me—me of all people in the
world—" He stopped again, and
shook his head invisibly. No, I'm
not going to tell her about that, he
decided. Whatever she thinks about
me is bad enough. Sitting on a
rock half the night with a mer-
maid, teaching her to cuss . . . He
said, “They have a way of getting
you to do what they want.”

It is possible, Smith found, even
while surf whispers virtually un-
derfoot, to detect the cessation of
someone’s breathing; to be curious,
wondering, alarmed, then relieved
as it begins again, all without hear-
ing it or seeing anything. What'd 1
say? he thought, perplexed; but he
could not recall exactly, except to
be sure he had begun to describe
the scene with the mermaid on
the rocks, and had then decided
against it and said something or
other else instead. Oh. Pleasing
the mermaid. “When you come
right down to it,” he said, “they’re
not hard to please. Once you un-
derstand what they want.”

“Oh vyes,” she said in a con-
trolled tone. “I found that out.”

“You did?”

Enough silence for a nod from
her.
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He wondered what pleased a
merman. He knew nothing about
them—nothing. His  mermaid
liked to sing and to be listened to,
to be watched, to comb her hair,
and to be cussed at. “And what-
ever it is, it’s worth doing,” he
added, “because when they’re
happy, they’re happy up to the
sky.”

“Whatever it is,” she said, dis-
agreeably agreeing.

A strange corrosive thought
drifted against his consciousness.
He batted it away before he could
identify it. It was strange, and cor-
rosive, because of his knowledge
of and feeling for, his mermaid.
There is a popular conception of
what joy with a mermaid might
be, and he had shared it—if he had
thought of mermaids at all—with
the populace . . . up until the day
he met one. You listen to mer-
maids, watch them, give them lit-
tle presents, cuss at them, and
perhaps leatn certain dexterities
unknown, or forgotten, to most of
us, like breathing under water—
or, to be more accurate, storing
more oxygen than you thought
you could, and finding still more
(however little) extractable from
small amounts of water admitted
to your lungs and vaporized by
practiced contractions of the dia-
phragm, whereby some of the dis-
solved oxygen could be coaxed out
of the vapor. Or so Smith had the-
orized after practicing certain of
the mermaid’s ritual exercises.
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And then there was fishing to be
cating, and fishing to be fishing,
and hypnotizing eels, and other
innocent pleasures.

But innocent.

For your mermaid is as ovi-
parous as a carp, though rather
more mammalian than an echidna.
Her eggs are tiny, by honored
mammalian precedent, and in their
season are placed in their glittering
clusters (for each egg looks like a

tiny pearl imbedded in a miniature:

moonstone) in secret, guarded
grottos, and cared for with much
ritual. One of the rituals takes place
after the eggs are well rafted and
have plated themselves to the inner
lip of their hidden nest; and this is
the finding and courting of a mer-
man to come and, in the only way
he can, father the eggs.

This embryological sequence,
unusual though it may be, is
hardly unique in complexity in a
world which contains such mar-
vels as the pelagic phalange of the
cephalopods and the simultaneity
of disparate appetites exhibited by
certain arachnids. Suffice it to say,
regarding mermaids, that the leg-
endary monosyllable of greeting
used by the ribald Indian is an-
swered herewith; and since design
follows function in such matters,
one has a guide to one’s conduct
with the lovely creatures, and they,
brother, with you, and with you,
sister.

“So gentle,” Jane Dow was say-
ing, “but then, so rough.”
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“Oh?” said Smith. The corrosive
thought nudged at him. He flung
it somewhere else, and it nudged
him there, too. . ... It was at one
time the custom in the Old South
to quiet babies by smearing their
hands liberally with molasses and
giving them a chicken feather.
Smith’s corrosive thought behaved
like such a feather, and pass it
about as he would he could not
put it down.

The merman now, he thought
wildly . . . “I suppose,” said Jane
Dow, “I really am in no position
to criticize.”

Smith was too busy with his fig-
urative feather to answer.

“The way I talked to you when
I thought you were . . . when you
came out here. Why, I never in my
life—"

“That’s all right. You heard me,
didn’t you?” Oh, he thought, sud-
denly disgusted with himself, it’s
the same way with her and her
friend as it is with me and mine.
Smith, you have an evil mind. This
is a nice girl, this Jane Dow.

It never occurred to him to
wonder what was going through
her mind. Not for a moment did
he imagine that she might have
less information on mermaids than
he had, even while he yearned for
more information on mermen.

“They make you do it,” she said.
“You just have to. I admit it; I lie
awake nights thinking up new
nasty names to call him. It makes
him so happy. And he loves to do
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it too. The . . . things he says. He
calls me ‘alligator bait.’ He says I'm
his squashy little bucket of roe.
Isnt that awful? He says I'm a
milt-and-water type. What’s mil,
Mr. Smith?”

“l .can’t say,” hoarsely said
Smith, who couldn’t, making a
silent resolution not to look it up.
He found himself getting very
upset. She seemed like such a
nice girl. . .. He found himself
getting angry. She unquestionably
had been a nice girl.

Monster, he thought redly. “I
wonder if it's moonrise yet.”

Surprisingly she said, “Oh dear.
Moonrise.”

Smith did not know why, but
for the first time since he had come
to the rock, he felt cold. He looked
unhappily seaward. A ragged, wist-
ful, handled phrase blew by his
consciousness: save her from her-
self. It made him feel unaccount-
ably noble.

She said faintly, “Are you ..
have you . . . I mean, if you don’t
mind my asking, you don’t have to
tellme . ..”

“What is it?” he asked gently,
moving close to her. She was hud-
dled unhappily on the edge of the
shelf. She didn’t turn to him, but
she didn’t move away.

“Married, or anything?”
whispered.

“Oh gosh no. Never. I suppose 1
had hopes once or twice, but no,
oh gosh no.”

“Why not?”

she
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“I never met a . . . well, they all
... You remember what I said
about a touch of strange?”

“Yes, yes . . .V

“Nobody had it. . . . Then I got
it, and . . . put it this way, I never
met a girl I could tell about the
mermaid.”

The remark stretched itself and
lay down comfortably across their
laps, warm and increasingly audi-
ble, while they sat and regarded it.
When he was used to it, he bent his
head and turned his face toward
where he imagined hers must be,
hoping for some glint of expres-
sion. He found his lips resting on
hers. Not pressing, not cowering.
He was still, at first from astonish-
ment, and then in bliss. She sat up
straight with her arms braced
behind her and her eyes wide until
his mouth slid away from hers. It
was a very gentle thing.

Mermaids love to kiss. They
think it excruciatingly funny. So
Smith knew what it was like to
kiss one. He was thinking about
that while his lips lay still and
sweetly on those of Jane Dow. He
was thinking that the mermaid’s
lips were not only cold, but dry
and not completely flexible, like the
carapace of a soft-shell crab. The
mermaid’s tongue, suited to the
eviction of whelk and the scything
of kelp, could draw blood. (It
never had, but it could.) And her
breath smelt of fish. -

He said, when he could, “What

were vou thinking?”
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She answered, but he could not
hear her.

“What?”

She murmured into his shoul-
der, “His teeth all point inwards.”

Aha, he thought.

“John,” she said suddenly, des-
perately, “there’s one thing you
must know now and forever more.
I know just how things were be-
tween you and /er, but what you
have to understand is that it wasn’t
the same with me. I want you to
know the truth right from the very
beginning, and now we don’t
need to wonder about it or talk
about it ever again.”

“Oh you're fine,” John Smith
choked. “So fine. ... Let’s go.
Let’s get out of here before—before
moonrise,”

Strange how she fell into the
wrong and would never know it
(for they never discussed it again),
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and forgave him and drew from
that a mightiness; for had she not
defeated the most lawless, the love-
liest of rivals?

Strange how he fell into the
wrong and forgave her, and drew
from his forgiveness a lasting pride
and a deep certainty of her eternal

_ gratitude.

Strange how the moon had risen
long before they left, yet the mer-
maid and the merman never came
at all, feeling things as they
strangely do. '

And John swam in the dark sea
slowly, solicitous, and Jane swam,
and they separated on the dark
beach and dressed, and met again
at John'’s car, and went to the
lights where they saw each other
at last; and when it was time, they
fell well and truly in love, and

surely that is the strangest touch
of all.

Epithalamium

Fantasy, technology
Marry on the pages
Where a Golem can outrant
Furioso’s rages.

Fantasy, technology—
Choruses are ringing
For their bridal. Quick—a tape
Of the mermaids’ singing!
DORIS PITKIN BUCK
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