DON'T GET TECHNATAL: by  (on reynolds

For several moments Stem had ered his tyvewriter ominously, con-
atirg vhether he should utter the urvtterable, Finallys
ai" he roared, "I can't write ey mcrel TLock, lcok at that}"
the sheet out of the rellers snd crunpled it in his f st. "I
1 it would be this way," Lc said, "I weuldn't have voted for
Tecknoeracy is rvining everythinzy®
L1la Stern, preoceupied with her mitting, slanced up in herror,
o temper," she-exclaimed, “Can't you reen your veice dewn?" She
e]nl':‘ln.'l:h her work, "There now," she cried, "you male me drop a

“I want to be-a writerl" Samvel Stern lamented, turaing with grim
cyes to his wife, "And the Teclnete has sy-iled my fun,"

"The vey you tall, Samvel," said his wife, "I nctually believe you
vant tc go back te that burbafism prevalent in the DARI THIRTIES;"

"It sounds like one damned-good idcal" ne said, "At least I'd have
seimething decent, or indecent, to-write arouti"

"iiat can you mean?" she asked, tilting her heed back end thinking,
"Ly can't you write? Trere are just ocdles of things I can thinlt of
thet care readeble,” :

Something lilke a tenr rolled down Sesuel's cheel, "o more gang-
sters, no more banl: robieries, nc moxre holduns, nc more good, cld-fos-
hioned burglories, no nore vice gengsl' He veice grew lachrymose oS
he proceeded down an infinite line cf no moxes', "iioc more ssdness,”
he clmost-sobred, "Everybody's neppy, contented, Fec more strife and
aord werk, Ok, for the doys when = gangland massacre was headline
sccey for mel!

"Tushi" sniffed Della, "iave you been drinking again, Samuel?"

Iie hiceoughed gently,

"T thought so," she said,

"I hod to do sometking," he declered, "Ifn zoing nuts for want of a
Lot
" ‘Bella Stern 1loid her Mmitting aside end wallzed to the balceny, loo-
ed nmcditatively down intc the Yeyming cenyon of the 1Tcw Yor!l: street
fifty stories belar, She turned baelr to Sam with a reminlscent smile,

" rot write a love stoxy?"

T1" Stern shet out oi-his elwixr like a hooked eel,
, ves," she concluded, "A nice love story would be very enjoy-

YLOVEL" Stern's volce wes thielz with sarcesa, "Hhy we don't even
Love decent leve these doys, A man con't meryy o women for licr money,
n¢ vien-verca, Everyone under Technecrcey getz the senc amount of
»cdit, ¥o more Remo, no more climony, ne nore breach of premise, or
:w suits}y Bverything is cut ¢nd dricd, The days of society weddings

coming out parties sre gonme~-cousc cveryone is cquel, I can't

t: noliticol criticisms about graft in ths sovermment, cbeut slums
terrible living couditions, cbout poor starving mothers cnd their
i¢s, REverything is clay--okay--oXay--" hig voicc sobbed off into
m.rlc':l« should mole you very hopny," ccwntered his wife,

“tmich maliez me very sick,™ grovled- Srrucl Stern, "Lools, Bell, all
my life I wented %o be ¢ writer, ONey, I'm writing for the pulp
magazines for a coupla yeors, Right? 0Ley. Then I'm writing sea stos
rics, gengstors, politiczl viows, first class buap~offs, I'm hadny..




t c Then--~bingel -in comes Tccimoeracy, mokes everyore
3: Tn;'?_)f{u;ﬁ?bgt{, 3:22 mel n‘f Just con't stond writing;':;'hgv stuifltiie
onle rcod today, Lverything is science and ecduertion," ilc rulilc
¥ig thick black hoir with his fingers ocnd glared. ine whed
"You should be jJoyful thit the porvletion is st work doins whed
they went to do," Rella heemed,

:écm ’;onxgnuc& muthering to himsclf. 'They tool all the sex f?"ﬁ-
zines off the nmeret iirst thing, cll of the ganastor& m‘hfﬂ'*‘ *{’E N
‘Cotective mublications, They been edueeting the children cnc molzing
wedel eitizens out of them."

“Which 1s as 1t-should be,'-finished Bella, = e

WDg you realizc," he blazcd, whipning his finger ot her% uha..tf §°r
two ycers there hoz;n't been morc tien o dozen murders in the city?
Fot onc suicidc or gong woer-=-or-=" - .

"Jeavensi" siched Belln, "Don't be nrehistoric, Sam, There hesn't
becn enything weolly criminel for twenty ycors now. Thiz is 127]5,
you xnow," She e over ond potted him gently on the shoulders "Way
don't you writc sonctiing scicncu-iictional?!

"I don't lile =eicnec," he spot,

UThen your onlw altorn tive is love," she dcelored firmly,

He formed the deanicenble word with hisg lins, then: "l.To. I went some-
thing new end diffcrent," ¢ ot up rnd strode to the window., In the
penthouse below he sew heli r dozen robots moving nbowt spcedlly,
working, Fis focc 1it up sutdenly,-1itc thet of ¢ tiger syying his
arey, TJuaping Jigwhcelsi" he cerlcd, “iny didn't-I thinl of it beforet
Robots) IT1l write o love story cbout {wo 1obots,™

Bcllo scuclehcd him, "Be scneible," she said, -

"It-might heppen somc day," he argued, "Just thin®, Leve oiled,
velded, built of cl, wircd for scundl™ He lavghed triumphantly, but
it wes o low lawgh, '¢. strenge little sound, Bella cipceted him to
btect his chest next, "Robets:ftll in love ot first sisht,” he announ-
ccd, "ond blow an vudio tubcl"

Bella smiled tolorantly., "You're s o chi ron-
why I marricd you rently, Moulre such & child, Sam. I sometimes won

Stern san): dowm, burning clewvly, o cerinson flush rising in his= foce,
Only helf o dozen murders in tvo yeors, hic thought. Ne more polities,-
no morc to write cbout, Iic hod 4o have o story, just had to have onc,
Le'd go erazy if soucthing didn'+ ¢n zoen, His broin was cliching
furiously, A collicpe of thought wes tooting in his subconscious. Hc
aed to have a story, He turned cnd looled ot hiz wife, Bells, who
stood watehing the eir treffic go by the window; bonding over tho sill,
looring down into the strect fidty floors below, o o »

eesssand then he reoched slewly wnd quictly ior his atomie aun.



