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Even the good wars of Moderan caon pall on the new-metal
man in his Stronghold. One begins to think, can thers be a
purpose in life? One begins to make . ...

The

FINAL
DECISION

TEEL you can be rid of. Eas-
ily. You just lay it by. Melal
is a fine Lhing to leave stacked in
corners or along ditches of roads.
Or mell it down. When you're
TIROUGH. Our new-melal alloy
“replacements”—whal a fine deal
. . .10 live forever, ho!!!

To live [orever; (o be our true
bad selves. Ilow fine it sounded.
What a grand plan] But have
you ever lain back at lhe switch
panel in your War Room with
your fort on the slatus of Con-
Llinuous Blasl for weeks on end?
Karoom karoom keroom. How it
palis. 1low it tires. How you be-
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By DAVID R. BUNCH

gin to ask yourself, this is for
what? what purpose, hey? But
you pruse once—jyou rest just a
little before the general amnesty
goes out with the white flags up
and you're dead, your walls flat-
tened, your Slronghold crushed
lo dust. So whal's to do? Year
afier year you lie back in your
Stronghold and ride wilh the
general plan. They want war,
you war. They decide to peace it
awhile, you send up your white
flag along with lhe jolly rest



And you smile your teeth at the
seasons and let ilme roll. After
all, you have a loi of it—lime.
In Moderan.

One morning, say—il's a June
Wednesday—the vapor shield is
blue in memory of Lhose old
blue skies, the rockets are firing
erroump arroump arroump, the
walking doll bombs are rolling
out toward all the Enemies and
the Honest Jakes are homing
down just fine {0 the kill—in
fact, it's a perfect war. Then
what? Suddenly your heart kicks
up in ils setlings and you feel
like doing eome poema or Bsor-
rowing up on ode or two, Or you
wanl lo go love your neighbor
end tell him how wrong is (he
war. Can you do it in this so-
ciely? In Moderan! You dare!
And anyway, what is TRUTH—
the poems or the war? lelling
your neighbor it's wrong, or
emiling your leeth bare while
his poor green blood spots Lhe
plastic?

But before I tell you what I've
decided to do concerning this
TRUTH-PURPOSE Big Question, let
me say I've tasted Lhe sweets.
T've been the top war man for
many a vapor shield. (A vapor
shleld is a month, in Moderan,
in case you hadn't heard). I've
had them all &t bay, my rockets
beautifully firing for many a
Moderan year. I've done the civie
thing 100. I've helped the poor
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slruggling Sironghold against
the bully one. I've ganged up on
the arrogant lo blast them down
for trees. (A fine melal park
now “grows” and glows wilh
shining shrubs where many a
bully Sirenghold once stood and
defied our happy laws). I've
(rained ever so many boys, refu-
gees from O1d Life in Far Wide,
made them lean clean cilizens for
the Program, cleared them of
Conscience Cluiter and Moral
Know, gol them ready for Joya.
I've sung the hymns on Gads
Sonsday, done my prayers Lo the
Needle Building, the Court men,
ihe Hall men, the God-pieces far
and wide. And each and every
penance day has found me with
my little plastic bag of penance
Lears slung down from a new-
melal hand, my lalesl war medal
around my neck, marching with
my baltle opposites—plop plip
plap over the homeleas plastic—
going to the ceremonies, doing
penance because as a man 1 had
not, as indeed no man has, been
perfect. Yes, 1 had won all my
wars, bul—well, who ever wins
them as wel! as he mlght have
won—who ever had as many as
he might have had wilh a liltle
more hard irying?

And now let me try a confes-
gion. (I'm not ashamed. I've
sought Truth). Let me confess
thal along with all these high
accomplishments of war I've also
been a lover. Ah yes, I kmow it's
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unusual. 1 know I shake yeu,
somewhat. But I reach for Truth
—all Trulh. I, the greatest of all
the Slronghold masters, with my
war medals stacked case on case
—here on the brink of an Ul
timate Decision I confess that I
have known, have felt, have been
among that unrensonable, unreli-
able word “love.” I am guilty, but
I am not sorry; 1 am mnot
ashamed. Here in this sieel-rib-
bed land, this plastic-coated iron
and concrete new-melal place,

" where we practise strength and
speculate on armor, dedicated to
he high principle that only hate
ig reliable and finally true, 1
was a lover! I seem 1o brag. Per-
haps I do brag.

It slarted out as Joye. Joys let
me say, are fine in Moderan. Joys
are what we live for, Joys and
wars, and wars are, in a way,
of eourse the ullimate Joys. But
when a Joy iurns inte love,
you're ‘on dangerous ground. No
longer thinking clean, you may
be cluitered. You do not have,
perhaps, that sharp precise deci-
sion aboul you that you had when
you were clear and knew that
hate was the only reliable emo-
tion. Perhaps, in the final think-
ing, my greatness was truly my
temporary downfall.

It began at the great awards
festival that year in Warwing-
lon, the first year I won the dou-
ble honors, the one of the crossed
missiles and the award of Lhe
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eleven steel walls, The "award
of Lthe crossed missiles was given
me because I was the top blaster
in Moderan that year, having
leveled more recalcitrant Slrong-
holds as cleared places for lrees,
having fired more nuisance mis-
siles without knockeut harm lo
the Strongholds that lived clear-
and-true by Lhe rules of honor-
able war. The award of the eleven
walls was pinied because my in-
ventivenesa had come up with a
plan lhat had allowed my ser-
vanta to be meaner to each other,
that is, they had piled up more
hate points per capita than had
the servants of any other mas-
ter. —Well there I was, supreme
abroad and supreme at home, the
acknowledged mean-master of all
the lands of Moderan. It was a
heady eminence; it was a feat
to bloat the ribs and make one
stand up taller.

So I went to get my awards
that day in Warwinglon. At the
glittering Banquet of Honor I
inched out bold when my name
was called; plop plip plap 1 wav-
ered toward the dais, slow slow
23 we go working our hinges and
braces. But no one laughed, for
they were sleel men lco. What
a price we have paid for our
iron durability; what & bounty
went to some cruel god of realily
when we took the path of “re-
placemenls," accepted the new-
metal parts and played our

AMATING STORIES



flesh-strips down. How I longed
that shining day for one slrelch
of good striding, one minute with
firm young flesh on my steel-rod
legs and veal feet in my high-
polish war boots to reach me
forward in a jaunty step.

Amid the hearibreak wailing
of the jealous Slronghold mas-
ters at last I attained Lhe dais.
T stood there waving my joints
in a litle matler of mockery,
lined my leg “replacements” up
Lo sland me Lo Lallest tall, pulled
full my new-metal lungs and
stared down inte ihe honorable
hating faces. Then the applause
broke out, salve on salvo of honor
done by slee hands bealing steel
hands. Outside in the parks the
honor missiles fired. Yes, as I
said earlier, 1 have tasted lhe
sweels.

On the dais Lhal day occurred
ihe unusual thing for me the
double-honora winner. And it
was ullimalely my temporary
downfall. While I slood chest-
proud and isll-up for the pinning
on of the honors, someone flicked
on the ladies. What I mean to
say is, while lhe ceremonial
master was fastening my medals
{0 me, a servani lype rose up, &
siage hand kind of persom, and
went oll around on the dais and
flicked to ON the Jife-switches of
all Lhe new-melal ladies that dec-
orated our ceremonial area. Or-
dinarily it would have meant
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rnothing, fer our urges along
those linea are not usually more
than a light lukewarm in Moder-
an, and we have other things to
do of a more consecrated nature.
A lady for variety in Joys maybe
once or iwice a year, but other
ihan that—phoo! But tonight I
turned—and of such small things
are our lives twisted and warp-
ed and grrested, and made full.
My medals gleaming in gold, I
caught the eye of a charmer. I
was etlunned to blue-gold and
heaven-madness of dreaming, my
heart pistoning hard while I
stared. Later on in the show,
when in eulogy they were giving
me Everything—the world for
my greatneas, all the verbal blah
about how a people should be
proud, how much truly they owed
for my double-win example—I
said, trying bard for calm, going
big for the cool monchalance
while my heart hammered—
pointing, “Throw in the little
blue-eyed goldy-blonde one. I've
a spol for her in my statuary.”
So they loaded my wagons with
ladies when I readied for my
home. All of them I quickly melt-
ed down, except Lhe ONE!

Bul the ONEI Here on the
brink of the Final Deciding,
after all the eras, after all the
monotonous years of tasling the
sweets of honor, how I see her,
thinking back. Small and gold
&nd blue—how they molded her!
how her hinges were set in
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amooth! So I had laken her home
and had looked at her long and
well once and had eel her among
my statuary and had forgot her
—ail would have atill been safe.
Or I could have admired the
mechanics at great length, or &
lillle while, rubbed the rivets
and weld joints well and then
melted her down wilh my
torches. What's to harm? —Bul
po, I couldn’t do lhe prudent
thing. Not me!

But I was young then, for
Moderan. Perhaps I was feeling
a liltle ego-blosted that might
after Lhe.gaudy event in War-
wington, winning the double
honors. Perhaps they had spikéd
the punch-introven what Lhey
served at the Table of Heroes,
and not being used to it could be
it lingered long in my flesh-
strips. Or maybe it was just (hat
Lime for something long dead in
my heart-box lo shudder again
1o life and f d me. At any

darling, my sweelhearl—oNE! I
knew all at once, somehow that
things would never be Lhe same,
nol ‘quite, for me.

But I will not bore you with
the full-rose song of our love,
How it would delight me to tell}
How it, perbaps, would pall on
you to read, for there are not
words for its juslice, and where
there words—well, who is @&
master chooser? Let the measura
of the event be read by you, be-
tween the lines, as it were, of
what happened to my fort.

Slronghold 10, my fort, was
expecled, after Lhe big deal of
the double-awards win, to blos-
som and bloom jinlo the lerror
of all Moderan. No one would be-
lieve otherwise. After all, [ was
young then (for Modersn) and
8 world of war and hale seemed
full of promise for & young man
and his fort. Ulumately we ful-
filled all the hopes of our well-

rate, I did not lake her home,
look at her long and well once
and (hen set her among my stat-
uary, the ball men, the siring-
metal maidens and the other
monstrosities of art that delight
me. I did not feel ker rivets and
weld joints well and then melt
her down to a lump, either]l Ah
no, nol old double-awards winner
mush-head me. I flipped her life-
switch to oN! And there stood
the goldy-blonde maiden, my
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wishers, but that was—well,
i . Right after the War-
wington ceremonies, when I

went home wilh my wagons full
of ladies and melted them all
down but the oNEl Slronghold
10 passed into almost Llotal
eclipse. Disgraceful? Surel My
missiles moulded in  their
lpunchers, 1he walking doll
bombs did not walk, the cold
winds whirled through the holes
the enemy warheads made in my
ramparts. But it was warm,
warm! in one inmost room of my

AMAZING -STORIES



Sironghold where I dallied. The
head weapons man would beat
a taltoo on my door day and
night (o report the batlle dam-
age, lo lell of our walls being
honeycombed. “In hell’s name,
sir, shall we fire?” he'd shriek.
“Fire? Fire!? What fire?” I'd
mumble, warm and dazed with
lave, and Lhen it'd be back to the
lips of my new-melal mietress o
work the lever bed in our great
ccslasy and leave the head
weapona man wringing hands
and wailing because I would not
glve Lhe order to fire. How could
I? I, give the order to fire in
wer! I had the greal blaze of my
own right there in bed, the big
bonflame of Jove.

But ullimatiely, of course, I
came to my senses. Everything
palls in awhile, even the Joys of
a new-melal mistress, and you
find you want something else,
even if she is your ONE-darling,
your sweel-honeydoll, the one
greal bang-boom of your heart.
1 wanted honors, The way Lo get
honors in Moderan was to let the
doll bombs roll, let the Honest
Jakea scream oul, let the high-
up weird shrieking Wreck-
Wrecks home lo Largets far and
wide. The morning I finally turn-
ed her life-switch lo OFF I was a
madman; 1 was everywhere at
once, ordering here a walil shored
up, here a missile fired and here
a doll bomb armed with a great-
er blaater head. I covered miles
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that day in the Slrongheld, in
my little runabout scoot, and the
world shuddered with war. Yes,
Stronghold 10 was again in the
lisls, battle-joined. Just say I
made up enough hate ground
Lhat year lo offsel the laggard
months and again won on poinls
the award of the crossed missiles
and slood down in Warwington
for the tinseled Banquet of
Heroes. The award of the eleven
steel walls, given for internal
meanness, eluded me that year,
and would until the departure of
the ONE. But later we got that
fixed up Loo.

And now perhaps you'll won-
der why I stand here on the
brink of n Final Decision,
a8 | mentioned earlier, and why
T make this Decision, I the great-
est, most honored man in all
Moderan. Not to be long-winded,
just say I'm quilling here lo
search a larger fleld. Temporar-
jly, I hope, bul it could very well
be permanent. Why? Perchance
—nay, not perchance—most
surely I do not know why, clear-
ly, I go. And surely the conjec-
turing should rest right here.
But something nags me, nay,
compels me, as it has man for
long, to talk much about that I
know of least. It is an urge not
to be denied, a thing of musl-do,
surely. .

Not to confuse you at the out-
set, when I speak of quilting, I
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mean QUITTING. I mean DpYING!—
Oh, didn’t it seem fine when first
we discovered the Lrick of “re-
placements” and knew, with new.
metal alloy the bulk of our bodily
splendor and our fleah-strips
few and played down, we could
live, could be, endlessly? How
the world in our dreams opened
up like a sweet-trance song going
forever. What a chance to win
honors. How much time for the
blasting, and time to improve
the techniques of blasling. Well,
1 think we came through on that

point. We have improved the,

techniques of blasting. And hon-
ors—many honors were won. But
though we talk on and nibble in
for a million words, hew blast
to the heart of the problem?
What's lo say? I could say I'm
tired. I'm not Lired, not phyai-
cally, New-metal alloy doesn't
tire. I could say I'm full up with
honors, quite bloaled with
achlevement and have no more
worlds to conquer, That’s nearer
Lhe truth, but that's not quite it
—not the last part, at any rate.
There is a world left to conquer,
or be conquered by, or slip into
quietly like a new-metal mouse
holing behind a wall. There is a
world—

And now I'm faced with it, by
my own Decision. I may as well
tell you. The greatest in Moder-
an 1o be the firat to crack in
Moderan? Ireny] Irony! Ironyl
But lhe years have piled up on
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my flesh-strips, the honors have
come, have come, the blasting
has gone on and goes on year
afler year, the truth of hate in
our land goes beautifolly, and
yet the final thing comes no
closer to a settlement. Purpose?
PURPOSE! That T would know.
Must know,

By my own hand—and this is
MY Decialon—I shall disassem-
ble myself. I have one trusled
servanl. None of you know him.
I keep him In a box in &8 moat
secret far place. At my signal he
will come, at nighl from thal far
place through a secrel iunnel,
along an anclent and forgolten
Lube, up through a lid in the floor.
He will help me with the last riv-
els. Perhaps we’ll jesl a bit—who
knows? while we're taking my
body down. Perhaps a last toast
taken in inlroven. And then we'll
—oh Lord, only he will!—the
thought disturbs me thoughI lry
10 mash it down—only he will
stack my body along a wall! All
excepl the flesh-strips. Those he
will take with him quletly that
night, stored in preservative,
back through the secret floor
hole and along the dim tunmel
miles to store “me” (my fesh)
with him in the box, all accord-
ing to my prearrangement of
ecommands on & tape [ have pre-
pared, And I will go—who, what
knows How I will go? somehow
at the separalion of Lhe lasl

AMAZING STORIES



flesh-sirips, the last nerve strand
and the last rivet. Who, what
knows WHERE I will go?

Bui I must go. To find out
PURPOSE. The yeara have brought
me finally lo that decisfon. My
Stronghold I will put on dormant
for the planned duration of my
departure. [ have let my truce
credits accumulate until 1 have,
in [unds, many while flags. As
the top blaster in Moderan, far
shead on war, I have no batlle
commitlments that are crucial.

Will I come back? I plan (o. I
plan to come back and tell all of
you of my iravels. If T do not
come back? If I am trapped oul
there, held in some stiltborn
quletness, some hanging immen-
sily of vold, Incomprehensible,
space-locked slillness of stillness,
oh God? Well, thal has been ar-
ranged for, for indeed il is a pos-
sibility. After a certaln time, al
commanded in Lhe tape of my pre-
arrangements, the litUe servant
man will return from the secret
box In the far place. I expect to
be back Lhen welllng to help
him put me, my body, back to-
gether. But if I am nol back

then, I will not be back, then.
(Oh, tet us pun a little here even
on the brink of Death). My Resh-
strips will go 1o my hend weap~
ons man then, In a diferent
arrangement, of course, for ha
cannol, must nol, be me, and
Stronghold 10 will go on, almoslL
as before, into a new ern of

blasling.
S0 you ses this Flnal Decl-
sion lg Indeed a final decl-

slon. But if the risks are high,
the stakes are Indeed of the
highest. I Lake thls course freely
here on Lhe eminence of my
beaped honora. 1 have sought
TRUTH and found it exisled for
me not only in the fine clean
hates of the Moderan Strong-
holds bul also in the fine hot love
of a new-melal mistress long
ago, when I was very young. [
Bow seek 8 higher thing—PUR-
POSE. Since 1 have not found out
PURPOSE completely in the blasat-
ing, the Joys, the loves, the
hates, the life of Moderan, I'll
seek il across the lne. May for-
tune smile on my venlure. Oh
yes, for us all!

THE END
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