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BY RICHARD WILSON

Have it yur
own way

Step right up, folks! Anything your heart desires

is yours for the asking. Cream on your strawberries?

A chauffeur for your Rolls-Royce? Two swimming

pools for your country place? That was how things

seemed to shape up for our friend Benton. Pie in the
sky and a blonde with a 44-inch bust.

ENTON was a pretty

blasé fellow but he didn’t
know what to make of the
girl with the forty-four-inch
bust.

It made her look top-heavy
because she was only about
five-feet-six and she had no
hips to speak of.

She had been standing in
the vestibule when he opened
his mailbox on his way home
from work. He'd never scen
her before. In fact, he’d never
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seen anything like her before.

She was smiling at him as
he took out his mail and so
he smiled back. Why not? He
approved of her eyes, which
were blue, and her hair,
which was long and yellow.

“Hello,” he said tentative-
ly. “You must be the new ten-
ant in 4A.”

“Yes,” she said, smiling
radiantly. “Do you live here
too?” Her blue eyes invited.

“Well, 'm not the mail-



man,” Benton grinned. “I'm
in 3B,” he added calculating-
ly. “Just a little bachelor
apartment. Would you like to
see it?”

Benton expected a polite
demur. Instead she said, “Yes,
I would.”

There was a Temporarily
Out of Order sign on the ele-
vator which had been there
for a week and as the girl pre-
ceded him up the narrow
stairs he admired the long
hair, the tight blue sweater,
the black skirt, nylon stock-
ings and tiny black shoes.

But he wished she hadn’t
accepted the invitation with
such alacrity. A man will
make an advance, sure, but
he’s thrown off balance if it’s
taken up immediately. There
should be an interval of cat
and mousc play, he thought.
A deccent interval. And then
he thought, who is the cat and
who the mouse?

He didn’t know what her

game was. It might even be
the badger game, with a
shakedown in prospect if he
misbehaved. Well, he would
try not to misbehave. His
estimate that the girl meas-
ured forty-four inches at the
chest was a matter of wonder
to him but not necessarily at-
traction. Sometimes there can
be a great deal too much of a
good thing.

She walked in when he un-
locked the door, still smiling,
and sat down in an armchair.
Her skirt hiked up to give him
a half-view of her perfect
knees.

“My name is Benton,” he
said, closing the door. “Ed
Benton. Excuse the mess. I
didn’t have a chance to clean
up after breakfast.”

He took the dirty dishes ‘o
the sink and pulled the plas-
tic curtain that shut off the
kitchenette from the living
room.
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She had said nothing, so he
asked:

“Can I get you a drink?”

She nodded, smiling more
widely, Her teeth were very
white and even and her lips
were rose red. She was a re-
markably pretty girl, if out
of proportion.

He made two drinks and
handed her one.

“Here you are, uh—Miss,”

he said. “What s your
name?”
“My name?” she said.

“What would you like it to
be?”

“What would I like it to
be?” he echoed. “I don’t
know. Marilyn, maybe, or
Jane, though they’re not real-
ly in your class.” He took a
long drink. He felt baffled.

“I will be Marilyn,” she
said. She stopped smiling
long enough to take a drink,
then beamed at him again.

Benton began to feel a little
high. He tried to shake it off.
He’d only had part of one
drink and it usually took him
at least three stiff ones to be-
gin to soar. He wondered
briefly if she'd slipped some-
thing into his glass, but that
wasn’t possible, It had never
left his hand.

He had been standing next
to her chair and now he
leaned over and kissed her on
the mouth. It was an impulse

he had been unable to con-
trol.

She kissed him back, not
aggressively, leaving her lips
soft under his. It was a very
satisfactory Kkiss.

He straightened up, said
“Well!” and looked into his
glass. There was a bit left.
He drained it and made him-
self a new drink. She still had
most of hers,

“Look,” he said, forcing
himself to keep his eyes on
his glass and stirring vigor-
ously, “what is this? Who are
you? It’s nice of you to drop
in, and all that, but why?”

“] am Marilyn. I am a—a
neighbor, I have come to call.
Have I done the wrong
thing ?”

“No, no,” he said hastily.
“Not at all. I just...”

Marilyn stood up and he
thought she was about to
leave. Instead she went to
him, took his glass and set it
down, put her arms around
him, bent her head to one side
and closed her eyes.

So he kissed her again. A
long, long kiss, interspersed
with nuzzlings and little
groans.

When they stepped apart
he tried to figure out what
had been different. Then he
had it. There was no tastc.
Her lipstick had no perfume,
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no flavor. Nor did her hair.
And now he saw that her lips
were as perfect as before—as
rose red and unsmeared. He
wiped his own lips with his
hand, but no color came off.

Of course there were sup-
posedly kissproof lipsticks,
but none of them stood up un-
der such a kiss as they’d ex-
changed. It was as if her lips
were permanently, indelibly
red.

She took another step back-
ward and he warned:

“Look out for the rug!”

But it was too late. It slip-
ped out from under her and
she went down, sliding along
the floor. As she slid, her
skirt was pushed up to her
waist.

He looked with interest,
then fascination. A scientific
fascination. Because her ny-
lon stockings did not end.
There were no tops to them.
The entire lower half of her
body, from her feet to her
waist, was nylon, with the
stocking seams gradually
disappearing into the backs
of her thighs. It was not a
garment she wore. She was
made of a molded nylon plas-
tic.

And, at the juncture of her
legs with her body, she was
no more anatomically defined
than a doll.

Marilyn, the girl with the
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forty-four-inch bust and the
nylon body, looked into a
full-length mirror in her bed-
room in 4A,

The image was perfect, she
thought, comparing it with a
color photograph of a movie
star after whom she’d been
modeled. Better than perfect.

But Benton, after a prom-
ising beginning, hadn’t been
friendly at all. The way he'd
looked at his watch and
frowned and hurried her out
of his apartment after she’d
slipped on his rug. (It was
tricky, this Earth gravity.)
She didn’t think he had an ap-
pointment at all. He was just
trying to get rid of her.

She couldn’t understand it.
She’d been prepared to give
him whatever he wanted.

She flicked a button in the
center of the chest they had
so carefully constructed for
maximum effect, and report-
ed:

“Scout R23 messaging.
Mission unsuccessful. Details
follow.”

Joe Hennessy should have
remembered. He'd gone bowl-
ing with the fellows from the
office after work and they’d
had a few drinks, He’d been
careful to put aside a dime
for carfare. He had more
money at home, so a dime was
enough.
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But now, at the subway
entrance, he realized it wasn’t
enough. They’d just raised the
fare to fifteen cents and he
was a nickel short. He knew
that, of course, but he'd for-
gotten.

Any of the fellows would
have been glad to lend him
a nickel, or even a dollar, if
he’d thought of it in time.
But they were scattered now.

Joe Hennessy supposed he
could get a nickel from al-
most any one of the dozens
of people flowing past him in
the street. I1t'd be embarrass-
ing, though, and he couldn't
bring himself to ask. He'd
also heard that a cop would
be glad to help somebody out
in such a fix. A cop would be
better than a stranger—it’d
be less like panhandling. But
still he didn’t like to do it.
He’d always paid his own
way and he didn’t like to be
beholden to anybody.

He was standing near the
subway kiosk in indecision
when the tall stranger in the
pearl-gray hat approached.

“Hello,” the stranger said.
He was in his mid-twenties,
apparently—Hennessy’s age.
“Can 1 help vou, friend?”

“Oh, hello.” Hennessy did-
n't like being approached
by strangers. He was always
afraid they would be pan-
handlers, or worse, instead of

direction-seekers. “Well, may-
be you can,” he said. “I need
a nickel for the subway.”

He began to tell how he
usually had more than enough
money, and about the bowling
with the fellows from the
office, but the stranger stop-
ped him with a smile and a
gesture of his hand.

“No need to explain. T un-
derstand. I am very glad to
be of assistance. Here.”

The stranger thrust a hand
into his side coat pocket and
brought out a sheal of bills.
They were fresh and bright
and clung together as if they'd
just come from the mint. The
stranger took one off the top
and offered it to Hennessy.

“Oh, I don’t need a dollar,”
Hennessy said. “Just a nickel.
You see, "

That was when he saw what
the bill was. It had a neat
“500” in each of the corners
visible to him and an un-
familiar picture in the middle.

IHennessy felt his mouth
drop open. The stranger vas
standing patiently, smiling, a
five-hundred-dollar bill in one
hand and an inch-thick stuick
of them in the other, waiting
for Iennessy to accent the
bill.

“Look” Hennessy said, his
voice rising to a treble, “I
don’t know what this is all
about. I only want a nicke! for
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ithec subway. That’s all. Just
a nickel. I don’t—"

Suddenly he couldn’t stand
it any more. The stranger's
smile and the fortune he held
so casually in his hands seem-
ed evil,

Hennessy fled. Away from
the stranger, away from the
subway kiosk, half running,
clutching his lone dime in his
sweating hand.

The man in the pearl-gray
hat sat at the desk in his
room and regarded the bills
piled in front of him. He took
more bills out of various
pockets and stacked them up
with the others.

“Why did he run?” he asked
himsclf. “1 was only trying
to help him. He wanted money
and that is what I offered to
him.”

He took a bill in his fingers
and examined it, comparing
it with another one he took
from his vest pocket.

“] thought they were per-
fect,” he said. “But there
must be something wrong
with them.

He sighed, scooped together
the five hundred million dol-
lars and shoved it into the
fireplace. He touched a match
to it here and there. It burned
very well.

He stood up and touched a
bution ¢n his chest.
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“Scout R67 reporting. Mis-
sion unsuccessful. Details fol-
low.”

The Politician prided him-
self on being accessible. He
was especially accessible when
he was out of office.

So he said he would be very
glad to see Mr. Bang.

“Have I got the name
right?” he asked his recep-
tionist over the interoffice
phone. “Bang?”

“Yes, sir,” she said. “Mr.
Bang. He didn’t give a first
name.”

“Well, send him in.”

The Politician got up and
leaned across his big oak desk
to shake hands,

“Very glad to see you, Mr.
Bang. Very glad indeed.”

Mr. Bang sat his thick,
prosperous-looking bulk in the
visitor’s chair.

“I wunderstand,” he said
without preamble, “that you
would like to be Governor.”

“Well, now, ha, ha,” the
Politician said, thrown off
balance. “You might say
rather, my dear Mr. Bang,
that it is my desire to serve
the people of this great State
to the best of my poor talents,
in whatever capacity they
choose to install me.”

“Yes, of course,” said Mr.
Bang. “But you should not be
unhappy if they were to in-
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stall you as Governor. At
least, that is my information.”

“Mr. Bang,” the Politician
said, dropping his voice and
leaning across the desk, “I
don’t know who you are, but
I can tell this much—you are
a man of political acuity. Have
a cigar—and a drink, per-
haps ?—while we discuss this
matter.” He picked up the
phone. “Miss Grant, 1 don’t
wish to be disturbed for the
next half hour.”

Mr. Bang accepted the cigar
and the liquor and then, drop-
ping his voice to the con-
spiratorial level the Politician
had adopted, said.

“T can make you Governor.”

“You are aware, I suppose,
that the other party is in
power, that the present
Governor has no intention of
stepping down, and that the
election is better than two
years away?”’

“Petty details,” said Mr.
Bang, waving them away
with the pudgy hand that
held the cigar. “If his Excel-
lency the Governor were to
die tomorrow, who would
succeed him?”

“The Lieutenant Governor,
of course.”

* “Precisely. And is it not
true that the Lieutenant
Governor is an aging man who
is happy to have the prestige
of his subsidiary office but

who would be dismayed by the
responsibility and hard work
of the Governorship? Would
he not step down?”

“Well, yes, I have heard
that said.”

“I can guarantee it,” M.
Bang said. “And does not the
State constitution provide
that if the Governorship is
vacated by death and if the
Lieutenant Governor is not
available to succeed him, there
must be a special election?”

“Ah!” said the Politician.
“That is true. And I could
win a special election hands
down. The other party doesn’t
have anybody but a bunch of
hacks available at this time.”
He smiled to himself. But
then he frowned.

“We overlook one item in
this little game of supposition,
Mr. Bang. The Governor hap-
pens to be a young man of
forty-three, in the best of
health. He is not going to die
tomorrow, and probably not
for the next quarter century.”

“He will die tomorrow,”
said Mr. Bang positively, “if
you wish me to arrange it for
you"l

“My dear sir!” said the
Politician. He seemed gen-
uinely shocked.

“It will look like a heart
attack and no suspicion will
attach itself to anyone—least
of all to you.”



The Politician stood up,
quivering with outraged dig-
nity. “Get out, sir!” he boom-
ed. “Leave my office at once
before I call the police! Of
all the underhanded tricks! I
knew the Governor was a
shrewd operator, but I didn’t
believe he would stoop to such
means to discredit me. Out,
sir!”

Mr. Bang stood up in con-
fusion.

“This is no trick,” he said.
“T can make you Governor. It
is your great desire, And from
the Governorship it is but a
step to the Presidency, as you
know.”

The Politician snapped on
the interoffice phone. “Miss
Grant, 1 want you to hear
this, too. . . . Leave my office
immediately, Mr. Bang, or
whatever your name is. And
tell your friend the Governor
that I refused to fall for his
outrageous trap. And that if
he ever dares even to allude
to it, I shall ruin him by
spreading the truth from one
end of the State to the other!”

Mr. Bang opened his mouth,
then closed it again. He put
down the cigar, then turned
and left, a very puzzled man.

The heavy-set Mr. Bang
reasoned later than his failure
to interest the Politician in
the Governorship must be
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traced to insufficient informa-
tion. Years had been spent in
gathering facts but some-
where they had overlooked
something. These people who
on the surface seemed to
have no scruples whatever ap-
parently had a strongly-de-
veloped moral sense deep in-
side them which caused them
to react entirely unpredict-
ably.

Mr. Bang snapped on his
communicator:

“Scout R9 reporting. Mis-
sion unsuccessful. Details fol-
low.”

They had met in a fancy
cocktail lounge—the sultry
girl in the gold lamé gown
and the distinguished gentle-
man with the touch of gray at
his temples—and now they
were in his penthouse apart-
ment drinking twenty-five-
year-old Scotch.

“I’ve never met a man like
you,” the girl said, looking at
him invitingly under her long,
curving eyelashes. “So dis-
tinguished—so witty—so je
ne sais quoi.”

“You embarrass me, my
dear,” he said. “It is I who
should pay you the compli-
ments. But compliments are
such empty things. Unlike
this, for instance.”

And he handed her a string
of perfectly-matched pearls.
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Then he went to a closet and
returned with a coat of ex-
quisite fur.

“Or this,” he said. “Sable—
what mink only pretends to
be.”

She exclaimed delightedly
and hugged the gifts to her.
Then she threw them aside
and said:

“Though I value them be-
cause they are from you, they
are only material things.
There are more important
things.” She stepped close to
him, her arms at her sides,
her chest high, her head back.
“There is you—and me. I can-
not resist you. Take me. I am
yours.”

His arm went to circle her
waist. But then he stopped. A
quizzical look crept across his
face.

“Something is wrong,” he
said. “Haven’t we met be-
fore?”

She had begun to lean to-
ward him, but now she
hesitated.

“T have that feeling, too.”
She smiled and looked at him
closely. She touched his chest
over the gleaming white
starched shirt,

“That’s right,” he said. “We
have met—in the maintenance
depot. And you've found my
communication switch. I see
yours, too—” he touched it,
midway down the deep v of
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her gown “—cleverly dis-
guised as a fetching little
mole. You'’re . . .”

“Scout R84,” she laughed.
“Reporting another failure.
And you?”

“R206,” he said. “Humil-
iating, isn’t it?”

The Coordinator on duty
looked disgustedly at the com-
pilation, especially at the last
entry which showed that robot
scouts 84 and 206 not only
failed in their mission among
the I1I Solians but had ended
up trying to give things away
to each other.

Project Friendship, it had
been called euphemistically.
Among themselves the  Co-
ordinators referred to it as
the Giveaway Program, or
Give and Then Take.

But so far—and [II Sol
was the fifth planet in as
many solar systems where
they’d tried out the project—
they hadn’t even been able to
give,

The Chief would not be
pleased. The Chief had de-
voted a lifetime to the study
of beings such as those on the
green planet—“human” be-
ings whose numbers were
such that they could not be
conquered from without but

had to be subverted from
within,
Thg Chief’s study had
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shown that the beings had
three main drives — sex,
money and power. So it had
seemed perfectly clear that
the way to gain their friend-
ship was to exploit these
factors to the fullest. Then,
having won their friendship,
it would be a simple matter
to take over the planet.

But it hadn’t worked. There
were other intangibles ticking
away in these tall bipeds of
III Sol. Suspicion was one
and he imagined that honor
was another.

It hadn’t worked, the Co-
ordinator knew from having
watched five projects fail, be-
cause the Chief hadn’t learned
from experience. The Co-
ordinators had, but the Chief
wouldn’t listen to them. No-
body could tell him anything.
He’d worked out his plan a
century ago, he’d got the Mas-
ters’ approval, and he'd fol-
lowed it blindly ever since.

The 11I Solians had a slogan
for pecople like his Chief,
the Coordinator remembered
from one of the robots’ re-
ports—You can’t teach an old
dog new spots. Something like
that. The Chief hadn’t even
modified the robots where the
Coordinators had showed him
they were imperfect,

The Coordinator sighed.
He looked again at the panel
with its thousand lights—each

HAVE IT YOUR OWN WAY

ruby glow representing a
scout that had failed, and not
a single amber one to show
even a partial success.

With what he knew now,
if given the chance, he might
be able to accomplish some-
thing where the Chief’s ob-
stinacy had made it im-
possible. He was sure he could.
Why not take the chance?
Why not experiment? °

The Coordinator stopped
sighing and straightened up
purposefully.

Then, when the Chief came
in to have a look at the panel,
the Coordinator decorporeat-
ed him with a neat blast from
the hip.

He exulted, and recalled
another phrase from III Sol.

“The Chief is dead, long
live the Chief!” he cried as
the old Chief vanished into
molecules.

The new Chief flicked on all
circuits and announced his
accession to leadership.

Then he set the communi-
cator to III Sol humming.

“Attention all scouts!” he
commanded. “Attention all
scouts! Stand by for modifica-
tion instructions.

“Feminoids will immediate-
ly reduce circumferential
chest measurements by eight
inches. Object realism. Fur-
ther modifications will be
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made at your next visit to
the maintenance depot.
“Masculoids will, . . .”

Marilyn, known also as
Scout R23, now an attractive
but unspectacular size 36,
came out of the maintenance
depot feeling like a new wo-
man, In fact, she felt like a
woman for the first time.

She flushed enjoyably when
two sailors whistled at her as
they passed. She didn’t turn
to look, much less go after
them, as she would have be-
fore modification.

She walked on along the
busy street. She had no trou-
ble with the gravity now,
having been rearranged in-
ternally, and was able to step
nimbly aside when a fat wo-
man came unexpectedly out of
a department store entrance.

There was a waft of per-
fume as the woman swept by.
Marilyn stopped, then went
into the store on impulse, to
buy a flagon of perfume for
herself.

On the way in she picked
a last name off the door.

She was Marilyn Macy now.

Within six months she had
a husband and a different last
name, Occasionally, during
the early part of their mar-
riage, she heard vague mur-
murings just outside her ear.
The murmurings seemed to

34

have a desperation to them
and if she paid close attention
she could pretty easily makc
out the words:

“Attention all scouts! Im-
perative, repeat imperative,
that you report activities.
Non-reporting is a violation
punishable under Robot Code
AL

But in time the murmur-
ings became vaguer and more
distant. Then, one day, they
had ceased altogether.

For some years many of
the other nine hundred and
ninety-nine ex-robots held on
annual get-together, traveling
to it from the cities and towns
to which they had been as-
signed. They called themselves
the Robot Society and at first
there were two factions, the
Fundamentalists and the In-
tegrationists. The Funda-
mentalists were always. get-
ting up resolutions and mani-
festoes and having grim
debates about duty and con-
science, while the Integra-
tionists had parties in each
other’s rooms. It wasn’t long
before the Fundamentalists
realized what they were miss-
ing and, in one last resolution,
shortened their name to the
first syllable, then voted to
Integrate.

Gradually attendance at the
get-togethers declined and one
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year nobody showed up at
all. . ..

The ex-robot with the pearl
gray hat bought himself a
more fashionable homburg
and other clothing to go with
it. He drew another five hun-
dred million dollars from the
maintenance depot but this
time he didn’t attempt to give
it away.

He chose a good solid name,
Van Renssalaer Whitney, told
the yacht salesman he was
distantly related to the Whit-
neys, hired a crew for the
yacht and sailed off for
Mexico by way of the Horn.

Mr. V. R. Whitney now
lives extremely well at Aca-
pulco. He still hears voices
occasionally but he's forgotten
what they mean. Twice a
month he visits a good analyst
who frankly admits he doesn’t
know what they mean either
but who feels that Mr. Whit-
ney is making a good adjust-
ment to them.

In a penthouse apartment
with a seemingly inexhaust-
ible supply of twenty-five-
year-old Scotch a distinguish-
ed gentleman and a ravishing-
ly beautiful girl are living
happy, completely useless
lives. When they hear the
voices begin they put a jazz
record on the custom-built
phonograph with the hi-fi and
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binaural sound, turn up the
volume and have a drink.

Mr. Bang evolved by rapid
stages into Congressman
Banghart J. Carew. He repre-
sents a safe district and with
reasonable luck he expects to
be a Senator before too many
years have passed. He doesn’t
want to be Governor himself,
but there’s an honest, hard-
working Assistant District
Attorney he considers his
protégé, who is beginning to
make a name for himself as a
racket-buster and is fine
gubernatorial timber.

Congressman B. J., Carew
once ran into a prominent
politician at a testimonial din-
ner and the politician looked
at him quite sharply for a
moment, but then shook his
head and turned away.

The Congressman is well-
liked in Washington. But oc-
casionally, as he sits in the
House of Representatives, he
will hear a whispering near
his ear and then he will ask
leave to make a one-minute
speech, and this drowns out
the whisperings.

He almost always speaks
against immigration, de-
nouncing bigger quotas for
aliens, and the liberal groups
who support him can’t under-
stand this one blot on an
otherwise brilliant and dis-
tinguished record.



