FANTASTIC ..°. .0

STORIES OF IMAGINATION

REG. U. S. PAT. OFF,

Publisher
MICHAEL MICHAELEON

Editorial Director
NORMAN M. LOBSENZ

Editor
CELE GOLDSMITH

NOVELET

THE COSMIC RELIC
By Eric Frank Russell .......... 80

SHORT STORIES

A SMALL MIRACLE OF FISHHOOKS AND
STRAIGHT PINS

By David R. Bunch ............ 51
THE FACE IN THE MASK

By Estelle Frye .,............ 54
LQ.
By Mack Reynolds .......... .. 63
ONE BAD HABIT
By Arthur Porges .......... e 122
SERIAL

SECOND ENDING

By James White .....cciuiienn é
(First of two pdrts)

FEATURES
EDITORIAL ......ovvvvvnnnrnsenss B

COMING NEXT MONTH .......... 129
Cover: ALEX SCHOMBURG

%

Zirr-DAvis PUBLISHING COMFPANY, One Park
Avenue, New York 16, New York. William 7ifF,
President; W. Bradford Briggs, Executive \ice
President; Michae! Michaelson, Vice President
and Cireulation Director; H. B. Sarbin, Vice
President and General Manager; M. T. Birming-
bham, Jr., Vice President and Business Manager;
Charles Housman, Financial Vice President;
Richard Kislik, Treasurer.

*

Copyright © 1961 by Ziff-Davis Publishing Compony. All rights reserved.



L.

By MACK REYNOLDS

Ilystrator IVIE

In a time when teaching machines and batteries of

educational tests seem to be determining the

intellectual nobility of the next generation,

this story has meaning for all of us.

N the way over to the Admin-

istration effices Professor
Roy Thomas McCord was
stopped several times by stu-
dents and colleagues offering
congratulations. He tried to pro-
test their prematureness but
they brushed his objections
aside. They all knew he’d come
through. )

He'd expected in the period it
would take to stroll to Peterson’s
office to find time to read a few
pages of the book of verse he’'d
brought along, but he was inter-
rupted often enough that he gave
up.

A youngster named Doolittle,
an earnest chap in Physica who
probably was going to flunk out
this term, took off his hat and
said breathlessly, “Everybody
says you've made it, sir.”

“Thanks,” Roy said. “Every-

body seems to think so but me.
Quite the most difficult tests I've
ever seen. It should give the
I1.B.M.s quite a mechanical head-
ache grading them. Good heav-
ens, Doolittle, put your hat back
on. Do you think I'm a lady?”
He laughed in embarrassment.

Doolittle said earnestly, “Aca-
demician. Only the third one this
school has produced. And you're
hardly mere than thirty, sir.”

“Well, that’s no reason to take
your hat off.“

“It is for me, sir.”

“Oh, get along with you, Doo-
little. But thanks, again.”

In Peterson’s anteroom, Na-
dine looked up from her desk and
beamed at him. “It's all over that
you took highest awards, Profes-
gor McCord. Or should I say,
Academieian McCord?”

Roy tried to keep from flush-
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ing. I haven't heard officially,
Nadine. But anyway, the name is
Roy, if you'll recall.”

“Hardly,” she grinned back at
him. “We can hardly call the
school’s only living Academician
by his first name.”

His smile was a bit on the wan
side. “I'm not sure I'm going to
like it then.” She was speaking in
jeast but there was all too much
truth in what she said

Nadine said, “Superintendent
Peterson is waiting for you. Just
go right in.” She chuckled -her
soft Nadine laugh. “In fact, sir,
I doubt if you'll ever be waiting
in this office for an appointment
ever, ever, again. Not even a Su-
perintendent of Deans allows an
Academician to wait en him.”

“Go on with you,” Roy said
uncomfortably. “And don't call
me sir. You make me feel old.”

“Your mother called,” Nadine
said after him. “Said to be sure
you didn't forget this afternoon.”

“All right,” he said over his
shoulder. “Thanks, Nadine.”

Adarm1 Peterson wasn't ordi-
narily the type to gush, but to-
day he was absolutely overflow-
ing. Of course, it didn’t hurt the
school’'s reputation, nor his, to
have produced a scholar of Roy
Thomas McCord’s aptitudes.

He shook hands drastically.

Roy said, “Well, I suppose
your enthusiasm indicates it’s
official. All the way over here
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I've been getting congratula-
tions.”

“It’s official all right, all
right,” Peterson glowed. “Sit
down, Roy. Here, this chair.
Great Scott, man. I suppose I
should really call you sir.”

Roy laughed uncomfortably.

“At any rate, the examinations
put you twelfth in the nation.
Twelfth! And at the ageof . . .”

“Thirty-two,” Roy supplied.

“Such a short time!”

Roy took the heavy leathern
chair. “Such a long time,”” he
said.

Peterson had hustled over to
his small, portable bar and was
examining his stock. “A drink,
of course. This calls for celebra-
tion!"”

“Sherry would be fine,” Roy
said.

Peterson came back with the
drinks and handed the new Acad-
emician his Spanish wine. The
usually glum faced Superintend-
ent of Deans was the one ex-
pressing the elation he evidently
expected in the other. He took
his own chair and beamed.
“Salud!” he said.

Roy muttered a standard re-
sponse and sipped at the wine.

Peterson said, “What do you
mean, such a long time?”

Roy made a wry face, in self
deprecation. “Twenty-five years,"”
he said. And then, with seeming
non-relevancy, “Youth.”

The older man frowned at him.
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“Great Scott, man, you’ve reached
one of the highest points possi-
ble in the Educational Sequence.”

Roy looked down into his glass
of wine. “Would you believe me
if T told you that I wish I'd
dropped out somewhere back
along the line?”

“Dropped out?”’ Peterson did-
n’t understand.

The new Academician seemed
to change subjects. He said, “By
the way, how did I do in Creative
Ability 7"

Peterson scowled. “Well, you
know, Roy, not even an Acade-
mician is free to check the exact
result of tests. Not unless, of
course, it’s his task-field. It
might give him an unfair advan-
tage in further examinations.”

“I know,” Roy said wearily. “I
just meant broadly. In relation
to my other ratings.”

Peterson said uncomfortably,
“Actually, it was your weakest,
Roy .. .”

The Academician winced.

“. . . with Mathematical Ap-
titude strongest. Somewhat to
my surprise, your M. A. was the
nation’s highest.”

“Why surprise?”’ Roy said, de-
pressed.

The older man shifted bulky
shoulders. ‘‘Well, your work here
while adequate, of course—al-
ways adequate, of course—has
never shown the absolute genius
in the field that your aptitude
would indicate,”
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It was Roy’s turn to shrug.
“Well, as you know, aptitude
doesn't mean that you will ever
use it. Frankly, mathematics
bore me.”

“And me,” Peterson chuckled.
“But, to get on to business. I sup-
pose we shall have to provide
you with a larger suite of offices.
You'll be able to take over some
of the social duties of the faculty
officers, Roy. In fact, there’s a
delegation from . . .”

Roy interrupted. “I don't sup-
pose there’s any manner in which
I could drop away.” His tone in-
dicated that he didn’t expect an
affirmative answer.

Peterson’s enthusiasm fell off
in one split second. He all but
gaped. “Drop away!” he blurted.
“You mean leave the university?
Drop away! You're considering
deserting us for another school?
Great Scott, Roy . . .”

Roy McCord was shaking his
head. ‘“Not just this school,
Adam, education as a field. My
rank entitles me to retirement at
my own discretion.”

“Retirement! You're not even
forty years of age! Roy, the
strain has been too much. You
need a vacation. Retirement!
Great Scott . . .” The Superin-
tendent was on his feet again.
He grabbed the sherry bottle
from the bar, hurriedly refilled
the other’s glass. “A vacation!
Perhaps to Common Europe.
You'll be feted in every univer-
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sity on the continent. An Acade-
mician at the age of thirty-two.
The Education Sequence of Eu-
rope will be at your feet.”

“That’s what I'm afraid of,”
Roy said bitterly. “I'd never see
anything except the insides of
schools, never talk to anybody
but a bunch of doddering old
scholars.”

ETERSON sank back into his

chair again, aghast. “Royt
What are you saying ? You sound
as though you have no affectivn
for your Sequence.”

Roy McCord snorted. “Frankly,
I haven’t. Is that unknown?”

The Superintendent collected
himself. ‘“Not unknown, of
course, but certainly rare. From
your earliest youth you've been
carefully tested, rated, chan-
nelled in the direction your apti-
tudes indicated. Had you been
mechanically inclined, you would
have eventually wound up in a
Sequence where your abilities
would have best suited you and
the nation. Had you shown apti-
tude for medicine you would
have eventually been channelled
into that Sequence, finally gain-
ing the level your competence
permitted.”

Roy said bitterly, “And had
my Creative Ability so indicat-
ed, I might have wound up a
poet.”

Peterson said uncomfortably,
“Actually, your Creative Ability

LQ.

is high, net fantastically so, but
quite high. It’s just that it is so
eclipsed by your other aptitudes,
Roy. But, 1 don’t understand.
You’ve reached the heights in
our Sequence, in the field of edu-
cation. What would you rather
do?”

“T think I would rather be a
poet than the world’s most cele-
brated scholar, Adam.”

“A poet!” The other grunted
sceptically. “Your aptitudes in-
dicate that even had you gone into
the artistic field, your work
would hardly startle the world.”

“Nor would I expect it to, or
necessarily want it to. Why must
the greatest painters work in
oil; what is wrong with the
sketch, the watercolor? Listen.”
He took up the book he had been
carrying under his arm and read.

“Jenny kissed me when we

met,
Jumping from the chair
she sat in.
Fate, you thief, who loves
to get
Sweets into your list, put
that in.
Say I'm weary, say I'm sad,
Say that health and

wealth have missed me.
Say I'm growing old, but
add,
Jenny kissed me.”

“Very sweet,” Peterson nod-
ded. “Seems to me I recall it from
my own student days, but I for-
get the poet.”
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“Leigh Hunt,” Roy said. “A
little poet, eclipsed by his con-
temporaries, Keats, Shelley, By-
ron. But, frankly, 1 prefer the
little poets.” He added softly, “I
would prefer to be an Emily Dick-
inson, a Stephen Crane, a Thom-
as Hood.”

“Look here,” Adam Peterson
said. “Let's face reality. All of
us have hobbies, methods of re-
laxing from our work. Write
your little poems in your leisure
hours. Why not? But your field
is education, and you are a phe-
nomenon in it.”

Roy McCord was shaking his
head. “You can’t. Or, at least, I
can’t. You need relaxation. Your
mind free of all except your cre-
ative urge. You need to be able
to spend long hours in the shade
of a tree, or on a shell strewn
beach, or perhaps in watching
without distraction of any sort
the twig of a maple, ridged inch
deep in the pearl of snow. If I
were to be a poet, I would have to
be all poet. Just as today I am
all scholar.”

Peterson was on his feet and
pacing. “See here, Academician
McCord. You can’t drop out of
this Sequence at your age. You
owe it to your fellows, to soclety,
to continue.”

Roy looked at him flatly. “I
do?”

Peterson said, “I'm going to
reiterate some truths which you
already know, but which per-
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haps need repeating. For the
first time in the history of civi-
lization, man has achieved a so-
ciety in- which he assumes his
place according to his ability and
by no other means. There is no
ruling property class, no priest-
hood, no militaristic state to ar-
bitrarily decide our status. It
makes no difference who your
parents were, nor how much
treasure you might have accum-
ulated by whatever means; you
take your position in our culture
according to your aptitudes.”

“No test is perfect,” Roy mut-
tered.

“Of course, and that is why we
continually work to improve
them. Actually, they have
reached a high level of compe-
tence. The tests are compiled by
men but are given and evaluated
by machine, and there have been
no known cases of mistakes with-
in recent memory. Roy, this sys-
tem works, and it’s good. In the
past, a man had status in his
culture based on the most fan-
tastic of reasons. Prime among
them was the possession of mon-
ey, possibly the greatest status
symbol of all. Also ranking high
was the position in society of
your parents and relatives. The
extreme example of this, of
course, was the feudalistie nobil-
ities in Europe and elsewhere,
but it also existed in the United
States especially in New England
and the South.
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“Today? Today, Roy, you
achieve status by your own abil-
ities. Long ago man solved the
problem of the production of
abundance. There is no poverty,
everyone possesses all he needs.
We can no longer award our
geniuses, our heroes, with wealth
—since there is wealth for all.
We honor them, instead, with
rank. Each man contributes to
society what he can and those
who can contribute more,
through their greater abilities,
their genius, are awarded with
such titles as Doctor, Supervisor,
Superintendent, or, in our own
Educational Sequence, Academi-
cian.”

The Supervisor of Deans went
on. “You have heen so highly
honored, Roy McCord, because
our tests indicate your aptitudes
as high as any. But for you now,
after twenty-five years of con-
tinual studies, to drop away and
net utilize your abilities would
be a betrayal of the hundreds of
thousands, the millions of our
citizens who, because their apti-
tudes were less than your own,
work in the mines, in the mills,
and in the fields. They contribute
their share to society so that per-
sons such as you and me, in a
different and possibly gentler
Sequence, may eat, be clothed
and sheltered.”

Peterson summed it up. “You
have the right to retire on your
rank at this stage, Academician

1.Q.

Roy McCord. But I don’t think
you will be able to do so.”

Roy stood up wearily. “No, 1
suppose you're right,” he said.
He looked down at the book of
verse and said, irrelevantly, “I've
often wondered what the Acrop-
olis looked like by moonlight.”

S he left the Superintendent’s
office, Nadine said to him,
“Your mother called again, Roy
. . . ah, Aecademician McCord.
She said to remind you that . ..”
“T know, I know,” Roy said al-
most tartly. “She’s having in all
her friends and neighbors for a
celebration.”

Nadine looked up at him.
“Well, I'm not surprised. How
many of her friends have a son
who has won your honors?”

Roy sighed. “Yes, and how she
revels in it. It was bad enough
with my Doctor’s degree. But
now!”

Nadine laughed at him. “Go
and take your medicine, Hero.”

He grinned ruefully in re-
sponse and left.

His father met him at the door
of their suburban house. Actually,
as a Senior Technician Warren
McCord wouldn’t ordinarily have
resided in this part of the city.
Even in this advanced society,
rank had its prerogatives; per-
haps few, compared to cultures
of the past, but still prerogatives.
One of them was to segregate it-
self, and that, of course, was un-
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derstandable. An artist who had
reached the heights found his
most compatible companionship
among doctors, scientists, educa-
tors who had achieved the equiv-
alent in their own fields.

This was a neighborhood that
reelkked with prestige, and the
McCord family resided here as a
result of Roy’s fantastic prog-
ress in the Educational Sequence.

Actually, Roy MecCord would
have preferred to have lived in a
more Bohemian quarter where he
might have found time occasion-
ally to associate with the off-
trail artists who were his envy.
Each culture, and each genera-
tion of that culture, has its
equivalent of a Lost Generation,
a beatnik element, or its Angry
Young Men. Within himself,
Roy didn’t find it difficult to
identify with them. Whenever he
paused in his work to realize this,
he had to smile in deprecation.
What would Peterson think if he
knew it; and, above all, what
would Dora McCord, Roy’s moth-
er, think?

Warren McCord, a man of not
quite sixty, looked an older ver-
sior of his son. There was the
same weary, rueful—perhaps
wistful-—expression that so eas-
ily broke into a smile for an-
other’s sake, but failed to indi-
cate happiness within

He grinned sourly at Roy now.
“You’re in for it,” he said. “Ev-
ery biddy your mother has
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known for the past thirty years
—ever since you were born—is
in the garden.”

“Good Lord,” Roy muttered.

His father looked at him odd-
ly. “Congratulations, son.” He
held out a hand to shake. “You
don’t seem overly pleased by
your accomplishment.”

Roy said irritably, “Accom-
plishment? What accomplish-
ment? The only thing that's hap-

pened is that the grading
computers have informed the
Educational Sequence that I

have one of the highest aptitudes
in the field. That doesn’t mean
I've accomplished anything.”

His father looked away, as
though embarrassed. He cleared
his throat and said, “No one in
your family, on either side, has
ever attained such an honor.”

Roy felt contrition, although
he didn't exactly know why.
“Well,” he said, “I hope that I'm
able to deliver something in keep-
ing with what those damn test-
ing machines seem to think I'm
capable of.”

Warren McCord said, “You
don’t really have to worry about
that, you know. Not really. The
computers might indicate a man
has great aptitude for scientific
research and he might be placed
in a position to utilize his abil-
ities—but that doesn’t necessar-
ily mean he'll come up with some
startling new discovery. It all
works on percentages.”
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“I suppose so,” Roy sighed.
“Well, Dad, let’s go face the ce-
lebrity hunters.”

N the garden, Dora McCord

was beaming with a radiance
that almost made up to Roy for
the grind of the afternoon. Long
years ago he’d explained to him-
self that she was a status seeker
of a type that should have be-
come extinet a century or so
earlier. All her life she'd been de-
pressed by the lack of her hus-
band’s ability to rise above the
rank of Senior Technician. Actu-
ally, Roy suspected his father
had gope further than his real
abilities in achieving even that
rank. Only by exertion far be-
yond the call of duty, and far
beyond that of his fellows, had
the elder McCord achieved to
Senior Technician. He was proud
of the attainment, small as it
was.

But not Dora McCord. Roy’s
frenetic and lovable mother was
a worshipper of the prestiged.
She never made a mistake in call-
ing a man by his correct title,
never failed to attend local cere-
monies honoring an attainment,
and most of her reading was
confined to eontemporary biog-
raphy. It had been a cruel blow
to her that the man she loved
was simply not cut out to reach
the highest positions of the na-
tion. A cruel blow.

Now she hustled Roy around

Q.

like a destroyer convoying a car-
rier. Her iatroduction varied lit-
tle. “My son, the Academician
Roy Thomas McCord,” or “May
I present our family’s new Acad-
emician . . .”” As though, Roy
told himself wryly, family mem-
bers of that rank were a com-
mon occurrence. Actually, of
course, there weren’'t another
half dozen men of his status, in
whatever field, in this city of
millions.

After an hour or two of this
battering, his father got him to
one side long enough for a glass
of sparkling wine.

Warren MecCord said, *“Your
mother is a remarkable woman,
Roy.”

Roy swallowed the wine, put
the glass down and wiped his
forehead with a handkerchief.
“Thank heavens there’s no fur-
ther for me to go,” he growled.

“No,” his father said thought-
fully. “Academician is about it,
unless you went into national
administration.”

“Um-m-m,” Roy sald. “He
looked at his father and
frowned. “Dad, when are you go-
ing to knock off ?”

“Knock off?

‘Roy said, “You’re pushing
sixty. You could have retired ten
years ago. Could have moved to
a gentler climate than this.”

His father shifted his eyes,
poured them both another glass
of the cold, sparkling wine. “I
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suppose I should. In the pmst,
well, I think your mother ~ould
have hated not to be hers as you
continued your advances in your
Sequence, Roy. And although I
was never able to meet the grade,
in your mother’s eyes, I've cer-
tainly not begrudged her the
glory of seeing you do it.”

Roy looked at him. ‘“You love
her, don’t you Dad?”

Warren McCord laughed with
characteristic wryness. “Yes.
She’s a vain little thing, a push-
er. An earlier and less kindly era
would have labeled her a social
climber. But, to answer your
question—yes, son, as far back
as I can remember, I have loved
your mother.”

He switched subjects. “With
this new rank, what will your
duties be, Roy?”

Roy McCord shrugged dis-
tastefully. “Showing off for the
university, for the most part, 1
suppose. Attending an endless
number of banguets, confer-
ences, congresses and what not.
Heavens knows, my field is one
where you're not hard pushed to
prove the aptitudes the grading
computers rate you.” He snort-
ed. “Now you’re different. As a
Senior Technician, the only pos-
sible way you could attain your
rank is by having it on the ball,
right on the job. You can’t fake
there, surrounded by yoar fel-
lows.”

His father said unocomforta-
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bly, “It's not a very high rank.”
He scowled, then added, “You
don't seem very happy about
this new position, Roy.”

“Why should I be?” the other
grunted. “Lots of prestige,
which turns out to be something
that doesn’t particularly inter-
est me, but little, if any, satis-
faction in the work.”

His father was still scowling.
“But what would you rather do?”

Roy shrugged it off. “I don't
know. I suppose I'd like to take
a hiking tour of the wine prov-
inces of France and Spain.” He
looked down into his glass. “See
where this product comes from.
The vineyards, the bodegas. Per-
haps write about it a little.”

His father was staring at him.
“You know, I'm not sure we've
ever really gotten to know each
other very well, seon. I...1
never went very high in my Se-
quence, but I've always liked the
work. You’ve climbed right to
the top, but you evidently hate
it. Somehow, I never really real-
ized that.”

He was obviously depressed.

Roy chuckled ruefully, “Well,
there’s nothing you could do
about it, Dad. I have a confes-
sion to make to you. All my life
I've wanted to be a writer. Not a
big name, not a high prestige
author of the type we’ve got in
this neighborhood, but an easy
going, you might even say lacy,
poet observing the remnants of
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nature that man has still left on
this globe of ours and trying to
get the feeling of it down on
paper.”

His father was staring at him,
with a sadness in his eyes.

Roy laughed again, to cover.
“I suppose I've had too much of
this wine. At any rate, to get
back to you. So you think you
might retire at last? Those
1.B.M. machines can do without
you, Dad. Nobody is indispensa-
ble.”

“Yes, I suppose you're right,”
his father said, something still
wrong with his voice and his
eyes.

Dora McCord came sweeping
up with one of the neighbors in
tow. “Roy, dear,” she said fondly,
“Mrs. Worthington, you know,
her husband is Doctor Worth-
ington, wants to congratulate
you.”

Roy muttered banalities in an-
swer fo those he heard.

Mrs. Worthington said smil-
ingly, “Isn’t it amazing what
genetics will do? Here we have a
simple mechanic and his son
achieves to one of the highest
ranks in the field of education.”

Roy saw his father wince, and
his mother bridle.

Roy said flatly, “Being a Senior
Technician in charge of repair
of some of the most complicated
computing machines in the coun-
try is hardly the work of a sim-
ple mechanic, Mrs. Worthington.

LQ.

I doubt very much whether
either your husband or I could
do more than make fools of our-
selves were we exposed to the
tasks involved in repairing such
equipment.”

“Please don't misunderstand,”
she stammered uneasily.

“We didn't misunderstand,”
Dora McCord said.

It was at that split second that
the realization” came to Roy
Thomas McCord.

N the morning he gave Nadine

a ring and when her face lit
up the screen he said to her,
“Nadine, I don't want to talk to
him myself—he probably has a
dozen things for me today rang-
ing from talks with the TV press
to lectures to students and fac-
ulty on the necessity of buckling
down and raising the standards
of the university—but I want
you to tell Superintendent Peter-
son I won’t be in today.”

“Won’t be in!” Nadine wailed.
“But, Academician McCord, we're
already swamped. The Civil-
Mayor has a luncheon . . ."”

“Call me Roy,” Roy said, “and
look here, I'm going to phone
you again later in the day and
ask you one of two questions.”

“One of two questions?” she
said vaguely.

“Yes. It will either be, how
about having dinner with me to-
night? or, will you marry me?”

She blinked at him.
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She said finally, “I don't think
that's funny, Roy. Any woman
in the country would be proud to
have dinner with you—or marry
you. On the face of it, I'm only a
Senior Effective.”

“An impressive rank, consid-
ering your youth,” Roy said defi-
nitely. “I'l! be calling you later.”
He broke the connection.

At the Buresu of Records,

Academician Roy Thomas Mc-.

Cord was received with a flutter.
The secretary of Superintendent
Frol Plovdiv hastened to explain
that her superior was in confer-
ence but that it wasn’t impor-
tant and she’d immediately in-
form him of the Academician’s
presence.
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Roy said mildly that he could
wait.

She wouldn’t hear of it. The
Superintendent would be indig-
nant.

He was in the other's office
within minutes.

Superintendent Plovdiv was a
man in his early middle years
and reminded Roy of Adam Pet-
erson. Was there something in
these administrative positions
that called for such types? He
looked like a man who wouid be
difficult to work under but who'd
be the height of cooperativeness
with his equals in rank, and al-
most, not quite, subservient to
his superiors.

He congratulated Roy with
booming sincerity.
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Roy came directly to the point
as soon as they were both seated.
He said, "I've developed an in-
terest in the nation’s aptitude
tests and although I am not yet
too clear in my own mind just
what my possible investigations
will consist of, I'd like to ask
your cooperation.”

“Our facilities are all yours,”
Plovdiv gushed. “Could I assign
you an assistant? Someone to
devote full time to your needs
for as long as you require.”

“Perhaps that would be a
good idea,” Roy said. “However,
would you have the time, right
now, for some preliminary ques-
tions I'd like to ask?”

“I’ll be honored to make time,
sir.”

Roy continued thoughtfully.
“0Of course, in my field we are
already acquainted with the na-
ture of the aptitude tests.. In
fact, the Educational Sequence
composes many of these. How-
ever, it has not been my own
particular specialization and I
would like to go further into the
matter. Since at this time I am
rather full of my own recent
examinations, I think that might
be a good point at which to be-
gin.”

Plovdiv pursed his lips. “Of
course.”

“Now I understand,” Roy said,
“the security involved in the Bu-
reau of Records. Your discretion
is justly famed.”

LQ.

Frol Plovdiv was expansive,
“In your case, my dear Acad-
emician, ordinary precautions
obviously won’t apply, especially
since you are aiming your re-
searches in this direction.”

Roy nodded his thanks. “Then
I wonder if I could ask some
questions about my own rec-
ord?”

Plovdiv was already flicking a
switch. “Ruth. A precis of Acad-
emician McCord’s aptitude rec-
ords. Immediately, Ruth.”

The communicator said, “Im-
mediately, Superintendent.”

While they waited, Frol Plov-
div leaned back in his chair. “It's
quite an honor to have an Acad-
emician in our city,” he said.

Roy smiled wryly. “What is
there to say to that? In the old
days, to obtain the respect of his
fellows, a man achieved some-
thing in whatever his field might
be. Today, he periodically takes
machine given tests and is ac-
claimed according to how some
highly intricate computers grade
him.”

The Superintendent smiled.
“The way you put it, the old sys-
tem seems more reasonable,”

“Of course, there are ramifica-
tions,” Roy admitted. “In the
old days, many a genius must
have lived out his life in squalor,
never to come in contact with
the particular field in which his
aptitudes lay.” He added, mus-
ingly, “l1 wonder how many po-
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tential poets died in the textile
slums of Birmingham while
Lord Byron and Beron Shelley
were able to pursue their art in
security and even luxury.”

“That’s the point,” Plovdiv
nodded. “In the past, you might
become a monarch of an Empire
as large as England’s simply be-
cause your father before you
held the position. You might be-
come a general, or an admiral,
because your family wielded
enough influence to send you to
the nation’s military academy.
You might become head of a
great industry, because you in-
herited wealth. You might at-
tend one of the world’s great
universities simply because your
family was born into a high
status group.”

Ruth entered at that point
with a bound file and handed
it to the Superintendent. She
smiled awkwardly at Roy Me-
Cord, did everything short of
dropping a curtsey, and re-
turned to her own office.

Plovdiv laughed tolerantly.
“I'm afraid you’re quite the
highest ranking citizen Ruth has
ever seen, Academician. She'll
probably ask for your autograph
as you leave,” He looked down at
the papers before him. “Now
then, what did you wish to
know?”’

Roy pursed his lips. “For in-
stance, my Creative Ability rec-
ords.”
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Plovdiv flicked pages. “Possi-
bly you know, Creative Ability is
rated on one of the older sys-
tems. Average is 100; 100 to 110
is Good; 110 to 120 is Very
Good; 120 to 130 is Superior;
130 to 140 is Very Superior; and
above 140 is Gifted. We don’t
particularly like the term genius,
it has been widely misused.”

“Um-m-m,” Roy said. “And
my rating?”

Plovdiv cleared his throat.
“Theoretically, of course, this
information shouldn't be avail-
able to you.”

“Of course.”

Plovdiv said, “It’s your lowest
rating, Academician MecCord.
You have a Creative Ability ap-
titude of 124.”

“I see,” Roy said. “And, ordi-
narily, suppose as a youth I had
decided to go into the arts? To
study, say, writing? Perhaps
verse.”

“With that aptitude, my dear
sir, you would have had no diffi-
culty whatsoever in beginning
as an Apprentice Effective in the
arts.” He laughed sourly. “I
would say that our aptitude tests
are least accurate in this field.
We do what we can, but we are
continually betrayed when a
great composition is written by
someone with supposedly little
aptitude for music, or a whole
new school of painting devel-
oped by someone who our ma-
chines would contend should be
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putting second coats on barns.”

Roy said slowly, “And my
other grades?”

The Superintendent shrugged
hugely. “My dear Academician,
you are gifted in every other test
we have devised.”

“Every one?” Roy McCord was
somewhat taken aback.

“You are quite a phenome-
non,” the other nodded.

“And how far back do the rec-
ords you have there go?”

“Certainly you must know
that your tests are from earliest
childhood.”

“And even then?”

“By your fourth year it was
definitely seen that your case
was quite unique and you ulti-
mately due for the nation’s high-
est honors.”

“I see,” Roy said. “Ah, I'd
like to think further about this
before going.on. I wonder if I
could take advantage of your
earlier offer and have assigned
to me a guide to take me about
the establishment?”

“Immediately,” Superintend-
ent Plovdiv said. He flicked a
switch again.

E let the bright young Junior

Supervisor give him the
complete treatment. Up one cor-
ridor, down another. Through
this department, through that.
Down long banks of impressive,
unbelievable looking machinery.
Long files of punched cards, end-

LQ.

less cans of tapes. Chattering
automatic typers. Endless rows
of Effective and Junior Effec-
tives manually punching cards,
reproducing them, interpreting
them, sorting and collating them.

Roy McCord allowed himself
the comments he assumed were
standard. In fact, after an hour
or two his guide had run the
gauntlet from awe at the other’s
standing, to a slightly tolerant
superiority. Each man to his
own field, Roy thought wryly.

Finally, the new Academician
said to the other, “I wonder if it
would be possible for you to
leave me on my own for a time?”

“On your own?” the Junior
Supervisor said blankly.

Roy smiled at him. “I'd like to
observe the Electives at work
without them being so self-con-
scious. When they see you con-
ducting me they freeze up. Ob-
viously, I'm a—what was the old
term?—VIP, being given the
royal treatment.”

“] see what you mean,” the
guide said. “Well, let’s see, the
Superintendent said to treat
anything you request as an order
from him. I'll be in the cafeteria
when you need me again.”

“Fine,” Roy said.
thanks.”

The other went off and Roy
McCord took up his wanderings
again. From time to time he
made an inquiry from one of the
Effectives.

“And
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Finally he found him.

“Hello, Dad,” Roy said.

Warren McCord looked up
from his work, startled. ‘Why,
Roy. What are you doing here?

Roy said, “No use fencing
around at this late date, Dad.
I’ve discovered why you failed to
retire almost ten years ago,
when you were first eligible.”

His father came to his feet,
from the machine he'd been dab-
bling with, and cleaned his
hands with a bit of waste. He
looked at Roy warily.

“Oh?” he said.

Roy said, “I'm not going to
ask you how, 1 assume I would-
n’t understand even if you told
me. I’'ve seen enough here to
realize that probably not one
citizen in a thousand has even
the faintest idea of the complex-
ity of it all. But I would like to
be sure I know why.”

Warren McCord said wearily,
“I suppose I could say some-
thing - stupid such as I don’t
know what you're talking about,
but as you say, it’s rather late in
the game to fence around.”

“But why? I think I know, 1
just want to be sure.”

His father said, “I suppose I
could blame it all on your moth-
er, Son. Say that I did it all for
her so that she’d enjoy the pres-
tige I wasn't ever able to bring
the family.” The older man hesi-
tated. “But that’s not all. It was
for me too. I worked hard to get
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no further than I am. But what
was it Mrs. Worthington called
me? A simple mechanic.”

Roy said bitterly, “At least
you deserve your rank, Senior
Technician. It's not to be
scorned. What do I really de-
serve, Dad?”

His father looked miserable.
His eyes went to the floor.
“Actually, your aptitudes are
quite high, Roy. I wouldn’t have
dared to tinker, otherwise you
would have been shown up.”

Roy McCord took a deep
breath and said tightly. “Just
one thing. My Creative Aptitude.
How do I rate there—really ?”

His father scowled at him, his
eyes still wary. “Actually, that's
the one test T never messed with,
Son. It's your highest. I figured
if I made you a genius in every-
thing it might look suspicious.”

Roy McCord’s face broke into
a bloom of pleasure. “That’s fine,”
he said, “that’s just fine.”

His father looked at him, as-
tonished.

Warren McCord began to gush
an incoherent apology, but his
boy took him firmly by the arm.
“Listen, Dad, any confessions to
the authorities at this point
wouldn’t accomplish anything,
and might do a great deal of
harm to innocent people—in-
cluding mother. Now listen to
me.

“Tomorrow I want you to ap-
ply for retirement. What you do
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then is up to you. You've really
always wanted to spend your
final years in the South. Possibly
that’s what you’ll do.”

“And you?” his father said
anxiously.

“I'm going to drop out of the
Education Sequence. Drop all
my academic honors and make a
new start. I'll tell you about it
later.,” He grinned again at the
old man. “Don’t worry about it.
I'm certainly not.”

He started down the line of
chattering I.B.M. machines, say-
ing happily over his shoulder,
“See you later, Dad. I've got
some business.”

ADINE looked up from her
auto-typer and smiled her
Nadine smile at him. “You were
tight this morning, Academician
McCord,” she accused. “You
didn’t know what you were say-
ing. Your mother must have had
quite a celebration for you last
night.”
He said, “Not as big as the
one you and I are going to have

tonight, and the name is Roy.”

“Ah, ha,” she said, keeping it
light. “So that's the question
you decided to ask—have dinner
with you. You can hardly expect
a Senior Effective to be gala-
vanting around with an Acad-
emician. What would people say?
You'd be accused of pulling your
rank to overwhelm a poor . . .”

Roy said, grinning mockingly
at her, “That’s why I'm resign-
ing my Educational Sequence
prerogatives. Tonight, at din-
ner, under the proper romantic
setting, I'm going to propose to
you. But I'm giving you fair
warning, it's going to be a step-
down for you. By that time, I'll
be a lowly Apprentice Effective
in the Creative Arts Sequence.”

She blinked at him.

His face went thoughtful.
“We'll have to think about the
honeymoon. What do you say
the South Seas, or perhaps
Greece? You know, 1 always
wanted to see the Acropolis by
moonlight.”

THE END
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