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I WANT TO GO HOME

by ROBERT MOORE WILLIAMS

lustrated by ORBAN

Why are we alive on this earth? Does anyone know?
How can anyone be sure we are now where we belong
and that no cosmic mistake has somehow been made?

OR a moment, the noise in

the adjoining room died down
enough to allow Calvin Thur-
ber to think clearly, He was
not certain this helped. Judg-
ing by the contents of the fold-
er in front of him, he was not
sure that he wanted to think
at all. In the juvenile depart-
ment of even the most modern
police station on earth, some
things were beyond human
power to change, particularly
the power of the police psy-
chologist.

“You go to hell, you dirty-
nosed cop!” Thurber heard the
kid yell through the thick door
that led into the next room.

Smack!

Thurber hurriedly turned his

68

attention back to the papers in
the folder. This file had been
sent down to him as soon as
the arrest had been made,
Since this was a juvenile case,
he had by law wide latitude in
determining what disposition
would be made of it.

“The child spoke at four
months. His first words, ac-
cording to his mother, were,
‘I want to go home'
These words formed a recur-
ring theme through infancy
and childhood and formed the
basis of nightmares from
which, according to his mother,
he would awaken screaming in
terror. Nor was she able to
reassure him in these seizures,
since he did not seem at these



IS
i

[
W= %40
: ; B e T
1
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times to recognize her as his
mother and she <ecemed to ex-
cite as much fear in him as the
hidden fantasies of the night.”

Thurber gave the social
worker who had compiled this
report a mental pat on the
back. The mother’s words must
have been pure garbage. The
worker who had written up the
interviews had managed to turn
the mother’s unfinished sen-
tences into a clear, coherent
narrative. This report had been
made after the first arrest, of
which there had been several,
he noted.

Because both parents had
worked, Ralph had been placed
in a nursery school. He was
unable to make an adequate
adjustment there, nor, though
placed in special classes, was he
able to adjust adequately at
any time until his junior year in
high school, at which time his
many truancies reached culmi-
nation and he stopped school
and left home,

“His grades in school were
not impressive, this in spite of
the fact that repeated testing
indicated his IQ was very high.
His tcachers reported that he

regarded these tests as being
games and that he had no ink-
ling of their significance. But,
despite this opinion, his high
IQ made it likely that he did
know the importance of the
tests and that his treatment of
them as games was merely an-
other way of demonstrating his
rebellion against authority,

“Ralph’s police record be-
gan when he was nine—petty
theft. Found guilty, he was
placed on probation, but ef-
forts of probation officers to
maintain control over him were
not measurably successful. At
the date of this summary, he
has had five arrests, two on
charges of theft and three on
charges of burglary. Oddly, all
of the stores he burglarized
specialized in the sale of elec-
tronic equipment and all of his
thefts were for stealing mer-
chandise of this type.”

Thurber felt a twitch of ris-
ing interest at this item—a ju-
venile delinquent who special-
ized in burglarizing stores that
sold electronic equipment!
‘“What’s he trying to do—
make a radio set that will con-
tact Mars?” the psychologist
wondered.
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'I‘HINGS were quiet in the

next room now, Thurber
realized with relief. Although
he was an employee of the po-
lice department, he had never
accepted the brutality that old-
time officers occasionally used.
The .38 caliber revolver which
had been issued to him, he kept
carefully hidden in his desk
drawer. His eyes went back to
the folder.

“Ralph seems to have been
a complete individualist at all
times. Living in a neighborhood
infested with teen-age gangs,
he belonged to none.”

“A lone wolf,” the psycholo-
gist thought. Turned criminal,
the lone wolf often gave the po-
lice enormous difficulty, sim-
ply because his habit of work-
ing alone left few clues—and
no stool pigeons—Dbehind him.
On the other hand, going with
the culture instead of fighting
it, the lone wol{ was often the
brilliant engineer of the famous
scientist, simnly Dbecause he
dared to travel where there
were no trails.

A knock sounded on the
door. “Just a minute,” Thur-
ber called. Hastily scanning
the rest of the report, he found

little of significance in it. “All
right, come in,” he called.

A sergeant brought the boy
in. The officer’s face was red,
and a button was missing from
his uniform. He laid the arrest
report on Thurber’s desk and
turned away. Pausing at the
door, he said, “If you need any
help, Ill be right here.”

“Thank you, sergeant. How-
ever, I am sure Ralph and I
will get along fine.”

Glowering, the kid stood be-
side his desk. Tall and thin, he
had a bruise on his right cheek.
Thurber guessed that this was
probably related to the button
missing from the sergeant’s
uniform.

“Ralph, I'm Calvin Thur-
ber.” The psychologist rose
and offered his hand. The kid
stared at him as if he did not
know what was expected. “Oh,
come now, you know how to
shake hands,” Thurber said,
jovially,

“Yeah, but I’'m not shaking
hands with no stinkin’ cop!”

Thurber lost none of his
geniality. “Really, Ralph, I'm
not a cop. I’'m a psychologist.
My purpose here is to help peo-
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ple who are in trouble, espe-
cially young men- -”

“You lie like all the other
cops,” the kid answered.

Unruffled, Thurber
answered, “I have no way to
prove my words to you at pres-
ent, but if you will give me a
fair chance, I will show you
that I mean what I say. What
have you got to lose by play-
ing ball with me? After all, I
might mean what I am say-
ing!” The psychologist put
sincerity into his voice, and
meant it. “Just sit down for a
few minutes while I look over
the arrest report. Ah—smoke?”’

In Thurber’s experience,
most juvenile delinquents did
smoke. Often they were mari-
juana addicts.

This one surprised him. “No,
thanks. Never touch them.”
Much of the hostility had gone
out of Ralph’s voice. He sat
down in the chair beside Thur-
ber’s desk.

The report was brief. “Ap-
prehended filching electrical
switches from a delivery truck.
Resisted arrest.” The signa-
ture of the arresting officer
was an illegible scrawl.

More electronic equipment!

A question leaped to the tip
of Thurber’s tongue. It was the
usual question, “Why are you
so interested in electrical de-
vices?” He would have asked
any man who had been repeat-
edly charged with pilfering a
particular article why the
thief was so interested in this
one thing. In this way, a com-
pulsion could perhaps be
brought to light, which when
corrected, might change a thief
into an honest man.

To Thurber’s surprise anoth-
er question actually came from
his lips. To him, carefully
trained in saying exactly what
he wanted to say, and no more,
this was astonishing. If his
right hand had formed a fist
and had struck him in the nose,
he would not have been more
surprised.

“Why do you want to go
home?” was the question he
actually asked.

HE kid was out of his chair
in an instant. His hands
were balled into fists and the
dazed psychologist’s first im-
pression was that Ralph was
on the verge of striking him.
“Why do you ask that?
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What do you mean by asking
me that? Why—"

“Really, Ralph, I had no in-
tention of asking that ques-
tion,” the startled psychologist
answered.

“Then why did you ask it?”

“I don’t know. I intended to
ask something else.” Thurber
had to fight to regain his com-
posure. “Of course, I know the
source of it. It's right here in
the records, the first words
you ever spoke—"

Thurber showed him the
case history. “Oh, that nosey
social worker who kept prying
around when I was a kid.”
Ralph seemed relieved to know
the source of the question, but,
as if the query had opened up
hidden thoughts, he seemed
more tense than before. The
psychologist, still startled at
the reaction, wondered what
deep trauma had been brought
to the surface by his question.
Later, he would desperately
wonder why he had ever asked
this question in the first place.

“What was there about go-
ing home that upset you so
much?”

“I’m not upset,” Ralph de-
nied. “To prove it, he slid back

into the chair beside Thurber’s

.desk. A film of sweat was vis-

ible on his forehead.

“Is there a relationship be-
tween wanting to go home and
pilfering electronic equip-
ment?” the psychologist asked.
He was guessing in the dark
and he knew it.

“Nah,” the kid said. The
sweat appeared more profuse-
ly on his forehead. On the
arms of the chair, his hands
showed signs of tremor.

Thurber wondered how
much tremor he would show if
he knew that he faced a prison
sentence, if found guilty on the
present charge, on the grounds
that he was a habitual offend-
er? Also since his last offense,
Ralph had passed his eight-
eenth birthday, which in this
state changed the legal picture
by lifting him out of the cate-
gory of a juvenile offender.
The front office had made a
mistake on the age, but was
not yet aware of it.

“Why do you want electron-
ic equipment?”

“I like to build things.”

“What kind of things?”

“Electronic stuff.”

“What kind of electronic
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stuff?” Thurber’s knowledge in
this field was limited but the
kid did not know this.

“If you will get my things,
I'll show you.”

“What things?”

“The stuff they took away
from me when they booked
me.”

Getting what Ralph wanted
took some telephoning and
some doing. Finally an officer
lugged a battered army surplus
bag into the psychologist’s of-
fice, got a receipt from him for
it, and left. Thurber lifted the
bag to the top of his desk and
opened it.

The contents held little in-
terest for him, but to the kid
they seemed to open the way
to a new life. As the bag
opened, Ralph opened up, too.
Instantly he became f{riendly
and co-operative. His voice rat-
tled rapidly. His talk was of
electrons, ions, and particles
smaller than either. Thurber
tried hard to look interested,
but, so far as he could see, the
stuff was so much junk.

“How is this going to help
you get home?” he asked,
searching again for the trauma
that he suspected.

THIS time the question did

not make Ralph angry. As
if the delivery of his beloved
junk had opened deep wells
of companionship between
them, he was willing to talk,
His words were to the point,
Thurber thought.

“First, we have to establish
where home is,” Ralph said.

“Yes,” Thurber said.

“It’s not here.”

“Um."

“It’s there.”

“Ah!” the psychologist said.

“I don’t belong here,” the
kid continued. “As a matter of
fact, I doubt if any human be-
longs here.”

“On Earth, you mean, or in
a police station?” Thurber
queried when the referents for
the words were not fothcoming.

“Earth. I don’t believe any
of us ever belonged here. Oh,
we’ve learned to live here, sort
of, and there are a lot of us,
but we only appeared here in
the first place because some ¢!
us got trapped here a long tim?
ago. We’ve been breeding here
while we tried to find our way
out. This has gone on so long
that most of have even forgot-
ten where home is.”



I WANT TO GO HOME 75

“Oh, yes,” Thurber said.
“How does it happen that you
do know?”

“I always remembered.”

“But why do you remember
when no one else does?”

“A lot of people do remem-
ber, only they’re afraid to talk
about it.” A frown furrowed
the kid’s face as his fingers
paused in their task of assem-
bling pieces of electronic equip-
ment into an organization of
some kind. Watching, Thurber
had the impression that his
fingers had eyes of their own.
Incredibly deft, the kid did
not seem to have to look to
know what he was doing. “I
think we’re here as a result of
a slip-up somewhere?”

“You mean somebody
goofed?”

“No, not some body.
“There’s nothing personal
about this. I mean a law

slipped somewhere, or a higher
law that we don’t know about
entered the picture and upset
the balance. However the ex-
planation goes, it works out
that I don’t really belong here
at all. Not this time anyhow.”

THE psychologist kept him-

self from thinking that
this was schizophrenia.
He knew it was, of course, all
his training told him this. In
his mind he was busy finding
words for his recommendation
to the judge. “Suggest hospi-
talization—"" He felt regret as
he found the words he wanted.
In spite of the record, he liked
this kid, and didn’t want him
in an institution. He knew how
grim even the best of them
were. He sincerely hoped that
some understanding psychia-
trist would give Ralph a chance
to work with electronics. Judg-
ing from what he had seen, the
road of recovery lay in that
direction.

And yet, somehow, this was
not a sick mind. The schizo-
phrenic didn’t usually talk in
terms of laws in operation, he
made the laws into personali-
ties malefically directed at him.

“I've got it!” the kid ex-
claimed.

“What do you mean?” Thur-
ber asked.

“I’ve got it assembled the
way I want it. I had it all fig-
ured out and all I needed were
the time-delay switches which
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1 was swiping when the stupid
cops grabbed me!” The kid’s
nostrils flared and excitement
rasped his voice.

Thurber, suddenly wonder-
ing if he had some infernal de-
vice on his hands, was per-
turbed. He had always been
more than haliway willing to
believe that if you put the right
combination of transistors,
wires condensors, and coils to-
gether, anything might happen.
He had no sound basis for this
belief, which had persisted
since he had been a kid himself.
With visions of the building
blowing up dancing in his mind,
he became apprehensive.

“Hold up for a minute there,
Ralph!” Thurber’s voice was
sharp. “What’s that thing sup-
posed to do?”

“Take me home!” the kid
answered. He pushed a switch.
A click sounded. Soundless
light flared for a moment.
Thurber felt a nameless wave-
pulse pass through his body.
His hair began to stand on end.

As if puzzled, the kid
stared at the assembly. “It
ought to work,” he muttered.

“Something wrong?” Thur-
ber said, almost maliciously.

Secretly he was vastly relieved
that nothing had happened. Or
had something happened? His
hair was still standing on end.

“Yeah,” Ralph said, out of
a brown study. His fingers
were exploring every instru-
ment on the top of the desk. “I
don’t understand it. I was sure
I had everything right this
time.”

“You've tried this before?”

“I've tried nothing else since
I vapped at Mom the first time
that I wanted to go home!”
the kid snarled at him. “I was
trying to work this out with
my first set of building blocks,
only nobody knew it.”

“Then perhaps it is time
you gave this up and began
working on practical electron-
ics,” Thurber said, firmly. “Go
to a school that specializes in
this sort of thing, get an edu-
cation from the ground up...”

Mentally he was puzzling
over the exact wording of his
recommendation to impress the
judge. “Strongly recommend
further clemency and parole.
Ralph has great natural talent
at electronics. He has agreed
to enter Polytechnic at the
coming term—"
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So far Thurber’s imagination
took him. And no farther. He
could imagine influencing the
judge and he could fantasy the
court agreeing to further pa-
role, but he could not force his
imagination to the point of
foreseeing this lone wolf en-
tering school of his own free
will.

“How closer to the ground
can you get than building
blocks?” the kid answered,
confirming the psychologist’s
imagination. “What I want to
know they don’t teach in
school. Ah!” Satisfaction sud-
denly appeared in his voice.

“What happened?”

“It was the tuning that was
wrong. The exact frequency is
very important. The condens-
ors must have gotten a little
damp.” The deft fingers
worked rapidly. “Now watch!”

Again the switch snapped
shut. Again Thurber felt the
surge of the nameless electric
pulsation through his body.
This time it seemed to affect
every molecule in his being,
perhaps every atom.

“Goodbye,” Ralph whis-
pered. “I've got it right this
time. I've got it right!”

Elation, exultation, the wild
tones of joy were in his tones.

Light flared somewhere, a
soundless puff of it. Face first,
the kid slid down into the chair
beside Thurber’s desk.

Thurber needed several min-
utes to realize that he was dead.

EVEN after the body had

been removed and a report
from an assistant medical ex-
aminer had indicated that
there was no obvious cause of
death and that the determina-
tion of the actual cause would
have to wait on an autopsy,
the dazed psychologist could
not believe that the kid was
actually dead. True, he had
seen the body fall, true he had
summoned help, true he had
assisted in carrying the body
from the room, true he had the
report of the assistant ME,
true his eyes had seen all of
this, and true his ears had
heard the sounds, but he still
did not believe it. A human
being could not be so full of
life one instant—and dead the
next.

Had there ever been such a
person as Ralph Kine? It
would be a pleasure to believe
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that the kid had never existed,
that all that he had seen had
been a product of his imagina-
tion. In time he might talk
himself into believing this, but
as for now there was the kid’s
equipment on his own desk in
front of his own eyes.

He reached for the phone,
to have the equipment and the
battered bag picked up and
returned to its proper place,
and to retrieve his receipt.
This would be needed at the
inquest, he told himself.

As he started to pick up the
phone, he realized he was ly-
ing to himself. What he was
trying to do was to remove
the evidence so he would not
have to continue believing that
what he had seen happen had
actually taken place. He
checked the movement to
pick up the phone.

What about this generator
that had actunlly caused the
kid’s death? Thurber began cx-
amining it. He called it a gener-
ator in the abscence of a better
name for it, but what had it
actually generated besides a
soundless pufi of light and a
wave form that had seemed to
touch every atom in his body?

Thurber had the suspicion
that he should call in electron-
ics experts, the best in the
field, to examine the device
the kid had assembled, on the
hypothesis that perhaps in-
formation of military impor-
tance might be gleaned from
it.

“And get myself called a
fool?” He decided against his
action. Psychologists were not
well enough regarded for him
to take careless chances with
his position.

A gadfly of thought was
buzzing in his mind. He knew
an idea was seeking expres-
sion. He had a hunch that he
did not wish to look at this
idea and he tried to push it
out of his mind. It came
again, stronger than ever, and
forced its way into his con-
sciousness.

“I want to go home, too!”
he exclaimed.

TIIE idea had power in it,
= such longing as he had
never known. Nothing in his
lifc had been as important as
this desire to go home. He had
the .38 completely out of his
desk drawer before he realized
what he was doing.
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“No!” Dropping the gun,
he shoved the drawer shut.
Sweat bathed his body. Trem-
ors shook it. Although many
of the people he saw profes-
sionally had tried to tell him
about suicidal impulses, this
was his first experience with
them.

He left the room, paced to
the drinking fountain, smoked
a cigarette, and returned to his
office much calmer, he
thought. As soon as he entered
the room, the desire to go
h o m e hit him again, stronger
than before.

Finding the switch the kid
had used, he pushed it.

Again the nameless wave
cut through his body. With it
came knowledge and ecstacy.
The knowledge was that he
too, was an alien here. The

kid had been right! All hu-
mans were aliens! They be-
longed somewhere else.

The ecstacy came from the
knowledge t hat he was going
there, he was going where he
belonged, he was going—
home!

He did not feel his body
fall forward across the gener-
ator. Nor did he care. Dying
was not important, It was
only graduation to the place
where he belonged.

The inquest for Thurber
was held immediately follow-
ing the hearing in re Ralph
Tine. In both cases, the coro-
ner’s jury returned a verdict of
‘“death from causes unknown.”

Humans still called it
death.

THE END




