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A man who denies himself anything—even though it is bis
own choice—ultimately comes lo see that denial as a cruelty

inflicied on bim!

LIVE IN
AMITY

NOVELET

by D. A. Jourdan

illustrated by FREAS

ORSE helped Leah into his
G copter, glad the darkness hid

his expression when she de-
liberately disarranged her full
skirt and exposed a generous por-
tion of white thigh.

Entering from his own side he
replaced the skirt without com-
ment. "'The ancients,” he said se-
renely, “believed that civilization

b

required people to live under what-
ever were the most painful, most
difficult conditions...” He hoped
she didn't know how badly he
wanted her; the ancients might
have enjoyed that sort of thing,
but he did not.

Their duel had been going on for
months. They both wanted the
same thing, but they had differ-



ent ideas about how- they intended
to accomplish it. To get his mind
off it Gorse tried absorbing him-
self in his subject. It really was
interesting. “They called all natural
desires 'sin’; and they actually tor-
bade them...” He paused, won-
dering if he should go on. His re-
search into old custom was only
incumbent on him as a priest in
Amity.

It was not good manners for him
to force his knowledge on others.
Social grace ruled that the cruel-
lest, most destructive thing one per-
son could do to another was to bus-
den his neighbor with unnecessary
information.

On the other hand, Leah, too,
was a2 member of the Serving class;
as such she had to be inured to the
discomtort of education. Too, she
was certainly going to be one of
his mates. From the way she was
holding him off, it was beginning
to look as though she would be
chief.

He gave in to his desire to share
the odd bit of lore with her. “Just
imagine, Leah; imagme calling the
most 1nstinctive, most essential de-
sires of mankind ‘sinful”!”

“What's so important about the
name you call a thing?” she said
sulkily. She was piqued by his self-
control; apparently she didn’t re-
alize how closc she was to winning
what she was after. "Natural de-
sires are natural desires—-whatever
you call ‘em..."

“But these people didn’t just

37

Gorse pi;iuredy;nassas ot people killing
and maiming each other.
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call 'em ‘sin’ and let it go at that,”
Gorse emphasized. Airborne at that
moment and busy with the plane,
he did:’t consider how much he
was saying. “These people actually
abstained from their natural-de-
sires-called-sin...” .

“How could they?’ Leah was
almost more puzzled than shocked.
“They’'d have nothing to declare!
They'd be denied their clearance!”

Feeling her slight shudder, Gorse
frowned at himselt for saying
more than he should have. History
was not specifically secret—but all
responsible people knew that world
Amity rested most securely on the
people’s conviction that the System
was not merely the best way of
life, but the only way. Even the
intellectuals of the Serving class
were rarely aware that thére had
ever been anything but Amity.

Only the Priesthood at the very
top knew of the chaos that bad
Ereceded the System; they had to
now to be capable of formulating
policy. (Fot three hundred vears,
though. there had been no need for
any further policy, since in Amity
mankind had found peace and sta-
bility.)

So Gorse could understand Le-
ah’s shock at the thought of non-
declaration. Homicide. of course,
had to be proved ‘justifiable to a
board of priests; but aside from
that. the one crime in Amitv was
failure to make monthly declara-
tion.

Gorse set the automatic pilot

and tried to change the subject by
putting his band on Leah’s now
chastely-covered thigh. "“That was
a nice party last night,” he said
reminiscently. “Except that I didn't
see as much of you as I'd have en-
joyed..."”

Leah tefused to have the subject
changed. As an educated girl with
some experience in assimilating
new ideas, she strove now to un-
derstand this one. "Tell me.” she
insisted. “How could people ab-
stain from—call it natural desire
or sin—I don't care... But how
could they? Théy'd be quarantined
as socially undesirable...”

Gorse considered explaining to
Leah that there had been a time in
history when people were not re-
quired to appear and declare month-
ly that they had properly fulfilled
their natura) desires to the best
of their ability.

He decided apainst it; the idea
would seem too incongruous to
her. He thoupht of pointing out to
her mournfully that by her stub-
bornness she had been making his
own declarations so petty as to be

,dull for months: but he knew bet-

ter than to expect any sympathy
from her about that.

Still stroking the silken fabric
over her soft thigh Gorse lapsed
in a pleasant state of semi-hypnosis.
Leah would make a delightful
mate, He knew that if it took him
much longer to persuade her, he
was poing to give in, name her his
chief and permanent mate. He said
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absently, “What puzzles me is not
how they could abstain, but why
... Why would any sane person

want to abstain from samething he,

badly wanted?”

AS A PRIEST, except for the
High Pniests who were a se-
cret group and known oaly to each
other, Gorse was at the top of the
Serving class. Naturally Leah want-
ed him. .

And he was dangerously close
to giving 1n to her. Only his social
obligation to mate with her with-
out paming her his chief, if he

possibly could, was holding him

back now.
Conquest was the ususal solution
to a problem such as his, but

such success with a girl of Leah’s

intelligence and foresight was not
child’s play. She had both imag-
ination and spirit, and he had
learned painfully that she was. will-
ing to use both. Also, though the

system approved both force and

trickery in such a campaign, the
female was not permitted to he
seriously harmed.

She, however, was permitted to
use unlimited force to defend her-
self. Slaying of the male by the fe-
male in these circumstances was
considered justifiable. And he
wouldn’t put it past Leah.

Sighing, he gave her leg a final
pat and stopped. A girl like Leah
was not to
priest though he was he had been
unable to seduce her. But under

had by force, and

his stroking she had snuggled closer
to him. She whispered softly in
his ear, “'Gorse, f:ve. I'm hun-
gry. ..

He asked despondently, “Where
would you like to go?”

“Butterfly Inn isn’t far. And
let’s take a private room; I don't
care to eat chicken in front of peo-

le...”

Gorse headed for the place she
mentioned, gloomily aware that
this' was just the sort of thing that
broke a man down.

Shortly later, .following her rip-
pling blue skirt into the pleasant
room he was stabbed, exactly as she
had intended. There was the us-
ual invitingly arranged, candle-lit
table on one side of the room. And
on ' the other there was the usual,
capacious, chintz-flowered chaise-
lounge. If the couch had not been
too large Gorse would have shoved
it out the window.

. He gaver the order. Across the
table from him Leah’s shoulders
were camelia-white, and so round-
ed he could feel the touch of them
in the palms of his hands. The can-
dles transformed the mischief in
her eyes into mystery. And as he
watched her long, ?ark hair bob
and undulate entrancingly around
those lovely bare shoulders, Gorse
knew that he was very nearly fin-
ished. :

The platter full of chicken ar-
rived. Leah examined it judicious-
ly and selected 2 wing. Gorse, too,
had been on the verge of taking
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a wing but at that moment he
veered to a leg.

UNCHING on the chicken,

Gorse tried puzzedly to un-
derstand why he had done so. As a
priest, he knew something of hu-
man nature—and unless he was
mistaken he had just done a strange
and perverted thing. He had auto-
matically, and without thinking, re-
frained from fulfilling an unob-
structed natural desire.

He had always preferred the
wing, and apparently Leah liked
the wing, too. Though there were
two of them on- the platter, at the
moment he had seen her take the
wing he had without thinking te-
served the other for her—despite
his own preference for them.

Gorse put down the leg, wiped
his fingers and stared at Leah,
badly shaken. He had just de-
pravedly and abnormally resisted
a healthy, natural impulse. He, a
priest in Amity! _

Under his gize Leah stopped
eating. “'Is something wrong with
the food?”

Gorse shook . his head. without
speaking and reached for another
piece of chicken but his mind was
made up. It must be frustration
that was causing him to behave so
insanely; he would resist no lon-
ger. Leah had beaten him fairly
and deserved to be named his
chief.

‘He waited until they finished
-eating to tell her. He pretended to

be looking out the balcony at the
view. “What would you say if 1
told you I've just decided to give
intoyou ...”

She was on him and in his arms
immediately, warm and enthusias-
tic. He knew that even a lifetime
of Leah was not going to seem
long. He enjoyed her mouth for
as long as he could stand it and
then put her from him. She twirled
across the room and flung herself
down on the enormous chaise
lounge. “Come here!”

“Why?" he asked wryly.

“Even kissing,” she said, smiling
innocently, “Is more comfortable in
a reclining position ..."”

He smiled, too, but he doubted
if his smile was innocent. “Unless
you want to risk losing what you've
just won, better not invite me. Not
until after you're actually
named. .."

T invite you !’

He came over to her slowly,
trying to understand. She was too
intelligent, too sensible not to know

.what she was doing. “You've been
_holding me off until I'm almost
‘crazy ..." He frowned down at

her, “Now that you've almost
achieved what _you want—sud-
denly your desire becomes so strong
you can’t wait... Even though
this way you risk my changing my
mind afterward...”

Her laughter was indulgent.
“My desire is neither stronger nor
weaker than it was before. But if
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you want to give in to me, I want
to give in to you; that's all...”

Gorse stared down at her, be-
ginning to understand, but wishing
now that he didn't. Something
serious—even dan gerous—was
taking place, Leah really preferred
to wait until after she was named
to give in to him.

Yet she was denying her own
wish, in order to please him, It
was, like his giving her the other
chicken wing, a deliberate self-
denial of an unobstructed natural
desire, " ' '

Amity called it decadence.

MITY was based on not merely

the right, but the duty of every
person to fulfill their natural de-
sires, All citizens were required
to appear monthly before their
board of priests and make declara-
tion—secret and private, of course,
but verifiable—that they had done
so. Their montly clearance testified
that they were fit for society.

The monthly declaration was
requisite rather than voluntary,
lest sick or confused individuals
shirk their duty to fulfill natural
desires and so create a reservoir
of the evil Amity knew to follow
self-denial.

Leah’s rufusal to allow Gorse to
make love to her except on her own
terms was, of course, her right.
Amity ruled that whenever two
person’s  desires  were  mutually
exclusive, whoever felt the most
strongly should prevail. The rules,

- pamed Leah his chief,

as on conquest, were simple. and
reasonable and rarely violated.

Gorse could not, however, es-
cape the fact that both he and
Leah had been guilty of deca-
dence—self-denial of an unob-
structed npatural desire—in the
same evening. And it had seemed
so reasonable and right. He won-
deredly troubledly if he were be-
coming contaminated by his re-
scarch into the past. Perhaps he
was not sufficiently balanced to be
exposed to the. temptations of the
decadent past.

Yet at the same time, he felt,

. sinfully, that perhaps the behavior
of the ancients was after all not

so evil. And that thought, even
though it was contrary to Amity,
persisted.

II

WO MONTHS later, when
Gorse was summoned for

. the first time in his life
to appear before his regional. di-
rector in the eastern capitol, he
was still not at ease with his own
conscience. Though he had re-
cently turned in what he thought
was an exceptionally good analy-
sis on the trends in modern amuse-
ment, he was not at all sure that
he was being summoned to the
capitol for commendation.
Even after he had publicly
still
found places where he was refusing
to fulfill his natural desire. He
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knew it was wrong and he tried to
fight against #; but no amouat
of self-disapproval could convince
him that the ancients had been
really evil in ‘their passion for
abstinence. Sometimes, when he
failed to be strict with himself, he
would almost believe that the
ancients’ way was more civilized
than Amity's. »

Nervously thumbing through
various Priests' trade journals in the
difrector’s anteroom, Gorse knew
that he expected as rauch to be
called up for untruthful declara-
tion as for congratulation en his
work.

The director, Utz, was a sturdy,
cheerful looking man with just a
suggestion of grimness around the
mouth. Rumor said he was a mem-
ber of the all-powerful, secret body
of High Priests, final administra-
tors in Amity for the entire world.

Utz, returning from ushering
him in, touched the comfortable
armchair nearest him and gave the
built-in lazy Susan on his desk a
slight turn. “Will you try my to-
bacco? Or a dreink? Or—" his
smile deepened and the grimness
around his mouth disappeared.
“Perhaps a small dose of. biothe
to help you relax?”

Gorse  demanded defensively,
“Should I find it difficult to re-
lax?" regretting it before he had
even finished speaking,

Utz closed the lid of the humi-
doc compartment of the wheel and
sat down. “Some priests are a
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trifle tense at meeting their direc-
tor for the first time,” be said
mildly.

“And so am L” Gorse admitted
apologetical}y, bat he still didn’t
belp himself from any of the cam-

nts of the lazy Susan. Biothe,
which lulled conscious control of
one’s mind could be introduced in-
to almost anything. Until he had
cured hi of his erse
sion for abstaining, itP:rr:s bestpal::
maintain his intellectual integrity.

But it was shameful that he, a
priest, should have to close "his
mind to his superior. He felt him-
self flushing and tried to believe
that with his kanowledge and train-
ing he should soon be able to cure
himself. It wasn't easy fo convince
himself, since after months of try-
ing he still had no idea why he
wanted to deviate,

Utz was studyihg him, must have
seen him redden. He glanced down
at the iheaf of papers in his hand.
"Gors Cheyney, age twenty-five.
And your work is in entertainment
analysis ...”

Gorse refaxed a little. He still
wasn't at ease about his mania for
abstaining, but from Utz's attitude
he was beginning to dare to ho
that he hag been brought here for
commendation rather than disgrace.
He tried not to feel too hopeful.

Utz flicked the papers lightly
and laid them on his desk. “Gorse,
your work has been excellent ever

* since you took your vow. But this
report here.” he pointed toward the
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papers on his. desk, “entitles you
to a rare honor.”

Gorse looked at him doubtfully.
Though he had been botn into the
Serving class, the Priesthood was
competitive; he had already won
his way into this highest of all
Services. He frowned slightly, won-
dering what Utz could mean. He
had already achieved the ultimate
in promotien. -All. he hoped to do
aow was to continue to merit the
privilege he had alceady attained.
Even that, he thought nervously,
in view of his trend toward de-
cadence, wrs mot going to be easy.

Utz bad been watching him.
“You've Lzen selected,” he said
impressively, “for preparation for
High Pri-st.” '

For or~ incredulous moment of
datight Corse ‘stared at Utz. Then
reality b'asted Mhimy; the coveted
hooor w5 not, could not be for
him. As downcast ss he had been

exultant, ‘Gorse said. “I'm sorry. -

Iscan't—"
Utz waited blandly. “Yes?”

i VORSE fell suddenly silent in

horrot of what ke had been
sayirg. His balance hadn't heen
too sccwre to begrh with, and this
shock hxd upset it further. This
‘was something that o briest wonld
ever refase.

As Utz said. this was the great-

est honot—and duty—thet Amity
offered. The High Priests goverhed
the fima! policies of the entire
warld Tt was ! -aue of the wis-

dom of  that secret body of men
that for three hundred yesars, war
—rmass murder of mankind by
mankind-— had disappeared from
earth.

Only a student of ancient his-
toty could appreciaste what that
meant.

Gorse leaned back in the com-
fortable armchait, his eyes closed.
He had a mental picture of great

‘masses of people turning on them-

selves, maiming, killing each other.
He shuddered, made up his 'mind.
Locked up imside himself, his de-
cadence could do no harm; but a
sick mind 1tke his atmong the body
of High Priests might single-
handedly destroy civilization. He
must refuse, even if it destroyed
him.

Gotse looked at Utz dully. “It's
a great honor, but 1 don’t feel
qualified. ..”

Utz's tome was kindly. ““The
board decides that.”

“You mean I can’t decline?”

“Why worty?” Utz smiled.
“Would it be so terrible to be se-
lected as High Priest?”

Gorse flushed. “It's not
that ..." He couldn’t explain that
he was not fit to govern, that his
mind -might prove dangerous to the
security of the world.

If Utz saspected that he was
abstainmg from his natural destres
Gorse knew he ‘would be m-
mediately segregated. If he thenm
ptovad ustrespofisive to cure, he
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‘would be sent into quarantine for
the rest of his life.

He tried to choose his words
carefully; Utz was probably sus-
picious already. “It’s just,” he said
miserably, “That I'm so happy with
my present life as I am, that I
hesitate to change it in any
way. .. :
Utz tapped the file of papers
on his desk. “'Strange your last few
monthly declarations don’t bear out
that staternent of bliss.”

Gorse’s heart began to vibrate
his whole body. So his untrue dec-
larations had been brought to
Utz's attention! ‘He knew that it
was impossible to escape the detec-
tor, but he had hoped for a little
more time before the reports caught
up with him. He sai-:i)o stiffly, to
hide his fear, "Am I forced to
accept this honor, or can I refuse?”

Utz moved the sheaf of papers
into exact alignment with the edge

of his walnut desk. “In Amity,”-

he said slowly, “‘we're only forced
to do what we desire. However, to
be permitted to live with our fel-
lows we must keep ourselves free
of the tensions that make vicious
animals of men; and Amity knows
how men must behave to remain
free of such tensions.”

Gorse said insistantly, “Then I'm
not forced to accept?”

Utz shook his head. ““You're not
forced. But if you refuse, you imply
that the good of the System is not
your first interest...”

“So I'm allowed to refuse,”

Gorse said bitterly; "only, if I do
it ‘marks me as a socially undesir-
able citizen. ..” He looked at Utz.
“Quarantine?”’

Utz’s mouth was firm.
afraid so...”

ultm

GORSE looked suddenly con-
fused. It occured to him that
he was trying to escape being made
a High Priest lest he harm the
world—when all the time the fact
of his untruthful declaration was
known, and he was slated for dis-
grace—not honor. “I've been stu-
pid,” he said. “You certainly don’t
want me for High Priest, knowing
my declarations have been un-
true—"' '

“But we do!”

Gorse looked at him distrustful-
ly. “Socially undesirable as I am?
You want to prepare me for High
Priest?” He was finally suspicious
of the way the interview had been
conducted. He scowled at Utz
“Naturally I'd give anything—do
anything—to be High Priest. Any
man would. But did you summoc
me here to prepare me for High
Priest, or to quarantine me as un-
desirable?”

Utz paused, then said carefully,
“Both, perhaps...” He asked,
“Are you sincere about wantiag to
to be High Priest? If you can be
cured of your decadence, of
course. .."”

Gorse stared at him. There was
nothing he wanted more in life at
that moment than to be safe again
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in Amnty Secure in a position of
honor. “I'm sincere,” he muttered
without much hope.

“The cure will be strenuous and
shocking,” Utz warned; “‘the re-
ward, you know. I'll do everything
I can to help you...”

Gorse eyed him_ warily but with
resignation. Utz seemed pleased
that he was willing to try to cure
himself. Actually he had little
choice. . Unless he wanted to go
into life quarantine. .

Utz had been consulting the file
on Gorse. Finally he lookcd at him.

“Qrdinally we first try to rehabili-
tate deviates by stimulating their
sexual desires. But I don’t see much
hope in exposing you to any charm-
ecs, however celebrated. Since you
recentl y named your chief
uate. .." ) ;

Gorse nodded des ondently.

“No other female coulg possibly
stimulate me more that Leah...”

“Yet as much as you desired her,
you deliberately abstained from
taking her when she made herself
available to you...”

Gorse  gestured, dropped his
hands. How could he explain
something he didn't understand
himself. “She wanted to be my
chief. First.”

“But she did offer herself to

ou?”

Heavily, Gorse nodded.

“And you did refrain from tak-
ing her? Though you wanted her?”

Gorse said, "But she wanted—"
Utz raised one forefinger. "It

is your desires, ot rather the denial
of your desires in which I'm now
interested. Not hers.”

Gorse looked at him hopelessly.
“Yes. 1 wanted her but I waited.
I waited until after I could name
her...” Gorse explained des-
perately, ‘But it was only for her
sake I waited. 1 wanted her to be
happy. because she was only offer-
ing herself to me to make me
happy!” He looked for some sign
that Utz understood the complex
phenomenon.

Utz was adamant. “However you

. did desire her and you did abstain

from taking her. It does come to
that, doesnt it?" Gorse looked
down at his hands. Utz said
thoughtfully, “So I certainly cannot
hope to win you back by any lesser
temptation...” His tone was
abstracted. “Since your satisfaction
with her is so complete...” He
frowned. “Yet even with her—"

Utz broke off, took a - deep
breath. “"How then shall we go
about tempting you?” he asked
soberly. “In order to persuade you
to redeem yourself by following

_your natural desite, we must. first

give you something to desire. Some-
thing important. ..”

“Thete’s nothing,” Gorse said

hopelessly. "Nothing I can’t ab-
stain from...” He stared at Utz
""When you Jboke of the High
.Priesthood, badl 1 wanted the

honor, here, too I found myself
abstaining. . He said slowly,
“But in anothet way I was follow-
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in my desire—by abstaiping. .
Sinee | wanted to...” Gome's
voice faded out as he sam Utz's
face.

Utz spoke with- amusement. "As
a priest, you, should recognize when:
a man is rationaliziag to defend his
perversity. . .”

“Then: is it rationalizing,” Gorse
demanded, “'to say. that in each case.
I abstained for the benefit of
others. So it was really ham-
less "

No Gorse!” The hazd look was.
back around Utz's mouth. “You
may think your behavior was to
the benefit of others. But in prin-
ciple and in fact, self-denial is the
basis of all ewil, .

Utz conticued’ ﬂatly, “A man
who believes: that-his right and: his
duty is to dv exactly what he de-
sires. is a peaceful and contented
individual, He lacks: that breeding
ground of all- intelerance, cruelty
and: vice—a seose: of his own
virtue; he has nothing to feel
virtuous - about—he’s only done
what he wanted. And he bas ne
F‘in of self-demial to retaliate
or ...

“But a man who denies him-
self—even though he may orig-
inally do it because he chooses—
ultimately winds up.confusing self-

denial with vigtue, and wanting ta.

make everybody else, also—"
Utz's mouth twisted. into 3, grimace
of disgust— "vuhwus

U was sp with powe:ful
conviction. wondered resist-
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antly bow he could be so sure. It
had been bundreds of years since
the ancients had lived. uader their
strange custom of self-denial rather
than fulfillment,

Perbaps history maligned them
when it said that their society was
founded on a bloody. intolerance of
all men for their fellows. Gorse
said sturdily, “When 1 abstained,
it was for good.” -

“It seemed so to you, But there’s
good reason for Amity to. abhor
the principle of self-denjal,” Utz
said wrgently. "L repeat: -A man
who denies himself anything—
even though it is his own choice—
ultimately comes to see that denial
as a cruelty inflicted upon him. So
in anger he calls his self-denial
‘victue', and seeks to extend it
forcibly to other men. And there

‘is. oo limit to men’s, cruelty in

forcing their ‘viriue’ on their

fellows. ..”

RSE kpew that he had no
intention of denying others
the right of carrying out their
desires: just: becanse heofhad Al-
though; as he thought- of it, there
had: been. something kindly and
generous about: his' self-denjel in
Leah’s favor. Or the world's.

He frowned at Utz Al the
training of his entire life said it
was evil and wrong; yeh he was
nok sure.

Ute stared back at him; his.
seteno: face suddenly cager. “Listen,
Gorse; I'm gaing te balp you; I
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¢an help gou. Since all self-denial
ultimately aims toward the abnega-
tion of life, there is something 1
can do...” He presses a button
on his desk, "This will not be easy
on you, but we must find out #
you are completely beyond redemp-
tion—if you are really willing to
give your life for your chief mate.”

Alarmed, Gorse stood u;).
“You'te not going to hurt Leah?”

Two guards had entered the
office and stood, one on either
side of him. "I'm not going to
touch her,” Utz assured him, “nor
will T harm you. However 1 must

confine you in order to test your .

attitude. Only this ‘way ‘can we
discover if you’ll really carry vour
self-denial to its logical extreme—
and die for this female...”

“How?” Otz was ‘too reasonible

a man for Gorse to feel much fear
of him.
. Utz made a slight gesture. ““You
will be tonfined indefimitely. ‘And
though you will be setved Food
regularly, if you eat. your chief
mate will die—because you will
have falsely imolied that you're
willing ‘to :sacrifice yourself #for
her.” He waid -primly. “In order
to ‘justify gour ‘passion for self-
denial in her favor, T £xpact vou
to be willing to starve yourself to
death.”

Incredulous first, -then enraged,
Gorse yanlked free -of the guards’
restraining hands. He leaned over
Ute's desk and stared aut -him.

Slowily, his recent ideas had heen

ecroding the therished convic-
tions of 2 lifetime; now he knew
complete disillusionment. He had
never hated as he hated Utz, never
loathed evil as he now loathed the
creed he lived under. “So Amity,
too, like the savage concepts of
the ancients, requires the death
of those who do not believe in
it..."

Utz said sternly, “You know that
Amity’s only punishment is the
quarantine.”

“And,” Gorse added in despiss,
“starving a man te death. Under

threat -of %killing someone he
loves...”
Utz stood up. “You arc mis-

taken.” There was neither anger
nor pity ‘on his face. 1 am not
punishing you; 1 am giving you my
maximum &ssiskince in purging
yourself. So that you may—as
you vourself said you desired—
one day be High Priest. The great-
est of ull natural desires is the
desite to live. -1 am calling on the
most powerful incentive 1 know to
persuade you to cease this perverse
sestraint and return. Te life and
to Amity...”

Utz paused for a moment. “Yeou
chose to -deay wyoursclf in favor -of
another: this gave 'you :2 sense of
virue 1 am new offering you an
onnoctunity to carry -that virtue to
its ninnacle. To -give your life for
another. ..

“If.” he continued coolly, “you
should decide that self-denial is
not swnonvmous -with virtue—if
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you decide to live—you will be
welcomed back into your rightful
place. The price of redemption,
the life of your mate, is high, but
you set it yourself when you ques-
tioned Amity.”

I

had known that Utz was
sentencing him to death.
What he had not known was what
a vicious and lengthy torture it
would be achieving that death.
At first Gorse had started out
to do it the hard way, like a hero.

F ROM THE beginning, Gorse

He would leave the tray where the-

guard placed it, and try to ignore
it. After two days of this he grew
so hungry he no longer dared to
trust to his own control.

After that he didn’t pose any
more. The moment the guard
brought the tray of food he would
flush it down the toilet. The first
time was the hardest; it had seemed
as though he was flushing away
his life.

Utz had been vety subtle. Since
for Gorse to eat meant for Leah to
die, symbolically, if he ate he
would be engaging in the most
animal of all human drives:
Cannibalism. The appetizing trays
of food the guards %tought in no
longer looked like food to Gorse.
They represented Leah’s white
flesh.

In a way Gorse was thankful
that Utz had arranged it that way.

That horror was the only thing
that might have made it possible
for him to abstain from the food.
He grew weaker as the days passed,
and spent most of his time asleep
or in a stupor. Always, conscious,
or unconscious, in back of his fear
of death was Utz’s cold, hard face.

Sleep brought another fear. He
would dream that while he slept
the guard brought in a tray of
roast pork and candied yams and
that while he still slept, he ate the,
food. '

Even after he would wake up
and see the tray, empty as he had
left it after disposing of the food
down the toilet—or freshly re-
placed by the guard and still .un-
touched—he .never felt quite
sure it was only a dream. That he
had actually not tasted the food,
while sti]l asleep. '

That dream always terrified him
so he would struggle to remain
awake.. But of course he always
failed.

It seemed to him that he had
spent weeks in confinement. He
knew it shouldn't take that long
to die of starvation and he sus-
pected Utz of force feeding him
somehow when he was not cons-
cious.

Often when he would wake up
a doctor would be there. By that
time Gorse was no longer afraid
he might take some of the food
while he slept. He knew he knew
he was no longer strong enough to
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cross the cell without stumbling
or falling. .
Then one day Utz was there as
he woke. The doctor standing be-
side him was looking down at him
with admiration and pity. Utz’s
face was calm as usual. He said,
“Can you hear me, Gorse?”
Gorse closed his eyes again and
turned his head to the wall. He
couldn’t stop the false and vicious
creed of Amity from destroying
him, but he need no longer listen
to Utz—its false priest. C
"Then you can.” Utz said coolly.
“Good. I have news for you. The

doctor informs me you ate close to -

death, so I've decided to terminate
your cure. Your chief mate, of
course, won't be harmed. But: you
uniderstand this failure means quar-
antine for you...” S
After that came weeks in a hos-
pital while his stomach was re-
educated to accept food. Then the
flight under guard to prison, the
last flight he would ever make.

NDESIRABLE CITIZENS of
the North American ‘region
were quarantined on a small, in-
accessible island in the San Fran-
cisco bay. Built aréund the twen-
tieth century as a prison, hundreds
of years later it was still being used
for that purpose. Amity, of course,
had little need for prisons, since
competition was for honors only—
and honors could be neither stolen,
embezzled nor forged.
From time to time a rare indivi-

dual was unable to justify a slay-
ing to the satisfaction of his board
of (Friests, but the main group of
undesirables—and  they were not
many—were deviate priests like
himself. Gorse soon learned that,
like himselt, they too had been
attracted by the strange customs of
the ancients. They too had found
them superior to Amity.

He sought his friends among
these men and the one of them
who fascinated him most was Verl.

Verl was a slender, ascetic-look-
ing man with intense gray eyes and
a fierce cloquence. Gorse and he
and a dozen ex-priests like them-
selves gathered in the dismal court-
yard of the prison.evenings and by
talking tried to lance the bitterness
in their hearts. '

After a long siege of the damp
and gloomy days common to the
area, Verl was angry. “Here we
rot,” he exploded one night. “The
handful of men in the country who
have the self-restraint and dedica-
tion to behave higher than the
animals. . ,”

~Often as Gorse heard them ac-
tually praise self-denial, the
strangeness of it still alarmed and
delighted him. He could not get
over having what he believed was
his perversity approved. “Explain
again,” he begged, “why restraint
is more civilized than fulfillment.”

In the darkness of the Pacific
evening Gorse couldn’t see Verl's
face, but he knew the expression
of disgust that weuld be on it. Verl



50 SCIENCE FICTION STORIES

said, “Any animal can follow its
desires...” His voice rang out
majesticallp. “But only man can

Scomnfully, Gorse recalled Utz
saying that self-denial made vicious
animals of men. It was just the
ozﬁosite. Gorse wmdefec{ hope-
fully if the secret of . civilization
itself did pot lie somewhere with-
in this st and pantul ability—
the ability Amity ealled decadence.

Eager to share Verl's pride and
wisdom, Gorse seasaned slowly,

“and we deny ousselves for the
bepefit of athers. Others we
lave. ..”

. “Not necessacily,” Verl disagreed
sharplp. “Not that it's impoctant.
The impartant thing is that we Jo
deny ourselves; we're npot animals
to follow our - wish. . .”

Gorse frowned, wished he could
see Vesl's' face i the darkness.
Surely Verl must be joking; he
couldn’t mean that—and yet be
was pot given to humar. Gorse
said doubtfullp, “I should think
that our reason for denying our-
selves is of prime impostance. More
important the denial itselt.”

“Net at all.” Verl was absolutely
pasitive. “The denial is the wmpor-
tant thing. H gou believe that the
teason for the denial is of any
impartaace, then when there's no
reasan, you simply wen't deay
yourself. And there yau'll be—
one with the animals again...”

Confused, Garse remained sileat.
He had a sudden, terrible convic-

tion that something was wrong.
There must be something he didn’t
understand, something he had
missed. For a man to deny himself
without any reason made even less
sense than for himself under Amity.
to be com d to fulfill his
desires. He would have kked te
have asked Verl more, but Verl
usually acted as though anyane who
questioned him disagreed with him.

Still unable to understand Verl's
meaning, a few days later, cautious-
ly, he questioned him again. “Verl,
I know sel-denial is than
fulfillment, but I don’t knqw just
why. Exphlain why..."”

Verl was working at the counter
beside him, in the machine shop.
He turned to look at Gorse with
exasperation, “There isn't a0y rea-
son; but it's more difficult, so
it mast be nght.”

Wuith sickent shock Gorse

"kpew then that he had made a

tecrible mistake. He had hated Utz
and Amity so much he had wel-
comed the epportunity to be im-
prsoned with others who believed
as he did.

But now that he was with them
he wished that Utz had not relented
and allowed him to live. Dead he
would never have learned that these
men—his co-believers—made less
sense than Amity.

Gorse tried ta tell himself that
at least these men could not be
as cruel as Utz, who preached
that it was sclf-denial that spawaed
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all cruelty. He kngw how cruel.

Utz.could be.
N

~HAT NIGHT, when,
[ gathered in the cousiyar
Gortse braced himself to ask
the: question,

Verl, like most. of the men,
hoarded his weekly- ration of biothe
for a period of weeks 2nd then: took
it all at once. He had just swal-
lowed five weeks, ration of biothe
when Gorse- put the question to
. “"What would we do with them
if we were out agd they, were in?”
Gorse could see the glitter in Verl's
eyes. in the dagkness.

Goese said anxiowsly. “Yes. As-
summl? we'te right, and keowing

we a.te. some dap—even

though, it . take centugies—
we'll havethe oblem oﬁanoé).-
position to deal with as they do
noW. .

“What do. you: mean ‘assuming
we're right” ” Verl's voice was
insulted. “If joute oot sure—"

“I'm - sure,”  Gorse corrected
quickly. "k mean. assum@ing we're
in. control. ..

The biothe began to: take effect
and Verl forgot: his anger and grew
exaggeratedly self-assured. ‘%ou
don’t need to, assume that, either;
because we will be i cantrol, and
it iso’t going ko take cemturies.™

Arrogant as Vesl was, Gosse
felt pity for higa. Like all prisoness

he dreamed of escape. Biothe made
it seemn. possible. Actually the bay
was. a death trap of treacherous
currents for the strongest swimmer.

Verl sensed Gorse’s doubt. “I've
made a connection,” he boasted;
“the opposition is about to get
rolling. Amity, watch out!”

It brought Gosse back to his
test question. The one that would
tell him positively if he had. been
wrong to torsake Amity. “What
would you do with them, Verl?
If you were on top?”

“When I'm on top,” Verl said
with assurance, “all the peoFle-
need is a leader. They're ready for
this idea ..."

“Probably you'd put them right
hete,” Gorse tried to lure him. back
to. his subject. “Turn about.” For
just one mosment he enjoyed the
thoughts ot Utz locked up, him-
self free.

Verl sounded supescilious. “So
they can higure out how to escape?
And turn the tables right back on
us?”

“But they let as live ...” No.
ope kpew better than Gorse how
cruel Utz could be; but Utz bad
let them live. He said somberly,
“We would be behaving even more
viciously than they di

“Victous'!”’ Verl, relaxed with
biothe, was amused. *'It 1sn’t vi-
cious to destroy wickedness. ..”

Hearing um Gorse telt sick.
Utz had toztured hum to try to
force him back into. Amuty; but
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Verl felt that his own virtue en-
titled him to destroy any who were
not virtuous—exactly as Utz bad
warned, .

Gorse had known his error, real-
ly, when Verl said that self-denial
was desirable for its own sake,
Fulfillment was desirable for its
own sake—but there should be
some reason for denial.

As he listened to Verl boasting
of how many people were readz
for his message of virtue throug
denial and pain, Gorse felt fear.
He had already ruined his own
life. How tragically wasteful if
many other fools like himself ac-
tually came to believe in Verl's
glorification of self-torture. He
knew now why wars had flourished
during the ancients’ regime; men
in pain struck out at their fellows.

He shuddered. He had been wil-
ling to sacrifice himself to save the
world from his sick mind, but it
was another sick mind who really
threatened the continued peace and
security of Amity. Verl, intense,
fanatic, was just the man to lead a
movement. If he escaped, he would
live to destroy Amity; and he in-
tended to escape. .

After that Gorse was with him
constantly.

ESS THAN: a week later the
men were taking their evening
rest in the yard when Verl quietly
started to walk away. Gorse tried
to follow but one of the men

seized his arm. “Don’t spoil it;
afterward, he’ll get us.all out...”

Gorse twisted away, drove his
fists “at the man. Two others
grabbed his arms and they all start-
ed to sing. A guard glanced toward
them from one of the towers and
then looked away. Occasionally a
whole group would save their bi-
othe for a party. '

As soon as the spotlight had
passed on, Gorse pivoted suddenly
and kneed the man on his left. He
doubled over, releasing Gorse's
arm. Gorse struck at the man on
his right with his free left. His
captor cried out and let go.

Gorse ran across the yard to di-
rectly under one of the guard’s
towers. Verl was already halfway
up a rope ladder ‘suspended from
the wall. Gorse followed him.

Verl tried to go faster when he
felt Gorse on the ladder, then tried
to kick at him. He was too afraid
of falling off or attracting atten-
tion to be very troublesome. By the
time they were at the top Gorse
had a firm grip on Verl's pants
leg. If he shoved him off, Verl
was going with him.

Furious, Verl turned. “Why did
you come? The boat only holds
one! Later, I'll get you all free!”

Gorse clambered over the edge
of the wall still clutching Verl's
trouser leg. That Verl would re-
lease them all was exactly what he
feared; and intended to prevent,
whatever the cost.

Crouching, - he stated over the
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side edge of the wall down to the
turbulent, oily swells of the bay be-
low. He tried to sound nonchalant.
“Always room for one more...”

Verl reversed the ladder and
Gorse made him go down first.
The boat was a small, neatly-folded
package on the rocks below. Pro-

vided, no doubt, by someone
aboard the mail-and-supplies
launch.

Real evidence of the strength be-
hind the enemies of Amity made
Gorse more sure of what had to be
donc— To the other fools, who,
like himself, were jeopardizing the
finest civilization man had ever at-
tained.

Verl did something and the can-
vas became a small boat. Verl al-
most upset it trying to keep Gorse
out. “You'll sink it!”" He said fi-
nally, “Listen Gorse. If you must
come, hang on to the edge and I'll
tow you in."”

AS GORSE dropped into the
cold, stinking water Verl
slipped one of the extensible alu-
minum oars out of its pocket,
poised to strike him as he rose.

Gorse anticipated that and came

up beside the boat, too close in-for
Verl to strike him without overt-
turning. "'Hold it,” he warned.

Enraged, Verl struck anyhow.
The boat turned and dumped him
and bobbed away from both of
them. Frantically, Gorse thrust to-
ward it. Getting on was not easy,
because of the swells, but he man-
aged; the other oar was still in its
compartment.

Verl was gasping and crying out
and going umf:?r, but the waves
and the singing inside the court-
yard covered the noise.

It took Gorse hours to maneu-
ver the boat to a landing with
one oar, but he never doubted that
he would do it; he had to see
Utz once more.

Ashorc he was spotted and rec-
ognized tor an escapee immedi-
ately—but the guards did relay his
message to Utz. And Utz was will-
ing to see him.

Hours laier, again he was being
escorted into his office. One of the
guards had managed to get him a
change of clothes and the plane
that had brought him from the
coast had facilities for him to wash
away the stench of the bay. He felt
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complel;ely -exhausted, but thankful
that he ‘was going to e -alileto -So
somethlag ‘to ‘coetect ‘the ‘wrong he
had done.

Utz was calm.as usual. *He seated
Gorse in the same chsir he ad
occupied -once ‘béfore, helped him-
self to a cigaret.

Gorsc had ‘been phlanning his

ech .ever sinee he first beard

erls ideas, but it ‘was . still -not

easy to make. Neat after what dad
passedl betweea bimself and Utz.

He -said finally, flatly, 1 was
wrong; d ‘was -corspletely wrong.”

Utz saisad - bis ‘epcbrows, -didn’t
speak. “1 just killed a man—deft
him t drown.” Gorse felt his
mouth tightening. “That -dessa’t
bother ne. What bathers me:is'that
apother will tdke ihis vlace. Aa-
other wzholl e daggerons 4o
Amitv. .

“Do m care?” Utz looleed at
him.

“I'todd poud wes wranp.’ -Goue

said “avith dielpless ianewr, e toy-
ing to make up for &."""

“"What ide @ou ~serencat 2

Gorse smid ‘urgentlv.  "¥oe'll
have to k#1-them: +hew're tno -dan-
gerous, Theithrest. thoy ropresesnt - is
trn savare—"'

Utz smtereupted cuisdy, “Won
sorod mmrdmbly less tolarant
than whep—-"

“Don’t you thirk T "“-nw m-&l
rearet 4t? Tlow wrce ¥ cwast™
Fens'an $ibfened “ner'c smodth,
made 3t -tmed ro wpeak. TPuit they
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- must be killed, I, too, if you like.

They'se -dangeaous ‘to Amity.”
Wiz Jooked ut him with some-
thing fike satisfaction. “Occasional-
Yy, €Borse, “We run atross a ‘man
"who'!l die for :someone ‘or Some-
. That's good. "More rarely,

‘stlll we find someone who'll kill

for -his. beliefs. That's even
better....” He smiled, got up, ges-
tw.ing o Gorse.

“But :those : mon im qumstine'
!hy -edn destsqy vepything we've
mempluhedm fas!”
if @ fow do escape % i
pospel of Fage?” He lshrugeii
“Why shiould we kill 1them:? They
ate our training ground; we -mesd
them..."” Agiin he. vhedeomd for
Gorse to actbrmpany him. :

‘Gorse 5& “up, Frowning. " TFrain-
irg “prou ’

“Por 'High ‘Prest.,.” Uw
moved serenely across his office to
another door.” “No man s ready
for-.our supreme council untIl he
has weathered their teit. .

A, little -dimily, ‘Gonse fotlowed
him, "Where,” -he began, and then
stonned. .

‘To join your fellows” - Utz
opened the door and a large group
of :men -sedted -around . conference
table arew .quist.and arose. “From
21 n-+s.af the werld . ... " Utz. said
sir=' "You -can see we've beea
expecting you..."”
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