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BY DON
WESTLAKE

LOOK

before vou leap

Want a man with his heart on the right-hand side?
A left-handed red-head with one blue and one
brown eye? If you just check carefully enough
millions of men, you can expect to find
almost any anomaly you want...



B The third
day of bivouac Jeremy
gort so scared he went home.
Just like that. And that scared him
so much, he went right back. And
then he spent a few days thinking
about it

Jetemy £nerw that it had been an
hallucination. They were on bivouac,
on night problem, wich che tear gas
bombs bursting in air, and everybody
whispering, "Gas!”, and the con-
cealed Tacrical Instructors having
fun with rifle shots and flares and
things that went bump in the night.
Jeremy was one of a long line of ba-
sic trainees crawling through a pitch-
black dry drainage pipe, the curved
roughness of the pipe magnifying
the sounds from outside. A couple of
TI's had dropped tear gas bombs at

cither end of the pipe, and the whis-
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pered warnings
—"Gas!"—had echoed

forward and back toward
Jeremy, in the middle of the pipe.
By this time, Jeremy was just
about as frightened as he could pos-
sibly be anyway. And then he heard

‘the whispers, and he pulled off his

fatigue cap with one hand, and his
glasses with the other hand, and that
didn’t leave any hands for the gas
mask.

He skittered  frantically, all
crouched and cramped in the pipe,
trying to hold cap and glasses in one
hand and put the gas mask on with
two hands, and it was pitch-black so
he couldn’t see a thing, and then he
dropped the gas mask, and couldn’t
find it

And the first whiff of tear gas
teached him.
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And he could feel the young terror
of all the other basic trainees in the
pipe, reduced to harried sewer-
crawling by a world they never made.

One second, ‘there he was in the
pipe, his heart pounding like a jack
hammer. The next second, he was
huddled over on hands and knees
atop his own bed at home. The bed-
room door was open, and soft light
fillered up from the living room
downstairs, and he could recognize
his room, his bed, his desk, the full-
length mirror on the closet door, the
painting of a collie hanging on the
wall over the bureau. I'm crazy! he
thought wildly.

And the next second, he was back
in the pipe in the miserable dark,
hands fumbling for the gas mask. He
found it, and got it on at last, and the
people behind him were pushing and
swearing. He crawled through the
pipe and ran with the rest.

Coloncl Brice stood on the road
across the ravine, watching the scur-
rying basic trainees down below, and
wondering whether there'd be one in
this group or not. He watched the
TI’s drop their tear gas bombs down
toward the entrances of the drainage
pipe, listened to the crash and boom
of the combat simulation from up
and down the length of the ravine,
and he hoped there would be one.
There wasn’'t any reason for this,
otherwise.

He wondered how much longer he
could fight modernization on this
front. He had the older staff officers
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on his side, of course; none of them
would ever really believe in their
heart of hearts that the every-man-
a-rifleman-first concept was obsoles-
cent now. But there were younger
men coming up, men who realized
that this week of bivouac was a
farce, that its only result was to ter-
rify, anger, and occasionally maim
the basic trainees. The vast: majority
of Air Force enlisted men were going
to be clerks or technicians, in support
of the airplanes and missiles which
were the actual combat arm. Besides,
reducing the sixteen weeks of Army
basic training to a five-day bivouac
was, at the least, overly optimistic.

Thank  heaven, the colonel
thought, for the military mind. Or is
that a contradiction in terms? But, at
any rate, as long as the milicary
mind retains its basic qualities of
blind unadaptability, - every single
enlisted man in the Air Porce would
go through this bivouac: Colonel
Brice's field experiment.

And if they phase out the bivouac,
he thought, I'll just bave to find some
other way to screen these people.

The colonel looked up at the con-
trol shack just in time to see the
door open and Ed Clark stick his
head out to speak to the runner.

They've found someome! he
thought, and started for the control
shack, not waiting for the runner to
come down to him. Behind him, the
TT's with the tear gas bombs looked
after him, and then glanced at one
another and shrugged. Neither of
them knew where Colonel Brice fit
into the general scheme of things.
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No one seemed to know. But he was
always there, every week, every
Wednesday night, to watch the night
problem.

The runner met the colonel half-
way up the slope. "Mr. Clark wants
to see you, sir,” he said.

“I know,” said the colonel. “Thank
you.”

“Yes, sir.”

. The celonel held in the smile he
felt tugging at his lips. The runner
was so frankly curious. Only three
people on this base were allowed
into the control shack, or knew what
went on in there. The colonel himself,
and Ed Clark, and Paul Swanson.
Not even Lieutenant general Poole,
the base commander, knew anything
about the colonel and his two assist-
ants, and not even he was allowed in-
side the control shack, a fact which
pleased the good general not at all.

There was no way to open the
door from the outside. The colonel
knocked, and Ed Clartk pushed the
door open for him. “Come on in,
sir,” he said. "We've got a real dilly
this time.”

The colonel stepped into the
shack and closed the door, glancing
at Clark and Paul Swanson, seated
“over by the TV screen.

The three men were of decided
types. Colonel James Brice, tall and
lean in his blue uniform, was square-
jawed and thin-lipped, his brown
eyes deep set beneath shaggy brows,
his gray hair cropped close to his
skull. Before the Second World War,
he had been an anthropologist, asso-
ciated with a New England univer-
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sity. He had learned to fly a plane,
since there were some areas of the
world which could be reached by no
other kind of vehicle, and when the
war had come along he had wound
up in the Army Air Corps. He had
stayed in the service, switching over
to the new-born Air Force in 1947,
and settled into Intelligence in 1949.

Ed Clatk was twenty-six and
looked ten years younger. His boy-
ish, cheerful face was topped by pale
blond hair in the inevitable crewcut.
He was tall and slender, looking ex-
actly like a first-string center on a
high school basketball team. He was
wearing tan slacks and a short-
sleeved white shirt, open at the col-
lar. He and Paul Swanson were both
enlisted men, and took the preroga-
tive given Intelligence personnel to
wear civilian clothing. The base fi-
nance officer was the only individual
on the base outside this room who
knew their ranks. They sirred only
Colonel Brice, and were called Mis-
ter by both enlisted men and officers
on the base.

Paul Swanson was short and wiry,
black-haired and full-lipped. He was
twenty-three, and looked five years
older. He came originally from New
York City, and no one could have
mistaken his place of origin. Dressed
now in black trousers and a pale-
green shirt, he glumly watched the
dim figures moving across the tele-
vision screen, piped up from the
infra-red camera concealed in the
drainage pipe down at the ravine.

The colonel looked at the TV
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screen for a second, then looked
back at Ed Clark. “"What is it this
time?” he asked.

“I'm not sure,” Clark admitted.
“"We did get a picture of him, though,
so we'll be able to identify him.”

“Well, what did he do?” asked the
colonel.

It was Paul Swanson who an-
swered. "He disappeared.”

“He did what?”

“It was just for a second,” Swan-
son went on. "I almost missed it, it
was so fast. Bur he just up and dis-
appeared. And then, a second later,
he came right back again.”

“Disappeared,” mused the colonel.
“Invisibility? That one I don't go for.
You don’t just suddenly change your
entire body chemistry to glass.”

“He did it,” said Swanson simply.

“He learned it in the Orient,” sug-
gested Clark. “The mysterious power
to cloud men’s minds.”

“Cloud men’s minds, maybe,” said
the colonel. “Cloud an infra-red tele-
vision camera, never. Particularly
when you don't know it’s there.”

“Maybe he did,” said Swanson.

"A telepath?” The colonel bright-
ened. If that’s what it is, at last—
but why the disappearing act?” He
turned to Swanson. “What was his
reaction to it? How did he act after
he’'d done it? Guilty, pleased with
himself, or what?”

“Scared to death,” said Swanson.
"I don't think he'd planned on doing
it. He just got ractled, and did ic.”

“So what do we do now?” asked.

Clark.
“Sit and wait,”
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said the ,{bio.r;el.’

“Identify him, and keep an eye on
him. But there’s no sense approach-
ing him until we find out exactly
what it is he’s doing and what his ar-
titude toward it all is.” The colonel
glanced at the TV screen again. The
basic trainees were still crawling hur-
riedly through the drainage pipe, the
line pausing intermittently to hur-
riedly don gas masks and then crawl
on.

“He disappeared,” said the colonel
softly, and shook his head.

It wasn’t until the next day that
things slowed down enough for Jer-
emy to think about what had hap-
pened in the drainage pipe. That aft-
ernoon, he sat on the sunlit grass
with the rest of the basic trainees in
his flight, and listened to a man in
pressed fatigues explain the princi-
ples of the catbine.

Then he had time to think. And
to get scared all over again.

It had been an hallucination. It
must have been an hallucination,
there was no other way to explain it.

He worried and fretcted and
chewed his thumb-knuckle all after-
noon, and by nightfall he had himself
convinced. Never mind the clarity
and reality of that scene, the feel of
the texture of the bedspread beneath
his hands, or how accurately he had
seen himself reflected in the closet
migtor. Home was seven hundred
failes away.

He had 7oz gone home. It had
been an hallucination.

He convinced himself at last, and
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for three days he stayed convinced.
And then he got the letter from his
mother. ‘

The letter itself was simply one of
the newsy, chatty notes he had come
to expect from his mother in his
seven weeks in the Air Force. But
one sentence in it stood out as though
it were written in fire.

The sentence concerned Jeremy's
dog, Andrew. "I thonght at last we'd
broken Andrew of the habit of sleep-
ing on your bed.” his mother wrote,
“but last night be did it again, leav-
ing muddy marks all over the bed-
spread. He twas gone, of course, by
the time I got there.”

Two days later, bivouac being
over and the flight back at the bat-
racks, Jeremy went on sick call.
To the man-with-clipboard who
marched the sick call group to the
infirmary, he said, "I'm having hallu-
cinations.” To the white-garbed
"medic who questioned him at the in-
firmary, he said, "I'm having hallu-

cinations.” To the sour-looking doc-

tor who got around to him at ten
o'clock, he said, "I'm having halluci-
nations.” :

The doctor looked a little more
sour. “What sort of hallucinations?”
he wanted to know. “Girls, or pink
" elephants?”

“Neither.” And Jeremy told him
what had happened, and showed him
the letter from his mother.

The doctor was looking increas-
ingly sour. “What else?” he de:
manded.

“That’s all.”

“You said hallucinations.”
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“Just che one,” said Jeremy. "Just
that one.”

The doctor glowered at the letter
from Jeremy's mother, and then
glowered at Jeremy. “You wouldn't
be malingering, would you?” he de-
manded.

“No, sir,” said Jeremy. He was
getting scared again—basic training
was a good place to learn how to be
scared—and he was devoting a lot of
time to trying to cover it. If the doc-
tor thought he were scared, he would
think it was because Jeremy was
guilty of something. Like malinger-
ing, which meant goofing off by fak-
ing sickness, and which could result
in a court-martial.

"You wouldn’t be,” continued the
doctor, glowering more than ever,
“angling for a section eight, would
you? You figure you'd rather be a
nut than an airman, is that it?”

“No, sir,” said Jeremy.

The doctor dropped the letter on
his desk where Jeremy could reach it,
and leaned back. “T don’t know what
you want from me,” he said. “You
aren’t physically sick. You say you
had this one hallucination five days
ago, and now here you are on sick
call. What do you want me to do
about it?”

“I keep worrying,” Jeremy told
him. "I keep thinking as though it
really happened. I can't think about
anything else.”

The doctor sighed, looked sour,
shook his head. “There’s nothing I
can do,” he said. "Forget it. If it was
an hatlucination, so what? It's all
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over, and it didn't come back. So for-
get about it.”

“That's why I'm here, sit,” said
Jetemy. “I can'’t forget about it.”

“You want to see a psychiatrist, is
that it?” The doctor’s tone showed
clearly that this proved his earlier
suspicions, that Jeremy was a faker
trying to get a section eight, hoping
to get an insanity discharge.

Jeremy almost said no. He didn't
want anybody to think he was a ma-
lingerer or a fake. He didn’t want
anybody to think that he would try
to lie his way out of the Air Force.

But the memory of the last five
days was too strong in him. He'd been
sleeping poorly, he hadn’t been able
to concentrate on anything, his
marching had deteriorated to worse
than what it had been his very first
day in basic training, he was goofing
up on inspection, he was generally
confused and miserable over this
thing. So he nodded and said, “Yes,
sir, I guess so.”

The doctor sighed. “All right, air-
man,” he said heavily. He made a
brief note in Jeremy's medical rec-
ord, and wrote something else on a
small sheet of paper which he
clipped to the record folder. “You
come on sick call Thursday morn-
ing,” he said. "Go on back to your
flight now.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jeremy. He got to
his feet. “Thank you, sir.”

The doctor mumbled, and looked
sour,

The chief surgeon was being diffi-
BEFORE YOU LEAP

cult. He, too, was a bird colonel—
just recently having received his
eagles, from the obvious pleasure he
took in making life difficule for an-
other officer of equal rank—and he
saw no reason why he should do what
Colonel Brice wanted. "Medical rec-
ords,” he said pompously, “are clas-
sified material. Authorized personnel
only. I'm afraid I'll have to know
your reason for wanting to see this
man’s records, and also your request
will most definitely have to come
through the proper channels. You
must know, Colonel Brice, the proper
procedure for—"

“Ketchup,” said the colonel, dis-
gusted. Since his two boys had grown
old enough to understand and imi-
tate the vocabulary of their elders,
this had become the colonel's one
swear word, and it was usually dis-
concerting to other people the first
time they heard him use it

It was disconcerting to the chief
surgeon. "I beg your pardon?”

“Where's your hot line?” de-
manded the colonel.

“Well, really, Colonel, it requires
an emergency of—"

“Ketchup,” said the colonel again.
He came around the chief surgeon's
desk and, over that astonished gen-
tleman'’s protests, proceeded to open
desk drawers.

The bright red phone was in the
bottom drawer on the right-hand
side. The colonel picked it up, waited
a second, and then said, “Brice. For
Corey.” He waited a few seconds
more, and then said, “Jack? I'm fine.
I want some records and—Right you
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are.” Deadpan, he handed the re-
ceiver to the chief surgeon.

The chief surgeon, bug-eyed, put
the phone to his ear and announced
his name and rank. Then he listened,
nodded vacantly, said, "Of course,
sir. Certainly, sir,” and put the re-
ceiver gently back onto its cradle.
He closed the door, and in a chas-
tened voice said, “I had no idea—"

“That's all right, Colonel. Now, if
I could have the medical records—"

“Of course. Certainly. Immedi-
ately.”

It took, as a matter of fact, just
about ten minutes for the records to
get into Colonel Brice's hands. Then
the colonel, at his request, was given
an empty office where he and Clark
and Swanson could look them over
at leisure.

They already knew quite a bit.

about their man: Jeremy Masters,
Airman Basic, AF12451995; twenty
years, five months and twelve days
old; born in Crane City, Pennsylva-
nia; lived there all his life until he
went away to attend a small liberal
arts college at Marshall, in the same
state; two years of college, average
grades; enlistment in the Air Force;
score of 73 on the Armed Forces
Qualification Test. Stanine scores
ranging between six and eight, with
a nine on clerical; negative police
check; a class one physical profile on
everything except eyes, where he had
a two, being somewhat nearsighted;
no known subversive activities, and
made no sports teams in high school
or college; studied trumpet four
years, not very good at it. -
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And now they learned one thing
more. What the disappearance act
meant.

“He went home,” said Clark softly,

wonderingly. "He up and went
home.”
The colonel nodded. “I've been

waiting for a telepath,” he said.
“And I guess I'm still waiting for one.
Bue it looks as though I've finally
got hold of a real live teleport.”

“He refuses to believe it,” said
Swanson. He tapped the doctor’s
scrawled notation on Jeremy Mas-
ters’ medical record. “He's talked
himself into thinking it was an hallu-
cination, you notice?”

“Just wait till we tell him differ-
ent,” said Clark.

“No,” said the colonel.

The other two looked at him,
questioning. “You aren’t going to tell
him?” asked Clark.

The colonel shook his head.

“Why not?”

“However he managed to do it,”
explained the colonel, "he's man-
aged now to get rid of the knowl-
edge. It won’t do any good to just go
to him and tell him he really did
telepore after all. He won't believe it,
to begin with. He'll chink it's some
sort of crazy psychological test. And
even if he does believe it, so what?
He obviously doesn’t have any con-
trol over the ability. He's no good to
us as 2 man who teleported once and
can’t remember how.”

“So what do we do?” Clark asked.

The colonel closed the medical
records folder. “We let nature take
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its course for a while,” he said.
“With a nudge or two in the right
direction from us.”

Jeremy had seen the doctor on
Monday. He had three more days of
distracted incompetence to live
through, with the TI calling him a
yardbird and a goof-up and a few
less printable things, and then it was
finally Thursday, and he went back
on sick call again.

This time, the white-garbed medic
took his name and went away and
came back and said, “You sict over
there.”

“Over there” was a small alcove
containing three leather sofas. Four
miserable looking basic trainees were
already there. Jeremy joined them,
and waited. There was no conver-
sation at all among the five; they
were all too full of their own fright-
ened thoughts.

At eleven-thirty, another white-
garbed medic came along. “Follow
me,” he said, and walked off.

Jeremy and the other four fol-
lowed him out a side door. There
was a truck parked there and, at the
medic’s brief order, they climbed up
into the back. Planks were stretched
benchlike across the interior. They
sat down, braced themselves, and
fifteen minutes later the truck jerked
forward and drove out of the base.

They rode for two hours, and
then they arrived at Robinson Air
Force Base, on which there was a
hospital. The truck bounced to a stop
in front of the hospital, and the medic
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came around and said, "O.K, come
on out.”

Jeremy and the other four clam-
bered down from the truck.

The medic said, “Any of you guys
hungry, go on to the chow hall with
the driver here. If you ain't hungry,
come on with me. And if you go to
the chow hall, you get right back
here after you eat. I'll be waiting in-
side by the desk.”

Jeremy wasn't hungry. It was past
lunchtime, but he wasn’t hungry. He
was too nervous to be hungry.

Apparently, all the others felt the
same way. The five of them trooped
into the hospital behind the medic.
Another medic took over at that
point and led them down an endless
series of halls to an alcove almost
exactly like the one they'd left two
hours ago back at the infirmary, and
lefe them sitting there.

Half an hour later, an Airman
First Class with a clipboard came
over and called out a name. One of
the five stood up and said, “That’s
me, sir.”

“Don’t call me ‘sir,’ " said the Air-
man First Class absently. “Follow
me.”

Jeremy was the second one called,
twenty minutes later. He remem-
bered not to call the Airman First
Class "sit,” and he felt very small as
he followed the man-with-clipboard
down the green corridors past all the
white rooms.

The psychiatrist looked like the
doctor, except he had less hair. He
sat on one side of the desk, and
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Jeremy sat on the other, and he lis-
tened impassively as Jeremy de-
scribed his hallucination. When Jer-
emy was finished, the psychiatrist
said, "This wasn’t real?”

“No, sir,” said Jeremy. “I mean,
how could it be? It must have been
an hallucination.”

“Then what's the problem?” the
psychiatrist asked him. “If you be-
lieved it, if you really thought you'd
gone home for a minute, then we'd
have a problem on our-hands. Burt if
you already realize it was an halluci-
nation, then I don't see the difficulty.”

“I know it was an hallucination,”
said Jeremy. “But I can’t forget it.
[t’s as though I really believed it. I
just can’t get it out of my mind. It
scares me.”

The psychiatrist studied his finger-
nails. “I'll tell you frankly,” he said,
not looking up, "I have the feeling
you're blowing this thing all out of
proportion. I'm not saying you're do-
ing it consciously, I don't know
whether you are or not. But here’s
what I think. I think you're sorry
you enlisted, and you wish you were
home. I think you wish there were
some way you could get out of the
Air Force. So, to give you the bene-
fit of the doubt, I think you've talked
yourself into believing you had this
hallucination, with some vague idea
of getting a section eight.”

“No, sir,” started Jeremy, but the
psychiatrise raised a hand for silence.

“T'll tell you the rest of what I
think,” he said. "I think there’s the
possibility you're making this whole
thing up, that you're conscionsly try-

BEFORE YOU LEAP

ing to wangle a section eight. That’s
a possibility. But I also think it's more
likely that you yourself don’t exactly
realize what you're doing. But con-
sider the hallucination itself. Home.
You wanted to go home. You still
want to go home.”

“No, sir,” said Jeremy. He was
still frightened, but he was beginning
to get a little angry, too. Seven weeks
of basic training had dulled his self-
respect, but hadn’t totally deacti-
vated it. This bland witch doctor was
calling him a liar and a sneak. "It
isn’t like that at all, sir,” he said.

“It isn't? Well, then, you tell me
what it és like.”

“This thing—happened,” said Jer-
emy. "I don’t know what it was. It
felt real, it felt as though I were
really home. It only lasted a second,
and then I was right back again. But
it felt real, and then I got that letter
from my mother, and I just can’t get
rid of the idea that maybe it really
did happen. I know it's impossible—
but it bappened.”

The psychiatrist said, “Um-m-m.”
He studied his fingernails again. At
length, he said, “You don't really
want a section eight, boy. Or do you
have the idea an asylum is better
than the Air Force? It isn't. You're
in your seventh week of basic train-
ing. You have four weeks to go. 1
realize basic training is rough, bur it
has to be, and things will calm down
once you complete it. If you aren't
careful, right now you can put a
black mark on your record that will
stay there for the rest of your life.”

“Sir,” said Jeremy desperately, I
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can't sleep, I can’t eat, I can’t con-
centrate on anything. I don’t know
what to do. I want somebody to help
me.” '

“If I saw the problem—" started
the psychiatrist. He shrugged and
pursed his lips and studied his finger-
nails. At length, he said, “Do you
know what sodium amytal is?”

“Yes, sir. A truth serum.”

“Not exactly, but that’s close
enough. I'm thinking of giving you
an injection of sodium amytal.
There's either more or less to this
than you're telling me. Now, if you
want, you can stand up and walk out
of here now and go on_ back to your
outfit, and no questions asked. If
you stay here, and under sodium
amytal you tell me you're faking,
you'll face court-martial action. Do
you understand that?”

Jeremy nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Well? What's your decision?”

Jeremy's hands clenched in his lap.
He wasn't faking, he knew he wasn’t
faking. He bad seen the hallucina-
tion.

But what good would it do to con-
vince this man he was telling the
truth? The psychiatrist was right, an
insane asylum was a lot worse than
the Air Force.

No. It was the truth. This thing
had happened, and if Jeremy didn’t
get some help soon, it would drive
him crazy.

Then he wondered, What kind of
belp do I want?

I want someone to explain it away.

That was it, that was the core of
it. No matter how much ke knew
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that it had been an hallucination, no
matter how often he convinced him-
self of that, he still didn't believe it.
Way down inside, he believed it had
really happened, he had really gone
home.

And that was what he wanted,
somebody to shake that belief, some-
body to prove to him that he was
wrong, somebody to explain that
hallucination away. Until that was
done, he would just go on worrying
about ir and being frightened of it

“I'll stay, sir,” he said.

The psychiatrist said, "Um-m-m,”
again. He nodded, and got to his
feet. "Come with me.”

There was a high leather-covered
cot in the next room, beside some
complicated-looking apparatus. At
the psychiatrist’s orders, Jeremy .
rolled up his left sleeve and stretched
out on the cot. The intravenous in-
jection began, and the psychiatrist
alternated between studying his
watch and peering at Jeremy's face.

It was a strange sensation. First the
prick of the needle, and then 2
spreading warmth and a drowsiness,
and the end to worry. It was so
pleasant, so pleasant to know that
there was nothing to be afraid of,
nothing to worty about, that nothing
in all the world was really very im-
portant. He could even stop hiding
the cuth.

Time passed sluggishly, and when
the psychiatrist spoke at last his voice
was far away and muffled. “What is
your name?”
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Ic took no effort to talk. He was
easy and relaxed, and he didn't care.
“Jeremy Masters,” he said.

“And how old are you?”

“Twenty.”

“How tall?”

“Six foot.”

“Did you have an hallucination a
week ago yesterday?”

Why not tell him the truth? It did-
n't matter. "No.”

There was a pause, and then the
psychiatrist said, “What's your moth-
er's first name?”

Jeremy smiled. "Alma.”

“What's your father's first name?”

“Richard.”

“Why did you lie about the hallu-
cination?”

“I was afraid to tell the truth,”

“I see. And what is the truch?”

Why not? “I went home.”

The pause this time was longer,
and when the psychiatrist spoke again
his voice was somewhat sharper.
“You really went home?” )

“Yes.”

“Why?"

“I was afraid.”

“How did you do it?”

Jeremy frowned, trying to concen-
trate. Bur it was too much trouble,
the answer was too far down. "I don't
know,” he said. "I don’t remember.”

“Could you do it again?”

No hesitation this time. “Yes.”

“Let’s see you.”

Jeremy thought it over, and slow-
ly shook his head. "I can’t. Not now.”

“Why not?”

“You're looking at me.”

“I'll urn my back.”
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“No. It isn't dark.”

“It has to be dark?"”

“Yes. And nobody seeing me. And
. . .and right now I have to be
scared.”

“What do you mean, right now?”

“Maybe . . . maybe I'll get better.
I don’t know.”

“I see. And have you ever done
this before?”

“No.”

“Then how did you know you
could do it?”

“Ididn’t. It scared me.”

“But you really did go home?”

“Yes. I really did go home.”

The psychiatrist sighed, and moved
around che room a bit, and then he
came back and asked Jeremy some
questions about girls, and whether or
not he liked the Air Force (he did-
n't), and whether or not there was
any epilepsy in his family (there was-
n't). Then the psychiatrist said, "All
right. You take a nap now, and I'll
talk to you later.” He did something
with the needle that was still in Jer-
emy's arm, and Jeremy weant to sleep.

- The psychiatrist’s name was Hol-
land, and his rank was Captain. And
he was very very curious.: “Quite
frankly,” he said, "I wonder what
your interest in this man is.”

“Quite frankly,” said the colonel,
“it's none of your business. I don't
mean to be overly tough with you, but
I'm afraid that’s the way it has to be.
I'll be the one asking all the ques-
tions, and you'll be the one giving all
the answers.”

Captain Holland's face froze. He
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had plainly decided that he didn't
like this overbearing colonel very
much at all. Well, that was too bad.
It would be nice to be liked, but it
wouldn’t get much accomplished.
And the colonel meant to get things
accomplished.

“You gave him sodium amytal, is
that right?”

Captain Holland nodded, stiffly.

“What did he say beforehand?”

“That he had had an hallucination.”

“And under the narcoanalysis?”

"He admitted that he believed the
delusion. That he believed he had
gone home. Wish-fulfillment, noth-
ing more.”

“It’s a little early for an analysis,”
said the colonel. He got to his feet
and paced the floor, ignoring the cold
gaze of the captain. At length, he said,
“"What do you plan to do with him?”

“Send him back to his outfit,” said
the captain. "This is only a temporary
thing. Given other things to think
about, it'll wear off.”

“No,” said the colonel.

“"What's that?”

“You'll send him to the hospital at
Dover,” said the colonel. “For obser-
vation and treatment.”

“But . .. but that’s absurd. He
doesn’t need observation and treat-
ment, all he neceds is a few days to
forget all this.”

“It could be,” said the colonel,
“that I don't want him to forget it.”

“Sir,” said the captain stiffly, “my
first duty is to my patient. I must
strongly protest any attempt to make
this delusion seem overly important
to him. We could blow it up now to
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the point where there would be—"

“Your first duty,” cut in the colonel,
“is to the Air Force, and through the
Air Force to your country.”

“I don't see how badgering a poor
airman basic is going to be of any
advantage at all to either the Air
Force or the nation.”

“You don’t have to see that, Cap-
tain. All you have to do is take my
word for it.”

“[ assure you, sir, that I fully intend
to protest this action of yours—"

“Ketchup!” snorted the colonel.
“Protest all you want.”

“In all my years in the service—"

“You still haven't learned to obey
orders. Now, listen to me. This is im-
portant. You are to tell chat boy that
he is being sent to another hospital
for observation. You are not to men-
tion me at all, and you are not to tell
him your own personal feelings on
the subject.”

“Until 1 have a direct order from
the surgeon general,” said the captain
hotly, "I have no intention of so mis-
handling a simple case like—"

“You have a direct order, Captain.
From me.”

The office door opened, and Ed
Clark stuck his head in. "The plane’s
ready, Colonel,” he said.

“Fine.” The colonel started for
the door, and paused to look back at
the caprain. “This is important,
Caprain,” he said, “vitally important.
You can be sure I'm not making my-
self difficult for the fun of it.”

“Yes, sir,” said the captain grimly.

“Thank you,” said the colonel, “for
your co-operation.”
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Jeremy woke up starving. The
light seeping through the closed Ve-
netian blinds over the room’s one
window was tinged with red, so it
must be late afternoon.

He sat up and swung his legs over
the side of the cot. He felt refreshed,
but dizzy.

And then he remembered the
questions, and his own answers, and
his bands clutched the leather cover-
ing of the cot as he stared across the
room.

He believed it. He couldn't kid
himself any more, he couldn'’t try to
convince himself any more that it
was just an hallucination. He be-
lieved it, he knew it, and so did the
psychiatrist.

He shouldn’t have come here. He
should have hidden it, held it down,
learned to live with it. Because now
the psychiatrist knew, and the psy-
chiatrist could come to only one con-
clusion.

That Jeremy Masters was crazy.

Maybe I am, he thought. Maybe 1
really am.

The door opened, and the psychia-
trist looked in. “Ah,” he said, with
false joviality, “you're awake. And I
imagine you're hungry. You woke up
just in time for dinner. Come along.”

The psychiatrist was angry about
something, Jeremy could feel it, but
he was too worried about himself to
pay any attention to the feeling. "I
told you, didn’t I?” he said.

“Yes, you did.”

“Am I crazy?”

The psychiatrist
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looked away.

“No,” he said. He started to say some-
thing, then obviously changed his
mind and said instead, “There's an
ambivalence there. You believe that
this hallucination was real, and yet
you understand that such a belief is a
symptom of mental imbalance. You
haven't been completely captured by
the illusion. I don’t think it will take
too long to straighten you out.”

“Will I be staying in the hospital
here?”

The psychiatrist made an angry
gesture. "Only till tomorrow,” he said.
“Then you’ll be going to another hos-
pital.”

“An asylum?”

“No. Another Air Force hospital.
For . . . for observation, that’s all.”

“I see,” said Jeremy hopelessly.

The false joviality was back.
“Don'’t worry about it,” the psychi-
atrist said. “You want to be cured,
and that's half the battle.”

The nexc half hour was a confus-
ing one for Jeremy. The psychiatrist
turned him over to a man-with-clip-
board, who turned him over to a
starched smiling nurse, who traded
him a set of blue-gray hospital pa-
jamas for his uniform fatigues, and
who then turned him over to another
patient, a lanky buck-toothed grinner
named Bob, who took him away to
the hospital chow hall for dinner.

And all through that half hour,
and all through dinner, and all
through the long bright evening in
the eight-man ward where he was to
sleep that night, he kept remember-
ing what the psychiatrist had said.
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*You WANT 1o be

eured, and that's half the batile”

If he had rraveled seven hundred
miles in one split second—if he had
traveled seven hundred miles in one

YD

split second—

did he want to be cured?

The next day, a different starched
nurse gave him back his uniform,
and at ten hundred hours he fol-
lowed yet another man-with-clip-
board to a bus, which he boarded




with nine other people. The bus was
ancient, still painted the Army olive
drab, and it bounced and jounced
across the base to the flight line
where, two hours later, the ten of
them were put on a goony bird and
told to fasten ctheir safety belts.
Then, after another ten minutes, the
plane took off.

After seven weeks of basic train-
ing, Jeremy was used to this kind of
treatment. No one told him where he
was going, or how long it would take
to get there, or what would happen
next, or much of anything else, but
that was the Air Force way. One was
moved from place to place, and one
simply followed and hoped for the
best.

The plane ride took an hour and a
half. Jeremy had time to get used to
the novelty of flying in an airplane
and looking out the window at the
patchwork quilt below, and spent a
while looking at the other passen-
gers. Seven of them were clearly pa-
tients like himself, dressed in rum-
pled fatigues and looking worried but
facalistic. The last two were also in
fatigues, but the fatigues were neat
and pressed, and encircled ar the
waist by cartridge belts from which
dangled holstered automatics.

Guards. Without anyone mention-
ing the fact, without anyone talking
to him at all, he had passed progres-
sively through the stages from basic
trainee to patient to prisoner.

His depression wasn’t dispelled aft-
er the plane landed. The guards herd-
ed the seven onto another bus, and
they were driven to a gray stucco
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building with bars on the windows of
all five floors.

And the next two days were rou-
tine. The routine, that is, that Jeremy
had come to expect from the Air
Force, There was the checking out of
pajamas and bedding, there was the
assignment to a ward, there was the
filling out of innumerable forms,
there was the lecture by a Staff Ser-
geant on the degree of cleanliness to
be maintained in Jeremy's “area”™—
that section of space-time which in-
cluded his bed and bedside table in
the eight-man ward—there was the
bad chow hall food, and there was

“the hillbilly three beds away who

owned.a small radio which was at all
times tuned in to Wheeling, West
Virginia.

On the third day, there was an-
other psychiatrist, a major named
Grildquist. Major Grildquist was a
fac bald man in a rumpled uniform.
He smiled at all times, and his eyes
were ice-blue and watchful.

The first interview with Major
Grildquist was exactly like the inter-
view with the psychiatrist at the other
hospital. There were the questions
and the answers, and then the sodium
amytal and more questions and an-
swers. And then he was sent back to
the ward.

He lay miserable in the bed, listen-
ing unwillingly to Wheeling, West
Virginia, and wondering what was
going to become of him,

He should have kept it to himself,
It was too late now, and now he knew
it. He should have kept it to him-
self.
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The four of them were sittin~
around the living room of Colonel
Brice's suite in the BOQ, drinking
beer and talking things over. Colonel
Brice paced the floor, caged and im-
patient. Ed Clark sat on the arm of
the sofa, happily eager. Paul Swan-
son sat slumped on the sofa, appar-
ently bored and half-asleep. And
Major Grildquist sat on the edge of
his chair, his round face open and
excited.

“Teleportation!” exclaimed the
major. “That was the one I was will-
ing to bet we'd never find, and, by
golly, here’s one right here!”

“I'wanted 2 telepath,” said the
colonel grumpily. Inaction always
made him grouchy, even when he
understood the need for inaction, for
waiting-and-seeing. I need a tele-
path,” he went on. "Somebody to dig
down into the bottom of that fool
boy’s mind and find out what makes
him tick. He doesn’t understand the
thing himself; he’s devoting all his
energies to denying it ever hap-
pened.”

“A natural reaction,” said the ma-
jor complacently. “He'll get over it.
Once he understands that it really did
happen to him, and that it’s an ability
we can use—"

“That’s just it,” snapped the colo-
nel. He stopped his pacing to glower
at Major Grildquist. “Once he under-
stands. But how are we going to get
him to understand?”

“We could tell him,” suggested
Paul Swanson.

“No. He wouldn’t believe it, and

140

he wouldn’t be any closer to finding
out just how he managed to do it in
the first place. We've got to force it
out of him. We've got to find some
way to force him into such a position
that he'll ave to use that talent of
his again. We've got to force him to
believe in himself, and then we've got
to force him to understand himself.”

"It isn’t going to be all that easy,”
suggested the major.

“I don’t care whether it’s easy or
not,” the colonel told him. "I just
want it done. And it’s your job to do
1

*The major nodded, unrufled. He'd
known Jim Brice for twelve years.
He understood that the colonel’s
abruptness wasn't so much the result
of a nasty personality as it was the
resule of his single-minded desire to
get the job done. The major realized
that no offense was intended, and so
no offense was taken.

“I'll do the job,” he told the colo-
nel. “Or at least I'll take a healthy
stab at it.”

“A healthy stab isn’t enough. I
want that boy's ability out on the
surface, where I can get some use
out of it.”

“You talk as though you owned
him,” the major chided gently.

“I do,” said the colonel. “I own his
ability, at any rate. Or I will, once
you dig it out for me.”

"Ouwn it?”

“T'll get the use of it,” said the
colonel. "I can't teleport myself, but
I don’t have 1o, not if I have someone
else who can do it for me. I'll get the .
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use of his ability, and what's that if it
isn’t ownership?”

“If I didn’t know you better,” the
major said, "I'd think you were
power-mad.”

“Not power-mad. Power-hunery.
That I am. I have a job to do, and a
tricky job, and I need all the power 1
can get, in order to do that job. And 1
need the power locked up in that
boy's mind.”

“Us slaves do O.K.,” said Ed Clark,
grinning.

“I own hkis ability,” said the colo-
nel, pointing at Ed. "I get to use it
through him, and he doesn’t feel as
though I'm some sort of evil master-
mind. Do you, Ed?”

“Sure I do,” said Clark, the grin
even broader “than before. “But it's
worth it, t0 get to wear civvies and
eat in the BOQ.”

“It's a pity,” said the colonel, “that
brains and psi-talent don’t always go
together.”

“Simple Simon met a psi-man,”
said Clark.

Paul Swanson spoke up for the
first time. “Simple Simon was a psi-
man,” he said. He looked at Clark.
“Hi, Simon.”

“Knock it off,” said the colonel. He
looked back at the major. "What do
you intend to do with this boy?”

“Run him through the mill,” said
Grildquist. “Give him the hurry-up-
and-wait routine, and wait for him to
realize he’s on the treadmill. He isn't
going to cough up that ability you
want until he realizes it's the only
way he’s going to get off the tread-
mill” o '
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“How long?” demanded the colo-
nel.

The major shrugged. “A finite
time,” he said. "If I try to rush him
too fast, he’s liable to react in the op-
posite direction, shove the whole
thing so far down into the subcon-
scious we'll never get it out.”

“I want that boy,” said the colonel
grimly.

“Patience, Jim,” said the major.
“Patience. I'll give him to you on a
silver platter.”

A_fter that firse interview with the
new psychiatrist, Major Grildquist,
Jeremy was completely ignored for
three days. He spent most of his time
in the floor dayroom, playing Ping-
pong or pinochle with other patients,
reading old magazines, and writing
reassuring letters to his parents. He
didn’t want them to know yet what
had happened to him, so he told
them he'd caught a flu bug of some
kind, it was nothing serious, but he’d
probably be in the hospital for a few
days.

And he waited for the psychia-
trists to cure him. He wanted to be
cured, and the other psychiatrist had
said that that was half the bartle.

But nothing happened. He waited,
and waited, and waited, and nothing
happened.

Unitil the afternoon of the fourth
day. Then he was transferred from
the eight-man ward to a single room.

By this time, he knew the hospital
scuttlebutt. A man in a ward was
relatively healthy, and could expect
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either to be discharged from the
service on a medical, or be returned
to duty in a short time,

Biit 2 man in a single room wasn’t
healthy at all. A man in a single
room could expect either to stay
there for a long while or get a
section eight discharge and be trans-
ferred to a Veterans Administration
hospital.

The troom he was transferred to
was small, squarish, pale gray and
Spartan. An army cot, with blue
Air Force blankets, a metal bureau,
and a metal armless chair with up-
holstered seat, was all the furniture
in the room. There was an ashtray
atop the bureau, and he was allowed
to smoke.

He did so. He paced the floor, and
smoked, and worried, and cried to get
this whole thing straxghtened out in
his mind.

He was in a hospital, and he was
clearly one step from an insane asy-
lum. And yet he was the same person
he'd been all his life, with the same
attitudes and memories and beliefs.
He hadn’t suddenly started seeing lit-
tle green men or believing that he
was being persecuted, he hadn’t gone
raging around with a knife, or gone
around setting buildings on fire. He
hadn’t retreated into an unreachable
corner of his brain, and he hadn’t de-
veloped a second personality, and he
hadn’t started believing he was the
lost heir to the Tasmanian throne,
havmg been stolen as an infant by
gypsies.

He was one short step from an in-
sane asylum, and he had given none
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of the indications of insanity that he
had ever heard of or could possibly
tecognize. So, why was he one step
from an insane asylum?

Because he had traveled seven
hundred miles in much less than a
second. He had done it twice, once
going and once coming. He hadn’t
intended to do it, he didn’t know how
he had managed to do it, and he
fervently wished he’d never done
it. But it had happened, and he re-
membered it and believed his mem-
ory, and that's why he was moving
slowly but steadily toward an insane
asylum.

Teleportation. That was the word.
There was, at least, a word for it,
even though nobody believed in it,
just as there was a word for luck even
though nobody really believed in the
powers of luck good or bad, and just
as there had been a word for space-
ship long before people believed that
things like sputniks and moon shots
were really possible.

Now, here was the crux of the
matter. Was teleportation a thing
like luck, something that nobody be-
lieved in with just cause. In other
words, had he teleported himself
home and back, or was he nuts?

He paced the floor and smoked,
paced the floor and smoked, and
tried to work it all out to a sensible
conclusion. He already knew all the
arguments in favor of his having
teleported—the absolute reality of
the second spent at home, the letter
from his mother, his own conviction
—and now he listed against them the
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arguments in favor of delusion and
madness.

First, and most obvious, where
had this mysterious talent suddenly
come from? If he'd teleported, why
didn't he know bow he’'d done it, and
why couldn’t he do it again? For that
matter, why hadn’t he done it before?
If it required fear, he’d been afraid
before in his life. The time out hiking
as a Boy Scout, for instance, when
he’d almost fallen over a cliff. The
night he was in the car with Steve
Chalmers and a couple of other guys,
and Steve was high as a kite, and
drove so madly down that mountain
road toward town. Lots of times. If
he could do it at all, why hadn’t he
done it long ago, and why couldn't
he do it again now?”

Second, if he had really gone
home, why hadn’t he stayed there?
Admitted, at that particular moment,
in that drainage pipe, he had wished
more than anything in the world to
be safe at home, but if he had really
succeeded in fulfilling that desire,
why had he come right back?

Third, if he was going to go around
thinking he was unique, some sort of
superman with strange powers pos-
sessed by no one but himself, then he
was a candidate for the twitch fac-
tory, and no questions asked. If he
had the power to teleport, that must
almost inevitably mean that other
people had the power to teleport.
Why hadn’t they? After thousands of
years of recorded history, why hadn’t
somebody somewhere along the line
praved. that teleportation was not a
thing like luck?
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Those were the three arguments,
and when he lined them up against
his own shaky conviction, the reality
of a memory lasting just about one
second, and an ambiguous sentence
in a letter from his mother, the argu-
ments against seemed pretty strong
and the arguments for seemed prerty
weak.

He lit 2 new cigarette from the
butt of the old, and paced the floor
some more. Never mind trying to
bolster the arguments for, that would-
n't get anywhere. He had to forget
for a few minutes that he was wor-
ried and afraid and that he hadn't the
vaguest idea what the future held in
store for him, and he had to concen-
trate on this problem just as calmly
and logically as he could. The time
had come to look for holes in the
arguments against.

Number one, why hadn’t he done
it before? The only possibility was
that it had required a certain narrow
set of conditions before the ability
could express itself. What, then, were
the conditions?

Well, it had been dark, pitch-black,
it hadn’t been possible for him to see
the rims of his glasses while he was
wearing them. And he had been in a
confined space. And he had been in a
stress situation, feeling frantic, feel-
ing that all was hopeless, and desiring
more strongly than ever before in his
life to be somewhere else. Some spe-
cific where else.

The first psychiatrist had asked
him if he could teleport again. In his
narcosynthesized condition he had
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answered no, and had given two rea-
sons: He wasn't alone, and there was
no pressing need to go anywhere
else.

All right, then. It required at least
some but probably all of the condi-
tions he’'d just outlined. And could he
honestly say that he had ever before
in his life been in a situation with all
of those conditions simultaneously
present?

No, he couldn't.

Then that was why he'd never
done it before.

And had there been, since then,
any other time when all of those
conditions had been simultaneously
present?

No, there had not been.

Then that was why he hadn’t done
it again.

On to number two. If he had really
gone home, why had he come right
back? He tried to remember back to
that second at home, tried to remem-
ber what his feelings and thoughts
had been in the flash before returning
to the point of departure.

He had been frightened. He had
been really frightened that time, and
he'd had every right to be. Sure, if
he'd planned to teleport himself
home, and he had then done it, he
might simply have strolled on down-
stairs and said, “Hi, folks, I'm home.”

But he hadn’t planned it. And hav-
ing the world suddenly shifc seven
hundred miles beneath you, without
expecting it, is pretty shocking. The
mind rejects the whole idea. The
mind says, “This isn't happening!”
The mind says, “Go back! This isn't
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possible! This is madness and chaos
and death!” And you jump right back
again.

And thar was why he hadn’t stayed
home. He'd been too shocked and
terrified at being there. He had prob-
ably snapped back just in time to
avoid either a heart artack or the
loss of his mind.

And that left argument number
three. If he could do it, why couldn’t
other people do it?

Well, let's narrow it down. Maybe
some people can do it, just as some
people can carry a tune and some
people have 20-20 vision and some
people can muleiply four digic fig-
ures by three digit figures in their
heads. .

He could narrow it down, but that
didn't help much. He could say that it
was also, aside from being an occa-
sional characteristic rather than an
inevitable characteristic, one which
developed with maturity. That was
another possible reason for his never
having done it before, but no matter
how much he narrowed and hedged,
it wasn’t going to do much good un-
less he narrowed it all the way down
to one, unless he drew a line with
himself on one side and the whole
human race on the other.

And then he remembered his Aunt
Sara and his Uncle Fred, on his
mother’s side. Eight years ago, Uncle
Fred was killed in an airplane acci-
dent out in California, on the western
slope of one of the Rockies. The day
after that, when the news came,
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Aunt Sara, a kindly church-going old
lady in her eatly sixties, insisted chat
she had had a premonition. Last
night, she told anyone who would
listen, at almost precisely the same
time that poor Uncle Fred was dying
against that mountainside, she swore
she saw him standing in the kitchen,
right next to the refrigerator. She
had been in the living room, watch-
ing the television, in that mohair
chair by the radiator, where she
could look straight down the hall to
the kitchen, and she swore she saw
him standing there. And—the way
she later told it—she'd said, “Why,
Fred, what are you doing home so
early?” And he was gone.

Of course, nobody had believed
Aunt Sara. She kept on telling the
story right up to the day of her death,
a little over a year ago, and every-
body just classed it as Aunt Sara's
one lapse into mysticism, brought on
by the death of Uncle Fred, and let
it go at that.

Jeremy had told the story himself
once, just once, and not with any be-
lief in it. It was two years ago, when
he'd been a freshman in college. He
and 2 bunch of the other guys in the
dorm were together having a bull
session, and the conversation had got-
ten around to ghosts and voodoo and
seances and mysticism in general. All
of them, being college freshmen, had
the world completely figured out,
and to a man they put down all that
mystical nonsense as a lot of mystical
nomense.. They took turns telling

staries ‘they'd heard, about phony

medinms and voodog dolls and what-
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not, and Jeremy added as his con-
tribution the story of his Aunt Sara
and his Uncle Fred. Aunt Sara was
still alive then, and his telling of the
story was rather sarcastic and not at
all kind to the old lady.

Once he'd told the story, another
freshman assured him pompously
that what he had just described was
“a very common phenomenon, espe-
cially in wartime.” It seemed that the
appearance of a loved one at just
around the same moment when, it
was later learned, that loved one was
being killed in an enemy attack or a
mine cave-in or an automobile acci-
dent, was one of the old standby situ-
ations of the believers in mysticism.
It was even more common in mysti-
cal lore than the appearance of a
long-dead relative. And it was, of
course, all nonsense, easily explained

by psychology.

Everything was easily explained
by psychology, Jeremy realized now.
Once you accepted the basic postu-
late that the mind could play tricks
on a person, suddenly and without
apparent reason, you could explain

_away just about anything that ever

happened to anybody. You could
prove to a man that the Earth was
made of green cheese, if you first got.
him to accept the basic postulates of
psychology.

Jeremy had believed the easy ex-
planation of freshman psychology at
the time. But now he'd been on the
other end of that sort of visitation,
and the easy explanations of psychol-
ogy had a lot less appeal for him.
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Because there was another expla-
nation, one that didn’t require label-
ing nice down-to-earth old ladies as
sudden crackpots.

Say that the ability to teleport was
present to a greater or lesser degree
in all men, just as memory is present
to a greater or lesser degree in all
men. There are some men with pho-
tographic memories, who can re-
member every word of a seven hun-
dred page chemistry text six months
after reading it once. And there are
some men who can never remember
a telephone number or an appoint-
ment or a birthday or what they did
with the other cuff link.

Say the ability to teleport was pres-
ent in men in just as wide a range as
the ability to remember. And say that
that ability is so buried in the mind
that it is almost unreachable. And the
people who have the ability to the
greatest degree—comparable to the
people with total recall—even those
people can’t tap the ability until they

get into a one hundred per cent fran-.

tic stress situation.

All right. Call these people with
the greatest degree of teleporting
ability latents. Say Uncle Fred was a
latent teleport. He's sitting in the air-
plane, probably in a seat toward the
rear of the plane, and suddenly the
plane bucks and dips and dives
straight for the mountain—he can
look out the window and see that the
right-hand wing has sheared off—
and for the first time in his life he’s in
a situation desperate enough to reach
all the way down to the teleporting
ability, and he wishes frantically he
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were home in his own kitchen, raid-
ing the refrigerator, and all of a sud-
den he’s home. Which for shock value
is about equivalent to kissing a girl
who suddenly and instantaneously
turns into a crocodile. So he teleports
right back, while be still has his san-
ity. And the plane plunges into the
mountain,

What killed Uncle Fred? The
plane crash? No. The basic ingrained
inability of the human mind to im-
mediately refect a postulate which
has been proved false is what killed
Uncle Fred.

And maybe that’s why nobody had
ever come along before to tell the
world he'd teleported. Because it re-
quired the imminent danger of death
to bring the latent ability to the sur-
face, and because the human being,
at the instinctive level, would rather
die than have his world tusaed topsy-
turvy.

Which was all well and good, ex-
cept for one thing. He had tele-
ported, and he hadn’t been facing im-
minent death. He had probably felt
almost as much blind panic as Uncle
Fred, but almosts don’t win ball
games. '

Unless age had something to do
with it. Uncle Fred, at sixty-four,
might have lived long enough, lived
through enough variety of experi-
ence, and come to the age where the
inevitability of death was rea] to him
long enough ago, so that his panic at
seeing the airplane wing fall off was
just about as deep as Jeremy's at
twenty, having lived the normal fair-
ly sheltered life of a middle-class
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American boy, finding himself sud-
denly blind and helpless in sharply
cramped quarters with tear gas drift-
ing toward him from two directions. /
And the man on the battlefield, who
also appeared to a loved one at the

moment of his death, would undoubt- /Z
edly have already been toughened i
more than Jeremy by wartime //
Army basic training, 7

which 1s a lot
rougher than
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peacetime Air Force basic training
any day in the week.

Or maybe—maybe he wasn't the
first one to survive after all.

He studied that idea, turning it
over and over in his mind. There
might have been others like himself.
Say the potentiality is strong enough
in only a relatively few human be-
ings. Say the potentiality is forced
into actuality only in some of the
latents. Say that the catalyst is a sud-
den-death situation in most cases, and
only rarely does there come along
someone as lucky as Jeremy, who
found out he had the ability before it
was too late.

That would still leave a number of
teleports in the world. And, so far as
Jeremy knew, there weren't any
other teleports anywhere in the world
at all.

So far as he knew.

But there might be some that he
didn’t know about. If there were, ob-
viously, they wouldn’t know about
him. It might work both ways. Other
individuals had discovered the abil-
ity. Some, rtotally disbelieving the
truth, would push it out of their minds
as hallucination, as Jeremy had tried
to do. Some, reluctantly accepting
the truth, would keep it a close se-
cret, afraid that they would be con-
sidered crazy if they described their
experience to anyone, would try to
do it again—as Jeremy had tried—
and would fail, and would simply go
through life occasionally remember-
ing the odd thing that had happened
that summer at the lake,
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And some would announce them-
selves, as Jeremy had done, and would
be moved slowly and inevirably into
lunatic asylums, and there they would
stay, because they would be spending
their entire lives in a situation of
controlled slight stress, with never
sufficient panic created to trigger the
teleporting ability again.

Was that all of them?

Jeremy hoped not. If those were
the three choices—to lie to yourself,
to lie to others, or to be classed in-
sane—then the people like Uncle
Fred were the lucky ones after
all.

There had to be another choice.
Why couldn’t a2 man hide the ability
from others, but keep working on it
himself, training himself to use it
consciously? And then find others,
there had to be a way that people
with this ability could find one an-
other. None of them would be able
to tell the normal people, of course.
If they tried, they'd be considered
members of just another nut cult. And
physical demonstrations, assuming it
wete even possible to train this abil-
ity and bring it under control, could
be easily explained away. People who
hadn’t been present would say the
magic words, "Mass hysteria,” which
make any piece of difficult evidence
disappear like smoke, and people
who had been present would say,
“It’s done with mirrors.” “You can't
fool me. He's twins!”

At that point, the ceiling light
flickered. He had been told about
that earlier in the day. It meant lights
out in three minutes, and he was to be
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in bed when the lights went out. And
no smoking.

He crawled into bed, and soon the
lights went out, and bars and moon-
light formed a diagonal pattern on
the wall to his right, shining through
his one window. He stared at the pat-
tern, and tried to think.

Idon't like it,” said the colonel.
“It’s taking too long. Nothing's hap-
pening.”

“Give it time, Jim,” said the major
gently. “It hasn't even been a week
yet.” .
The four of them were once again
in the colonel’s suite at the BOQ.
While Major Grildquist and the col-
onel talked, Ed Clark followed the
conversation with his usual smiling
‘eager attention, and Paul Swanson
slouched moodily on the sofa, watch-
ing a pair of small steel balls orbit
about one another in mid-air across
the room.

“I don’t care how long it's
been,” snapped the colonel. 'You
haven't done a thing yet. Paul, stop
that.”

Swanson looked suddenly guilty,
and the steel balls flashed across the
room and burrowed into his shirt
pocket.

“Well, now, Jim,” said the major,
“I have done something. In less than
a week, I have put that boy on tenter-
hooks. Give him a week or two more,
and we'll—"

“I don’t have a week or two more,”
said the colonel.

“"Push, push, push,” said the major
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gently. “You don’t really mean all
that, Jim.”

“The devil I don’t.” The colonel
glanced over at Clark. “What's he do-
ing now?”

“Stil] pacing the floot, I suppose,”
said the major. “Pity we have to treat
him this way.”

Clark cocked his head to one side
and listened attentively. “Nope,” he
said. "He isn’t doing anything. Just
breathing.”

“Blast,” said the major. "Is he
alseep?” _

_ Clark listened a minute more, then
shook his head. “Not from the sound
of his breathing. He’s awake, all right.
I think he’s sub-vocalizing. I wish I
could pick that up.”

“There,” said the major. “You see?
Sleepless nights. He was moved to a
single room today, and he knows what
that means.”

“All right,” said the colonel grudg-
ingly. “You know your business,
Ben.”

“Of course I do.”

“I just wish there were a way to
speed it up.”

“What do you suggest? I suppose
I could go rushing into his room with
a pistol and shoot at him. That might
scare him enough to send him pop-
ping off home again. On the other
hand, it might not. And then he
wouldn’t be around at all.”

“Prima donnas,” grumbled the
colonel. He glowered at Clatk
and Swanson. "A bunch of prima
donnas.”

Clark grinned. A cigarette drifted
up out of Swanson’s shirt pocket,
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came to rest between his lips, and a
lighter came over from the table. His
cigarette going and the lighter re-
turned to the table, Swanson said, "1
«could jounce his bed a little if you
‘want.”

“No,” said the colonel. "Ben’s
right. He knows what he’s doing.
But at least let me complain about
- "
it.

For two days, Jeremy was left to
himself in the single room, allowed
out of the room only at mealtimes,
and to go to the head. On the third
day, his thinking having progressed
no farther than on the first day, he was
introduced to group therapy.

Group therapy was ridiculous. A
motley collection of fifteen or sixteen
sad-looking individuals sat around a
good-sized room in leather armchairs,
and smoked, and told each other their
problems. Then they told each other
how to solve their problems. A psy-
chiatrist in civilian clothing sat in a
corner and nodded approvingly.

When Jeremy was asked what his
personal twitch was, he answered
shortly, “I teleported.”

They then all took turns telling
him why he had this particular delu-
sion. A couple of his fellow-inmates,
there because of sexual aberrations,
found a sexual cause of this fantasy,
equating it with the dream in which
one imagines one is flying. A little
guy with a -pronounced persecution
complex discovered that Jeremy had
an unconscious persecution complex
and wanted to run away. And so on.
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Jeremy went to group therapy for
three days, but he could never seem
to get into the swing of things. He -
wasn't having fan, like the other fel-
lows. So he was taken off group ther-
apy, and left to stew alone in his room
for two more days. Then he went
back to narcoanalysis and Major
Grildquist.

The sessions with Major Grild-
quist were, if nothing else, relaxing.
The only time Jeremy could relax
and ignore the doubts and the fear
about his future was when he was
under the influence of sodium amy-
tal. Then it didn’t matter any more.
Nothing mattered, and he spoke eas-
ily and lazily, answering the major’s
questions and not bothering to
WOrTy.

The major had the same technique
as the first psychiatrist. He would ask
a bunch of questions about high
school, and all of a sudden he would
say something like, "How did you
teleport?” Or, “"Can you do.it again?”

And his prompt baffled response
would always be, "I don't know.”

And then they would go back to
questions about high school again.

After six days of this, Major Grild-
quest began to hint about a discharge.
The facilities at this hospital were
perhaps not adequate for the job
ahead, he suggested. The facilities
here were adequate only for those
with temporary disorders, who could
be cured and returned to duty in a
relatively short time. It might be the
best thing for Jeremy, all in all, to go
to a hospital where they had more
adequate facilities.
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And then the major asked him,
“"Would you like a section eight,
Jeremy?” ’

He was under sodium amytal, and
the truth came promptly. “No, sir.
No.”

“Why not?”

“I'don’t want to be locked up.”

“But couldn’'t you just teleport
yourself out of any cell you were put
in?”

“I . . I don’t know. I don’t know
how.”

“How would you like to spend the
rest of your life in a VA hospital,
Jeremy?”

“Please. Please.” Even through the
mists of sodium amytal, he could feel
the terror created by that suggestion.
“No. Please, I want to be cured, I
want to be all right. I wish it never
happened, I wish, I wish, I wish it
never happened.”

“"All right, Jeremy. Calm down.
Take a nap, now, and we'll talk about
it again later on. Just take it easy,
boy.”

But he couldn’t take it .easy. That
night, he lay awake in his bed, star
ing at the ceiling. His whole life was
ending here, was ending now. He was
going to be just a number, 2 number
and a body stored away in a lunatic
asylum somewhere, for the rest of his
life.

The next day, he announced him-
self cured. He told Major Grildquist
that he had suddenly seen the truth.
And then he proceeded to tell this
truth, which turned out to be a long
complicated explanation that includ-

BEFORE YOU LEAP

ed just about everything that anyone
had said to him over the last two
weeks, including one or two points
brought up by his team mates on the
group therepy game.

Major Grildquist listened to all
this in silence, and then he fed Jere-
my some more sodium amytal, and
the first question he asked was, “Did
you ever teleport?”

Jeremy said, “Yes.”

And that was that.

The following afternoon, Major
Grildquist told him that the papers
on his discharge had started their long
arduous voyage through half the
clerks in the Air Force. Jeremy lis-
tened to this, and thought about it all
that night, and the next day he had a
desoerate suggestion to offer.

“Sir,” he said to the major hesi-
tantly, “I'd like to try an experiment,
if I could.”

“An experiment? What sort of ex-
periment?”

“Well, the thing is, no matter how
much I try to convince myself that I
really didn’t teleport, I just can’t suc-
ceed. Now, I've thought it out, and I
think maybe there are certain condi-
tions that have to be mer, a certain
kind of situation I have to find myself
in, before I can make this teleport
thing work.”

The major nodded. “You want to
simulate the conditions, is that it?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And what do you hope to gain
from that?”

“Well, if it doesn't work . . . if I
can’t teleport . . . I don’t see why
that shouldn't convince me that the
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whole thing was a delusion in the
first place. I won't try to fool you or
anything, I know that wouldn’t work.”

“I see,” said the major.

“And if it does work,” finished Jer-
emy, "then I'm sane after all.”

“I see,” said the major again. "You-
Il try to go home, same as last time?”

“Yes, sir. But this time I'll try to
get some place where my mother can
sece me. Then I'll have proof.” -

“I'll think about it,” said the ma-
jor, deadpan. “Now, about this sev-
enth-grade teacher of yours—"

“If he wants to try it,” said the
colonel, "I say fine. That's what we've
been working for, after all.”

“I'm not sure,” said the major. "We
might not get the conditions right—
a hundred things could go wrong—
and he won't be able to do it. Then
he’ll be half-convinced he didn't do
it the first time, and we'll have lost
instead of gained.”

The colonel paced the floor, glow-
ering at the rug. “This is the turning
point,” he said. “We get him, or we
lose him, right here. What happens
if you turn him down?”

“I'm not sure,” admitted the ma-
jor. “Either he'll revolt, and strain
himself to do the trick without my
co-operation, or he’ll just throw in
the towel and give up completely. 1
wouldn’t even try to guess which way
he'd go.”

“So it's a fifty-fifty chance either
way,” said the colonel. “Is that it?”

“Just about.”

“And what do you advise?”

“T frankly don't know what to ad-
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vise, Jim. This is the point, as you
say. We brought him this far—now
I'm lost. From now on, plans and
predictions don’t mean a thing.”
The colonel nodded. He stopped
his pacing to glower at Ed Clark.
“What do you think?” he demanded.
“Let him try it,” said Clark
promptly. “You've been trying to
push him into action. He wants to
take action now, let him do it.”
“Paul?"
Swanson shrugged. “He's liable to
know what he’s doing,™ he said,
“whether he knows it or not. Let him

try.”

"Ben?”

The major looked helpless. "I just
don’t know,” he said. “I've grown to
like the boy. I hate the thought of
pushing him that close. to the brink.”

“You'd like to just send him home
and forget about it?”

“Of course 1 would. Wouldn't
you?”

“No," said the colonel savagely. “I
need him too badly. I need him, and
you need him, and the whole country
needs him. We can't forget him, be-
cause we've got to have him.”

"Then I suppose,” said the major
reluctantly, “we'd better let him try
this experiment of his.”

Four glasses of beer sailed in from
the kitchenette. “I thought we could
use some,” said Swanson.

Major Grildquist waited two days
before telling Jeremy they would try
the experiment. And when he did
tell him, Jeremy was so grateful he
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could have cried. "Thank you, sir,”
he said, his voice breaking. “Thank
you. And I won’t try to fool you, I
swear I won’t. And whatever hap-
pens, I'll abide by it. If it doesn’t
work, then I'll know for sure.”

“That's, uh, fine,” said the major.
He bustled at his desk, not looking
Jeremy in the eye. “We'd better
make the arrangements,” he said.

Two medics were brought in, and
they all discussed the physical equip-
ment needed for the experiment.
Cramped quarters, for one thing. One
of the medics suggested they attach
a strait jacket to him and stuff him
into a broom closet. Pitch blackness,
to0, and that could be arranged by
using the broom closet in the unused
basement of the west wing, where
the hall lights could be switched off
and absolutely no light whatsoever
could work its way into the broom
closet, not even at high noon.

That left the third, and probably
most important, ingredient, a stress
sitaation. “I will think,” Jeremy told
them, “about insane asylums.”

The arrangements completed, Jer-
emy was returned to his room. The
experiment would be tried the next
day. - '
He dido’t get much’ sleep that
night. He ‘tossed and turned, and he
went over and over the details of his
plan, and he became fully convinced
that it would never work in a million
years.

A stress situation? Frantic panic?
People don't consciously think them-
selves into panic, the environment
forces ‘panic on them,
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It would never work. It was his
only chance, his one and only chance,
and it would never never _never
work.

By morning, he was a nervous
wreck, already feeling the first faint
touches of unreasoning fear. He
wanted to call the whole thing off,
because it couldn’t possibly work and
it wouldn't prove a thing, and he
would still believe that he had tele-
ported, and they would ship him off
to an insane asylum faster than ever.
He wanted to tell them to forget it,
he’d have to think of something else,
but he couldn't. He didn't dare open
his mouth. And it was hopeless. He
was doomed.

He ate three mouthfuls of break-
fast, felt as though he had swallowed
three round lead balls, and gave up
all thought of food. He paced his
room most of the morning, chain-
smoking, his fingers shaking when he
tried co light his cigarettes, his feet
stumbling on nothing at all as he
prowled back and forth in the room.

They came for him at eleven, and
the sound of the key in the lock was
so sudden and at this moment so
loud, that he almost screamed and he
almost fainted. When they put the
strait jacket on him, they had to move
his arms for him, he couldn’t seem
to make them work right. Major
Grildquist looked at him oddly, and
touched the back of his fingers to
Jeremy's cheek, as though he couldn’t
believe there was any warmth in a
cheek that gray. “Are you all right?”
the major asked him.

It isn't going to work. He wanted
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to say that, he wanted to yell it at the
top of his lungs, but he couldn’t. It
was as though he were paralyzed, as
though he were a clockwork doll set
into motion, and he was walking to-
ward the table edge, and there was
no way to stop his motion and keep
from falling off that table edge. He
trembled all over when he felt the
jacket tighten on him from behind,
and then he held himself rigid, to
keep from trembling again.

“Are you all right?”

He managed to get it out that
time. “Yes.” The one word was all he
could muster. '

Then they left the room, and he
concentrated on walking. Raise the
right leg, bend it slightly at the knee,
swing it forward like pushing it
through waist-deep water, straighten
the knec joint, set the heel down,
rock forward, raise the left leg, and
repeat. Conscious motion, like learn-
ing to walk all over again, and the
knowledge that he was going to fail,
and he would live the rest of his life
in a room like the one he'd just left.

They went down to the basement
and stood by thie broom closer. “There
you are,” said the major. "Cramped
quarters. And we'll cut the lights
once you're in there. We'll give you
five minutes.”

Jeremy shook his head violently.
“No,” he said, his voice hoarse and
sandy. Five minutes alone in that
darkness would kill him. Fail and get
it over with.

He pronounced the words care-
fully, with someone else’s bone-dry
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tongue and palate. "One minute.”

"Are you sure?” asked the major.

He nodded, spastically.

“All right, then.”

The two meédics helped him into
the broom closet. “Good luck,” said
the major, his voice oddly inflected,
and the door closed.

The broom closet was a tiny up-
right box so small that his shoulders
practically touched both sides, and
when the arms crossed in front of
him inside the strait jacket touched
the back wall, his shoulder blades
were just barely brushing the door.

Light crept under the door, and
then there was a click, and he was
alone and in darkness. Black dark-
ness, and silence, and the wild terror
of failure.

He had had a plan. He would go
home, as he had before, bur this time
he would go to the kitchen. His
mother would be in the kitchen, get-
ting lunch ready at this time of day,
and she would see him. And then he
would flash back here and he would
tell them, "Call my mother, she just
saw me, and that proves it, that
proves I can do it and I'm not crazy.”

And it couldn’t possibly work.

He tried to concentrate on the
kitchen—the familiar table and
chairs and the curtains on the win-
dow over the sink—and he couldn’t
even visualize it. He couldnt even
get a picture of the kitchen in his
mind. He tried to think of his moth-
er, he tried to wish himself home
and with his mother, and he couldn't
do it, he couldn’t think, he couldn’t
concentrate on a thing. The thoughts

ANALOG SCIENCE FACT * SCIENCE FICTION



boiled through his mind, disjointed
and screaming, and he couldn’t think,
he couldn’t think, be coxldn’t think!

He tried to scream out his panic,
but his throat was frozen shut and he
could only mouth the words. “Some-
body help me!” '

He was standing in a living roam.
There was a green broadloom rug on
the floor, a rust-colored sofa and two
armchairs, drum tables and a coffee
table. A man sat on the sofa, leaning
forward over an open file folder on
the coffee table. He was dressed in an
Air Force uniform, with colonel’s
eagles on the shoulders. He was gray-
haired and lean, with a craggy nar-
row-lipped face.

The man looked up and blinked
in astonishment. “What the hell—?”

This wasn't home!

And he was back in pitch black-
ness, and this time his throat was
open, and he screamed, and
screamed, and screamed.

Light, and the door open, and
hands grabbing him as he leaped
jerking out, wide-eyed and still
screaming. The bands held him and
he was rushed along, his useless feet
bump-bump-bumping against the
steps as they hurried him up from
the basement.

They put him in a bathtub, leav-
ing the strait jacket on, and they at-
tached a canvas cover over the whole
top of the bathtub except where his
head stuck out, and they ran very hot
water into the tub.

After a while, they gave him a
shot, and he stopped screaming and
fell asleep.
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He came here!” snapped the colo-
nel. He pointed at the middle of the
room. “Right there, he stood right
there, and stared at me with the most
panic-stricken eyes I have ever seen
in my life.”

“We shouldn’t have done it,” said
the major. His voice was shaky, and
he had switched to something strong-
er than beer. “We pushed him too
hard. We shouldn’t have done it.”

“"Ed!” The colonel whirled around.
“What's he doing?”

“Nothing. They gave him a seda-
tive, I guess. He’s sound asleep.”

“What about tomorrow?” demand-
ed the colonel. He spun back to Ma-
jor Grildquist. "How’s he going to be
tomorrow?”

“I don’t know. Catatonic, maybe.
Or maybe he'll snap out of it.”

“If he does, if he snaps out of it—"

“I want to tell him, Jim,” said the
major. "I mean it, this is too much,
we're driving that boy too far. I mean
to tell him the truth.”

“And waste the whole thing?” The
colonel stood straddle-legged in
front of the major, his hands on his
hips. “Listen to me, Ben,” he said.
“Hear me good. You didn’t have to
look at that boy’s face. I did. You
don't have the final responsibility for
what we'rte doing to him. I do.”

“We don't have the right—"

“We don't have the right to lose
him, Ben. We don't have the right
to throw him away. We don't have
any choice. I wish we did, but we
don't.”

“It's gone too far, Jim. I'm going
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to tell him, tomorrow—if he’s capa-
ble of understanding anything.”

“And lose the whole thing? He’s
gone through a lot, Ben, I'll agree
with you. And so have we. If you
jump the gun on this thing, you're
wasting all that trouble and all that
torment. If you jump the gun, he's
going to have gone through all this
for nothing.”

The major rubbed his forehead
with the back of one pudgy hand.
“You're right,” he said at last. "I
know you're right. But I look at that
boy, and ... never mind, you're
right.”

“It must be near the end now,”
said the colonel, more softly. “It
shouldn’t take too much longer.”

The major shook his head. “What
should I do?” he asked. "When I talk
to him tomorrow. If I talk to him
tomorrow, if he’s in any condition to
talk to anybody tomorrow."

“Tell him it didn’t happen,” said
the colonel immediately. “Tell him
it was another delusion. You know
the lingo, do your best to convince
him he’s nutty as a fruit cake. And
then let him stew on it a while.”

Ed Clark cleared his throat hesi-
tantly. "Does it have to go on any
more, colonel?” he asked. "Couldn’t
we just go to him now and tell him
the truth, and tell him we'll help him
get the ability under control?”

“How are we going to help him?”
the colonel demanded. "We don't

know any more about it

than he does. No, he’s got to
prove himself.

And in




order to prove himself, he's got to
get that power of his under control.”

“I guess so,” said Clark.

“There’s one thing more,” said the
colonel. "And it makes me even more
sure we've got to push this boy to the
limit.”

“What's that?” asked Major Grild-
quist.

“He came here. He told you he was
going to try going home again, but
he came here. I would love to know
how he happened to come here, why
he decided to come to me.”

“You're just a daddy to us all,” said
Clark.

“Might be,” said Paul Swanson
from his corner, “you've found that
telepath you've been yelling for.

It took Jeremy two days to get
calmed down to the point where he
could walk and talk with reasonable
accuracy. Then he had another inter-
view with Major Grildquist. He tried
to tell him what had happened, but
it got too jumbled and confused, so
they went back to the old standby,
sodium amytal, and then he told the
story clearly and completely, giving
a full description of the room and
the colonel, down to the sound of the
colonel’s voice.

After the effects of the narcoanal-
ysis had worn off, Major Grildquist
discussed the situation with him. "T'll
speak frankly with you, Jeremy. You
so obviously want to be cured that I
really thought there was a chance
we'd eventually get you squared
away. I've been delaying the dis-
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charge papers, hoping the idea of a
section eight would help you snap
out of this fixation. I went along with
the experiment for the same reason.”

“I saw him,” said Jeremy dully. He
was afraid to lec himself get even 2
little bit excited, because he had
trouble keeping himself under con-
trol.

Major Grildquist shook his head.
“I was wrong,” he said. "I want to
apologize to you for that, Jeremy.
The experiment had just the reverse
effect from the one we were both
hoping for, and T'll admit to you that
I should have expected it. You were
placed in a severe stress situation,
one where you were being forced to
prove yourself insane, and it was just
too much for you. Consciously, you
want to rid yourself of this delusion.
Somewhere down in the subcon-
scious, you want to hold onto it
Crammed into that lightless closet,
you cracked wide open. The subcon-
scious took over, gave you another
teleportation hallucination—the sec-
ond one that can't be proved one way
or the other, significantly—and the
end result is that you are now much
more deeply rooted in your fixation
than you were before we tried the
experiment.”

The major lit a cigarette with
slightly-trembling fingers. “That was
my fault,” he said, “and I regret it. I
wish I could go back and do it all
over again, because this time I would
stop and think about the implica-
tions of such an experiment, and I
would never let you go through with
it”
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“I saw him,” insisted Jeremy. ‘1
can tell you just what he looked like,
what the room looked like. You could
find him, if you tried to.”

“All the living rooms used by Air
Force colonels all over the world?
You'd be an old man before we fin-
ished checking, Jeremy, and then
we'd just have to come tell you we
hadn’t found your man.”

“I saw him,” said Jeremy doggedly.

“Jeremy, look at it this way. The
first time you teleported, you went
home, isn’t that right? Stress hit you,
and you went home. But the second
time, given at least as much stress,
you didn’t go home. Think about
that. Why didn't you go home?”

“I don’t know.”

“You'd already done that. It was
dangerous to try it again. Someone
might be in the room where you
claimed to have gone. You could give
yourself just as convincing an hallu-
cination this time, and have it all
blown up by a statement from your
mother, saying that she was dusting
your room at the precise moment
when you claimed to be there. You
couldn’t take the chance. You had to
find some place else to go, some
place where we could never check
your story, where there would never
be an opportunity for you ta be
proved wrong.”

“No, sir,” said Jeremy. “I saw him.”

“You saw a living room very simi-
lar in appearance to the ward day-
room where you've spent a lor of
time, and you saw a man in Air Force
uniform. Jeremy, think, boy! Doesn’t
that sound more like dream material
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gathered from your real-world sur-
roundings than like an actual tele-
portation?”

“You make sense, sir,” said Jeremy.
“But I still saw him. And I still heard
his voice.”

“All right, then,” said the major.
“Why that particular officer? You
said you didn’t know him. Two days
ago, under narco, you admitted you'd
never seen him before in your life,
didn’t know his name or where he
was, and simply claimed you'd gone to
him because he could help you. But
you didn’t know Aow he could help
you? Don’t you see what that means?
There’s only one way this hallucina-
tion could help you, and that is by
fortifying your original belief.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jeremy woodenly.

The major sighed. “All righe, Jere-
my,” he said. "We'll get the discharge
papers moving now. You should be
out of the Air Force in a week. And
then you'll go to a VA hospital, where
they'll be able to help you a lot more
than I have.”

“An asylum?”

"A special hospital, Jeremy. Don't
worry, it won't be a ‘Snake Pit’ kind
of place.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jeremy dully.

“T'll tell you the truth,” said Major
Grildquist to the colonel, “by the
time I was finished talking, I'd half-
convinced myself. I hope I didn’t lay
it on too thick.”

“We'll soon find out,” said the
colonel. “T hope.”

"What do we do now?” the major

‘asked him.
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“Now? Now, we start waiting.
We've pushed him as far as we can.
From here on, it’s up to him. If he's
ever going to get control of that abil-
ity of his, it'll be between now and
the time he expects his discharge to
come through. Ed, what's he doing?”

"He’s pacing the floor.”

“Good. That means he’s thinking.”

J eremy was thinking. He was think-
ing harder than he ever had be-
fore, and all his thoughts circled and
spiraled and whirlpooled around and
finally bumped up against the same
dead end. '

The only proof he had was in his
head. And if he were crazy, that
wasn't very good proof at all.

That was the dead end. Either he
was sane or he was crazy, and he no
longer knew which he was,

If only he knew how he’d done it.
If only he.could just decide to go
home and poof go home. If only he
didn’'t have to be scared out of his
wits before he could do it every time.

He paced back and forth in the
small room until lights out, and then
he lay atop the blankets on the bed,
fully dressed, and started at the light-
and-shadow pattern on the wall, and
tried to figure out how he'd done it.

It was like reaching into a vat full
of cosmolene and rocks. Somewhere
down in there was a diamond, and all
the rest were just pebbles. And he
had to teach down in and find the di-
amond by touch alone.

And he couldn’t even be sure the
diamond was there.
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He dug down in, reached down in,
searched for the key. What had his
mind done those two times? What
had it done?

It wasn't just desire, that wasn't
enough. There was a switch of some
kind, a lever inside his brain, and he
had to push that lever before he could
do it.

Home. Think about home, about
his own bed at home. That's where he
wanted to go. Think about it, and
push down deeper and deeper into
his brain, and. try to figure out what
his brain had done those two times.

Thar?

The bed felt different.

His eyes were closed, and he kept
them closed. His hands moved out
from his sides, exploring the surface
of the bed. And his hands didn’t
touch the roughness of Air Force
blankets, they touched the smooth
coolness of bedspread.

He held his breath, listening.
Laughter, from downstairs, Laughter
and applause and a voice. The tele-
vision set.

A car drove by, he heard it.

His mother said something, down
in the living room, her voice muffled
by distance.

He was home.

Still not really sure, he opened his
eyes, and the familiar shapes of his
bedroom were around him, and it was
real, it was real, and he was home.

And this time he knew how.

It was so easy. All you had to do
was find it, and then it was so easy.

It was like multiplying numbers in
your head. It was the spot where you
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stored each digit of the answer until
the multiplication was complete. A
little cubbyhole down in the left-
hand corner of the mind, and he'd
never used it for anything but the
temporary storage of numbers. But if
he thought of a place—the hospital
room—and did zhat—

And the pattern of light-and-shad-
ow stripes was on the wall. He was
back in the hospital.

He grinned.

“Sir,” said Ed Clark, getting to his
feet. “He just went away.”

The other three turned to look at
him. The major said, "What do
you—" but the colonel shushed him
with an impatient wave of his hand.

They waited, the colonel and Major
Grildquist and Paul Swanson all
watching Clark, and Clark listening,
and after an interminable wait of al-
most three minutes, Clark grinned
and relaxed and said, “He’s back.”

The colonel sighed, smiling. “He
cracked it. See how long he was gone?
This time, he cracked it. Paul, more
beer.”

“On its way,” said Paul.

“The son of a gun,” said the co-
lonel, beaming from ear to ear and
rubbing his hands together. “He
cracked it.”

Jeremy lay on the bed in the hos-
pital room, getting used to the idea.
He knew where it was now, he knew
just how to make it work. So he
wasn'’t crazy after all.

Tomorrow, by golly, he was going
to show that major. “Watch this,” he'd
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say, and flick. And maybe the major
could spend some time convincing
himself that they were both crazy.

Tomorrow? Why wait for tomor-
ow?

There was that colonel, too.

He could go right now. The colo-
nel would help him, somehow, who-
ever he was. Maybe he was one of
the other teleports who'd managed
to avoid winding up in a looney bin.

Then why hadn’t he come here?

Never mind. He could go ask him.

Except that he didn’t know where
the colonel was.

Then how had he found him the
last time?

He poked around some more, with
greater confidence now, but there was
nothing else, only that little switch
down in the number-cubbyhole, that
was all.

Maybe that was all it needed.

“Colonel Whoever-you-are,” he
whispered. “Here I come.”

And flick.

And he was lying on the floor in
the middle of the living room. And
there was the colonel looking down
at him, grinning as though his face
would break. And two other people
in civvies, off to the left.

And Major Grildquist!

Jeremy scrambled to his feet. "Ma-
jor—!"

“0.K, Jeremy,” said the colonel.
“"OK, take it easy.”

Jeremy looked from face to face,
and they were all smiling, all four of
them, smiling as though they were
proud of him.

And all at once he saw why. “You
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knew all along,” he said wonderingly.
“"You knew all along.”

“We did, Jeremy,” said the colonel.
“But none of us knew how to drag
that ability - of yours up where you
could use it. You had to do that for
yourself.”

“"You're teleports, too,” said Jere-
my. "I knew there had to be others,
I knew jt.”

The colonel shook his head.
“You're the first teleport I've run
across,” he said. “You're a very valu-
able .property, boy.”

Jeremy was bewildered. “But—"

“Colonel Brice,” said the major
gently, “is what you might call a tal-
ent scout. He looks for odd talents—
like yours, for instance. And then he
puts them to work.”

“Work?”

“We'll have orders cut tomorrow,”
said the colonel, “transferring you to
my outfit. You can say goodbye to
the hospital and crazy psychiatrists
like Ben there.”

“Your outfit, sir? Jeremy was
struggling with his bewilderment.
“What outfit is that, sir?”

“What do you think? Intelligence.”

Jeremy grinned. “Sure,” he said.
“Sure.”

“You'll like the outfit,” the colonel
told him. “They’re all madmen like
you and those two.”

Jeremy looked at the two young
men in civilian dress. The colonel
said, “Give him a slight demonstra-
tion, boys.”

Paul Swanson said, “Think you
could use a beer, Jeremy?”

“Yes, sir!”
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“Coming up.”

Jeremy watched wide-eyed as the
full glass of beer sailed in from the
kitchenette at waist height, made a
sweeping left turn, and halted di-
rectly in front of him. He reached
out hesitantly, half-afraid the whole
thing was an illusion, and there he
was holding a glass of beer in his
hand.

“Ed,” said the colonel, “what's go-
ing on next door?” _

Clark characteristically cocked his
head to one side. "Male voice saying,
‘Why not?’ sir,” he reported.

“What's going on?”

“Just a second.” Clark listened, and
then grinned, getting a bit red-faced.
“Well, sir,” he said. “There’s a major
in that suite.”

“Yes?”

“"And a WAF Lieutenant, sir.”

“Oh. Demonstration ended.”

“Yes, sir.”

The colonel turned back to Jeremy.
“You see? And I have thirty-seven
more of them. You bring the strength
up to an even forty.”

“I never even heard of such a
thing,” said Jeremy.

“I'm not surprised. This is just
about the first secret weapon any
nation has ever had that has a chance
of staying secret. The whole thing is
locked up inside your head. No plans
to steal, nothing. And nobody would
believe the truth, anyway.”

Jeremy shook his head. “I don't
... I don't get it. How did you
koow about me? I mean, in the first
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place, before I was even sure of it
myself. How did yox know?”

The colonal smiled. “I screened
you,” he said. “I ran you and a few
hundred thousand other boys through
a sieve, and you're one of the forty
who didn't just slide on through.”

“A sieve? What kind of sieve?
When?"”

“The tunnel in your case,” the
colonel told him. “The drainage pipe,
where you made your first jump.
That's one of my sieves. Look, I'm in
about the best position you can im-
agine for screening a big chunk of
the human race for psi. I could screen
for anything I wanted. Did you ever
know anybody with his heart on the
right side instead of the left?”

Jeremy shook his head.

“Of course not,” said the colonel.
“There're few of them. But the en-
listment or induction physical comes
up with one every once in a while.
Practically every male American citi-
zen goes through that physical. If
you were looking for people with
their hearts on the right side, there’s
your screening center, all set up for
you”

“I see,” said Jeremy doubtfully.

“It's the same with me,” the colonel
told him. “I've got my screening cen-
ter, and it's called basic training. It
puts the stressed on, it louses up your
equilibrium, it rattles you like noth-
ing you've ever been through before.
Then it runs you through my sieve,
that drainage pipe, which is as com-
pletely bugged as a movie set. I'm
like a prospector panning a stream.
Most of what washes through my pan
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is silt, but every once in a while a
little piece of gold shows up. Like
Paul there, who couldn't find his gas
mask with his hands, so the mask just
came up to his face of his own ac-
cord.” '

“And me,” said Jeremy.

The colonel nodded. “"And you.
And thirty-eight others, so far.”

Clark laughed suddenly and the
colonel turned to him. “Ed, stop lis-

‘tening! Leave the major alone.”

“Yes, sir,” said. Clark. He sat down
and looked attentive to the things
going on in this room.

The colonel turned back. “You're
going to be useful, Jeremy,” he said.
“We'll have to find out your range
limitations, if any, and poke around
after that other talent of yours—"

“Other talent, sir?”

“You came to me,” the colonel re-
minded him. “You'd never heard of
me, didn’t know who or where 1 was,
and yet you came straight to me.
What did it? Telepathy? Whatever
it is, we'll find it.”

“I doubt it's telepathy, as such,”
said the major. “Some kind of in-
creased sensitivity on the emotional
level, I imagine.”

“I imagine so,” said the -colonel
sardonically. “"What other kind of

sensitivity do you know?"

“My psychological training coming
out,” said the major, grinning. “Re-
duce everything to jargon.”

“Sir,” said Jeremy hesitantly,

The colonel turned back to him.
"What is it?™

“Sir, I've . .. well, it's been a
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long time since . . . well, if I'd gone
on through basic training, I'd have
had a leave home by now, and . . .
well, I was just wondering if I could
get home for a few days and—"

“No,” said the colonel, shaking his
head. “I'm sorty, but no. We have too
much to do, and too little time to do
it in. We've lost weeks already.”

Major Grildquist cleared his throat.
“Jim, it might be a good idea—"

“I know, Ben, but we just don’t
have the time. Besides, Jeremy, I'm
afraid you're classed as a military se-
cret, at least for the time being. Not
even your parents are to know about
this ability of yours.”

“Yes, sit,” said Jeremy.

Paul Swanson chuckled. “Colonel,”
he said, “"what are you going to do if
Jeremy goes home anyway? Put him
in the guardhouse?”

The colonel opened his mouth,
and left it open. Then he shrugged
and grinned and said, “All right,
Jeremy. Go on home.”
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Jeremy's face lit up. “Thank you,
sir!”

“But, Jetemy. Take the train, boy.
You're a military secret now, remem-
ber that.”

“Yes, sir,” said Jeremy happily.

Major Grildquist heaved himself
out of his chair. "T'll go arrange for
the papers,” he said, “and have your
clothing sent to your room.”

“Thank you, sir,” said Jeremy.

“Be back here in five days,” said
the colonel. “Noon on Wednesday.”

“Yes, sit.” Jeremy grinned and dis-
appeared.

The colonel sat down heavily in an
armchair. “Paul,” he snapped, “stop
playing with that lamp. And Ed,
leave that major alone.”

The lamp clunked onto the table,
and Ed Clark stopped looking atten-
tive.

“Forty of them,” muttered the colo-
nel to himself. He shook his head,
sighed, and carefully unwrapped a
cigar. "Forty of them.” ®
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