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GNES AND Claire.

I'll say it again. Agnes

~—Claire. How could
both be so much a part of my
life, and so different; and how
could I have taken Agnes into
my arms before I even knew
her name?

Perhaps it wasn’t so strange.
How could I have known the
name of the girl who stood be-
side me?

You stand before the hum-
ming computers and you fight
off terror. You feel a more-
than-human wisdom crushing
you, denying you the right to
think for yourself. You know
that your future should be in
your own hands, but you can’t
wring that much independence
from the master controls.

The Big Brain can’t know
what a man is thinking, but
the feeling is there—the guilt
feeling. You want to escape,
and can’t. You look around
you, and you see your own
face mirrored back. You see
on gleaming metal the haggard
eyes, and tight, despairing lips
of a total stranger.

The girl who stood beside
me was trembling violently.
She’d punched her identity
number, and the Big Brain’s
answer had struck her like a
hard-knuckled hand in the
dark.

I could see the punched met-
altape gleaming oa her palm,

four inches of tape. I could
see the torment in her eyes,
the film of moisture she was
furiously trying to blink away.
She was staring straight at me,
but I knew my face meant
nothing to her. It could only
have seemed the cold face of a
stranger, trapped like herself.

HE REALIZATION of her

torment gave a sharp,
heady quality to my anger. The
guilt feeling dissolved and I
felt only anger. She was so
very beautiful that I suc-
cumbed to the universal hu-
man fantasy. I saw her as an
outcast girl in a freedom ruin,
and there was the tang of death
in the air, the rich, heavy per-
fume which outcast women
wore,

She was standing against a
crumbling stone wall, her
large dark eyes wide with des-
peration, her unbound hair
falling to her shoulders. She
was a hostage to desperation,
appealing to the primitive in
man in the pitiful hope of
awakening love that might
know reverence and respect. I
had come upon her suddenly,
and I was fighting for her in a
canyon of crumbling steel
against men lost to all honor.

Then I saw the light of the
dome glowing on her hair, and
the bright, dangerous vision
was gone. I wanted to whisper
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to her: “A computation deny-
ing you the right to marry is
a crime against beauty such
as yours. Don't accept it. In-
sist on a more rigorous check
on every phase of your ances-
try.” But I didn’t say it. How
could a man and a woman
reach each other with sym-
pathy and warmth when a ter-
rifying weight of non-human
wisdom denied them the right
to courtship.

A glance is a beginning
courtship, a word spoken in a
certain way, the briefest of
handclasps in a shadowed
room, Even that was denied
us; we were strangers. There
could be no hands stretched
forth in friendship or reassur-
ance. If you listened carefully
you could hear the humming
computers. You could hear the
click of the metaltapes being
punched, being cut off sharp-
ly. You could hear a lifetime
of misery being punched out
in exactly ten seconds.

Marriage Privilege Per-
mitted Marriage Privilege
Denied

The vault was like a prison,
harsh with artificial sunlight,
each of the twenty computa-
tion units guarded by heavy
bars. You could look up at the
glittering tears of memory
banks and stimulus-response
circuits and tell yourself that

the Big Brain was society’s
only bulwark against decay
from within. But if the unit
before which ycu stood flashed
its cold light upon you, the
dryness in your throat wouldn’t
be from pride.

TO THE simple fellow yon-

der, the humming meant
that the Big Brain was taking
a personal interest in every
man and woman in the vault.
To the junior coordinator,
whose lips had gone suddenly
white, it was quite otherwise.
He was an educated man; he
was waiting for the Giant
Computor to make an imper-
sonal analysis of data as un-
alterable as the stars in their
courses. It was the Giant Com-
puter in the eyes of Society,
and the technicians who had
designed and constructed it.
But to me “Big Brain” cut
closer to the truth.

Popular names have a way
of doing that. Whatever the
pros and cons of logic and sci-
ence, a machine that can des-
troy your happiness takes an
interest in you.

Marriage Privilege Per-
mitted Marriage Privilege
Denied

There is more to it than that,
of course; but you had to have
good eyesight to read the mi-
cro-lettering, which told you
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exactly why you’d made a
tragic mistake in allowing
yourself to be born.

Biogenetic advances in
electron-microscopic Ront-
gen-ray analysis having
made possible the exact
determination of the genes
of human inheritance in
the human adult, the in-
dividual’s blindly instinc-
tive wurge to marry and
kave children can now for
the first time be success-
fully controlled. Exper-
ience has shown that it is
to society’s best interest
to maintain at all times
a perfect balance of the
more desirable genetic
types. It thus becomes 0b-
vious that curtailment of
the marriage privilege
must, of necessity, be di-
rected solely to that end.

It was as simple as that. I
looked down at my own tape,
at the cruel words punched
into the metal,

John Tabor.. Marriage

Denicd

Ironically, I wasn’t even an
undesirable type; I was per-
fectly healthy mentally and
physically. In a few years my
type could marry again. But

right at that moment there
were too many of me.

F I MARRIED now, I would

be destroying the beautiful
socio-biogenetic balance which
had to be preserved—even if
it meant enforced celibacy, or
a freedom ruin, for a man who
bad thought to find his great-
est happiness in marriage and
a home.

The girl next to me hadn’t
turned. She was still staring
at me, and her eyes were clear
now—clear and fearless. I
hadn’t intended to speak to
her. I had fought that impulse,
knowing what it could lead to.
I thought of the vigilance
against unlawful love-making,
save in the uncontrolled free-
dom of one’s rooms, how every
instrument of technology was
arrayed against it. It could not
fail to be detected and the
penalty—d ea th. Otherwise,
banishment for evermore to a
hunted existence in the primi-
tive, decadent ruins of Nuork.

The desires of youth have
no beginning, no end. It wasn’t
sympathy alone which made
me ask: “How bad is it?”

“My classical Mendelian ra-
tio is too low,” she said. “Too
low, that is, for anyone of the
pooled offspring of a series of
families where the parental
mating types are identical.”

She laughed a little hrysteni=
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cally. “I seem to have memo-
rized it word for word. It’s
funny how you’'ll do that when
everything stops for you, and
you want to die.”

“If it ties in that closely
with multiple-family data you
can ask for another analysis,”
I said. “Computations based
on more than fifty predicable
ratios are often in error.”

I showed her my tape. “This
is my third computation. I re-
ceived my first two years ago.”

HE SEEMED not to hear

me, She was locking at me
with a new interest, as if my
sympathy had brought her new
hope and courage. She drew
nearer to me and suddenly
there was a flame of yearning
between us. Her femininity be-
came so overwhelming it fright-
ened me. I looked around the
vault.

A security guard stood by
the door, but he wasn’t watch-
ing us. His eyes were on am-
other girl, haliway down the
vault—a wholly unattractive
girl who stood with her head
held high, as if defying the
humming computers to deny
her happiness. Spots of color
burned in her cheeks, and m
her eagerness to become a
wife and mother she seemed
suddenly almost beautiful. I
looked away quickly, feeling
I had no right to stare,

My temples were throbbing,
but I refused to admit that I
could be in danger. If a woman
I did not know was weak, and
wanted to touch me, I could
be strong. Her hand was sud-
denly warm in mine. “Tell me
about yourself,” she whis-
pered. Realization came with
a numbing suddenness. She
could have asked anything of
me, and I could not have re-
fused her.

I told her my name, my oc-
cupation, I told her I'd just
come from Venus Base, and I
told her why I was going back.
“Hard work is the only real
compensation,” I said. “When
you're headed for a conmstruc-
tion job on the planets, you
don’t have time to think much.
It’s better than staying on
Earth, and seeking a substitute
for happiness.”

T told her of the planet’s
savage beauty, and there was
only one thing I kept back—
how diiferent I was from most
of the men who sought escape
on Venus Base. I didn’t tell
her how great and unusual were
my telepathic powers. It was
far too dangerous a secret to
entrust to a woman, When a
child has been born abnormal-
ly telepathic, he learns cau-
tion at an early age—even
though he cannot hope to con-
ceal his secret from the Big
Brain,
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¢¢THERE ARE no women

on Venus?” she whis-
pered. She was standing very
close to me, and suddenly her
hair brushed my cheek. I told
her about the construction
work.

“Men who can’t marry on
Farth will have their chance,”
I said. “Women will be sent
out. There are restrictions you
can’t impose on pioneers and
builders.”

“Women will be sent out
when you are dust,” she whis-
peored.

I pretended I hadn’t heard
her. T held on to Venus as a
ohild will held on its most
treasured toy, pretending it has
found a way to make it yield
adult pleasures.

“The restrictions will be
gradually relaxed,” 1 said.
“Even now it is a free and easy
world. You can travel from
construction camp to construc-
tion camp, whenever the urge
to roam takes hold of you. To
quiet that urge, women will be
sent out.”

“They will let you die first.
The Brain has not yet made
its power felt on Venus. It
knows that when men have
tasted freedom, society must
move with caution.” Her fin-
gers tightened on my arm. “So-
ciety needs men like you for
construction work, but those

who come after you will be a
more docile breed. Society will
never reward men whom it
dares not trust.”

“I'll have to risk that,” I
said.

She gave me an odd look.

“I suppose it is better than
sitting under a psycho-helmet
dreaming about a woman who
exists only in your mind.”

“Emotional Illusion Thera-
py can be a satisfying expe-
rience,” I told her. “You cnn
have beautiful experiences in
dreams. Semetimes it's so real

. you nzver want to wake up.”

“But when you do wake
up?”’

“I went to Venus Base be-
cause I preferred to stay
awake,” I said. “Does that an-
swer you?”

Her eyes searched my face.
“Did you ever go to a freedom
ruin?”’

I shook my head.

WOULD have gone to the

freedom ruins, if the stakes
had been clear cut. In the ruins
it was kill, or be killed. The
women who went expected to
be fought over, and the men—

You found a woman you
could love and you courted her
until tenderness and desire
flamed in her eyes. Then, un-
less you were completely a
beast, she became your woman
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for as long as you could hold
her. No society can exist with-
out its safety valves. By com-
putation, a certain percentage
of the denied would find their
way to the ruins. A certain
percentage would die. When-
ever I thought about the ruins
I could almost hear the Big
Brain whispering: “Socfety has
taken certain regions, and
about them it has erected bar-
riers of self-loathing. Beyond
the barriers there is no law but
the law of the jungle. Beyond
the barriers my wisdom has no

eaning. But # is well that
some should go; it is neces-
sa’y-)l

If the stakes had been clear
cut—a choice between living
and dying—I'd have accepted
them gladly. It was kill or be
killed, for in the ruins men
outnumbered women, five to
one.

The eyes of the girl at my
side burned into mine. Large
eyes she had, a deep lustrous
violet which looked black until
you discovered that they could
glow for you alone. “Do you
know why women who can
never have love here go to the
ruins?”

“This is why!” she said.
Her arms went around my
shoulder, and she crushed her
lips to mine, so hard I couldn’t
breathe for an instant.

Then she stepped back

quickly, her eyes shining.
“Call it anything you wish.”

“There’s a name for it you
don’t often hear in the ruins,”
I said.

She came into my arms
again; it was a madness we
couldn’t control, and there was
a terrible danger in it.

E WERE saved {rom dis-
aster by the utterly unex-
pected.

Far down the vault a man
was screaming. His fists were
tightly clenched, and he was
screaming out imprecations
against the humming compu-
ters. There was a hopeless rage
in his eyes—rage, and bitter,
savage defiance. Even as he
screamed, he began to slouch
forward with a terrible weari-
ness of 2 man trapped beyond
all hope of rescue.

I had no right to interfere;
it was a problem for the Se-
curity Guard. The Guard was
just starting to turn, the elec-
tro-sap at his wrist glittering
in the harsh light.

The thought of what might
happen made me almost physi-
cally ill. T had no right to hnter-
fere, but I did. I crossed the
vault in five long strides, and
I grasped the screaming man
by the shoulder. I swung him
about, and I started slapping
his face, First his right cheek,
then his left, It may have been
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bad psychology, but I had to
chance it. I'd seen men killed
or crippled for life by electro-
saps. The guards weren't delib-
erately brutal, but sometimes
they didn't know their own
strength.

Between slaps I spoke to the
poor devil in a whisper, de-
liberately keeping my voice
low, knowing that you can’t
reason with a sick man by
shouting at him.

“Careful—the guard’s
watching you! Don’t force him
to use his sap! Do you hear?
You won’t walk out of here
alive!”

Abruptly the poor devil
stopped screaming, sagged for-
ward, and -would have col-
lapsed if I hadn’t caught him.

THE GUARD was instantly

at my side. “Just what did
you say to him, friend? Don’t
you know that helping the
wrong people can get you into
trouble?”

I didn’t answer; I just wait-
ed, hoping he’d let my inter-
ference pass.

He glared at me, then-said,
“Get his arm around my shoul-
der. I want to find out if he
can walk.”

I stood watching the Guard
assisting the poor devil out of
the vault.

It's funny how tension will

distort reality. I watched the
Guard pass - from the vault,
then turn back to reassure the
girl I'd taken so impetuously
into my arms.

She was gone.

For a moment I stood star-
ing around the vault, shaken,
despairing. Then slowly bal-
ance and sanity returned to my
mind. I realized with a shud-
der of relief by what a narrow
margin I'd been saved from
utter disaster. Unlike that poor
devil, I could face the future
with confidence. I was a poten-
tial ‘‘marriage privilege per-
mitted” type, and I knew that
hopes temporarily dashed
wouldn’t stay buried. I knew
that when I left the vault and
emerged into the clear, bright
sunlight it would light up the
world for me.

My heart was singing when
I turned, and walked out into
the corridor, and descended to
the street.

II

any more! She’d be slender
and gay, with tumbled red-
gold hair; and when she came
forward to greet me for the
first time, her smile would
warm me as I'd never been
warmed before.
T'd spoken to the man, and
it was all arranged; I was on
my way to pick her up. My

I WOULDN'T be lonely
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beetle purred as it sped swift-
ly down the shop level drive-
way, red sunlight g'2aming on
its fused tungsten hood. The
air was crisp, cool and invigo-
rating, and the future looked
bright.

All T had to do now was
conquer a tendency towards
fuzzy thinking, and face up
to the facts. It was as if I
could hear the computers hum-
ming, giving it to me straight.
All right, the computers
couldn’t talk. You fed them
your identity data, and answers
came out punched into a met-
altape. But it was as if I could
hear the Big Brain itself whis-
pering to me.

“Not for you a quiet fire-
side, and a cloak around your
shoulders when you’re too old
to dream, boy! You'll die on
Venus Base.

“Take your happiness while
you can. Make the best of it.
You've got strength and you've
got courage far beyond the
average—so take it in your
stride. This is the year 2486!
There are gadgets, a million
satisfying gadgets—glittering,
and beautiful, and new. Gadg-
ets to make up for everything
nature, or society, or the per-
versity of fate denies us.

“There are compensations
for every bitter frustration, eve-
ry handicap of body and mind,
every tragic lack of the raw
materials of happiness. Wade

in, and wise up. Take a sub-
stitute for what doesn’t come
naturally. Drive down to the
shop level arcades, and buy
yourself a wig with synthetic
nerve roots which will grow
into your scalp. Buy yourself
a bone ear, a musical or art
appreciation grove-in, a mon-
ey-sense illusion, anything
you’d care to name.”

€¢¥/0U DON’T have to be

reminded that there are
some men who might say:
‘There is no substitute for the
real thing. You’ll never get
around it and you may as well
stop lying to yourself.’

“But not you, boy! You'd
never say that because you
don’t give up as easily as that.
Naturally they’'ve been keep-
ing it quiet. You have to dial
the right shop. You've got to
speak in a persuasive whisper
to the right people. You've got
to mention just how many
trips you've made to Venus
Base.

“Buy yourse a beautiful
Android. Naturally it’'s la-
belled: For Spacemen Only!
If you’ve got something new
and tremendous to sell you'd
be crazy to offer it on the open
market, wouldn’t you? Mass
production takes years to
build up. Until the mass pro-
duction stage is reached, high
profits can only be made with-
out State Bureau interference.
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“Why not sell your products
directly to men whose need is
so great and urgent—they’ll
pay specialty prices? Pay ea-
gerly and disappear into space?

“It’s the only policy that
makes sense and you've no
quarrel with it, have you, boy?
You've spoken to the man, and
you know exactly what you
want, and you’ve the money
to pay for it.” "

HE BIG BRAIN, of course,

wouldn’t speak quite so
frankly. The Big Brain
wouldn’t conspire with an out-
lay firm to deceive the State
Bureaus, much as it might
want me to accept a substitute
for the wife I couldn’t have.

I was really listening to a
separate rebellious part of my-
self arguing with my more cau-
tious sed. My reckless self
was now completely in the sad-
dle. It pleased me to listen to
that inner voice hammering
home the facts, garnished up
a2 bit by the Big Brain’s autho-
rity.

We'd better get it straight
right at the start that artificial
women are as old as the hu-
man race. There are Aurigna-
cian Venuses from rock cav-
erns in the Pyrenees you could
date in your dreams with no
effort at all. A bit on the plump
side perhaps, but what of that?

What is a statue really?
Hasn’t a statue a definite me-

chanical function to perform?
Isn’t the statue of a beautiful
woman a kind of android de-
signed to delight the eye and
the brain?

Remember, an object doesn’t
have to move at all to be me-
chanically functional, If a cer-
tain arrangement of lines and
curves and dimples can evoke
a biogenetic response in a man
you've got a mechanical prime
mover, and if that object hap-
pens to be a statue you’ve got
an android in a strict sense.
You can do without the photo-
electric brain cells and the Cy-
berenetic memory banks,

HE PYGMALION fantasy

is the key, Every man car-
ries about with him a subcon-
scious image of the one per-
fect woman. There’s a biologi-
cal norm, and that norm consti-
tutes the ultimate in desirabil-
ity. Every individual woman
departs from the norm to a
greater or a lesser degree. Na-
ture is constantly attempting to
create new species, and that
tendency towards mutational
variation keeps altering the
norm, throwing it off center.

Features too large or too
small will distort or complete-
ly shatter the norm. A woman
with a too large mouth, for in-
stance, may have other features
so perfect she will still be
beautiful. But her beauty won’t
be perfect if a single one of
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her features departs from the
norm. The closer women ap-
proach the norm in all re-
spects, the more beautiiul they
are.

Unfortunately a woman who
seems beautiful to a Hottentot
may not scem beautiful to you.
You've got to go back to your
ancestry for the key; you've
got to find out precisely the
kind of norm woman your an-
cestors mated with for hun-
dreds of thousands of years.

You could marry any one of
ten thousand woman picked at
random. and Dbe rcasonably
happy. But to bz perfectly con-
tent, you have to have a per-
fect bicgenetiic mate.

Now for the first time you
could get your norm girl. Your
biogenetic tape recordings sup-
plied the key. You gave the
man yoiir biogenctic tape num-
ber, all the data available to
the Biz Brain, and the firm
did the rest.

Waiiing for me was an an-
droid female with a living col-
loidial brain. The human brain
is a colloid with a billion teem-
ing memory cells, made up of
molecular aggresates just large
enough to be visible in a
powerful ultra-microscope.

Just large enough to be visi-
ble. Visibility was the key, for
a visible structure could be
studied and duplicated. Not
exactly perhaps; we’d get that
in another century or so. But

enough of the structure could
be duplicated to yield results.

HAD BEEN warned that

there would be no emotional
overtones in the woman who
was waiting for me, A seven-
year-old level of intelligence
perhaps, no more. Curiously
enough the limitation did not
depress me too much. When
beauty becomes overwhelming,
you caa think of nothing else.

The shop-level arcades were
a purnle and gold glimmer for
ten thousand feet. At night,
the lights are so dazzling that
you can’t see the individual
beetle; but in broad daylight
every window stands out, and
the level becomes a tunnel of
weaving lights and shadows.

It’s like plunging into a re-
volving kaleidoscope to pluck
out a rare and glittering prize.
Come early, take your pick.

I knew that the shop where
I'd left my order would be
using some kind of false front;
but I wasn’t prepared for the
beauty of the display which
filled the window: a terraced
garden with a fountain gush-
ing silver spray, a breathtak-
ing Watteau-gambol of fauns
and satyrs in a twilight nymph
pursuit,

In the window a
square sign read:

Enjoy Yourself Without

Breaking The Law

Wkich Skall It Be?

little
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Ten Minutes of Emotion-
al Illusion Therapy Or
Ten Months Of Freud?

OR AN instant, I was

tempted to go inside, and
forget to mention my name. I
knew the routine of the illusion
therapy shops backward. If
the human brain is paralyzed
in certain centers, and stimu-
lated abnormally in others, you
get an illusion which can only
be compared to sheet lightning.

When I closed my eyes, I
was inside the shop, relaxing
in the scented darkness. 1
could feel the incredible
lightness of the big impulse-
transmitting helmet resting on
my head. I could hear the
therapist saying in a cool,
soothing voice: ‘“The women
whom you are about to see are
incredibly beautiful. Not one
woman, but twenty. Now if
you'll just relax—”

It’s a swift, effective way to
cure frustration. But when you
wake up, the savor of living
is dulled for you, just as heavy
smoking often dulls the pleas-
ures of the palate. I told my-
self I'd be crazy to pay that
kind of penalty when I could
have the real thing.

The man was expecting me.
He was tall, quiet and soft-
spoken; but I never really got
a good look at his face.

You know how it is when
you whisper over a wire.

Someone has to be at the other
end to take down your mes-
sage. He may be young or old,
an executive of the firm, or
just a front man, a go-between.
Instinctively, you know you’re
not going to like him. When
you actually meet him, you
see no reason for studying him
closely. If he has authority,
you simply accept him as a
vital link in the arrangement.
He becomes a person with no
real identity—a figurehead, a
mummer. Fe becomes—the
man,

He looked me over carefully.

It takes skilled training to
judge a man’s occupation at a
glance, Often as not it’s a hit-
or-miss task—but if you're
really good at it there is always
a high-salaried undercover job
waiting for you.

He was good at it. You
spend two years at Venus Base
and it shows in your eyes, the
way you carry your shoulders
when you walk, the very
rhythms of your speech. Spend
a lifetime hoeing a field in
blazing sunlight, or pacing the
deck of a ship at sea and you’ll
get deep creases in the back of
your neck, crow’s feet about
your eyes and a leathery tex-
ture of skin such as you can’t
possibly get if you’re a sed-
entary worker under glass.
Two years at Venus Base can’t
quite do that to you, but a
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really good occupation-guesser
can tag you every time,

HE MAN said: “I think

you’ll be satisfied, sir. But
you've got to remember that
a woman can be made for just
one man alone, and not quite
satisfy him at first glance.”

I wasn’t sure I liked the way
he smiled when he said that
—as if he knew a great deal
about women himself, and was
treating the matter as an amus-
ing episode in the course of
his philanderings. As if he'd
discovered a girl that suited
him fine, and was trying to
palm off an old flame on the
first gullible guy to walk into
the trap. Some girl he'd de-
cided not to like for no particu-
lar reason.

“I guess you know that cau-
tion is our stock-in-trade,” he
said, “We have to be careful
right from the start. You've
got to forgive me if I seem a
little il at ease. I'H be frank
with you. I would have pre-
ferred to be a creative artist,
a painter, or a musician, or
something of the sort. But I
guess we all get sidetracked.
You’re sidetracked in a bad
way.”

His eyes grew suddenly
sympathetic and for a moment
I found myself actually liking
the guy.

“I’ve been married ten years
myself,” he said. “It's a head-

ache at times, but I wouldn’t
want to be alone on Venus
Base without a woman. No,
sir; that’s one thing I don’t
envy you lads.”

E’'D HAVE gone right on

talking if I hadn’t re-
minded him that I was very
eager to complete my purchase
and be on my way. There was
a hammering at my temples,
and my heart was pounding
like a bass drum.

He seemed to sense what
was passing through my mind.
He nudged my arm and said,
quite simply: “Follow me.”

I accompanied him along a
narrow, dimly-lighted corridor
and down a short flight of
stairs to another corridor with
three branching offshoots. We
turned right, then left, then
right again,

The room was huge and
blank-walled, It didn’t look
like a laboratory and until the
lights came on my thoughts
were in a turmoil. Would. she
be as beautiful as I had al-
lowed myself to believe?

I could see vague objects
towering in the shadows. One
caught and held my attention.
It looked in the gloom like an
enormous stationary globe with
shining crystal tubes branch-
ing off from it.

The lights came on with a
startling abruptness, flooding
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every corner of the room with
a dazzling radiance.

She was lying motionless be-
neath the globe in a transparent
tank filled with shifting lights
and shadows, her long, unbound
hair descending to her shoul-
ders in a tumbled, red-gold
mass that caught and held the
radiance.

Her eyes were closed, her
pale, beautiful face turned a
little sideways.

She was as I had imagined
she would be.

Her face I had always
known. In youth’s awakening
dreams, she had smiled and
beckoned to me; the magic of
her features was a wondrously
changing thing, like flickering
of tall candles on a shrine, or
the sunglow on strange, jun-
gle-shadowed beaches in the
morning of the world.

I shut my eyes, and we were
walking together by the sea,
her bronzed loveliness etched
against the dawn glow, a mira-
cle time itself could not tar-
nish.

I OPENED my eyes, but for

a moment the room seemed
remote, unreal. Only the wom-
an in the tank existed for me.
She wore a simple white gar-
ment, belted in at the waist.
Her arms and shoulders were
bare, and her skin had the
ruddy glow of perfect health—
the natural bronze which only

a warm tropical sun can impart
to the skin of northern women
who have long embraced its
warmth. Her cheeks were
shadowed by long, dark lashes,
and her mouth was a curving
rosebud, and beneath the
smooth-textured cloth of her
belted tunic her young breasts
rose firmly, twin bright
mounds in a sea of billowy
whiteness.

The sound was faint at first,
a barely audible hum. I didn’t
know it was an alarm at first.
It sounded for an instant like
the drowsy murmur of bees in
a noonday glade. But swiftly
it grew in volume, turning into
a steady drone, filling me with
a sudden uneasiness,

The man turned abruptly,
and gripped my arm. “It’s a
Security Police raid!” he whis-
pered, alarm in his eyes.
“We've got to get her out of
here, and upstairs fast!”

I stared at him in consterna-
tion. “But why should they
raid this shop?” I asked. “Do
they know about her?”

“Of course not,” he said.
“But there’s a law against con-
cealment in an emotional ther-
apy shop—any kind of con-
cealment. We're not supposed
to have underground rooms.”

I’'d forgotten about that.
Emotional illusion therapy
could break down all barriers
and lead to actual physical or-
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gies. The police had to keep a
careful check.

“We've got to get her up-
stairs!” the man insisted, his
fingers tightening on my arm;
“we've got to convince the po-
lice there’s nothing wrong.
She’s simply your wife, under-
stand? She came to the shop
with you for therapy.”

STARED at him, aghast.

“But she hasn’t said a word
to me! She’s lying there in a
deep slecp. She #s asleep, isn’t
she? Speak up, man! What do
you want me to do?”

“I'll wake her up,” he said.
“I'm going to attach an elec-
tric-stimulator to her right
temple, and wake her up right
now. Then you’ve got to help
me lift her out of the tank. We
haven’t a moment to lose.”

He did what he said he’d do.
I watchad him, a dull pound-
ing at my temples, resenting
the fact that she could not
awaken to me alone. The pres-
ence of an outsider seemed
like a desecration. He'd be-
come an outsider the instant
I'd set eyes on her, and I re-
.gretted that she could not
awaken to me in a moonlit
garden in the first bright flush
of dawn.

We had no chance at all to
be alone. The instant she
opened her eyes, he removed
the electric stimulator from her
right temple, and turned to me
in urgent appeal,

“Come on, we’ve got to
hurry,” he urged. “Help me liit
her out. She isn’t heavy.”

I had an impulse to knock
him down. If there was any
lifting to be done I wanted to
do it alone. Then I remem-
bered that you can’t walk into
a shop and make a purchase
of any kind without assistance.

In another twenty minutes
the man would be an ugly, re-
ceding memory—nothing more.

Another thought struck me,
incredible at such a time. I
hadn’t even asked her name, “I
don’t know her name,” I pro-
tested, my voice suddenly out
of control. “Tell me her name
—then I'll help you.”

He seemed startled and tak-
en aback by my sudden veche-
mence. “You can give her any
name that suits your fancy.”
HE LOST his temper then,

for the first time. “Do
you want me to give you a cat-
alogue of women’s names? Glo-
ria, Anne, Helen—the face
that launched a thousand ships
—Barbara, Janice—pick one
quickly, and let’s get on with
this!¥’

His features hardened. “The
police won’t be interested in
your romantic ideas. They’ll
put you through a grilling.
You'll have to know something
about her, not just her name
alone.”

The shock of the sudden
raid must have thrown me off
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my rocker. I still felt that she
ought to have a name,

I knew that if I named her
under pressure I might regret
it later. But I had no choice.
Claire, 1 thought. Claire will
do for now.

I stepped quickly to the
man’s side, and together we
lifted Claire out of the tank,
and set her on her feet.

In the tank, with her eyes
closed, her beauty had seemed
breathtaking. But the instant
she was on her feet facing me,
the instant she opened her eyes
and looked straight at me I
couldn’t speak at all,

“Say something to her!” the
man urged. ‘You’ve got to get
acquainted fast. Speak up—
she’ll answer you!”

I cleared my throat. “I'm
John, Claire,” I said. “Look at
me, Claire. Don’t be afraid.”

She had never seen me be-
fore, of course, but I knew that
an artificial memory picture of
my general aspect had been
skillfully stippled into her
mind.

Her voice was low and mu-
sical, and # matched in all re-
spects the wondrous beauty of
her features. “John,” Claire
said,

KNEW THAT a bond of
sympathy and understanding
could only be established be-
tween us if I talked to her at
first about simple things—the

few simple things a man and a
woman meeting under stress
and, sharing certain basic
memory patterns, would have
in common,

“Yes, I'm John, Claire,” I
reiterated, “Do you like me?”

She stared at me as if puz-
zled. Her words came slowly.
“I like you,” she said.

I leaned forward, and put
my arm about her shoulder. “I
am taking you away with me,
Claire,” 1 told her. “You have
never seen the city with your
own eyes. There are memories
of the city in your mind, but
they are not living memories.
You will like the city, Claire.”

“I will like the city.”

I took her hand. It was
warm and soft, and the fingers
closed quickly on mine,

A torturing doubt had crept
into my mind. So far her
words had merely parroted my
own. I had dangled a promise
before her, had opened a gate
on shining adventure that
would have delighted a child.
Would not a child have asked:
“Will it be fun?” Or “Have
you a beetle? Will we go rid-
ilg?” .

The man was becoming im-
patient. “We’ve got to hurry,”
he warned. “If the police find
this room I can’t answer for
the consequences.”

He looked steadily at me.
“You’ve put her at her ease;
she’s not as startled as I was
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afraid she might be. Be satis-
fied with that, can’t you? Do
you have to make love to
her?”

His eyes flashed angrily
when I didn’t say a word. “We
made her especially for you,
and you’re not satisfied,” he
complained. “You have to
start playing all the stops im-
mediately. You wouldn’t do
that with a new musical instru-
ment, You’d have more sense.”

HE HAD A point there, all

right. But how wise had
been my decision not to study
him too closely. I knew that
the memory of that moment
would always hold emotional
overtones of ugliness for me.
It would always make the illu-
sion a little less than perfect, a
sordid reminder that I had not
met her in a moonlit garden at
the home of an old and trusted
friend.

He had nothing further to
say, and neither did I. I fol-
lowed his advice, and together
we walked Claire out of the
vault, and along a corridor
thronged with flickering shad-
ows and up a narrow flight of
stairs to the shop.

There were two police offi-
cers waiting for us in the shop,
close to the big metal helmet
which gave the customers the
kind of illusions that could
shut out the law completely.
For us the policemen were

real, and they were earnest.

The instant they saw us they
did a slow take. One was burly,
with muscular shoulders, and a
florid, granite-firm face. The
other - was a skinny bantom-
weight.

The burly cop did all of the
talking, The instant he saw uc
he asked: “You two togeth-
er?”

The man answered for me,
“Mr. Tabor is one of our reg-
ular customers,” he said quick-
ly. “This is his wife.”

The officer planted his
hands on his hips, and looked
Claire up and down. “Married
folk, eh? Did you put on the
helmets together?”

I knew that I had to think
fast. The question was a delib-
erately insulting one, obvious-
ly designed to trap us.

“I just dropped in to make
an appointment for next
week,” I said. ‘“Mrs, Tabor
doesn’t take emotional illusion
therapy.”

The officer grinned. “No re-
pressions, eh?”

IF CLAIRE had really been

my wife, the question would
have infuriated me. I became
angry anyway. The cop saw
the flushed look come into my
face, and it aroused his suspi-
cions.

He moved closer to Claire
and studied her face. “Been
married long?”
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Claire shook her head. Such
reticence wasn’t natural in a
woman, and I could see that
the officer felt that he had
scored a triumph,

“I shouldn’t think your hus-
band would need emotional il-
lusion therapy if you've just
been married,” he said. “I’m
curious to know just how long
you've been married. Seven
months? A year?”

Claire didn’t say a word.

The ofiicer looked at her.
“It’s none of my business, I

suppose,” he said. “But it
makes a difference. If you
were married recently, you

shouldn’t need emotional illu-
sion therapy at all—and nci-
ther should your husband.

“It's an important thing to
get straight. In fact, there are
laws against illusion therapy
for the newly-married. There’s
a waiting list, you know; and
if a lot of honeymooners crowd
in when there’s no real reason
for them to compensate for
anything, the State suffers in
the end.”

He looked at Claire again,
even more steadily. “Now sup-
pose you answer my question.
Just how long have you been
married?”

Claire said: “John is my
husband. I like John. John
likes me.”

That did it. The officer
swung on me. “Can't she an-
swer simple questions?” he de-

manded. “What is she—a
moron?”’

“Wait a minute now—" I
protested.

He didn’t give me a chance
to calm down. He beckoned to
Skin-and-Bones, and the little
bantomweight grabbed my arm
from behind. “We'll have to
take you both in for question-
ing! She must have something
to conceal—or she’'d speak

up.”

LOST MY head cempletely

then; I saw red. I straight-
ened my shoulders, wrenched
my arm free and gave Skin-
and-Bones a violent shove.
Then, without turning, I
grabbed Claire by the wrist,
and we started for the door.

Instantly the burly cop
stepped in front of us, and
barred our path. “Now you're
really in trouble! You've at-
tacked an officer in the per-
formance of his duly.”

There was only one thing to
do. I took a slow step back-
ward, and sent my right fist
crashing against his jaw. I put
all of my strength into the
blow, counting on the advan-
tage of surprise. I followed
through with a hard left to the
stomach, the kind of jab that
had served me well on Venus
Base on a good many occa-
sions.

He let out a yell, staggered
back, and collapsed with a
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dizzy swaying of his entire
bulk,

I gripped Claire’s wrist
again. ‘“Trust me, and don’t
look back,” I whispered ur-
gently. “We've got to keep
moving!”

We were out of the shop be-
fore the big cop could flatten
out on the floor. We ran swift-
ly across the pavement outside,
and climbed into my beetle.

“You made him sit down!”
Claire gasped.

“For a minute,” I whis-
pered. “I took the bark out of
him, but not the bite. When he
gets up a general alarm will go
out, and then we’ll be in the
deadliest kind of danger.”

Swiftly the beetle picked up
speed, sweeping up the drive-
way with a dull roar. I looked
at Claire, sitting straight and
still at my side. I felt a fierce
surge of exaltation. I'd broken
the law for a beautiful woman
for the first time in my life.

We were getting acquainted
fast,

PERHAPS it was the heady
wine of exhilaration which
made me reckless. But I said
something to her that I had
wanted to say in the shop, in

defiance of the man’s presence.

“Claire,” 1 whispered.

She looked at me as if star-
tled. “Claire is my name.”

“Sure, I know,” 1 said.
“You just said you liked me.

Could you say, ‘I love youl’”

“I love you,” Claire said.
Her voice was strangely tone-
less, automatic.

“Say it again,” I urged,

“I love you,” Claire said.

There it was; but it just
didn’t mean anything to her. I
could tell by the way she said
it.

Would it mean anything lat-
er? Whether it would or not,
right at the moment I knew I'd
have to think and move fast.
When a general alarm goes out
every traffic tower becomes a
scanning trap. With luck, you
can outwit a Security Police
network on the human level;
the law isn’t infallible, and
never was. But when invisible
beams fasten on you, and start
working you over, the odds
against you really start mount-
ing.

Put a frog in a glass of wa-
ter—any ordinary bullfrog,
mottled green and brown—and
it will start shedding skin cells
at a prodigious rate. No two
frogs are exactly alike, and a
frog in a glass would have lit-
tle chance of keeping its iden-
tity a secret from a determined
biologist.

We were in the same kind of
trap. I knew that before we
could travel a mile, identity-
ray projectors would scan my
skin, hair and optic disks.
They would scan me from
head to toe, with scant regard
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for my modesty. They wouldn’t
miss a square inch, and the
whorl-findings would be
flashed to Central Identifica-
tion; and at Central my name
disk would slide from the big
general file, and go clicking
into an emergency alarm slot.

They'd have me tabbed in
nothing flat.

REACHED over. and
gripped Claire’s arm, “When
we get out—keep close to me,”
I warned. “We’ve got to make
a dash for it.”

I halted the beetle in the
middle of the block, flush with
the curb.

The old subway entrance
was fifty feet away. I knew
we’d have . to reach it in a
quick sprint. As we tumned
from the car a siren started
screaming, and out of the cor-
ner of my eye I could see that
a police beetle was heading
straight toward us from a dis-
tance of perhaps two hundred
feet.

Directly ahead the level was
blocked. I reached for Claire’s
hand and we started off.

“Don't look back!” I
warned.

Surprisingly, Claire was
good at running. She ran swift-
ly at my side, her feet clatter-
ing on the hard pavement. The
siren sound rose higher, be-
came a shrill, terrifying drone.
Half way down the block three

Security Police officers de-
scended from a careening bee-
tle, and raced toward us, let-
ting the car plunge on under
automatic controls.

It was then that Claire made
her first serious mistake. My
advice must have made a deep
impression on her, for she kept
close to me as I ran; too close.
Thinking she was at least two
feet from me I swerved sharp-
ly, and collided with her, hurl-
ing her violently back against
a traffic guidepost.

The post was magnetically
energized. It caught and held
her firmly, and a chill struck
at my heart. I grasped her by
both shoulders and stared at
her in alarm. “Hold perfectly
still!” I warned. ‘“One wrench
will free you, but you've got to
stand firm!”

BVIOUSLY, there was a

band of metal under her
dress. It shocked me to realize
that I hadn’t even had time te
ask the man about that. Just
how much metal had been used
to manufacture Claire?

When I had helped the man
Lift her from the tank, her
body had seemed soft and
yielding enough. But just how
much metal had been used? A
band less than six inches wide
would have held her fast to a
magnetized traffic post. But
what if Claire was more of an
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artificial woman than I had
dreamed?

It was one hell of a time to
have such thoughts, Grimly I
told myself that metal magne-
tized to only a moderate extent
wouldn’t hold fast if I gave it
a really violent wrench.

I exerted all my strength,
and Claire swung clear. As she
lurched forward into my arms
one of the running officers
opened fire on us. The bullet
went wild, splintering the traf-
fic post at its base. I grabbed
Claire’s wrist and we started
running again.

She was still good at it. It
seemed only an instant before
we reached the subway en-
trance and were swept into its
dark, protective embrace.

As the clamor from outside
fell away our feet set up a hol-
low echoing that resounded
through the darkness until
even the terrifying siren wail
dwindled to a far-off, ghostly
mockery of sound,

Then we stopped for breath,
and Claire swayed toward me.
I caught her in my arms and
held her tightly, whispering
words of reassurance to her un-
til ber trembling ceased.

III
LAIRE continued to
‘ keep close to me as we
moved forward through
the echoing darkness, her face

mirroring a strange, new won-
der. The blue steel tracks
seemed to fascinate her. She
kept stopping to stare at them;
once she bent and ran her fin-
gers over a gleaming rail, back
and forth, as if the coolness of
the metal surprised and de-
lighted her.

There was one rail I was
careful not to touch, even with
my feet, as I ran. It was
known as the third rail, and
touching it was supposed to
bring bad luck; the supersti-
tion was as ancient as the
tracks themselves.

How it originated nobody
knew, Maybe when people rode
on the trains centuries ago
young daredevils descended
into the tunnel and ran reck-
lessly along the third rail until
a train came roaring toward
them. It would have been a
game—wild, reckless and fear-
fully dangercus—quite as men-
tally intoxicating as filling the
chambers of a primitive hand-
gun with six bullets, pressing
the gun to a vital center, and
letting your life or death be
decided by a single, quick turn
of the revolving cylinder.

How many of the young
daredevils had leapt aside in
time? How many had died hid-
eously beneath grinding
wheels, their bodies crushed
and mutilated without reason,
primitive victims of the old
Freudian ‘“‘death-wish”?
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It's curious how the human
mind will selze on strange an-
cient rites and cuszioms in mo-
ments of great peril, as if there
was somcthinz in human na-
ture which made the dangers
and follies of the remote past
seem an audacious pathway by
which modarn n1in could e:-
cape to a more prinntive level
of consciousness. When men
lived with their whole bodies,
and not just with their minds
alone, darcer tock on an intox-
icating, heady quality which
our own age has lost.

“Why do we walk here?”
Cla‘re asked.

“Don’t ba frightened,” I
said. “We’ll come to an exit
soon.”

Her next question startled
me by its childlike innocence.
“Will it stay dark?”

“No,” 1 assured her. “We’ll
go up oui of the darkness into
light.”

KEPT looking at her face.

She wasn’t a child in her
beauty, her strange and vi-
brant warmth. Why did I keep
forgetting that I had what few
men before me had ever pos-
sessed—the rare grace and
loveliness of a perfect illusion?

Her perfection was absolute.
Could any man with the blood
warm in his veins have asked
for more? There was some-
thing eerily poetic about her
speech. She spoke of darkness,

light, fire, walking, running, as
if each new expeiience was the
personification of some ele-
mental force, much as a child
looking up at the new moon
might croon with pleasure, and
ask to be taken for a ride
through the night sky in a
chariot of fire.

What right bad I to f=-l dis-
appointed? I told myself that
I ought to feel grateful and
very humble in tiie prezence of
that kind of thinking, imazin-
ing,

But what T teld myseli, and
what I wanted wiih every mad
impulse of my heart and
brain, were two different
things. A man wanis to be able
to swing an adored woman
arcund impulsively, and whis-
per: “Darling, remember that
tune? Remember the last time
we heard it? Remember how
funny you looked with your
strawberry curls whipped by
the wind? Remember how
rough the sea looked, with the
whitecaps dancing up and
down? Remember the fisher-
men coming in from the beach,
and how their nets caught and
held the sunlight?

“Remember, darling? Re-
member, remember? The bal-
cony was just like this one, but
you look even more beautiful
by moonlight. What are we
waiting for? Come on, let’s
dance!”

She saw it before I did, the
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light flcoding down over the
tracks a hundred feet ahead.
She gasped with delight, and
broke into a run.

STARED at her, startled. It

was her first completely im-
pulsive act, breaking away
from me like that without a
word. Maybe she had a better
brain than I had dreamed.

When I caught up with her,
she was out of breath from
running and my hope leapt
high, But then she spoke, and
something went dead inside of
me. “I did not want the light
to go away.”

I looked at her. “Is that
why you ran so fast—to catch
the light?”

She nodded, obviously
pleased by my quick under-
standing. A child mind, poetic
and strange.

I stared up at the platform
looming darkly through the
shadows. Very carefully I
measured the distance with
my eyes. “I'm going to put my
arm around your waist and lift
you up,” I told her, “Do you
understand?”

“No,” she said.

I stared at her in dismay.
“Well—hold still, anyway,” I
pleaded.

For the [irst time I put both
my arms around her, and held
her tight. I was aware of her
breathing, the rise and fall of
her bosom,

A line from a h:zli-forgotten
poet flashed through my mind:
Maean begins by loving love and
eirds by loving a woman, but @
woman begins by loving a man
and ends by loving love.

TOLD MYSELF angrily

that such a thought at such
a moment was absurd, and I
forced myself to counter-bal-
ance it by repeating to myself
another line: Love is a conflict
between reflexes and reflec-
tions.

I could feel her trembling as
I tightened my hold on her
waist, “Up we go!” I whis-
pered.

She wasn’t very heavy. It’s
curious how, when you get
started on quotations, you
can’t easily stop. Another line
came to me, wging me to
make haste. Dost thou love
life? Then do not squander
time, for that is the stuff that
life is made of.

She wasn’t heavy, but lifting
her to the edge of the platform
nearly wrenched - my arms
from their sockets. The plat-
form was three fect above my
head, even when T stood on
tiptoe, and Clzire let me do all
of the hoisting,.

I lifted her over the edge
and waited until she started
crawling away from me on her
hands and knees. Then I
climbed up beside her and
helped her to her feet.
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We went up the crumbling
stone sieps inio the sunlight.

For how many genecations
had the abandoned suuway eu-
trances loomed as symbols ol
escape to a freedom and se-
curity beyond Society's con-
trol? Tradition had left them
stanuing for a purpo:e, surely,
for eacn ore led to the same
central wasieland of crumbling
stone and steel.

When you enter the ruins,
with no intention of turning
back, resolute of mind and
will, the first half hour is the
worst. You’re without firm an-
chorage of any sort. You know
that eventuaily you’ll find a
place to live, you'll make
friends. But until you do your
life hangs by a thread.

No man or woman can go it
alone in the ruins. You've got
to take root fast. You've got to
send sturdy roots deep into the
strange new soil before a bul-
let crashes into your spine, or
a knife buries itself between
your shoulder blades.

I TIGHTENED my hold on

Claire’s hand, and we
moved along the ancient streets
in complete silence. We walked
past rubble-choked intersec-
tions which had once pulsed
with light and traffic. The
buildings were dark with age,
their walls rusted and over-
grown with climbing vines.
The doors swung idly on their

hinges, and there were omi-
nous, blood-hued shadows and
sageing signs everywhere.

Bakery. Tilsonw'’s Gas Sta-
tion, Cut Raie Drugs.

So far not even a shadow
hai crossed our path.

Was the ruin deserted? I'd
Leard of ruins abandoned in
superstitious fear, ruins where
women—made desperate by
loneliness—had refused to be
fought over. They’d done their
own choesing, picking one man
and killing four, laughing as
they discouraged all further
pursuit.

Outcast girls were often
crack marksmen. I pictured
myself crushing such a woman
in my arms, a man of her own
choosing, crushing her and
holding her while I watched
the fury and contempt in her
eycs turn to an unfamiliar
warmth which startled her, and
widened her eyes, and brought
her lips tight against mine.

There were depths in human
psychology I could never hope
to fathom.

I saw a door standing half-
open, and on impulse kicked it
wide. With my arm about
Claire’s waist, I pushed for-
ward into the shadows.

The music was a wild, fren-
zied burst of sound. It came
from a towering, rainbow-col-
ored shape of metal and glass
which stood against a crum-
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bling wall spattered over with
dark stains. -

There were several tables
standing about, and at one of
them sat a girl with jet-black
hair, and wide, stariled eyes.
She was staring straight at me
in the gloom.

Quickly my eyes passed over
her, lingering on the one-piece,
silvery-textured suit, and the
bared right leg with the small
stocking knife held well in
place. There was mud on her
ankles, and her shoes were
worn down from running on
pavements of crumbling stone
and gravel like a hunted crea-
ture of the night.

“Come in, and Shut the
door!” she pleaded.

HE DOOR seemed to come

loose in my hands, It
closed with a frightful rasp,
and a chink of light came
through from outside, spilling
across the floor and pointing
directly at me like an accusing
finger.

I said automatically: “Were
you waiting for someone?”

Her eyes bored into mine in
a level, challenging stare. “For
you.”

I recognized her then. She
had gone out of my life fast,
and returned fast. Only, this
time, there was no punched
metaltape gleaming on her
palm, no Security Guard
watching us from the shadows.

Poetry again, a crazy line
flashing through my mind. Her
young breasts brightening into
sighs. The fantasy I'd suc-
cumbed to in the vault had
come true; I could only stare,
moisten my lips, and wonder
if I had gone quite mad.

I looked at Claire, standing
straight and still at my side,
She was staring at the outcast
girl with friendly interest, as a
child might stare at a parform-
ing bear in a carnival of ani-
mals.

How close can a man feel to
two women at the same time?
If you hold one in your arms,
and she’s tender and yielding,
and her lips are fire, can you
look over her shoulder at an-
other woman with a childlike
stare who speaks in monosyl-
lables, and whispers: “You’ll
never know how much you
mean to me, my darling!”

IN SOME ways Claire was

clcser to me than the girl at
the table. I had held her in my
arms too;-I knew her name—
and how could I fail to be
stirred by her trust and utter
dependency?

Don’t be a fool, a voice
whispered deep inside me.
Yowre drawn to both women.
I’s as natural as breathing for
a man to be drawn to two
women—a dozen. It can hap-
pen at any time,

Surprisingly, Claire’s hand
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had crept into mine. Her fin-
gers tightened and relaxed,
then tightened again.

I tried to keep my voice
calm. “How did you know I
was coming here? You couldn’t
have followed me when I left
the vault. T had my own bee-
tle, and I drove fast.”

“And looked behind to make
sure?” she inquired, mocking-
ly.
She laughed at my sudden
alarm.

The police raid kad puzzled
me, Emotional illusion therapy
shops are seldom raided before
noon. Treatments do not, as a
rule, take place in the early
hours of the morning, and
what herdsman would send
beaters across an entire moun-
tainside to capture one goat?

Had she actually followed
me from the brain vault to the
therapy shop, and notified the
police? The thought seemed
incredible; I rejected it, even
before she said: “When I left
the vault I knew we’d meet
again. Your need was as des-
perate as mine.”

Her eyes brightened with a
sudden, wild yearning, with a
hint of voluptuousness star-
tling in its candor.

“Your need was as desper-
ate as mine, and I knew we’d
meet in the ruins. I knew you’d
come in search of me, with the
memory of my lips burning
yvours. I knew it would be only

a matter of hours until you
found me.”

UDDENLY, she seemed to

see Claire for the first time,
to realize the significance of
Claire, Her eyes narrowed, and
her voice became less assured.
“You did not come alorne,” she
said. “Where did you find this
girl? Who is she?”

“Her name is Claire,” 1
said. “I did not meet her here,
and I did not come here in
search of you.”

Her eyes widened in swift
amazement, then narrowed
again, fastening on Claire in
angry disbelief. She half rose
from the table, the quickness
of her breathing revealing bow
deeply she had been hurt.

To appease her I said quick-
ly, “We had some trouble with
the police. I could have iden-
tified myself and straightened
it out, but Claire needed my
help desperately. They could
have held her on a technical
charge, just out of spite. A mi-
nor infraction, of no impor-
tance, but you know how the
police can be when they’re en-
vious of another man’s interest
in a beautiful woman.”

“You’re interested in bLer,
are you?”

“I’'ve known Claire for a
long time,” I lied. *She’s
younger than you’d suspect—
just turned eighteen. You
ought to realize it’s natural
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enough for a man my age to
take a fatherly interest in a
second cousin as young and in-
experienced as Claire. There’s
nothinz serious between us, if
that’s what you've been think-
ing.” :

“That’s exactly what I've
been thinking,”’ the girl from
the vauli said.

For a moment I was afraid
that her anger would continue
to mount. But after what must
have been for her a bad mo-
ment. she resumed her original
position at the table, making
no effort to cenceal the shape-
ly grace of her bared rigat
knee,

“That was cattish of me,”
she said. “Why shouldn’t I be-
lieve you? You are not the
kind of man who would allow
himself to be trapped in a lie
—even to a woman so foolish-
ly and recklessly emotional
that she would hold you quite
blameless.”

SHE CAST down her eyes

suddenly, allowing her fin-
gers to stray for an instant to
the securely-sheathed stocking
knife.

“It is easy enough to say
that jealousy is for children. It
is easy enough to say that a
man or a woman in love should
be completely an adult, But we
know better—you and I. You
have been to Venus Base, and

I have been denied a woman'’s
right to happiness.”

She raised her eyes and
looked directly at Claire, her
lips curving in a smile. “Hello,
Claire!” she said. “I'm Ag-
nes.”

She motioned to a chair. “Sit
down, Claire. You look tired.”

Claire sat down quietly and
folded her hands in her lap.
She looked at me, as if to make
sure I did not disapprove.

“Tell me about yourself,
Claire,” Agnes urzed. “Just
how did you get in trcuble
with the police?”

1 started to intervene, bLut
was stopped by a sudden
change in Agnes’ expression.
Her eyes had widened in
alarm; she was leaning sharp-
ly forward, gripping the table
with both hands.

v

men had entered the tav-
ern and seated themselves
at tables near the door. They
were surly-looking ruffians,
heavy of muscle and bene, and
they sat watching us with a
stillness that was ominocus.
The one nearest to me was
big—really big. I could see at
a glance that he had been in a
good many fights, and that
each fight had left its mark on
him. His nose was badly bat-
tered, crooked and flattened at

I SWUNG about. Three
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the tip. His ears were misshap-
en, mere fleshy lobes flattened
grotesquely, so that they
spread out over his cheeks like
crushed cauliflowers. His right
cheek was further defaced by a
livid scar, and there was some-
thing about the scar which
made me see him in another
situation——facing three or four
men trying with insane rage to
cripple him for life.

It was a mind’s-eye vision,
but it was so vivid I could see
the flash of the knife as it
grazed his cheek; I could see
him backing away without a
sound, a faint smile of con-
tempt curling his lip.

He certainly wasn’t a very
handsome-looking baby, but all
of my instincts warned me that
what he lacked in looks he
could make up for in other
ways.

He was staring at Claire.
Not at Agnes, but at Claire,
with a curious intent look, his
eyebrows arched as if in
amazement,

His attitude did not surprise
me. Girls like Claire were not
often seen in the ruins. In the
ruins, striking beauty really
stood out. Put a flaming or-
chid in a rock garden over-
grown with weeds, and that
one solitary bloom will create
a world of its own, so dazzling
that the wrong kind of man
will kill to possess it.

It didn’t take Ugly Face

long to recover from his sur-
prise. When I saw his eyes
leave Claire’s face and pass
down over her, I had a pretty
good idea how long it would
take him to whip out a knife.

WHAT I did was the logical
outgrowth of what I was
—a telepath, a man who could
read the mind of an adversary
in a moment of deadly danger.
There was one table between
us, The instant he started to
rise I leapt toward it, gripped
it firmly and raised it high.
The speed with which T moved
seemed to cast a spell upon
him. He froze facing me, his
hand arrested half way to his
hip.

Before the spell could snap
I hurled the table straight at
him.

This is Ugly Face, and
you've hit him with a table
smack on. the chest! Try it
sometime. Shudder to the im-
pact of solid wood cracking
against muscle and bone. It
will make you want to cry out
with the torturing uncertainty
of it. Something will tighten in-
side you, you'll have a wild im-
pulse to follow up the assault
with flailing fists, a bellow of
rage,

But if you're wise, you won’t
move in too quickly.

The table spun Ugly Face
around, sent him staggering
back against the wall. First
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one knee gave way, then the
other. He went down in a lop-
sided kind of sprawl, and that
was the moment I picked to
hurl myself upon him.

He let out a yell, and drew
a knife from his hip with a
swiftness which said the play
had been rehearsed and put
into actual practice a thousand
times, with a trip-hammer ef-
ficiency. But it couldn’t have
been too perfect a play, for the
instant I planted a blow right
under his chin his neck
stretched out a foot and the
knife went clattering.

To make sure he’d had
enough, I knelt beside him,
raised up his head, and asked
him pointblank, He didn’t an-
swer me, and I saw that there
was no recognition at all in his
eyes. I decided that it would
be safe to let him sag back,
and go to sleep.

HE INSTANT I arose, the

tallest of Ugly Face’s two
friends was right over me with
a drawn gun. I'll say this for
Number Two. Despite the mas-
siveness of his shoulders, and
his illproportioned wrestler’s
look he had a refined face.

Mild, almost baby-blue eyes
he had, and a mouth that was
smiling almost gently at me as
he took careful aim.

“I saw what you did to my
friend,” he said. “I can’t let
that happen to me, can I?”

He might have added, “It’s
a nice evening for dying, isn’t
it?”, but I moved quickly to
forestall him. I jack-knifed up-
ward, and caught him in the
stomach with one sharply bent
elbow, and the top of my skull.

He went down like a seg-
mented plastic dummy,
dropped from a cut wire in a
garment display case. His
knees folded, and he toppled
forward and then back, as I
lashed at his jaw with a sharp
right, and delivered a left-
handed blow to his solar plexus
that almost broke my wrist.

He flattened out at my feet.

Number Three was still seat-
ed. I looked up quickly and
saw that he was watching me,
his expression strangely impas-
sive. He was sturdily-built, but
far less formidable-looking
than Ugly Face; I wasn’t too
worried about what might hap-
pen if he came at me with a
knife.

I need not have worried at
all, He either saw the gun lying
at my feet, and decided to play
safe—or he just had no stom-
ach for a stand-up, and drag-
out fight. But whatever he de-
cided or thought, his behavior
was incredible. He simply rose
quietly from the table, nodded
at me, and walked out of the
tavern without a backward
glance.

I swung about to face the
two women. Agnes had leapt to
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her feet, and was staring at me
with shining eyes. I looked at
Claire, and was amazed to dis-
cover that her eyes were more
puzzled than alarmed. There
was no warmth in them; if she
was relieved to see the two ruf-
fians lying limp and unmoving
on the floor, she gave no sign.

I FELT suddenly closer to

Agnes. She, at least, could
share my alarm; I could reach
her more quickly with an ap-
peal based on simple common
sense,

“We've got to find a safer
place to stay,” I said. “This
was an ancient entertainment
center. It still is—to men who
think of women in only one
frame of reference. You must
have known that when you
came here.”

She nodded, her eyes search-
ing my face. “Yes, I did. Does
it disturb you so much?”

“Why do you ask me a ques-
tion like that?” T flared. “If
one of those brutes had started
to paw you—"

A mocking look came into
her eyes. “There was no dan-
ger of that. They had eyes only
for Claire. I suppose I should
feel insulted, but I happen to
be a realist. If a man is primi-
tive enough, a girl with Claire’s
kind of beauty will drag him
down very quickly to the level
of a savage with a bow and

arrow, mounted on a wild stal-
lion.”

The mockery in her eyes
grew more pronounced. “A
woman must come to a place
like this if she doesn’t wish to
be claimed too quickly. Few
men would have the courage to
come here alone, and for a

.woman there is safety in num-

bers, I knew you’d never find
me if I hid myself away in an
upstairs room, in one of the
safer places.”

“We've got to find a safe
place,” I said. “Immediately.”

I turned to Claire. “When
we leave here, we’re going to
walk very fast until we come
to a place that looks safe,” I
said. “Do you understand?”

Agnes laughed. “You can
tell, I suppose.”

“It may sound crazy to you,
but I can tell if a building #57°¢
safe. Do you want to come
with us?”

She looked at me steadily,
the mockery gone from her
eyes. “Just try and lose me.”

Holding Claire’s hand firm-
ly, I walked to the door and
kicked it open. It rasped on
rusty hinges; for an instant, I
feared that it might collapse.
But then, slowly, it swung shut
behind us.

WENT out into the street
again, with Agnes on my
right, and Claire on my left,
and no man ever had two more
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physically disturbing compan-
ions.

Of one thing I was con-
vinced. Agnes couldn’t know
how I felt about Claire, Phys-
ically, Claire was the more per-
fect .of the two; but there was
that strange child-look in her
eyes the complete lack of
adull understanding which
chilled and disturbed me every
time I glanced at her.

Agnes, at least, would have
understood my desperation.
She would have wunderstood
why I had turned to an an-
droid for warmth and sympa-
thy—if I had chosen to tell
her.

Did she suspect the truth al-
ready? I tried to read her ex-
pression far the answer as we
moved along, hugging the dark,
ancient buildings. But she
hardly glaneed at Claire, and
her mind told me nothing.
That, too, puzzled me. I had
never before met a woman
whose mind I could not pene-
trate at all.

Had she told me the truth
about herself? Had she really
come to the ruins in search of
me? Was I that important to
her?

In spite of Claire, in spite of
myself, Agnes’ intoxicating
nearness overcame me for an
instant, as it had in the vault,
I had an impulse to stop, take
her violently into my arms

again, and tell her how glad I
was that I had found her.

The building was gray and
towering, with at least twenty
vacantly staring windows and
a great door. The feeling of se-
curity as we came abreast of it
was strong in me, overpower-
ing. I knew that it would be a
safe sanctuary.

The power was so strong in
me that I knew instantly that
it was a building of numerous
empty rooms. I knew that the
rooms were huge, and littered
with rubbish.

HAD NEVER been to the

ruins before, but I knew
that the building would remain
safe for as long as our luck
held. In the ruins, as elsewhere,
men and women preferred a
few, well-beaten trails. Nine-
tenths of the buildings re-
mained unoccupied simply be-
cause they were too bleak and
forbidding to appeal to the hu-
man herd-instinct for proximi-
ty in danger.

I turned, and spoke to
Agnes. “We’ll never find a
safer building than this. We
were lucky 1o have found it
50 soon.”

I tightened my hold on
Claire's hand, and we passed
into a dark interior; we
climbed a flight of narrow
stairs to a double row of
rooms which ran along both



98 FUTURE SCIENCE FICTION

sides of a dismal, refuse-lit-
tered corridor.

With the two women at my
side T went into one of the
rooms and shut the door.

It was huge and completely
unfurnished, with cracked
walls and a high, sagging ceil-
ing festooned with cobwebs.
Through the two dust-smudged
windows we could see a patch
of sunset sky,

There was an empty crate
standing in one corner, still
bearing a faded label: Calii-
fornia Figs,

Claire sat down on it and
looked at me, “Is this our new
home?”

It was the most intelligent
question she had ever asked.

I took her hand and pressed
it gently. “Yes, Claire.”

“She’s taking too much for
granted,” Agnes said. “But we
should be here long enough to
get acquainted and reach a
real understanding. There are
a good many things I'd like to
ask Claire.”

She turned to me with the
mocking look in her eyes
again. “You won't mind, will
you, if I share this room with
Claire? You can sleep in one
of the rooms across the corri-
dor.”

THE REQUEST took me by

complete surprise. It was a
direct frontal attack which I

hadn’tanticipated—more
against Claire than against
myself.

I was tempted to put up a
furious argument, then thought
better of it.

Sleep across the corridor! In
the ruins, that sort of thing
was ridiculous on the face of
it. If a woman couldn’t trust
a man that far, under circum-
stances so desperate, her pres-
ence in the ruins at all was a
mockery and a sham.

But what could I say? How
could I tell her that Claire
needed looking after? Could
I say; I don’t want you to
give Claire any ideas she cap’t
assimilate without advice from
me! I don’t want you to con-
fuse and frighten Claire with
jealous-woman talk. She’s just
a sweet, innocent child, Claire
is, and if you're going to start
being cattish, you may inflict
a grievous mental wound on
her.”

How could I tell Agnes
that? If I encouraged her to
start thinking of Claire as a
rival, how could I know where
it would end? How much would
she find out about Claire if I
left them alone together? Could
she be trusted to look after
Claire? The thought that the
night might end in a violent
quarrel, with Claire distraught
and abandoned, was appalling
to me.
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But 1 decided that I'd be
risking too much to make an
issue of it then and there.

Could she be trusted not to
harm Claire in any way? I de-
cided to take the risk. I'd go
across the corridor and leave
the door of my room ajar. I
was a light sleeper, and if any-
one came into the building
during the night I'd surely
know, and wake up in time.

It was better than risking a
jealousy flareup immediately.
I needed sleep if only as a
safety precaution, to keep my
nerves alert.

PRESSED Claire’s hand
again, looking defiantly at
Agnes.

“I'll see you in the morning,
Claire,” I promised. “I'll be
very near you. Do you under-
stand? Agnes will see that no
barm comes to you.”

I whispered it, so that Agnes
wouldn’t hear. Then I turned
back to Agnes. “There are a
good many things I'd like to
discuss with you,” I said. “But
they can wait until morning.”

She smiled, and put both her
bands on my shoulder. Before
I could stop her she kissed me,
so hard her teeth bruised my
Eps.

She stood back abruptly,
triumphant mockery in her
eyes, “Good night, John,” she
whispered.

Claire was staring at us
both, her face strangely
flushed. For the first time a
curious, pained look had come
into her eyes.

I went up to her again, and
patted her shoulder.

“Don’t be disturbed, Claire.
That was just Agnes’ way of
saying ‘Good night!’”

I turned then, and walked
out of the room, Agnes’ lips
still burning mine. She had
deliberately hurt Claire. de-
rided her, and I hated myself
for allowing it to pass.

The room across the corri-
dor was as big, empty and dis-
mal as the room I had left. It
contained a broken-down chair,
a small table, and a chest of
drawers dark with mildew. The
windows were shut tight; and
the ventilation was so bad that
it hardly seemed a fit habita-
tion for the rats which I could
hear scurrying through the
walls.

I tried to open one of the
windows, and gave it up as a
bad job. I was too tired to
care. I lay down on the floor,
and almost immediately fell
into a deep sleep.

CHAPTER V

OW LONG I slept I
H had no way of know-
ing. A vision of Venus
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Base was before me. I had my
arm about the slim waist of a
girl, and she was pressing close
to me, and I could hear her ex-
cited breathing,

“Look down there, John,”
she whispered. “Kiss me first
—then look.”

A vision of Venus Base, and
a woman’s lips on mine. “Look
down there, John. The men
have courage, I'll grant you
that; and the women are very
beautiful. But they are traitors
to society, and must be pun-
ished.”

I saw her arm go out, white
and slim. She was pointing
downward, but I had eyes only
for the whiteness of her flesh.
I wanted to tell her how beau-
tiful she was, and I was angry
because she kept insisting that
I concern myself with other
matters,

“John, look down,” she
pleaded. “There are at least
five thousand conspirators.
Each must be identified and
brouzht to justice. Tell me. Do
you recognize any of the men
below? Any of the women?”

I lowered my eyes at last to
her bidding. Eight or ten
couples were threading a nar-
row pass at the base of a cliff.
The men wore Venus Base
uniforms; the women were
slender and very beautiful, with
whitely-gleaming shoulders and
lustrous dark hair whipped by
the wind.
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They were heading for a
rock cavern on the far side of
the lake, and one man and a
girl had run on ahead and
were almost at the entrance.

CLOSE TO my ear a soft

voice was whispering:
“They are defying society,
John, setting up a new society
of their own where men will
be free to choose their own
mates in completely primitive
fashion,

“Surely there is no greater
crime against future genera-
tions!” The voice grew tender
and cajoling. “We must fight
them, John—you and I togeth-
er. It was arranged that we
should meet in the Computa-
tion Vault, and you have been
watched ever since.

“Listen carefully, John: You
were denied the right to mar-
ry so that you might become
desperate enough to help So-
ciety fight this conspiracy. The
raid on the illusion therapy
shop was arranged so that you
would bring Claire here and I
cculd talk to you as I am do-
ing now.

“There is a thought bond
batwezn us, John. It is a gentle
thing and not compulsive. But
you must hear me out, and I
have come to you between
sleeping and waking, brought
your mind close to mine so
that there will be no barriers
of mistrust between us.
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I groaned and turned on my
side, fighting the voice as a
beguiling false thing that made
no sense. But it did not pause.
“You are under the hypnosis
of love, John. Your need for
me wiil make you forget
Claire. When I kissed you just
now I knew, I could tell.

“You will be permitted to
marry, but I will be the wem-
an you select, We will go to
Venus Baze together and fight
this conspiracy. We will fight
it with the aid of your extra-
sensory faculties. Society
needs telepaths desperately.”

I could feel her hands on
my face, and the yielding
pressure of her body against
mine became startlingly real
aga’n,

“John,” came in an insistent
whisper. “John, listen to me.
Do you really think that
Claire is an android?”

ERE WAS a sudden still-

ness between, as if the

words themselves had a fateful

quality and she dared not go
on too quickly.

I tried to rise, to free my-
self from her clinging embrace,
but somehow I couldn’t,

“Oh, it is all so clever, John,
so carefully planned. The con-
spirators sclect reckless young
spacemen, cut off from life
and fulfillment by what they
shrewdly and falsely call the
tyranny of the Giant Comput-

er. They appeal to them
through the android shop
scheme. Don’t you see, John?
The rebel women pretend to
be androids.

“They pretend to be an-
droids, John. The biogenetic
norm data of each pilot is
carefully examined in advance,
and women who conform to
the data of individual pilets
are sold to that pilot in the
shop. The women have to keep
up a skillful pretense of hav-
ing child minds.

“Until they are in <pace,
Jobhn, and the pretense can be
thrown aside, Then the pilot
is told. Since the woman con-
forms in all respects to what
he has always sought in a
woman, he is not likely to turn
back. If he is human, he is
not likely to regret having
thrown in his lot with her. If
a weman is beautiful enough
there is no folly a man will
not commit for her sake”

ER WORDS seemed to.
fade, and the scene at the
base of the cliff dissolved. I
was inside a cave, vast shad-
owy and filled with smoke.
Human figures moved waver-
ingly through the gloom. I saw
a man with his head bandaged,
a woman supporting him.
There were crimson stains on
the bandage, and his hair was
a solid mass of clotted blood.
Some of the men were seat-
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ed; others stood straight and
resolute in shafts of reddening
sunlight. But each was accom-
panied by a woman, and each
had the look of a seasoned
fighter struggling against des-
perate odds to preserve his in-
dependence and self-respect.

“Sociely is keeping the
struzgle secret. John. It has
just begun, but it is spreading
fast. So far, we have contained
the rebels, have driven them
from the central camps to
solitary outposts, But rein-
forcements keep pouring in.
The android shop scheme is
working dangerously well.

“A hundred spacemen arrive
daily, and the women inspire
them in the struggle, stand by
their sides through bloodshed
and -despair. Eventually, we
will have a formidable army to
repel.”

I awoke completely then.
The cave vanished, and was
replaced by the firm contours
of reality. At first I saw only
the dim oval of Agnes’ face,
a white and moving blur.
Early morning sunlight was
streaming into the room
through the  dust-smudged
windowpanes, but it took me
an instant to realize that she
was kneeling by my side and
bending close above me.

Her face grew clear sudden-
ly. “You must listen to me,
John,” she pleaded; “you must
believe me. I, too, have unu-
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sual extra-sensory faculties.
When I shut my eyes, scenes
not present to the senses pre-
sent themselves to me with a
startling clearness. ' I can see
scenes on Venus Base now,
just as you have scen them.
Our thoug:ts, our inmost
thoughts, have been joined by
that bright inner vision, by the
clairvoyance which is our
strengih.

“I will be your woman, John
Tabcr—and togetlier we will
fight this conspiracy and des-
troy it. We will share other
visions on Venus, and every
move that the conspirators
make will be known to us.
We'll inform Society of their
every maneuver, and we will
not rest until they have been
brought to justice.”

STRUGGLED to rise, but

she clung to me with a des-
perate urgency. “You are real-
ly awake, John. Did you think
that you were dreaming?”

She seemed to sense my
confusion, the tormenting
questions that had come un-
bidden into my mind, “Really
awake,” she insisted. “Do you
need proof? Shall I give you
proof?”

Before I could reply she put
her arms around me and her
face against my neck. She
kissed me, hard.

“Get up, Agnes,” a oold
voice said.



MADE TO ORDER 103

The sound of Claire’s dress
was no more than a rustle, but
I knew she was standing very
close to us, that I had only to
look up quickly to catch her

€.

Agnes stiffened in my arms,
but I did not look up until
Claire spoke again. “I told you
to get up, Agnes; I'll not warn
you again.”

I had been right about
Claire’s nearness. She was
standing almost directly over
us, and her eyes locked with
mine the instant I pushed
Agnes away from me and rose
to my knees. Claire had
reached down, and drawn the
stocking knife from Agnes’
ankle; it glittered in her hand.

There are revelations so
staggering that your mind goes
off on a tangent. There is a
moment of shock, of stunned
disbelief, when you just can’t
get a firm grip on reality.

She was a changed Claire.
Her eyes were shining and de-
termined—clear and intelli-
gent. “You are awake, John,”
Claire said. “She has opened
your eyes more widely than
you think, She is a very clever
woman. Society trusts her, and
is unwilling to believe that—
with her great beauty and
clever tongue—she will fail in
her mission.”

I GOT TO my feet, untan-
gling Agnes’ arms as I rose,

pushing her almost roughly
aside.

I went up to Claire. “You
can’t be—"

“I am,” Claire said.

“A real woman.”

“Look at me, John. Can you
doubt it?”

“The most beautiful woman
I ever held in my arms,” I
said. “And reall”

“Yes, John,”

“TI was in love with you
from the first instant I saw
you,” I said. “Did you know
that.”

“I was sure of it, John.
They studied your biogenetic
norm data very carefully. I
was the only woman they could
find who is just right for you.
It works both ways, John. You
are just right for me.”

Agnes cried: “That’s a lie!”

“I think not,” Claire said.
“He was fascinated by you
but he loves me. He loves me
enough to fight for a new life
of freedom and independence
on Venus.”

Her eyes narrowed, and she
added with a candor that star-
tled me. “Elementary sexuality
can be a powerful driving
force in all men—and in most
women. But it doesn’t become
really glorious until something
more imperishable enters into
it. The undying love of one
man for one woman—his love
for her as a person.”
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GNES’ EYES narrowed

and she advanced on
Claire with a cold fury in her
stare, “Neither of you will live
to join the conspirators,” she
warned. “In a few minutes you
will be prisoners. You will be
bound and thrown into prison.
Your trial and punishment will
be swift, I promise you.”

I knew instantly that she
could make good her threat.
As an agent of society, she
would not have made a single
warning move against us with-
out complete assurance. I was
sure that somewhere on her
peison a tiny signaling device
had either started to operate
or would do so within a mat-
ter of seconds.

I could have found and des-
troyed it quickly enough by
disrobing her, But I knew that
if she struggled furiously pre-
cious time would be lost, our
peril dangerously increased.

I stared at her for an in-
stant in stunned incredulity.
She was superb and resource-
ful, even in her desperation:
Claire seemed to have sensed
that resourcefulness instinc-
tively, and was girding herself
for a physical struggle that
could have resulted in disaster
for us both.

I leapt forward and scized
Agnes about the waist. I
clamped my hand over her
mouth and shouted to Claire.
“Get out! I'll join you down
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below. Hurry, darling—there’s
no time to be lost.”

Agnes fought like a wild-
cat, bit, clawed and scratched.
I saw Claire turn and run
through the door, and I heard
her footsteps descending the
stairs to the street,

“You'll never get awayl”
Agnes’ voice was choked with
a despairing hatred.

“We can try,” I said, almost
whispering it. I tightened my
grip on her waist; then with a
violent wrench I freed my left
arm, and sent her spinning
back against the wall,

SWUNG about and headed

for the door. I heard her
cry cut, but I did not turn. I
lezpt out into the corridor, and
slammed the door shut behind
me, There was a rusty key in
the lock.

T locked the door from the
ouiside, and headed straight
down the stairs to the street.
Claire was waiting for me at
the foot of the steirs, standing
white ard motionless with one
hand pressed to her throat,

“Czme on,” I urged; “we’ve
got to keen moving. They’ll be
after us any minute now.”

We joined hand:s and ran to-
scther out ‘nto the street. We
kept close to the buildings as
we ran, sir shadows lenglhen-
ing grotezruely before us on
the deserted pavement. We
skirted walls crumbling and
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time-eroded, ducked in and out
of refuse-littered alleyways
and ran for a short distance in
the open, the early-morning
sunlight beating urmercifully
down upon us.

We were in the cpen when
we heard the first chill far-
off drone of the sirens,

I tightened my hold on
Claire’s hand and whispered
urgently: “We won’t have
time to reach a subway en-
france. We'll be hemmed in
frora all sides. We've zot to
hide out while the search is
on.”

“Where?” Claire breathed.

HEAD OF us was a tower-
ing structure of crumbling
gray-yellow stone. I gestured
toward it and we headed for
the darkly yawning entrance.
We passed together in a
vast, dimly-illuminated hall.
On all sides of us towered in-
credible instruments of science
crumbling into rust. We fled
straight down the hall and
climbed up behind a gigantic,
dynamo-shaped object that
vibrated hollowly as we jarred
it with our bodies.

Suddenly out of the dark-
ness a voice droned: “This is
Occupational Advisory Unit
34 GH. Pick your pattern for
work and living. We want you
to relax fully and completely
while you observe the future,
as we have planned it for vou.

You must have mechanical ap-
titude of a high order or you’
would not have come to this
Unit,

“Take your time in choosing
a profession. Wander about
the hall at leisure and cbserve
the many fascinating three-
dimensioral cinemascopic re-
cordings. Study steel-welding,
tool-making, metal-craft de
signing in all their intricate
ramificaticns, It is your future
you are planning here. Re-
member—your future.

“The choice you make now
will influence your entire
future. Remember. If you
make a wise choice now half
of the battle will be won.”

I tightened my hold on
Claire’s hand. “This was an
ancient occupational advisory
unit building,” I whispered.
“What you just heard was the
last gasp of an expiring free
society. That metal tape re-
cording pretends to offer a
choice of occupation to the
poor dupes who found their
way here. But even then there
was an ominous undertone:
ohscrve the future as we have
planned it for you.”

“I know,” Claire whispered.
““In daring to plan our own
future we may well have
chosen a design for dying. But
the choice had to be made; I
am glad we had the courage to
d=zre greatly.”
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HAD LEARNED the trick,

years ago, of keeping a wa-
tertight compartment of my
mind alert to danger. In one
little portion of my mind a
whisper in the dark, an ap-
proaching faint footstep, or
dark undercurrents of hostile
thoughts beating in upon me,
could put me instantly on the
defensive.

I suddenly knew that we
were not alone in the building.
I gripped Claire’s wrist and
drew her back into the shad-
ows. Then I leaned cautiously
forward and stared down.

There was a flickering on
the stone floor far below, a
faint shifting of light and
shadow between the projection
instruments and the cinema-
scopic recording screens. I
realized abruptly that some-
one was climbing up toward
us. When I strained my ears
I could hear the “someone’s”
faint breathing.

I should have taken the in-
itiative then and there. I
should have leapt out, carried
the battle to the unseen climb-
er. I could have quickly dis-
covered him, and his position
directly beneath me would
have placed him at a disad-
vantage. But I waited too long,
and the ugly bulk of him came
suddenly into view and before
I could leap to my feet he
covered the distance between
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us in a powerful but well-timed
rush,

I only just ducked in time
as he swung at me, both of his
fists flailing. He was a securi-
ty guard, and heavy; at his
wrist was an electro-sap that
could have cracked my skull
like a mace described a flash-
ing arc with his lunge, and I
could hear the deadly swish
of it.

He went spinning past me,
shifting his weight as he went
to preserve his balance. He
almost thudded into the wall
behind me, so great and furi-
ous had been his initial on-
slaught. But when he pivoted
about on his heels and came
swinging back toward me I
was ready for him.

HIT HIM in the stomach

with a slashing right upper-
cut, and brought my left fist
flush with his jaw with all the
violence I could muster. He
groaned and reeled back, and
I kicked at his Achilles’ ten-
dron with the tip of my boot.
The kick seemed to hurt him
more than the blows; he let
out a yell, ducked low, and
weaved back toward me.

For a moment we traded
blows, fierce and heavy; and
I had to keep jabbing at him
with both my fists to keep him
from opening a twelve-inch
gash in my chest with the
electro-sap,
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I floored him with one very
heavy blow delivered with
desperate calculation.

I’d been so busy taking care
of him that it wasn’t until he
lay sprawled out at my feet
with a little ribbon of crimson
trickling from his mouth that
I realized that another strug-
gle was going on in the shad-
ows,

I turned just in time to see
Claire standing with a knife
in her clasp in complete isola-
tion from Agnes. If I'd turned
a moment sooner, I might
have seen Agnes emerge into
view between the projection in-
struments, and rush straight
at Claire as the guard had
rushed at me. I might have
seen Claire draw the knife in
self-defense.

But at least I had turned in
time to witness the crucial
stage of the struggle, and for
that I was grateful.

Agnes’ eyes ‘were narrowed
and she was advancing on
Claire with a cold fury in her
stare. “Give me that knife!”
she warned. “Give it to me, or
I'll take it from you!”

“Just try!” Claire said.

Agnes grabbed Claire's
wrist and swung her about.
Before I could get between
them they started struggling.

HAT HAPPENED then
was like a scene in a
dream, fantastic, wildly terri-

ble. Agnes backed Claire
against the wall and twisted
her wrist cruelly. Claire re-
sisted and fought back, but
Agnes got the knife.

She let Claire break free,
and then started for her. She
went for Claire with the knife
upraised, a killing rage in her
eyes.

She went for Claire fast—
too fast. Her foot slipped, and
she went down face forwards;
and as she fell the knife twist-
ed in her clasp.

A look of almost childlike
astonishment came into her
eyes.

For one awful moment she
writhed about on the floor, her
fingers still clasping the knife.
Then a convulsive shudder
shook her. Her face twisted in
agony, and a dull glaze over-
spread her pupils. Slowly, hor-
ribly, her eyes lidded them-
selves and her breathing be-
came less harsh, finally sub-
siding entirely. She lay still.

If you've ever seen it hap-
pen, you'll want to forget it
as quickly as possible. You
won’t want to be tortured by
it as T was, even though for
one merciful instant my mind
became a recording instrument
solely, a gray film which re-
gistered only that quick and
involuntary act of self-destruc-
tion. I felt ne horror, no shock.

1 was standing motionless,
staring at Claire, when four
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men and four women emerged
from the shadows. The men
wore Venus Base uniforms;
the women were all very beau-
tiful, with skins like rose
petals and large dark eyes that

searched my face in eager
curiosity.
TALL, red-haired girl
with  sympathetic eyes

went up to the limp form on
the floor, knelt and made a
hasty examination. After a
moment she raised her eyes,
and spoke to Claire. “Does
he know?”

Claire shook her head.

“You’d better tell him,” the
girl advised.

Claire looked at me, her
eyes compassionate. ‘“Agnes
was an android, John,” she
said. “Agnes was the most suc-
cessful of a hundred android
robots made and trained by
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Society in strict secrecy to spy
on our activities.”

The red-haired girl said,
“Usually our chosen mates are
not told the full truth until
they are safely on Venus. But
when you brought Claire here,
you made a dangerous situa-
tion more complicated. Our
task now is to get you both to
the spaceport as quickly as
possible.”

She smiled, “You're as good
as there already, for you'll be
guarded every foot of the way
by members of our organiza-
tion.”

I looked at Claire.

She looked at me.

I thought of Venus Base,
and I thought of Claire lying
in my arms, her face hidden.

Just how lucky can a man
be?"

*



