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The climate was perfect, the sky was always
blue, and—best of all—nobody had to work.
What more could anyone want?

Planet of Dreams

By James McKimmey, Jr.

Ulatratsd by Pul Orbon

WAS a small world, a tiny
spinning globe, placed in the

Daniel Lavzml had
placed a finger upon a map and
sid, “This s e plnet s s
the Dream
st Yeas befor, bck
on Earth. And now Loveral with
selected flock had shot through
s lo light ke chuckling grse
lanet, to feel the effect

sound of a sewing m
ould he be the only one, Lov-

era ssked. iomsel, or was

the first? In cither case, it was o

to Loveral, as leader an
hand, 10 siop this thing and sop
it quickly

Loveral stood up and put on his
67

jaces,atbough hee was o necd
other than the formality it
ve hn e
He stepped out oi his ofice into a
dear brght day ehere the air was
clean and fresh in his lungs, at
once like frost and fire and sweet
petume,He walked along o vind-
th, which was bordered by
qm. Fecked fowees and 3 short
edge whose even
e kept neat by firles. robot
Ean

s pointed to a blue sky,
rocking and Rutteing their Jeaves
in a soft breeze, and glinting metal-
ully beyond in
wooded hollows and upon slight
il

A vhoe small world ws before

his eyes, set there upon his direc-
tion, mamlamzd by himself with
the a doren complex ma-

(hmc: Which lay locked and xuled
in the Maintenance Room for

L fingens 1o 10
Tt was a busy life for Loveral, up



68
¢ dawn o work until doep sight,

appy_an
[y ety Bt it was
a perfect plan, one ich had

e teted and urned i his mind
for yers, ork hard
1o Vbep it running smoedhly, tat
was all right. In fact, he had never
been happ

Now, however, there was this
business about Atkinson. Loveral
was disturbed about that.
He walked o, over the quiet
th which would lead (o the
ere Atkinson and his wi
lived. Loveral smiled, in readiness
for any happy face lh:u might ap-
before him, to grect him, to
show with thankful eyes apprecia-
tion for his wnndzn'nl world. But
t thoughts. that

bird-music or a sky which
was always blue.
Loveral shook his head as he

ing windows. There were yellow

JAMES McKIMMEY, JR.
and blue and deep red flowers
skirt

glistening windows. The lawn, dot-
ted with small lealy trees a
round bushes, sloped down from
he front of the house, |mkmg like
a carefully arranged paint

Loveral pressed a hulmn hmde

a dhining door and wai
through s pale bluc kindly eyesr

RS. ATKINSON appeared
after several moments and
stood blinking at him. She was a
thin woman, who seemed to have
goten v thimner, Lovera a0
She was working her fingers

at the neck of he dres. She smied
but her lips wavere

“My dear,” Loveral greeted her
n bt solt voice, showing the
goodness in i

She  nodded recogit

opening b ot without spedk.

“May 1?” said Loveral finally,
pving b long Fnges tovard the

"G yes sid the woman. o
course, Mr. Loveral” And as
spoke Loverl b he unpmuon
uddenly begin crying;
et “olowed he woan
into_the house, noticing all over
again the precise way everything
Had been arranged. The mug was
bencath his feet, and the light

“Your place is so lovely,” Lov-



PLANET OF DREAMS
sl seid out o bis o babit from
it his o

m..; g oy e qulzz, b
own arrangement, like
il the other rooms on the b

And inson, standiny
and nervous before him, had noth-
ing, afier all, to do with it. The
cleanliness was the work of b

bot machines, the planning his own.
It was like complimenting himself.

| He clared his throat and sood,
st benevolent sl
by reassure Nire. Adking

Again, the woman's h; it
tered to her

“He's not ill, surely?” al
asked, alth , too, was silly,

pre.
parcd for utmost nutrition, packed
5 frosen to out in week-
iy guantie, purified air, dicae
killing smply writen fold-
ers on muue, and o Lov-
cral own  philosophies. of qu
Peacetal Ting ot ths e
well the health of Dream Planet's

e yoman shock ber bead.
rge

B b
est is nature’s fines

id Loveral, and hearing bis valse
thought suddenly there was hardly
i uld say any

to the man who had nothing to do
tonic.
said Loveral. “May
e st t down, my dear??
jerked a hand to-
ward one o he chars and then
‘wound her fingers.
Loveral sat. down and_leaned
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back, smiling his most charming
rhap: George might

i ey a
“Oh, yes,” the woman said, her
eyes ﬂ.lckcnng, and she sat upon

the one chair, like a bird
perched upon

Toveral waited, rossed,
leaning his head back :gnmu |he
silken softness of the chair.

50 good to relax these days. " The
business of watching and of cari
for his flock was trying. When you
have brought an entire community
of people at great expense through
space, guaranteeing to give them a
te of conttan comfort and exse,
at they might dream and think
s they wander through the flowers
and the lnm. their houghs
cleansed of w work and
Tepomaihie, han you havs & fob
was most busy, busier than

with cverything cxcep

N Adkinson. etsered on the
edge of her chair, as though she
might at any moment go_fying

e room in  crazy gyration
There was something about her
ral noticed, while he

zfully nodded in’ the chair.

ru.. perhaps.

50, he probably had_been

nghl He tghtened himel, len-
ing. There it was again. The so

Yokt as he had b heard it o a.y be

fore when he had passed n

house. He Ieaned forward quickly,
Mrs. Atkinson jumped.
Loveral smiled. "Dign't Lheara

noie of some sort, my dear

i,

wgh e oo ke veon”




ching,
e woman's hands fluttered
drew,

weral stood up. “Would yor
ming 1 i loteed ot my
dear?”

e woman didn’t answer, but
Lm.l was nln-:dy moving scros

apmd Fand waiked dowp & bl
i ger. He threw
open another door.

STOOD Watching whil
spun
around, dk ey ﬁ..hmg, i

“Why, George” Loveral said,
switly examining the liter of met.

cre,
ething lor ynu, Adkison
said, ugh\enm'i fingers about
the hanc e hammer.
Loveral grinned his famous Lov-
raigrin “That’s . What could

ne of your damned bu
“George” ‘Loverslsaid, bis amile
stll white but his eyes narrow

Her voice_screeched. ‘ﬂ:mgc,l
iold you. Why cigr't you s
rge? Ynu shmlld ‘have lmvnu‘i
& You

me.
Loveral held up a_hand,
watching Aktvson” Now

e
il
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George, what s it you're making
for e 5 ®

Atkinson  raised  the
slightly

Tovera stond e sl “Thats
a nice hammer,

Atkivon's ejs “were black be-
neath his thick br

Vo made han, didat you?"
Loyeral sshed.

1 made, " Atinson
sid. “ made that and 1 made
Something e, Another mmmc and
T have that fnished, too:”
ral, stepping
qmul, forvard, T don't e t 2y
tin of o been one of
‘very best rembers, Bat
works here, Gorge. We cant al-
ow that. You know the rules”

1 kv the e, il it

“Well, then,” Loveral

hammer

corge,” sa

hndmyv it e oward the e

we'll just destroy this and
\»hz(r\u-r €isc you might have been
making. We'll just forget it ever
Tippesed W'l et along rel ine

that way, George, We'l jus be
such gor
WO just gn to hell” sid A
Kinson, Tnatching his hasmmer
ay.

" Llveral smile disappeared. Il
el you, ave 1o mean
busiaes'wich Wit You know
we allow ambody to
work here,then there's gaing 1y be
trouble. That it our plan. We're
ihin ourcives and
cxpand daruraly. Not
Gilize a besutiful woeld Hie ream
lanet.”

inson stood unmoving, and

could see the way the
gt maces e fgh I sl
springs, and the way his eyes

EERY



PLANET OF DREAMS
burned deep inside their blackness.
“We've given you everything you
need,” Loveral explained, trying to

soineone else doesn't have, then the
whole sysem s destroyed. Then
il

will want what you've
" Well have jealousy and
hatred and fighting. This is the
stufl of
George. T Lo, ek B
with small things like i ot
grows. When it does, the structure
ife_here will collapse. You
want_that, would" you,

George?”

“Yes!” Atkinson said, his mouth
white at the edges. “T'd like to see
the whole rotien thing collaped
and blown to hell?”

Lm.—.l, vk snapped together
his lips grew tight. He could
:m o sl W sl

™ inson looked t him with fu-
{ious gy “What do you dink its
ke, living this way? You
working tenty-four Youn 3 o,
around _this
et peinen ke the breathing
dead. You can feel sweat and aches
in_ your
‘work. Sleep is like medicine to you,
instead of nno!.h:r stretch of tor-
re. You can_ forget y
brsin for a Vhilo Ty doing ome-
your hands. You

you, George,” Loveral
ssid through hi e

“Oh, like hell you do. You treat
us like we were helpless infants.

n

You feed and clothe us and do all

our work, and you're so happy yoi
damned near split your i
“Tl take that, u don't

mind,” Loveral said, reaching for

the hammer, his voice suddenly icy
cold.
Akinsop slammed back sgainst
o you won't. You won'
ke anyihing more a
taken our spirit and d
the strength right out of our spines
3 hehaiuict

t all. You've

of him onto the table, and his
were searching among a dozen scat-
tered picces of metal and wood. He

watched Loveral as_he worl
“Let me show you what cle T've
made,” he said.

"1 hate to do it,” Loveral ssid,
“but 1 can stop your food, your
water, everything!

“Adkinson's hands moved sy,
spemblingthe piece. He nod

n, but you won't”
i the nnly to the stor-
age unit. everything,
George.”

“Correction,” said  Atkinson,
holding an assembled revolver in
his hands. “You did.”

OVERAL looked st what At-
kinson had i
blinked.
Yo neatly dead/” Akinson
S veral ocked at Akinon, into
his eyes. “If you wanted to kil me,
70u sould have done it some other

way”
Atkinson shook his head. “Just
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this way. Just with something that
took me dozens of days and nights
tomake. With something that m:
me sweat and swear to get. It was
diffclt—with no tools or proper
materials—but
better, Now l'vn xh
he said, pushing 2 S ullet mm lhc
chamber,

Loveral

ed her mouth as

She  recoiled, as
though his fingers held poison.
" be i, trcing bnck to

the black-eyed m
“This b a great moment,” At-
Unuon sid, iog the muzle of
ver. “When 1 squeeze the
ger, it be like blowing the lock
ison door. Tl go yelling to
rs, and we'll smash down
the whole goddamned place. We'l
mash it down, 1o we'll have o re
Build it. Well pull apart every
robot you've got. We'll tear apart
the food lockers and have a cele-
bration for  week, and when we've
ood,
ey growing some more with

our own ¢ll make forges
for the men and
women. We'll bum our _clothes

€l grow
‘com in the fields. We'll pump water
from the ground. You're finish
Loveral.”
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Loveral stared at the revolver.
“George,” he said, pleading. “The
plans. The beautiful, beautiful
plans. All of you, you'all want

peace and mnmmnnm Time to
hink and dream. You all wanted
to get away Trom the work and
the worry and the responsibilty.
You—"

Atkinson fired the gun into Lov-
erals stomach,
ral gestured at the air and
fll o s Knees. Atkinson threw
his_gun through a window an
grabbed bis wife by the hand.
rry!” he said, laughing. “Hur-

" Loveral (el of the blood on his

shirt and rested on his knees. He

could hea footsteps, racing through

the house and out to the yard. He
b

ugh the warm clear air. “He's

dmd‘ Loveral's dead”

= mwd of sudden ac-
rywhere went

his lips. The

He

R
destruction grew ke _thunder.
“Why?" he said in his dying throat,
“Oh, why? It was what they said
they wanted?”

THE END



