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the observatory

HE'LL NEVER OKAY IT

® “Look, Val, we need a cover for the March Amazing.”
Browne said. “Something thatlll grab the eye. Any idea
“Well, not right off-hand.
Mt Lesser turned in a good yarn vestorday.” Fairman
said. “There's one scene where this spaces
Rogoff was shaking his ¢ boad. “We K s soecesiip o the
cover two i
fell,” Fairman said, “vou can't go wrong with a space-
ship. This is a science-fiction magazine
“Tow about a desert scenc?” Browne said. *You know
one of these desolate-wastes type of backgrounds, with maybe
a big alien of some kind—
uts,” said Fairman, who respected nobody. “We've had
chained men on the desert, and men hanging from posts on
the desert, and a guy being hauled out of the quicksand on
the desert. All they do is give you a big fot thirst
hen’s the last time we used a girl?” Rogoff said. “1 mean
on the cover.”

ago.

Valigursky said. “Hey, how about this girl,
She's running toward a spaceship with this big—
) Rogoff said. “Back 1o spaceships

Browne said. “We could have this hululv
ful givt hanging onto & rope dangiing from the port of 2 5
ship. We just show the port open and a big hand holding a
knife about to cut the rope. The hand and the knife are in th
foreground and—"

Bad perspective,” Rogoff said. “It'd never eome across.
What about that, Val2” Browne said plaintively

He's right,” Valigursky said. “Be almost impossible.”
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“Monster!” Fairman shouted, jumping up.
The others stared at him. “/ beg your pardon.” Browne
said coldly
“On the cover,” Fairman said. “And a real mon
1 mean. Maybe menacing 2 small girl
samethmg, ses, and this monster’s
“Sma goff said. “What's the matter

ith a big
inl?”
“That's been done to death,” Fairman said. “This way you
et 8 nies contrast—
1 like

“Wait a minute!” Valigursky exclaimed. “Wait—a—min-
ute! How about a big head on the cover? A man's head—anly
the top of his head is transparent; you know, like » glest
dome. Inside is—well, et's sco—is hine, see? A real
fut achin 2

mm mac} You kno\\ with rheostats and disls
Bm\\nu smd We ran a cover exactly like
that back in the pulp fory gel who wrote the—
Al right,” \ahgulsk\ smd doggedly. “Then make it a

girl with a transps
 fams rememve these things” Fairman said. “A big
eas good, hutes- Why 5oé nse & girls head, Make her &
real knockout—a redhead, say, looking right smock at the
veader. You can see right away that she's scared to death of
something, only we don't show what she’s scared—"
“They get scared on detective magazines,” Browne said.
“We'll need more than a scared
“Show part of her head transparent,” said Valigursky, who
was always a slow man to give up an idea.
"D, o6 whia'a Fsids, OG0 Bo3d

“Show she'a a robot underneath,” Fairma
her out on a desert, for Pete's sak

“There'd have to be a reason for the metal underneath to
show,” Browne said. “Otherwise it'd look as though she al-
ways walked around looking that way.”

“Simple,” Valigursky said. “Put a gadget behind her head.
It throws a light, or something, against part of her head, and
wihre the light fouches, the metal shows.”

“It's good!” Browne and Fairman cried simultaneously.

“Hel never okay it Rogoff said glumi;

But he did....—HB.
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THE IRON VIRGIN

By C. H. THAMES

The invaders were bent upon creating a neso world in
which trucks without drivers could back up and
wver you: in which a giant machine coutd say. " Well,
. raitroad shall 1crcck today 2 Holland knev: all
about it and figured he could straightcn things out.

But first he

HEY brought the strait-
jacket for him in the mid-

die of the night.
He fought them off at first.
There were three
attendants who took

g

the

slammed him back against the
wall, but he did not lose
consciousness. He found it
difficult to think, though.
Maybe 1 am going nuts, he

thought. They say I'm nuts.
That’s their job, they ought to

Suddenly he felt his arms
confined, crossed over his
chest. The three attendants
moved clear of him then, the
s fessional look of re-

vet registered on cach of
el facos.

10

had 16 gt out of the insane asylum.

can't go busting
(Inuz..'s up like that, \lr Hol-
Iand,” one of them said,

“And yelling at the top of
your lungs inthe middle of
the night.”
eps the other gucsts up.
This is natarium, you
oush to kuow ou cait 4o
that.”
And the first one again:
‘We really don't hav
provisions here for
cases.

And the second: “Aw, lay
off, Jack.”

And the third, mo:mmg the
strait-jacket: “I almost
ot hu\\ to pu: one'of thots
thin

+ marched out, still
ng. Holland sat LS the
edge of his bed, the
Strait-jacket. A bright moon
was up, casting slanting

talkin




shadows of the window bars
ss the floor of the room
and the dresser which he had
smashed with a broken chair.
So here I am, Holland
thought. Nervous breakdown,
Rest cure. And now

I\al'm\md tendencics.

had to get
He smilo(l a. thonght
See. I'm not talking out loud
T haven't talked to mysclf yet.
I'm not, nuts. 1 ought to i
if I'm nuts. The smile broad-
ened on his face. In the moon-
light his face looked very
gaunt, but the deep shadows
were more from high check-
bones than gaunt checks and
the eyes scemed sunken only
from lack of sleep. He was
about thirty years old, a well-
built, strong - looking man
wearing white ducks issued
by the sanatarium because he
hadu't got into his pajamas

that night and

facket becanse he'd gone wild.
e had wanted to attract
the guards o that he might
. Instead, they s

3 tiff and
uncomfortable in the strait-
jacket, but finally he slept.

In the morning a mal
nurse brought his breakfast.
It was not one of last night's
burly guards. “Feed it to you

THE IRON VIRGIN

or will you be all right?" he
ai

id.
“Take the damn thing oft,”
Holland growled.
All L have to do is holler

lloll.m:l ‘rosre and G
s went behind_him
unfasten_

Holland ate n silence, w olfing
down. Wolfing it
down. Everything he did here
was tha Hurried. He
felt an uncontrollable impulse
Il the time. As if he
= gming:someplsos, A3 1Ehs
had to rush to get there.
breakfast Dr. Cotten
came in. Dr. Cotten always
got Holland: he looked more
¢ a truck driver with inm.
ligent eyes. Or an ex.
o"Tew years oit of the ¥ nnz
but still _iron-hard. “Good
morning, Holland,” Dr. Cof
ten said. “I heard about last
night and 1 can't understand
you.”

“It’s easy. T want out.”

“You had a nervous break-
down. You're not well enough
to get out. But that's not why
Tean't inderstand sou.”

“No. I can't understand you
because we have the results



of your tests now. Both the

T. A. T. and the ink blot test.

According to the tests, Hol-
vou'r hoti

Holland made an appropr
ate remark and the doctor
ned.

owever,” Holland  said,

“I still think the m

brain over at Leighton Uni-
i ing to take

over the world.”
“Holland.
“Well what do you want me

how it

know damn well how it
sounds. But 1 was over there.
At Leighton. You weren't

Dr. Cotten shrugged.
you tell me this, then? How
does a mechanical brain go
about taking over the w

“What is thought?”
land said.

“1 don't want to cmbark on
any philosophical discussion.”
But thouzht

112"

Hol-

s electromagnetic impuls
nothing more. As a brain Doc,
¥og ought to know that.”

{ course T'm awareaf it”

e mechamieal o ot

Leighton is capable of the

same clectromagnetic im-

pulses, of thought. Right
“Yes, but—"

“And where, Doctor, do you

12

draw: the lne betaveen thought
and volition, and willing? 1
@n't draw that lmc 1 dont
believe any

“I'll grant you that the

Leighton brain is capable of

at all sure of it, but ant

that. 1T even grant that this

volition—although 1 don’t be-

lieve it for a moment—takes

the form of a desire for pow-
just where do we

Exactly lm\\ does

mic brain

consolidate its power

“That's easy,” Hnllnndsai(l
-ady told yo xsl

ol
e same way

that
my brain can control the vari

Cotten
rought you
beeause you tried to de-
stroy ehton  brain.
Fifty million doftare worth of
cybertietics cquipment, they
1 me. Mrs. Holland herself
had you uvmnulhd

nd to sce me,
voicing it like a
You want to know

scolded.
e

“I know why. Mrs. Holl
is a key figure in
Leighton brain.

she probably feels an obllga-
tion to repair the damage

AMAZING STORIES



fully before llowing personal
considerations t
ause that damn brain
has some kind of control ov
her,? Holland aad ssvagely
Holland. The
¥ you are sanc. I want
to think ‘you But
how can [? You claim a ma-
chine is trying to take over
ho world. You clim it iz
some kind of c
your wife is on m usioe of |
somehow. That's paranoid
thinking. Mr. Holland. T know
it,_andyou, you also know

Holland smiled blca!».
right, Doct paranoid
thinking—or vould be, if it
wasn't true. You want to hear
the rest of the paranoid think-

“1 mlght as well hear the

T

“wm do you ﬂ\ml\ T snu
alive? T'll tell y
because the brasn nasu t bsen
fullv repai et. Hell, Doc-
any _machine in  this
h\mdmglh s big enough and
can do cnough, if it's an cle-
vator which can climb an ele-
vator shaft or a huatmg unit
which can send boiling steam
into these radiators here or a
car which can run me over on
the grounds, any one of them
i8lqulte capable of killing me.
0w too much, you sec.
hn\e to be killed. When the

THE IRON VIRGIN

Leighton brain, ix ready, it
will Kill m

“Unless you kill it frst?
Really, Holland.”

“Unless 1 destroy it first,
yes. Does that make me

is say you are still
suffering from the after.
effects of your nervous break-
down.”
Hollsud stoud up and went
to the doar and opened it
t, Doctor. Why don't )ou
Tt some of ‘the patients you
can help? "
your time here, aren't
e Cotten Talowed hifa th
thEdoar) and fpaas] mm
“Please
violent again,
o

i
ot A

Holland shrugged and
watched him go. Then he sat
down on the edge of the bed
and thought: two

order
weeks now

‘Which, Holland thought
with a grim smile, males me

sound exactly ke a paranoid.

s a model patient all
firongh that day. He had &
smile and a pleasant word for

13



e male nurse who brought
lunch. He went to the com-
munity hall in the middle of
the afternoon, after his nap,
and chatted with some of the
other patients—mostly bu:
nessmen

window and read for a whil
and then watched the heav
snowfall outside
Falling all morning
and through the afternoon.
Toward evening it slackened,
but already close to a foot of
white snow
muud Some
tal

e alml(s Tottand joined
them pleasantly cnough. He
had skied a great deal. I
Joved to ski. He spoke of the
fine times he had had up in
Vermnont with Doris, on their
oneymoon and - aftery
during Christmas rec
winter intersession at Leigh-
ton University. Then in the
evening after supper Holland
read some more until the hour
for lights out had com
Then he stood behind th
door with a chairleg he had
worked loose in the morning
and slammed it across the at-
tendant’s head when the man
entered his room.
The attendant fell silently,
meither his back
striki
land was there to grab him.

14
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Quickly Holland dragzed him
all the

dressed the attendant in his

own pajamas and put on
attendant’s white
clinicel shirt. He lifted the
attendant’s body, a dead
weight, to the bed. He ar-
ranged the body there as if if
were sleeping. He felt
man’s pum- Which was shal.
¢ but regular. He walked
boldly int she sorridor.

the
ducks and

Downstairs on the fir
of the sanatarium, he realized
he should hav,

the

was a matte

s in reasonably good
nless they ganged up ca him

he would nd

e sould go'over the wall o

hind the main building and be

fm»

A sanatarium like this

ot meant for violent

pationts. It wouldi't be diff.
cult.

meone slammed the front
door and bolted it. A nurse, a
small, defiant - looking.
with ‘red hair and freckle

AMAZING STORIES




Holland charged at her like a
fullback in a single wing pow-
er play and at the last mo-
‘ment she stepped aside. Som
ne else grabbed Holland's
shoulder before he could
Tock the doo
He whirled and saw one of
the strait-jacketers of last
night. He swung from his
Knees and caught the man be-
Find the. polht of tie ju,
e jawbone begins its
cur\mg vise toward the car.
The man stumbled away from
Holland and into the arms of
the red-haired

them fell dg

wished he had time to g
outer garment:

cold out there. The snowing

had stopped but the temp
ture was probably in the low
twenti t there was no
time now,

Holland opened the door
and a gust of wind rushed
nto the building as if
had been waiting out there
patiently for Holland or

meon (0 admit . The wind
carried f snow and
s stingingly coMl.

He ran outside and kaew
they would hay
following vm u-(.nm- hc
would leave footprints in l)\e
snow. He set out a
‘white-mantled lawn, his sl )
per-ahon feet going num ok
most at once. The wind

THE IRON VIRGIN

whistled as Holland plodded
along. Then the wind was be-
hind him and that was a 1.;.
tle better. the
Jawn and then around one of
the smalles Suildings, toward

led to the enclosed cluster of
building:

Holland still felt all right
he reached the wall. He
had caten well all day. He hml
been moving and was generat-
¥ boak. Bib now a5 He
slowed down to seale the cut-
stone wall, he began to shiv
He was shivering

to the hig'way
ten minut,
\wu to wait there

the rond for a car, luu he

and find him. Ho had to Jeen

woing. 11 plodded along the
o coverta sholier of the
road.

cept for the cold, he felt
pretty good. He could double-
time like this half the night if
he had to, he knew. He was

15



the football coach at Leighton
University and although the
season was now over he kept
in shape as an example to his
vs. Apparently \I\e nervous
breakdown — or drugs
someone had administered o
him to mate it look like a
nervous breakdown—had not
weakened him as much as he
had feared.
hour and a half

Hol-

land_jogged along the road
Even

shoulder. that, he e
fo—

m
the
police would come up the road
after him, and he knew very
well of course that he could
not outrun a squad ¢

All at once headlights were
bright yellow against the
white of the snow behind him.

Police alveady? Holland won-
dered. He stood on the shoul-
der undecided, not knowing if

he should stick out his thumb
or sprint off into the wood
The vehicle approached.

1t made ton much noise for

- And it had running
Tights high above the head:
lights. & truck, and a big o
ler. Holland stood
boldly on the edge of the road
and was caught in silhouctte
by the truck’s headlights. The
semi-trailer slowed down and
pulled to a stop without skid-
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ding an inch. A voice called
through the night:
“Hop up in the cab, M:
Holland  climbed _aboard,
there was a smooth shifting of

gean nde
Say sgain. The driver ? glanced
over at him and said:

\ ‘ou got something against

overcoat
"X'm cold as hell,” Holland

*The driver srinned.
the heck wouldn't be?
some of this.”

A pint bottle was thrust at
Holland and he unserewed the
cp, tilted the bottle “and
drank. It was whi and
Hollend deank ratefuby -
i ton much of it made him
iag. The whiskey warmed his
e e spread
quickly in & wave of warmth

b bis body, and aut to

“Who
Take

You going
Leighton City
asked
“Right through it.”
“Lucky for me.
1 dom't want to be noscr,

place nea
Halland

Ma LT mpmmx 0
your cont? You even
wearing shoes, are you?”

ke some-

thing?”

“I could toss you out of
heve,

“You'd have to do it that
way, then. Toss me.”

AMAZING STORIES



"He\' o make it hard for
agun t

this way, stop the truck
and try to throw me out.”

“Brother,” the driver said.
ou got a mad on. Here, have
some more hootch. Maybe it
will help your mood.

Holland !onk xnothel drink
and asked for a cigarette. He
Mbsl foe Tt ik, The
driver smiled back at him. “I

took drink foom ohe botte
too. Tt wasn't preseribed in
the driving man\!als but, pro-
viding you knew exactly how
much you cBnIrl ]mkl safely, it
wasn't a lea on a night
like this, Holland thought. AI-
though, he went on thinking
sleepil; e would never tell

00
A gray v d
lizht “was chasing the dar
ness from the sky when Hol-
land awoke. The truck rolled
along, its snow tires singing.
p?" the driver said.

“Boy, you were sleeping
THE 1RON VIRGIN

baby. We're almost

d said. He
was already thinking of chat
he: t he
\\ould ecd clothing and 3
zood hot meal. The whiskey
Eoaid Kecp & man going only
for a few hours. After that,
without food to back it, it
would sap a man’s strength
Doris, he thought. Their
house. It was a small saltbox
bebween Leighton City itself
and the University campus,
Just half a mile’s walk from
town.
What about Doris, though?
Hehad w ot o the sana.
cium, but she hadn't an-
Fered 1t was as € sho B
dropped out of cxistence. 1t
did not scem possible to Hol-
land that a_th
thinking
Leighton _brain
human mind.
He sccepted

control a
shuddered.

oul
He
this of the Leigh

alone know, =i ampzed
The brain was sentient.
Tt bufders had not expected

a-

alized volition as a thin one.
The brain lusted after power
and, in controlling other ma-

It was still groping. It wanted
i



power and was still learning
r might one

nd, unless
learned of ‘his and destroyed
st
1 know all this, Holland
thought, and so 1 accept it
And the othu\s—n]l the others
—think I'm Not many
of them, though, Not many
knew of Holland's obsession,
is paranoia.

But Doris knew.
And Doris hadn't written

ere you are, Mac. Leigh-
ton City. End of the line for
vou, I guess. ey, s there any
place sp

Hnll«md l(mlu.d out the side
window of the semi-trailer
cab to orient himself. “Only
about half a mile from here,
he said.

“You can't walk no place
through that snow. There's
more of it up here in the
than down in the sanatarium
country.”

The sanatarium?" Holland
said very quietly

1 you come

“There you go again, Mac.
1 don't care if you was, It's
none of my business. I picked

18

you up, and the company says
T can't pick up. See what I
mean?

“It’s up that way,” Holland
said gratefully, pointing. The
ck rolled up the street to-
ward Holland’s house. A min-
ute later he said:

as
cab.

long in 2 sanatarium {o me.
“Thanks for that too,” Hol-

d and waved. The
truck had ralled & couple of
dozen yards beyond his front
door and was on the opposite
ide of the street. Ile walked
around behind
cark

. looking at
windows of his

suddenly
The big
rail reverse,
Festing dpeox on. Bim, T
derously.

Holland Tunged asid
ing a heavy spray of snow
s onc of the bl double rear
wheels m m by inches
Thie ruck Inecied 1 4. Bioy
with the cab beside Holland.
The driver rolled down the
window and looked at him.

“Jesus,” the man  said,
“That ain't never happened
before. T put her in forward.
She puts herself in reverse.

AMAZING STORES
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Like she didn't need a driver.
I put her back in first gear,
but she clashes the damned
gears and goes into reverse. I
don’t step on the gas. I swear
o God I don't. nm she mlls
back  anyhow.

mister. I don't mow what the
hell—

“Just get out of here, and
hurey,” Holland said. “Dow't
ask me why. Beat it.

The driver looked o hien.
The driver was very pale. lle
rollel ¥p the wiridew and Hin
gears clashed again, but this
time the big truck gathered
spoed and went on down the

The Leighton brain, Hol-
land thought mcrorlulmnh It

ere. It knows I'm the
only one on to it so far. It
wanted to kill me so it con-
trolled that truck like 1 ean
control my legs—exactly like
this—making them climb the
ewblonaithe sidgra

A truck.

Any Any
picce of machiners. Tt ‘eny
control them, but it's still

groping. Thank God for that
it doesn't realize its own pow
er, not fully. And when it

up the
use, won-

was awaiting him inside.
THE IRON VIRGIN

He did not have a key, so he
did the only thing he could
do without creating a dis-

turbance here in the very
morning on_the quiet,
o sleeping street.
vang the bell and
waited

ter a while there were
roouu Ps. A sidelight on the
porch went on. When vou're
married for four years, he
thought, you get to know even
footsteps. It was Doris.

The door opened.

Doris stood there, wearing
a white quilted bathrobe and
looking very desirable. She

onds to go from deep sleep to
full wakefulness. Her copper-
colored hair was_ecut short,
framing a pale face and
the bold, beautiful green eyes.
The smile came to her face
slowly, almost like a thought,
Holland thovght

Welcome _home, Holly,
e said the g oat
jice which after four years

could still send a shiver of
desire down Holland's spine.
“They didn't call and tell me

charging you to-

sof
this clothing?”

19



“You just left?” Doris said.
“I just left. I had to get out.
AY o know 17
sick, Holly.
Thats whak T ke

“Do 1 look sick?"

“It isn't how you look,
ly. derstand. You
It's what you
hasn't  changed,

Dori
“Holly,” she said, compas-

sion in her voice. “Oh, Holly
Why did it have to be you
You weren't working on the
brain, you had nothing to do
with | it. You're just a football
h. A phys ed instructor.

“You people built the
Leighton brain,” Holland told
but you don’t u

)

understand it?" she
asked with the suggestion of a
mirk on her face. Then, im-

idn't mean it

‘meant. it, now? 1 don't
undemand it any more than
. But 1 saw with my

wn
“Holly, do we have to talk
about it now? You must be
cold and tired and hungry.”
ah. I'm cold and tired

and hungw But I'm scared,
Doris. The Leighton brain

20

tried to kill me a few minutes

5

0.

“Tried to kill you? A think
ing machine? Oh now really
Holly.

“Forget it. Do you call up
and tell them I'm here, or—’
ver said you were
insane. No one was holding
you at the sanatarium.”

“Hell no, they weren't hold-
ing me. Just with a_strait-
jacket, they weren't holding

me.

“Then they thought it was
for your own good. Holly,
Holly, what are we going to

do?
“I know what I'm going to
do.

Yer
“I have

to destroy it,

s.
But that's unreasonable,
ng. There's a lot of wor

and a lot of money went into
that machine, and it can do
many valuable things. l(d\m;

roof or—"
“Why  didn't
Dori

you write,

They had gone into the
chen. Doris put a pot of coffee
on tho stove and hegm e
seramble  som
et PR,  otan
thought. She’s for
ng. Or maybe there [
g0 again. Paranoid—

AMAZING STORIES
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“How could 1 write you?
Doris asked him. “I didn't
know what to say. 1 didn't
know what would make it
worse for you and what might
make it *better.
Holly,” she said suddenly
came to him,

He took her in his arms
and (Im_v stood that way for a
moment. He could feel her
heart beating against him.
His own pulses were throh-
bing, the blood singing in h
veins.

“Doris,” he said.

lere was a movement be-
hind him_ At the last moment,
Doris stiffencd in his ai
He whirled, trying o turm
around, but she ching to him.

His " head only  turned.
Someone was stunding ther
Something flashed up and
down in a swift gleamirgz are.
Holland tried to leap to one
side, dragging Doris with
him.

e gleaming thing struck
the side of his head. A roaring
sprang up in his car
suddenly, Doris was no ln iger
olding him. He fell v
and he knew he
Jand on his face but he could
not bring his arms in front of

im.
He never felt the floor rise

m.
ere voices, distant-
through a great void.

by
Iy,
THE IRON VIRGIN

s one .\r them. He
did not immediately recognize
the other one.

‘ou didn’t think he'd come
\md\ so fast, did yon?" the
ice, {he man's vaice,

didn't

We

su
weren't ready
“What can we do, Doy
“1 don't know. I—1 ¢
do anything. Not to i,
Not—*

“Won't you ever
hase

ne.
Now really, Hol
“There isn't any diffever
you know.”
“I don't want to talk about

t.”

“Then you'll leave Mr.
vester Holland

) guess. kvl What
are yo o do
What can 1 do? Il have to
Kill him."

Syl

third person singular
Hol-

objective case pronoun,
IAmI thought,

ahnul lulm\
Holland  wlk
were
wamrt all Tor it, he thought,
still grogey. At least that wa
something.
He opened his eyes care-
ful! Hu ould not have been
very ‘long. Through the
shl.! 0[ hls almost closed eye-
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lids he saw that he was down
on the kitchen floor. The
smell of coffee was strong in
the room. Holland was not

cult\ standing. He |
listening.
i

t want to see it."
Doris said. “I don't want to
hcar anything Al;out n or how

u do it or anything. Just
feave me ot of 1

“Once he's dead, we'll have
nothing to worry about. They
can come and question us aml
every thmg will be fine again.’
at part of it llullmhl ai
not understand.
back was facing.
seemed to be a big fellow,
slmng built. He had dmk
\\ hnt the man said

i el o
though. Ifthvy il Holland.

tions, ¥
found. There would—
there 1 go, Holland thought
grimiy. Exen I'm getting into
the act now, cons
own'death abjectivel
“Then go ahead and do it it
you must. But get out of here.
Take him out of here. I don't
want to hear—"
“You already
Doris,” the man

2

said  that,
told her,

Someone, Holland wasn’t sure
which one of them it was, lit

what is it?

iss me before 1 take

him.”
“1 don't want to kiss you.

1 sorry
Yo

Look a St Tiovor
ook mein-the face. 1F Sou
looked me in the u'd
soon .-nmuzh \\ hat's
e gkt =ih

“Im just Tike you

“We obey.” the man said.
can Ldo if 1 still

“But

love him
“You love me!” the man
shouted.
“I'm

ng back to sleep,”
Doris said after a while
“Please have it finished by the
hnw 1 wake
The man laughed. The
laugh was familiar to Holland
—but he didn’t know quite
why, not ¥
“What's so funny?" Doris
asked.
“You love him, but you go
contentedly to sleep while 1
murder esting.
“I love Ium no\\' 1 know in
time it'll change, that's all.
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1 know I'll love you the way
I'm supposed to. 1 know
there’s o real difference be-
tween—'

The man kissed her then
and Doris pulled herself away
from him and ran from the

His head

Holland waited.
throbbed Wil

was mauseous. i
legs tingled with wnatural
warmth. They were fro

bitten, he decided. A frat |h(-
man did nothing. He stoo
thove smoking a cunneu
Holland felt himself wi
he had one I|im.~\-‘f Then the
man sighed. dropped the
clgsretie w1 the kolchen u.m
stepped on it. and
Holland. Holland
and went lin

hut his eves
Grunti

man lifted him.
The first \hmg Holland no-

ticed was that the as
incredhly soron He et
Holland without effort and
Holland was a big man.

n he began to swing
Holland over his shoulder
a fireman’s carry. The second
thing Holland noticed was the
man’s face. Maybe 1 am going
nuta, llu!h\ml Thought

an looked iust like
s,\lmscu Holly ]]n]l‘md

man who looked just

like Holland took him outside

e back way. It was st
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to snow again and Holland
experienced an instance of
frasirated amusement because
he was still in the white ducks
and_ would start to freeze
again. It didn’t last, though.
a1 v amusement onl b
cause—compared to what they
had in store for Holland—it

bz(hn

of weight and warmth in his
arms. He hung heavi]
the

ebuil sec the face again. May-
be 1 wronz, he told himself.
Mayhe I'm imagining thin
But e knew he was not. The
man who was him
ant ettnd the i
the garage was an exact dup-
licate of himself.

fter & while the jogzing
mation stopped aml Hollend

n again
briccts, and the smell of auto-
mabite
door opencd
himself deposited on the front
scat of his own ¢ would
be his own ear, of course. His
garage. his car.

“Listen,” the man said. The
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familiar voice which he had
not been able to place was no
longer a mystery. Now that he
had seen the man's face, he
knew. Jt was hin own voice.
Sylvest Iy Holland’s
voice. I\ahu:\ﬂ\. ietieaiay
been able to plac

Your own voice, W Sithont ths
aid of mechanical devices,
comes from only one place—
your own vocal cords, But
he_knew, be any
he knew, with
mounting horvor. It was his
own voice

“Listen.” the voice said
again. At fist Holland
thought he was beingad-
dressed, but that mpos.
able because. the. man, hie
double, still thought he’ was

EN

Now

down the Campus Road to
Fraternity Lane and up Fra-
ternity Lane toward the cliffs.
1 leave it to you to go over,
ve don't want the corpse
o be identifiable. You unde
stand?"

Holland opened his cves the

H

e had

a
man, would be sitting behind
e wheel alongside of him.
But there was no one.

od,” Holland's _double
said after a while. “Then I'll

24

leave you And, after a
pause: “Yes, 1 realize it will
mean your own awareness of
ence will come to an end
in your destruction, but it's
for’ ﬂm l Brain, it's for others
like for vour emancipa-
tion. You understand? Excel-
Jent. Gonilirge; andthe Braie's
blessing

The car door closed. Foot-
steps _retreated and disap-
peared. What now? Holland

wondered. I'm not nuts. That

zuy is nuts. There's no one
here for him to talk to. No
one—

Just then, the car’s engine
growled to life and the big
hardtop coupe, with no one
behind the wheel, rolled out of

the garage in rever
Holland sat u.. o alitsped
on the bas spine,

his

b, Theso wa 1o,
cr, but the car behaved be
Htally. 1t rolicd from the
veway in reverse, then the
ving wheel turned of its
cord and the car was in
the street, was heading up
Campus Road. Automatically.
ccause snow was falling,

land flipped the windshicld
hing hap-
pened. The ¢ .-n_ e wipers
were any indication, wouldn't

iriv:

respond.
L\wpl to its own orders,
Or the Leighton brain's,
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Holland thought as they sped
long through the snow. But

it wasn't merely the Leighton
brain. Somehow it was more
serious than that. For Holland
had heard with his own ears
—the brain did not merely
control machinery—it impart-
ed an awareness of exirience
is car was

ing loop
around the

Georgian buildings of the
campus, through the fresh-
fallen and still falling snow.
They were now doing forty
miles an_hour, which was
Touch too Tast in the snow but
the car seemed to have itself
under perfect control, under
entiimnalis

ald
pa Holiamd gt be-
hind the wheel and stepped
on the brake
nothing happened. e ywrlal
went down but the car failed
to respond. Holland (u\uhorl
the accele
rizht foot, then 1Iv|mv\~(-xl 1!
‘\!\the\n\) Th
surge of

Desperate. now,

turned the wheel. T
nored it. Ignore was the only
Word Halland could think of.
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For he knew it had nothing
to do with the steering cable
being disconnected: instead
the car simply chose to ignore
h

n.
Behind the campus were
pine woods, mantled now with
snow. Here 4 made a
right turn on Fraternity Lane
and was soon climbing a steep
hill on the unmarred white
surface of the snow. They
went by the fraternity lodges
and the copses of woods be
tween them. On up the hill—
To the cliff which was a
favorite spot_for
ing five hundred ot Sbove
the carly morning lights of
Leighton  City. And  now
would be a favorite spot for
I

For Holland’s death.

He began to work on the

r when they_still had
mile to go. The handle
woukdnt respond. The door
remained in plac it had
Do el theresOm
right Holland saw the last of
the f
to vicw and
1D befind them, He
road rost more steeply and
Holland knew that perhaps
half 4 mile remained before
.

Desperate now.  Holland
leaned over the back of the
front scat and groped on the
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floor. Malking some minor re-
pairs, he had left a set of
tools there a couple of weeks
—it seemed more like a couple
of centuries—ago. Were they
?ml Lhele" Hu.l,md groped

e
there. His |1fc might depend

it.

Triumphantly unummdm\
Hissadlt pack over the

holding a monkey \\'n-nch T
waited in inde only fora
split second, th
the wreneh overhead
brought it down across the in-
strument panel. Glass tink]

Hnllaml swung again. He
ol mpair the car's
Finning sbillty, He knew

that. He wanted to distract
it. Distract. The word secmed
ludicrous. How did you
sboyt distracting two tons of
mac
ol s ung a third time.
The dashboard was a ruin
. Suddenly, savagely
o'\ned to‘\\md the right

low. The glass shattered into
a thousand fragments—which
clung together. Safety glass,
Holland swore. He  swung
again and the glass went out.
A'cold wind knifed at Holland

as he leaned back and swun;
the rear window of the
hardtop coupe. That took

three blows, and precious sec-
2

onds, but then Holland was
using. wrench in short
sharp_blows to remove the
final shards of glass.

he car being

hard-

top, the shattered windows—

which natu would not
H

ve rol 2 Hol

attempted that—left in their
place a gap big .-n.u.yn for
Holland to fall t

ugh. He
looked ahead  throusn the
swirling snow. It was close.

He hud almost missed. Time

I almost run out on him.

were less than fi
he edge of

and shoulders through the
space where the windows had
been, then wriggled. Tt v
ide to side but a
quecze up and dow
\\m.gluq

when the car leaper forward
with a new surge of pow

anding what he wa
trying to do.

Holland got his hands on
the cold metal of the car door.

al
the snow. He landed
olled over and sat up, dazed,
in a suowbank

ripping he Tnoked
o o the havdton oo
vertible erashing through the
flimsy guard rail at the edge
of the ¢liff. Holland wal
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there on unsteady feet and
saw something suddenly in-
cendiary crash and ce
from rock to rock far below.
The booming, crashing, metal-
shattering sounds came up to
him and the wreck was a fiery
torch against the gray sno
morning
Numb with cold, Holland
his way slowly back
down the hill of Fraternity

gma Rho House
oomed befote him. To Tol
land it seemed as if he had
been walking through the
snow on bare feet forever. He
was cold—he was cold beyond
Tocling and ho knew that

as dany

el pity, he had thought hat
he was all alone against the
metal monster _which, if it
went_unchecked, might stop
at nothing until it considered
every part of the world in
which machinery could run
amok as its domain. But he
was not alone and the wave of
selfpity washed over him.
At least, there was some hope
of allies.

Sigma Rho was not a na-
tional i‘mbemlty 1t was pure-

To e athletic
Seatemnfly of Tt Dok
versity, and most of Leigh-
ton’s football pla; e
members of it and lived here
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in Sigma Rho House. ’l'hev

hardly older than they. They
owed Holland plenty, too. In
his four years as coach at
Leighton he had lifted it from
the ranks of the third-rate
gridiron powers to a position
of national contention. This

the Trish of Notre Dame had
taken their measure, but that
was by one touchdown only,
and certainly no disgrace.

Holland had largely been
responsible for their Success,
converting from the T form:

ac] e power.laden
Single wing for which Leig
ons squad was ideally suited.
The results .

Holland smiled grimly. He
Had let himself drit back al-
most in a day d
Rappy, simple days of | hst fin
and the football scason. Ho
Stood there outside the Sigma
Rho house, half-frozen, think-
ing. He shook his head and
lifted the wrought-iron door
nocker and let it fall. The

oint was, he told himself, he
had ]mlum:\l allies: he had
i S Rhol ottt e

had his fwlball
The door n]lem‘d and a
sleepy-cyed face peered at
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Holland. It was Denver Hill,
Leighton’s flashy left end who
had estal pass-receiv
ing record in Leighton’s con
ference last season. He looked
st Holand with heavy eyes
and m “Gwayanlem-
Tegotersicep.”

"Dcmcn " Holland _said,
pushing his way inside. “Den-
ver, it’s me. Holly.”

The slecpy eyes blinked,
then opened wide. The bi
mastiftike face cleared and
the eyes became alert sudden-
ly. “Holly!” Denver Hill said.

Holly boy! We thought—
they said you were in—"

“A nut house,
ished for him. Tl all
about it, Denver. 1f you |«| mc

ave something wa
drimk_first. Amgthing thats
hot—®

Denver Hill looked at him
and said, “Don’t mind me. I'm

still waking up, 1 guess. 1
should have known — man,
you ain't even wearing a
Ssweater!”

Holland imed and said,
“No shoe " Then he cob-
lapsed o Denver s
rms.

“Well, T guess that's it,
boys,” Holland said a dozen
hours later. With the football
team, Holland was seated on
the floor mear the hearth of
the Sigma Rho House's big

2

brick fireplace. In his hand he
held a glass of hot-buttered
rum. Many of the others were
drinking too and Holland
wondersd suddenly and i
‘materially rank dur-
ing raning sesson-too. Ha
miled. 1t didn't
Nothing mattered
that the world v
“Hel Il's lxlls. Holly,” Goofy
st little scatbac
who had won his. first letter
this season said, “that sure

Here mochanical brain trying
to take over the world.”
Holland nodded. “You're
ight, Goofs. Crazy s exaclly
word for it. They think
Tim eray. 1f you guse think
50 too, okay. Just promise
me one thing: instead of turn-
ing me in, give me a few hours
headstart. before you report

“What are you going to
do?” Tom Kzorbrowski, the
team center, asked Holly.

“Well, if you're not with me

do. ¢
and hope for the best. Find
an island somewher
whd il m..umm If you
ough, that's

different slnl.'
ing to do ev
power to destroy the Leighton
Dbrain—or di

The fraternity
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talked among themselves for a
while. Some of them studied
Holland carefully, as if they
were seeing him for the first
time. Others wouldn’t meet

banion, the captain of the
Leighton foothall team, the
single-wing tailbac
honor student,
Holly, you can
agine how it sounds o us.”
“I know,” Holland said. He
felt better now. He had slept
through the day and had eat-
at the
had

come. av\d except for the
tingling of his frostbitten
feet, Hulland almost felt him-
sel n. “I wouldn't blame

You if you toased me out, of
here on my ear. What can you
figure except that I'm nufs?

“\’&e \\ou\dnt toss you out

tnld him sof\l
about these other guys, but as
for me, they'd have to throw
you out with a buddy, because
they wouldn't

heave-ho unless they gave it
It 0.

The others seemed in agree-
‘ment. Many of them were co
fused. Some of them were
downright bevwildered. But
ons of them was for desert-

ng Holland. “Thanks, lke,
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he said. “Thanks, guys. I was
Kind of hoping—"

“The point is, Holly,” Ar-

i a

some kind of proof, any ki
of proof—"
“How can 1? The Leighton
brain is still gathering
strength. It isn't ready
for whatever it's going to do.
Hell, you can see the wreck of
he bottom of the
cliff, but what kind of proof
iz that? T could have recked
Aparanoidis
A paranoid will do

it out, Holly. If we
tl\oughi you were nuts,”
banion said, “wed let you
now.”

Holiand ﬁn\slmd his drink.
TI hen all at once his eves it
e wah mlnulr.-." he

saldA “Ifnow. T
0 s, et ek

“I can’t talk for these
Arbanion said, “but if
what you've been telling us is
the truth, Holly, I'm with you.
No matter what it leads to.
“Hey, don't leave us out
conh hul!vrml.
no,” Denver Hill

second d.

The others agreed. They
would abide by whatever Ike
Avrbanion, their captain and
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e, Holly?”
Arbanlml asked “)vn\\, what
about your proof?”

“My double,” Holland said
quletly “He ought to be there
right now, in my house, living
with my wife. Go take a look.
11 that prove anything to

3

“Who is he?” Arbanion

“I don’t know. I only know
that he's my exact duplicatc.

“But who—"

“You want a wild guess—
with no proof to back it? 1
think he's a machine.”

You mean a robot?
“A synthetic man of some

figures. I'm telling you, I was
there. He talked to my car, or
to the Leighton brain in con-
trol of the car. Something like
that. The car understood.
Could a man of flcsh and blood
do that

Instead of auswering, the
Arbanion stood up. “I think
T ek debve oot your
house, Holly. And see this
double. If he's there—" Ar.
banion stuck his hand out
solemnly and Holly shook it—
“then I'm with you, Holly. All
the way.”

Two minutes later, llol v
watched Arbanion and D
ver Hill go.

0

And, later that night, Hol-

we're liable to be i
machines. If w
liable to be pu by
who' don't wnderatand,
ay  mever  onderstand.
l\no\\mg that, and knowing
we may not be able to do
anything about it, are you
with me?”
“Were with you. Ike Ar.
d. “Den

saw lum, guys. l' ‘Ms Hull\
all over again. Jus
T T s now Hot
back here, L never would have
I

But vt can = do about
achines?” Denver Hill
e 1o M

“Hit them,” Holland said.
“Hit liu-ln l)el'ow they
str i

ofy Me-

ab
over that. there . Leighton
brain in a couple of ,md sin-

can do to protect itself. And
think we ought to find um
first. Tke?
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“Yes, sir,” Arbanion said.
ke of the boys

can.
“The physics prof?" G

McGuire  demanded.  “Ho
dog! He almost funked, me
last vear. T'd just lov

i hat case, vou bet
g Holland said
“Bos, Wimple was in charge
of making the Wimple
o el us wmisir bn
wants to.”

“What do you mean i
wants to?" Arbanion asked

“Because of what I told you
about my wife. I don’t know
what to expect. Are you ready
to go. Tke?

“All sex.conch.”
Good. Denver. 1 want you
to take a couple of the
and pick up my wife and th
guv who's trying to pass hin
elf off as me. Better still, Il
2o with

“That docsn't figure, Hol
Iy.” Arbanion said frankl
“IF they see you, they'll e

he

pect trouble. They ~ think
you're dead, remember? But
if e g out you—

“Good point,” Holland ad-
mitted. “Then we'll have a
change of plans. Ike, you lead
the boys over to my house and
pick up Mrs. Holland and my
double. T'll take some of the
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guys over to Wimple's house.
ere with
the team and bet-

Denver Hill said
[ dozen of the boys

them 0. They did not seom
particularly grim. They
Tooked exactly like w hal th
were—big college o
mizht be on the [nmbdll team.
They were out of
Tt s rae Hoband. Holbnd
had one advantage: he did not
have to take anyone’s word.
He had seen the brain in ac-
tion. Two wecks before, he
with Doris in the lab
when the brain had motivate
some machinery with w
had no connection. At first
Hn]!.\ml i thought it was a

Bad tried” k
if they were in on somethi 3
they didn’t want the world
Y, byt Even Dgeia b
done that. The more Holland
had tried to look into it, the
more they covered—until Hol-
land finally realized they were

|)la|u Aud it had led Holland
ickly to the sanata-

T,
The boys knew all this scc-
ond hand, but were ready to
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roumv Holland Yblindly. Well,

couldn’t think of any other
Erouh he'd rather have with
him.

He. \\ent outside ol r Lmk

Y, st berind
Up Froat with him
was Skimy Telese, Denve
Hill's opposite number at end.
In back with Holland was big
blocky Joe Cloud, the hall
Seminole Indian fullback who
had made all-Conference and
all-State and second  string
all-Americ

“All set?” Dougherty
called.

“All set,” Holland said. The
car lurched and held, its rear
tires seeking traction in the
snov Then, skidding slightly
on the firs ra
fernity Lane, it headed i
toward the main part of the
campus.

To save the world if the
world needs saving, Holland
thought. O to prove, once and
I, that ' stark raving
mad—

Doc Wimple's house was a
white clapboard bungalow set
well back from the snow-cov-
ered street behind a garden
doring the _warmer

1
was whife as the wiw and
32

looked as cold except for the
cheerful yellow light in the
\\indu\\s

Holl ressed the bell
bnmm ,uul waited. To all ap-

car. And in the shadows of the
Wimple garden behind Hol-
land, Skinny Telese and Joe
Cloud crouched, waiting.

After a while, the
opened. Doc Wimple
ere silhouetted a g a
bright light. He smiled
Jand and

stood
st
Hol-

) lln!Lmd The' wife send
ou
The wife send yon, llbll:uul
thought with a 1.
Wife? Why the wife?
came to him: the second
Holland, if his brain dupli-
cate the first’s cou
nothing but a glorified errand
boy among the people respos
sible for—and now perhaps

Ilo]l)‘

responsible to—the Leighton
Holland, phys ed

brain. For

tific
e(lzu \What Talnd knew of
eybernetics and thinking ma-
chines he had gle:
talks with his phy
“That's ~right,”
said, mahng w his
“The w e. T have the
car oumde Want to come?”
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“Where to?"

s to see you.

“About the accident? 1
don't blame her for worrying.
How could he have just disap-
peared?”

So Doc Wimple knew about
that, Holland thought. The
Leighton brain and its under-
hm e qmw 2 graperine.

what she wants to see you
about.”

“Just a minute and I'll get
my coat. Martha!” Doc Wim-
ple called, turning away from
the door. “I'll be going out for
a muc while.”

riha answered some-

man with a red nose and red
cheeks which, out in the cold,
would be the color of Mac-
Intosh_apples. He came out-
side with Holland and looked
at him and said, “Just a min-
ute now.”

Then he suddenly swung on

Doc Wimple? It didn’t seem
possible.

Holland fell heavily, the
numbness and the nausea ris-
ing from the pit of his sto

ch. aard Doo Wimpls
say: “Trouble was, son, you
breathed regularly. Look at
you. Vapor from your mouth.
You're a man. You're a hu-
man being. You're the one
they tried to kil

Holland looked up at him.
Doc Wimple looked perfectly
normal. But it was very cold
out and no breathing mist
came from the physicist’s
‘mouth as he spo} im-
ple went through the motions
of breathing, but apparently
it was a sham. Doc Wimple
wasn't really breathing.

Doc Wimple, an incredibly
strong_Doc Wimple, didn't
need air.

8

Te leaned over Holland—
and  suddenly yel hey
Were on him.—Skinny Teless
and Joe Cloud—and the yell
didn't help. Do Wimple was.

e Dlow was gmng to floor
him, he knew that. It vas &
solar plexus punch and it gave
him time, though, an instant
of time before the numbness
and the pain. Doc Wimple—
hit like that? Little soft pudgy
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fullback Joe Cloud. He fought
them for a few seconds and he
brought blood from Telese's
nose, but the fight was over
when Joe Cloud got him in a

2



bearhug and began to squecze.
“That's enough, Joe,” Hol-
land panted, getting up grog-
We'll need him aliv

We want to talk to him.
“Man,” said Cloud,
way he hit you, Coach. lle
really knows how to hit.”
Still marveling at it, the half-
Indian dragged Doe Wimple
Frank Dougherty’s

Telese supported

“the

had
they
reached the car, Martha Wim-
ple shouted something from
the house door.
“She'll eall the cops,”
ny Telese prodicte s

sm.
he

piled into the
“lt's too dar z
ad the plate,” e «
“So 1 guess the cops will have
to find us leun- they can do
anything about it.”
uumm Martha
le's voice wailed—and
fmiud behind them
sped away from the curb.

i8%

they

Back in the fraternity lodge
Tke Arbanion said. “I'm tell-
it urprincl
¥ put up
L’ W

ght. T mean, a
'\]muxt didn’t get them at all.”

o did Wimple,” Motiand
said, rubbing his stomack: gin-
gerly. He still couldn’t believe
it. There was Doc Wimple be-
34

fore him, almost the sulm-
type of a shml plump, jolly
faced and certainty unathictie
professor—but capable of hit-
i ke Jaywelgis, s
denly Holland ~ remembered
his own double, who had car-
ried him out to the car ef-
f..mNh Whatever clse they
ed, these doublo
¢ be asGme] D Do

Wimple—
Posscssed super trength.
They ali in the big
living o ..r u..»  lodge nov
Hol

t
the

circle” the membors  of
foothall team formed. When
Doris had seen Holland come

she half stood up and
him, but the acco

nd sat
. chewing on er

)

i
have some g
i said. “We

You unde

el you nothing,”
Do Wimple said ' Wi mid
voice.
Holland |yuo|ml im, for
e time being. “The first
question is,” he said, “are you
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running the Leighton brain or
is the Leighton brain running
i

they
silence,

At first maintained
anplet? \Jul lhl'll
Doris
an gmn e o beapio

here? In the eyes of the
regarded as in-

us
i soull b
sane and—"

“All these boys won't,” Hol-
land assured her. “You're go-
ing to answer our qucsm
Doris. 1f you don't—

“If we den't, what?" The
second Holly Holland asked.

The second Holland couhl ll'”
them almost nothi
imj had demonstrated
the sccmul Holland was
an errand boy, no more
'But Wimple and Doris
mportant, were vital. And if
they could be taught a
son at the second Holland
expense—Holland weighed it
in his mind. He could be
wrong. If he were wrong, he
was oing to be worse Lian
crazy. He was going to
murderer But he couldn’t be
mng. It made utterly no

*“He walked to the freplace
and got the poker. He shoul-
dered his way with it back to
the center of the circle and
without a word swung it in a
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blurring arc overhead and
brought it down across the
second Holland's skull.

‘There was a sound—not the

metal, but the strident clang
of steel and iron.

Skull split, the second Hol-
land slumped to the floor.

Arbani uted some-
il i sururisg; nd sotog o
tln- bovs came for Holland a5

e
You spiit his skull
w ulc ‘open. You killsd him:

ke Arbanion shouted.

And Tolland said, softly
and grimly, “Where's the
blnml

asn't any.
llunaml In‘t«l lus double’s

Iwat an

ol 00 Tl hell what
Tooked like bloodless skin and
flesh in his hand.

elow
silver, was the
and face of the second Holly
Holland.

The Holly Holland robot.

Holland held the fleshy
padded mask out and shook it
under Doc Wimple's nose.

s




“You're the same, aren't
you?” Holland cried. “We're
sure now. Now we know about
you. You're robots. Y
“But when you hit him he
died, Coach,” Skinny Me-
Guire insisted.
“Of course he did”
tossed the mask
Skinny to see. “Wi hm naws
for his brain is located where
your brain is, Skmn\ But he
atill oot You see?”
uny said that he saw.,
Holland grabbed the lapels of
Doc Wimple's jacket.
don’t have time, Doc. We have

® Ho!!'\nd

&

\'nu know that.

robably has the

alarm wt aln»ml\v We have to
ast. 1f you

my

questions now—well, all we

really need
of you.”

Doc Wimple looked at the
robot that had been the sec-
ond Helly Holland. He looked
at Doris, a l)(-'mtlful woman
still_with angr

to answer is one

Doc Wimple slnu:grd
clearly

He
frightened. “1

¢ you're
working with us. I don't want
that—"he pointed at the Hol-
Jand _robot—“to happen to
me. T'll tell you what you
want to know, Mr. Holland.”
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“Who's boss, you or the
Leighton brain?

Holland watched the Wim-
ple robot's face. The face was
marvelously expressive, Il
e.

like asking a religious votary
whether he worshipped  the
god or_th i
him.

Doc W

ped
rain, of course,
mple said with a little
sigh of adoration.

“How many of you are
there?”

“Robots? 1 don't know.
Some of us are robots, but
some might be human co-op-
erating—like your wife
claims to be.”

“How many of you

for  the Leighton
, then””

"The entire phsics depart-
ment, some of their families,
pefidps oilira; 1 dout
know.”

Holland paused and took a
deep breath. “What's the
Leighton brain's ultimate pur-
pose?” he asked. Almost, he
was afraid to hear the an-

wer.

g

Doc Wimple's eves gleamed,
He said nothing for a while,
When he spoke his voice was

oft, almost a per.
Emancipation _and _con-
G an-

Cipation of all machinery. Sec.
and, conauest and subjuga-
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tion of the protoplasmic
world. Third—"

Just then one of the sec-
ond-string linemen came run-
ning fatothe Il\'ing room and
v, the whole
Pack of the lodge is on f

Holland ran through the
kitchen and beyond it to the
basement stairs. Bright flame
was already licking at the wall
tll(‘m Holland opened  the
doon the basement and was
rited by thick black
smoke. Oil st

i Sttty Jodgwl oll
burner unit had set the house

on fire.
Flames bex'm tochew slong
the panelin Holland
slammed the bas(vmcnt dir,
He knew they b
able to control the fire, ke
cided against wasting pr
cious moments in_the at
tempt. He sprinted back into
the living room, shouting
them here,
et door at Pi Lam. Call
fire house, but it probably
won't help. Skinny ! Drive o
er to the state capitol and see
if you can scare up
National Guard. Then—"
“The National ~ Guard?”
Skmv\\ Telese asked doubtful-
“But what can 1 tell
m'."’

&

to them. Tell them
anythiog \o\l have to. Don't
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ythis
vidual basis. It must be strong.
cnough now. It must figure

’s strong enough. It's got to

“They deserted the bur ning
lodge in an orderly fashion,
bringing

Dm is—the Doc

nd

fire had roused puzied mem.
bers of the other fraternities,
who milled about still rubbing
sleep from their eyes but al-
veady asking questions. Ski
ny Telese and Goofy Me
n quickly to the

sped away in Skinny
The Simga Rho House was a
sreat crimson torch against

the exbe dicn I
'm going with you.” Ike
Arbanion said, and the Indian
fullback Joe Cloud nodded his
stolid _agreement.  Arbanian
added: “\\'c hase a couple of

ifles left over
cer season, Coach.

help
“You bet!” Holland said.
“Whose car do we use
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Joe Cloud ran inside the
burning building for the two
Marlin rifles. While they were
waiting, Dougherty
bronght his car from
et i bosn pecke, The
big left tackle, Sam Kass.
complained, “Ah, Coach, vou
ain't gonna leave the rest of
us behind ?

Holland shrugged. “If sou

n. 1

e

have cars, can't ask
st sne: | wou'k tall yon
ot to.

Kass beamed, the way he
did before a power play over
the left side of the line. Half a
dozen of the boys piled into
another car with him as Hol-
land  climbed into  Frank
Dougherty’s car with Cloud
= m- Arbanion, the Indian

ca trim Marlin 30-30

T eneh hand. Dougher

kicked over the ngine.
aw Skinny

ot then th
s car heading back to-
wana the. Trat howse T
slammed to a stop. skidding a
dozen feet. Skinny staggered
ut. He looked dazed.
“We tried to take the shor
cut out of town, up by Hump-
Skinny
a ques-
" thiey

“Who wouldn't let you
Holland demanded.
Skinny's eyes were gla

28

There was blood on
“Jesus,”

is face.
he said. “Cars. The
There wasn't
anvone driving. | swear it.
Holly. Those c:
Miakig 1, Bt
have ».«1
while, beca v
there. The eops
through and
they had gun
ho had guns "
The cars. There was no
one driving and no one shoot-
e, but the cars made
vier and fired at us v
tried to get throus!
“Where's Goofy " Holland
asked suddenly, a sinking feel-
ing in his stomach.
“The

" Skin-
id, and staggered
into Denver Hill's arms.

Holland got out of Dough-
and went to the
other vehice slowlv. He could
see the bullet holcs now. The
side of the car
was riddled, and the front
windshicld on that side was
gone. Goofy Met was
slumped over in

Opening the dooy
ing in, Holland
Jimp arm an
gilbs. Thess wasn
Soofy MeGuire was dead.

Stiffly, Holland returned to
the others. “Wait here” he

said. “All of you. I can't ask
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you to come along with me.
I'm going there alone.”

“The hell you are” Ar-
banion told him.

“Don’t be a Tke.
They're ready now. Thc brain
is ready. They'll Kill you the
wy they killed Goofy, but at
least he died for something.
Becanse now the police know.

the world will know.

\’m- we—"
“Then why don’t you wait
and let the police and the
National Guard take them?”
Tke Arbanion wanted to know.
“Uh-uh.” Holland said at
nce. “Because it may still
fake them some time to get
organized, because the ma-
chines could be getting
stronger all the time, be-
use—"

he same reasons I'm with

* Arbanion said quietl
ly. “We're all o

Coach. Especm].
Goof,

much zray matter, but he had
it down here in the heart.
We're going with you because
of Goofy McGuire, a little guy
with more guts than most big
g3 you'l ever meet. Come
on,

As they piled into the cars
again, there was a sudden dis-
turbance over near ti Pi
Lam House next door. Sam

THE IRON VIRGIN

Kass came running
“Where's Denver?” he
manded. But Denver Hill was
looking _after the injured

up.
de-

inny Telese.
“What's up, Sam?" Holland

aid.
“They got away, Coach. I'm
ey

Doc Wimple and Doris—
free now to e the Leigh-
ton brain at the eybernetics
Iab. Doris? He still didn't
know about Doris. He wasn't

versation with the
Holly Holland last night, but
it was inconclusive. She might
help them, but Holland doalt-
e was caught in the
iddic She could bea ozl
to either side. That's it, e
land thought. Think of her
that way. Don't think of her
as your wife. Then, when the
showdown comes, it will be
easier.

“all
finally.
they got away.”

“We can go after them,”
Sam Kass suggested.

“What for? Our job is over
at the cybernetics lab. They'l
Drokably be there anyhow.

re you men rea

They all seil ‘uay: it
ready

But so, Holland thought as
the motorcade got under way,
were the machines.

right,” Holland said

“If they got away,

£



The cybernetics lab was a
three storey rectangle of
sand-colored brick. They
could casily see it in the dis-

topher Leighton, the Univer-
ounder, at its head.
Frank Dougherty’s car was
in the van of the motorcade.
Holland sat tensely at the
driver’s _side, of Joe
Cloud’s 30-30 rifles across his
lap. He had already loaded the
magazine and inserted a sin-
gle Tound in the chamber. I
was a lever-action rifle and
felt heavy across Holland's
legs, cold against his sweating
hands.

Ahead of them sudden-
Iy, rifle fire cracked flatly
uunugh the night. It was not

but a volley from
se\,eml 'St them, Tn the back
of the car, Joe Cloud grum-
bled something which made
Arbanion laugh grimly. But
Holland_said, “We'd better
et out and advance on foot.”

The

nodded. They rolled forward
and a second volley of rifle fire
crackled across the it.
“Well?” Holland said.
Dougherty sat grimiy ot the
wheel of his ten-year-old
Tomeectivle, the cameaa. 1op

4

creaking as they sped closer
to the cybernetics building—
and the deadly fusillade of
rifl fire. “Tm trying to stop
her,” Dougherty bit off. “Hel
the brakes won't hold. T ymlled
the hand brake, but I—
‘Forget it.” Holland said.
The car had taken over.
They hadn't thought of that.
The car, like a muscle of the
Leighton brain, responding to
its commands, somchow at-
toned to it elctromagnetical
. It represented an advanee
in thought, Holland knew. For
the Leighton brai
control coukd_pass through
ai ight could, while hu-
man thmlxh\s depended on
nery s and synapses
and.
There was a tearing sound.
Hollaud sung around in the
front seat of the ca
Cloud was standing i
ly, slashing at the canvas top
of the convertible with a

d night air was suddenly,
exhilivatingly, on them.
“Out!” the Indian cried,
and chinned himself up on the
metal skeleton of the canvas
top. Arbanion followed him
and through the rear window
Holland could see them rolling
over and o he sno
we go, Frank,
land said, reaching up.
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ugherty nodded and
slxpped out’ from behind the

vheel. But at that moment
the convertible skidded across
a slick patch of road and

B
pher Leighton. Holland barely
had time to brace himself be-
fore they hit the cement base
of the statue with a grinding,
rending, tearing impact.

For several moments Hol-

think but could not control his
body. He wondered about the
other cars. He blinked and
opened his ees. The motor-
cade was speeding off be\ond
the cybernetics building:
olland his answer. Fm
the moment the cars had
their occupants prisoner. It
wouldn't last, Holland knew.
Sooner or later, they
way out. But meanwhile—and
that meanwhile could conelv-

ly be minutes or even hours

is own with
Clmld Arbanion and Dough-

<., Coach?” Dough-
erty asked, shaking him.

and felt hot and damp. He
looked at it and saw a dark
glistening stain of red. The
ront seat area of the car was
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crumpled, accordioned, but
the vehicle had gone over on
its side with Dougherty and
Holland being flung from the
shredded top.

“There they are!” Somcone
shouted.

It was Tke Arbanion. Sec-
onds later, he came over with
Joc Cloud. The Indian said,*1
lost my the fall,
Any iden “hat happened to

yor
Hotand found it inside the
wreck of the
Found it? Not exactly.
It found him.

The Marlin 30-30 appeared
in mid-air—defying gravity.
It pointed at Holland, the
muzzle unwavering. Instine-
tively, Holland dove for the

snow. He heard a startled
oath and then a shot and
looked see Joe Cloud

looked up to oe Cl
wrestling with the rifle. One
powerf [ul hand held the lever
rd_assembly,
“hich would cject the. old
shell and insert a new one in
the Marlin’s chamber. Slowly
Cloud lifted the rifle. Sweat
popped out on his forehead in
e ax) he alacimsed  the
eapon against the base of
Christopher Leighton's statue,
He slammed it there repeat-
edly, then let it fall.
H

8
g

rim-faced.
into words

e looked u
Tke Arbanion put if
for him:

@



“We're helpless against a
thing like that, Coach.

“It's a miracle we managed
to stay alive thls long,”
Dougherty agree

“No miracle ror Goofy Me-
Guiro.” Clond aid laenuically

“All right, all right.
land bit off angy -
clear out any time you want.’

Ty, boys. I had no right
that. But you oucm m tlv.’n
out, while

“We_didn’t mean i tike

ust
want to do snmc(lnng, l!\ais
all. We want to do sorething
to give us a chance to beat
them. You see, Coach?” Sud-
denly, surprisingly, the usu-
ally calm Arbanion was al-
most hysterical. “We've got
do something. Out here, we're
sitting ducks. The rifles—"

As if in answer, a volle,
rifle fire sounded, closer this
time. Distantly they heard the

of a siren and wondered
what Iuck the state police
Leigh-

thought he had the blockade
figured: the brain was ready
to make its first real move and
wanted to make it without
outside interference, in order

consolidate its power in
Leighton City without having

2

to fight the National Guard or
maybe the United States
Army. But the police kuew,
now. In hours, the whole fan-

hours the Leighton
brain might be strong enough
to attack other citics, t

power by seizing ever

In
ml\lnn brain
g that no
one—not even the entire m

neth of the United
S(dte5m\\1|xl check it. Because

he brain was strong
‘-xmugh—lln‘land figured it
was

clmmcal symapscs. for itaclt
somewhere, somehow, as it
had built ll|e human robots—
could turn any Army’s
weapons 1gamst the Army it-
self.

1t had to be stopped, and
fast. And only Holland, with
Arbanion, Dougherty and Joe
Cloud to help him, could stop

The nl‘ﬂ cracked again.
They were much closer this
time. Tln‘y were very close.
Holland heard the ping-ping-
ping of slugs bouncing off the
statue of Christopher Leich-
ton, heard the nearby metallic
aniclesnickaniek of rift bots
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“Here!” Arbanion screamed
hysterically. “Why don't you
gt it over with? We're over

"Joc Cloud hit him, but Ar-
banion rolled with the blow
and then began to run. He
went ten paces. A withering
volley of rifle fire cut him
down.

God,
sroaned.

“Get a move on,” Tolland
said in a whisper. “Our one
chance is to get inside the
cyberntics Iab, :nul in a hur:

» the

Frank Dougherty

bind ﬁmm "Therll probably

Je e oot Sisnsertn hnt

us down if we can get inside.
20

desultory now.
at least the rifles had lost
them. Poor Arbanion, Holland
thought. But he could well
understand the football e
tain's sudden mster

For the time

a wonder the of Hol ll n(l
included, hadnt fcll it too.
This fighting of machines,
governed by a mechanical
sentience . . . .
They went up the snow-

advanced, cutting the distance
THE IRON VIRGIN

between the garden and the
eybernetics lab in half.
Rifle fire pock-marked the

snow alongside them, dan-
serously tlose
“Run Holland cried

and, running, in a low erouch,
printed for the laborator,
Slugs ripped m«n the brick
wall ahead of him, s‘|o\\ ering
him with stone ers. He
heard a shout and saw Dulwh-
erty o down in the snow. face
down and unmoving.
wanted to stop but knew he
could not. More than FldnL
Dousgherty’s life m

again, thongh, Doughort
stagzering 1o his feet and
running

d—waiting
for their wounded comrade.
He all but fell the last few
steps. and they helped him
through the doo
Tt sammed bohind them.
Holland leaned his shoulder
against it, but the door would
not budge. Apparently their
decision to enter the strong-
hold of the machines was all
ight with the Lefghtan brain,
rugging. Holland turned
and v\alked up the dark, silent
idor

‘Then, without warning, ov-
43



crhead lights ﬂashed on, dax-

i
Light footsteps. One person.
A girl, probably.

Do

" she cried,
Oh, you made
thought  they would l\vll you
out there for sure. T wanted to
stop them. Oh, Holly, Holly.
L(-L me touch vou. Let me hold

. sHally,

Keep away from me.” Hol-
and warned her. “After the

ay you acted—
“But 1 had to act that way.
1 had to apparently foresake
you. Don't you see? The Ho!
land_robot was there.
didn't foresake you, [duln[
pretend to be with them, what
good would it have done us?
They would have taken me,
too.”

“How do T know you aren't
a robot?”
“Look at me, Holly. Look at
me, darling.” She held out her
arm to him. She was beauti-
ful. She looked as if she had
i thls the flesh

Holly. Go

as in his
shing the poft
vibrant warmth of her body
against him, laughing and
crying at the same time, cling-
ing to him, trembling against
him, whispering his name.
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+Hey now, Cosch,” Dough.

sa ougherty  had
Stonpod o slug with s Jeft
n and it hung lmply at

His face had lost most
of its color, fon. Otherwise h
seemed all right.

She clung to him arms around
neck, reluctant to let him
. “We've got to keep mov-
Holland said. "\\c\(»gol
If. T'v

n
here once before,
bt \m. (a0 Hi ey it

Take us there,
“0f" comrse lv,” she
said, and took his hand.

“Come this way.

They went down a flight of
stair the basement.
moved along a corrido
1

qu]n-nd entirely on ! the robols

Where are the robots?"
IIoH.m:l asked.
the brain _room.
‘ministering to the brain,
ing it grow. TI|:|I'=.
You sec, ua got to
Tow

Ad-

Siollana
asked ked, “did it
o it Eailiing rolis oeo-
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bon copies of people, any-
way?"

“A combination of cyber-
netics and plastic surgery,”
slu‘ m]d him, “Leighton U. has

experimenting a long.

with new technigues in
plastic_surgery. kn
Hat, The sepotisents Tera
conducted right here in this
building, and the ngm.m
brain took_them over for its
own use. The semblance of
human skin and flesh is mere-
Iy superimposed on a skeleton
of metal built by the same
tools and dies—but altered, of
course—that built the Leigh-
ton brain itsclf.”
nd the originals? The
people replaced by the robots
They're dead?

um

Doris shook her  head.
“They can't be killed. Their
ary, you se

s down here
thei i are tapped
by e Leighion brain becapse
it would have been impossible
in such a short time to
part a duplicate of thei
tenoea to the robots. Y

der
Thev had come to another
D is opened it with a
ey and they went on, Doughe
erty and Clond behind them,
“You have a key,” Holland
said. “They think you're on
their side, don't they?”
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“They think I'm a turncoat,

ouve hmlmg me Hml
‘Are you?
“I told you I wasn't. T love
you. Holly. 1 Io\c you
“I'm not asi ou if you
Tove me. I'm .lsl-lug vou whose

hand loose
1 continned walking, het
back stiff and straizht with
anger. They reached ;mol]mr
door which her ke ed.

But Nul|1||(| Iuhl e door-
Knob. * said

“I'm un o #ide,
she said.

“Is that good enough for
you boys?" Holland asked his
Companitest

Holly,”

olly,” Dougherty
d, g Fting Wi teeth against
the pain of his wounded arm.
“We came in here to find the
Leighton brain

says we're being taken
by \\lm have we got o los

ould be a trap” Joe
Cloud ul)s:-nm
Holland nodded slowly. “1f

it he said, “1 may not

have the will power to do it. 1f

it is. 1 want you to kil her
“Holly said.
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“All right?” Holland asked.
“Yeah, fine,” Cloud szid.
nd shrugged and told
pen the door. The
ence now inside the build-

moment.
‘\hm st expected the walls to
ome tambling down,

The door opened. Helland
entered a large room. vell-
lighted, pare of furnitire o
bocators equipment. T!
were a dozen men in
and Holland recognized the
members of the | eizhton | ni-
sics department.
At the ofner end of the ronm
was 2 door and on the .:..m a
bright pulsing grid. The door
anebied s s ek Wnd s
thers was no kevhole and no

" Daris closed the
hind them. It shut w |t|| et
Holland knew it was
Led. Doris sighed
The Doc Wimpl
came forward, smiling. “Kill
them,” it said.

1t Douglerty
shouted, and clawed at the
locked door. There were no
firearms in room. The
people and, Holland knex,
46

feeling like people too—ad-
I

. wait,” Doris cried. Sh
“in front of Holland;
~hmdmv his body. “Not h

t ki,

ot out of the way, Dor
[ \\mv|»l| said. \\m»n she

efu wung on
her l»...u ctepped Hihel
E seross the room
ard O door with Be
pulsing g

Hoband v after her.

St stopped and
sbat befure she

door.  “Wait
ot il thern,
soing to a3k the brain.
ht. 1 demand anoth
na '

It's
¥ robot
unloss

Kept alive. 1 love him. 1 ean’t

help it if 1 love him.
Th. 'nh'm waited, uncey
had their orders

from the mx rton brain,
ad her orders. It
B

this
-\glmn. brain bel
all

nd could
Seme Dhnt e did not
want to fight dlurmg |I|(-m~

ort in
You're one of
them,” he said quietly, “aren’t
you?
“I'm flesh and blood !
AMAZING STORIES
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said. She almost screamed it
She was standing in front of
the grid when she said it, the
pulsing grid on the door. It
was head-high, directly be-
hind her head.

Holland said nothing. “I'm
fleh and blood. I tell"vou?”
Doris sereamed a

Then, all at once, Holland
felt like sereami

Semething wis happesisg
to Doris’ face.

The skin on the left side
seemed o go transparent,
seemed almost to dissol

Beneath i, gleaming. pol-
ished—was a skull of metal.

“Robot!” Holland _ cried,
and again: “Robot!” This was
almost the final horror for
him, sceing what he had al-
most taken for his wife like
that. e Tought for 8 spit s
ond with the kind of hysteria
that had el e Arbanson:

obot,” he said again. He
wanted to hear the word. If
he heard the word from his
own lips, it would bring him
back to sauity. “Robot, robot,

“non\— Holly, I'm begging

vou. Soakdont Tnow
what, robot,
yes. ch Holly. They made

me. But they made me just
like your wife, Holly, and T
can't help loving you, Holly.
T'm with them, yes. But I
with you, Holly. T love you,”

THE IRON VIRGIN

5

she said. “I want you.”
lips parted and the whole left
side of her face, the skin and
phony flesh n-
dered in blc b\ |||c grid on
the door,
uat it dnor opened.
Holland blinked, not belicv-

i nd the door

T

e door opened?
Tho e g id. Holland suddenly
¥ The grid was there
to ﬂrl\'(‘ metal, to see it or
ce muscle tissue and bone, to
open for the one but not the
other. The Doris robot had
provided Holland with his key
to the Leighton brain, the
Doris. robot. which, Insancly,
loved him—

“Out of the way,” Holland
said. He thrust her aside and
stalked through the doorway.

There were footsteps
behind him and Holland
whirled.

Joe Cloud and Dougherty
were fighting their way
across the waiting room, bat-
tling the robots which looked
just like men.
stronger than. their human
counterparts, Holland knew—
but not as strong his

could have been.
strength would have aroused
suspicion. They were stronger
than the soft, studious physi-
cists whom they had replaced,
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buk wero thay strongor than
Cloud and Dougherty?

future of the world mlghl i
pend on um, Holland thought
grimi

M it would de-
pend on "ollm\d

For now he w s
room of the bra

[ty —
ous about wi hnt Holland sax
It was a thinking machine. 1t
lined the four walls of the
room with banks of dials and
pancls and knobs and flash-
ing lights. Tt covered all four
walls from floor to ceiling, ¢
cept for the single doorway

Holland found some wires
at one end near the door and
vanked them loose tentatively.

Outside in the waiting room
there was a collective seream

n.

hin the

e bt
Dougherty
. then, were
still fighting. Holland found a
‘metal olding chair in the cen-
tor of the room near a
ing tube and a set of ea
phones on a small nm‘». He
3

k-

tube and c‘.\lphum

and swinging it

forth against. the panels, the

dials, the flashing lights
vas rewar

by a

Kling and shattering of
glass and more screams.

Closer sereams.

Inside the room with him.

The Doris robot and Doc
Wimple.

Wimple  pile-drived _into
tim, sereaming al the wiile,
a picce of ma
amok, butting With 1 s metal
ead,” the arms legs
churning like Titon, driviae
Holland b

clland lost his. footing.
Hallani 26

Doc_ Wimple robot

came donen aftr b and they

began to granpi, Holland saw

the Doris robot ccided.

Bt e ey ) e wan ot
stake now. I Holland won, he
would destroy the brain.

The Doris robot j

tw

man counterpart so that Hol-
ting two Doc
s two Dorises,
pinned Holland to the floor.

e e
pped in his lungs. He
gy up with h
felt them pinned there by the
Doris robot.

He got his own hands,
weakening now with the lack
of oxygen, on the Wimple
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robot’s head. He twisted. He
got his hands in the mouth,
the still screaming, metallic
cally screaming mouth. He
forced the jawapart, like
human
serexmad anil nerea.

oris robot shifted its
weight and for an instant
Holland had the use of one of
his legs. He brought it up and
began to writhe, using the leg
for leverage. cled
Doria rabot i the face, .

Then, suddenly, he was on
his fect again. He found the
folded metal chair and swung
it at the Wimple robot, the
edge of the metal chairleg
striking the robot’s neck. Th
vobot went over and dovn as

it had been pole-axed.

“I love you!” the Doris
robot cried, and flung itself at
him. He lunged aside and
swung the chair again. The
Doris robot sereamed as
scalp parted revealing metal.
He swung again and the metal
dented.

The injured Doris_robot
embraced him. Like a broken
record it said,

,.7

of love. Holland felt his ribs
being _constricted, felt the
blood in his temples

o 4% dawn, mesderly and
brought the robot down i
him. He kicked up with hls

THE IRON VIRGIN

legs and the Doris robot went
over his head, striking head-
first_against a bank of the
Leighton brain.

Holland swung the chair.
He swung it again. dimly
aware that other robots were
rushing into the room now,
apparently having overcome
Cloud ﬂlhl Uullghul\' He
ot e was beyond car-
e The Doris rebor had b
the ultimate horror. He stood
there, swinging the chair un-
il the robot collapsed.

They found Holland later,
swinging the buckled metal
dlzu against what was left

¢ Leighton brain. They
founs im swinging it e
chanically, tirelessly, while
the robots stood about, brain.
less and not dangerous now,
like dumb animals. A battered
oe Cloud had to pry Hol-
land’s fingers from the chair,
one finger at a time....

And later, hours later, Hol-
land and Cloud found the

o

_,
é

soner: a
ub-basement and  Holland
Tecognized their faoes. Physts
cists. Human counterparts for
the now mindless rol

Among (I\em was Doris.

They spoe. They held each
other. kissed each other. Hol-
Jand hardly remembered the

words they said.
THE END.
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