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Intelligent parents readily understand why they must
not try to educate and train their children.
Robots do it much better; they do not confuse them

with complexes or emotions or petty impulses.
Even tired old Ed Doyle could tell you that much . ..

PROGENY

BY PHILIP K. DICK

ED DOYLE hurried. He caught
4 a surface car, waved fifty
credits in the robot driver’s face,
mopped his florid face with a red
pocket-handkerchief, unfastened his
collar, perspired and licked his lips
and swallowed piteously all the
way to the hospital.

The surface car slid up to a
smooth halt before the great white-
domed hospital building. Ed leaped
out and bounded up the steps three
at a time, pushing through the vis-
itors and convalescent patients
standing on the broad terrace. He
threw his weight against the door
and emerged in the lobby, aston-
ishing the attendants and persons
of importance. moving about their
tasks.

“Where?’ Ed demanded, gazing
around, his feet wide apart, his
fists clenched, his chest rising and
falling. -His breath came hoarsely,
like an animal’s. Silence fell over
the lobby. Everyone turned toward
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him, pausing in their work.
“Where?” Ed demanded again.
“Where is she? They?”

It was fortunate Janet had been
delivered of a child on this of all
days. Proxima Centauri was a long
way from Terra and the service was
bad. Anticipating the birth of his
child, Ed had left Proxima some
weeks before. He had just arrived
in the city. While stowing his suit-
case in the luggage tread at the
station the message had been
handed to him by a robot courier:
Los Angeles Central Hospital. At
once.

Ed hurried, and fast. As he hur-
ried he couldn’t help feeling
pleased he had hit the day exactly
right, almost to the hour. It was a
good feeling. He had felt it before,
during years of business dealings
in the “colonies”, the frontier, the
fringe of Terran civilization where
the streets were still lit by electric
lights and doors opened by hand.
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That was going to be hard to get
used to. Ed turned toward the door
behind him, feeling suddenly fool-
ish. He had shoved it open, ignor-
ing the eye. The door was just now
closing, sliding slowly back in place.
He calmed down a little, putting
his handkerchief away in his coat
pocket. The hospital attendants
were resuming their work, picking
up their activities where they had
left off. One attendant, a strapping
late-model robot, ‘coasted over to
Ed and halted.

The robot balanced his note-
board expertly, his photocell eyes
appraising Ed’s flushed features.
“May I enquire whom you are
looking for, sir? Whom do you
wish to ﬁnd'f’” |

“My wife.”

“Her name, sir?”’

“Janet. Janet Doyle. She’s just
had a child.”

The robot consulted his. board.
“This way, sir.” He coasted off
down the passage.

Ed followed nervously. “Is she
okay? Did I get here in time?” His
anxiety was returning.

“She is quite well, sir.” The ro-
bot raised his metal arm and a
side door slid back. “In here, sir.”

Janet, in a chic blue-mesh suit,
was sitting before a mahogany desk,
a cigarette between her fingers, her
slim legs crossed, talking rapidly.
On the other side of the desk a
well-dressed doctor sat listening.

“Janet!” Ed said, entering the
room.

“Hi, Ed.” She glanced up at him.
“You just now get in?” -

“Sure. It's—it’s -all over? You—
1 mean, it’s happened?” -

Janet laughed, her éven white
teeth sparkling. “Of course. Come
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in and sit. This is Doctor Bish.”

“Hello, Doc.” Ed sat dewn nerv-
ously across from them. “Then it’s
all over?”

“The event has happened,” Doc-
tor Bish said. His voice was thin
and metallic. Ed realized with a
sudden shock that the doctor was
a robot. A top-level robot, made in
humaneid form, not like the ordi-
nary metal-limbed workers. It had
fooled him—he had been away so
long. Doctor Bish appeared plump
and well fed, with kindly features
and eyeglasses. His large fleshy
hands rested on the desk, a ring on
one finger. Pinstripe suit and neck-
tie. Diamond tie clasp. Nails care-
fully manicured. Hair black and
evenly parted.

But his voice had given him
away. They never -seemed to be
able to get a really human sound
into the voice. The compressed -air
and whirling disc system seemed to
fall short. Otherwise, it was very
convincing.

“I understand you’ve been situ-
ated near Proxima, Mr. Doyle,”
Doctor Bish said pleasantly.

Ed nodded. “Yeah.”

“Quite a long way, isn’t it? I've
never been out there. I have al-
ways wanted to go. Is it true they’re
almost ready to push on to Smus'r’”

“Look, doc—

“Ed, dont be impatient.” Janet
stubbed out her cigarette, glancing
reprovingly up -at him. She hadn’t
changed in six months. Small
blonde face, red mouth, cold eyes
like little blue rocks." And now, her
perfect figure back again. “They’re
bringing him here. It takes a few
minutes. They have to wash him
off and put drops in his eyes and
take a wave shot of his brain.”
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“He? Then it’s a boy?”

“Of course. Don’t you remem-
ber? You were with me when I
had the shots. We agreed at. the
time. You haven’t changed your
mind, have you?”

“Too late to change your mind
now, Mr.
toneless voice came, high-pitched
and calm. “Your wife has decided
to call him Peter.”

“Peter.” Ed nodded, a little
dazed. “That’s right. We did de-
cide, didn’t we? Peter.” He let the
word roll around in his mind.
“Yeah. That’s fine. I like it.”

The wall suddenly faded, turn-
ing from opaque to transparent.
Ed spun quickly. They were look-
ing into a brightly lit room, filled
with hospital equipment and white-
clad attendant robots. One of the
robots was moving toward them,
pushing a cart. On the cart was a
container, a big metal pot.

Ed’s breathing increased. He felt
a wave of dizziness. He went up to
the transparent wall and stood
gazing at the metal pot on the
cart.

Doctor Bish rose. “Don’t you
want to see, too, Mrs. Doyle?”

“Of course.” Janet crossed to
the wall and stood beside Ed. She
watched critically, her arms folded.

Doctor Bish made a signal. The
attendant reached into the.pot and
lifted out a wire tray, gripping the
handles with his magnetic clamps.
On the tray, dripping through the
wire, was Peter Doyle, still" wet
from his bath, his eyes wide with
astonishment. He was pink all over,
except for a fringe of hair on the
top of his head, and his great
blue eyes. He was little and wrin-
kled and toothless, like an ancient
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Doyle,” Doctor Bish’s’

withered sage.

“Golly,” Ed said.

Doctor Bish made a second sig-
nal. The wall slid back. The at-
tendant robot advanced into the
room, holding his dripping tray
out. Doctor Bish removed Peter

- from the tray and held him up for

inspection. He turned him around
and around, studying him from
every angle.

“He looks fine,” he said at last.

“What was the result of the wave
photo?” Janet asked.

“Result was good. Excellent
tendencies indicated. Very prom-
ising. High development of the—"
The doctor brake off. “What is it,
Mr. Doyle?”

Ed was holding out his hands.
“Let me have him, doc. I want to
hold him.” He grinned from ear to

ar. “Let’s see how heavy he is. He
sure looks big.”

Doctor Bish’s mouth fell open in
horror. He and Janet gaped.

“Ed!” Janet exclaimed sharply.
“What’s the matter with you?”

“Good heavens, Mr. Doyle,” the
doctor murmured, -

Ed blinked. “What?”

“If T had thought you had any
such thing in mind—" Doctor Bish
quickly returned Peter to the at-
tendant. The attendant rushed
Peter from the room, back to the
metal pot. The cart and robot and
pot hurriedly vanished, and the wall
banged back in place.

Janet grabbed Ed’s arm angrily.
“Good Lord, Ed! Have you lost
your mind? Come on. Let’s get out
of here before you do something
else.”

“But'—,’

“Come on.” Janet smiled nerv-
ously at Doctor Bish. “We’ll run
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along now, doctor. Thanks so much
for everything. Don’t pay any atten-
tion to him. He’s been out there so
long, you know.”

“I understand,” Doctor Bish said
smoothly. He had regained his
poise. “I trust we’ll hear from you
later, Mrs. Doyle.”

Janet pulled Ed out into the hall.
“Ed; what’s the matter with you?
T've never been so embarrassed in
all my life” Two spots of red
glowed in Janet’s cheeks. “I could
have kicked you.”

“But what—"

“You know we aren’t allowed to
touch him. What do you want to
do, ruin his whole life?”

“But—-”

“Come on.” They hurried out-
side the hospital, onto the terrace.
Warm sunlight streamed down on
them. “There’s no telling. what
harm you’ve done. He may already
be hopelessly warped. If he grows
up all warped and—and “neurotic
and emotional, it'll be your fault.”

Suddenly Ed remembered. He
sagged, his features drooping with
misery. “That’s right. I forgot. Only
robots can come near the children.
Pm sorry, Jan. I got carried away.
I hope I didn’t do anything they
can’t fix.”

“How could you forget?”

“It’s so different out at Prox.” Ed
waved to a surface car, crest-fallen
and abashed. The driver drew up
in front of them. “Jan, 'm sorry as
hell. T really am. I was all excited.
Let’s go have a cup of coffee some-
place and talk. T want to know what
the doctor said.”

I‘:D HAD a cup of coffee and
Janet sipped at a brandy
68

frappé. " The Nymphite Room
was pitch black except for a vague
light oozing up from the table be-
tween them. The table diffused a
pale illumination that spread over
everything, a ghostly radiation
seemingly without source. A robot
waitress moved back and forth
soundlessly with a tray of drinks.
Recorded music played softly in the
back of the room.

“Go on,” Ed said.

“Go on?” Janet slipped her jacket
off and laid it over the back of her
chair. In the pale light her breasts
glowed faintly. “There’s not much
to tell. Everything went all right. It
didn’t take long. I chatted with
Doctor Bish most of the time.”

“I’'m glad I got here.”

“How was your trip?”

“Fine.”

“Is the service getting any better?
Does it still take as long as it did?”

“About the same.”

“I can’t see why you want to go
all the way out there. It’s so—so
cut off from things. What do you
find out there? Are plumbing fix-
tures really that much in demand?”

“They need them. Frontier area.
Everyone wants the refinements.”
Ed gestured vaguely. “What did he
tell you about Peter? What’s he
going to be like? Can he tell? I
guess it’s too soon.”

“He was going to tell me when
you started acting the way you did.
I’ll call him on the vidphone when
we get- home. His wave pattern
should be good. He comes from the
best eugenic stock.”

Ed grunted. “On your side, at
least.”

“How long are you going to be
here?”

“I don’t know. 'Not long. I'll have
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to go back. I’d sure like to see him
again, before I-go:” He glanced up
hopefully at his wife. “Do you think
I can?”’ . :

“I suppose.”

“How long will he have to stay
there?”’

“At the hospital? Not long. ‘A
few days.” ;

Ed hesitated. “I didn’t mean ‘at
the hospital, exactly. I mean with
them. How long before we can have
him? How long before we can bring
him home?”

There was silence. Janet finished
her brandy. She leaned back, light-
ing a cigarette. Smoke drifted across
to Ed, blending with the pale light.
“Ed, I don’t think you understand.
You’ve been out there so long: A lot
has happened since you were a
child. New methods, new tech-
niques. They've found out so many
things they didn’t know. They’re
making progress, for the first time.
They know what to ‘do. They're
developing a real methodology for
dealing with children. For the
growth - period. Attitude develop-
ment. Training.” She smiled bright-
ly at Ed. “I’'ve been reading all
about it.”

“How long before we get him?”
" “In a few days he’ll be released
from the hospital. He’ll go to a
child guidance center. He’ll be
tested and studied. They’ll deter-
mine his various capacities and his
latent abilities. The direction his
development seems to be taking.”

“And then?”

“Then he’s put in the proper
educational division. So he’ll get the
right training. Ed, you know, I
think he’s really going to be some-
thing! T could tell by the way Doc-
tor Bish looked. He was studying
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the wave pattern charts when I
came in. He had a look on his face.
How can I describe it? She
searched for the word. “Well, al-
most—almost a greedy look. Real
excitement. They take so much in-
terest in what they’re doing. He—"

“Don’t say he. Say it.”

“Ed, really! What's got into
you?” :

“Nothing.” Ed glared sullenly
down. “Go on.”

“They make sure he’s trained in
the right direction. All the time he’s
there ability tests are given. Then,
when he’s about nine, he’ll be trans-
ferred to—"

“Nine! You mean nine years?”’

“Of course.”

“But when do we get him?”

“Ed, I thought you knew about
this. Do I have to go over the whole
thing?”

“My God, Jan! We can’t wait
nine years!”’ Ed jerked himself up-
right. “I never heard of such a
thing. Nine years? Why, he’ll be
half grown by then.”

“That’s the point.” Janet leaned
toward him, resting her bare elbow
against the table. “As long as he’s
growing he has to be with them.
Not with us. Afterwards, when he’s
finished growing, when he’s no
longer so plastic, then we can be
with him all we want.”

“Afterwards? When h\e’s eight-
een?” Ed leaped up, pushing his
chair back. “I’'m going down there
and get him.” '

“Sit down, Ed.” Janet gazed up
calmly, one supple arm thrown
lightly over the back of her chair.
“Sit down and act like an adult, for
a change.”

“Doesn’t it matter to you? Don’t
you care?”
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“Of course I care” Janet
shrugged. “But it’s necessary.
Otherwise he won’t develop cor-
rectly. It's for his good. Not ours.
He doesn’t exist for us. Do you want
him to have conflicts?”

Ed moved away from the table.
“T’ll see you later.”

“Where are you going?”

“Just around. I can’t stand this
kind of place. It bothers me. I'll see
you later.” Ed pushed across the
roont to the door, The door opened
and he found himself on the shiny
noon-day street. Hot sunlight beat
down on him. He blinked, adjusting
himself to the blinding light. People
streamed around him. People and
noise. He moved with them.

He was dazed. He had known, of
course. It was there in the back of
his mind. The new developments in
child care. But it had been abstract,
general. Nothing to do with him.
With Ais child.

He calmed himself, as he walked
along. He was getting all upset
about nothing. Janet was right, of
course. It was for Peter’s good.
Peter didn’t exist for them, like a
dog or cat. A pet to have around
the house. He was a human being,
with his own life. The training was
for him, not for them. It was to
develop him, his abilities, his pow-
ers. He was to be molded, realized,
brought out.

Naturally, robots could do the
best job. Robots could train him
scientifically, according to a ration-
al technique. Not according to emo-
tional whim. Robots didn’t get
angry. Robots didn’t nag and
whine. They didn’t spank a child or
yell at him. They didn’t give con-
flicting orders. They didn’t quarrel
among themselves or use the child
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for their own ends. And there could
be no Oedipus Complex, with only
robots around.

No complexes at all. It had been
discovered long ago that neurosis
could be traced to childhood train-
ing. To the way parents brought up
the child. The inhibitions he was
taught, the manners, the lessons, the
punishments, the rewards. Neuroses,
complexes, warped development,
all stemmed from the subjective re-
lationship existing between the
child and the parent. If perhaps the
parent could be eliminated as a
factor . . .

Parents could never become ob-
jective about their children. It was
always a biased, emotional projec-
tion the parent held toward the
child. Inevitably, the parent’s view
was distorted. No parent could be a
fit instructor for his child.

Robots could study the child,
analyze his needs, his wants, test
his abilities and interests. Robots
would not try to force the child to
fit a certain mold. The child would
be trained along his own lines;
wherever scientific study indicated
his interest and need lay.

Ed came to the corner. Traffic
whirred past him. He stepped ab-
sently forward.

A clang and crash. Bars dropped
in front of him, stopping him. A
robot safety control.

“Sir, be more careful!” the
strident voice came, close by him.

“Sorry.” Ed stepped back. The
control bars lifted. He waited for
the lights to change. It was for
Pete’s own good. Robots could train
him right. Later on, when he was
out of his growth stage, when he
was not so pliant, so responsive—

“It’s better for him,” Ed mur-
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mured. He said it again, half aloud.
Some people glanced at him and he
colored. Of course it was better for
him. No doubt about it. .

Eighteen. He couldn’t be with his
son until he was eighteen. Practical-
ly grown up.

‘The  lights changed. Deep in
thought, Ed crossed the street
with the other pedestrians, keeping
carefully inside the safety lane. It
was best for Peter. But eighteen
years was a long time.

“A hell of a long time,” Ed mur-
mured, frowning. “Too damn long
a time.”

DOCTOR 2g-Y Bish carefully
studied the man standing in
front of him. His relays and memory
banks clicked, narrowing down the
image identification, flashing a
variety of comparison possibilities
past the scanner.

“I recall you, sir,” Doctor Bish
said at last. “You’re the man from
Proxima. From the colonies. Doyle.
Edward Doyle. Let’s see. It was
some time ago. It must have
been—"

“Nine years ago,” Ed Doyle said
grimly. “Exactly nine years ago,
practically to the day.”

Doctor Bish folded his hands.
“Sit down, Mr. Doyle. What can I
do for you? How is Mrs. Doyle?
Very engaging wife, as I recall. We
had a delightful conversation dur-
ing her delivery. How—"

“Doctor Bish, do you know where
my son is?” _

Doctor Bish considered, tapping
his fingers on the desk top, the
polished mahogany surface. He
closed his eyes slightly, gazing off
into the distance. “Yes. Yes, I
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know where your son is, Mr.
Doyle.”

Ed Doyle relaxed. “Fine.” He
nodded, letting his breath out in
relief.

“I know exactly where your son
is. I placed him in the Los Angeles
Biological Research Station about a
year ago. He’s undergoing special-
ized training there. Your son, Mr.
Doyle, has shown exceptional abil-
ity. He is, shall 1 say, one of the
few, the very few we have found
with real possibilities.”

“Can I see him?”

“See him? How do you mean?”’

Doyle controlled himself with an
effort. “I think the term is clear.” -

Doctor Bish rubbed his chin. His
photocell brain whirred, operating
at maximum velocity. Switches
routed power surges, building up
loads and leaping gaps rapidly, as
he contemplated the man before
him. “You wish to view him? That’s
one meaning of the term. Or do you
wish to talk to him? Sometimes the
term js used to cover a more direct
contact. It’s a loose word.”

“I want to talk to him.”

“I see.” Bish slowly drew some
forms from the dispenser on his
desk. “There are a few routine pa-
pers that have to be filled out first,
of course. Just how long did you
want to speak to him?”

Ed Doyle gazed steadily into
Doctor Bish’s bland face. “I want to
talk to him several hours. Alone.”

“Alone?” ‘

“No robots around.”

Doctor Bish said nothing. He
stroked the papers he held, creas-
ing the edges with his nail. “Mr.
Doyle,” he said carefully, “I wonder
if you're in a proper emotional state
to visit your son. You have recently
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come in from the colonies?”

“I left Proxima three weeks ago.”

“Then you have just arrived here
in Los Angeles?”

“That’s right.”

“And you've come to see your
son? Or have you other business?”
- “I came for my son.”

“Mr. Doyle, Peter is at a very
critical stage. He has just recently
been transferred to the Biology
Station for his higher training. Up
to now his training has been gen-
eral. What we call the non-dif-
ferentiated stage. Recently he has
entered a new period. Within the
last six months Peter has begun ad-
vanced work along his specific line,
that of organic chemistry. He
will—"

. p“What does Peter think about
it?”

Bish frowned.
stand, sir.”

“How does he feel? Is it what he
wants?”

. “Mr. Doyle, your son has the pos-

sibility of becoming one of the
world’s finest bio-chemists. In all
the time we have worked with hu-
man beings, in their training and
development, we have never come
across a more alert and integrated
faculty for the assimilation of data,
construction of theory, formulation
of material, than that which your
son possesses. All tests indicate he
will rapidly rise to the top of his
chosen field. He is still only a child,
Mr. Doyle, but it is the children
who must be trained.”

Doyle stood up. “Tell me where I
can find him. T'll talk to him for
two hours and then the rest is up
to him.”

“The rest?”

Doyle clamped hlS jaw shut. He
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“I don’t under-

shoved his hands in his pockets. His
face was flushed and set, grim with
determination. In the nine years he
had grown much heavier, more
stocky and florid. His thinning hair
had turned iron-gray. His clothes
were dumpy and unpressed. He

looked stubborn.

Doctor Bish sighed. “All right,
Mr. Doyle. Here are the papers.
The law allows you to observe your
boy whenever you make proper ap-
plication. Since he is out of his non-
differentiated stage, you may also
speak to him for a period of ninety
minutes.”

“Alone.”

“You can take him away from
the Station grounds for that length
of time.” Doctor Bish pushed the
papers over to Doyle. “Fill these
out, and I'll have Peter brought
here.”

He looked up steadily at the man
standing before him.

“I hope you’ll remember that any
emotional experience at this crucial
stage may do much to inhibit his
development. He has chosen his
field, Mr. Doyle. He must be per-
mitted to grow along his selected
lines, unhindered by situational
blocks. Peter has been in contact
with our technical staff throughout
his entire training period. He is not
accustomed to contact with other
human beings. So please be care-
ful.”

Doyle said nothing. He grabbed
up the papers and plucked out his
fountain pen.

HE HARDLY recogrized his
son when the two robot at-
tendants brought him out of the
massive concrete Station building
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and deposited him a few yards from
Ed’s parked surface car.

Ed pushed the door open. “Pete!”
His heart ‘was thumping heavily,
painfully. He watched his son come

~toward the car, frowning in the
- bright sunlight. It was late after-
noon, about four. A faint breeze
blew across the parking lot, rustling
a few papers and bits of debris.

Peter stood slim and straight. His
eyes were- large, deep brown, like
Ed’s. His hair was light, almost
blonde. More like Janet’s. He had
Ed’s jaw, though, the firm line,
clean and well-chiseled. Ed grinned
at him. Nine years it had been.
Nine years since the robot attendant
had lifted the wire rack up from
the: conveyor pot, to show him the
little wrinkled baby, red as a boiled
lobster.

Peter had grown. He was not a
baby any longer. He was a young
boy, straight and proud, with firm
features and wide, clear eyes.

“Pete,” Ed -said “How the hell
are you?” -

The boy stopped by the door of
the car. He gazed at Ed calmly. His
eyes flickered, taking in the car, the
robot driver, the heavy-set man in
the rumpled tweed suit grinning
nervously at him.

“Get in. Get inside.” Ed moved
over. “Come on. We have places
to go.”

The boy was looking at him
again. Suddenly Ed was conscious
of his baggy suit, his unshined shoes,
his gray stubbled chin. He flushed,
yanking out his red pocket-hand-
kerchief and mopping his forehead
uneasily. “T just got off the ship,

Pete. From Proxima. I haven’t had’

time to change I'm a little dusty.
Long trip.” .
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Peter nodded.” “4.3 light years,
isn’t it?”

“Takes three weeks Get in. Don’t
you want to get in?”

Peter slid in beside hlm. Ed
slammed the door.

“Let’s go.” The car started up.
“Drive—" Ed peered out the win-
dow. “Drive up there: By the hill.
Out of town.” He turned to Pete. “I
hate big cities. I can’t get used to
them.”

“There are no large cities in the
colonies, are there?” Peter mur-
mured. “You’re unused to urban
living.”

Ed settled back. His heart had
begun to slow down to its normal
beat. “No, as a matter of fact it’s
the other way around, Pete.”

“How do you mean?’

“I went to Prox because 1
couldn’t stand cities.”

Peter said nothing. The surface
car was climbing, going up a steep
highway into the hills. The Station,
huge - and impressive, spread out
like a heap of cement bricks di-
rectly below them. A few cars
moved along the road, but not
many. Most transportation was by
air, now. Surface cars had begun
to disappear.

"The road levelled off. They
moved along the ridge of the hills.
Trees and bushes rose on both sides
of them. “It’s nice up here,” Ed
said.

“Yes.’,

“How—how have you been? I
haven’t seen you for a long time.
Just once. . Just after you were
born.”

" “I know. Your visit is listed in the
records.”

“You been getting along all

- right?”
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“Yes. Quite well.”

“They treatmg you all right?”

“Of course.

After awhile Ed leaned forward.
“Stop here,” he said to the robot
driver.

The car slowed down, pulling
over to the side of the road. “Sir,
there is nothing—

“This is fine. Let us out. We’ll
walk from here.”

The car stopped. The door slid
reluctantly open. Ed stepped quick-
ly out of the car, onto the pave-
ment. Peter got out slowly after
him, puzzled. “Where are we?”

“No place.” Ed slammed the
door. “Go on back to town, he
said to the driver. “We won’t need
you.”

‘The car drove off. Ed walked to
the side of the road. Peter came aft-
er him. The hill dropped away, fall-
ing down to the beginnings of the
city below. A vast panorama
stretched out, the great metropolis
in the late afternoon-sun. Ed took
a deep breath, throwing his arms
out. He took off his coat and tossed
it over his shoulder.

“Come on.,” He started down the
hillside.- “Here we go.”

“Where?”

“For a walk. Let’s get off this
damn road.”

They climbed down the side of
the hill, walking carefully, holding
onto the grass and roots jutting out
from the soil. Finally they came to
a level place by a big sycamore tree,
Ed threw himself down on the
ground, grunting and" wiping sweat
from his neck.

“Here. Let’s sit here.”

Peter sat down carefully, -a little
way off. Ed’s blue shirt was stained
with sweat. He unfastened his tie
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and loosened his collar. Presently
he searched through his coat
pockets. He brought out his pipe
and tobacco.

Peter watched him fill the pipe
and light it with a big sulphur
match. “What’s that?” he mur-
mured.

“This? My pipe.” Ed grinned,
sucking at the pipe. “Haven’t you
ever seen a pipe?”

6‘N0.37

“This is a good pipe. I got this
when I first went out to Proxima.
That was a long time ago, Pete. It
was twenty-five years ago. I was
just ‘nineteen, then. Only about
twice as old as you.”

He put his tobacco away and
leaned back, his heavy face serious,
preoccupied.

“Just nineteen. I went out there
as a plumber. Repair and sales,
when I could make a sale. Terran
Plumbing. One of those big ads you
used to see. Unlimited opportun-
ities. Virgin lands. Make a million.
Gold in the “streets.” Ed laughed.

“How did you make out?”

“Not bad. Not bad at all. I own
my own line, now, you know. I
service the whole Proxima system.
We do repairing, maintenance,
building. Construction. I’ve got six
hundred people working for me. It
took a long time. It didn’t come
easy.”

“NO.Q’

‘(Hungry?”

Peter turned. “What?”

“Are you hungry?” Ed pulled a
brown paper parcel from his coat
and unwrapped it. “I still have a
couple sandwiches from the trip.
When I come in from Prox I bring
some food along with me. I don’t
like to buy in the diner. They skin
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you.” He held out the parcel.
“Want one?”

“No thank you.”

Ed took a sandwich and began
to eat. He ate nervously, glancing
at his son. Peter sat silently, a short
distance off, staring ahead without
expression. His smooth handsome
face was blank.

“Everything all right?” Ed said.

“Yes',’

“You’re not cold, are you?”

“NO.”

“You don’t want to catch cold.”

A squirrel crossed in front of
them, hurrying toward the syca-
more tree. Ed threw it a piece of
his sandwich. The squirrel ran off
a way, then came back slowly. It
scolded at them, standing up on its
hind feet, its great gray tail flowing
out behind it.

Ed laughed. “Look at him. Ever
see a squirrel before?”

“T don’t think so.”

- The -squirrel ran off with the
piece of sandwich. It disappeared
among the brush and bushes.

“Squirrels don’t exist out around
Prox,” Ed said.

C‘No.”

“It’s good to come back to Terra
once in awhile. See some of the old
things. They’re going, though.”

“Going?”

“Away. Destroyed. Terra is al-
ways changing.” Ed waved around
at the hillside. “This will be gone,
someday. Theyll cut down the
trees. Then they’ll level it. Someday
they’ll carve the whole range up
and carry it off. Use it for fill, some-
-place along the coast.”

“That’s beyond our scope,” Peter
said.

. “Wha,t?”
“I don’t receive that.type of
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material. I think Doctor Bish told
you. ’'m working with bio-chem-
istry.”

“T know,” Ed murmured. “Say,
how the hell did you ever get mixed
up with that stuff? Bio-chemistry?”

“The tests showed that my abil-
ities lie along those lines.” :

“You enjoy what you’re doing?”’

“What a strange thing to ask. Of
course I enjoy what I'm doing. It’s
the work I’'m fitted for.”

“It seems funny as hell to me,
starting a nine year old kid off on
something like that.”

“Wh p)’

“My God Pete. When I was nine
T was bummmg around town. In
school sometimes, outside mostly,
wandering here and there. Playing.
Reading. Sneaking into the rocket
launching yards all the time.” He
considered. “Doing all - sorts of
things.” When I was sixteen I
hopped over to Mars. I stayed there
awhile. Worked as a hasher. I went
on to Ganymede. Ganymede was
all sewed up tight. Nothing doing
there. From Ganymede I went out
to Prox. Got a work-away all the
way out. Big freighter.”

“You stayed at Proxima?”’

“I sure did. I found what I
wanted. Nice place, out there. Now
we're starting on to Sirius, you
know.” Ed’s chest swelled. “I’ve got
an outlet in the Sirius system, Little
retail and service place.”

“Sirius is 8.8 light years from
Sol.”

“It’s a long way. Seven weeks,
from here. Rough grind. Meteor
swarms. Keeps things hot all the
way out.”

“I can imagine.”

“You know what I thought I
might do?” Ed turned toward his
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son, his face alive with hope and
enthusiasm. “I’ve been thinking it
over. I thought maybe I'd go out
there. To Sirius. It’s a fine little
place we have. I drew up the plans
myself. Special design to fit with the
characteristics of the system.”

Peter nodded.

“Pete—"

“Yes?”

“Do you think maybe you’d be
interested? Like to hop out to Sirius
and take a look? It’s a good place.
Four clean planets. Never touched.
Lots of room. Miles and miles of
room. Cliffs and  mountains.
Oceans. Nobody around. Just a few
colomsts, families, some construc-
tion. Wide, level plains.”

“How do you mean, interested?”
“In going all the way out.” Ed’s
face was pale. His. mouth twitched
nervously. “I thought maybe you’d
like to come along and see how
things are. It’s a lot like Prox was,
twenty-five years ago. It’s good-and

clean out there. No cities.”

Peter smiled.

“Why are you smiling?”

“No reason.” Peter stood up
abruptly. “If we have to walk back
to the Station we better start. Don’t
you think? It's getting late.”

“Sure.” Ed struggled to his feet.
“Sure, but—"

“When are you going to be back
in the Sol system again?”’

“Back?” Ed followed after his
son. Peter climbed up the hill to-
ward the road. “Slow down, will
you?),

Peter slowed down. Ed caught up
with him.

““T don’t know when T’ll be back.
I don’t come here very often. No
ties. Not since Jan and I separated.
As a matter of fact I came here
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~damn funny?” .

this time to—"

“This way.” Peter started down
the road.

Ed hurried along beside him,
fastening his tie ‘and putting his
coat on, gasping for breath. “Pete,
what do you say? You want to hop
out to Sirius with me? Take a look?
It’s a nice place out there. We could
work together. The two of us. If
you want.”

“But I already have my work.”

“That stuff? That damn chem-
istry stuff?”

Peter smiled again.

Ed scowled, his face dark red.
“Why are you smiling?” he de-
manded. His son did not answer.
“What’s the matter? What's so

“Nothing,” Peter said. “Don’t
become excited. ‘We have .a. long
walk down.” He increased his pace
slightly, his supple body swinging in
long, even strides. “It’s getting late.
We have to hurry.”

OCTOR BISH examined his

wristwatch, pushing back his
pinstriped coat sleeve. “I'm glad
you’re back.”

“He sent the surface car away,”
Peter murmured. “We had to walk
down the hill on foot.”.

It was dark outside. The Station
lights were coming on automatical-
ly, along the rows of buildings and
laboratories.

Doctor Bish rose from his desk.
“ngn this, Peter Bottom of this
form.”

. Peter s;gned. “What is it?”

“Certifies you saw him in accord
with the provisions of the law. We
dido’t try to obstruct you in any
way.” :
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Peter handed the paper' back.
Bish filed: it away with the others.
Peter moved toward the door of the
doector’s office. “I'll go. Down to the
cafeteria for dinner.”

-“You haven’t eaten?”

. -“NO.” X

Doctor Bish' folded his arms
studying the boy. “Well?” he said.
“What do you think of him? This is
the first time you’ve seen your fa-
ther. It must have been strange for
you. You've been around us so
much, in all your training and
work.”

“It was—unusual.”

“Did you gain any impressions?
Was. there any thing you particu-
larly noticed?”

“He was very emotional. There
was a distinct bias through every-
thing he said and did. A distortion
present, virtually uniform.”

““Anything else?”

:Peter hesitated, lingering at the
door. He broke into a smile. “One
other thing.”

“What was it?”
 “I noticed—" Peter laughed. “I
noticed a distinct odor about him.
A constant pungent smell, all the
timé I was with him.”

“I’'m afraid that’s true of all of
them,” Doctor Bish said. “Certain
skin glands. Waste products thrown
off from the blood. You'll get used

to it, after you’ve been around them
more.”

“Do I have to be around them?”

“They’re your own race. How
else can you work with them? Your
whole training is designed with that
in mind. When we’ve taught you all
we can, then you will—”

“It reminded me of something.
The pungent odor. I kept thinking
about it, all the time I was with
him. Trying to place it.”

“Can you identify it now?”

Peter reflected. He thought hard,
concentrating deeply. His small
face wrinkled up. Doctor Bish
waited patiently by his desk, his
arms folded. The automatic heating
system clicked on for the night,
warming the room with a soft glow
that drifted gently around them.

“I know!” Peter exclaimed sud-
denly.

“What was it?” ,

“The animals in the biology labs.
It was the same smell. The same
smell as the experimental animals.”

They glanced at each other, the
robot doctor and the promising
young boy. Both of them smiled, a
secret, private smile. A smile of
complete understanding. ‘

“I believe I know what you
mean,” Doctor Bish said. “In fact,

I know exactly what you mean.”
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