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To find a thief in o society where crime
does not exist, there is only one answer
‘manufacture a thief to catch the thief!

i "'TMIIHMH
’ it ! n'lm;,q

I .

' Ilidsiratéd by ASHMAN- 'q_' -

: bristling . éyebrows . that almost But he had a talent for char-

October 21, 2055, I be- vously in my chair, facing the met over his ngse. He had been acter analysis, which was why

!. T 2:30 P.M. on Monday, so close to one that I fidgeted ner-

came a deviant -— I left screen. Director for only a year. If there he was Director instead of a Stat-

my job half an hour early. - T wasn’t feeling, well, true — £ had been such a thing as dislike,  istician. 1st Class like me, and he

I called my Department Direc- but it was all in my head. -would have disliked him, As it asked, “How long has it been
tor and told him I wasn't feeling The Director looked -at me i ag, he made tiy back stiffen and- ‘since you've seen your analyst?” -

well. It wasn’t exactly a lie or I shrewdly. His name was Foreman;

; / : my throat tighten, which was & “Five years,” I replied.
couldn’t have told it, but it was he had a dark face and' black, ;

trange talent in an executive, ~ “That’s too long, Norm,” he
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lilli. . said, taking a kindly 'interest.
I “This might be psychosomatic.”

" “I resent that,” I snapped, feel-
ing my circulation speed up and
H ' my face grow warm. “My child-
1 hood was just as scientific as

i yours.”

o He had used a nasty word and
; he knew it. I realized immedi-
il ately that he had used it deliber-

“! : ately for its shock value and my

H ! " _reaction had confirmed his snap
' "diagnosis.

“Of course, Norm,” he soothed.
“Everyone’s was. Just call me a
cautious old fool and see an an-
alyst for my sake. Okay?”

That was different. It was an’

order and I naturally would obey

it. “Okay,” I said quickly, not giv-
ing him a chance to specify what
"analyst and when,

WAITED in the privacy of
il my office until the publicroom.

through quickly to the public-

door. Automatically, I punched

the time clock. My premature

departure would show up in the

. " statistics, but for the first time in
! my life I didno’t care.

| “Norm has departed from the

norm,” I thought, and chuckled.

I hadn’t laughed like that since

I was a child, and I stopped sud-

denly. It was a bad sign. The

il basis of humor is surprise and

disappointed expectation; neither

of them have any place in a

registered empty ‘and walked .

7 well-run world or a well-ordered

personality,

I crossed the publichall to the
elevator that was waiting and
stopped, shocked. There was al-
ready someone in the elevator —
a small, round, middle-aged stran-
ger with a silvery thatch of hair
cut short. His astonishment at my
careless intrusion on his privacy
was obvious, but he recovered
quickly. ‘

As 1 was stepping back, mum-"
bling my apologies, he said gently,
“Wait, brother.” I waited. “You've
got froubles, brother,” he went on
with impersonal kindness. “See

an . analyst! Don't wait another g
twenty-four hours! Meanwhile, be §

my guest,”
Overwhelmed by his benevo-

lence, I accepted his offer and [
rede with him to the publicficor
in silence. As we parted he handed

me a yellowed piece of stiff paper
and said cryptically, “If life ain’t
dandy, see Andy.”

After his silvery head had dis-
appeared in the crowd outside, I8

looked at the .paper. It said:

f

ANDREW (. REDNIK
Freelance Analyst

and -~
.

_ Public Headshrinker

‘
¢

I shrugged, crumpled it in my
hand and. looked around for a
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ublican, 1 couldn’t ﬁnd any. 1
“¢tuck it in my pocket and for-
S got about it; T had more lmport-
- ant worries. o
o I put on my pubhcface and

merged with the crowd moving
. past Statistical Center. The street,
I of course, is common and there
is no right of. privagy there. In
the street, we are anonymous.
- I maneuvered myself into the
subway stream and rode home in
'the proper manner, my arms

on a spot just above the head' of
‘the farthest person. My thoughts
were torment

~.I was a. Stat:st:man_ 1st Class.
It'was a good thing to be and I
‘was contented with it. Naturally.
I The ‘annual- Examinations had
tested  me, classified me and
.placed, me, as they ‘had everyone.
Statistician 1st Class ~was the

"proﬁle

| L\ theory had an excellent aph-
- orism: From everyone accord-
ing to his ability — to everyone
according ‘to his’ need It hadn’t
worked for those almost forgotten
economists; it wasn’t an economic
- theory — it was a psychological
oncept and ‘they had no means

n’s ability or his need. .
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‘folded across my chest, my eyes, ;
‘behind their one-way glasses, fixed

ideal position fdér a person with -
.my intelligence and psychologtcal_

N almost forgotten economic

hatever- of determining a per-.

it

- That was before Kinder made
psychology - a science 'end pro-
duced a " society’ that worked,
Everyone had a job that suited

‘his talents and his psychological

needs, and everyone was happy
because his needs were satisfied.

Children were raised scientific-
ally and, when they were grown,
they were treated as human be-
ings, with certain inalienable

rights. A society so built could

not ‘help but be happy.

For one hundred years, the
world had rocked along on an
even keel. It did not go anywhere
or want to; it already was there..
Everybody was happy instead of
swinging back and forth from
gloom to ecstasy. 5

Ecstasy is a dangerous emotlon.
As a statistician, I knew that- all
things balance out. Ecstasy must
be paid for in misery. And it is
the extremes that really rock the
boat and threaten society.-

So I worked .with the things T
loved — the Camputer, numbers,

. graphs —'in a reasonably happy

world- and' everything “was rosy
and private, = _ .
Until a week ago. Then it was

still prlvate but bleak: . _
. Because I was what. I was, I .

noticed it Because I was what
LI'was, I knew what it meant and I
kept it to myself.

Now, because 1 was what I
was, I had to do something about




..My -home was a conventional “P've “just uncovered a .crim,
side-by—sidé duplex. I entered the wave,” I said miserably.

common and went into my quar- Disappointment wiped her
ters and sat down at my desk. I srhile away and then her features'
waited long encough for my wife assumed a proper expression of

tatistical - analysis was the though he could not describe -the
al job of my world, Everyone thief, the child exhibited a’sharp
t that way about his work, of and unwarranted suspicion of the
ourse, but in the case of statis- hursery analyst. Presumab!y the
jcal analysis it was true. The thief was a man.”

to notice that I was home — in tender attention. “What’s cr1me'.=", uty of every society is to es- “How awful!” Naida shuddered,
case she was entertaining a lover she asked. ablish a norm and to correct’ “It might have been one of our _
— and then I punched for com- I was ready; I had asked the f§ marked deviations from it. In _children?”.
panionship. : Computer. “An action that threat. y world; statistical analysis es- L
Ordinarily a wife is the last ens the structure of society and [ ‘tablished the norm and the an- FROWNED at her. “Not ours,
person a man would choose, but is conderined by law.” lysts did thé correction — what Naida. Society’s children. We
I had to talk to somebody. “Like invasion of privacyp” have no right to make emotional
In a moment, the screen bright- she-said brightly. - Last - Monday, I had been claims on them — no right, there- -
ened. My wife’s face appeared in “Worse, Naida,” 1 groaned. c'anmng the Computer’s daily fore, even to know which of them:
it. “Much worse.” ummary. Everything had been is ours. All children are our
It seemed concerned; at an- “What could be worse than i going smoothly: 1,173476 gal. children; all men are our. |
other time, I would have worried invasion of pnvacy’” - Jowater purified/1,173,476 gal. wa- brothers” - T
about causing it. Naida was a “Theft,” I said in a low, harsh 4 consumed 9,328 bzrths/Q 328 “Yes, Norm,” ~she _ sa_i;i duti-
" good wife, mated to me intellec- voice, esths . fully:- “Norm,” she went off on

tually and emotionally, and beau- - “Theft?” . And ﬁnally, at the ‘bottom of her own_ tangent, “could we have
tiful in my eyes. ' “T'aking something that doesn e sheet: 1 cand‘y reward taken = another? Child, I mean?” -
" - “Norm!” she exclaimed. “What's. belong to you.” E from baby. ] I sighed heavily; it was a fa-
the matter? You're home twenty- - “But I don'’t see how that could .7 “Without consent?” Naida - miliar question. “Our request is.
five minutes early.” be worse, than invasion of pri —” [ fasked.. ’ in, Ndida,- What else .can I do?
“If you aren’t occupied,” I said “Invasion of privacy,” T inter--§:" “How-could the Ch!ld consent?  All right” I added hastily, “I'll
formally, “I'd like the pleasure rupted vi;rith inexcusable impa iIt couldn’t even talk!” .« - ask" again about - the quota for
of your company.” o tience, “can be thoughtless or | ' “But that wasn’t in the sum- our genetic bracket.”
“So early?” she asked, her eyes accidental. Theft. demands intent; ary.” - “Norm,” Naida said distantly, _
wide and startled. it indicates a basic perversmn of f:: “Noy I got the detazls from the “I think PII apply for - nursery -
“If it is congenial,” I said stiffly. character.” ¥ nursery, . The foster-mother had  duty.” ' 7
“Of course,” she said hurriedly. It had been such a small thing: [ just given the reward to the child = I sighed again. “Yes, dear.”
- “It’s just — I mean — ﬁve min- at the start. Only a statistician |/ for. compassionate behavior and Every month she applied, and
utes?” would have seen it; only a statis- §

had  left him .to enjoy it in every month- she was turned
'prwacy His" ar{ gry wails brought down. She had the. wrong psy-
her back. The reward was gone, cholcglcal profile for the nursery;
Someone walking past had snatch-. she couldn’t. help smothering the
d it from the baby’s hands. The “children’ with. sticky, indiscrimi-
child was furious; his social de- nate mother love and creating all
velopment received a.setback that - sorts of fixations and. complexes
will take years to overcome.  Al- in  them. The analysts would

- ticlan would have found it mean- J

ONLY three minutes later, " ingful. A statisticiaf® works with :

she swept into the common figures day after  day. There is|

in her laciest negligee, looking un-' a rhythm to statistics that sings

usually beautlful and desirable, to his inner. ear, sweetly, sooth- §

but my mmd was too troubled to ingly; a dissonance is a frightful -
be drawn off on a tangent. - thing. -t
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sooner ‘have admitted a hooded
cobra.

“Candy from a baby!” she said,
switching back with mercurial
ease. “That’s terrible! But it
doesn’t seem so very serious.”

I massed my thoughts for a
frontal assault on the fortress of
her understanding. “Society is a
delicately balanced mechanism.
Societies in motion can absorb
and dampen harmful vibrations,
but our society is at rest. One
anti-social act makes ‘it quiver;
one anti-social individual can
throw the whole thing out of
alighment.

“We aren’t organized to handle
crime. We havent had a theft
for seventy-five years — I asked
the Computer. There arent even
any laws against it. Incipient
criminals are nipped in the nur-

community coming ‘in contact
with an infectious disease for
which we have lost our immunity.
The way the Polynesians did, we
may succumb to measles and
smallpox.”

Naida's eyes opened wide in an
expression I had always found
tremendously attractive; now it
irritated me. “Goodness!” she ex-
claimed. “We aren’t in danger of
that, too?” :

“No, no! It was just a compari-
son.”

I stopped to gather together
my scattered thoughts, “That was

56

sery. We're like a long-isolated .

.ing.
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last Mon day. The next day Treasurers ~real s:gnature

child’s waiker was stolen from
a nursery on the other side g
town. Wednesday, a sack of may _
bles disappeared from the Egg -
Side. Thursday, a .football wag |
left overnight on a playing field;
it wasn't there in the mormng,
On Friday, it was a teen-ager’y -
convertible; on Saturday, the vir
ginity of a girl who was strollmg .
through Central Park.”

“But that's sﬂly' All he had
to do was ask!”

“Of .course. But that wouldn
have satisfied him.”

Naida frowned thoughtfully
“It sounds exactly as if the thie
were growing up.”

“Sunday, he grew up” I
groaned. “He stole ten million dol-
lars from the First National
Bank.” :

ures always have minor varia-
s> 1 hesitated.
omputer said.” ’
‘What's being done about it?”
Nothing. I tell you, Naida, we
ren’t equipped to handle some-
ing like this. They’re passing it
ff at City Hall as a clerical error,
hey think the money will turn
p:in another account”

Natda locked at me steadily
ith her large, violet eyes. “And
u- know-better.” .

She said it firmly, but I had to
stify myself all the same. “Don’t
u see? It's because I'm a stat-
ician. Computers don’t make
istakes; only people do. Figures
t-lie. And statistics predict
e future automatically. With
e, extrapolation is second na-
e; 1 follow “the curvé to the
next mtersectm‘n and 1 know
at’s coming. . - g
“Somewhere in this c:ty is a
man who will wreck our society

NAIDA sank back in the love-
seat, shocked. “How could he §
do that?”

“No human tellers were pres-
ent to check on the computer at
the bank. When a routine series
of drafts on the city’s general
fund, signed with signatures iden-
tical with those of the City Treas-
urer, were presented at a public
cash booth, the mofiey, in small,
untraceable bills, was delivered
without' question. The discrep
ancy was discovered this morn-

” - ..

the jagged rocks of his frustra-

f I don’t do something, this world
of ours is gone,- I've gof to do
"'snmethmg' Sodidl consciousness
sis bred in rne1 I must protect
-Society!” :

“Norm!” she sald some of my
' panic finally reaching her. “What
ire you going to do?”

“How do you know it wasn’t

—
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“They were identical. Real sig-~

“Or so the

© answer.”

oroughly and permanently on .

ions, No one but me can see it. |

“That's what's bothering me,”

confessed. “I-can’t track.down a.
criminal; it’s not in my psycholog-

.ical profile. The bloodhound has

been.bred out-of the human race, .
like all the rest of the socially de- -
structive impulses. Imagine the

_frustratlon of a detective with

nothing to detect!”

Naida wrinkled her forehead.
“Isn’t there an old saying: If takes
a thief to catch a thief?”

I looked at her, startled. “Dar-—
lmg"’ I said, and caught her up in
my arms.

She surprised,

locked then

‘pleased. The afterncon ended

pretty much the way she had-

-expected after all.

'HE SIGN on the door was an

old one, The gilt had peeled
away long ago, leaving only a
black 'outline that read:

ANDREW (. REDNIK
Freclance Analyst

] and
Public Headshrinker °

The building was old, too, a
relic of pre-analytic days, a green-
glass~and-a1um1num eyesore, very
plgeon—specked

‘As far as 1 could tell, Andrew -

Q. Rednik was the only tenant.
left in the toweTing monstrosity.
Why he had an office on the thir-
ty-seventh floor, I couldn’t un-
derstand ’

I
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The elevators were all sealed
and hung with tattered signs:
Our oF ORDER. I had climbed
- all thirtyseven flights of stairs
and I wheezed in front of ‘the
door, not feeling well — not feel-
ing well at all,

A small sign by an old-fashion-
ed door knob said: .Grin and
come in. I went in, but I didn't
grin. The waiting room was peel-
‘ing chrome and split plastic.

Faded signs were” tacked all
_ over the walls: -

DON'T XID WITH YOUR ID!

. EVEN MOSES
HAD NEUROSES

I would have turned right
around and gone back down those
thirty-seven flights of stairs, but
" Rednik was the only freelance

analyst listed in the directory.
That was the disadvantage of
-nonconformity, It was also the ad-
vantage, I reflected with scrupu-
lous fairness, Without Rednik, I
would have been helpless; no oth-
er analyst would risk the uncer-
tainties and inevitable frustra-
tions of freelance existence,
There was an inner door. It
was closed. There was a sign on
it, too: Sif down and consider

your symptoms. The analyst will _

" be with you in a moment.
. _Istarted searching for the chair
with the fewest splits in the bot-

tom. Before I had it picked out,
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the inner door opened and:
nik stuck his head out, log
wise and benevolent like an

N. HIS ic
L antique steél-and-plastic desk
d ‘a traditional
‘couch. On second glance, .the

tinct, snow-capped voleano,
“Rednik?” I askéd,
“It ain’t Santa Claus, brother
“WhO?” . -
“Never mind,” he said. “You
wouldn’t remember.” )

traditional. On the ceili.ng above
t, where the eyes of the recum-
ent patient would naturally rest,

N
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office, he had’ an |
red-leather

“couch seemed more original than

was still ~another® sign: Don't
second-guess the analyst! e
“Now, boy, what’s the trouble?”. *
Rednik inqiired paternaily.’
I sank into the ancient chair
oppaosite the desk. “I've got to do’
something,” 1 said desperately,

“and it isn’t in my profile.”




“Naturally.”
“What’s natural about it?”

me? If it were in your profile, it
. would be done and forgotten,” He
sighed. “That’s the one trouble
with- this world: there’s no one
capable of handling the unexpec-
ted. But then, if there were, it
wouldn’t be this kmd of world at
all”
“Are you saying that there’s an

“That depends on what you
mean by advantage. If you mean
happiness — no. If you mean
power — there’s always an ad-
vantage in being different, if you
can handle it. In the country of
the normal, the neurotic man is
king.” He squinted at me shrewd-

- ly: “You want to be king?”’

“Of course not!” I protested, of-
fended. “I'm happy the way things
are — except for one little proh-
lem. I don’t want to change any-
thing; I want to keep things from
being changed. But I've got to
find somebody, and when I find

“him, I've got to be able to do
whatever is necessary.”

“Ah!” Rednik said wisely. “T'he
rabbit wants to become a txger"

“A what?”

“A manhunter!”

“Oh. Yes” .

His stubby fingers beat out a
nervous rhythm on the desk.
“You know what vou're asking me
to do. This is against all the an-

60.

“Why else would you come to

advantage 'in being unadjusted?””

alytic regulatlons It would mean'--
my license if anyone found out»"

“If you don't do it,” I said
somberly, “it may mean the end.

of the world.”

He frowned at me specula-

tively, “As bad as that?” -
“Every bit.”

He slapped the desk deci-

sively, “T'll do it.”

“Why?" I asked bluntly, sur.

prising myself. Already my

psychological profile must have-

changed under the frustrations of
the resolved situation, for my

question was a glaring invasion of .

privacy.

B UT Rednik took no offense.

He waggled a roguish finger :

at me. “Ah-ah!” he chided. “Now .

' ¥ou are trying to analyze me. Be

patient.” He chuckled suddenly.

“Get it? Don’t be an analyst! Be

a patient!”

I dido’t think it was the least

bit funny. .

- He chuckled again. “Youw’'l} get
your chance. But if you must
have ‘a reason, let us say for now
that I'm bored.?

“Bored? Then you aren’t in the :

right job.”

“Or perhaps I've been in the

right. job too long.”
I glanced nervoiisly at my
watch,

“We've started already. Don't

you feel repressions lifting their '

o
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“Well, let’s get started.
I've got only two hours for Junch” -

ky heads: in :
jous?”
S"'Well, maybe,” I admitted re-

He sighed. “So we must be ac-
iive about it, eh?” He got up
from the desk and settled himself
comfortably on the couch. Fold-
ing his hands across his chest, he
said,
where I can’t see you.™ "

. “But I'm the one who's sup-
posed to lie on the couch!”’

“That’s analysis, when you get
your repressions removed!” he
snapped, raising up on one elbow
to -scowl at me. “This is reverse

couch while he got comfortable.

ber,” he began:in a distant, remi-
B . %,
niscing, voice, “was when I was

kept yelling, ‘Let her go! You're
- hurting her! I hate. you! I hate
= youl’
:tween my father and me were
"a little strained:— 7

C“Your fathet!” I .-‘exc_laimed'.

't “Your mother! What are you talk-
-} ing about? You were: living with
‘~-them? What a nasty situation!”
* He turned and glared at me. -

“You sren’t very good at this sort

SYLANA

your. subcon— :

_'_luctantly “But you haven’t done

“Walk around back there

Annoyed, I went behind the'

four years old. I saw my father '
kissing my mother and I ran over"
to them and hit my father. I

After that, relations be--

“of thing, are you? Youre sups

posed to listen, not comment.”

I clamped my lips shut on an
irritated retort. '

“When I was twenty-seven,” he
went on easily, *“I perfected
analysis and revolutionized so-
ciety — ”

“What are you talking about"’” -
I demanded indignantly. “Kinder
perfected analysis a hundred
years ago.”

Wordlessly, he motioned to-
ward the sign on the ceiling:
Don’t second-guess the .analyst!

“I'm beginning to dislike you,” .
I growled. o :

He beamed at me. “Fine. Soch

.it will blossom into loathing”

On the way back to Statistical
Center, I-followed a lone pigeon
for two blocks. It finally got
‘alarmed and flew away.

“The first thing I can rémeém-~ ~

s

TH-E sessions cc‘mtinued daily.
Every day for a week, Red-
nik lay comfortably omn: his red-
leather ‘couch, rambling inco--
herently over. an implausibly
long and eventful existence, inci~
‘dent by incident, in disgusting de- .
tail, while T paced the floor behind
him, longing to impart confidéences
‘of my ‘own, He kept t:uttmg me-

. off,

Every day my . repressions
grew stronger and my disposition

‘more touchy. I lost weight; I

couldn’t sleep; illogical impulses
swept over me periodically,
I kept up my search for. the

&1




al Examinations were”  “That’s what T tolfi_ you the first. -
e'sﬁddéhljn_r. In three days, "day,” he said b_la_n'dly-. .
ubmit my personality to . “Because you didn’t -expect, me
N ) . D e . . . ) -

‘prodding and prying and to believe you. ,
gf I'jt.'l‘dgmeuts. I would do He shrugged carelessly. “It was
‘fiy It would mean my job: a matter of indifference whether
rooding, unhappy, I returned vou believeld me ot not.”

Rednik- and his horrid reve- “Everything you told me was
ons once more, I Tforced true” I said with a shaky, horri-

thief, poring over the daily sum- Finally I betcame ‘compléte
maries in spite of a growing dis- _anti-social: I moved her
_ taste for the Computer, numbers belongings into my own quartegg
' and graphs, But I couldn't find and sealed up her half of the dus
another isolated statistic; the thief plex. T
held his hand. Oddly enough, Naida seemed to:
I repeatedly asked myself a bloom under this boorish treat.
question that had no answer: ment. She smiled

constant|y:
What is there to steal when a Often, as she went about her d

aily. ny fied voice. “All.that fantastic as-

a man has stolen ten million tasks, pushing buttons, selectiny- elf to open . the door, m)Ir e o of et aetic as-

dollars? ‘ . menus, she would laugh and sin; . ath rasping dm my t‘;lr:tztr.ed iszl; 0 age 7 e .
Was T wrong? 1 wondered, Wornen are inexplicable, ed it behind me an .

t blindly for a moment, brac-- ifP_erl'usq:-s. And, again, -plerhaps ’
‘myself- for the ordeal that not.” . o
aited on the red-leather couch, = His smile was infuriating. 7
My blurred eyes focused. I saw - ‘ S
mething I should have seen sev- I SHIVERED with the chill fury
 days before, - - - . *of my inability 'to' pin " him "
The letters on the door spelled: . down. If there had been, a weap- L
: . von handy, I would have killed =

Was the. thief satisfied, his com- - At the same time, I began de.
pulsion worked out? Was all my  veloping strange interests in other:
torment in vain? women. The first time, I saw a
- There were no answers to girl on the street and obeyed an
these, either. ‘ : impulse to follow_ her, T followed

At home, I became brusque her halfway across town before.
and tyrannical. I broke in on she turned and asked pleasantly,
Naida unexpectedly with the tor- “What is you want?” -

i i i ' . ER Q. WERDNA ~ him without hesitation and with-
mented hope of finding her with “You,” I said bluntly. . 'Klzl;IEnRA%crzle'erF . * out remorse. “I hate you!” I said
a lover; when I was disappointed, She was too well raised, of : ; . dna - ] -violently.'--,3Why? ".Why? Why -
as I always was, I stormed at course, te frustrate a fellow hu _ reknirhsdaeH cilbuP. . : . .

her jealously anyway. When she man being. Only much later did”;
was gone, I switched a couple of I realize that I hadn’t even .
wires in her intercom so that it learned her hame. "
transmitted continuously, wheth- ‘
er the receiver was turned on FROM a4 man who was satis-
or not. After that, I sat for hours fied with little, I became a
watching her move about her tortured creature dissatisfied with
quarters unaware, _ abundance. Often I was unhappy.
- I found myself growing pas- Sometimes I was miserable. And
sionately in love with my own once or twice I felt the poignant
wife. stab of an ecstasy I had never
It was a vastly unséttling ex- dreamed. . :
perience, . My only consolation was that
When I was at work, I called I was sacrificing myself for my
her several times a day. When I world. It had better. be worth if,
was home, I summoned her curtly I thought Dbitterly. -
at all hours, B Still the thief did not strike.

: - : make rules and then shatter °

I pr'onouncé@ﬂéach word slowly. thems”" ' TR

ey made a kind of sense, like . “Let me tell you a story,” he
ncient root language — like began, N '
verse analysis. A reverse ama« “Not that agaxp!” : _ ,

yst, of course, is a tsylana. A . “This is a different kind ‘of

sylana ecnaleerf. _ - story,” he went on, unperturbed.

I shuddered, - . .. . . . “Once upon a time, there was a :

It made even more sense than Creator. He made a man and a .

hat. Rednik — Kinder. Kinder . woman, and He created a perfect

Rednik. It 'was the . sort of place for them to live in. He .

hing 2 man would do who would  called it Paradise. Every day, He

ut “Don’t Kid with Your Id!” on  looked. out on Paradise and saw.

is waiting room wall, - -"the same stupid,- happy people,

I burst through the inner door not wariting j_anytl;m_lg because_

d said accusingly: “.Yo_u’re‘ Kin- everything was available, not go-

erl” - - _ ing anywhere because there was
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cause there was no reason for
change.

“Finally He was tempted to
create a little sin and therewith
He gave his creatures change,
misery, ecstasy and free will. For
without sin, there is no free will;
without evil, there is no choice”

I stared at him vacantly. T

couldn’t stop thinking about a
. man named Kinder. “It’s a lie,” I
said. “That would make you about
a hundred and thirty years old.
Nobody lives that long”

Rednik sighed. “One hundred
and twenty-seven, boy. You didn’t
listen good, And that isn’t un-
usual in this era of the integrated
personality, Lots of people will
live that Iong. Doctors used to be.
familiar with diseases they called
- psychosomatic. Today it works
the other way arcund: the mind
makes the body well instead of
sick, Well, boy, good-by,” he said
abruptly. “The treatment is
over.”

“You mean I'm ﬁmshed?” I
exclainmied.

“No., I'm ﬁmshed. You’ve just
begun. You have {frustrations
enough. Frustrations are like rab-
bits, you know. From now on, they
will breed themselves”

“But — "I began, and the next
moment he was gone.

Only it wasn't the next mo-
ment. Two hours had passed in
the flicker of a thought. I was
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nowhere to go, unchanging be.

late getting back to the 'dﬂicé_
and Foreman spoke sharply tq'

me.
It was completely frustrating,

AGAIN and again, I went back

to Rednik’s office, climbing
the thirty-seven flights of stairs
with painful persistence, but the
place was as deserted as the rest
of the building. The only change
was a slowly deepening layer of
- dust on the signs, ,the desk and

the red-leather couch
It was a constant irritation.

But soon there was no time for
that. The annual Examinations |
were at hand. For three nights,
I did not sleep. I twisted in my
ptietumatic crib, trying to think of
something I could do, but all I
could think of was a foolish
phrase that kept running through
my mind on anapestic feet: In

the country of the normal, the
neurotic man is king,

But I wasn’t a king, I was so far
from being king that I was going
to lose my job, such as it was. I
couldn’t even find the thief I had

set out upon this cruel road to

catch, for whom 'all this torment
‘had been necessary.

And then, the night before the
Examinations, I sat up straight
in my crib and shouted:
it

A few days before, T’ wouldi

have hurried to the analyst if I
had started talking to myself.

CGALAXY SCIENCE FICTION

“T'hat’s-

a, startled out. of her sleep, sit-
‘ting up. beside me lookmg quite
beautlful

another vision.” “Shhh!”
“Go back to sleep!
“Yes, dear,” she said meekly.

I said,

hurried to the office, It was ghost-
ly at that time of night, but I soon
forgot my environment. I was too
busy formulating a question for
the Computer,

The Computer was, actually,
Statistical Center, and the offices
in it were little cavities scooped
out of the giant brain. Statistics
is the  common denominator of
all phenomena and the Computer
knew everything — including the
questions asked in previous Ex-
aminations and- the weighting of
the answers.

It could compare the. questmns
and ariswers of earlier Examina-
ions, graph their evolution and:
extrapolate - the questions that

wouId be asked this year and the.

-answers I needed. My job. was
o. phrase that order in Computer'

: language.

It took me until dawn.

" The momepf I set.it in, the

omputer started chattermg A
~.sheaf of papers began piling up
on my desk. _

It ‘'was a-shock: the Computer

.was fast, but not that fast. There
had to be another answer, a two-

SYLANA .

“That’s' what?” mumbled Na-’

But my eyes were ﬁlled w:th )

I got up, dressed quickly and .

part answer: (1) this was no ex-
trapolation; the questions and an-
swer for this year’s Examina-
tions were already on file; and
(2) someone had already asked
for them,

LIFE HAD become very con-.

fusing lately. For a society
planned from womb to tomb,
where there was a place for every-
one and everyone was in his
place, it was presentmg me with
a lot of surprises.

I picked up the sheaf of papers,
folded them and stuffed them in-
to my blouse. A man could have
any position in the world, -I
thought. All he had tg do was
to ask the Computer,

‘No normal ‘person would, of
course,- That would be- cheating.
And. no normal person would
want a position for which he was
not suited.

But, then, my thlef was not
normal.

Neither was L. _—

I assumed my publicface and
moved with the growing crowd -
to the giant, sprawling Examina- -
tions building. I submitted my
profile card to a scanner. It
clucked out a cubicle assignment.
I would quickly become lost, try-
ing to find it, but loudspeakers

" called out directions constantly:

“ONE-A TURN RIGHT; ONE-BE TURN
LEFT. IF YOU HAVE A RED CARD,
YOU ARE IN THE WRONG WING;
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. TURN AROUND AND GO BACK TO
THE FIRST CORRIDOR PAINTED RED
AND FOLLOW IT TO THE END,”

I sank wearily info the cubicle’s
padded chair, It was lucky I had
the answers; I was in no condition
to figure them out for myself.

There was a slot for my pro-
file card. As soon as I had pushed
the card into it, the Examina-
tions began. On the screen in
front of me, the following ques-
tion appeared:

There are many types of
pleasure and we do not all like
the same things. Of the following
activities, choose the one which
. would please you the most:

1) Eating a delicious meal

2) Finishing a difficult job

2) Supervising a large op-

¢ eration

4) Bringing pIeasure to a
friend

5) Making love to a beauti-
ful woman :

I stared at the choices blankly,
unable to decide which of them
I would really prefer, unable even
to: determine which of them I’
should prefer. I slipped the sheaf
of papers out of my blouse and
found the first question. The
right choice was 4.

I SIGHED and punched the
fourth button on the panel un-
der the screen and had a horrid
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thought: Had the Computer un.

derstood me?
There was one outcome of the

Examinations that nobody talked .

about: elimination. It was a sort
of artificial selection of desired
characteristics.

I shuddered and forced myself
to go on. The next question had
appeared and I had to.answer it,

So it went, question after ques-
tion, for three days, eight hours g
day. After a few hours, the brain
became so numb that the instine-
tive response was the only one
possible,

But I had the answers—the

right answers, I prayed. After a

while, I stopped reading the ques-
tions and checked off numbers.
I slipped once. I waited ner-

vously in my office after the Ex-
aminations were finished and

finally my new profile was de-
livered with a pneumatic thunk.
I ripped open the cardboard con-
tainer and read:

The enclosed card has a mag-
netic reproduction of your new
psycho]ogxcal profile and will be-

come part of your permanent re- -

cords. It indicates that you have

a high altruism index and that .

your proper position .is political
leadership, 99.98% certain. There

was only one higher index in the

Examinations. .
A new position, therefore, has

been created for, you. Beginning ‘ :

K
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tion of Deputy Mayor.

A cold elation filled my emec-
tional centers. I let it spill over

~. freely, because I had done what
T set out to do. I had found the
- thief. -

Symbolic thefts had not been
enough for him. He had stolen,

* finally, the most ‘significant thing
-"'avatlable in this political subdi-
* vision: power. ‘

“Tomorrow, justice would catch

up with the’ criminal.

Today, I would be busy. Just

" before quitting time, I located my
. new office in City Hall and put
in a call to the Mayor. A little :
.'blonde secretary with an interest-
ingly.full lowet lip answered.

“Is the new Mayor in?™ I.in.

‘quired cautiously. ..

“He's ‘been_ here, sir, and gone.

"Wlll you leave a message?"‘

“No. I'll see him. in the morn-

-ing” I would, too, I thought grim-

iy.

drawer, Next morning, I returned

~ before ten and had plenty of time

to do what wa}s necessary before

.. anyone arrived. -

EN the Mayor's summons
arrived, I was ready. I

walked steadily down the narrow -

private corridor to his office, feel-
ing a little breathless but under

.TSYLANA

mortow, you will fill the posi-

. I went over the Mayor's office -

cinch by inch and drawer by

femarkabl'e _control for the cir-
_ cumstances. I knocked at his door.
. A moment later, it shd as1de

“You!™ I cried.

~The new Mayor was Foreman,

His black eyebrows knitted them-
selves together over his nose as
he said, almost simultaneously,
“What are you doing here?”
I recovered first. “I'm the new
Deputy Mayor.” -
“Fantastic!” -

“No more fantastic than you .

jumping to head of my depart~

ment and then Mayor of the cify.”
“I've always been an executive, .

You're a- statistician.”
- “I was a statistician.”

I watched: the statement soak

in through several layers of pre-
conceptions, His eyes were sud-
denly startled. “So! The old screw-

I had a chance” -
“Rednik?”

I

- His hand was below desk level .

“VVho else?” He raised his hand;

- ball sent’ somebody after me. I - -
should have got rid of him when -

in it ‘was something blue, com- -

plicated and metallic. “And you
just walk right in and announce

~ yourself!”
“What’s that?” I asked sharply. _

“The card in the museum case
called it a pistol. It propels ex-
pIosnve pellets by expansmn of
gases,”

“Once a thief, always a thief,”
I sneered.

“Exactly And now I’m gomg
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to commit the ultimate theft —
TI'm going to steal your life”
“You can’t get away with it.”
“Of course I can. Who would
question me if I said you suddenly
went mad and blew yourself up?”
He grinned suddenly., “In the
country of the normal, -the neu-

- &8

rotic man is king”

“I don’t understand,” I sald
“How did you slip_ through?
You're what happermed to me,
What happened to you?”

“Who knows? Rednik said it
was an unstable genetic pattern

collapsing under

GALAXY SCIENCE FICTION

the psychic

but he was full of it up to
s neck. Whatever it was, it
ade me cheat the Examinations
to giving me a job I couldn’t
ndle. I locked up Rednik. Every
ernoon, he came to my office,

“Even then you were stealmg
”

E’ GRINNED. “Dor’t think
you can make me forget what
'm going to do. You're going to

n the gun,

thief, not a murderer. Your

- “Don’t bet on it!” he got out

is left hand on the pistol to help
he right hand: ‘squeeze. .
T watched him _interestedly.
t's no use anyway. 7 I said cas-
ally. “I came in early this morn-
g and packed the: barrel full of
nick-setting plastic cement.”
“Now I know you're lying. Pm
ot going to look at it and give
ou a chance to jump me.” He'
squeezed the trigger:

I dived to thé floor as the frag—
ments flew over my head.
He had a- strangely peaceful -
pression on his-face: when he
died. Rednik had taught me this:

the truth can be more decept:ve
than a Ize .

sses of 'epp'roach'ing' middle

et it. Now.” His hand tlghtened_

“You can't do it,” I said. “You e

etween clenched teeth. He. put

The. office was suddenly filled
with people, forgetful of manners
and propriety, “What happened?
What happened?” asked the little
blonde secretary. And then, more
politely, “I beg your pardon for

this 1ntrus10n, sir, but there was

a loud noise in here,”

I stared at her for a moment,
speechless, struck by a sudden vi-
sion of the future. It was not at

_all what I had once imagined,

but it would be interesting. The
secretary would help me make 1t
so, I was sure.

“A” very sad thmg,” I sald ‘
gravely, “The Mayor was demon-
strating an ancient weapon and it

. exploded.” -

“He's dead?? she gasped and-
looked at me with wide blue eyes,
“Then you'll be Mayor!™

“Why,” 1 exclaimed  in mock' '

surprife, “so I willl”

IT WAS almost qulttmg tlme |
before the mess was cleaned up |

‘and ‘I could relax behmd the
- Mayor’s. desk,

Mayor! The word had a good
sound to it. Governor sounded bet-
ter, though. And Pres:dent was
best of all.

But they would have ‘to wa1t~
thelr turn. .
I chuckled In the country of
the normal, the neurotic man is. -
king.

-But for some obscure reason, I,' '

_couldn’t relax, T couldn’t under-




stand why. I had found my thief
and punished him. I had power
and the promise of more power,
What more could a neurotic
want?

. What about Rednik-Kindetr? 1
thought. What was he' doing?
Was he lying on a couch sorne-
where, working his twisted magic
on some new patient? Was he
creating another neurotic to come
after me?

I flipped open the switch of the
office communicator. “Attention,
everyone. In view of the emer-
gency, office hours will be until
four o’clock today.” I called Per-
sonnel. “I want two strong men
with quick reflexes and high loy-
alty indexes. And I want all pub-
lic records searched for a free-
lance analyst named Rednik or
. -Kinder. Or any freelance analyst

at all” .

There, 1 thought, that should
do it! = K

But I still couldn’t relax. I
twisted in my pneumatic crib
.that night until Naida snuggled
up to me and said, “What’s the
matter, darling? Can't you sleep?”

I pushed her away roughly.
“Nol” )

I knew what I lacked: security.
There was fio security for a neu-
rotic. If he had security, he would
not be a neurotic, '

Even if I found Rednik-Kinder
and got rid-of him somehow, it
woudn't do me any good, The
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measures I had taken to find him
“and to protect myself would cre:

ate imbalances which would leag

inevitably to my destruction.

My world was no longer the [
country of the normal. Society §

was on the move again, picking
up speed before the winds of pas-

sion, blowing across unknown seas |

toward some unknown destina-
- tiom. :

There was one saying Rednik-
Kinder had forgotten to tell me;
Uneasy lies the head that wearsg
the crown.

— JAMES E. GUNN
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By WILLY LEY . -

THE HOLLOW EARTH
BOUT two years ago, T re-
ceived in the mails an en-
velope postmarked Lin-
dau, which I knew to be a town
near ' Lake - Constance. It was
adorned with two rubber stamps:

‘one was simply the name and ad-

dress of the sender; the other said
(in German, of course), “Do not
throw away, Please pass this on.”
Inside were two small pamphlets,
one in German and one in Eng-
lish, both substantially the same,
advertising matter for three books
written by one Karl Neupert.

. Below Mr. Neupert’s picture
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