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Profession

George Platen could not conceal the longing irvhise. It was too much to suppress. He
said, “ Tomorrow’s 1 May. Olympics!””

He rolled over on his stomach and peered overabedf his bed at his roommate. Didn’t
he feel it, too? Didn’t this make some impressiarhon?

George’s face was thin and had grown a trifle tairin the nearly year and a half that he
had been at the House. His figure was slight beitdbk in his blue eyes was as intense
as it had ever been, and right now there was aajook in the way his fingers curled
against the bedspread.

George’s roommate looked up briefly from his boaki #ook the opportunity to adjust
the light-level of the stretch of wall near his chalis name was Hali Omani and he was
a Nigerian by birth. His dark brown skin and masdwatures seemed made for
calmness, and mention of the Olympics did not ntaue

“I know, George.”

George owed much to Hali’s patience and kindnessnvithwas needed, but even
patience and kindness could be overdone.

Was this a time to sit there like a statue buils@ie dark, warm wood?

George wondered if he himself would grow like thtier ten years here and rejected the
thought violently. No!

He said defiantly, “I think you've forgotten whatayl means.”

The other said, "I remember very well what it medhmeans nothing! You're the one
who's forgotten that. May means nothing to you, gedPlaten, and," he added softly, “It
means nothing to me, Hali Omani.”

George said, “The ships are coming in for recrigsJune, thousands and thousands
will leave with millions of men and women headimg &ny world you can name, and all
that means nothing?”

“Less than nothing. What do you want me to do altpanhyway?” Omani ran his finger
along a difficult passage in the book he was repdimd his lips moved soundlessly.



George watched him. Damn it, he thought, yell stregu can do that much. Kick at
me, do anything.

It was only that he wanted not to be so alone srainiger. He wanted not to be the only
one so filled with resentment, not to be the omlg dying a slow death.

It was better those first weeks when the Univeras avsmall shell of vague light and
sound pressing down upon him. It was better be@orani had wavered into view and
dragged him back to a life that wasn’t worth living

Omani! He was old! He was at least thirty. Geolgrught: Will | be like that at thirty?
Will | be like that in twelve years?

And because he was afraid he might be, he yell&hani, “Will you stop reading that
fool book?”

Omani turned a page and read on a few words, tfted his head with its skullcap of
crisply curled hair and said, “What?”

“What good does it do you to read the book?” Hestel forward, snorted “More
electronics,” and slapped it out of Omani’s hands.

Omani got up slowly and picked up the book. He sitmed a crumpled page without
visible rancor. “Call it the satisfaction of curitys” he said. “I understand a little of it
today, perhaps a little more tomorrow. That's dongin a way.”

“A victory. What kind of a victory? Is that whattgsdies you in life? To get to know
enough to be a quarter of a Registered Electranizyethe time you're sixty-five?”

“Perhaps by the time I'm thirty-five.”
“And then who'll want you? Who'll use you? Wherellwiou go?”
“No one. No one. Nowhere. I'll stay here and redteobooks.”

“And that satisfies you? Tell me! You've dragged to€lass. You've got me to reading
and memorizing, too. For what? There’s nothing that satisfies me.”

“What good will it do you to deny yourself satistian?”

“It means I'll quit the whole farce. I'll do as lanned to do in the beginning before you
dovey-lovied me out of it. I'm going to force theém—to —”

Omani put down his book. He let the other run dand then said, “To what, George?”



“To correct a miscarriage of justice. A frame-up.det that Antonelli and force him to
admit he —he -~

Omani shook his head. “Everyone who comes herstsiis a mistake. | thought you'd
passed that stage.”

“Don’t call it a stage,” said George violently. “my case, it's a fact. I've told you —”

“You've told me, but in your heart you know no amade any mistake as far as you were
concerned.”

“Because no one will admit it? You think any of tinevould admit a mistake unless they
were forced to? — Well: I'll force them.”

It was May that was doing this to George; it wagr@dics month. He felt it bring the old
wildness back and he couldn’t stop it. He didn’tivép stop it. He had been in danger of
forgetting.

He said, “l was going to be a Computer Programmdriaan be one. | could be one
today, regardless of what they say analysis shovs.pounded his mattress. “They're
wrong. They must be.”

“The analysts are never wrong.”

“They must be. Do you doubt my intelligence?”

“Intelligence hasn't one thing to do with it. Havieyou been told that often enough?
Can’t you understand that?”

George rolled away, lay on his back, and staredeoiy at the ceiling.
“What did you want to be, Hali?”

“I had no fixed plans. Hydroponicist would havetsdime, | suppose.”
“Did you think you could make it?”

‘I wasn'’t sure.”

George had never asked personal questions of Cveéorie. It struck him as queer,
almost unnatural, that other people had had anmsittmd ended here. Hydroponicist!

He said, “Did you think you 'd make this?”

“No, but here | am just the same.”



“And you're satisfied. Really, really satisfied. ¥oe happy. You love it. You wouldn’t
be anywhere else.”

Slowly, Omani got to his feet. Carefully, he begamnmake his bed. He said, “George,
you're a hard case. You're knocking yourself outdaese you won't accept the facts
about yourself. George, you're here in what youlitbel House, but I've never heard you
give it its full title. Say it, George, say it. Tingo to bed and sleep this off.”

George gritted his teeth and showed them. He choliedNo!”
“Then I will,” said Omani, and he did. He shapedteayllable carefully.

George was bitterly ashamed at the sound of itulrreed his head away.

For most of the first eighteen years of his lifed&e Platen had headed firmly in one
direction, that of Registered Computer Programrere were those in his crowd who
spoke wisely of Spationautics, Refrigeration Tedbgy, Transportation Control, and
even Administration. But George held firm.

He argued relative merits as vigorously as anyeifit, and why not? Education Day
loomed ahead of them and was the great fact af éxétence. It approached steadily, as
fixed and certain as the calendar — the first dadyavember of the year following one’s
eighteenth birthday. After that day, there weresotopics of conversation.

One could discuss with others some detail of tledegsion, or the virtues of one’s wife
and children, or the fate of one’s space-polo teamone’s experiences in the Olympics.
Before Education Day, however, there was only opetthat unfailingly and
unwearyingly held everyone’s interest, and that f&#dscation Day.

“What are you going for? Think you’ll make it? Hedkat's no good. Look at the
records; quota’s been cut. Logistics now —”

Or Hypermechanics now — Or Communications now -&@wvitics now —

Especially Gravitics at the moment. Everyone haghltalking about Gravitics in the few
years just before George’s Education Day becausieealevelopment of the Gravitic
power engine.

Any world within ten light-years of a dwarf stakegyone said, would give its eyeteeth
for any kind of Registered Gravitics Engineer.

The thought of that never bothered George. Sweuld; all the eyeteeth it could scare
up. But George had also heard what had happenedehafa newly developed
technique. Rationalization and simplification folled in a flood. New models each year;



new types of gravitic engines; new principles. Th#nhose eyeteeth gentlemen would
find themselves out of date and superseded byrabelels with later educations. The
first group would then have to settle down to uls#tilabor or ship out to some
backwoods world that wasn’t quite caught up yet.

Now Computer Programmers were in steady demandafearyear, century after
century. The demand never reached wild peaks; thasenever a howling bull market

for Programmers; but the demand climbed steadilyems worlds opened up and as older
worlds grew more complex.

He had argued with Stubby Trevelyan about thatteorly. As best friends, their
arguments had to be constant and vitriolic an@pofse, neither ever persuaded or was
persuaded.

But then Trevelyan had had a father who was a Regs Metallurgist and had actually
served on one of the Outworlds, and a grandfatier mad also been a Registered
Metallurgist. He himself was intent on becomingegRtered Metallurgist almost as a
matter of family right and was firmly convinced ttzany other profession was a shade
less than respectable.

“There’ll always be metal, he said, “and there’ssanomplishment in molding alloys to
specification and watching structures grow. Now tha Programmer going to be
doing? Sitting at a coder all day long, feeding sdool mile-long machine.”

Even at sixteen, George had learned to be pracHeasaid simply, “There’ll be a
million Metallurgists put out along with you.”

“Because it's good. A good profession. The best.”

“But you get crowded out, Stubby. You can be wagklia line. Any world can tape out
its own Metallurgists, and the market for advanEadh models isn’t so big. And it’s
mostly the small worlds that want them. You knowatvper cent of the turn-out of
Registered Metallurgists get tabbed for worlds witGrade A rating. | looked it up. It's
just 13.3 per cent. That means you’ll have sevemceés in eight of being stuck in some
world that just about has running water. You magrele stuck on Earth; 2.3 per cent
are.”

Trevelyan said belligerently, “There’s no disgratestaying on Earth. Earth needs
technicians, too. Good ones.” His grandfather heehlan Earth-bound Metallurgist, and
Trevelyan lifted his finger to his upper lip andotiad at an as yet nonexistent mustache.

George knew about Trevelyan’s grandfather and,ideriag the Earth-bound position of
his own ancestry, was in no mood to sneer. Hedipidmatically, “No intellectual
disgrace. Of course not. But it's nice to get iatGrade A world, isn't it?

“Now you take Programmers. Only the Grade A woHhdse the kind of computers that
really need first-class Programmers so they'reothlg ones in the market. And



Programmer tapes are complicated and hardly anyitsn@hey need more Programmers
than their own population can supply. It's just atter of statistics. There’s one first-
class Programmer per million, say. A world needsnily and has a population of ten
million, they have to come to Earth for five taéi€én Programmers. Right?

“And you know how many Registered Computer Progransmvent to Grade A planets
last year? I'll tell you. Every last one. If you'seProgrammer, you're a picked man. Yes,
Sir.”

Trevelyan frowned. “If only one in a million mak&swhat makes you think you’ll make
it?”

George said guardedly, “I'll make it.”

He never dared tell anyone; not Trevelyan; nophients; of exactly what he was doing
that made him so confident. But he wasn’t worridd.was simply confident (that was
the worst of the memories he had in the hopelegs aterward). He was as blandly
confident as the average eight-year-old kid apgriogcReading Day — that childhood
preview of Education Day.

Of course, Reading Day had been different. Patilre was the simple fact of
childhood. A boy of eight takes many extraordingmygs in stride. One day you can't
read and the next day you can. That's just the thisngs are. Like the sun shining.

And then not so much depended upon it. There werecruiters just ahead, waiting and
jostling for the lists and scores on the comingripycs. A boy or girl who goes through
the Reading Day is just someone who has ten manes yé undifferentiated living upon
Earth’s crawling surface; just someone who rettortsis family with one new ability.

By the time Education Day came, ten years lategr@ewasn’t even sure of most of the
details of his own Reading Day.

Most clearly of all, he remembered it to be a disBeptember day with a mild rain
falling. (September for Reading Day; November Education Day; May for Olympics.
They made nursery rhymes out of it.) George hadsee by the wall lights, with his
parents far more excited than he himself was. &tiser was a Registered Pipe Fitter and
had found his occupation on Earth. This fact hacgs been a humiliation to him,
although, of course, as anyone could see plainbgtof each generation must stay on
Earth in the nature of things.

There had to be farmers and miners and even teahsion Earth. It was only the late-
model, high-specialty professions that were in dahhan the Outworlds, and only a few



millions a year out of Earth’s eight billion poptitan could be exported. Every man and
woman on Earth couldn’t be among that group.

But every man and woman could hope that at leasdhis children could be one, and
Platen, Senior, was certainly no exception. It elagous to him (and, to be sure, to
others as well) that George was notably intelligeamd quick-minded. He would be bound
to do well and he would have to, as he was an cmlg. If George didn’t end on an
Outworld, they would have to wait for grandchildiggfore a next chance would come
along, and that was too far in the future to be mzansolation.

Reading Day would not prove much, of course, bwiitild be the only indication they
would have before the big day itself. Every pammEarth would be listening to the
quality of reading when his child came home withigtening for any particularly easy
flow of words and building that into certain omeaighe future. There were few families
that didn’t have at lean one hopeful who, from Regday on, was the great hope
because of the way he handled his trisyllabics.

Dimly, George was aware of the cause of his par&msion, and if there was any
anxiety in his young heart that drizzly morningwas only the fear that his father’s
hopeful expression might fade out when he retuhrede with his reading.

The children met in the large assembly room ofttnen’s Education Hall. All over
Earth, in millions of local halls, throughout thmbnth, similar groups of children would
he meeting. George felt depressed by the grayri¢ee coom and by the other children,
strained and stiff in unaccustomed finery.

Automatically, George did as all the rest of thédrken did. He found the small clique
that represented the children on his floor of tharament house and joined them.

Trevelyan, who lived immediately next door, stilbke his hair childishly long and was
years removed from the sideburns and thin, reddigstache that he was to grow as soon
as he was physiologically capable of it.

Trevelyan (to whom George was then known as Jawpad) “Bet you're scared.”

“I am not,’ said George. Then, confidentially, “Mglks got a hunk of printing up on the
dresser in my room, and when | come home, I'm gtingpad it for them.” (George’s
main suffering at the moment lay in the fact thadidn’t quite know where to put his
hands. He had been warned not to scratch his hraadh diis ears or pick his nose or put
his hands into his pockets. This eliminated alneestry possibility.)

Trevelyan put his hands in his pockets and said; fther isn’t worried.”
Trevelyan, Senior, had been a Metallurgist on Dgtor nearly seven years, which gave

him a superior social status in his neighborhoashdathough he had retired and returned
to Earth.



Earth discouraged these re-immigrants becausemfigtion problems, but a small
trickle did return. For one thing the cost of ligiwas lower on Earth, and what was a
trifling annuity on Diporia, say, was a comfortableome on Earth. Besides, there were
always men who found more satisfaction in displgymeir success before the friends
and scenes of their childhood than before all #s¢ of the Universe besides.

Trevelyan, Senior further explained that if he sthgn Diporia, so would his children,
and Diporia was a one-spaceship world. Back onhizhrs kids could end up anywhere,
even Novia.

Stubby Trevelyan had picked up that item early.rBvefore Reading Day, his
conversation was based on the carelessly assurtietthda his ultimate home would be in
Novia.

George, oppressed by thoughts of the other’s figteatness and his own small-time
contrast, was driven to belligerent defense at once

“My father isn’t worried either. He just wants tedr me read because he knows I'll be
good. | suppose your father would just as soorheat you because he knows you’'ll be
all wrong.”

“I will not be all wrong. Reading is nothing. On e, I'll hire people to read to me.”
“Because you won't be able to read yourself, oroant of you're dumb!”

“Then how come I'll be on Novia?”

And George, driven, made the great denial, “Wha s@y’'ll be on Novia? Bet you don’t
go anywhere.”

Stubby Trevelyan reddened. “l won't be a Pipe Fiite2 your old man.”

“Take that back, you dumbhead.”

“You take that back.”

They stood nose to nose, not wanting to fight blieved at having something familiar to
do in this strange place. Furthermore, now thatr@ebad curled his hands into fists and
lifted them before his face, the problem of whatlbowith his hands was, at least
temporarily, solved. Other children gathered roarditedly.

But then it all ended when a woman'’s voice sourdadly over the public address

system. There was instant silence everywhere. @atnapped his fists and forgot
Trevelyan.



“Children,” said the voice, “we are going to calltoyour names. As each child is called,
he or she is to go to one of the men waiting akbegside walls. Do you see them? They
are wearing red uniforms so they will be easymd fiThe girls will go to the right. The
boys will go to the left. Now look about and sedakman in red is nearest to you —”

George found his man at a glance and waited fondmse to be called off. He had not
been introduced before this to the sophisticatafriee alphabet and the length of time it
took to reach his own name grew disturbing.

The crowd of children thinned,; little rivulets mattteir way to each of the red-clad
guides.

When the name ‘George Platen’ was finally called , dense of relief was exceeded only
by the feeling of pure gladness at the fact thabl®y Trevelyan still stood in his place,
uncalled.

George shouted back over his shoulder as he ¥diy,“Stubby, maybe they don’t want
you.”

That moment of gaiety quickly left. He was herdet ia line and directed down
corridors in the company of strange children. Takyooked at one another, large-eyed
and concerned, but beyond a snuffling, “Quitcheshng” and “Hey, watch out” there
was no conversation.

They were handed little slips of paper which theyreold must remain with them.
George stared at his curiously. Little black mavkdifferent shapes. He knew it to be
printing but how could anyone make words out oH&couldn’t imagine.

He was told to strip; he and four other boys whoenadl that now remained together. All
the new clothes came shucking off and four eiglat~yeds stood naked and small,
shivering more out of embarrassment than cold. M&dechnicians came past, probing
them, testing them with odd instruments, prickingn for blood. Each took the little
cards and made additional marks on them with lgtiéek rods that produced the marks,
all neatly lined up, with great speed. George statehe new marks, but they were no
more comprehensible than the old. The children wedered back into their clothes.

They sat on separate little chairs then and waitedn. Names were called again and
‘George Platen’ came third.

He moved into a large room, filled with frightenimgtruments with knobs and glassy
panels in front. There was a desk in the very ceatal behind it a man sat, his eyes on
the papers piled before him.

He said, “George Platen?”



“Yes, sir,” said George, in a shaky whisper. Alkttvaiting and all this going here and
there was making him nervous. He wished it wereg.ove

The man behind the desk said, “I am Dr Lloyd, Geoigow are you?”

The doctor didn’t look up as he spoke. It was asigih he had said those words over and
over again and didn’t have to look up any more.

“I'm all right.”

“Are you afraid, George?”

“N — no, sir,” said George, sounding afraid evehismiown ears.

“That’'s good,” said the doctor, “because there’img to be afraid of you know. Let’s
see, George. It says here on your card that ytlierfas named Peter and that he’s a
Registered Pipe Fitter and your mother is named Angyis a Registered Home
Technician. Is that right?”

“Y — yes, sir.”

“And your birthday is 13 February,and you had anief@ction about a year ago. Right?”
“Yes, sir.”

“Do you know how | know all these things?”

“It's on the card, | think, sir.”

“That’s right.” The doctor looked up at George fbe first time and smiled. He showed
even teeth and looked much younger than GeorgtiisrfaSome of George’s

nervousness vanished.

The doctor passed the card to George. “Do you kwbat all those things there mean,
George?”

Although George knew he did not he was startlethbysudden request into looking at
the card as though he might understand now threagie sudden stroke of fate. But they
were just marks as before and he passed the cekd o, sir.”

“Why not?”

George felt a sudden pang of suspicion concermeaganity of this doctor. Didn’t he
know why not?

George said, “l can't read, sir.”



“Would you like to read?”
“Yes, sir.”
“Why, George?”

George stared, appalled. No one had ever askethhimHe had no answer. He said
falteringly, “I don’t know, sir.”

“Printed information will direct you all through wo life. There is so much you’ll have to
know even after Education Day. Cards like this wiiktell you. Books will tell you.
Television screens will tell you. Printing will tglou such useful things and such
interesting things that not being able to read Wdid as bad as not being able to see. Do
you understand?”

“Yes, sir.”
“Are you afraid, George?”
“No, sir.”

“Good. Now I'll tell you exactly what we’ll do fitts I'm going to put these wires on your
forehead just over the corners of your eyes. Thsiitdk there but they won'’t hurt at all.
Then, I'll turn on something that will make a bu#tzwill sound funny and it may tickle
you, but it won’t hurt. Now if it does hurt, youlltene, and I'll turn it off right away, but
it won't hurt. All right?”

George nodded and swallowed.
“Are you ready?”

George nodded. He closed his eyes while the dbetsied himself. His parents had
explained this to him. They, too, had said it wouddhurt, but then there were always the
older children. There were the ten- and twelveads who howled after the eight-year-
olds waiting for Reading Day, “Watch out for theed.” There were the others who
took you off in confidence and said, “They got tt gour head open. They use a sharp
knife that big with a hook on it,” and so on intorfifying details.

George had never believed them but he had hadmagks, and now he closed his eyes
and felt pure terror.

He didn’t feel the wires at his temple. The buzzaalistant thing, and there was the
sound of his own blood in his ears, ringing hollpwak though it and he were in a large
cave. Slowly he chanced opening his eyes.



The doctor had his back to him. From one of th&umsents a strip of paper unwound
and was covered with a thin, wavy purple line. @betor tore off pieces and put them
into a slot in another machine. He did it over andr again. Each time a little piece of
film came out which the doctor looked at. Finahl, turned toward George with a queer
frown between his eyes.

The buzzing stopped.

George said breathlessly, “Is it over?”

The doctor said, “Yes,” but he was still frowning.

“Can | read now?’ asked George. He felt no differen

The doctor said, “What?” then smiled very suddemy briefly. He said, “It works fine,
George. You'll be reading in fifteen minutes. Now've going to use another machine
this time and it will take longer. I'm going to c@vyour whole head, and when | turn it
on you won't be able to see or hear anything fahde, but it won't hurt. Just to make
sure I'm going to give you a little switch to hatdyour hand. If anything hurts, you
press the little button and everything shuts off.right?”

In later years, George was told that the littletskvivas strictly a dummy; that it was
introduced solely for confidence. He never did krfowsure, however, since he never
pushed the button.

A large smoothly curved helmet with a rubbery inl@ng was placed over his head and
left there. Three or four little knobs seemed tabgat him and bite into his skull, but
there was only a little pressure that faded. Na pai

The doctor’s voice sounded dimly. “Everything ajht, George?”

And then, with no real warning, a layer of thick 'dosed down all about him. He was
disembodied, there was no sensation, no univendg hanself and a distant murmur at
the very ends of nothingness telling him somethinglling him — telling him —

He strained to hear and understand but there wtsaakhick felt between.

Then the helmet was taken off his head, and the Wigis so bright that it hurt his eyes
while the doctor’s voice drummed at his ears.

The doctor said, “Here’s your card, George. Whatsdb say?”

George looked at his card again and gave out agla@ shout. The marks weren't just
marks at all. They made up words. They were wardsgs clearly as though something



were whispering them in his ears. He could heantheing whispered as he looked at
them.

“What does it say, George?”

“It says — it says — ‘Platen, George. Born 13 Fahy6492 of Peter and Amy Platen in...’
" He broke off.

“You can read, George,” said the doctor. “It'salker.”
“For good? | won't forget how?”

“Of course not” The doctor leaned over to shakedsagravely. “You will be taken home
now.”

It was days before George got over this new andtgaéent of his. He read for his father
with such facility that Platen, Senior, wept antlezhrelatives to tell the good news.

George walked about town, reading every scrapiofipg he could find and wondering
how it was that none of it had ever made sensaidokfore.

He tried to remember how it was not to be ableedmirand he couldn’t. As far as his
feeling about it was concerned, he had always bBbénto read. Always.

At eighteen, George was rather dark, of mediumhtelgut thin enough to look taller.
Trevelyan, who was scarcely an inch shorter, hstvekiness of build that made
‘Stubby’ more than ever appropriate, but in thist ieear he had grown self-conscious.
The nickname could no longer be used without repr&nd since Trevelyan
disapproved of his proper first name even morenglsg he was called Trevelyan or any
decent variant of that. As though to prove his noaahfurther, he had most persistently
grown a pair of sideburns and a bristly mustache.

He was sweating and nervous now, and George, wihdiinaself grown out of ‘Jaw-jee’
and into the curt monosyllabic gutturability of ‘Gge,” was rather amused by that.

They were in the same large hall they had beeenryéars before (and not since). It was
as if a vague dream of the past had come to sudddity. In the first few minutes
George had been distinctly surprised at finding'gténg seem smaller and more
cramped than his memory told him; then he madevalhee for his own growth.

The crowd was smaller than it had been in childhdtodas exclusively male this time.
The girls had another day assigned them.



Trevelyan leaned over to say, “Beats me the way thake you wait.”
“Red tape,” said George. “You can’t avoid it.”

Trevelyan said, “What makes you so damned tolexbatit it?”

“I've got nothing to worry about.”

“Oh, brother, you make me sick. | hope you end egi&ered Manure Spreader just so |
can see your face when you do.” His somber eyeptsiive crowd anxiously.

George looked about, too. It wasn't quite the gystieey used on the children. Matters
went slower, and instructions had been given othieastart in print (an advantage over
the pre-Readers). The names Platen and Trevelygnwedl down the alphabet still, but
this time the two knew it.

Young men came out of the education rooms, frowaimg) uncomfortable, picked up
their clothes and belongings, then went off to gsialto learn the results.

Each, as he come out, would be surrounded by attbe thinning crowd. “How was
it?” “How ’d it feel?” “Whacha think ya made?” “Y&eel any different?”

Answers were vague and noncommittal.

George forced himself to remain out of those clgtsu only raised your own blood
pressure. Everyone said you stood the best chagoa remained calm. Even so, you
could feel the palms of your hands grow cold. Futiaf new tensions came with the
years.

For instance, high-specialty professionals headurtgor an Outworld were accompanied
by a wife (or husband). It was important to keepdkx ratio in good balance on all
worlds. And if you were going out to a Grade A vdprivhat girl would refuse you?
George had no specific girl in mind yet; he wanmede. Not now! Once he made
Programmer; once he could add to his name, Regist@omputer Programmer, he could
take his pick, like a sultan in a harem. The thawgttited him and he tried to put it
away. Must stay calm.

Trevelyan muttered “What'’s it all about anyway?sEthey say it works best if you're
relaxed and at ease. Then they put you throughatidsmake it impossible for you to be
relaxed and at ease.”

“Maybe that’s the idea. They're separating the biogm the men to begin with. Take it
easy, Trev.”

“Shut up.”



George’s turn came. His name was not called. leapgd in glowing letters on the notice
board.

He waved at Trevelyan. “Take it easy. Don't lejet you.”

He was happy as he entered the testing chambaralychappy.

The man behind the desk said, “George Platen?”

For a fleeting instant there was a razor-sharppdn George’s mind of another man,
ten years earlier, who had asked the same queatidnt was almost as though this were
the same man and he, George, had turned eight ag&i@ had stepped across the
threshold.

But the man looked up and, of course, the face medtthat of the sudden memory not at
all. The nose was bulbous, the hair thin and sgriagd the chin wattled as though its
owner had once been grossly overweight and hactegdu

The man behind the desk looked annoyed. “Well?”

George came to Earth. “I'm George Platen, sir.”

“Say so, then. I'm Dr Zachary Antonelli, and wegeing to be intimately acquainted in a
moment.”

He stared at small strips of film, holding themtaghe light owlishly.

George winced inwardly. Very hazily, he remembehed other doctor (he had forgotten
the name) staring at such film. Could these bestime? The other doctor had frowned
and this one was looking at him now as though he\waagry.

His happiness was already just about gone.

Dr Antonelli spread the pages of a thickish file bafore him now and put the films’s
carefully to one side. “It says here you want tald@omputer Programmer.”

“Yes, doctor.”
“Still do?”
“Yes, sir.”

“It's a responsible and exacting position. Do yealfup to it?”



“Yes, sir.”

“Most pre-Educates don’t put down any specific pesion. | believe they are afraid of
queering it.”

“I think that’s right sir.”
“Aren’t you afraid of that?”
“I might as well be honest, sir.”

Dr Antonelli nodded, but without any noticeablehligning of his expression. “Why do
you want to be a Programmer?”

“It's a responsible and exacting position as yad,ssir. It's an important job and an
exciting one. | like it and I think | can do it.”

Dr Antonelli put the papers away, and looked atr@esourly. He said, “How do you
know you like it? Because you think you'll be snagup by some Grade A planet?”

George thought uneasily: He's trying to rattle yStay calm and stay frank.

He said, “I think a Programmer has a good chanceyt even if | were left on Earth, |
know I'd like it.” (That was true enough. I'm natihg, thought George.)

“All right how do you know?”

He asked it as though he knew there was no deosntet and George almost smiled. He
had one.

He said, “I've been reading about Programming], sir.

“You've been what?” Now the doctor looked genuinaégonished and George took
pleasure in that.

“Reading about it, sir. | bought a book on the sabpand I've been studying it.”
“A book for Registered Programmers?”

“Yes, sir.”

“But you couldn’t understand it.”

“Not at first. | got other books on mathematics ahettronics. | made out all | could. |
still don’t know much, but | know enough to knowke it and to know | can make it.”



(Even his parents never found that secret cacheais or knew why he spent so much
time in his own room or exactly what happened todleep he missed.)

The doctor pulled at the loose skin under his chivhat was your idea in doing that,
son?”

“I wanted to make sure | would be interested, sir.”

“Surely you know that being interested means ngth¥fou could be devoured by a
subject and if the physical make-up of your braekes it more efficient for you to be
something else, something else you will be. Yowktimat, don’t you?”

“I've been told that,” said George cautiously.

“Well, believe it. It's true.”

George said nothing.

Dr Antonelli said, “Or do you believe that studyisgme subject will bend the brain cells
in that direction, like that other theory that @gmant woman need only listen to great
music persistently to make a composer of her cbitllyou believe that?”

George flushed. That had certainly been in his migydforcing his intellect constantly in
the desired direction, he had felt sure that heldvba getting a head start. Most of his
confidence had rested on exactly that point.

“I never-" he began, and found no way of finishing.

“Well it isn’t true. Good Lord, youngster, your lomgoattern is fixed at birth. It can be
altered by a blow hard enough to damage the celty @ burst blood vessel or by a
tumor or by a major infection — each time, of ceyfer the worse. But it certainly can’t
be affected by your thinking special thoughts.” d#&ed at George thoughtfully, then
said, “Who told you to do this?”

George, now thoroughly disturbed, swallowed and,s&lo one, doctor. My own idea.”
“Who knew you were doing it after you started?”

“No one. Doctor, | meant to do no wrong.”

“Who said anything about wrong? Useless is whabuill say. Why did you keep it to
yourself?”

“I — 1 thought they 'd laugh at me.” (He thoughtraptly of a recent exchange with
Trevelyan. George had very cautiously broachedribeght, as of something merely
circulating distantly in the very outermost reacbéhis mind, concerning the possibility



of learning something by ladling it into the ming land, so to speak, in bits and pieces.
Trevelyan had hooted, “George, you'll be tanningryown shoes next and weaving your
own shirts.” He had been thankful then for his ppbf secrecy.)

Dr Antonelli shoved the bits of film he had firsoked at from position to position in
morose thought. Then he said, “Let’s get you aredyZ his is getting me nowhere.”

The wires went to George’s temples. There was tizzgihg. Again there came a sharp
memory of ten years ago.

George’s hands were clammy; his heart poundedhBeld never have told the doctor
about his secret reading. It was his damned vanéypld himself. He had wanted to
show how enterprising he was, how full of initisiunstead, he had showed himself
superstitious and ignorant and aroused the hgstilithe doctor. (He could tell the
doctor hated him for a wise guy on the make.)

And now he had brought himself to such a statesofousness, he was sure the analyzer
would show nothing that made sense.

He wasn’t aware of the moment when the wires wemgoved from his temples. The
sight of the doctor, staring at him thoughtfullfinked into his consciousness and that
was that; the wires were gone. George dragged Hitogether with a tearing effort. He
had quite given up his ambition to be a Programiinethe space of ten minutes, it had
all gone.

He said dismally, “I suppose no?”

“No what?”

“No Programmer?”

The doctor rubbed his nose and said, “You get gtathes and whatever belongs to you
and go to room 15-C. Your files will be waiting fgou there. So will my report.”

George said in complete surprise, “Have | been Buacalready? | thought this was just
to — ”

Dr Antonelli stared down at his desk. “It will d& explained to you. You do as | say.”
George felt something like panic. What was it theyldn’t tell him? He wasn't fit for
anything but Registered Laborer. They were goingrépare him for that; adjust him to
it.

He was suddenly certain of it and he had to keam fscreaming by main force.



He stumbled back to his place of waiting. Trevelyas not there, a fact for which he
would have been thankful if he had had enoughmedtession to be meaningfully aware
of his surroundings. Hardly anyone was left, irtfand the few who were looked as
though they might ask him questions were it not thay were too worn out by their tail-
of-the-alphabet waiting to buck the fierce, hotdad anger and hate he cast at them.

What right had they to be technicians and he, Himséaborer? Laborer! He was
certain!

He was led by a red-uniformed guide along the lmassidors lined with separate rooms
each containing its groups, here two, there fike:Notor Mechanics, the Construction
Engineers, the Agronomists — There were hundredpedialized Professions and most
of them would be represented in this small towrmobg or two anyway.

He hated them all just then: the Statisticians Abeountants, the lesser breeds and the
higher. He hated them because they owned their smagledge now, knew their fate,
while he himself empty still' had to face some kaidurther red tape.

He reached 15-C, was ushered in and left in anyeropim. For one moment, his spirits
bounded. Surely, if this were the labor classifamatroom, there would be dozens of
youngsters present.

A door sucked into its recess on the other sidewaist-high partition and an elderly,
white-haired man stepped out. He smiled and shewed teeth that were obviously
false, but his face was still ruddy and unlined hrsdvoice had vigor.

He said, “Good evening, George. Our own sectooh&sone of you this time, | see.”
“Only one?” said George blankly.

“Thousands over the Earth, of course. Thousandsr¥ mot alone.”

George felt exasperated. He said, “I don’t undestair. What's my classification?
What's happening?”

“Easy, son. You're all right. It could happen toyane. He held out his hand and George
took it mechanically. It was warm and it presse@i@e’s hand firmly. “Sit down, son.

I’'m Sam Ellenford.”

George nodded impatiently. “I want to know whatsrg on, sir.”

“Of course. To begin with, you can’'t be a CompuiResgrammer, George. You've
guessed that | think.”

“Yes, | have,” said George bitterly. “What will ebthen?”



“That’s the hard part to explain, George.” He palisken said with careful distinctness,
“Nothing.”

“What!”
“Nothing!”
“But what does that mean? Why can’t you assign rmpegession?”

“We have no choice in the matter, George. It’sdtracture of your mind that decides
that.”

George went a sallow yellow. His eyes bulged. “Eleesomething wrong with my
mind?”

“There’s something about it. As far as professiamassification is concerned, | suppose
you can call it wrong.”

“But why?”

Ellenford shrugged. “I'm sure you know how Eartimsuts Educational program,
George. Practically any human being can absorltipaily any body of knowledge, but
each individual brain pattern is better suitedeteiving some types of knowledge than
others. We try to match mind to knowledge as welva can within the limits of the
guota requirements for each profession.”

George nodded. “Yes, | know.”

“Every once in a while, George, we come up agangiung man whose mind is not
suited to receiving a superimposed knowledge ofsamty”

“You mean | can’'t be Educated?”
“That is what | mean.”

“But that's crazy. I'm intelligent. | can understhr ” He looked helplessly about as
though trying to find some way of proving that tealta functioning brain.

“Don’t misunderstand me, please,” said Ellenfordvgtly. “ You're intelligent. There’s
no question about that. You're even above avenag#elligence. Unfortunately that has
nothing to do with whether the mind ought to beald to accept superimposed
knowledge or not. In fact, it is almost always thielligent person who comes here.”

“You mean | can’t even be a Registered Laborer®bbed George. Suddenly even that
was better than the blank that faced him. “What&sé to know to be a Laborer?”



“Don’t underestimate the Laborer, young man. Tlaeeedozens of subclassifications and
each variety has its own corpus of fairly detakedwledge. Do you think there’s no

skill in knowing the proper manner of lifting a wgéit? Besides, for the Laborer, we must
select not only minds suited to it but bodies all. Weu’re not the type, George, to last
long as a Laborer.”

George was conscious of his slight build. He s@df I've never heard of anyone
without a profession.”

“There aren’t many,” conceded Ellenford. “And wefact them.”
“Protect them?” George felt confusion and frightwgrhigher inside him.

“You're a ward of the planet, George. From the tyoe walked through that door,
we’ve been in charge of you.” And he smiled.

It was a fond smile. To George it seemed the saiitevnership; the smile of a grown
man for a helpless child.

He said, “You mean, I'm going to be in prison?”

“Of course not. You will simply be with others obyr kind.”

Your kind. The words made a kind of thunder in @ecs ear.
Ellenford said, “You need special treatment. Wielke care of you.”

To George’s own horror, he burst into tears. Ebbetifwalked to the other end of the
room and faced away as though in thought.

George fought to reduce the agonized weeping te and then to strangle those. He
thought of his father and mother, of his friendsT@velyan, of his own shame — He said
rebelliously, “I learned to read.”

“Everyone with a whole mind can do that. We've nefeeind exceptions. It is at this
stage that we discover — exceptions. And when gatnkd to read, George, we were
concerned about your mind pattern. Certain pedtiéarwere reported even then by the
doctor in charge.”

“Can’t you try Educating me? You haven't even trioh willing to take the risk.”
“The law forbids us to do that, George. But lodkyill not be bad. We will explain

matters to your family so they will not be hurt. the place to which you’ll be taken,
you’ll be allowed privileges. We’'ll get you bookadyou can learn what you will.”



“Dab knowledge in by hand,” said George bitterlghted by shred. Then, when | die I'll
know enough to be a Registered Junior Office Baypde-Clip Division.”

“Yet | understand you've already been studying s0bk

George froze. He was struck devastatingly by sudahelerstanding. “That’s it”

“What is?”

“That fellow Antonelli. He’s knifing me.”

“No, George. You're quite wrong.”

“Don’t tell me that.” George was in an ecstasywfyf “That lousy bastard is selling me
out because he thought | was a little too wiséhfor. | read books and tried to get a head
start toward programming. Well, what do you wansqoare things? Money? You won'’t
get it. I'm getting out of here and when I finistobdcasting this —”

He was screaming.

Ellenford shook his head and touched a contact.

Two men entered on catfeet and got on either did&eorge. They pinned his arms to his
sides. One of them used an air-spray hypodermntizermollow of his right elbow and the

hypnotic entered his vein and had an almost imneeitiect.

His screams cut off and his head fell forward. ktises buckled and only the men on
either side kept him erect as he slept.

They took care of George as they said they woulely tvere good to him and unfailingly
kind — about the way, George thought, he himselildide to a sick kitten he had taken
pity on.

They told him that he should sit up and take samereést in life; and then told him that
most people who came there had the same attitudespiir at the beginning and that he
would snap out of it.

He didn’t even hear them.

Dr Ellenford himself visited him to tell him thaishparents had been informed that he
was away on special assignment.

George muttered, “Do they know —”



Ellenford assured him at once,“We gave no details.”

At first George had refused to eat. They fed hitrawenously. They hid sharp objects
and kept him under guard. Hali Omani came to bedosmmate and his stolidity had a
calming effect.

One day, out of sheer desperate boredom, George &ska book. Omani, who himself
read books constantly, looked up, smiling broa@gorge almost withdrew the request
then, rather than give any of them satisfactioantthought: What do | care?

He didn’t specify the book and Omani brought onelo@amistry. It was in big print, with
small words and many illustrations. It was for tegers. He threw the book violently
against the wall.

That’'s what he would be always. A teenager allifés A pre-Educate forever and
special books would have to be written for him.lalesmoldering in bed, staring at the
ceiling, and after an hour had passed, he got Ikdyswpicked up the book, and began
reading.

It took him a week to finish it and then he askexdanother.

“Do you want me to take the first one back?” asedani.

George frowned. There were things in the book lierfe understood, yet he was not so
lost to shame as to say so.

But Omani said, “Come to think of it, you’'d bettazep it. Books are meant to be read
and reread.”

It was that same day that he finally yielded to @nsanvitation that he tour the place.
He dogged at the Nigerian’s feet and took in hisaundings with quick hostile glances.

The place was no prison certainly. There were nitsywao locked doors, no guards. But
it was a prison in that the inmates had no plagotoutside.

It was somehow good to see others like himselhleydozen. It was so easy to believe
himself to be the only one in the world so — maimed

He mumbled, “How many people here anyway?”

“Two hundred and five, George, and this isn’t tidéyglace of the sort in the world.
There are thousands.”

Men looked up as he passed, wherever he wentgigytmnasium, along the tennis
courts; through the library (he had never in Hesilimagined books could exist in such



numbers; they were stacked, actually stacked, dmmgyshelves). They stared at him
curiously and he returned the looks savagely. asti¢hey were no better than he; no call
for them to look at him as though he were somecf@uriosity.

Most of them were in their twenties. George saddsmly, “What happens to the older
ones?”

Omani said, “This place specializes in the yourgyess.” Then, as though he suddenly
recognized an implication in George’s question tteahad missed earlier, he shook his
head gravely and said, “They’re not put out ofwregy, if that's what you mean. There
are other Houses for older ones.”

“Who cares?” mumbled George, who felt he was sountho interested and in danger of
slipping into surrender.

“You might. As you grow older, you will find yourden a House with occupants of both
sexes.”

That surprised George somehow. “Women, to0?”
“Of course. Do you suppose women are immune tosthrisof thing?”

George thought of that with more interest and exaént than he had felt for anything
since before that day when — He forced his thoaglaty from that.

Omani stopped at the doorway of a room that coathnsmall closed-circuit television
set and a desk computer.

Five or six men sat about the television. Omard,sdihis is a classroom.”

George said, “What's that?”

“The young men in there are being educated. Na&,added, quickly, “in the usual way.”
“You mean they’re cramming it in bit by bit.”

“That’s right. This is the way everyone did it incGent times.”

This was what they kept telling him since he hashedo the House but what of it?
Suppose there had been a day when mankind hadshaenkihe diatherm-oven. Did that
mean he should be satisfied to eat meat raw inrldwdnere others ate it cooked?

He said, “Why do they want to go through that lyitHit stuff?”

“To pass the time, George, and because they'rewustii



“What good does it do them?”
“It makes them happier.”
George carried that thought to bed with him.

The next day he said to Omani ungraciously, “Camget me into a classroom where |
can find out something about programming?”

Omani replied heatrtily, “Sure.”

It was slow and he resented it. Why should soméane to explain something and
explain it again? Why should he have to read arehrtba passage, then stare at a
mathematical relationship and not understandanae? That wasn’'t how other people
had to be.

Over and over again, he gave up. Once he refusaitietod classes for a week.

But always he returned. The official in charge, velssigned reading, conducted the
television demonstrations, and even explainedatiffipassages and concepts, never
commented on the matter.

George was finally given a regular task in the gasdand took his turn in the various
kitchen and cleaning details. This was represetutdiim as being an advance, but he
wasn’t fooled. The place might have been far moeelmanized than it was, but they
deliberately made work for the young men in oradegive them the illusion of worth-
while occupation, of usefulness. George wasn’tddol

They were even paid small sums of money out of kvthey could buy certain specified
luxuries or which they could put aside for a proféical use in a problematical old age.
George kept his money in an open jar, which he &ap closet shelf. He had no idea
how much he had accumulated. Nor did he care.

He made no real friends though he reached the stagee a civil good day was in order.
He even stopped brooding (or almost stopped) omikearriage of justice that had
placed him there. He would go weeks without dregnahAntonelli, of his gross nose
and wattled neck, of the leer with which he woulip George into a boiling quicksand
and hold him under, till he woke screaming with @int@ending over him in concern.

Omani said to him on a snowy day in February, “d'sazing how you’re adjusting.”

But that was February, the thirteenth to be exXastnineteenth birthday. March came,
then April, and with the approach of May he reaibe hadn’t adjusted at all.



The previous May had passed unregarded while Gewagestill in his bed, drooping and
ambitionless. This May was different.

All over Earth, George knew, Olympics would be tekplace and young men would be
competing, matching their skills against one anoitmé¢he fight for a place on a new
world. There would be the holiday atmosphere, ttatement, the news reports, the self-
contained recruiting agents from the worlds beyspace, the glory of victory or the
consolations of defeat.

How much of fiction dealt with these motifs, how chuof his own boyhood excitement
lay in following the events of Olympics from yearytear; how many of his own plans —

George Platen could not conceal the longing irvhise.
It was too much to suppress. He said, “Tomorrowssfirst of May. Olympics!”

And that led to his first quarrel with Omani andQmani’s bitter enunciation of the exact
name of the institution in which George found hithse

Omani gazed fixedly at George and said distin€flyHouse for the Feeble-minded.”

George Platen flushed. Feeble-minded!

He rejected it desperately. He said in a monottime,leaving.” He said it on impulse.
His conscious mind learned it first from the staé@tas he uttered it.

Omani, who had returned to his book, looked up. &t¥h

George knew what he was saying now. He said itdigr “I'm leaving.”

“That’s ridiculous. Sit down, George, calm yourself

“Oh, no. I'm here on a frame-up, | tell you. Thisatior, Antonelli, took a dislike to me.
It's the sense of power these petty bureaucrate.l@oss them and they wipe out your
life with a stylus mark on some card file.”

“Are you back to that?”

“And staying there till it's all straightened olitn going to get to Antonelli somehow,
break him, force the truth out of him.” George easathing heavily and he felt feverish.

Olympics month was here and he couldn't let it pHdse did, it would be the final
surrender and he would be lost for all time.



Omani threw his legs over the side of his bed @oddsup. He was nearly six feet tall
and the expression on his face gave him the lo@kaaincerned Saint Bernard. He put his
arm about George’s shoulder, “If | hurt your fegbn-"

George shrugged him off. “You just said what yooutpht was the truth, and I’'m going
to prove it isn’t the truth, that’s all. Why nothd& door’s open. There aren’t any locks.
No one ever said | couldn’t leave. I'll just walkitd’

“All right, but where will you go?”

“To the nearest air terminal, then to the neardginics center. I've got money.” He
seized the open jar that held the wages he haavay. Some of the coins jangled to the
floor.

“That will last you a week maybe. Then what?”

“By then I'll have things settled.”

“By then you’ll come crawling back here,” said Omaarnestly, “with all the progress
you’ve made to do over again. You're mad, George.”

“Feeble-minded is the word you used before.”
“Well, I'm sorry | did. Stay here, will you?”
“Are you going to try to stop me?”

Omani compressed his full lips. “No, | guess | woifhis is your business. If the only
way you can learn is to buck the world and comé vath blood on your face, go ahead.
— Well, go ahead.”

George was in the doorway now, looking back ovsrshioulder. “I'm going” — he came
back to pick up his pocket grooming set slowly h6pe you don’t object to my taking a
few personal belongings.”

Omani shrugged. He was in bed again reading, eeifit.

George lingered at the door again, but Omani didiok up. George gritted his teeth,
turned and walked rapidly down the empty corridod aut into the night-shrouded
grounds.

He had expected to be stopped before leaving thengs. He wasn’t. He had stopped at
an all-night diner to ask directions to an air terahand expected the proprietor to call
the police. That didn’t happen. He summoned a slenimtake him to the airport and
the driver asked no questions.



Yet he felt no lift at that. He arrived at the arpsick at heart. He had not realized how
the outer world would be. He was surrounded bygssibnals. The diner’s proprietor
had had his name inscribed on the plastic shell thecash register. So and so,
Registered Cook. The man in the skimmer had hesm$ie up, Registered Chauffeur.
George felt the bareness of his name and expedem&end of nakedness because of it
worse, he felt skinned. But no one challenged INmone studied him suspiciously and
demanded proof of professional rating.

George thought bitterly: Who would imagine any harbaing without one?

He bought a ticket to San Francisco on the 3 alamep No other plane for a sizable
Olympics center was leaving before morning and Aeted to wait as little as possible.
As it was, he sat huddled in the waiting room, \Wwatg for the police. They did not
come.

He was in San Francisco before noon and the noige @ity struck him like a blow.
This was the largest city he had ever seen anédtdéden used to silence and calm for a
year and a half now.

Worse, it was Olympics month. He almost forgotdws predicament in his sudden
awareness that some of the noise, excitement, siomfuwvas due to that.

The Olympics boards were up at the airport fortibeefit of the incoming travelers, and
crowds jostled around each one. Each major prafedsad its own board. Each listed
directions to the Olympics Hall where the contestthat day for that profession would
be given; the individuals competing and their ctyirth; the Outworld (if any)
sponsoring it.

It was a completely stylized thing. George had rdestriptions often enough in the
newsprints and films, watched matches on televjsaod even witnessed a small
Olympics in the Registered Butcher classificatibtha county seat. Even that, which
had no conceivable Galactic implication (there wagutworlder in attendance, of
course) aroused excitement enough.

Partly, the excitement was caused simply by thedacompetition, partly by the spur of
local pride (oh, when there was a home-town bashter for, though he might be a
complete stranger), and, of course, partly by hgtfThere was no way of stopping the
last.

George found it difficult to approach the board.fblend himself looking at the
scurrying, avid onlookers in a new way.

There must have been a time when they themselves@tgmpic material. What had
they done? Nothing!



If they had been winners, they would be far ouhi; Galaxy somewhere, not stuck here
on Earth. Whatever they were, their professionstinage made them Earth-bait from
the beginning; or else they had made themselvabBait by inefficiency at whatever
high-specialized professions they had had.

Now these failures stood about and speculatedentthnces of newer and younger men.
Vultures!

How he wished they were speculating on him.

He moved down the line of boards blankly, clingiaghe outskirts of the groups about

them. He had eaten breakfast on the strato andabe’vhungry. He was afraid, though.

He was in a big city during the confusion of thgibaing of Olympics competition. That
was protection, sure. The city was full of strarsg&to one would question George. No

one would care about George.

No one would care. Not even the House, thought gebitterly. They cared for him like
a sick kitten, but if a sick kitten up and wandeifs well too bad, what can you do?

And now that he was in San Francisco, what didd#His thoughts struck blankly
against a wall. See someone? Whom? How? Where weudden stay? The money he
had left seemed pitiful.

The first shamefaced thought of going back canterto He could go to the police — He
shook his head violently as though arguing withaemal adversary.

A word caught his eye on one of the boards, glegrtiiare: Metallurgist. In smaller
letters, nonferrous. At the bottom of a long lishames, in flowing script, sponsored by
Novia.

It induced painful memories: himself arguing witreVelyan, so certain that he himself
would be a Programmer, so certain that a Progranaasisuperior to a Metallurgist, so
certain that he was following the right coursegedain that he was clever —

So clever that he had to boast to that small-mindedictive Antonelli. He had been so
sure of himself that moment when he had been caledhad left the nervous Trevelyan
standing there, so cocksure.

George cried out in a short, incoherent high-pitchasp. Someone turned to look at him,
then hurried on. People brushed past impatientbhimg him this way and that. He
remained staring at the board, openmouthed.

It was as though the board had answered his thohightvas thinking ‘Trevelyan’ so
hard that it had seemed for a moment that of catwes®oard would say ‘Trevelyan’
back at him.



But that was Trevelyan, up there. And Armand Trgael(Stubby’s hated first name: up
in lights for everyone to see) and the right hoowert. What's more, Trev had wanted
Novia, aimed for Novia, insisted on Novia; and ttagnpetition was sponsored by Novia.

This had to be Trev; good old Trev. Almost withthihking he noted the directions for
getting to the place of competition and took hecplin line for a skimmer.

Then he thought somberly: Trev made it! He wantelbe a Metallurgist, and he made it!

George felt colder, more alone than ever.

There was a line waiting to enter the hall. AppéyemMetallurgy Olympics was to be an
exciting and closely fought one. At least, therlinated sky sign above the ball said so,
and the jostling crowd seemed to think so.

It would have been a rainy day, George thoughinftioe color of the sky, but San
Francisco had drawn the shield across its breadth bay to ocean. It was an expense to
do so, of course, but all expenses were warrantesterthe comfort of Outworlders was
concerned. They would be in town for the Olympidsey were heavy spenders. And for
each recruit taken, there would be a fee both tthEand to the local government from
the planet sponsoring the Olympics. It paid to k&egpworlders in mind of a particular
city as a pleasant place in which to spend Olymiiies. San Francisco knew what it
was doing.

George, lost in thought, was suddenly aware ofrélg@ressure on his shoulder blade
and a voice saving, “Are you in line here, younghffia

The line had moved up without George’s having reatithe widening gap. He stepped
forward hastily and muttered, “Sorry, sir.”

There was the touch of two fingers on the elbowisfiacket and he looked about
furtively.

The man behind him nodded cheerfully. He had iraydpair, and under his jacket he
wore an old-fashioned sweater that buttoned dowrirtdnt. He said, “l didn’t mean to
sound sarcastic.”

“No offense.”
“All right, then.” He sounded cozily talkative. tWasn’t sure you might not simply be

standing there, entangled with the line, so to lspealy by accident. | thought you might
bea-"



“A what?” said George sharply. “Why, a contestantgourse. You look young.” George
turned away. He felt neither cozy nor talkativeq &itterly impatient with busybodies.

A thought struck him. Had an alarm been sent auhifm? Was his description known,
or his picture? Was Gray-hair behind him tryingyed a good look at his face?

He hadn’t seen any news reports. He craned histoesie the moving strip of news
headlines parading across one section of the ligfds somewhat lackluster against the
gray of the cloudy afternoon sky. It was no usegeee up at once. The headlines would
never concern themselves with him. This was Olys\gime and the only news worth
headlining was the comparative scores of the weaad the trophies won by continents,
nations, and cities.

It would go on like that for weeks, with scoresatdéited on a per capita basis and every
city finding some way of calculating itself intgasition of honor. His own town had
once placed third in an Olympics covering Wiringchieician; third in the whole state.
There was still a plaque saying so in Town Hall.

George hunched his head between his shouldershandd his hands in his pocket and
decided that made him more noticeable. He relarddréed to look unconcerned, and
felt no safer. He was in the lobby now, and no authtive hand had yet been laid on his
shoulder. He filed into the hall itself and movexfar forward as he could.

It was with an unpleasant shock that he noticed/<aear next to him. He looked away
quickly and tried reasoning with himself. The mau ibeen right behind him in line after
all.

Gray-hair, beyond a brief and tentative smile, prchttention to him and, besides, the
Olympics was about to start. George rose in histeesee if he could make out the
position assigned to Trevelyan and at the momexttvilas all his concern.

The hall was moderate in size and shaped in tiesick long oval with the spectators in
the two balconies running completely about theamd the contestants in the linear
trough down the center. The machines were sehemrogress boards above each bench
were dark, except for the name and contest nunfleEaath man. The contestants
themselves were on the scene, reading, talkinghegeone was checking his fingernails
minutely.(It was, of course, considered bad formaimy contestant to pay any attention

to the problem before him until the instant of st@rting signal.)

George studied the program sheet he found in theoppate slot in the arm of his chair
and found Trevelyan’s name. His number was tweha 0 George’s chagrin, that was
at the wrong end of the hall. He could make ouffidnere of Contestant Twelve, standing



with his hands in his pockets, back to his machame, staring at the audience as though
he were counting the house. George couldn’t makéheuface.

Still that was Trev.

George sank back in his seat. He wondered if Trewidvdo well. He hoped, as a matter
of conscious duty, that he would, and yet there seesething within him that felt
rebelliously resentful. George, professionlesse hemtching. Trevelyan, Registered
Metallurgist,Nonferrous, there, competing.

George wondered if Trevelyan had competed in Is$ yiear. Sometimes men did, if they
felt particularly confident — or hurried. It invadd a certain risk. However efficient the
Educative process, a preliminary year on Earthir{tpthe stiff knowledge,” as the
expression went) insured a higher score.

If Trevelyan was repeating, maybe he wasn’t domwsll. George felt ashamed that the
thought pleased him just a bit.

He looked about. The stands were almost full. Wuosld be a well-attended Olympics,
which meant greater strain on the contestantsgraater drive, perhaps, depending on
the individual.

Why Olympics, he thought suddenly? He had nevenknaVhy was bread called bread?
Once he had asked his father: “Why do they c&@lympics, Dad?”

And his father had said: “Olympics means compatitio

George had said: “Is when Stubby and | fight ann@ics, Dad?”

Platen, Senior, had said: “No. Olympics is a spdcral of competition and don’t ask
silly questions. You'll know all you have to knowhen you get Educated.”

George, back in the present, sighed and crowdeah diaw his seat.
All you have to know!

Funny that the memory should be so clear now. “Wteenget Educated.” No one ever
said, “If you get Educated.”

He always had asked silly questions, it seemedhtanlow. It was as though his mind had
some instinctive foreknowledge of its inabilitylte Educated and had gone about asking
guestions in order to pick up scraps here and thefest it could.

And at the House they encouraged him to do so Isecéney agreed with his mind’s
instinct. It was the only way.



He sat up suddenly. What the devil was he doindfthgdor that lie? Was it because
Trev was there before him, an Educee, competinkarOlympics that he himself was
surrendering?

He wasn'’t feeble-minded! No!

And the shout of denial in his mind was echoedhgydudden clamor in the audience as
everyone got to his feet. The box seat in the genter of one long side of the oval was
filling with an entourage wearing the colors of Nmvand the word ‘Novia’ went up
above them on the main board.

Novia was a Grade A world with a large populatiod a thoroughly developed
civilization, perhaps the best in the Galaxy. Isviae kind of world that every Earthman
wanted to live in someday; or, failing that to $éechildren live in. (George
remembered Trevelyan'’s insistence on Novia as b-gaad there he was competing for
it.

The lights went out in that section of the ceilatgpve the audience and so did the wall
lights. The central trough, in which the contetamaited, became floodlit.

Again George tried to make out Trevelyan. Too far.

The clear, polished voice of the announcer sourtt@dtinguished Novian sponsors.
Ladies. Gentlemen. The Olympics competition for &letgist, Nonferrous, is about to
begin. The contestants are —”

Carefully and conscientiously, he read off theihsthe program. Names. Home towns.
Educative years. Each name received its cheer§ahd-ranciscans among them
receiving the loudest. When Trevelyan's name washed, George surprised himself by
shouting and waving madly. The gray-haired man tekim surprised him even more
by cheering likewise.

George could not help but stare in astonishmenth@ndeighbor leaned over to say
(speaking loudly in order to be heard over the lub‘No one here from my home
town; I'll root for yours. Someone you know?”

George shrank back. “No.”

“I noticed you looking in that direction. Would ydie to borrow my glasses?”

“No. Thank you.” (Why didn’t the old fool mind h®w~n business?)



The announcer went on with other formal detailsceoning the serial number of the
competition, the method of timing and scoring anas. Finally, he approached the meat
of the matter and the audience grew silent asteried.

“Each contestant will be supplied with a bar of fesrous alloy of unspecified
composition. He will be required to sample and wns$sa bar, reporting all results
correctly to four decimals in per cent. All williige for this purpose a Beeman
Microspectrograph Model FX-2, each of which istret moment, not in working order.”

There was an appreciative shout from the audience.

“Each contestant will be required to analyze thétfaf his machine and correct it. Tools
and spare parts are supplied. The spare part megesay not be present, in which case
it must be asked for, and time of delivery thenetlf be deducted from final time. Are all
contestants ready?”

The board above Contestant Five flashed a fraaticsignal. Contestant Five ran off the
floor and returned a moment later. The audiencghlad good-naturedly.

“Are all contestants ready?”
The boards remained blank.
“Any questions”

Still blank.

“You may begin.”

There was, of course, no way anyone in the audieoglel tell how any contestant was
progressing except for whatever notations wentrughe notice board. But then, that
didn’t matter. Except for what professional Metadlists there might be in the audience,
none would understand anything about the contes¢gsionally in any case. What was
important was who won, who was second, who wasd .tkior those who had bets on the
standings (illegal but unpreventable) that wasmaflortant. Everything else might go
hang.

George watched as eagerly as the rest, glancingdree contestant to the next,
observing how this one had removed the cover framiicrospectrograph with deft
strokes of a small instrument; how that one wasipgénto the face of the thing; how
still a third was setting his alloy bar into itslther; and how a fourth adjusted a vernier
with such small touches that he seemed momenfteaoitgn.



Trevelyan was as absorbed as the rest. Georgedhadynof telling how he was doing.
The notice board over Contestant Seventeen flashed:

Focus plate out of adjustment.

The audience cheered wildly.

Contestant Seventeen might be right and he migleburse, be wrong. If the latter, he
would have to correct his diagnosis later and tose. Or he might never correct his
diagnosis and be unable to complete his analysisanse still, end with a completely
wrong analysis.

Never mind. For the moment, the audience cheered.

Other boards lit up. George watched for Board TeeRhat came on finally: ‘Sample
holder off-center. New clamp depresser needed.’

An attendant went running to him with a new pan.révelyan was wrong, it would
mean useless delay. Nor would the time elapsediting for the pan be deducted.
George found himself holding his breath.

Results were beginning to go up on Board Seventeajleaming letters: aluminum,
41.2649; magnesium, 22.1914; copper, 10.1001.

Here and there, other boards began sprouting sigure
The audience was in bedlam.

George wondered how the contestants could workcéh pandemonium, then wondered
if that were not even a good thing. A first-classhnician should work best under
pressure.

Seventeen rose from his place as his board wenimaded to signify completion. Four
was only two seconds behind him. Another, thentaarot

Trevelyan was still working, the minor constitueatsis alloy bar still unreported. With
nearly all contestants standing, Trevelyan finadlse, also. Then, tailing off, Five rose,
and received an ironic cheer.

It wasn't over. Official announcements were natyrdelayed. Time elapsed was
something, but accuracy was just as important. Aatchll diagnoses were of equal
difficulty. A dozen factors had to be weighed.



Finally, the announcer’s voice sounded, “Winnethia time of four minutes and twelve
seconds, diagnosis correct, analysis correct wahiaverage of zero point seven parts
per hundred thousand, Contestant Number — Severnieany Anton Schrnidt of —”

What followed was drowned in the screaming. Nunttight was next and then Four,
whose good time was spoiled by a five part in beusand error in the niobium figure.
Twelve was never mentioned. He was an also-rantgeenade his way through the
crowd to the Contestant’s Door and found a largé @l humanity ahead of him. There
would be weeping relatives (joy or sorrow, depegjlio greet them, newsmen to
interview the top-scorers, or the home-town boyspgraph hounds, publicity seekers
and the just plain curious. Girls, too, who mighph to catch the eye of a top-scorer,
almost certainly headed for Novia (or perhaps a$oarer who needed consolation and
had the cash to afford it).

George hung back. He saw no one he knew. With &mclsco so far from home, it
seemed pretty safe to assume that there would belatoves to condole with Trev on the
spot.

Contestants emerged, smiling weakly, nodding atishof approval. Policemen kept the
crowds far enough away to allow a lane for walkiBgch high-scorer drew a portion of
the crowd off with him, like a magnet pushing thghua mound of iron filings.

When Trevelyan walked out, scarcely anyone was (i&korge felt somehow that he had
delayed coming out until just that had come to padsere was a cigarette in his dour
mouth and he turned, eyes downcast, to walk offak the first hint of home George had
had in what was almost a year and a half and seametst a decade and a half. He was
almost amazed that Trevelyan hadn't aged, thatdsetihe same Trev he had last seen.
George sprang forward. “Trev!”

Trevelyan spun about, astonished. He stared atg@eord then his hand shot out.
“George Platen, what the devil —”

And almost as soon as the look of pleasure hadedosis face, It left. His hand dropped
before George had quite the chance of seizing it.

“Were you in there?’ A curt jerk of Trev’'s head icated the hall.
“l was.”
“To see me?”

“YeS_”



“Didn’t do so well did 1?” He dropped his cigaretiad stepped on it, staring off to the
street, where the emerging crowd was slowly eddgimdyfinding its way into skimmers,
while new lines were forming for the next scheduldgmpics.

Trevelyan said heavily, “So what? It's only the@ed time | missed. Novia can go shove
after the deal | got today. There are planetswatid jump at me fast enough — But,
listen, | haven’t seen you since Education Day. W'likd you go? Your folks said you
were on special assignment but gave no detailyancdhever wrote. You might have
written.”

“I should have,” said George uneasily. “Anywayahte to say | was sorry the way
things went just now.”

“Don’t be,” said Trevelyan. “I told you. Novia cayo shove — At that | should have
known. They've been saying for weeks that the Beemachine would be used. All the
wise money was on Beeman machines. The damned titmutapes they ran through me
were for Henslers and who uses Henslers? The worlidlee Goman Cluster if you want
to call them worlds. Wasn't that a nice deal thayggme?”

“Can’t you complain to - "

“Don’t be a fool. They'll tell me my brain was bufbr Henslers. Go argue. Everything
went wrong. | was the only one who had to sendaua piece of equipment. Notice
that?”

“They deducted the time for that, though.”

“Sure, but I lost time wondering if | could be righ my diagnosis when | noticed there
wasn’t any clamp depresser in the parts they hpglgd. They don’t deduct for that. If
it had been a Hensler, | would have known | waktriglow could | match up then? The
top winner was a San Franciscan. So were thrdeeafiéxt four. And the fifth guy was
from Los Angeles. They get big-city EducationaldspThe best available. Beeman
spectrographs and all. How do | compete with théo#ne all the way out here just to
get a chance at a Novian-sponsored Olympics inlassigication and | might just as
well have stayed home. | knew it, | tell you, ahdttsettles it. Novia isn’t the only chunk
of rock in space. Of all the damned -

He wasn’t speaking to George. He wasn’t speakirapymne. He was just uncorked and
frothing. George realized that.

George said, “If you knew in advance that the Baewaere going to be used, couldn’t
you have studied up on them?”

“They weren't in my tapes, | tell you.”

“You could have read — books.”



The last word had tailed off under Trevelyan’s serdg sharp look.

Trevelyan said, “Are you trying to make a big lawgtt of this? You think this is funny?
How do you expect me to read some book and trydmatize enough to match someone
else who knows.”

“I thought —~

“You try it. You try — ” Then, suddenly, “What's vo profession, by the way?” He
sounded thoroughly hostile.

“We” _m

“Come on, now. If you're going to be a wise guylwihe, let's see what you've done.
You're still on Earth, | notice, so you're not am@puter Programmer and your special
assignment can’t be much.”

George said, “Listen, Trev, I'm late for an appaient.” He backed away, trying to
smile.

“No, you don't.” Trevelyan reached out fiercelyiaaing hold of George’s jacket. “You
answer my question. Why are you afraid to tell Métat is it with you? Don’t come
here rubbing a bad showing in my face, George,ssnyeu can take it, too. Do you hear
me?”

He was shaking George in frenzy and they were glingyand swaying across the floor,
when the Voice of Doom struck George’s ear in threnfof a policeman’s outraged call.

“All right now. All right. Break it up.”

George’s heart turned to lead and lurched sickéyifigne policeman would be taking
names, asking to see identity cards, and Georgedaane. He would be questioned and
his lack of profession would show at once; and teefaevelyan, too, who ached with the
pain of the drubbing he had taken and would sptleasews back home as a salve for
his own hurt feelings.

George couldn’t stand that. He broke away from &hgan and made to run, but the
policeman’s heavy hand was on his shoulder. “Holdh@re. Let’s see your identity
card.”

“Trevelyan was fumbling for his, saying harshlymlAmand Trevelyan, Metallurgist,
Nonferrous. | was just competing in the OlympicsuYbetter find out about him, though,
officer.”

George faced the two, lips dry and throat thickepast speech.



Another voice sounded, quiet, well-mannered. “@fficOne moment.”
The policeman stepped back. “Yes, sir?”
“This young man is my guest. What is the trouble?”

George looked about in wild surprise. It was theygnaired man who had been sitting
next to him. Gray-hair nodded benignly at George.

Guest? Was he mad?

The policeman was saying, “These two were creatidigturbance, sir.”
“Any criminal charges? Any damages?”

“No, sir.”

“Well, then, I'll be responsible.” He presentedmaadl card to the policeman’s view and
the latter stepped back at once.

Trevelyan began indignantly, “Hold on, now — ” blaé policeman turned on him.
“All right, now. Got any charges?”
“l just ="

“On your way. The rest of you — move on.” A sizablewd had gathered, which now,
reluctantly, unknotted itself and raveled away.

George let himself be led to a skimmer but balkkegh&ering.

He said, “Thank you, but I'm not your guest.” (Coull be a ridiculous case of mistaken
identity?)

But Gray-hair smiled and said, “You weren’t but yame now. Let me introduce myself,
I’'m Ladislas Ingenescu, Registered Historian.”

“But _n

“Come, you will come to no harm, | assure you. A&#, | only wanted to spare you
some trouble with a policeman.”

“But why?”



“Do you want a reason? Well, then, say that wetednrary towns-mates, you and I. We
both shouted for the same man, remember, and westpeople must stick together,
even if the tie is only honorary. En?”

And George, completely unsure of this man, Ingemeacd of himself as well, found
himself inside the skimmer. Before he could makénigpmind that he ought to get off
again, they were off the ground.

He thought confusedly: The man has some statuspdleeman deferred to him.

He was almost forgetting that his real purpose re&an Francisco was not to find
Trevelyan but to find some person with enough efice to force a reappraisal of his
own capacity of Education.

It could be that Ingenescu was such a man. And mgGeorge’s lap.

Everything could be working out fine — fine. Yestiunded hollow in his thought. He
was uneasy.

During the short skimmer-hop, Ingenescu kept up\an flow of small talk, pointing out
the landmarks of the city, reminiscing about pastiics he had seen. George, who
paid just enough attention to make vague soundaglthre pauses, watched the route of
flight anxiously.

Would they head for one of the shield-openingslaade the city altogether?

The skimmer landed at the roof-entry of a hotel, @sche alighted, Ingenescu said, “I
hope you'll eat dinner with me in my room?”

George said, “Yes,” and grinned unaffectedly. Hes yust beginning to realize the gap
left within him by a missing lunch.

Ingenescu let George eat in silence. Night closeahd the wall lights went on
automatically. (George thought: I've been on my @lmost twenty-four hours.)

And then over the coffee, Ingenescu finally spoj&ia He said, “You've been acting as
though you think | intend you harm.”

George reddened, put down his cup and tried to dehyt the older man laughed and
shook his head.

“It's so. I've been watching you closely sincersfisaw you and | think | know a great
deal about you now.”



George half rose in horror.
Ingenescu said, “But sit down. | only want to hgd.”

George sat down but his thoughts were in a whithd old man knew who he was, why
had he not left him to the policeman? On the offaerd, why should he volunteer help?

Ingenescu said, “You want to know why | should wiantelp you? Oh, don’t look
alarmed. | can’t read minds. It's just that myrirag enables me to judge the little
reactions that give minds away, you see. Do yoierstdnd that?”

George shook his head.

Ingenescu said, “Consider my first sight of youu¥Yeere waiting in line to watch an
Olympics, and your micro-reactions didn’t match wyau were doing. The expression
of your face was wrong, the action of your hands weong. It meant that something, in
general was wrong, and the interesting thing was thhatever it was, it was nothing
common, nothing obvious. Perhaps, | thought, it s@wething of which your own
conscious mind was unaware.

“I couldn’t help but follow you, sit next to yolifollowed you again when you left and
eavesdropped on the conversation between youdfaed yourself. After that, well, you
were far too interesting an object of study — l'onryg if that sounds cold-blooded — for
me to allow you to be taken off by a policeman.evwNell me, what is it that troubles
you?”

George was in an agony of indecision. If this wasp, why should it be such an
indirect, roundabout one? And he had to turn toesmme. He had come to the city to find
help and here was help being offered. Perhaps wéasitvrong was that it was being
offered. It came too easy.

Ingenescu said, “Of course, what you tell me as@ab Scientist is a privileged
communication. Do you know what that means?”

“No, sir.”

“It means, it would be dishonorable for me to répeaat you say to anyone for any
purpose. Moreover no one has the legal right topsdmme to repeat it.”

George said, with sudden suspicion, “I thought yweue a Historian.”
“‘Solam.”

“Just now you said you were a Social Scientist.”



Ingenescu broke into loud laughter and apologined fvhen he could talk. “I'm sorry,
young man, | shouldn’t laugh, and | wasn't reallydghing at you. | was laughing at
Earth and its emphasis on physical science, andrdatical segments of it at that. I'll bet
you can rattle off every subdivision of construntiechnology or mechanical
engineering and yet you're a blank on social s@eénc

“Well, then what is social science?”

“Social science studies groups of human beinggslzer@ are many high-specialized
branches to it, just as there are to zoology,rfetance. For instance, there are Culturists,
who study the mechanics of cultures, their grow#velopment, and decay. Cultures,’ he
added, forestalling a question, “are all the aspetta way of life. For instance it includes
the way we make our living, the things we enjoy helieve, what we consider good and
bad and so on. Do you understand?”

“I think | do.”

“An Economist — not an Economic Statistician, nowt an Economist — specializes in
the study of the way a culture supplies the boadgds of its individual members. A
psychologist specializes in the individual membfest society and how he is affected by
the society. A Futurist specializes in planningfiltere course of a society, and a
Historian — That’s where | come in, now.”

“Yes, sir.”

“A Historian specializes in the past developmenbaf own society and of societies with
other cultures.”

George found himself interested. “Was it differanthe past?”

“I should say it was. Until a thousand years agere¢ was no Education; not what we
call Education, at least.”

George said, “I know. People learned in bits amitgs out of books.”
“Why, how do you know this?”

“I've heard it said,’ said George cautiously. Thds,there any use in worrying about
what's happened long ago? | mean, it's all doné& wsn't it?”

“It's never done with, my boy. The past explaine gresent. For instance, why is our
Educational system what it is?”

George stirred restlessly. The man kept bringimgstibject back to that. He said
snappishly, “Because it's best.”



“Ah, but why is it best? Now you listen to me fareemoment and I'll explain. Then you

can tell me if there is any use in history. Evefoleinterstellar travel was developed —”
He broke off at the look of complete astonishmenGeorge’s face. “Well, did you think
we always had it?”

“I never gave it any thought, sir.”

“I'm sure you didn’t. But there was a time, fourfore thousand years ago, when
mankind was confined to the surface of Earth. Bwen, his culture had grown quite
technological and his numbers had increased tpdire where any failure in technology
would have meant mass starvation and disease. iragaimathe technological level and
advance it in the face of an increasing populatioore and more technicians and
scientists had to be trained, and yet, as scietanaed, it took longer and longer to
train them.

“As first interplanetary and then interstellaneadwas developed, the problem grew
more acute. In fact, actual colonization of extmda®planets was impossible for about
fifteen hundred years because of lack of propedyéd men.

“The turning point came when the mechanics ofstieage of knowledge within the
brain was worked out. Once that had been donec#rne possible to devise Educational
tapes that would modify the mechanics in such aagatp place within the mind a body
of knowledge ready-made so to speak. But you knmougthat.

“Once that was done, trained men could be turngdbyp the thousands and millions, and
we could begin what someone has since called thmg-of the Universe.’ There are
now fifteen hundred inhabited planets in the Galamg there is no end in sight.

“Do you see all that is involved? Earth exportai&ation tapes for low-specialized
professions and that keeps the Galactic culturieghiFor instance, the Reading tapes
insure a single language for all of us. — Don'td@o surprised, other languages are
possible and in the past were used. Hundreds of.the

“Earth also exports high-specialized professioaals keeps its own population at an
endurable level. Since they are shipped out inancad sex ratio, they act as self-
reproductive units and help increase the populatmnthe Outworlds where an increase
is needed. Furthermore, tapes and men are paid foaterial which we much need and
on which our economy depends. Now do you understdndour Education is the best
way?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Does it help you to understand knowing that withibuinterstellar colonization was
impossible for fifteen hundred years?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then you see the uses of history.” The Historiamled. “ And now | wonder if you see
wh I'm interested in you?”



George snapped out of time and space back toyrealggenescu, apparently, didn't talk
aimlessly. All this lecture had been a device tackt him from a new angle.

He said, once again withdrawn, hesitating, “Why?”

“Social Scientists work with societies and societiee made up of people.”

“All right.”

“But people aren’t machines. The professionalshiysral science work with machines.
There is only a limited amount to know about a nraeland the professionals know it
all. Furthermore, all machines of given sort ast pbout alike so that there is nothing to
interest them in any given individual machine. Babple, ah — They are so complex and
so different one from another that a Social Scemiever knows all there is to know or
even a good part of what there is to know. To ustded his own specialty, he must
always be ready to study people; particularly ualispecimens.”

“Like me,’ said George tonelessly.

“I shouldn’t call you a specimen, | suppose, bull yoe unusual. You're worth studying,
and If you will allow me that privilege then, intuen, | will help you if you are in trouble
and if | can.”

There were pin wheels whirring in George’s mindlhis talk about people and
colonization made possible by Education. It wathasgh caked thought within him
were being broken up and strewn about mercilessly.

He said, “Let me think,” and clamped his hands dusrears.

He took them away and said to the Historian, “W@l do something for me, sir?”

“If I can,” said the Historian amiably.

“And everything | say in this room is a privilegedmmunication. You said so.”

“And | meant it.”

“Then get me an interview with an Outworld officigith — with a Novian.”

Ingenescu looked startled. “Well, now -~

“You can do it,” said George earnestly. “You'reiamportant official. | saw the

policeman’s look when you put that card in fronhdf eyes. If you refuse, | — 1 won't let
you study me.”



It sounded a silly threat in George’s own ears, witkout force. On Ingenescu, however,
it seemed to have a strong effect.

He said, “That’s an impossible condition. A NoviarOlympics month —”

“All right, then, get me a Novian on the phone &ldny own arrangements for an
interview.”

“Do you think you can?”
“I know | can. Wait and see.”
Ingenescu stared at George thoughtfully and thached for the visiphone.

George waited, half drunk with this new outlooktba whole problem and the sense of
power it brought. It couldn’t miss. It couldn’t sisHe would be a Novian yet. He would
leave Earth in triumph despite Antonelli and theolehcrew of fools at the House for the
(he almost laughed aloud) Feeble-minded.

George watched eagerly as the visiplate lit upoltild open up a window into a room of
Novians, a window into a small patch of Novia tyalasted to Earth. In twenty-four
hours, he had accomplished that much.

There was a burst of laughter as the plate unmasteldsharpened, but for the moment no
single head could be seen but rather the fastrgps$ithe shadows of men and women,
this way and that. A voice was heard, clearwordest @ background of babble.
“Ingenescu? He wants me?”

Then there he was, staring out of the plate. A BiovA genuine Novian. (George had
not an atom of doubt. There was something compl@ekworldly about him. Nothing
that could be completely defined, or even momelytaristaken.)

He was swarthy in complexion with a dark wave daf hambed rigidly back from his
forehead. He wore a thin black mustache and a @dio¢ard, just as dark, that scarcely
reached below the lower limit of his narrow chiat the rest of his face was so smooth
that it looked a though it had been depilated peendy.

He was smiling. “Ladislas, this goes too far. Wiyfexpect to be spied on, within
reason, during our stay on Earth, but mind readirayit of bounds.”

“Mind reading, Honorable?”



“Confess! You knew | was going to call you this ev&. You knew | was only waiting
to finish this drink.” His moved up into view andsleye peered through a glass of a
faintly violet liqueur. “I can’t offer you one, afid.”

George, out of range of Ingenescu’s transmitteulccaot be seen by the Novian. He was
relieved at that. He wanted time to compose hinesadf he needed it badly. It was as
though he were made up exclusively of restlesefisigdrumming, drumming —

But he was right. He hadn’'t miscalculated. Ingenesas important. The Novian called
him by his first name.

Good! Things worked well. What George had lost artokelli, he would make up, with
advantage, on Ingenescu. And someday, when hemiais own at last, and could come
back to Earth as powerful a Novian as this one wdwdd negligently joke with
Ingenescu’s first name and be addressed as ‘Holeoraliurn — when he came back, he
would settle with Antonelli. He had a year and H twapay back and he —

He all but lost his balance on the brink of theé@nt) daydream and snapped back in
sudden anxious realization that he was losingtireat of what was going on.

The Novian was saying, “— doesn't hold water. Ndw& a civilization as complicated
and advanced as Earth’'s. We're not Zeston, aftelt’alridiculous that we have to come
here for individual technicians.”

Ingenescu said soothingly, “Only for new modelsefEhis never any certainty that new
models will be needed. To buy the Educational tapmsdd cost you the same price as a
thousand technicians and how do you know you waoaektl that many?”

The Novian tossed off what remained of his drinl Erughed. (It displeased George,
somehow, that a Novian should be this frivolouswéadered uneasily if perhaps the
Novian ought not to have skipped that drink anchethe one or two before that.)

The Novian said, "That'’s typical pious fraud, Ldas You know we can make use of all
the late models we can .1 collected five Metallatgithis afternoon —”

“I know,’ said Ingenescu. “l was there.”

“Watching me! Spying!” cried the Novian. “I'll tejou What it is. The new-model
Metallurgists | got differed from the previous médaly in knowing the use of Beeman
Spectrographs. The tapes couldn’t be modifiedriath, not that much” (he held up two
fingers close together) “from last year's modelu¥Yntroduce the new models only to
make us buy and spend and come here hat in hand.”

“We don’t make you buy.”



“No, but you sell late-model technicians to Landanand so we have to keep pace. It's a
merry-go-round you have us on, you pious Earthrhbahwatch out, there may be an exit
somewhere.” There was a sharp edge to his laughif anded sooner than it should
have.

Ingenescu said, “In all honesty, | hope there isaMwhile, as to the purpose of my call-”
“That’s right, you called. Oh, well, I've said mgygand | suppose next year there’ll be a
new model of Metallurgist anyway for us to spenddgon, probably with a new
gimmick for niobium assays and nothing else altened the next year — But go on, what
is it you want?”

“I have a young man here to whom | wish you to &gea

“Oh?” The Novian looked not completely pleased wiitht. “ Concerning what?”

“I can’t say. He hasn't told me. For that matterasn’t even told me his name and
profession.”

The Novian frowned. “Then why take up my time?”

“He seems quite confident that you will be inteeelsin what he has to say.”
“| dare say.”

“And,” said Ingenescu, “as a favor to me.”

The Novian shrugged. “Put him on and tell him tkea short.”

Ingenescu stepped aside and whispered to Georgirgas him as ‘Honorable’.

George swallowed with difficulty. This was it.

George felt himself going moist with perspiratidime thought had come so recently, yet
it was in him now so certainly. The beginningstdiad come when he had spoken to
Trevelyan, then everything had fermented and b#idwto shape while Ingenescu had
prattled, and then the Novian’s own remarks hadhgeeto nail it all into place.

George said, “Honorable, I've come to show youeki¢ from the merry-go-round.”
Deliberately, he adopted the Novian’s own metaphor.

The Novian stared at him gravely. “What merry-gand?”



“You yourself mentioned it, Honorable. The merryguoind that Novia is on when you
come to Earth to — to get technicians.” (He coul#eep his teeth from chattering; from
excitement not fear.)

The Novian said, “You're trying to say that you kna way by which we can avoid
patronizing Earth’s mental super-market. Is thait it

“Yes, sir. You can control your own Educationalteys.”

“Umm. Without tapes?”

“Y — yes, Honorable.”

The Novian, without taking his eyes from Georgdlecbout, “Ingenescu, get into view.”
The Historian moved to where he could be seen Geerge’s shoulder.

The Novian said, “What is this? | don’t seem to gteate.”

“l assure you solemnly,” said Ingenescu, “that \ehat this is it is being done on the
young man’s own initiative, Honorable. | have nogpired this. | have nothing to do with
it.”

“Well, then, what is the young man to you? Why @a gall me on his behalf?”

Ingenescu said, “He is an object of study, Hon@aHk has value to me and | humor
him.”

“What kind of value?”

“It's difficult to explain; a matter of my professi.” The Novian laughed shortly. “Well,
to each his profession.” He nodded to an invigg@eson or persons outside plate range.
“There’s a young man here, a protégé of Ingenessome such thing, who will explain
to us how to Educate without tapes.” He snappedirgers, and another glass of pale
ligueur appeared in his hand. “Well, young man?”

The faces on the plate were multiple now. Men andchen, both, crammed in for a view
of George, their faces molded into various shad@esmusement and curiosity.

George tried to look disdainful. They were alltlweir own ways, Novians as well as the
Earthman, ‘studying’ him as though he were a bug pm. Ingenescu was sitting in a
corner, now, watching him owl-eyed.

Fools, he thought tensely, one and all. But theyld/dave to understand. He would
make them understand.



He said, “l was at the Metallurgist Olympics thiteanoon.”
“You, too?’ said the Novian blandly. “It seems BHrth was there.”

“No, Honorable, but | was. | had a friend who cotegeand who made out very badly
because you were using the Beeman machines. Hisigolu had included only the
Henslers, apparently an older model. You said thdification involved was slight.”
George held up two fingers close together in canscimimicry of the other’s previous
gesture. “And my friend had known some time in acbeathat knowledge of the Beeman
machines would be required.”

“And what does that signify?”

“It was my friend’s lifelong ambition to qualify fd\Novia. He already knew the Henslers.
He had to know the Beemans to qualify and he kinatv To learn about the Beemans
would have taken just a few more facts, a bit nuata, a small amount of practice
perhaps. With a life’s ambition riding the scale,rhight have managed this —”

“And where would he have obtained a tape for thditemhal facts and data? Or has
Education become a private matter for home study be Earth?”

There was dutiful laughter from the faces in thelkdgaound.

George said, “That’s why he didn’t learn, Honoralble thought he needed a tape. He
wouldn’t even try without one, no matter what thiz@. He refused to try without a
tape.”

“Refused, eh? Probably the type of fellow who wafiise to fly without a skimmer.”
More laughter and the Novian thawed into a smile said, “The fellow is amusing. Go
on. I'll give you another few moments.”

George said tensely, “Don’t think this is a jok@p€s are actually bad. They teach too
much; they’re too painless. A man who learns thay doesn’t know how to learn any
other way. He’s frozen into whatever position Heeen taped. Now if a person weren't
given tapes but were forced to learn by hand, spé&ak, from the start; why, then he’'d
get the habit of learning, and continue to leasntithat reasonable? Once he has the
habit well developed he can be given just a srmbtunt of tape-knowledge, perhaps, to
fill in gaps or fix details. Then he can make fertiprogress on his own. You can make
Beeman Metallurgists out of your own Hensler Metaists in that way and not have to
come to Earth for new models.”

The Novian nodded and sipped at his drink. “And nehdoes everyone get knowledge
without tapes? From interstellar vacuum?”

“From books. By studying the instruments themselBgsthinking.”



“Books? How does one understand books without B

“Books are in words. Words can be understood femtiost part. Specialized words can
be explained by the technicians you already have.”

“What about reading? Will you allow reading tapes?”

“Reading tapes are all right, | suppose but theme’season you can'’t learn to read the
old way, too. At least in part.”

The Novian said, “So that you can develop goodtedlam the start?”

“Yes, yes,” George said gleefully. The man was heigig to understand.

“And what about mathematics?”

“That’s the easiest of all, sir — Honorable. Matlagics is different from other technical
subjects. It starts with certain simple principdesl proceeds by steps. You Can start with
nothing and learn. It's practically designed faatthirhen, once you know the proper
types of mathematics, other technical books beaguite understandable. Especially if
you start with easy ones.”

“Are there easy books?”

“Definitely. Even if there weren't, the techniciaysu now have can try to write easy
books. Some of them might be able to put someeif #kmowledge into words and

symbols.”

“Good Lord,” said the Novian to the men clusterbdwt him. “ The young devil has an
answer for everything.”

“I have. | have,” shouted George. “Ask me.”
“Have you tried learning from books yourself? Othis just theory with you?”

George turned to look quickly at Ingenescu, butHistorian was passive. There was no
sign of anything but gentle interest in his face.

George said,”l have.”
“And do you find it works?”

“Yes, Honorable,” said George eagerly. “Take ménwibu to Novia. | can set up a
program and direct — "



“Wait | have a few more questions. How long woulthke, do you suppose, for you to
become a Metallurgist capable of handling a Beemachine, supposing you started
from nothing and did not use Educational tapes?”

George hesitated. “Well — years, perhaps.”

“Two years? Five? Ten?”

“l can’t say, Honorable.”

“Well, there’s a vital question to which you have answer, have you? Shall we say five
years? Does that sound reasonable to you?”

“l suppose so.”

“All right. We have a technician studying metallyrgccording to this method of yours
for five years. He’s no good to us during that tirpeu’ll admit but he must be fed and
housed and paid all that time.”

“But —”

“Let me finish. Then when he’s done and can usd3taman, five years have passed.
Don’t you suppose we'll have modified Beemans tivbich he won'’t be able to use?”

“But by then he’ll be expert on learning. He colddrn the new details necessary in a
matter of days.”

“So you say. And suppose this friend of yours,ifstance, had studied up on Beemans
on his own and managed to learn it; would he bexasrt in its use as a competitor who
had learned it off the tapes?”

“Maybe not —” began George.

“Ah,” said the Novian.

“Wait, let me finish. Even if he doesn’t know soimieg as well, it’s the ability to learn
further that's important. He may be able to thipkthings, new things that no tape-
Educated man would. You'll have a reservoir of mrdg thinkers —”

“In your studying,” said the Novian, “have you tighi up any new things?”

“No, but I'm just one man and | haven’t studiedden”

“Yes. — Well, ladies, gentlemen, have we been sigfiitly amused?”



“Wait,” cried George, in sudden panic.“l want toaarge a personal interview. There are
things | can’t explain over the visiphone. There details — "

The Novian looked past George. “Ingenescu! | thihleve done you your favor. Now,
really, | have a heavy schedule tomorrow. Be well!”

The screen went blank.

George’s hands shot out toward the screen, as thougwild impulse to shake life back
into it. He cried out, “He didn’t believe me. Heldit believe me.”

Ingenescu said, “No, George. Did you really thiekwould?”
George scarcely heard him. “But why not? It's alkt It's all so much to his advantage.
No risk. | and a few men to work with — A dozen ntemning for years would cost less

than one technician. — He was drunk! Drunk! He didnderstand.”

George looked about breathlessly. “How do | gdtitn? I've got to. This was wrong.
Shouldn’t have used the visiphone. | need timeeRkadace. How do I-”

Ingenescu said, “He won't see you, George. Aneitlld, he wouldn't believe you.”

“He will, I tell you. When he isn’t drinking. He-George turned squarely toward the
Historian and his eyes widened. “Why do you call George?”

“Isn’t that your name? George Platen?”

“You know me?”

“All about you.”

George was motionless except for the breath pummsighest wall up and down.

Ingenescu said, “I want to help you, George. | taid that. I've been studying you and |
want to help you.”

George screamed, “I don’'t need help. I'm not feehieded. The whole world is, but I'm
not.” He whirled and dashed madly for the door.

He flung it open and two policemen roused themsebueldenly from their guard duty
and seized him.



For all George’s straining, he could feel the hgpoay at the fleshy point just under the
corner of his jaw, and that was it. The last tHiegremembered was the face of
Ingenescu, watching with gentle concern.

George opened his eyes to the whiteness of ageHia remembered what had
happened. He remembered it distantly as thoughdittappened to somebody else. He
stared at the ceiling till the whiteness filled biees and washed his brain clean, leaving
room, it seemed, for new thought and new waysiokthg.

He didn’t know how long he lay there so, listentoghe drift of his own thinking.

There was a voice in his ear. “Are you awake?”

And George heard his own moaning for the first tirdad he been moaning? He tried to
turn his head.

The voice said, “Are you in pain, George?”

George whispered, “Funny. | was so anxious to I&sagh. | didn’t understand.”

“Do you know where you are?”

“Back in the — the House.” George managed to flihe. voice belonged to Omani.
George said, “It's funny I didn’t understand.”

Omani smiled gently, “Sleep again —~

George slept.

And woke again. His mind was clear.

Omani sat at the bedside reading, but he put doehdok as George’s eyes opened.
George struggled to a sitting position. He saiceltél”

“Are you hungry?”

“You bet.” He stared at Omani curiously. “| wasléVed when | left, wasn’t 1?”
Omani nodded. “You were under observation at mles. We were going to maneuver

you to Antonelli and let you discharge your aggi@ss We felt that to be the way you
could make progress. Your emotions were clogging yalvance.”



George said, with a trace of embarrassment, “lallagrong about him.”

“It doesn’t matter now. When you stopped to starde Metallurgy notice board at the
airport, one of our agents reported back the fistames. You and | had talked about
your past sufficiently so that | caught the sigrafice of Trevelyan’s name there. You
asked for directions to the Olympics; there waspihgsibility that this might result in the
kind of crisis we were hoping for; we sent Ladidiagenescu to the hall to meet you and
take over.”

“He’s an important man in the government, isn’t'he?

“Yes, he is.”

“And you had him take over. It makes me sound irtgoar”

“You are important, George.”

A thick stew had arrived, steaming, fragrant. Geaggnned wolfishly and pushed his
sheets back to free his arms. Omani helped arrdnegieed-table. For a while, George ate
silently.

Then George said, “I woke up here once beforefgrsa short time.”

Omani said, “I know. | was here.”

“Yes, | remember. You know, everything was chandedas as though | was too tired
to feel emotion. | wasn’t angry any more. | couldtjthink. It was as though | had been
drugged to wipe out emotion.”

“You weren't,” said Omani. “Just sedation. You hadted.”

“Well, anyway, it was all clear to me, as thoudtatl known it all the time but wouldn’t
listen to myself. | thought: What was it | had wathtNovia to let me do? | had wanted to
go to Novia and take a batch of un-Educated yoengsind teach them out of books. |
had wanted to establish a House for the Feebleledin- like here — and Earth already

has them — many of them.”

Omani’s white teeth gleamed as he smiled. “Thatlrtstof Higher Studies is the correct
name for places like this.”

“Now | see it,” said George, “so easily | am amaaedy blindness before. After all,
who invents the new instrument models that requénwg-model technicians? Who
invented the Beeman spectrographs, for instancefaicalled Beeman, | suppose, but
he couldn’t have been tape-Educated or how couliblre made the advance?”



“Exactly.”

“Or who makes Educational tapes? Special tape-mgakichnicians? Then who makes
the tapes to train them? More advanced technicihefd who makes the tapes — You
see what | mean. Somewhere there has to be asentwhere there must be men and
women with capacity for original thought.”

“Yes, George.”

George leaned back, stared over Omani’s head,aradrhoment there was the return of
something like restlessness to his eyes.

“Why wasn’t | told all this at the beginning?”

“Oh, if we could,” said Omani, “the trouble it wabisave us. We can analyze a mind,
George, and say this one will make an adequatétactind that one a good
woodworker. We know of no way of detecting the adfyafor original, creative thought?
It is too subtle a thing. We have some rule-of-thumethods that mark out individuals
who may possibly or potentially have such a talent.

“On Reading Day, such individuals are reportedu \i@re, for instance. Roughly
speaking, the number so reported comes to ona ithteisand. By the time Education
Day arrives, these individuals are checked agaid,réne out of ten of them turn out to
have been false alarms. Those who remain ares@fddes like this.”

George said, “Well, what's wrong with telling peeghat one out of — of a hundred
thousand will end at places like these? Then it'tmnsuch a shock to those who do.”

“And those who don’t? The ninety-nine thousand rinadred and ninety-nine that
don’'t? We can’'t have all those people consideragriselves failures. They aim at the
professions and one way or another they all malevieryone can place after his or her
name: Registered something-or-other. In one fasti@nother every individual has his
or her place in society and this is necessary.”

“But we?” said George. “The one in ten thousandepiion?”

“You can't be told. That's exactly it. It's the fahtest. Even after we’ve thinned out the
possibilities on Education Day, nine out of terthadse who come here are not quite the
material of creative genius, and there’s no waycar distinguish those nine from the
tenth that we want by any form of machinery. Theheone must tell us himself.”

“‘How?”

“We bring you here to a House for the Feeble-miraed the man who won't accept that
is the man we want. It's a method that can be dsuelt works. It won’t do to say to a
man, ‘You can create. Do so.’ It is much safer ttvior a man to say, ‘I can create, and
| will do so whether you wish it or not.” There aem thousand men like you, George,



who support the advancing technology of fifteendred worlds. We can’t allow
ourselves to miss one recruit to that number otevasr efforts on one member who
doesn’t measure up.”

George pushed his empty plate out of the way dtadila cup of coffee to his lips.
“What about the people here who don’t — measuré up?

“They are taped eventually and become our Soci@nfists. Ingenescu is one. | am a
Registered Psychologist. We are second echeldn, sgeak.”

George finished his coffee. He said, “I still wondéout one thing?”
“What is that?”

George threw aside the sheet and stood up. “Whielpcall them Olympics?”



