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44 THRILLING WONDER STORIES

generals, entertainers and grafters.”

“Grafters!!!” Jeanne looked dazed.

“Oh dear, I used the wrong word. It’s
‘gangsters’, isn’t it ?”

“Cut!” Kane snarled at the choking
cameraman. “Jeanne,” he added, “do
compose yourself. This is just a film, re-
member. I'll delete anything that doesn’t
sound right . . . Okay. Shoot.”

“So vou’re a gangster?” Jeanne shot.

“Oh, no! 1 don’t enjoy that type of
activity although my successor, Pitar
Mura, seems particularly adept at
~ gangsterism, I am an entertainer.” This
with the hauteur of a Met star.

“Really ?” Jeanne was back on famil-
iar ground. “You sing, I presume.”

“No. 1 fly.”

“Fly? But I thought Mars’ atmos-
phere was too rarified. . . .”

“It is true that most Martians have
lost their wings. Only we princesses re-
tain them because we fly daily in pres-
surized theatredromes. In that way we
channel the telepathic impulses of all
members of the Anarchiate.”

“You must be pulling my leg.” Jeanne
laughed uncertainly.

“Oh no. Your beautiful legs are ob-
viously quite long enough now.”

Jeanne caught herself in the act of
tugging at her abbreviated skirt. With
a great effort she pulled herself together.

“Tell us, princess: What do yvou think
of Earth? Isn’t it much lovelier than
your red deserts?”

“No.” Yahna shed one ceremonial tear
for Mars from each golden eye. “Earth
is too hot and bright. Tts heavy air al-
most suffocates me. Its gravity crushes
me. Of course I have seen none of your
countryside, but if those are typical,”
she waved a slim red arm at the ugly
row houses across the street and waited
until the camera had panned in the
direction of her gesture, “your living
conditions must be dreadful. No wonder
you do nothing but fight.”

“Well!” Jeanne forgot all her good
resolutions., “lHMave you any other nice
things to say about Earth?”

“I didn’t think what I said was nice,”

said the bird woman. “In fact, it was
down right nasty. I must have been in-
fected by the view. I apologize.”

The commentator was slightly mol-
lified. “I'm trying to understand your
strange viewpoint,” she said, “but it is
a bit difficult. Also, I realize you haven’t
been outside his room since vou re-
covered consciousness after the landing.
I'm sure millions of our listeners are
horrif. .. I mean fascinated to learn how
they appear to Martian eyes.”

“And I’'m sure millions of Martians
would just as soon never set eves on an-
other Terrestrial,” Yahna answered
candidly.

“But I’'m told,” Jeanne snapped a fur-
iously baffled glance at the poker-faced
censor, “that if Mars and Earth are to
establish peaceful relations they must
trv to understand each other. So tell
me honestly, princess, some of the things
that have most puzzled you about us.”

“Honestly ?” Yahna’s golden eyes were
troubled. “You mean dishonestly, don’t
you? I'll be glad to lie, but I’'m not very
good at it. You must give me clues.”

“No. Say exactly what vou think.”

“Well,” said the Martian thoughtful-
ly, “even though Jack has explained and
explained, I still can’t understand your
monogamous marriage customs. They
seem so stifling . . . like your atmos-
phere. On Mars we practice quadri-
gamy.”

“What on Earth
asked warily.

“Not on Earth. On Mars two males
and two females make up the family
group. It’s such a satisfactory arrange-
ment.”

“If all members of the group happen
to be telepathic,” the sob sister said with
a rare flash of insight. “Like anarchy,
quadrigamy would be hell for humans.”

“T had never thought of it that way!”
Yahna clapped her hands, giving the
commentator a chance to switch the em-
parrassing subject.

“Tell me, princess,” she hastencd,
“what makes your fingernails sparkle in
that delightful way ?”

is that?" Jeanne
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¢ THRILLING WONDER STORIES

to waste all that energy. He must know
it’s not going to do any good.”

“The lunatic fringe,” said Mike.

Ralph, Ivy McCord’s husband, looked
down at the polished floor and said
nothing.

“I'm glad we have them down to two
and a half per cent,” said Mike.

IN THE monitoring oflice there was an
unusual number of people. The mas-
ter tape recorder unrolled silently to
itself on a direct line from the receiver;
a transcriber hummed softly on another
direct line; and on a third line, the
pick-up camera (a check against General
Video, whose operations were closely
integrated with Speech) rustled moving
film.

Otherwise it was silent in the room
except for Chinwell’s voice, and motion-
less except for his kinetic video image.

The voice was harsh, grating and
naked, demanding full, fascinated at-
tention.

The two men made their way quickly
to the far wall and depressed a paix of
seats; then, sitting down, they began to
watch as closely as the rest.

One member of the audience glanced
nervously around the room, eyeing sus-
piciously the particularly tense faces, as
if to say: Will you be converted, you
with the thatch of yellow hair and the
Just too-lax mouth? Seeking to pene-
trate into a secret that lav bevond the
Machine, itself: Which ones? (The Ma-
chine told other things: the number of
people who would commit suicide dur-
ing the next quarter; the percentage of
those who, upon reaching sixty-five,
would die.) Looking around, studying
the faces, the man secmed to be think-
ing: which ones? you? you? you? Or—
me?

xalph shuddered, listening; and then
the speech was over and life picked up
momentum with each clock tick and eyes
brightened from the dazed dream state.

“Hand that to him,” Mike said, “He’s
a damned fine showman.”

“They shouldn’t let him go on talking

like that!”

“Drive him underground ?”

“l know,” Ralph said wearily. “I've
read the Revolutionary, too.”

The Revolutionary was a volume in
the Philosophical Series, fact-inference
checked for validity by the Machine. It
contained the following passage upon the
subject of supression: “By nature a
revolutionary is an exhibitionist, and un-
less drastic coercive measures are em-
ployed, he will openly announce his every
intention. Such measures, themselves,
tend to be self defeating, however, for
three principal reasons: by narrowing
the allowable margin of freedom, they
place a premium upon conformity and
eventually upon mediocrity; persecu-
tion, per se, tends to create a sympathy
among a certain segment of the popula-
tion for the cause itself, where without
persecution, no sympathy would exist;
and third, repressive measures would
make it more diflicult to gauge the effect
of the revolutionary upon the climate of
opinion. Accordingly, suppression should
be applied only in a Twenty situation
when the existence of the government
is actually endangered, and then only
long enough to permit the climate of
opinion to regain its normal balance.
It is to be noted, psychologically, that
the revolutionary may be expected to
attempt to force suppression by becom-
ing more extreme in his position as pop-
ular support declines, an attempt which,
if successful, would serve only to reward
him with martyrdom in compensation
for personal failure. ...”

“No,” Ralph said, resuming his
thoughts after a pause, “l don’t know
what | meant, I guess. It just seems to
me that this way he can reach «/l the—
the lunatic fringe.”

“So what?”

Ralph did not answer. Automatically
he began to trace a bell curve on his
trouser leg: the useful figure that re-
cords the incident of morons and genii,
of totalitarians and anarchists, of fol-
lowers of Chinwell and blind worship-
ers of the Machine, determined from an
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THE SHIP WAS A ROBOT

deity—and the Ship was subject to him.
But he was perfectly sane. lle merely
indulged himself. His was the only func-
tioning will on the Ship, so he did exactly
as he pleased. e went unwashed be-
cause to wash would be to obey other
remembered wills. He did not change
his garments—in time they fell off him
—because he did not will to do so. He
indulged his appetite and he had grown
orossly fat. Tle was offensive, and the
odors in the ship were those of a beast’s
den, but this had come about gradually
and he did not notice it. Ile enjoyed
himself very much.

le trained the Ship to be a new per-
sonality, It was still Stevens too, of
ceurse—abjectness and degradation and
all that Mors wished to scorn and tri-
umph over. Mors talked to Stevens and
cursed him and desiised him with enor-
mous pleasure. But he also made the
personality which was to be the Ship’s,
according to his notion of what he
wished the Ship to be.

He taught the Ship to love him—or so
it seemed. Now, when he woke, the voice
of Stevens whimpered of dread and fear,
and pleaded to be spared torment. But
a new voice checked Stevens’ half-mad
babblings. The new voice was the Ship’s
own, resonant and splendid and with
emotional intonations in which Mors had
instructed it. The new voice praised
Mors. and tenderly asked if he had
slept well, and if there was anything
that the Ship could do to make him
more content.

Mors sat in state amidst foulness and
grinned to the Ship’s praising. He said
fondly, “You love me, see? I'm the best
master any Ship ever had. You are
scared to death T won’t like something
you do, see?”

The resonant voice spoke reverently
and tenderly to him, that he was indeed
the most admirable of men.

“And you hate that Stevens,” Mors
prompted.

The Ship’s voice spoke with stern
rage of the abomination which was the
. personality of the imagined Stevens. It

131
used a foul word—

Mors stopped it.

“You don’t use words like that,” he
warned it gently. “Stevens uses’ em, an’
1 do. but you don’t.”

The Ship spoke in seemingly an-
guished regret that it had offended
Mors. Ultimately, he permitted it to
cease its apologies.

Of course, the Ship performed its
regular duties all this while. It verified
its course, and the air-composition in-
side it, and the temperature. It navi-
gated past Mars and the asteroid-belt
and Jupiter’s orbit. It performed matter-
of-factlvy the tasks that required intel-
lect and ability of a highly specialized
sort. But it made the pretenses Mors
required, in addition.

T DISTINGUISIHED, in its thinkine-

circuits, between immnediate orders
and permanent data. Facts on which it
was to act were permanent and unques-
tionable. Computations and decisions it
reached in carryving out orders became
permanent, as useful later. Bul matteis
like things it was ordered {o say and
meals it was ordered to serve were mere-
ly log-items, to be recorded so they could
be repeated on command. The Ship, in
fact, was an efficient and unemotional
robot which navigated space with abso-
lute competence.

But also it carried on the pretense of
two personalities which Mors required
of it. These actions of speech and pre-
tense were operational activities. It was
ordered to perform those activities, and
inevitably did so. But they did not
change its permanent nature. Mors had
actually modified it only to the degree
that he had given it an order which made
it develop new thinking-circuits, so it
could determine what it would do if
ordered to do what it pleased. And Mors
had been asleep when it gave him the
answer.

1t was all a very happy situation for
Mors. He was supreme. He was the law.
And he had companionship—Stevens to

‘despise, and the Ship to speak of ad-
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