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IriuM, NEw YORK, 1s DivioED INTo THREE PARTS.

In the northwest are the managers and engineers and civil
servants and a few professional people; in the northeast are
the machines; and in the south, across the Iroquois River, is
the area known locally as Homestead, where almost all of the
people live.

If the bridge across the Iroquois were dynamited, few daily

 routines would be disturbed. Not many people on either side

have reasons other than curiosity for crossing.

During the war, in hundreds of Tllums over America, man-
agers and engineers learned to get along without their men and
women, who went to fight. It was the miracle that won the war
—production with almost no manpower. In the patois of the
north side of the river, it was the know-how that won the war.
Democracy owed its lite to know-how.

Ten years after the war--after the men and women had come
home, after the riots had been put down, after thousands had
been jailed under the antisabotage laws—Doctor Paul Proteus
was petting a cat in his office. He was the most important,
brilliant person in Ilium, the manager of the Ilium Works,
though only thirty-five. He was tall, thin, nervous, and dark,
with the gentle good looks of his long face distorted by dark-
rimmed glasses.

He didn't feel important or brilliant at the moment, nor had
he for some time. His principle concern just then was that
the black cat be contented 1n its new surroundings.

Those old enough to remember and too old to compete said
affectionately that Doctor Proteus looked just as his father

I
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CONSIDER THE LILIES OF THE FIELD, HOW THEY GROW :
THEY TOIL NOT, NEITHER DO THEY SPIN;

AND YET I SAY UNTO YOU,

THAT EVEN SOLOMON IN ALL HIS GLORY

WAS NOT ARRAYED LIKE ONE OF THESE. . . .
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IriuM, NEw YORK, IS DiviDED INTo THREE PARTS.

In the northwest are the managers and engineers and civil
servants and a few professional people; in the northeast are
the machines; and in the south, across the Iroquois River, is
the area known locally as Homestead, where almost all of the
people hve.

If the bridge across the Iroquois were dynamited, few daily
routines would be disturbed. Not many people on either side
have reasons other than curiosity for crossing.

During the war, 1n hundreds of Iliums over America, man-
agers and engineers learned to get along without their men and
women, who went to fight. It was the miracle that won the war
—production with almost no manpower. In the patois of the
north side of the rtver, it was the know-how that won the war.
Democracy owed 1ts life to know-how.

Ten years atter the war—after the men and women had come
home, after the riots had been put down, after thousands had
been jailed under the antisabotage laws—Doctor Paul Proteus
was petting a cat in his office. He was the most important,
brilliant person in Ilium, the manager of the Ilium Works,
though only thirty-five. He was tall, thin, nervous, and dark,
with the gentle good looks of his long face distorted by dark-
rimmed glasses.

He didn’t feel important or brilliant at the moment, nor had
he for some time. His principle concern just then was that
the black cat be contented in its new surroundings.

Those old enough to remember and too old to compete said
affectionately that Doctor Proteus looked just as his father

I
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2 PLAYER PIANO

had as a young man—and it was generally understood, resent-
fully in some quarters, that Paul would someday rise almost as
high in the organization as his father had. His father, Doctor
(reorge Proteus, was at the time of his death the nation’s first
National Industrial, Commercial, Communications, Foodstuffs,
and Resources Director, a position approached in importance
only by the presidency of the United States.

As for the Proteus genes’ chances of being passed down to
yet another generation, there were practically none. Paul's wife,
Anita, his secretary during the war, was barren. Ironically as
anyone would please, he had married her after she had declared

that she was certainly pregnant, following an abandoned ofhice

celebration of victory.

“Lake that, kitty 7’ With solicitousness and vicarious pleas-
ure, young Proteus ran a roll of blueprints along the cat’s
arched back. “Mmmmm-aaaaah—good, e¢h?” He had spotted

her that morning, near the golf course, and had picked her up

as a mouser for the plant. Only the night before, a mouse had
enawed through the insulation on a control wire and put build-
ings 17, 19, and 21 temporarily out of commisston.

Paul turned on his intercom set. “Katharine?”

“Yes, Doctor Proteus?”’

“Katharine, when'’s my speech going to be typed r”

“I’'m doing it now, sir. Ten, fifteen minutes, I promuse.”

Doctor Katharme Finch was his secretary, and the only
woman in the Ilium Works. Actually, she was more a symbol
of rank than a real help, although she was usetful as a stand-in
when Paul was 1ll or took a notion to leave work early. Only
the brass—plant managers and bigger—had secretaries. During
the war, the managers and engineers had found that the bulk
of secretarial work could be done—as could most lower-echelon
jobs—more quickly and efficiently and cheaply by machines.
Anita was about to be dismissed when Paul had married her.
Now, for instance, Kathartne was being annoyingly unmachine-
like, dawdling over Paul’s speech, and talking to her presumed
lover, Doctor Bud Calhoun, at the same time.

Bud, who was manager of the petroleum terminal in Thum,
worked only when shipments came or went by barge or pipe-
line, and he spent most of his time between these crises—as now
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PLAYER PIANO 3

_flling Katharine’s ears with the euphoria ot his Georgla sweet
. © talk.

Paul took the cat in his arms and carried her to the enormous
Aoor-to-ceiling window that comprised one wall. “Lots and lots
of mice out there, Kitty,” he said.

He was showing the cat an old battlefield at peace. Here, in
the basin of the river bend, the Mohawks had overpowered the
Algonquins, the Dutch the Mohawks, the British the Dutch,
the Americans the British. Now, over bones and rotten palings
and cannon balls and arrowheads, there lay a triangle of steel
and masonry buildings, a half-mile on each side—the Illium
Works. Where men had once howled and hacked at one another,
and fought nip-and-tuck with nature as well, the machines
hummed and whirred and clicked, and made parts for baby cur-
riages and bottle caps, motorcycles and refrigerators, television
sets and tricycles—the fruits of peace.

Paul raised his eyes above the rooftops of the great triangle
to the glare of the sun on the Iroquois River, and beyond—to
Homestead, where many of the pioneer names still lived: van
Zandt, Cooper, Cortland, Stokes . . .

“Doctor Proteus?” It was Katharme again.

“Yes, Katharine.”

“It’s on again.”

“Three in butlding 587"

“Yessir—the light’s on again.”

“All right—call Doctor Shepherd and find out what he’s
doing about it.”

“He’s sick today. Remember ¢”

““Then 1t’s up to me, I guess.” He put on his coat, sighed with
ennui, picked up the cat, and walked into Katharine's office.
“Don’t get up, don’t get up,” he said to Bud, who was stretched
out on a couch.

“Who was gonna get up?"’ said Bud.

Three walls of the room were solid with meters from base-
board to molding, unbroken save for the doors leading into the
outer hall and into Paul’s office. The fourth wall, as in Paul’s
office, was a single pane of glass. The meters were identical,
the size of cigarette packages, and stacked like masonry, each
labeled with a bright brass plate. Each was connected to a group




LA "] l.-l'-l-l-l-tll
I,

L] ] LI E -
b N T U Y iy R =:
+ I oy *oull b [] ] ] 4 = - - edE
T e e S T e e o e e L R L T s

RS

Ve

r Fi
.;i;q.'il;?- '!-

.

e

-

el T B ':'_';."_""'."." i ot .'.'."_'.'.:u_;.l_'_.'u".i:..:hu'_'__ul:ul:._u:..'r'u.'.'_'_'.::_'__.'_'.:'.\,"'.'. RN TR '__:'__."'_ lll'-:'i'rl_:_lu';_"l-“
GrsTE BT e g
iy _%f%_fj%%rf;@h ; -Elf i :‘ :'.':'.“:‘:,"‘,' : "“-"‘“‘::; i ,_ Ferat e e S e st =-’5-'-h:I'H‘L"* W L

B ETETEEY
%
iy %ﬁ i
LI I ) L

Gl R

*

-

T
.

R
SEEdES i [ E 2oy
r}j.i:‘ﬂh cEalin il .r’.f..-._.:.-.#-..-..*.-:-':.-5}
O T . .. A N A TR A R I R T Y]

R LY A T
sinlEiiden

et LI [ S S | -.--- _:.-_E ml
SN R A P A TR A R ST

4 PLAYER PIANO

of machines somewhere in the Works. A glowing red jewel
called attention to the seventh meter from the bottom, fifth row
to the lett, on the east wall.

Paul tapped the meter with his finger. “Uh-huh—here we go
again : number three in §8 getting rejects, all right.”” He glanced
over the rest of the instruments. ‘“‘Guess that's all, eh?”

“Just that one.”

“Whatch goin’ do with thet cat?”’ said Bud.

Paul snapped his fingers. “Say, I'm glad you asked that. I
have a project for you, Bud. I want some sort of signaling
device that will tell this cat where she can find a mouse.”

“Electronic ?”

“I should hope so0.”

“You’d need some kind of sensin’ element thet could smell
a mouse.”

“Or a rat. I want you to work on it while I'm gone.”

As Paul walked out to his car in the pale March sunlight, he
realized that Bul Calhoun would have a mouse alarm designed
—one a cat could understand—by the time he got back to the
office. Paul sometimes wondered if he wouldn't have been more
content in another period of history, but the rightness of Bud’s
being alive now was beyond question. Bud’s mentality was one
that had been remarked upon as being peculiarly American since
the nation had been born—the restless, erratic insight and imag-
ination of a gadgeteer. This was the climax, or close to it, of

generations of Bud Calhouns, with almost all of American in-

dustry integrated into one stupendous Rube Goldberg machine.
Paul stopped by Bud’s car, which was parked next to his.
Bud had shown off its special features to him several times,

and, playfully, Paul put it through its paces. “Let’s go,” he said.

to the car.

A whir and a click, and the door flew open. “Hop 1n,” said
a tape recording under the dashboard. The starter spun, the
engine caught and idled down, and the radio went on.

Gingerly, Paul pressed a button on the steering column. A
motor purred, gears grumbled softly, and the two front seats
lay down side by side like sleepy lovers. It struck Paul as shock-
ingly like an operating table for horses he had once seen in a
veterinary hospital—where the horse was walked alongside the
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PLAYER PIANO 5

tipped table, lashed to it, anesthetized, and then toppled into
operating position by the gear-driven table top. He could see
Katharine Finch sinking, sinking, sinking, as Bud, his hand
on the button, crooned. Paul raised the seats with another but-
ton. “Goodbye,” he said to the car.

The motor stopped, the radio winked off, and the door
slammed. “Don’t take any wooden nickels,” called the car as
Paul climbed into his own. “Don’t take any wooden nickels,
don’t take any wooden nickels, don’t take any—"

“T won’t!”

Bud’s car fell silent, apparently at peace.

Paul drove down the broad, clean boulevard that split the
plant, and watched the building numbers flash by. A station
wagon, honking its horn, and 1ts occupants waving to him, shot
past in the opposite direction, playfully zigzagging on the de-
serted street, heading for the main gate. Paul glanced at his
watch. That was the second shift just coming off work. It an-
noyed him that sophomoric high spirits should be correlated
with the kind of young men 1t took to keep the planf going.
Cautiously, he assured himself that when he, Finnerty, and
Shepherd had come to work 1n the Illum Works thirteen years
before, they had been a good bit more adult, less cock-sure, and
certainly without the air of belonging to an elite.

Some people, including Paul’s famous father, had talked in
the old days as though engineers, managers, and scientists were
an elite. And when things were building up to the war, it was
recognized that American know-how was the only answer to
the prospective enemy’s vast numbers, and there was talk of
deeper, thicker shelters for the possessors of know-how, and
of keeping this cream of the population out of the front-line
hghting. but not many had taken the idea of an elite to heart.
When Paul, Finnerty, and Shepherd had graduated from col-
lege, early in the war, they had felt sheepish about not going
to fight, and humbled by those who did go. But now this elite
business, this assurance of superiority, this sense of rightness
about the hierarchy topped by managers and engineers—this
was mstilled 1n all college graduates, and there were no bones
about it.

Paul felt better when he got into Building 58, a long, narrow
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6 PLAYER PIANO

structure four blocks long. It was a pet of his. He'd been told
to have the north end of the building torn down and replaced,
and he’d talked Headquarters out of it. The north end was the
oldest building 1n the plant, and Paul had saved it—because of
its historical interest to visitors, he’d told Headquarters. But
he discouraged and disliked visitors, and he’d really saved Build-
ing §8’s north end for himself. It was the original machine shop
set up by Edison 1n 1886, the same year in which he opened
another i Schenectady, and visiting it took the edge off
Paul’s periods of depression. It was a vote of confidence from
the past, he thought—where the past admitted how humble and
shoddy 1t had been, where one could look from the old to the
new and see that mankind really had come a long way. Paul
needed that reassurance from time to time.

Objectively, Paul tried to tell himself, things really were
better than ever. For once, after the great bloodbath of the war,
the world really was cleared of unnatural terrors—mass starva-
tion, mass immprisonment, mass torture, mass murder. Objec-
tively, know-how and world law were getting their long-awaited
chance to turn earth into an altogether pleasant and convenient
place 1n which to sweat out Judgment Day.

Paul wished he had gone to the front, and heard the senseless
tumult and thunder, and seen the wounded and dead, and maybe
got a piece of shrapnel through his leg. Maybe he’d be able to
understand then how good everything now was by comparison,
to see what seemed so clear to others—that what he was doing,
had done, and would do as a manager and engineer was vital,
above reproach, and had, in fact, brought on a golden age. Of
late, his job, the system, and organizational politics had left him
variously annoyed, bored, or queasy.

He stood in the old part of Building 58, which was now filled
with welding machines and a2 bank of insulation braiders. It
soothed him to look up at the wooden rafters, uneven with
ancient adze marks beneath flaking calcimine, and at the dull
walls of brick soft enough for men—God knows how long ago—
to carve their mnitials in: “KTM,” “DG,” “GP,” “BDH,” “HB,”
“NNS.” Paul imagined for a moment—as he often imagined on
visits to Building 58-—that he was Edison, standing on the
threshold of a solitary brick building on the banks of the Iro-
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PLAYER PIANO 7

quois, with the upstate winter slashing through the broomcorn
outside. The rafters still bore the marks of what Edison had
done with the lonely brick barn : bolt holes showed where over-
head shafts had once carried power to a forest of belts, and the
wood-block floor was black with the oil and scarred by the feet
of the crude machines the belts had spun.

On his office wall, Paul had a picture of the shop as it had
been in the beginning. All of the employees, most of them re-
cruited irom surrounding farms, had stood shoulder to shoulder
amid the crude apparatus for the photograph, almost fierce with

“dignity and pride, ridiculous in stiff collars and derbies. The

photographer had apparently been accustomed to taking pictures
of athletic teams and fraternal organizations, for the picture had
the atmosphere, after the fashion of the day, of both. In each
face was a defiant promise of physical strength, and at the same
time, there was the attitude of a secret order, above and apart
from society by virtue of participating in important and mov-
ing rites the laity could only guess about—and guess wrong. The
pride in strength and important mystery showed no less in the
eyes of the sweepers than in those of the machinists and in-
spectors, and in those of the foreman, who alone was without
a lunchbox.

A buzzer sounded, and Paul stepped to one side of the aisle
as the sweeping machine rattled by on its rails, whooshing up
a cloud of dust with spinning brooms, and sucking up the cloud
with a voracious snout. The cat in Paul’s arms clawed up threads
from his suit and hissed at the machine.

Paul's eyes began to nag him with a prickling sensation, and
he realized that he’d been gazing into the glare and sputter of
the welding machines without protecting his eyes. He clipped
dark glasses over his spectacles, and strode through the anti-
septic smell of ozone toward lathe group three, which was in
the center of the building, in the new part.

He paused for 2 moment by the last welding-machine group,
and wished Edison could be with him to see it. The old man
would have been enchanted. Two steel plates were stripped from
a pile, sent rattling down a chute; were seized by mechanical
hands and thrust under the welding machine. The welding heads
dropped, sputtered, and rose. A battery of electric eyes bale-
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8 PLAYER PIANO

fully studied the union of the two plates, signaled a meter in
Katharme's office that all was well with welding-machine group
five in Building §8, and the welded plates skittered down an-
other chute into the jaws of the punch-press group in the base-
ment. Every seventeen seconds, each of the twelve machines in
the group completed the cycle.

Looking the length of Building 58, Paul had the impression
of a great gymnasium, where countless squads practiced pre-
cision calisthenics~bobbing, spinning, leaping, thrusting, wav-
ing. . . . This much of the new era Paul loved : the machines
themselves were entertaining and delightful.

Cursorily, he opened the control box for the welding-machine
group, and saw that the machines were set to run for three more
days. After that, they would shut down automatically until Paul
received new orders from headquarters and relayed them to
Doctor Lawson Shepherd, who was second-in-command and
responsible for Buildings §3 through 71. Shepherd, who was
sick today, would then set the controls for a new batch of re-
frigerator backs—however many backs EPICAC, a computing
machine in Carlsbad Caverns, felt the economy could absorb.

Paul, calming the anxious cat with his long, slender fingers,
wondered indifferently if Shepherd really was sick. Probably
not. More likely, he was seeing important people, trying to get
transterred out from under Paul.

Shepherd, Paul, and Edward Finnerty had all come to Ifium
together as youngsters. Now Finnerty had moved on to bigger
things in Washington; Paul had been given the highest job in
[llum; and Shepherd, sulky and carping, but efficient, had, in
his own eyes, been humiliated by being named second-in-com-
mand to Paul. Transters were an upper-echelon decision, and
Paul hoped to God that Shepherd got one.

Paul arrived at lathe group three, the troublemaker he had
come to see. He had been agitating a long time for permission
to junk the group, without much luck. The lathes were of the
old type, built originally to be controlled by men, and adapted
during the war, clumsily, to the new techniques. The accuracy
was gomg out of them, and, as the meter in Katharine’s office
had pointed out, rejects were showing up in quantity. Paul was
willing to bet that the lathe group was ten per cent as wasteful
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s it had been in the days of human control and mountainous
scrap heaps.

The group, five ranks of ten machines each, swept their tools
in unison across steel bars, kicked out finished shafts onto con-
tinuous belts, stopped while raw bars dropped between their
chucks and tailstocks, clamped down, and swept their tools across
the bars, kicked out the finished shafts onto . . .

Paul unlocked the box containing the tape recording that
controlled them all. The tape was a small loop that fed contin-
wously between magnetic pickups. On it were recorded the
movements of a master machinist turning out a shaft for a
fractional horsepower motor. Paul counted back—eleven, twelve,
thirteen years ago, he’d been in on the making of the tape, the
master from which this one had been made. . . .

He and Finnerty and Shepherd, with the ink hardly dry on
their doctorates, had been sent to one of the machine shops
to make the recording. The foreman had pointed out his best
man—what was his namer?—and, joking with the puzzled ma-
chinist, the three bright young men had hooked up the record-
ing apparatus to the lathe controls. Hertz! That had been the
machinist’s name—Rudy Hertz, an old-timer, who had been
about ready to retire. Paul remembered the name now, and re-
membered the deference the old man had shown the bright
young men.

Afterward, they'd got Rudy’s foreman to let him off, and,
in a boisterous, whimsical spirit of industrial democracy, they’d
taken him across the street for a beer. Rudy hadn’t understood

‘quite what the recording instruments were all about, but what

he had understood, he’d liked: that he, out of thousands of
machinists, had been chosen to have his motions immortalized
on tape.

And here, now, this little loop in the box before Paul, here
was Rudy as Rudy had been to his machine that afterncon—
Rudy, the turner-on of power, the setter of speeds, the controller
of the cutting tool. This was the essence of Rudy as far as his
machine was concerned, as far as the economy was concerned,
as far as the war effort had been concerned. The tape was the
essence distilled from the small, polite man with the big hands
and black fingernails; from the man who thought the world
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keep from getting dizzy. In the old days, when women had
watched over the machines, some of the more simple-hearted

Lad been found sitting rigidly at their posts, staring, long after
quitting time.

IO PLAYER PIANO

could be saved 1f everyone read a verse from the Bible every
night; from the man who adored a collie for want of children;
from the man who . . . What else had Rudy said that after- o

noon? Paul supposed the old man was dead now—or in his
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second childhood in Homestead. S

Now, by switching in lathes on a master panel and feeding
them signals from the tape, Paul could make the essence of Rudy
Hertz produce one, ten, a hundred, or a thousand of the shafts.

Paul closed the box’s door. The tape seemed in good con-
dition, and so were the pickups. Everything, in fact, was as
ship-shape as could be expected, considering the antiquity of
the machines. There were just going to have to be rejects, and
that was that. The whole group belonged in a museum, not a
production setup. Even the box was archaic—a vaultlike affair
bolted to the floor, with a steel door and lock. At the time of
the riots, right after the war, the master tapes had all been locked
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His gaze fell upon an asymmetrical heart scratched into the
old brick, and in its center, “K.L.-M.W.", and the date,
“1931.” K.L. and M.W. had taken a liking to one another, then,
‘n the same year that Edison had died. Paul thought again of the
fun of showing the old man around Building 58, and suddenly
realized that most of the machinery would be old stuft, even to
Edison. The braiders, the welders, the punch presses, the lathes,
the conveyers—everything in sight, almost, had been around in
Edison’s time. The basic parts of the automatic controls, too,
and the electric eyes and other elements that did and did better
what human senses had once done for industry—all were familiar
enough in scientific circles even in the nineteen-twenties. All that

up in this way. Now, with the antisabotage laws as rigidly en- was new was the combination of these elements. Paul reminded
forced as they were, the only protection the controls needed was himself to bring that out in his talk at the Country Club that
from dust, cockroaches, and mice. night.
At the door, 1n the old part of the building once more, Paul : The cat arched her back and clawed at Paul’s suit again. The
paused for a moment to listen to the music of Building 58. He z o sweeper was snuffling down the aisle toward them once more.
had had it in the back of his mind for years to get a composer . I It sounded its warning buzzer, and Paul stepped out of its path.
to do something with it—the Building 58 Suste. It was wild and L The cat hissed and spat, suddenly raked Paul’s hand with her
Latin music, hectic rhythms, fading in and out of phase, kalei- . claws, and jumped. With a bouncing, stiff-legged gait, she fled
doscopic sound. He tried to separate and identify the themes. - before the sweeper. Snatching, flashing, crashing, shrieking
There! The lathe groups, the tenors: “Furrazz-ow-ow-ow-ow- | ¢ machines kept her in the middle of the aisle, yards ahead of
ow-ak! ting! Furr-gzz-ow-ow . . .” The welders, the baritones: ‘B the sweeper’s whooshing brooms. Paul looked frantically for
E “Vaaaaaaa-zuzp! Vaaaasaa-zuzip!” And, with the basement the switch that would stop the sweeper, but before he found it,
as a resonating chamber, the punch presses, the basses: “Aw- 7 the cat made a stand. She faced the oncoming sweeper, her
o grumphn! tonka-tonka. Aw-grump! tonka-tonka . . .” It was needle-like teeth bared, the tip of her tail snapping back and
exciting music, and Paul, flushed, his vague anxieties gone, gave - forth. The flash of a welder went off inches from her eyes, and
. himself over to it. 2 the sweeper gobbled her up and hurled her squalling and scratch-

Out of the corner of his eye, a crazy, spinning movement ing into its galvanized tin belly.
caught his fancy, and he turned in his delight to watch a cluster Winded after a quarter-mile run through the length ot the
building, Paul caught the sweeper just as it reached a chute. It

of miniature maypoles braid bright cloth insulation about a _
black snake of cable. A thousand little dancers whirled about ' gagged, and spat the cat down the chute and into a freight car
-' outside. When Paul got outside, the cat had scrambled up the

¥ one another at incredible speeds, pirouetting, dodging one an- -
other, unerrmngly building their snug snare about the cable. Paul - side of the freight car, tumbled to the ground, and was des-
perately clawing her way up a fence.
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“No, kitty, no!” cried Paul.
The cat hit the alarm wire on the fence, and sirens screamed

from the gate house. In the next second the cat hit the charged

wires atop the fence. A pop, a green flash, and the cat sailed
high over the top strand as though thrown. She dropped to the
asphalt—dead and smoking, but outside.

An armored car, its turret nervously jerking its brace of
machine guns this way and that, grumbled to a stop by the
smali corpse. The turret hatch clanged open, and a plant guard
cautiously raised his head. “Everything all right, sir?”

“Lurn off the sirens. Nothing but a cat on the fence.” Paul
knelt, and looked at the cat through the mesh of the fence,
frightfully upset. “Pick up the cat and take her to my office.”

“Beg your pardon, sir?” -

“The cat—I want her taken to my office.”

“She’s dead, sir.”

“You heard me.”

“Yessir.”

Paul was 1n the depths again as he climbed into his car in
front of Building 58. There was nothing in sight to divert him,
nothing but asphalt, a perspective of blank, numbered facades,
and wisps of cold cirrus clouds in a strip of blue sky. Paul

glimpsed the only life visible through a narrow canyon between
Buildings 57 and 59, a canyon that opened onto the river and

revealed a bank of gray porches in Homestead. On the topmost

porch an old man rocked in a patch of sunlight. A child leaned

over the railing and launched a square of paper in a lazy, oscil-

lating course to the river’s edge. The youngster looked up from
the paper to meet Paul’s gaze. The old man stopped rocking

and looked, too, at the curiosity, a living thing in the Ilium
Works.

As Paul passed Katharine Finch’s desk on his way into his

office, she held out his typewritten speech, “That’s very good,

what you said about the Second Industrial Revolution,” she
said.

“Old, old stuff.”
"It seemed very fresh to me—I mean that part where you

say how the First Industrial Revolution devalued muscle work,
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then the second one devalued routine mental work. [ was fas-
cinated.”

“Norbert Wiener, a mathematician, said all that way back 1n
the nineteen-torties. It's tresh to you because you're too young
to know anything but the way things are now.”

“Actually, it 1s kind of incredible that things were ever any
other way, 1sn’t it? It was so ridiculous to have people stuck
in one place all day, just using their senses, then a reflex, using
their senses, then a reflex, and not really thinking at all.”

‘“Expensive,” said Paul, “and about as reliable as a putty
riler. You can imagine what the scrap heap looked like, and
what hell 1t was to be a service manager in those days. Hang-
overs, family squabbles, resentments against the boss, debts, the
war—every kind of human trouble was likely to show up 1n a
product one way or another.” He smiled. “And happiness, too.
I can remember when we had to allow for holidays, especially
around Christmas. There wasn’t anything to do but take it. The
reject rate would start climbing around the fifth of December,
and up and up it'd go until Christmas. Then the holiday, then
a horrible reject rate; then New Year’s, then a ghastly reject
level. Then things would taper down to normal—which was
plenty bad enough—by January fifteenth or so. We used to have
to figure in things like that in pricing a product.”

“Do you suppose there’ll be a Third Industrial Revolution ?”

Paul paused in his office doorway. “A third one? What would
that be like?”

“TI don’t know exactly. The first and second ones must have
been sort of inconceivable at one time.”

“To the people who were going to be replaced by machines,
maybe, A third one, eh? In a way, I guess the third one’s been
going on for some time, 1f you mean thinking machines. That
would be the third revolution, I guess—machines that devaluate
human thinking. Some oi the big computers ike EPICAC do
that all right, in specialized fields.”

“Uh-huh,” said Katharine thoughtfully. She rattled a pencil
between her teeth. “First the muscle work, then the routine
work, then, maybe, the real brainwork.”

“I hope I'm not around long enough to see that final step.
Speaking of industrial revolutions, where’s Bud ?”




Al
|"|I|| -
-,
it R

Hal
« B

B

Al T

LI o -

i M

gl

B =

ok

i

N -,

R

* R

I r

-

T Mgy

: e

! o

G

h .-'_ o

_.'_: _: e |

I "o

Jl -

< e

-- =]

-- ey |

. !

1 ke T

o PaE

" ".-_ 1

o e

|1I- .'.\:. 1

-- Bl

g -

;o M

HE !

:: ﬁ I.

ol

- et

T A

W - H

LI :'-

O il

- el

2, Juay

o

-

C; Ao !

- e

L..F

FJﬁ.l'

s TH

- N

i

o

L Y

5

o T

!

-~ S

e

L, -

Hel e i1 i~

g

I:I:‘ ._r.L-

I I

-

- 2T

o el

i

oy

e =

14 PLAYER PIANO

“A barge was coming in, so he had to get back to work. He
left this for you.” She handed him a crumpled laundry slip with

Bud’s name on it.

Paul turned the slip over and found, as he had expected, a
circuit diagram for a mouse detector and alarm system that

might very well work. “Astonishing mind, Katharine,”
~he nodded uncertainly.

Paul closed his door, locked it silently, and got a bottle from

under papers in a bottom drawer. He blacked out for an instant

under the gloriously hot impact of a gulp of whisky. He hid

the bottle again, his eyes watering.

“Doctor Proteus, your wife is on the phone,” said Katharine

on the intercom.

“Proteus speaking.” He started to sit, and was distressed to

find a small wicker basket in his chair, containing a dead black
cat.

“This 1s me, darling, Anita.”

“Hello, hello, hello.” He set the basket on the floor gently,
and sank into his chair. “How are you, sweetheart?” he said
absently. His mind was still on the cat.

“All set to have a good time tonight?” It was a theatrical
contralto, knowing and passionate : Ilhum’s Lady of the Manor
speaking.

“Been jumpy all day about the talk.”

“Then you’ll do it brilliantly, darling. You'll get to Pitts-
burgh yet. I haven’t the slightest doubt about that, Paul, not
the slightest. Just wait until Kroner and Baer hear you tonight.”

“Kroner and Baer accepted, did they?” These two were man-
ager and chief engineer, respectively, of the entire Eastern Divi-
sion, of which the Ilium Works was one small part. It was
Kroner and Baer who would decide who was to get the most
important job in their division, a job left vacant two weeks ago
by death—the managership of the Pittsburgh Works. “How gay

can a party get?”

“Well, if you don’t like that, I have some news you will like.

There's going to be another very special guest.”
“Hi ho.”

“And you have to go to Homestead for some Irish whisky
for him. The club hasn’t got any.”
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“Finnerty! Ed Finnerty!”

“Yes, Finnerty. He called this afternoon and was very spe-
cific about your getting some Irish for him. He’s on his way
from Washington to Chicago, and he’s going to stop off here.”

“How long has it been, Anita? Five, six years?”

“Not since beiore you got to be manager. That long.” She
was hale, enthusiastic about Finnerty’s coming. It annoyed Paul,
because he knew very well that she didn’t care for IFinnerty.
She was crowing, not because she was fond of Finnerty but
because she enjoyed the ritual attitudes of friendships, of which
she had none. Also, since he’d left llium, Ed Finnerty had be-
come a man of consequence, a member of the National Indus-
trial Planning Board; and this fact no doubt dulled her recol-
lections of contretemps with Pinnerty in the past.

“You're right about that being good news, Anita. It's won-
derful. Takes the edge offt Kroner and Baer.”

“Now, you're going to be nice to them, too.”

“Oh yes. Pittsburgh, here we come.”

“If I tell you something for your own good, promise not to
get madr”

”NO,’,

“All nnght, I'll tell you anyway. Amy Halporn said this morn-

~ ing she’d heard something about you and Pittsburgh. Her hus-
- band was with Kroner today, and Kroner had the impression

that you didn’t want to go to Pittsburgh.”

“How does he want me to tell him—in Esperanto? I've told
him I wanted the job a dozen different ways in English,”
- “Apparently Kroner doesn’t feel you really mean it. You've
been too subtle and modest, darling.”

“Kroner’'s a bright one, all right.”

“How do you mean?”

“I mean he’s got more msight into me than I do.”

“You mean you don’t want the Pittsburgh job?”

“I'm not sure. He apparently knew that before I did.”

“You're tired, darling.”

“I guess.”

“You need a drink. Come home early.”

“All right.”
“I love you, Paul.”
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“I love you, Anita. Goodbye.”

Anita had the mechanics of marriage down pat, even to the

subtlest conventions. If her approach was disturbingly rational,
systematic, she was thorough enough to turn out a creditable
counterfeit of warmth. Paul could only suspect that her feel-
ings were shallow--and perhaps that suspicion was part of what
he was beginning to think of as his sickness.

His head was down, his eyes closed, when he hung up. When

he opened his eyes, he was looking at the dead cat in the basket.

“Katharine!”

“Yessir.”

“"Will you have somebody bury this cat.”

“We wondered what you wanted to do with it.”

“God knows what I had in mind.” He looked at the corpse
and shook his head. “God knows. Maybe a Christian burial;
maybe I hoped she’d come around. Get rid of it right away,
would your”

He stopped by Katharine’s desk on his way home and told
her not to worry about the glowing jewel on the seventh meter
from the bottom, fifth row from the left, on the east wall.

“Beyond help,” he said. Lathe group three, Building 58, had
been good m its day, but was showing wear and becoming a
misfit in the slick, streamlined setup, where there was no place
for erratic behavior. “Basically, it wasn’t built for the job 1t’s
doing anyway. I look for the buzzer to go off any day now, and
that’ll be the end.”

In each meter box, 1n addition to the instrument, the jewel,
and the warning lamp, was a buzzer. The buzzer was the signal
for a unit’s complete breakdown.

CHAPTER |1

THE SHAH OF BRATPUHR, spiritual leader of 6,000,000
members of the Kolhouri sect, wizened and wise and dark as
cocoa, encrusted with gold brocade and constellations of twin-
kling gems, sank deep into the royal-blue cushions of the lim-
ousine—like a priceless brooch in its gift box.
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On the other side of the limousine’s rear seat sat Doctor
Ewing J. Halyard, of the United States Department of State,
a heavy, fiorid, urbane gentleman of forty. He wore a flowing
sandy mustache, a colored shirt, a boutonniere, and a waistcoat
contrasting with his dark suit, and wore them with such poise
that one was sure he'd just come from a distinguished company
where everyone dressed in this manner. The fact was that only
Doctor Halyard did. And he got away with it beautifully.

Between them, nervous, grinning, young, and forever apolo-
getic for his own lack of éclat or power, was Khashdrahr
Miasma, the interpreter, and nephew of the Shah, who had
learned inglish from a tutor, but had never before been outside
of the Shah’s palace.

“Khabu?” said the Shah in his high, frail voice.

Halyard had been with the Shah for three days now and was
able to understand, without Khashdrahr’s help, five of the Shah’s

expressions. “Khabu” meant “where?” “Siki” meant “what?”’
= “Akka sahn” meant “why?”’ “Brahous brahouna, houna seks”
- was a combination of blessing and thanks, and Sumklish was the
. sacred Kolhouri drink which Khashdrahr carried in a hip flask
. for the Shah.

The Shah had left his military and spiritual fastness in the

~mountains to see what he could learn in the most powerful
- nation on earth for the good of his people. Doctor Halyard was
his guide and host.

“Khabu?” said the Shah again, peering out at the city.
*“The Shah wishes to know, please, where we are now,” said

27

“I know,” said Halyard, smiling wanly. It had been khabu

. and siki and akka sahn until he was half out of his mind. He
_ - leaned forward. “Ilium, New York, your highness. We are about
~ . tocross the Iroquois River, which divides the town in two. Over
. there on the opposite bank is the Ilium Works.”

The limousine came to a halt by the end of the bridge, where

a large work crew was filling a small chuckhole. The crew had
> - opened a lane for an old Plymouth with a broken headlight,
= which was coming through from the north side of the river.
- Thelimousine waited for the Plymouth to get through, and then
2 proceeded.
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The Shah turned to stare at the group through the back win-

dow, and then spoke at length. -
Doctor Halyard smiled and nodded appreciatively, and

awaited a translation.

“The Shah,” said Khashdrahr, “he would like, please, to
know who owns these slaves we see all the way up from New
York City.”

“Not slaves,” said Halyard, chuckling patronizingly. “Citi-
zens, employed by government. They have same rights as other
citizens—iree speech, freedom of worship, the right to vote. Be-
fore the war, they worked in the Ilium Works, controlling
machines, but now machines control themselves much better.”

“Aha!” said the Shah, after Khashdrahr had translated.

“Less waste, much better products, cheaper products with

automatic control.”

I‘Aha !J!
“And any man who cannot support himself by doing a job

better than a machine is employed by the government, either
in the Army or the Reconstruction and Reclamation Corps.”

“Ahal Khabu bonanza-pak?”
“Eh?”
“He says, “‘Where does the money come from to pay them?’”

said Khashdrahr. |
“Oh. From taxes on the machines, and taxes on personal

incomes. Then the Army and the Reconstruction and Reclama-
tion Corps people put their money back into the system for more

products for better living.”

“Ahal”
Doctor Halyard, a dutiful man with a bad conscience about

the size of his expense accounts, went on explaining America,
though he knew very little was getting through. He told the
Shah that advances had been most profound in purely indus-
trial communities, where the bulk of the population—as in Ilium
—had made its living tending machines in one way or another.
In New York City, for instance, there were many skills difhcult
or uneconomical to mechanize, and the advances hadn’t liberated
as high a percentage of people from production. |
“Kuppo?”’ said the Shah, shaking his head.
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Khashdrahr blushed, and translated uneasily, apologetically.
«Shah says, ‘Communism.” ”

“No Kuppo!” said Halyard vehemently. ““The government
does not own the machines. They simply tax that part of in-
Justry’s income that once went into labor, and redistribute it.
Industry is privately owned and managed, and co-ordinated—
to prevent the waste of competition—by a committee of leaders
from private industry, not politicians. By eliminating hurman
error through machinery, and needless competition through or-
ganization, we've raised the standard of living ot the average
man immensely.”

Khashdrahr stopped translating and frowned perplexedly.
«Please, this average man, there is no equivalent in our lan-
guage, I'm afraid.”

‘“You know,” said Halyard, ‘“the ordinary man, like, well,
anybody—those men working back on the bridge, the man in
that old car we passed. The little man, not brilliant but good-
hearted, plain, ordinary, everyday kind of person.”

Khashdrahr translated.

“Aha,” said the Shah, nodding, “Takaru.”

“What did he sayr”

“Takaru,” said Khashdrahr. “Slave.”

“No Takaru,” said Halyard, speaking directly to the Shah.

o “Cr-ti-zen.”

“Ahhhhh,” said the Shah. “Ci-ti-zen.” He grinned happily.

o “Takaru—citigen. Citizen—Takaru.”

“No Takaru!” said Halyard.
Khashdrahr shrugged. “In the Shah’s land are only the Elte

- and the Takaru.”

Halyard’s ulcer gave him a twinge, the ulcer that had grown

1n size and authority over the years of his career as an inter-
'5fé'f—’.;f-'ﬁ:_’;-'f_.f-._'?Pfﬁtﬁf of America to provincial and ignorant notables from the
" backwaters of civilization.

The limousine came to a stop again, and the driver honked

- his horn at a crew of Reconstruction and Reclamation Corps-
men. They had left their wheelbarrows blocking the road, and
.. 'were throwing rocks at a squirrel on a branch a hundred teet
" overhead.
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Halyard rolled down his window. “Get these damn wheel-

barrows out of the way!” he shouted.

“Ci-ti-zen!” piped the Shah, smiling modestly at his newly

acquired bilinguality.

“Drop dead,” called one of the rock throwers. Reluctantly,'
surlily, he came down to the road and moved two wheelbarrows
very slowly, studying the car and its occupants as he did it. He

stepped to one side.

“Thanks! It’s about time!” said Halyard as the limousine

eased past the man.

“You're welcome, Doc,” said the man, and he spat in Hal-

yard’s face.

Halyard sputtered, manfully regained his poise, and wiped

his tace. “Isolated incident,” he said bitterly.

“Takaruw yamu brouha, pu dinka bu,” said the Shah sym-
pathetically.

“The Shah,” said Khashdrahr gravely, “he says it is the same
with Takaru everywhere since the war.”

“No Takaru,” said Halyard apathetically, and let it go.
“Sumbkhsh,” sighed the Shah.

Khashdrahr handed him the flask of sacred liquor.

CHAPTER I1]

DOCTOR PAUL PROTEUS, the man with the highest in-
come 1n llium, drove his cheap and old Plymouth across the
bridge to Homestead. He had had the car at the time of the
riots, and among the bits of junk in the glove compartment—
match cards, registration, flashlight, and face tissues—was the
rusty pistol he had been tssued then. Having a pistol where
some unauthorized person might get at it was very much against
the law. Even members of the huge standing army did without
firearms until they'd disembarked for occupation duty overseas.
Only the police and plant guards were armed. Paul didn’t want
the pistol but was forever forgetting to turn it in. Over the
years, as 1t had accumulated a patma of rust, he’d come to
regard it as a harmless antique. The glove compartment wouldn’t
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. pad it rebuilt in such a way that it was far better mechanically
. than what was coming off the automatic assembly lines at De-
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lock, so Paul covered the pistol with tissues.

The engine wasn’'t working properly, now and then hesttat-

ing, catching again, slowing suddenly, catchmg again. His other
' cars, a new station wagon and a very expensive sedan, were at
" nome, as he put it, for Anita. Neither of the good cars had ever
" peen in Homestead, and neither had Amita for many years.
" Anita never needled him about his devotion to the old car,
0 though she did seem to think some sort of explanation to others

was in order. He had overheard her telling visitors that he had

troit—which simply wasn’t true. Nor was 1t logical that a man

. with so special a car would put off and put off having the broken
" feft headlamp fixed. And he wondered how she might have
explained, had she known, that he kept a leather jacket in the
" trunk, and that he exchanged his coat for this and took oft his
" necktie before crossing the Iroquois. It was a trip he made only
‘" when he had to—for, say, a bottle of Irish whisky for one of
" the few persons he had ever felt close to.

He came to a stop at the Homestead end of the bridge. About

forty men, leaning on crowbars, picks, and shovels, blocked the
- way, smoking, talking, milling about something in the middle
. of the pavement. They looked around at Paul with an air of
£ " sheepishness and, as though there were nothing but time in the
- world, they moved slowly to the sides of the bridge, leaving
Can alley barely wide enough for Paul’s car. As they separated,
- Paul saw what it was they had been standing around. A small
_ . man was kneeling beside a chuckhole perhaps two feet in diam-
' eter, patting a fresh fill of tar and gravel with the flat of his
. shovel.

Importantly, the man waved for Paul to go around the patch,

| not over it. The others fell silent, and watched to make sure
~ . that Paul did go around it.

“Hey, Mac, your headlamp’s busted,” shouted one of the

" 'men. The others joined in, chorusing the message earnestly.

Paul nodded his thanks. His skin began to itch, as though

é;'Iie had suddenly become unclean. These were members of the
- Reconstruction and Reclamation Corps, in their own estimate
the “Reeks and Wrecks.” Those who couldn’t compete econom-
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1cally with machines had their choice, if they had no source of
income, ot the Army or the Reconstruction and Reclamation
Corps. The soldiers, with their hollowness hidden beneath twin-
kling buttons and buckles, crisp serge, and glossy leather, didn’t
depress Paul nearly as much as the Reeks and Wrecks did.

He eased through the work crew, past a black government
[imousine, and mto Homestead.

A saloon was close to the end of the bridge. Paul had to park
his car a half-block away, for another crew was flushing out
the storm sewers with an opened fire hydrant. This seemed to be
a favorite undertaking. Whenever he had come to Homestead
when the temperature had been above freezing, he’d found a
hydrant going.

One big man, with an air of proprietorship, kept his hands
on the wrench that controlled the flow. Another stood by as
second-m-command of the water. All around them, and along
the course of the water to the sewer mouth, a crowd stood watch-
ing. A dirty little boy caught a scrap of paper skittering along
the sidewalk, fashioned it into a crude boat, and launched it in
the gutter. All eyes followed the craft with interest, seeming
to wish 1t luck as it shot perilous rapids, as it snagged on a twig,
spun free, shot into the swift, deep main flow, mounted a crest
for a triumphant instant, and plunged into the sewer.

“Uh!” grunted a man standing by Paul, as though he had
been aboard the boat.

Paul worked his way through the crowd, which was contin-
uous with the clientele of the saloon, and got to within one rank
of the bar. His back was against an old player piano. No one
seerned to have recognized him. It would have been surprising
if someone had, for, in line with policy, he kept pretty much to
his own side of the river and never permitted his name or pic-
ture to appear 1n the Ilium Ster-Tribune.

Around the bar were old men, pensioners, too old for the
Army or the Reeks and Wrecks. Each had before him a head-
less beer in a glass whose rim was opaqued by hours of slow,
thoughtful sipping. These oldsters probably arrived early and
left late, and any other business had to be done over their heads.
On the screen of the television set behind the bar, a large earth
mother of a woman, her voice shut off by the volume knob,
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s lips excitedly, and broke eggs into a mixing
bwi The old men watched, occasionally clicking their dentures
B0 .

“Excuse me,”’ said Paul self:-consciou sly. |

N o one made a move to let him get to the bar. A {at, wh:tfan-
.2 collie, curled beneath the barstool of an old man blqckmg
ng showed its toothless gums and growled fuzzily.

P tatilely, Paul waved his hand for the bartender’s attention.
i AS he shifted from one foot to the other, he recalled the .fu]]y
. echanized saloon he, Finnerty, 3:nd Shepherd | had d§s1gned
 hen they'd been playful young engmeers. To their surprise, the
_ wner of a restaurant chain had been interested enough to give
 peidea a try. They'd set up the experimental umt about five
~ Joors down from where Paul now stood, with coin machines and
endless belts to do the serving, with germicidal lamps cleanm.g
| peair, with uniform, healthful light, with continuous soft music
'~ from a tape recorder, with seats scientifically designed by an
 anthropologist to give the average man the absolute maximum

= incomfort.

0 The first day had been a sensation, with a waiting line extend-
. ing blocks. Within a week of the opening, curiosity had been
© datisfied, and it was a boom day when five customers stopped
= 0 Then this place had opened up almost next door, with a
*  dast-and-germ trap of a Victorian bar, bad light, poor ventila-
©  tfion, and an unsanitary, inefficient, and probably dishonest bar-
_tender. It was an immediate and unflagging success.

"He caught the bartender’s eye at last. When the bartender
 saw Paul, he dropped his role of highhanded supervisor of
morals and settler of arguments and became an obsequious host,
_like the bartender at the Country Club. Paul was afraid for a
_moment that he’d been recognized. But when the bartender failed
 tocall him by name, he supposed that only his class had been
_recognized.

" There were a few men in Homestead—like this bartender, the
. police and firemen, professional athletes, cab drivers, specially
 skilled artisans—who hadn’t been displaced by machines. They
~ lived among those who had been displaced, but they were aloof
_and often rude and overbearing with the mass. They felt a

 camaraderie with the engineers and managers across the river,
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a feeling that wasn’t, incidentally, reciprocated. The general
feeling across the river was that these persons weren’t too bright
to be replaced by machines; they were simply in activities where
machines weren't economical. In short, their feelings of superi-
ority were unjustified.

Now, the bartender had sensed that Paul was a personage,
and he made a show of letting everyone else go to hell while he
gave service to Paul. The others noticed, and turned to stare
at the privileged newcomer.

Paul ordered the bottle of Irish in a quiet voice, and tried
to become inconspicuous by bending over and petting the aged
collie. The dog barked, and its owner turned on his barstool to
confront Paul. The old man was as toothless as the dog. Paul’s
first impression was of red gums and huge hands—as though
everything were sapped of color and strength but these.

“He wouldn’t hurt nobody,” said the old man apologetically.
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“Just kind of edgy about being old and blind, and never sure

of what’s going on, 1s all.” He ran his big hands along the dog’s
fat sides. “He’s a good old dog.” He looked thoughtfully at
Paul. “Say, I bet I know you.”

Paul looked anxiously after the bartender, who had disap-

peared into the cellar after the whisky. “Really? I've been in

here once or twice before.”’

“No, not here,” said the old man loudly. “The plant, the :'_-:

plant. You're young Doctor Proteus.”

A lot of people heard, and those closest to the two studied |
Paul with disturbing candor, and fell silent in order to hear

whatever was being said.

The old man was apparently quite deaf, for his voice was
erratically loud, then soft. “Don’t recognize my face, Doctor?” =
He wasn’t mocking, he was frankly admiring, and proud that
he could prove himself on speaking terms with this distinguished = =

marl.

Paul colored. “I can’t say I remember. The old welding shop, :

was 1t?”’

The old man swept his hand over his face deprecatingly.
“Aaaah, not enough left of the old face for my best friend to =
recognize,” he said good-humoredly. He thrust out his hands, .
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palms up. “But look at those, Doctor. Good as ever, and there’s
not two like them anywhere. You said so yourself.”

“Hertz,” said Paul. “You're Rudy Hertz.”

Rudy laughed, and looked about the room triumphantly, as
though to say, “See, by God, Rudy Hertz does know Doctor
Proteus, and Proteus knows Hertz! How many of you can say
that?”

“And this 1s the dog you were telling me about—ten, fifteen
years agor’

“Son of the dog, Doctor.” He laughed. “I wasn’t no pup,
then, though, was I¢”

“You were a damn fine machinist, Rudy.”

“I say so myself. Knowing that, knowing smart men like you
say that about Rudy, that means a lot. It’s about all I got, you
know, Doctor? That and the dog.” Rudy shook the arm of the
man next to him, a short, heavy, seemingly soft man, middle-
aged, with a homely, round face. His eyes were magnified and
fogged by extremely thick glasses. “Hear what Doctor Proteus
here said about me?” Rudy gestured at Paul. “Smartest man in
Ilium says that about Rudy. Maybe he’s the smartest man in the
country.”

Paul wished to God the bartender would hurry up. The man
Rudy had shaken was now studying Paul sullenly. Paul glanced
quickly about the room and saw hostility all around him.

Addled Rudy Hertz thought he was doing a handsome thing
by Paul, showing him off to the crowd. Rudy was senile, re-
membering only his prime, incapable of remembering or under-
standing what had followed his retirement. . . .

But these others, these men 1n their thirties, forties, and fifties
—~they knew. The youngsters in the booth, the two soldiers and
three girls, they were like Katharine Finch. They couldn’t re-
member when things had been different, could hardly make sense
of what had been, though they didn’t necessarily like what was.
But these others who stared now, they remembered. They had
been the rioters, the smashers of machines. There was no threat
of violence in their looks now, but there was resentment, a wish
to let him know that he had intruded where he was not liked.

And still the bartender did not return. Paul limited his field
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of vision to Rudy, ignoring the rest. The man with thick glasses,

whom Rudy had invited to admire Paul, continued to stare,
Paul talked inanely now about the dog, about Rudy’s remark-
able state of preservation. He was helplessly aware that he was
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- Doctor : what's it going to be, the Army or the Reeks and

WI’ECkS ?u

“T suppose there’s a lot to be said for both,” said Paul un-
comfortably. “I reailly don’t know much about either one. Some-
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hamming it up, proving to anyone who might still have doubts
that he was indeed an insincere ass.

“Let’s drink to old times!” said Rudy, raising his glass. He

body else, like Matheson, maybe, would . . .” His sentence
trailed off. Matheson was IHium’s manager in charge of testing
and placement. Paul knew him shightly, didn’t like him very well.
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didn’t seem to notice that silence greeted his proposal, and that
he drank alone. He made clucking noises with his tongue, and
winked in fond reminiscence, and drained his glass with a
flourish. He banged it on the bar.

Paul, smiling glassily, decided to say nothing more, since any-
thing more would be the wrong thing. He folded his arms and
leaned against the keyboard of the player piano. In the silence
ot the saloon, a faint discord came from the piano, hummed to
nothingness.

“Let’s drink to our sons,” said the man with thick glasses
suddenly. His voice was surprisingly high for so resonant-look-
ing a man. Several glasses were raised this time. When the toast
was done, the man turned to Paul with the friendliest of smiles
and said, “My boy’s just turned eighteen, Doctor.”

“That’s nice.” ,

“He’s got his whole life ahead of him. Wonderful age, eigh-
teen.” He paused, as though his remark demanded a response.

“I'd like to be eighteen again,” said Paul lamely.

“He’s a good boy, Doctor. He isn’t what you'd call real bright.
Like his old man—his heart’s in the right place, and he wants
to do the most he can with what he’s got.” Again the waitful
pause.

“That’s all any of us can do,” said Paul.

“Well, as long as such a smart man as you is here, maybe I
could get you to give me some advice for the boy. He just fin-
1ished his National General Classification Tests. He just about
killed himself studying up for them, but it wasn’t any use. He
didn’t do nearly well enough for college. There were only twenty-
seven openings, and six hundred kids trying for them.” He
shrugged. “I can’t afford to send him to a private school, so
now he’s got to decide what he’s going to do with his life,
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Matheson was a powerful bureaucrat who went about his job
with the air of a high priest. “I'll call Matheson, 1f you like,
and ask him, and let you know what he says.”

“PDoctor,” said the man, desperately now, with no tinge of
baiting, “isn’t there something the boy could do at the Works?
He’s awfully clever with his hands. He's got a kind of instinct
with machines. Give him one he’s never seen before, and tn ten
minutes he’ll have it apart and back together again. He loves
that kind of work. Isn’t there someplace in the plant—¢”

“He’s got to have a graduate degree,” said Paul. He reddened.
“That’s policy, and I didn’t make it. Sometimes we get Recon-
struction and Reclamation people over to help put in big ma-
chines or do a heavy repair job, but not very often. Maybe he

Could opeEn a I'epair ShOP.”

The man exhaled, slumped dejectedly. “Repair shop,” he

. sighed. “Repair shop, he says. How many repair shops you think
- Jhum can support, ¢h? Repair shop, sure! I was going to open
-~ one when I got laid off. So was Joe, so was Sam, so was Alf.
= We're all clever with our hands, so we’ll all open repair shops.
"~ 'One repairman for every broken article in Ilium. Meanwhile,
. our wives clean up as dressmakers—one dressmaker for every
. woman in town.”

Rudy Hertz had apparently missed all the talk and was still

. celebrating in his mind the happy reunion with his great and
~ - good friend, Doctor Paul Proteus. “Music,” said Rudy grandly.
= “Let’s have music!” He reached over Paul’s shoulder and popped
. a nickel into the player piano.

" Paul stepped away from the box. Machinery whirred impot-
i tantly for a few seconds, and then the piano started clanging
& away at “Alexander’s Ragtime Band” liked cracked carillons.
_Mercifully, conversation was all but impossible. Mercifully, the
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bartender emerged from the basement and handed Paul a dusty
bottle over the old heads.

Paul turned to leave, and a powerful hand closed on his upper
arm, Rudy, his expansive host, held him.

“I played this song in your honor, Doctor,” shouted Rudy -

above the racket. “Wait till it’s over.” Rudy acted as though the
antique instrument were the newest of all wonders, and he ex-
citedly pointed out identifiable musical patterns in the bobbing
keys—trills, spectacular runs up the keyboard, and the slow,
methodical rise and fall of keys in the bass. “See—see them two
go up and down, Doctor! Just the way the feller hit ’em. Look
at 'em go!”

The music stopped abruptly, with the air of having delivered
exactly five cents worth of joy. Rudy still shouted. “Makes you
feel kind of creepy, don’t it, Doctor, watching them keys go up

and down? You can almost see a ghost sitting there playing
his heart out.”

Paul twisted free and hurried out to his car.

CHAPTER IY

“DARLING, YOU LOOK as though you've seen a ghost,”
said Anita. She was already dressed for the party at the Country
Cll‘{b,- already dominating a distinguished company she had yet
to join.

As she handed Paul his cocktail, he felt somehow inadequate,
bumbling, in the presence of her beautiful assurance. Only things
that might please or interest her came to mind—all else sub-
merged. It wasn’t a conscious act of his mind, but a reflex, a
natural response to her presence. It annoyed him that the feel-
ing should be automatic, because he fancied himself in the image
of his father, and, in this situation, his father would have been

completely in charge—taking the first, last, and best lines for
himself.

The expression “armed to the teeth” occurred to Paul as he

looked at her over his glass. With an austere dark gown that left
her tanned shoulders and throat bare, a single bit of jewelry on
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her finger, and very light make-up, Anita had successfully com-
" pined the weapons of sex, taste, and an aura of masculine com-

petence.
She quieted, and turned away under his stare. Inadvertently,

he'd gained the upper hand. He had somehow communicated the

thought that had bobbed up in his thoughts unexpectedly: that
her strength and poise were no more than a mirror image of
his own importance, an image of the power and self-satisfaction
the manager of the Illum Works could have, if he wanted it.
In a fleeting second she became a helpless, bluffing little girl in
his thoughts, and he was able to feel real tenderness toward her.

“Good drink, sweetheart,” he said. “Finnerty upstairs?”

“T sent him on over to the club. Kroner and Baer got there
early, and I sent Finnerty over to keep them company while you
get dressed.”

“How does he look?”
“How did Finnerty always look? Awful. I swear he was

' wearing the same baggy suit he wore when he said goodbye to
" us seven years ago. And I'll swear it hasn’t been cleaned since
% then, either. I tried to get him to wear your old tuxedo, and he
.~ wouldn’t hear of it. Went right over the way he was. I suppose
- a stiff shirt would have been worse in a way. It would have
' showed how dirty his neck is.”
.. She pulled the neck of her dress lower, looked at herself in
- 'a mirror, and raised it slightly again—a delicate compromise.
" “Honestly,” she said, talking to Paul’s image in the mirror, “I'm
. " crazy about that man—you know I am. But he just looks awful
" all the time. I mean, after all, a man in his position, and not
. even clean.”
" Paul smiled and shook his head. It was true. Finnerty had
.~ always been shockingly lax about his grooming, and some of
. his more fastidious supervisors in the old days had found it hard
- ‘to believe that a man could be so staggeringly competent, and
~at the same time so unsanitary-looking. Occasionally, the tali,
. gaunt Irishman would surprise everyone—usually between long
. stretches of work
¢ wax apples, and with new shoes, socks, shirt, tie, and suit, and,
¢ presumably, underwear. Engineers’ and managers’ wives would
I make a big fuss over him, to show him that such care of him-

by showing up with his cheeks gleaming like
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30 PLAYER PIANO

self was mmportant and rewarding; and they declared that he
was really the handsomest thing in the Ilium industrial fold.
Quite possibly he was, in a coarse, weathered way : grotesquely
handsome, like Abe Lincoln, but with a predatory, defiant cast
to his eyes rather than the sadness of Lincoln’s. After Fin-
nerty’s periodic outbursts of cleanliness and freshness, the wives
would watch with increasing distress as he wore the entire
celebrated outfit day in and day out, until the sands and soot
and grease of time had filled every seam and pore.

And Finnerty had other unsavory aspects. Into the resolutely
monogamous and Eagle Scout-like society of engineers and
managers, Finnerty often brought women he'd picked up in
Homestead a half-hour before. When it came time, after supper,
to play games, Finnerty and the girl would generally take a
highball in either hand and wander off to the shrub-walled first
tee, 1f 1t was warm, or out to his car, if it was cold.

His car—in the old days, anyway~had been more disreputable
than Paul’s was today. In this direction, at least—the most in-
nocuous direction, socially—Paul had imitated his friend. Fin-
nerty had claimed that his love of books and records and good
whisky kept him too broke to buy a car and clothes commen-
surate with his position in life. Paul had computed the value of
Finnerty’s record, book, and bottle collections and concluded
that the Irishman would still have plenty left for even two new
cars. It was then that Paul began to suspect that Finnerty's way
of lite wasn’t as irrational as it seemed; that it was, in fact, a
studied and elaborate insult to the managers and engineers of
Hium, and to their immaculate wives.

Why Finnerty had seen fit to offend these gentle people was
never clear to Paul, who supposed the aggressiveness, like most
aggressiveness, dated back to some childhood muddle. The only
intimation as to what that childhood had been like had come not
trom Finnerty but from Kroner, who took a breeder’s interest
in his engineers’ bloodlines. Kroner had once remarked, con-
hdingly and with a show of sympathy, that Finnerty was a
mutant, born of poor and stupid parents. The only insight Fin-
nerty had ever permitted Paul was in a moment of deep de-
pression, during a crushing hangover, when he’d sighed and
said he’d never felt he belonged anywhere,
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Paul wondered about his own deep drives as he realized how

- : much pleasure he was getting from recollections of Finnerty’s

socially destructive, undisciplined antics. Paul indulged himself
'n the wistful sensation of feeling that he, Paul, might be con-
rent, if only— and let the thought stop there, as though he knew
vaguely what lay beyond. He didn't.

Paul envied Finnerty’s mind, for Finnerty could be anything
be wanted to be, and be brilliant at it. Whatever the times might
have called for, Finnerty would have been among the best. If
this had been the age of music, Finnerty would have been, and
‘n fact was, a top-flight pianist—or he might have been an archi-
tect or physician or writer. With inhuman intuition, Finnerty
could sense the basic principles and motives of almost any human
work, not just engineering.

Paul could have been only what he was, he thought. As he
filled his glass again, he supposed that he could only have come
to this moment, this living room, into the presence of Anita.

It was an appalling thought, to be so well-integrated into the

~ . machinery of society and history as to be able to move in only
1 oneplane, and along one line, Finnerty’s arrival was disturbing,
. for it brought to the surface the doubt that life should be that
_ way. Paul had been thinking of hiring a psychiatrist to make
" him docile, content with his lot, amiable to all. But now, here
. Yas Finnerty, pushing him in the other direction. Finnerty had
¢ ' seemed to see something in Paul he hadn’t seen in the others,
somethmg he’d liked—possibly a rebellious streak that Paul was
 only now beginning to suspect. For some reason Finnerty had
. 'made Paul his only friend.

“In a way, I wish Finnerty'd picked another day,” said Amta.

. “Tt raises all sorts of problems. Baet’s supposed to be on my
- left, and Kroner on my right; but now, with a member of the
National Industrial Planning Board blowing in unexpectedly,
. I'm not sure who goes where. Is Ed Finnerty bigger brass than
" Kroner and Baer?” she asked incredulously.

. “Look in the Organization Directory, if you want,” said Paul.
. “I think you’ll find the N.I.P.B. is listed ahead of the regional
" people~but it’s more brain trust than brass. Finnerty won’t care.
~He'll probably eat with the help.”

. “If he sets foot in the kitchen, the Board of Health will
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32 PLLAYER PIANO

throw him 1n jail.” She laughed uneasily. It was evident that she
found it trying to be a good sport about Finnerty, to pretend
that his eccentricities were amusing. She changed the subject.
“Tell me about today.”

“Nothing about today. One more, like all the rest.”

“You got the whisky

“Yes. I had to go across the river to get it.”

“Was 1t such an awful ordeal?” she chided. She couldn’t
understand why he hated to run errands into Homestead, and
teased him about it. “Was it so awful?”’ she said again, border-
ing on baby talk, as though he were a lazy little boy coaxed into
doing a small favor for his mother.

“Pretty bad.”

“Really ?” She was surprised. “Nothing violent, I hope.”

“No. Everybody was very polite, in fact. One of the pen-
sioners recognized me from the old days and threw an im-
promptu party for me.”

“Well, that sounds like downright fun.”

“Does, doesn’t it? His name is Rudy Hertz.” Without de-
scribing his own reactions, he told her what had happened. He
found himself watching her closely, experimenting.

“And that upset you?”’ She laughed. “You are a sensitive
darling, aren’t you? You tell me you’ve been through a night-
mare, and nothing happened at all.”

“They hate me.”

““They proved they loved and admired you. And, what’s more,

they should.”

“The man with the thick glasses as much as said his son’s
hfe wasn’t worth living on account of me.”

“You said that. He didn’t. And I won’t have you saying
ridiculous things like that. Do you get some sort of pleasure
out of making things up to feel guilty about? If his son isn’t
bright enough for anything but the Reeks and Wrecks or the
Army, 1s that your fault?”

“No; but 1f it hadn’t been for men like me, he might have
a machine in the plant—"

“Is he starving?”’

“Of course not. Nobody starves.”

“And he’s got a place to live and warm clothes. He has what

~ there”
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he’d have 1f he were running a stupid machine, swearing at 1t,
making mistakes, striking every year, fighting with the fore-
man, coming in with hangovers.”

“You're right, you're right.” He held up his hands. “Of
course you're right. It’s just a hell of a time to be alive, is all
—just this goddamn messy business of people having to get used
+o new 1deas. And people just don’t, that’s all. I wish this were
a hundred years from now, with everybody used to the change.”

“You're tired. I'm going to tell Kroner you need a month off.”

“Tll tell him, if I feel like it.” |

“] wasn’t trymng to run your life, darling. But you never ask
for anything.”

‘“‘Let me do the asking, if you don’t mind.”

“T don’t. I promise you I don’t mind at all.”

“Pid you lay my things out?”

“On your bed,” she said primly. She’d been hurt. “Tuxedo,

" shirt, socks, studs, cuff links, and a new tie.”

“New tier”

“Dubonnet.”

“Dubonnet! For Christ’'s sake.”

“Kroner and Baer are wearing dubonnet ties.”

“And i1s my underwear like theirs?”

“I’'m sure I didn’t notice.”

“I'm wearing a black tie.”

“Pittsburgh, darling—remember? You said you wanted to go

“Hi ho, dubonnet.” He climbed the stairs to their bedroom,

stripping off his coat and shirt as he went.

“Ed )’ Finnerty was stretched out on Anita’s bed.
“So there you are,” said Finnerty. He pointed at the tuxedo

_/laid out on Paul’s bed. “I thought this was you. I've been talk-
~ ing to it for half an hour.”

. “Anita said you'd gone to the club.”

. “Anita expelled me out the front door, so I came in the back

“Well, I'm glad you did. How are things?”

. “Worse than ever, but there’s hope.”
7 “Fine,” said Paul, laughing uncertainly. “Married ?”
. “Never. Shut the door.”
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34 PLAYER PIANO

Paul closed it. “How’s the Washington job?”

“I've quit.”

“Really 7 Something bigger yet?”

"Il think so, or I wouldn’t have quit.”

“Where ?”

“No place. No job at all.”

“Not enough pay, or worn out, or what ?”

“Sick of it,” he said slowly. “The pay was fantastically good,
ridiculously good—paid like a television queen with a forty-inch
bust. But when I got this year’s invitation to the Meadows,
Paul, something snapped. I realized I couldn’t face another ses-
sion up there. And then I looked around me and found out I
couldn’t face anything about the system any more. 1 walked out,
and here I am.”

Paul’s ivitation to the Meadows was carelessly displayed by
Antita in the front-hall mirror, where no one could fail to notice
it. The Meadows was a flat, grassy island in the St. Lawrence,
in Chippewa Bay, where the most important men, and the most
promising men (“Those whose development within the organ-
1zation 1s not yet complete,” said the Handbook) in the Eastern
and Middle-Western Divisions spent a week each summer in an
orgy of morale building—through team athletics, group sings,
bonfires and skyrockets, bawdy entertainment, free whisky and
cigars; and through plays, put on by professional actors, which
pleasantly but unmistakably made clear the nature of good de-
portment within the system, and the shape of firm resolves for
the challenging year ahead.

Fimnnerty took a crumpled pack of cigarettes from his pocket,
offered one bent at almost a right angle. Paul straightened it
out, his fingers unsteady. “Got the shakes?” said Finnerty.

“I'm chief speaker tonight.”

"Ohr” He seemed disappointed. “Then you don’t ordinarily
have the shakes these days? What’s the occasion?” |

“Thirteen years ago today, the Ilium Works was placed under
the National Manufacturing Council.”

“Like every other plant in the country.”

“Ilium was a little earlier than most.” The union of the coun-
try's manufacturing facilities under one council had taken place
not long after Finnerty, Paul, and Shepherd came to work in
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Tlium. It had been done because of the war. Similar councils had
~ peen formed for the transportation, raw materials, food, and
 communications industries, and over them all had been Paul’s
father. The system had so cut waste and duplication that it was
preserved after the war, and was, in fact, often cited as one of
" ihe few concrete benefits of the war.

“Does that make you happy, that this has been going on

T e _ ,
_ thirteen years?

“Tt calls for comment, anyway. I'm going to keep it factual.

‘It iSI’I’ t gOi n g tO‘ b e llk e K rone rrs eVﬂHgﬁlism_”

Finnerty fell silent, apparently uninterested in pursuing the

j‘ subject. “Funny,” he said at last, “I thought you’d be pretty
- (lose to the edge by now. That’s why I came here.”

Paul twisted his face as he struggled to get his collar button

" moored. “Well, you weren’t c ompletely wrong. There’s talk of

 my chatting with a psychiatrist.”

-~ “Soyou are in rough shape. Wonderful! Let’s get out of

__ this damn party. We've got to talk.”

. Thebedroom door opened, and Anita looked in from the hall.

‘ ‘Oh! Ed. Who's with Baer and Kroner ?”’

. “Kroner's with Baer, Baer’s with Kroner,” said Finnerty.

. “Close the door, please, Anita.”

- “It's time to go to the club.”

- “I¢’s time for you to go to the club,” said F innerty. “Paul

. ‘and Tl be along later.”

. “We're going together, and now, Ed. We're ten minutes late

. as it is. And I won't be bullied by you. I refuse.” She smiled

~ unconvincingly

. “Let’s go,” said Paul

_ “Anita,” said Finnerty, “if you don’t show more respect for

_men's privacy, I'll design a machine that’s everything you are,
- and does show respect.”

- She colored. “I can’t say I find you screamingly funny.”

- “Stainless steel,” said Finnerty. “Stainless steel, covered with

~ sponge rubber, and heated electrically to 98.6 degrees.”

- “Now, look—"" said Paul.

" “And blushes at will,” said Finnerty.

 “And I could make a man like you out of a burlap bag filled

 withmud,” said Anita, “Anybody who tries to touch you comes
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36 PLAYER PIANO

away dirty!” She slammed the door, and Paul listened to her
heels clicking down the staircase.

“Now, why 1n hell did you do that?” said Paul. “Do you
mind telling me?”

Finnerty lay motionless on the bed, staring at the ceiling. “I

don’t know,” he said slowly, “but I'm not sorry. Go on with

22

her.
“What are your plans?”
“Go on!” He said it as though Paul had suddenly intruded

just as he was giving form to an important, difficult thought.
““There’s Irish whisky for you in a brown bag in the front
hall,” said Paul, and he left Finnerty lying there.

CHAPTER YV

PAUL OVERTOOK ANITA in the garage, where she was
starting the station wagon. Without looking directly at him, she
waited for him to climb in beside her. They drove to the club
in silence, with Paul feeling let down by the coarse, irrational
reality of Finnerty. Over the years, he supposed bitterly, he
must have created a wise and warm Finnerty in his imagination,
an 1mage that had little to do with the real man.

At the club door, Anita straightened Paul's tie, pulled her
cape down to bare her shoulders, smiled, and pushed into the
brightly lighted foyer.

The far end of the foyer opened into the bar, and there two
dozen of the Ihum Works’ bright young men, identical in their
crew cuts and the tailoring of their tuxedos, surrounded two
men in their middle fifties. One of the older men, Kroner, tall,
heavy and slow, listened to the youngsters with ponderous affec-
tionateness. The other, Baer, slight and nervous, noisily and
unconvincingly extroverted, laughed, nudged, and clapped shoul-
ders, and maintained a continuous commentary on whatever was
being said: “Fine, fine, right, sure, sure, wonderful, yes, vyes,
exactly, fine, good.”

[llum was a training ground, where fresh graduates were sent
to get the feel of industry and then moved on to bigger things.
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The staft was young, then, and constantly renewing itself, The
oldest men were Paul, and his second-in-command, Lawson
Shepherd. Shepherd, a bachelor, stood by the bar, somewhat
apart from the rest, looking wise, and faintly amused by the
naiveté of some of the youngsters’ remarks.

The wives had congregated in two adjacent booths, and there
spoke quietly and uneasily, and turned to look whenever the
volume of voices rose above a certain level, or whenever the
hass voice of Kroner rumbled through the haze of small talk
with three or four short, wise, wonderfully pregnant words.

The youngsters turned to greet Paul and Anita effusively,
with playtul obsequiousness, with the air of having proprietor-
ship over all good times, which they generously encouraged their
elders to share in.

Baer waved and called to them in his high-pitched voice.
Kroner nodded almost imperceptibly, and stood perfectly still,

: _.5  not looking directly at them, waiting for them to come up so
. that greetings could be exchanged quietly and with dignity.

Kroner’s enormouns, hairy hand closed about Paul’s, and Paul,

. in spite of himself, felt docile, and loving, and childlike. It was
" as though Paul stood in the enervating, emasculating presence
o ‘of his father again. Kroner, his father’s closest friend, had al-
" ways made him feel that way, and seemingly wanted to make
-~ him feel that way. Paul had sworn a thousand times to keep his

‘2 wits about him the next time he met Kroner. But it was a2 matter
beyond his control, and at each meeting, as now, the power and
& resolve were all in the big hands of the older man.

Though Paul was especially aware of the paternal aura about

‘Kroner, the big man tried to make the feeling general. He spoke
- of himself as father to all of the men under him, and more

. vaguely, to their wives; and it was no pose. His administration

of the Eastern Division had an emotional flavor about it, and
- 1t seemed unlikely that he could have run the Division any other

way. He was cognizant of every birth or major illness, and

:_j:,;'r'é{?_!-_:e:':'.'.heap ed blame on himself in the rare instances that any of his
- men went wrong. He could also be stern—again, paternally.

“How are you, Paul?”’ he said warmly. The quizzical set of

his thick eyebrows indicated that this was a question, not 2
:éi?éi-g:;;fi';:l';}‘_;f;?j;}'.g}f.salutatmn. The tone was one Kroner used when inquiring into
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someone’s condition after a siege of pneumonia or worse.

“He’s never been better,” said Anita briskly.

“Glad to hear it. That’s fine, Paul.” Kroner continued to hold
onto hus hand and to stare into his eyes.

“Peel good, do you, eh? Good? Good, eh? Wonderful,” said
Baer, clapping him on the shoulder several times. “Wonderful.”
Baer, the Eastern Division’s chief engineer, turned to Anita.
“And, oh my! Don’t you look nice. My, yes. Oh! I should say
so.” He grinned. '

Baer was a social cretin, apparently unaware that he was any-
thing but suave and brilliant in company. Someone had once
mentioned his running commentary on conversations to him,
and he hadn’t known what they were talking about. Technically,
there wasn't a better engineer in the East, including Finnerty.
There was little in the Division that hadn’t been master-minded
by Baer, who here seemed to Kroner what a fox terrier seems
to a St. Bernard. Paul had thought often of the peculiar com-
bination of Kroner and Baer, and wondered if, when they were
gone, higher management could possibly duplicate it. Baer em-
bodied the knowledge and technique of industry; Kroner per-
sonified the faith, the near-holiness, the spirit of the complicated
venture. Kroner, in fact, had a poor record as an engineer and
had surprised Paul from time to time with his ignorance or
misunderstanding of technical matters; but he had the priceless
quality of believing in the systemn, and of making others believe
in it, too, and do as they were told.

The two were inseparable, though their personalities met at
almost no point. Together, they made an approximately whole
man.,

“Did someone tell you Paul had been sick ?”’ said Anita, laugh-
ing.

“I'd heard Paul's nerves had been bothering him,” said
Kroner.

“Not true,” said Paul.

Kroner smiled. “Glad to hear it, Paul. You're one of our best
men.” He looked at him fondly. “In the footsteps of your father,
Paul.” _

“Where did you hear about Paul’s nerves?” said Anita.

“Can’t imagine,” said Kroner.
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“Doctor Shepherd told us,” said Baer brightly. “I was there
this morning. Remember? It was Shepherd.”

“Now hsten,” said Kroner with unaccustomed quickness,
“that was something else Shepherd was talking about. You
tnow it was, 1t vou'll just think back.”

“Oh sure, that's right, that’s right ; something else, something

:fjlj‘ else,” said Baer, looking puzzled. He clapped Paul on the shoul-

der again. “So you're feeling better, eh? Well, that’s what
counts. Wonderful, wonderful.”

Doctor Shepherd, his neck blazing red above his stiff collar,
moved quietly away from the bar toward the French doors that

opened onto the golf course.
“By the way,” said Kroner heartily, “where’s your friend

Finnertyr What does Ed look like? I imagine he’s found life
in Washington a little less—" he searched for a word—*‘informal

than here.”
“If you mean, does he wash?—the answer is still no,” said

“That’s what I meant,” said Kroner. “Well, none of us are

perfect, and darn few of us perfect enough to get a place on
- the National Industrial Planning Board. Where is he?”

“He may be along later,” said Paul. “He's a little tired from

. his trip.”

. “Why, where’s Mom?” said Anita, ditching the subject of
- Finnerty. Mom was Kroner’s wife, whom he always brought
" to social functions, deposited with other wives, and ignored until

the affectionate moment when 1t was time to retrieve her and
~cart her hundred and eighty pounds home.

. “That intestinal thing that’s been making the rounds,” said
_© Kroner gravely.

Everyone within hearing shook his or her head compassion-
'-:_'fl ately.

= “Dinner,” said a Philippino waiter. There had once been a
_ _movement to have the service done by machines, but the ex-
. tremists who'd proposed this had been voted down by an over-
~ whelming majority.

As Paul, Kroner, Baer, and Anita walked into the candlelit
~ dining room, followed by the test, four of the youngest engi-
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neers, the most recent arrivals, brushed past and turned to block
the way.

Fred Berringer, a short, heavy, slit-eyed blond, seemed to be
their leader. He was a wealthy, extroverted, dull boy from a
good family of engineers and managers in Minneapolis. He had

squeaked through college, and was just barely acceptable to

the personnel machines. Ordinarily, nobody would have hired
him. But Kroner, who knew his bloodlines, had taken him on
anyway and sent him to Illum to be trained. The break had
done anything but teach him humility. He took it as evidence
that his money and name could beat the system any time and,
paraphrased, he’d said as much. The hell of it was that his atti-
tude won grudging admiration from his fellow engineers, who
had got their jobs the hard way. Paul supposed, gloomily, that
beaters of systems had always been admired by the conventional.
At any rate, Kroner still believed in the boy, so Paul had no
choice but to keep him on, and to pair a smarter man with him
to backstop his mental apparatus.

“What 1s this, Fred, a stickup?” said Paul.

“Checker champion,” said Fred, “I hereby challenge you for
the championship immediately after dinner.”

Kroner and Baer seemed delighted. They were forever sug-
gesting that teams be formed and games be played as a method
for building morale in the Eastern Division’s family.

*Just you, or all four of you?” said Paul. He was in fact the
club checker champion, though there had never been any sort
of official playoff. No one could beat him, and, wearily as often
as not, he had had to prove his invincibility to each new group
of engineers—like these four. It was a custom, and the close
little soctety on the north side of the river seemed to feel the
need of customs, of private jokes, of building up social char-
acteristics to distinguish themselves—in their own eyes—from
the rest of society. The checker game of the new engineers with

Paul was one of the hoariest traditions, now in its seventh year.

“Me, mostly,” said Berringer. “But all of us, in a way.” The
others laughed like conspirators. Apparently something special
had been cooked up, and one or two of the older engineers
seemed to be sharing in the high expectations.

“All right,” said Paul good-humoredly; “if there were ten of
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you, and each one blowing cigar smoke in my face, I'd still win.”

The four parted to let Paul, Anita, and the two guests of
honor get to the table.

“Oh,” said Anita, studying the place cards at the head of the
table, “‘there’s been a mistake.” She picked up the card to her
Jeft, wadded it up, and handed it to Paul. She moved another
card into the vacant position and sat down, flanked by Kroner
and Baer. She called a waiter to take away the now extra place
setting. Paul looked at the card and saw it was Finnerty’s.

The assemblage was a practical, earthy one, and the shrimp
cocktails, consommeé, creamed chicken, peas, and mashed pota-
toes were enjoyed for their own sake. There was little talk, and
much pantomimed savoring and beaming to show the hostess
that everything tasted first rate.

Periodically, Kroner would comment on this dish or that, and
he would be echoed by Baer, and then by nods about the table.
Once, an argument broke out in loud whispers at the far end
of the table, among the four youngsters who had challenged
Paul to the checker game. When all eyes turned in their direc-
tion, they shut up. Berringer frowned, sketched a diagram of
some sort on a napkin, and thrust it at the other three. One
of them made a slight correction and handed it back. Under-
standing, then admuration, showed on Berringer’s face. He
nodded vigorously and went back to eating.

Paul counted around the table—twenty-seven managers and
engineers, the staff of the Ilium Works and their wives, less the
evening shift. There were two vacant places: one, the bare
square of tablecloth once reserved for Finnerty; the other, the
untouched setting for Shepherd, who had not come back from
his hurried trip onto the golf course.

Finnerty was probably still lying in the bedroom, staring at
the ceiling, perhaps talking to himself. Maybe he’d left soon
after they had and gone on a bender or whoring expedition in
Homestead. Paul hoped they’d seen the last of him for another
few years. The brilliant liberal, the iconoclast, the freethinker
he had admired in his youth now proved to be no more than
sick, repellent. The quitting, the uninvited attack on Anita, the

:f-“ glorying in neuroses—all had a frightening cast to them. It was
2 anaw tul disappointment. Paul had expected that Finnerty would
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be able to give him something—what, he didn’t know~to assuage

the nameless, aching need that had been nagging him almost, as

Shepherd had apparently told Kroner, to the point of distrac-
tion.

As for Shepherd, Paul felt completely charitable, and even
embarrassed that the man should be so upset at having been
discovered as an informer. Paul stood.

“Where are you going, dear?” said Anita.

‘“To get Shepherd.”

“He didn’t say you were having a breakdown,” said Baer.

Kroner frowned at Baer. “No, really he didn’t Paul. If you
like, I'll go after him. Tt was my fault, bringing up the subject.
It wasn’t Shepherd, and the poor boy—"

“I just thought it was Shepherd,” said Baer.

“1 think it’s up to me,” said Paul.

“T'Il come, too,” said Anita. There was a promise of ven-

geance in her voice.
“No, I’d rather you wouldn’t.” |
Paul headed through the bar quickly, and heard her coming

after him.

“I wouldn’t miss this for anything.”

“There isn’t going to be anything to miss,” said Paul. “I'm
simply going to tell him everything’s O.KX, 1 understand. And

I do understand.”
“He wants that Pittsburgh job, Paul. That’s why he told

Kroner you were having a breakdown. Now he’s scared stiff for
fear of losing his job. Good!”

“I'm not going to get him fired.”

“You could keep him worrying for a while. It'd serve him
right.”

“Please, Anita—this is between Shepherd and me.”

They stood on the turf of the golf course now, in a mulftled
world of blues and blacks under the frail light of a new moon.
Seated on the bench by the first tee, his legs stretched out and
far apart, was Shepherd, with three cocktail glasses lined up

beside him.

“Shep,” called Paul softly.
“‘Hello.” It was flat, with nothing behind it.

-

_  difference does that make now? I'm out of it.”
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“Beat it,”” whispered Paul to Anita. She stayed, clenching and
anclenching her hands.

“Soup’s getting cold,” said Paul, as kindly as possible. He
sat down on the bench, with the three glasses between them. I
don’t give a damn whether you told them I was going to pieces
or not.” Anita stood a dozen yards away, silhouetted agamst
the French doors.

“T’d rather you'd get sore as hell about it,” said Shepherd. “1
told them, all right. Go ahead and can me.”

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, Shep, nobody’s going to can you.”

Paul had never known what to make of Shepherd, had found
it hard to believe that any man really thought as Shepherd did.
When Shepherd had first arrived in Ilium, he had announced
to his fellow new arrivals, Paul and Finnerty, that he intended
to compete with them. Baldly, ridiculously, he talked of com-
petitiveness and rehashed with anyone who would listen various
crises where there had been a showdown between his abilities
and those of someone else, crises that the other participants had
looked upon as being routine, unremarkable, and generally form-
less. But, to Shepherd, life seemed to be laid out like a golf
course, with a series of beginnings, hazards, and ends, and with
a definite summing up—for comparison with others’ scores—atter
each hole. He was variously grim or elated over triumphs or
failures no one else seemed to notice, but always stoical about
the laws that governed the game. He asked no quarter, gave no
quarter, and made very little difference to Paul, Finnerty, or
any of his other associates. He was a fine engineer, dull com-
pany, and doggedly master of his fate and not his brother’s
keeper.

Paul, fidgeting silently on the bench, tried to put himself in
Shepherd’s place. Shepherd had lost a round, and now, grimly
respectful of the mechanics of the competitive system, he wanted
to pay the forfeit for losing and get on to the next episode,
which he was, as always, determined to win. It was a hard world
he lived in, but he wouldn’t have it any other way. God knows
why. |
‘?Wanted to do me out of the Pittsburgh job, eh?” said Paul.
“T think I’m a better man for it,” said Shepherd. “But what
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“You lost.”

“I tried and lost,” said Shepherd. It was a vital distinction.

“Go ahead and fire me.”
The surest way to needle Shepherd was to refuse to compete.

“I don’t know,” said Paul, “I think you’d be a good man for
the Pittsburgh spot. If you like, I'll write a recommendation.”

“Paul!” said Anita.

“Go back in, Anita,” said Paul. “We’ll be back in a minute.”
Anita seemed to be itching to give Shepherd just what he
wanted, a rousing fight, something he could use as a starting
point for another, as he saw it, cycle of play.

“I forgive you,” said Paul. “I want you to go on working
for me, if you will. There isn’t a better man in the world for
your job.” |

“You'd like to keep me right under your thumb, wouldn’t

our’
’ Paul laughed bleakly. “No. It'd be just as before. Under my
thumb? How could—"

“If you won't fire me, I want a transfer.”

“All right. You know that isn’t up to me. But let's go inside,
shall we?” He held out his hand as Shepherd stood. Shepherd
refused it, and brushed by.

Anita stopped him .“If you have any opinions on my hus-
band’s health, perhaps he or his doctor should be the first to

hear them,” she said huskily.

“YVour husband and his doctor have known for months what

I told Kroner and Baer. He isn’t in any shape to be trusted with
a foot-treadle sewing machine, let alone Pittsburgh.” He was

warming up now, getting his spirit back, and perhaps seeing the
possibilities of having their voices carry into the dining room.
Paul seized them both by their arms and propelled them into

the bar and in view of the dinner party. All were looking qes-
smiled,

tioningly in their direction. Paul, Anmita, and Shepherd

and crossed the bar to the dining room, arm in arm. %
“Under the weather?”’ said Kroner to Shepherd kindly
‘“Yessir. Scallops for lunch did it, I think.”

Kroner nodded sympathetically and turned to the waiter.
“Could the boy have milk toast, do you supposer” Kroner was
willing to go to any lengths to preserve harmony 1n his family,

..........
rrrrrrrr
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to give a man in a tight spot a way out. For the rest ot the
evening, Paul supposed, Kroner would be keeping alive—as with
the milk toast now-the polite fiction of Shepherd’s illness.

After coffee and a liqueur, Paul gave a brief talk on the in-
tegration of the Ilium Works with other industry under the
National Manufacturing Council fourteen years before. And
then he went into the more general subject of what he called
the Second Industrial Revolution. He read the talk, rather, tak-
ing pains to look up from his manuscript at regular intervals.
It was, as he had told Katharine Finch in the office that after-
noon, old stuff—a progress report, a reaffirmation of faith
what they were doing and had done with industry. Machines
were doing America’s work far better than Americans had ever
done it. There were better goods for more people at less cost,
and who could deny that that was magnificent and gratitying?
It was what everyone said when he had to make a talk.

At one point, Kroner raised his big hand and asked 1f he
might make a comment. “Just to sort of underline what you're
saying, Paul, I'd like to point out something I thought was
rather interesting. One horsepower equals about twenty-two
manpower—big manpower. If you convert the horsepower of
one of the bigger steel-mill motors into terms of manpower,
you'll find that the motor does more work than the entire slave
population of the United States at the time of the Civil War
could do—and do it twenty-four hours a day.” He smiled be-
atifically. Kroner was the rock, the fountainhead of faith and
pride for all in the Eastern Division. _

“That i5 an interesting figure,” said Paul, searching for his
place in the manuscript. “And that, of course, simply applies
to the First Industrial Revolution, where machines devalued
muscle work. The second revolution, the one we're now com-
pleting, is a little tougher to express in terms of work saved.
If there were some measure like horsepower in which we could

¢ . express annoyance or boredom that people used to experience in

routine jobs—but there isn’t.”
“You can measure rejects, I’'m here to tell you,

¥

said Baer,

if_: f;f'_f-. “and the darnedest, stupidest mistakes imaginable. The waste,
- thestoppages, the lemons! You can express it in dollars all right,
- dollars that went into bad workmanship.”
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“Yes.” said Paul, “but I was thinking of it from the worker’s
point of view. The two industrial revolutions eliminated two
kinds of drudgery, and I was looking for some way of estlmat:
ing just how much the second revolution had relieved men of.’

“T work,” said Baer. Everyone laughed.

“I'he others—across the river,” said Paul.

“They never did work,” said Kroner, and again everyone
laughed. |

“And they’re reproducing like rabbits,” said Anita.

“Somebody telling dirty jokes about rabbits reproducing ?
said Finnerty standing in the doorway. He swayed slightly,. and
his breathing was shallow. He had evidently found the whisky.
“Which one was it? Where the little girl rabbit went into the
rabbit hardware store, and the cletk—"

Kroner was on his feet. “Well, Finnerty—how are you, my
boy ?” He summoned the waiter. “You’re just in time for coftee,
my boy—a big cup of black coffee.” He put his huge arm around

Finnerty and steered him to the place that Anita had had clear_ed.
Finnerty picked up the place card of the engineer next to him,
squinted at it, then at the man. “Where’s my goddamn place
card ?”’ *
“Give him his place card, for heaven’s sakes,” said Anita.
Paul took it from his pocket, smoothed it out, and set it be-
fore Finnerty. Finnerty nodded, and fell into a morose silence.
“We were just talking about the Second Industrial Revolu-
tion,” said Kroner, as though nothing were amiss. “Paul was
talking about how there is no real measure of the _kind of
drudgery it has eliminated. I think the story can be told in terms
of a curve, perhaps—as most stories can be presented most

clearly.” . |
“Not the one about the little girl rabbit in the rabbit hard-

ware store,” said Yinnerty.

Everyone, following Kroner’s example, ignored him. “If we
plot man hours worked against the number of vacuum tubes
in use, the man hours worked drop as the tubes increase.”

“Like rabbits,” said Fmnerty.

Kroner smiled. “As you say, like rabbits. Incidentally, Paul,

another interesting sidelight your father probably told you about
is how people didn’t pay much attention to this, as you call it,

Second Industrial Revolution for quite some time. Atomic en-
ergy was hogging the headlines, and everybody talked as though
peacetime uses of atomic energy were going to remake the
world. The Atomic Age, that was the big thing to look forward
to. Remember, Baer? And meanwhile, the tubes increased like
rabbits.”

“And dope addiction, alcoholism, and suicide went up pro-
portionately,” said Finnerty. |
“Ed)’ said Amta.
“That was the war,’

every war.
“And organized vice and divorce and juvenile delinquency,

all parallel the growth of the use of vacuum tubes,” said Fin-
nerty.

“Oh, come on, Ed,” said Paul, “you can’t prove a logical
connection between those factors.”

“If there’s the slightest connection, it’s worth thinking about,”
said Finnerty.

“I’'m sure there isn’t enough connection for us to be con-
cerned with here,” said Kroner severely. |

“Or enough imagination or honesty,” said Finnerty.

““Oh, honestly ! What are you talking about?” said Anita. She
wadded her napkin nervously. “Come on—shall we leave this
gloomy place and have the checker championship ™

The response was sighs and grateful nods all around the
table. With little regret, Paul laid the remainder of his speech
aside. The party, save for Finnerty, swept into the club’s game
room, where a checkerboard had already been set up, and where
a battery of floor lamps ringed the table on which it rested,
immactlate and glaring.,

The four challengers trotted ahead, held a hurried conier-
ence, and three of them went to the checkroom. The fourth,
Fred Berringer, sat down at the board and grinned mysteriously.

Pau! took the chair opposite. “‘Play much?” he sa:id.

“A little, a little.”

“Let’s see, Fred, you're from Minnesota, aren’t you? Is the

)

said Kroner soberly. “It happens after

 Minnesota checker championship by any chance at stake, Fred ?”

“Sorry, I've got the club championship to win, and nothing

~ tolose”
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dh “You're going to lose, going to lose,” said Baer. “They all
» do, all do, all of them do, eh Paul? All lose to you.”
“Modesty forbids that I answer,” said Paul. “My record
speaks for itself.” He permitted himself a mild sort of elation
over his invincibility. There would be some bizarre twist to
tonight’s game, judging from the activity in the checkroom, but
he wasn't worried.
“Make way for Checker Charley! Make way for Checker
Charley!” shouted Berringer’s seconds from the foyer.

The crowd in the gameroom parted, and the three rolled 1n
a man-high box that was shrouded in a bedsheet and grumbled

along on casters.
“There’s a man in there?” said Kroner.

PLAYER PIANO 49

comedy to begin. He looked at young Berringer’s dull, com-
placent face, and was sure that the youngster didn’t know much
more about the machine than its external switches and signals.

Finnerty strolled in from the dining room, eating from a
plate he held at chin level. He set his plate atop the cabinet and
stuck his head into the back, alongside Baer’s. “Any money on
this 7’ he said.

“Are you crazy?”’ said Paul.

“Anything you say, boy; anything you say,’
He laid his fat billfold on the table.

The other three youngsters had plugged a cord from Checker 1
Charley into an outlet in the baseboard ; and now, as they flicked | ‘
switches on and off, the box hummed and clicked, and lights on !
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“A brain, a brain,” said Berringer triumphantly. “Checker
Charley, world’s champion checker player, and loocking for new
planets to conquer.” He grabbed a corner of the bedsheet, and
unveiled Charley—a gray steel box with a checkerboard painted
on its front panel. In each square that could be occupied by a
checkerpiece were a red and a green jewel, each with a lamp
behind it.

“Pleased to meet you, Charley,” said Paul, trying to smile.
When he realized what was going on, he felt himself reddening
and getting a little mad. His first inclination was to walk the

hell out.
Baer had the back of the box open. “Oh, oh, my, yes indeed,”

he said. “Look, look, look, and that goes over to there—and

)

what the tape’s for boys, huh? Memory? Tape memory?”

feo o take)”

the front panel winked off and on.

Paul stood. “I concede,” he said. He patted the box. “Con-
gratulations, Charles, you're a better man than I am. Ladies
and gentlemen, I give you the new club champion.” He started
out toward the bar.

“Darling,” said Anita, catching his sleeve. “Oh, come on now,

that isn’t like you.”

“I can’t win against the damn thing. It can’t make a mis-

“You can at least play against 1t.”
“And prove what?”
“Come on, Paul,” said Finnerty, “I've looked Charley over,

and he doesn’t look so all-fired bright to me. Pve got fifty

dollars on you with Goldilocks here, and I'll cover anybody else
who thinks Checker Charley’s got a chance.”

e U
oh! Ha! Oh, my, I believe it’s even got a memory. Isn’t that %

-~ PBagerly, Shepherd slapped down three twenties. Finnerty
% -+ covered him.
% “Bet the sun won't rise tomorrow,” said Paul.

- “Play,” said Finnerty.
2= Paul settled into his chair again. Dispiritedly, he pushed a
= checkerpiece forward. One of the youngsters closed a switch,
2 and a light blinked on, indicating Paul’'s move on Checker _
- Charley’s bosom, and another light went on, indicating the per- i
. fect countermove for Berringer.
-2 Berringer smiled and did what the machine told him to do.
¢ Helit a cigarette and patted the pile of currency beside him.

‘“Yessir,” said Berringer uncertatnly. “I guess so.”
“You built this?” said Kroner incredulously.
. “Nossir,” said Berringer, “my father. His hobby.”
“Berringer, Berringer, Berringer,” said Baer, frowning.
“You know—Dave Berringer; this is Dave’s boy,” said
Kroner.
“Oh!” Baer looked at Checker Charley with new admiration.
“By George, no wonder, no wonder, no wonder.” Fred’s father,
one of the top computing-machine men in the country, had
built it.

Paul slouched in his chair resignedly and waited for the
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Paul moved again. A switch was closed, and the lights twin-

as far as he could see, laying himself open to any sort ot dis-
aster. And then he took another piece, and another. He shook
his head in puzzlement and respect. The machine apparently took
a long-range view of the game, with a grand strategy not yet
evident. Checker Charley, as though confirming his thoughts,
made an ominous hissing noise, which grew in volume as the
game progressed.

“As of now, I am offering odds of three to one against
Checker Charley,” said Finnerty. Berringer and Shepherd both
took him up on it for another twenty apiece.

Paul exchanged one man for three.

“Say—now wait just a minute,” said Berringer.

“Wait for what?”’ said Finnerty.

SRR G S R

“Something’s wrong.” |
“You and Checker Charley are being beaten is all. Somebody

always wins, and somebody always loses,” said Finnerty. ““That’s

the way it goes.”
“Sure, but if Checker Charley was working right he couldn’t

lose.” Berringer arose unsteadily. ‘Listen, we’d better call this
thing off while we find out what’s wrong.” He tapped the front
panel experimentally. “Jesus Christ, he’s hot as a frying pan!”

“Finish the game, Junior. I want to know who’s champ,”

said Finnerty. _
“Don’tcha see!” said Berringer furiously. “It isn’t working

right.” He looked pleadingly around the room.
“Your move,” said Paul.

Berringer looked helplessly at the lights, slid a man forward. j
Paul took two more of Berringer’s pieces and made his own J
piece a king. “This must be the trickiest booby trap in history,” s

he laughed. He was enjoying himself immensely.

AR I NS S e
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One of Berringer’s seconds jerked open the back of the box,

\ kled appropriately. And so it went for several moves. and smoke, colored a poisonous green by the glare from within,
c To Paul’s surprise, he took one of Berringer’s pieces without, poured into the room.

“Firel” cried Baer.

A waiter came running with a fire extinguisher and sent a
jet of fluid into Checker Charley’s entrails. Steam billowed up
as the jet fizzed and sputtered on the glowing parts.

The lights on Charley’s steel bosom were skittering about the
board wildly now, playing a demoniacal and swift game accord-
ing to rules only the machine could understand. All the lights
went on at once, a hum swelled louder and louder, until it
sounded like a thunderous organ note, and suddenly died. One
by one, the little lamps winked out, like a village going to sleep.

“Oh my, my, oh my,” murmured Baer.

“Fred, I'm so sorry,” said Anita. She looked reproachfully
at Paul.

The engineers crowded around Checker Charley, and those
in the front rank probed through the ashes, melted tubes, and

blackened wires. Tragedy was in every face. Something beau-
tiful had died.

“Such a lovely thing,” said Kroner sadly, resting his hand
on Berringer’s shoulder. “If you like, perhaps things would go
easier 1f I told your father what happened.”

“It was practically his life—away from the laboratory,” said
Berringer. He was shocked and scared. “Years and years. Why
did 1t have to happen?” It was one more hollow echo to the
question humanity had been asking for millenniums, the ques-
tion men were seemingly born to ask.

“The Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away,” said Finnerty.

Berringer bit his lip and nodded, until it began to dawn on
him just who it was that had spoken. His round, stupid face
slowly took on a mean, threatening cast. “Uh-huh,” he said,

licking his lips, “the wise guy. Almost forgot about you.”

“Any minute now, Checker Charley’s going to see his open-
ing, and then it's going to be bye-bye championship,” said Fin-
nerty. “Hop, hop, hop, hoppity hop. Curtains, Paul.”

“Calculus is a wonderful thing,” said Paul. He sniffed. The
air was getting heavy with a smell like burning paint, and his

eyes were beginning to smart.

“Well, you'd better not. I've got a lot of money bet on who’s
going to win.”

“Now, see here, Finnerty,” said Kroner placatingly, “let’s call
it a draw, shall we? I mean, after all, the boy’s got a right to
be upset, and—"
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“Draw, hell,” said Finnerty. “Paul beat Checker Charley fair
and square.” |

“I'm beginning to see, I think,” said Berringer menacingly.
He gathered Finnerty's lapels in his hands. “What'd you do to
Checker Charley, wise guy?”

“ Al Baer. His head was in there with mine. Baer, did I
do anything to Charleyr”

“What, eh ? Do anything, do anything? Damage, you mean ?
No, no, no,” said Baer.

“So sit down and finish the game, fat boy,” said Finnerty.
“Or concede. Either way, I want my money.”

“If you didn’t do anything to Charley, how come you were
so sure he’d lose?” |

“Because my sympathy’s with any man up against a mach}ne,
especially a machine backing up a knucklehead like you against
2 man like Paul. Besides, Charley had a loose connection.”

“Then you should have said so!” said Berringer. He gestured
2t the ruins of the machine. “Look—just look, will you? Look
what you did by not telling me about the connection. I ought
to mop this place up with your dirty face.”

“Now, now, now—there, there,” said Kroner, stepping be-
tween the two. “You should have said something about that
connection, Ed. This is a shame, a real shame.”

“If Checker Charley was out to make chumps out of men,
he could damn well fix his own connections. Paul looks after his
own circuits: let Charley do the same. Those who live by elec-

tronics, die by electronics. Sic semper tyranms.” He gathered

up the bills from the table. “Good night.”

Anita dug her fingernails into Paul’s arm. “Oh Paul, Paul,

he’s ruined the whole evening.”

On his way out, Finnerty paused by Paul and Anita. “Nice

going, champ.” ‘ o

“Please give them their money back,” said Amnita. The ma-
chine wasn’t working right. Be fair. Isn’t that right, Paul 7"

To the amazement of the whole somber group, Paul lost con-
trol and burst out laughing. |

“That's the spirit, champ,” said Finnerty. “I'm going home
now, before these gentlemen sportsmen find a rope.”

“Home? Washington?” said Anita.
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the right to care?”
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“Your house, dear. I haven’t got a place in Washington any
more.”’

Anita closed her eyes. “Oh, I see.”

CHAPTER VI

“WHAT WAS HIS expression like when he said it?”’ said
Anita,

Paul had the comforter pulled up over his face and was try-
ing to get to sleep tightly curled in the dark, muffled womb he
made of his bed each night. “He looked sad,” he murmured.
“But he always looks sad—real sweet and sad.” '

For three hours they had been going over the events of the

evening at the club, coming back again and again to what Kroner
had said by way of farewell.

“And he didn’t take you aside for a couple of words at any
time?”’ She was wide awake.

“Scout’s honor, Anita, all he said was what he said at the
last.”

She repeated Kroner’s words judiciously, “ ‘I want you to
come see me and Mom sometime next week, Paul.’ ”

“That’s all.” - ' :
“Nothing about Pittsburgh?”
“No,” he said patiently. “I tell you, no.” He tucked the com-

torter more snugly around his head and pulled his knees up
higher. “No.”

“Haven't I got a right to be interested ?”’ she said. He'd evi-
dently hurt her. “Is that what you’re telling me, that I haven’t

“(sladja care,” he said thickly. “Fine, wonderful, thanks.”” In

the quasi nmightmare of being only half asleep, he visualized
the notion of man and wife as one flesh—a physical monstrosity,
pathetic, curious, and helpless Siamese twins.

“Women do have insight into things that men don’t have,”
she was saying. “We notice important things that men let go

by. Kroner wanted you to break the ice about Pittsburgh to-
night, and you just—"
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“We'll ind out what Kroner has on his mind when 1 call

on him. Now, please, let’s sleep.”

“Finnerty!” she said. “He’s the one who threw a monkey
wrench into things. Honestly! How long is he going to stay?”

“He'll get sick of us in a couple of days, the way he gets
sick of anything.”

“The N.I.P.B. mustn’t leave him much time to go traipsing
over the country to insult old friends.”

“He quit. Hasn’'t got a job.” _

She sat up in bed. “They fired him! Well, good for them.”

“Quit, They offered him a raise to stay. His idea.” He found
himself awakened by a subject that interested him. Anita's
hammering at the subject of Pittsburgh had tended to make him
curl up tighter and tighter. Now he felt himself relaxing some-
what, straightening out like a man. Finnerty was a magical
name again; Paul’s feelings about him had swung a full circle.
Morale and esprit de corps, which Paul hadn’t felt in any under-
taking for years, had sprung up between them in the course of
the exhilarating humiliation of Checker Charley. Moreover—
Paul’s thoughts were coming alive as though refreshed by a
cool wind—there was enchantment in what Finnerty had done,
a thing almost as inconceivable and beautifully simple as sui-
cide : he'd quit.

“Paul . . .7

“Hmmmm 7"

“Your father thought you’d be manager of Pittsburgh some-

day. If he were alive, nothing would make him happier than
to know you got the job.”

“Umm hmmmm.” He remembered how Anita, shortly after
their marriage, had dug up a picture of his father from a trunk
and had had it enlarged and framed as her first birthday present
to him. The picture was over on his bureau now, where she had
put it—where he could see it the first thing in the morning and
the last thing at night. She had never met Paul’'s father, and
he hadn’t said much about him to her; yet she’d built up a kind
of mythology about the man that could keep her talking know-
ingly for hours. The myth had it that Paul’s father in his youth
had been just as easygoing as Paul, and that the strength that

s e e Er
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got him to the top job in the economy came in the middle years
of his lite—came in the years Paul was just beginning.

Kroner, too, kept alive the notion that Paul could be expected
to follow in his father’s footsteps. This faith of Kroner’s had
had a lot to do with Paul’s getting to be manager of Ilium; and
now that faith might get him the managership of Pittsburgh.
When Paul thought about his effortless rise in the hierarchy,
he sometimes, as now, felt sheepish, like a charlatan. He could
handle his assignments all right, but he didn’t have what his
father had, what Kroner had, what Shepherd had, what so
many had: the sense of spiritual importance in what they were
doing ; the ability to be moved emotionally, almost like a lover,
by the great omnipresent and omniscient spook, the corporate
personality. In short, Paul missed what made his father aggres-
sive and great: the capacity to really give a damn.

“What are you going to do about Shepherd?” said Anita.

Paul started to curl up again. “Do? I've already done it.
Nothing.”

“lt somebody doesn’t clip his wings, he’s going right over
everybody’s heads one of these days.”

“Welcome to.”

“You don’t mean that.”

“l mean I want to sleep.”

Her bedsprings creaked as she lay down once more. She
shifted her weight about restlessly for several minutes. “You
know, 1t’s a funny thing,” she said.

“Hmmmm "

“I've always noticed that when Shepherd turned his face a

certain way, he looked an awful lot like somebody else. And

it wasn’t until tonight that I figured out who it was.”
“Mmmm.”’

“When you see him at just the right angle, he's the spitting
image of your father.”

CHAPTER VI

PRIVATE FIRST CLASS ELMO C. HACKETTS, JR., ap-
proached the Shah of Bratpuhr, Doctor Ewing J. Halyard, of
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the State Department, Khashdrahr Miasma, their interp_re‘ter,
General of the Armies Milford S. Bromley, General jWﬂh.az.n
K. Corbett, camp commander, Major General Earl Pruitt, divi-
sion commander, and their aides. |
Private First Class Hacketts was in the middle of t_he First
Squad of the Second Platoon of B Company of the Iirst .B_at-
talion of the 427th Regiment of the 107th Infantry Dw1§1011
of the Ninth Corps of the Twelfth Army, and he stayed rlgh:t
there, and put his left foot down every time the drummer hit

the bass drum.
)]
“DNee-veesh—ee—Oown—

through a loudspeaker. |
“Reg—ee-ment—" bawled four regimental commanders.

«« \Ta]_ee—own—" cried twelve battalion commanders.
“Cump-neece—" shouted thirty-six company commanders.
“Batt—recee—" shouted twelve battery commanders.
“Ptoon—" muttered a hundred and ninety-two platoon com-

manders. | .
“Hacketts,” said Private First Class Hacketts to himselt,

“Halt 1’

And Hacketts did, hut, two.

“Ri-yut—" said the loudspeaker. )

“Right, right, right, right, right, right . . . echoed two hun-

dred and fifty-six voices. |
“Right,” said Private First Class Hacketts to himselt.

“Fay-yuss !’ |
Hacketts faced right, hut, two. And he stared mnto the small,
bright eyes of the Shah of Bratpuhr, spiritual leader of 6,000,-

000 people somewhere else.

The Shah bowed slightly from the waist.
Hacketts did not bow back because he wasn’t supposed to and

he wasn’t going to do a goddamn thing he wasn't supp_osed! to
do and he had only twenty-three more years to go on hlS'hlt(.Zh
and then he was through with the Army and the hell with it,
and in twenty-three years if some sonofabitf:huig colonel or
lieutenant or general came up to him and said, “Salute me,

or “Pick up that butt,” or “Shine your shoes,” or something
like that he’d say, “Kiss my ass, sonny,”’ and WhlP ouj: the old
discharge and spit in his eye and walk away laughing like crazy

cried the Division Commander

e N AT A S T
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because his twenty-five years was up and all he had to do was
hang around with the old gang in Hooker’s in Evansville and
wait for the old pension check and to hell with you buddy be-
cause 1 don’t have to take no crap from nobody no more because
I'm through and-—

T'he Shah clapped his hands delightedly and continued to
stare at Private First Class Hacketts, who was a huge, healthy
man. “Niki Takaru!” he cried, exhaling a strong effluvium of
Sumklish.

“No Takaru!” said Doctor Halyard. “Sol-dee-yers.”

“No Takaru?” said the Shah in puzzlement.

“What’s he say?”’ said General of the Armies Bromiey.

“>aid they’re a fine bunch of slaves,” said Halyard. He turned
to the Shah again and waggled his finger at the small, dark
“Ne-Takaru. No, no, no.”
1ashdrahr seemed baffled, too, and offered Halyard no help
in clarifying the point.

“Sun koula Takaru, akka sahn salet?” said the Shah to
Khashdrahr.

Khashdrahr shrugged and looked questioningly at Halyard.
“Shah says, if these not slaves, how you get them to do what
they do?”

“Patriotism,” said General of the Armies Bromley sternly.
‘““Patriotism, damn it.”’ |

“Love of country,” said Halyard.

Khashdrahr told the Shah, and the Shah nodded slightly, but
his look of puzzlement did not disappear. “Sidi ba—"" he said
tentatively.

Eh?"’ said Corbett.

“Even so—"" translated Khashdrahr, and he looked as doubt-
ful as the Shah.

“Lay-eft—" shouted the loudspeaker.

“Left, left, left, left, left, left . . .

“Left,” said Hacketts to himself.

And Hacketts thought of how he was going to be left alone
in the barracks this week end when everybody else was out on
pass because of what happened in inspection that morning after

]

he’d mopped and squeegeed the floor and washed the windows

by his bunk and tightened up his blankets and made sure the
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tooth-paste tube was to the left of the shaving-cream tube and
the tube caps both pointed away from the aisle and that the
cufts on his rolled-up socks pointed #p in his footlocker and that
his mess kit and mess cup and mess spoon and mess fork and
mess knife and canteen were shining and that his wooden rifle
was waxed and its simulated metalwork blackened and his shoes
shined and that the extra pair under his bunk were laced to the
top and tied and that the clothes on his hangers went: two
shirts, O.D.; two pants, O.D.; three shirts, khaki; three pants,
khaki; two shirts, herringbone twill; two pants, herringbone
twill; field jacket; dress blouse, O.D.; raincoat, O.D., and that
all the pockets were empty and buttoned and then the inspecting
officer came through and said, “Hey soldier your fly’s open and
no pass for you,” and—

“Fay-yuss.”

“Hut, two,” said Hacketts.

“For'd="

“For’d, for’d, for'd, for'd, for’d for’'d . . ."”

“For'd,” said Hacketts to himseld.

And Hacketts wondered where the hell he’d go in the next
twenty-three years and thought 1t’d be a relief to get the hell
out of the States for a while and go occupy someplace else and
maybe be somebody in some of those countries instead of a
bum with no money looking for an easy lay and not getting it
in his own country or not getting a good lay anyway but still
a pretty good lay compared to no lay at all but anyway there
was more to living than laying and he’d like a little glory by
God and there might be laying and glory overseas and while
there wasn’t any shooting and wasn’t going to be none either
probably for a good long while still you got a real gun and
bullets and there was a little glory in that and sure as hell it
was more grownup than marching up and down with a wooden
one and he’d sure like a little rank too but he knew what his
I.0). was and everybody else did too and especially the machines
so that was that for twenty-three more years unless one of the
machines burned out a tube and misread his card and sent him
to O.C.S. and that happened now and then and there was old
Mulcahy who got ahold of his card and doctored 1t with an
icepick so the machines would think he was qualified for a big
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promotion but he got restricted to barracks instead for having
clap twenty-six times and then transferred to the band as a
trombone player when he couldn’t even whistle “Hot Cross
Buns” and anyway it was better than the {rigging Reeks and
Wrecks any day and no big worries and a nice-looking suit only
the pants ought to have zippers and in only twenty-three more
years he could go up to some sonofabitching general or colonel
or something and say, “Kiss my—"

“Harch!”

“Boom!” went the bass drum, and down came Hacketts’ left
foot, and off he went 1n the midst of the vast, tractable human
avalanche.

“Takaru,” said the Shah to Khashdrahr above the din.

Khashdrahr nodded and smiled agreement. “Takaru.”

“What the hell am I supposed to do?”’ said Halyard unhappily
to General of the Armies Bromley, “This guy thinks of every-
thing he sees in terms of his own country, and his own country
must be a Goddamn mess.”

“Amerikka vagga bouna, nt houri manko Salim da vagga
dinko,” said the Shah. |

“What's eating him now ?” said Halyard impatiently.

“He say Americans have changed almost everything on
earth,” said Khashdrahr, “but 1t would be easier to move the
Himalayas than to change the Army.”

The Shah was waving goodbye to the departing troops.
“Ihbo, Takaryu, dibo.”

CHAPTER VIII

PAUL BREAKFASTED ALONE, while Anita and Finnerty,
in widely separated beds, slept late after a busy evening.

He had difficulty starting his Plymouth and finally realized
that it was out of gas. There had been almost a half-tank the
aftcrnoon before. Finnerty, then, had gone for a long ride in
it after they’d left him alone on the bed and gone to the Country
Club without him.
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Paul rummaged about the glove compartment for a siphon
hose, and found it. He paused, sensing that something was
missing. He stuck his hand into the glove compartment again
and felt around inside. The old pistol was gone. He looked on
the floor and searched behind the seat cushion without finding
it. Perhaps some urchin had taken it while he’d been in Home-
stead after the whisky. He'd have to tell the police about it right
away, and there’d be all sorts of forms to fill out. He tried to

think of a lie that would get him out of accusations of negli-

gence and not get anybody else in trouble.

He dipped the siphon hose into the station wagon’s tank,
sucked and spat, and plunged the other end of the hose into the
Plymouth’s empty tank. As he waited for the slow transter to
take place, he stepped out of the garage and into a warm patch
of sunlight.

The bathroom window above clattered open, and he looked
up to see Finnerty staring at himself in the medicine-cabinet
mirror. Finnerty didn’t notice Paul. He had a bent cigarette in
his mouth, and there it remained while he washed his face with
a cursory and random dabbing motion. The ash on the cigarette

grew longer and longer, and, incredibly, longer, until the coal

was almost at his lips. He removed the cigarette from his mouth,
and the long ash fell. Finnerty flipped the butt in the direction
of the toilet, replaced it with another, and proceeded to shave.
And the ash grew longer and longer. He leaned close to the
mirror, and the ash broke against it. He pressed a pimple be-
tween his thumb and forefinger, seemingly without results. Still
squinting in the mirror at the reddened spot, he groped for a

towel with one hand, seized one without looking at it, and swept

Anita’s stockings from the towel rack and into the bathtub.
Finnerty, his toilet complete, said something to his reflection,
grimaced, and made his exit.

Paul returned to the garage, coiled the siphon hose in the
glove compartment, and drove off. The car was hesitating again
—catching and slowing, catching and slowing. At any rate, 1t
took his mind momentarily from the inconvenient matter of the
missing pistol. On the long grade past the golf course, the engine
seemed to be hitting on no more than three cylinders, and a
squad from the Reconstruction and Reclamation Corps, putting
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in a spruce windbreak to the north of the clubhouse, turned to
watch the car’s enervated struggle with gravity.

“Hey! Headlamp’s busted,” called one ot the men.

Paul nodded and smiled his thanks. The car faltered, and
came to a stop, just short of the summit. Paul set his emergency
brake and got out. He lifted the hood and tested various con-
nections. Tools being laid against the side of the car made a
clattering noise, and a half-dozen Reeks and Wrecks stuck their
heads under the hood with huis.

“It's his plugs,” said a small, bright-eyed, Italian-looking man.

““Aaaaaaah, in a pig’s ass it’s his plugs,” said a tall, ruddy-
faced man, the oldest of the group. “Lemme show you where
the real trouble is. Here, that wrench, that’s the ticket.” He went
to work on the fuel pump, soon had the top off of it. He pomted
to the gasket beneath the cap. “There,” he said soberly, like an
instructor in surgery, ‘‘there’s your trouble. Sucking air. 1 knew
that the minute I heard you coming a mile oft.”

“Well,” said Paul, “guess I'd better call somebody to come
and get it. Probably take a week to order a new gasket.”

“Five minutes,” said the tall man. He took off his hat and,
with an expression of satisfaction, ripped out the sweatband. He
took a penknife from his pocket, laid the cap of the fuel pump
over the sweatband, and cut out a leather disk just the right
size. Then he cut out the disk’s center, dropped the new gasket
in place, and put the pump back together. The others watched
eagerly, handed him tools, or offered to hand him tools, and
tried to get into the operation wherever they could. One man
scraped the green and white crystals from a battery connection
Another one went around tightening the valve caps on the tires.

“Now try her!” said the tall man.

Paul stepped on the starter, the motor caught, roared fast and
slow without a miss as he pumped the accelerator. He looked
up to see the profound satisfaction, the uplift of creativity, n
the faces of the Reeks and Wrecks.

Paul took out his billfold and handed two fives to the tall man.

“One’ll do,” he said. He folded it carefully and tucked it into
the breast pocket of his blue workshirt. He smiled sardonically.
“First money I've earned in five years. I oughta frame that one,
eh?”’ He looked closely at Paul, for the first time aware of the
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62 PLAYER PIANO

man and not his motor. “Seems like I know you from some-
where. What’s your line ?”’

Something made Paul want to be someone other than who
he was. “Got a little grocery store,” he said.

“Need a guy who's handy with his hands?”

“Not just now. Things are pretty slow.” |

The man was scrawling something on a piece of paper. He
held the paper against the hood, and twice punched his pencil
through the paper as the pencil crossed a crack. “Here—here’s
my name. If you've got machines, I'm the guy that can keep
them going. Put in eight years in the works as a millwright
before the war, and anything I don’t know, I pick up fast.” He
handed the paper to Paul. “Where you going to put it?”

Paul slipped the paper under the transparent window in his
billfold, over his driver’s license. ‘“There—right on top.”” He
shook the man’s hand and nodded to the others. “Thanks.”

The motor took hold with assurance and swept Paul over the
hilltop and up to the gate of the Ilium Works. A watchman
waved from his pillbox, a buzzer sounded, and the iron, high-
spiked gate swung open. He came now to the solid inner door,
honked, and looked expectantly at a thin slit in the masonry,
behind which another guard sat. The door rumbled upward,
and Paul drove up to his office building.

He went up the steps two at a time—his only exercise—and
unlocked two outer doors that led him into Katharine’s office,
and beyond that, his own.

Katharine hardly looked up when he came in. She seemed lost
in melancholy, and, on the other side of the room, on the couch
that was virtually his, Bud Calhoun was staring at the floor.

“Can I help?”’ said Paul.

Katharine sighed. “Bud wants a job.”

“Bud wants a job? He’s got the fourth-highest-paid job in
Ihum now. I couldn’t equal what he gets for running the depot.
Bud, you're crazy. When I was your age, I didn’t make half-"

“Ah want a job,” said Bud. “Any job.”

“Trying to scare the National Petroleum Council into giving
you a raise? Sure, Bud, I'll make you an offer better than what
you're getting, but you've got to promise not to take me up

on it.”’
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““Ah haven’t got a job any more,” said Bud. “Canned.”
Paul was amazed. “Really? What on earth for? Moral turpi-

tude? What about the gadget you invented for—"
“Thet’s it,” said Bud with an eerie mixture of pride and re-

morse. ‘“Works. Does a fine job.” He smiled sheepishly. “Does
it a whole lot better than Ah did it.”

“It runs the whole operationt”

“Yup. Some gadget.”

“And so you're out of a job.”
“Seventy-two of us are out of jobs,” said Bud. He slumped

even lower in the couch. “Ouah job classification has been elim-

inated. Poof.” He snapped his fingers.

Paul could see the personnel manager pecking out Bud’s job
code number on a keyboard, and seconds later having the ma-
chine deal him seventy-two cards bearing the names of those
who did what Bud did for a living—what Bud’s machine now
did better. Now, personnel machines all over the country would
be reset so as no longer to recognize the job as one suited for
men. The combination of holes and nicks that Bud had been to
personnel machines would no longer be acceptable. If it were
to be slipped into a machine, it would come popping right back

out.
“They don’t need P-128’s any more,” said Bud bleakly, “and

nothing’s open above or below. Ah’d take a cut, and go back to
P-129 or even P-130, but it's no dice. Everything’s full up.
““Got any other numbers, Bud ?” said Paul. “The only P-num-

bers we're authorized are—"

Katharine had the Manual open before her. She’d already
looked the numbers up. “P-225 and P-226—lubrication engi-
neers,” she said. “And Doctor Rosenau’s got both of those.”

“That’s right, he does,” said Paul. Bud was in a baffling mess,
and Paul didn’t see how he could help him. The machines knew
the Ilium Works had its one allotted lubrication engineer, and
they wouldn’t tolerate a second. If Bud were recorded as a
lubrication engineer and introduced into the machines, they'd
throw him right out agan.

As Kroner often said, eternal vigilance was the price of ef-
ficiency. And the machines tirelessly riffled through their decks




. B P A S ' ' R T tarr e FENEEEL SaaL L Lo, "'_'_-'::'::'.u ]
il B T T TN N AN T Y] rae . . . P i PET—_ g~ bt
‘;‘;?_“:"'"" e e Sy = Py ey e T e T LAy ey =R 4 o L e e T e e T et | i e 1. IRy T N P P AR Iy~

] - e . - :'-'q'_" o X :

R AR b P _.'_ ____?_ Al D A _“‘ s _—' Seaiabts

fatlieig

2

AR Wi 3o
B

STt %}EHR' 5y e S I Bl L o T ) 0 M T L s 2 g T A £ A A R Ay ;
: T . - . " ¥ -.. J k. ‘ el ! L] ., o} L] - * + ‘ g W . .
%ﬁéﬁuﬁ AR z{i‘ﬁ’ﬂ% M%% SR N b N T e e R R o LA T L
ke -'\-:-\- -._'..5 oL N -\:-.I...-\. -'I‘-\.E-_-,:-,-"-,:-_".'ﬁ ' :q.'l-.-h.':l-_-r.-.-_-\E-\.l\':'l:-l-.-\.':.‘_w._':n:‘-l'-.."\.-.'\.qq'\.--'. £ . .

- P immrr o, 1o . .. . . .. . . . - . [ A e e

O —— — T M W T == == raamansm me mmeaname eI . . P T e P e R R N T LI T .o L - .l - - . SRR LTI LY B R I Py Wl L Sl A
em Pl ms i et mamssmim s masnssaam I EIIIN . E = @ B, E.EE BN I EE NI = WINII] NI "SI BN N F====F" ===g F=eem= seees == = 2cr = =n —— e mm o mEE L, L RTEST L s Rat L. s, S me wsssmmas sr s sm ssmamss smmsssssmash® om0 SEAN.AN EEANAN . . IDED 0 0 @ EID " C@ tREIECT ¢ L R e T I e T T

——rm= e === - - . ' e i s ier s siimaimamas mammmm = smmsmsmarims s oo B T T T T N T T - T LR T L e I T R TTTTL PRI TR VRN o, it rrarame

P Fal

A

AL RIS A AN

e

LR A T e, s o G S b T Y e T e

RS

L -
pEAEEE

el L

=

i

2

o
-

:--ﬁ;ln:.:l

-

S %\%'}J:Z
[

O et 1
Lt
il i Al

Ayt
ﬂtﬁ“‘;:;‘}}}"i}-:t

TrEIvEie
AT L AT I
et it A

bR 0 I

A R LA
' h‘h‘m’zﬁ-’}ﬁ :rie’cé;:_:

= ' v w5 e e
P R R LT PEr L B R

1

T T TR R SN e Tane

-iZlar
T R A ke -\:r'r'}
3 e e e -\"".Eh-':h -n'm
R A
- R R

R

- u b LT

) YRR
o J'-:- ‘.;l-.l.‘
. ,'._.-:{. i

64 PLAYER PIANO

again and again and again in search of foot draggers, iree
riders, and muisfits.

“You know it isn’t up to me, Bud,” said Paul. “I haven't got
any real say about who's taken on.”

“He knows that,” said Katharine. “But he has to start some-
where, and we thought maybe you'd know of some opening, or
who to see.”

“Oh, it makes me sore,” said Paul. “Whatever got mto them
to give you a Petroleumn Industries assignment, anyway? You
should be in design.”

“Got no aptitude for it,” said Bud. “Tests proved that.”

That would be on his ill-fated card, too. All his aptitude-test
grades were on it—irrevocably, immutable, and the card knew
best. “But you do design,” said Paul. “And you do it with a
damn sight more imagination than the prima domnnas in the
Lab.” The Lab was the National Research and Development
Laboratory, which was actually a war-born conglomeration ot
all the country’s research and development facilities under a
single headquarters. “You’re not even paid to design, and stil
you do a better job of it than they do. That telemetering ar-
rangement for the pipeline, your car, and now this monster
that runs the depot—"

“But the test says no,” said Bud.

“So the machines say no,” said Katharine.

“So that’s that,” said Bud. “Ah guess.”

“You might see Kroner,” said Paul.

“Ah tried, and didn’t get past his secretary. Ah told her Ah
was after a job, and she called up Personnel. They ran mah
card through the machines while she held the phone; and then
she hung up, and looked sad, and satd Kroner had meetings all
month.”

“Maybe your university can help,” said Paul. “Maybe the
grading machine needed new tubes when it went over your
development aptitude test.”” He spoke without conviction. Bud
was beyond help. As an old old joke had it, the machines had
all the cards.

“Ah’ve written, asking them to check my grades again. No
matter what Ah say, Ah get the same thing back.” He threw
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a piece of graph paper on Katharine’s desk. “Theah. Ah’ve
written three letters, and gotten three of these back.”

“Uh-huh,” said Paul, looking at the familiar graph with dis-
taste. It was a so-called Achievernent and Aptitude Profile, and
every college graduate got one along with his sheepskin. And
the sheepskin was nothing, and the graph was everything. When
time for graduation came, a machine took a student’s grades
and other performances and integrated them into one graph—
the profile. Here Bud’s graph was high for theory, there low for
administration, here low for creativity, and so on, up and down
across the page to the last quality—personality. In mysterious,
unnamed units of measure, each graduate was credited with
having a high, medium, or low personality. Bud, Paul saw, was
a strong medium, as the expression went, personality-wise.
When the graduate was taken into the economy, all his peaks
and valleys were translated into perforations on his personnel
card.

“Well, thanks anyway,” said Bud suddenly, gathering up his
papers, as though embarrassed at having been so weak as to
bother anyone with his troubles.

“Something will turn up,” said Paul. He paused at his office
door. “How are you fixed for money "

“They’re keepin’ me on a few more months, until all the new
equipment gets installed. And Ah’ve got the award from the
suggestion system.”

“Well, thank God you got something out of it. How much?”

“Five hundred. It's the biggest one this year.”

“Congratulations. Is that on your card?”

Bud held the rectangle of cardboard up to the window and
squinted at the nicks and perforations. “Think thet little devil
raht there’s 1t.”

““That’s for your smallpox vaccination,” said Katharine, look-
ing over his shoulder. “I've got one of those.”

“No, the little triangle next to thet one.”

Katharine’s phone rang. “Yes?” She terned to Paul. “A Doc-
tor Finnerty is at the gate and wants in.”

“If it’s just to shoot the bull, tell him to wait until iate this

afternoon.”
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“He says he wants to see the plant, not you.”

“All right; let him in.”

“They’re shorthanded at the gate,” said Katharine. “One of
the guards is down with flu. What'll they do about an escort
for himr”

The few wvisitors that did get admitted to the Ilium Works
were taken about by guides, who only incidentally pointed out
the wonders of the place. The guides were armed, and their
main job was to see that no one got close enough to vital con-
trols to knock them out. The system was a holdover from the
war, and trom the postwar riot period, but it still made sense.
Every so often, antisabotage laws notwithstanding, someone got
it into his head to jimmy something. It hadn’t happened in
Ilium for years, but Paul had heard reports from other works
—reports of a visitor with a crude bomb in a briefcase in Syra-
cuse; of an old lady in Buffalo stepping from a group of sight-
seers to jam her umbrella into some vital clockwork. . . .
Things like that still happened, and Kroner had stipulated that
visitors to plants should be watched every second. The saboteurs
had come from every walk of life—including, in at least one
hushed-up instance, the brass. As Kroner had said, you never
could tell who was going to try it next.

“Oh, what the hell, let Finnerty in without an escort,” said
Paul. “He’s a special case—an old ITlium man.”

“The directive said no exceptions,” said Katharine. She knew
all of the directives—and there were thousands of them—cold.

“Let him roam.”
“VYessir.”

Bud Calhoun watched the interchange with far more interest
than it merited, Paul thought. 1t was as though they had been
putting on an absorbing drama. When Katharine hung up she

mistook his gaze for adoration and returned it warmly,
“Six manutes,” said Bud.
“Six minutes for what?” said Katharine.

“Six minutes foah nothin’,” said Bud. “It took thet long to

get a man in through the gate.”
“Well 7

““Three of you tied up for six minutes—you two and the

PRSI AT,

S R

R - = i e e e N e S N e v e e R R e e

.........

SRRERE 1 DA

USRI

PLAYER PIANO 6/

guard. Eighteen man minutes in all. Hell, it cost over two bucks
to let him in. How many people come to the gate a year?”

“"Ten a day, maybe,” said Paul.

“T'wenty-seven hundred and fifty-eight a year,” said Kath-
arine,

“And you pass on each one?”

“Katharine usually does,” said Paul. “That’s the biggest part
of her job.”

“At a dollah a head, thet's twenty-seven hundred dollahs a
year,” said Bud reproachfully. He pointed at Katharine. “This
is ridiculous! If policy is iron-clad, why not let a machine make
the decisions? Policy isn’t thinkin’, it’s a reflex. You could even
build a gadget with an exception for Finnerty and still get away
toah less than a hundred dollahs.”

“There are all sorts of special decisions I have to make,” said
Katharine defensively. “I mean, all sorts of things come up that
require more than routine thought—more than any old machine
could do.” '

Bud wasn’t listening. He held his palms apart, marking the
size of the box being born in his imagination. ‘“Either a visitor
1s a nonentity, a irtend, an employee, small brass, or big brass.
The guard presses one of five buttons in the top row on the box.
See 1t? Either the visitor is sight-seein’, inspectin’, makin’ a
personal call, or here on business., The guard pushes one of
four buttons in thet row. The machine has two lights, a red one
for no, and a green one for yes. Whatever the policy is, bingo!
—the lights tell him what to do.”

“Or we could tack a memo about policy on the guardhouse
wall,”” said Paul.

Bud looked startled. “Yes,” he said slowly, “you could do
thet.” It was clear he thought it was a pretty drab man who
would think much of that solution.

“I'm mad,” said Katharine, her voice small. “You have no
right to go around saying a machine can do what I do.”

“Aw, now honey—there wasn’t anything personal in it.”

She was crying now, and Paul slipped into his office and shut
the door.

“Your wife’s on the phone,” said Katharine brokenly on the

initercom set.
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08 PLAYER PIANO

“All right, Yes, Anitar”

“Have you heard from Kroner ?”

“No. I'll let you know 1f I do.”

“I hope he had a good time last night.”

“He did—or firmly believes he did.”

“Is Finnerty there?”

“In the plant somewhere.”

“You should see the bathroom.”

“I saw it in the making.” .

“He had four cigarettes going, and forgot about every one
of them. One on top of the medicine cabinet, one on the window
sill, one on the top of the john, and one on the toothbrush rack.
I couldn’t eat my breakfast. He’s got to go.”

“I'll tell him.”

“What are you going to tell Kroner?”

“I don’t know vyet. I don’t know what he’s going to say.”

“Pretend I'm Kroner and I've just said, sort of casually,
“Well, Paul, the Pittsburgh spot is still open.” Then what do you
say?’

This was the game she never tired of—one that took every
bit of Paul’s patience to play. She was forever casting herselt
as a person of influence and making Paul play dialogues with
her. There would then be a critique, in which his responses were
analyzed, edited, and polished by her. No real dialogues ever
came close to her phantasies, which served chiefly to show how
primitive a notion she had of men of affairs and of how busi-

ness was done.
“Go on,” she prodded.

“Pittsburgh, eh?” said Paul. “Holy smokes! Wow !”

“No, now, I'm serious,” she said firmly. “What will you say r”’

“Darling, I'm busy now.”

“All right; you think it over and call me back. You know
what I think you should say?”

“T’ll call you back.”

“All right. Goodbye. 1 love you.”

“T love you, Anita. Goodbye.”

“Doctor Shepherd is on the phone,” said Katharine.

Paul picked up the now moist instrument again. “What's the
matter now, Shep?”’

_____
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“There’s an unauthorized man in Building 57! Get the guards
down here.”

“Is it Finnerty?”

“An unauthorized man,” said Shepherd stubbornly.

“All right. Is it an unauthorized Finnerty "

““Yes—but that’s beside the point. It makes no difference what
his name is. He's roaming around without an escort, and you
know how Kroner feels about that.”

“I gave him permission. I know he’s down there.”

“You're putting me in a sweet spot.”

“T don’t get you.”

“1 mean I’m responsible for these buildings, and now you're
telling me to ignore very specific orders from Kroner. Am 1
supposed to be left holding the bag if word gets out P’

“Look, just forget it. It’s all right. I'll take the responsibility.”

“In other words, you order me to let Finnerty go through
unescorted.”

“Yes—that'’s it. I order you.”

“0.K, I just wanted to make sure I had it straight. Ber-
ringer wondered about it, too, so 1 had him listen in.”’

“Berringer ?” said Paul.

“Yeah!” said Berringer.

“Tust keep this under your hat is all.”

“You're the boss,” said Berringer flatly.

“All squared away now, Shepherd?” said Paul.

“1 guess. And are we to understand that you've authorized
him to make drawings, too?”

“Drawings ?”

“Layouts.”

At this point Paul realized that his judgment had been pushed
into the background by more emotional matters, but he decided
it was too late to do anything about it gracefully. “Let him do
what he wants. He may come up with some useful ideas. All
right?”’

“ 7ou're the boss,” said Shepherd. “Isn’t that right, Ber-
ringer?’

“He’s the boss,” said Berringer.

“T’m the boss,” said Paul, and he let the telephone clatter
into its cradle.
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70 PLAYER PIANO

Bud Calhoun was still trying to patch things up with Kath-
arine in the next office. His voice had become wheedling and
penetrating. Paul could understand snatches of it.

“As far as thet goes,” Bud was saying, “it wouldn’t be much
ot a trick to replace him with a gadget.” Paul had a good idea
where Bud’s stubby index finger was pointing.

CHAPTER IX

FINNERTY APPARENTLY FOUND plenty to entertain
himself with in the Ilium Works. He didn’t appear in Paul’s
office until late in the afternoon. When he did arrive, Katharine
Finch gave a small cry of surprise. He’d let himself in through
two locked doors with keys he’d presumably failed to turn in
when he left the plant for Washington years before. '

Paul’s door was ajar, and he heard the conversation.

“Don’t go for your rod, lady. The name’s Finnerty.”

Katharine did have a gun somewhere in her desk, though no
ammunition. That secretaries should be armed was a regulation
held over from the old days, too; one Kroner thought well
enough ot to revive in a directive.

“You're not authorized to have those keys,” she said coldly.

“Have you been crying ?” said Finnerty.

“I'll see 1f Doctor Proteus can see you.”

“What is there to cry about? See—none of the red lights are
on, no buzzers going off, so all’s well with the world.”

“Send him in, Katharine,” called Paul.

Finnerty walked in and sat on the edge of Paul’s desk.
“What’s the matter with Miss Policy out there?”

“Broken engagement. What’s on your mind ?”

“Thought we’d have a couple of drinks—if you feel like lis-
tening.”

“All right. Let me call Anita and tell her we’ll be late for
supper.”’

Katharine got Anita on the line, and Paul told his wife what
he was up to. |
“Have you thought out what you’d say to Kroner if he told
you Pittsburgh was still open ?”
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PLAYER PIANO 71

“No—it’s been a hell of a day.”

“Well, I've been thinking about it, and—"

“Anzita, I've got to go.”

“All right. I love you.”

"l love you, Anita. Goodbye.” He looked up at Finnerty.
"O.K,, let’s go.” He felt somehow conspiratorial, and got a
small hift from the feeling. Being with Finnerty had often had
that effect. Finnerty had an air of mysteriousness about him,
an implication that he knew of worlds unsuspected by anyone
else—a man of unexplained absences and shadowy friends. Actu-
ally, Finnerty let Paul in on very little that was surprising, and
only gave him the illusion of sharing in mysteries—if, indeed,
there were any. The illusion was enough. It filled a need in
Paul’s life, and he went gladly for a drink with the odd man.

“Is there somewhere I can reach you?” said Katharine.

“No, I'm afraid not,” said Paul. He planned to go to the
Country Club, where he could be reached easily enough. But,
on an impulse, he indulged his appetite for secretiveness.

Finnerty had come over in Paul’s station wagon. They left
it at the Works and took Paul’s old car.

“Across the bridge,” said Finnerty.

“I thought we’d go to the club.”

“This is Thursday, isn’t it? Do the civic managers still have
their big dinner there on Thursdays?”

The civic managers were the career administrators who ran
the city. They lived on the same side of the river as the man-
agers and engineers of the Ilium Works, but the contact be-
tween the two groups was little more than perfunctory and,
traditionally, suspicious. The schism, like so many things, dated
back to the war, when the economy had, for efficiency’s sake,
become monolithic. The question had arisen: who was to run
it, the bureaucrats, the heads of business and industry, or the
military? Business and bureaucracy had stuck together long
enough to overwhelm the military and had since then worked
side by side, abusively and suspiciously, but, like Kroner and
Baer, each unable to do a whole job without the other.

“Not much changes in Ilium,” said Paul. ““The civic managers
will be there all right. But if we get over there this early, we
can get a booth in the bar.” |
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72 PLAYER PIANO

“I'd rather share a bed in a leprosarium.”

“All right; over the bridge it is. Let me put on something
more comfortable.” Paul stopped his car just short of the
bridge, and traded his coat for the jacket in the trunk.

“I wondered 1f you still did that, That’s even the same jacket,
isn’t itr”

“Habit.”

“What would a psychiatrist say about it?”

“He'd say it was a swat at my old man, who never went

anywhere without a Homburg and a double-breasted suit.”

“Think he was a bastard?”

“How do I know what my father was? The editor ot Who's
Who knows about as much as I do. The guy was hardly ever
home.”

They were driving through Homestead now. Paul suddenly
snapped his fingers in recollection and turned down a side street.
“T've got to stop by police headquarters for a minute. Mind
waiting ?”’

“What's the troubler”

“Almost slipped my mind. Somebody swiped the gun from
the glove compartment, or it fell out, or something.”

“Keep driving.”

“It’ll just take a minute, 1 hope.”

“I1 took 1t.”

“You? Why?”

“Had an idea I might want to shoot myself.” He said it
matter-of-factly. “Even had the barrel in my mouth for a while,
and the hammer back—for maybe ten minutes.”

“Where is it now?”

“Bottom of the Iroquois somewhere.”” He licked his lips.
“Tasted oil and metal all through dinner. Turn left.”

Paul had learned to listen with outward calm when Finnerty
spoke of his morbid moments. When he was with Finnerty he
liked to pretend that he shared the man’s fantastic and alter-
nately brilliant or black inner thoughts—almost as though he
were discontent with his own relative tranquility. Finnerty had
spoken dispassionately of suicide often; but, seemingly, he did
it because he got pleasure from savoring the idea. 1f he'd felt
driven to kill himself, he would have been dead long ago.
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PLAYER PIANO 523

“You think I’m insane ¢’ said Finnerty. Apparently he wanted
more of a reaction than Paul had given him.

“You're still in touch. 1 guess that’s the test.”

‘“Barely—barely.” o

“A psychiatrist could help. There’s a good man in Albany.”

Finnerty shook his head. “He’'d pull me back into the center,
and I want to stay as close to the edge as I can without going
over. Out on the edge you see all kinds of things you can’t see
from the center.” He nodded, “Big, undreamed-of things—the
people on the edge see them first.” He laid his hand on Paul’s
shoulder, and Paul fought a reflex that suddenly made him
want to get as far away as possible. “Here's the place we want,”
sald Finnerty. “Park here.”

They had circled several blocks and were back at the head of
the bridge, by the same saloon Paul had visited for the whisky.
Paul, with uncomfortable memories of the place, wanted to go
somewhere else, but Finnerty was already out of the car and
on his way 1n.

Gratefully, Paul saw that the street and saloon were almost
deserted, so there was a good chance he wouldn't see any of
the people who'd watched his confusion the day before. No
hydrants were going, but from far away, from the direction of
Edison Park, came faint band music—a clue as to where every-
one might be.

“Hey, your headlamp’s busted,” said a man, peering through
the doorway of the saloon.

Paul passed him quickly, without getting a good look at him.
“Thanks.”

Only when he’d overtaken Finnerty in the damp twilight of
the inside did he turn for another look at the man—at his short,
broad back. The man’s neck was thick and red, and glinting
behind his ears were the hooks of steel spectacles. It was the
same man, Paul realized, the same man who had been sitting
by Rudy Hertz—the man whose son had just turned eighteen.
Paul remembered that he had promised this man, in the panic
of the moment, to speak to Matheson, the placement director,
about the son. Perhaps he hadn’t recognized Paul. Paul slid into
a booth with Finnerty, in the darkest corner of the room.

The man turned and smiled, his eyes lost behind the milky,
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thick lenses of his glasses. “You're entirely welcome, Doctor is worse, Paul—Ilium to the tenth power. Stupid, arrogant, self-

Proteus,” he called. “It isn’t often that anyone can do a favor congratulatory, unimaginative, humorless men. And the women,
for anyone in your position.” _ Paul—the dull wives feeding on the power and glory of their
1 Paul pretended he hadn’t heard, and turned his attention to husbands.”

e D T H

Finnerty, who dug a spoon around and around and around in
a sugar bowl. Some of the white grains spilled over, and Fmn-
erty absently drew the mathematical symbol for infinity in them
with the tip of his finger.

“Funny what I expected from this reumion, what I guess
everybody expects from affectionate reunions. I thought se§ing
you would somehow clear up all sorts of problems, get me think-
ing straight,” said Finnerty. He had a candor about his few
emotional attachments that Paul found disquieting. He used
words to describe his feelings that Paul could never bring him-
self to use when speaking of a friend : love, affection, and other
words generally consigned to young and inexperienced lovers.
It wasn’t homosexual; it was an archaic expression of friend-

“Oh, now listen, Ed,” said Paul, smiling, “they’re good-
hearted people.”

“Who isn’t? I'm not, I guess. Their superiority is what gets
me, this damn hierarchy that measures men against machines.
It's a pretty unimpressive kind of man that comes out on top.”

“Here come some more!” called the man with the thick
glasses from the door. From far off came the sound ot march-
ing, and the thump of a bass drum. The noise came closer, a
whistle blew, and a brass band exploded with music.

Paul and Finnerty hurried to the door.

“Who are they ?”’ shouted Finnerty at the man in thick glasses.

The man smiled. “Don’t think they want anybody to know.

Secret.”’

ship by an undisciplined man in an age when most men seemed

_ At the head of the procession, surrounded by four trumpeters
in mortal fear of being mistaken for pansies for even a spiit

dressed as Arabs, was a florid, serious old man in a turban and
second. pantaloons, carefully cradling in his arms an elephant tusk in-
N = “I guess I looked forward to some sort of rebirth too,” said scribed with mysterious symbols. Behind him came an enormous

Paul. square banner, held aloft by a staggering giant, and steadied

i “But you find out quick enough that old friends are old in the wind, maypole fashion, by a dozen Arabs tugging at
colored ropes. The banner, which from a distance had given
promise of explaining all, was embroidered with four lines of

. friends, and nothing more—no wiser, no more help than any-
one else. Well, what the hell, that doesn’t mean I'm not damned

TR e e B R L

B S

pleased to see you again.” £ 3 long-forgotten—or perhaps recently invented—script, and with

“No booth service until eight,” called the bartender. L four green owls against a field of apricot. After it came the
“T'll get them,” said Imnerty. “What'll it ber” : }E | band, which carried out the Arabian motif. There were owl-

“Bourbon—plain water. Make it a weak one. Anita’s expect- % bearing pennants hung from the brasses, and the banner’s mes-

: ing us in an hour.” _ g sage was repeated, in case anyone had missed it, on a cart-borne

Finnerty came back with two strong highballs. | ‘bass drum perhaps twelve feet in diameter.

P “Is there any water in it?" said P 31:11. _ E “Hooray,” said the man in thick glasses mildly.

o B “There was enough water in it as it was.” Finnerty swept “Why are you cheering?” said Finnerty. .

! the sugar from the table with his palm. “It’s the loneliness,” he “Don’t you think something’s called for ? Cheering Luke Lub-
g [ } said, as though picliin,g up the thr.faad of a conver;_a;:ion -that had § bock mostly. He’s -th o on B.Wiﬂ’_l the tusE.” | N
0 been mte::rupted, It's the loneln}ess, the not belonging any- “Doing a swell job,” said Finnerty. “What's he represent:
il where. I just about went crazy with loneliness here in the old

'&{}Erg

“Secret. He couldn’t be it any more, if he told.”

e

SRR A e A

days, and I figured things would be better in Washington, that
I’d find a lot of people I admired and belonged with. Washington

......

“Looks like he’s about the most important thing.”
“Next to the tusk.”
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The parade turned a corner, the whistle blew again, and the
music stopped. Down the street, another whistle shrilled, and
the whole business began again as a company of kilted bag-
pipers swung into view. |

“Parade competition down at the park,” said the man with
the glasses. “They’ll be coming by for hours. Let’s go 1n and
have a drink.”

“On us?” said Finnerty.

“Who else?”

“Wait,” said Paul, “this should be interesting.”

An automobile had just come from the north side of the
river, and its driver honked irritably at the marchers, who
blocked his way. The horn and the bagpipes squalled at one
another until the last rank of marchers had turned down the
side street. Paul recognized the driver too late to get out of
sight. Shepherd looked at him with puzzlement and mild censure,
waved vaguely, and drove on. Peering through the back window
were the small eyes of Fred Berringer.

Paul refused to attach any importance to the incident. He
sat down in the booth with the short, heavy man, while Fin-
nerty went after more drinks.

“How’s your son?” said Paul.

“Son, Doctor ? Oh, oh, of course—my son. You said you were
gomng to talk to Matheson about him, didn’t you? What did
the good Matheson say ?”’

"I haven’t seen him yet. I've been meaning to, but the oppor-

tunity hasn’t come up.”

The man nodded. “Matheson, Matheson—benieath that cold
exterior, there beats a heart of ice. Well, it’s just as well. There’s
no need to talk to him now. My boy’s all set.”

“Oh, really? I'm glad to hear that.”

“Yes, he hanged himself this morning in the kitchen.”

“Lord!”

“Yes, I told him what you said yesterday, and it was so dis-
couraging that he just gave up. It’s the best way. There are too
many ot us. Upps! You're spilling your drink!”

“What's going on here?” said Finnerty.

“I was just telling the Doctor here that my son couldn’t find
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any good reason for being alive, so he quit it this morning—

with an 1roning cord.”

Paul covered his eyes. “Jesus, oh Jesus I'm sorry.”

The man looked up at Finnerty with a mixture of bewilder-
ment and exasperation. “Now, hell, why’d I have to go and do
that ¢ Have a drink, Doctor, and pull yourself together. I haven’t
got a son, never had one.” He shook Paul’s arm. “Hear me?
It's a lot of crap.”

“Then why don’t I bust your stupid head open?” said Paul,
half standing in the booth.

“Because you're wedged in too tightly,” said F innerty, push-
ing him back down. He set the drinks before them.

“Sorry,” said the man to Paul. “I just wanted to see how
one of those superbrains worked. What’s your 1.Q., Doctor ?”’

“It's a matter of record. Why don’t you go look it up ¢’ It
was a matter of record. Everyone’s 1.Q., as measured by the
National Standard General Classification Test, was on public
record—in Ilium, at the police station. “Go on,” he said acidly,
“experiment with me some more. [ love it.”

“You picked a bad specimen if you're out to find out what
the rest of them across the river are like,” said Finnerty. “This
guy’s an odd one.”

“You’re an engineer too.”

“Until I quit.”

The man looked surprised. “You know, this is really very
illuminating, if you're not kidding me. There are malcontents,
eh?l!

“Two that we know of,” said Finnerty.

“Well, you know, in a way I wish I hadn’t met you two. It’s
much more convenient to think of the opposition as a nice homn-
geneous, dead-wrong mass. Now I've got to muddy my think-
ing with exceptions.”

“How have you got yourself typed,” said Paul, “as an up-
state Socrates P’ .

““The name is Lasher, the Reverend James J. Lasher, R-127
and 55-55. Chaplain, Reconstruction and Reclamation Corps.”

“The first number’s for Protestant minister. What'’s the sec-
ond, that SS thing ?” said Finnerty.
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78 PLAYER PIANO

“Social scientist,” said Lasher. “The 55 designates an an-
thropologist with a master’s degree.”

“And what does an anthropologist do these days?” said Paul.

“Same thing a supernumerary minister does—becomes a public
charge, a bore, or possibly a rum-dum, or a bureaucrat.” He
loocked back and forth between Paul and Finnerty. “You, I
know, Doctor Proteus. And you?”

“Finnerty, Edward Francis Finnerty, Ph.D., one-time EC-
002.”

“There’s a collector’s item—a double-o-two number!” said
Lasher. “I’ve known several single-0 men, but never a double-o.
I guess you're the highest classification I ever had friendly
words with. If the Pope set up shop in this country, he’d be
only one notch up—in the R-numbers of course. He’d be an
R-o001. I heard somewhere that the number was being held for
him, over the objections of Episcopal bishops who want R-00r
themselves. Delicate business.”

“They could give him a negative number,” said Paul.

“That the Episcopalians would go along with. My glass is
empty.”

“What was this business about the people across the river
being the opposition ?”’ said Paul. “You think they do the Devil's
work, do you?”’

“That’s pretty strong. I will say you've shown up what thin
stuff clergymen were peddling, most of them, When I had a
congregation before the war, I used to tell them that the life
of their spirit in relation to God was the biggest thing in their
lives, and that their part in the economy was nothing by com-
parison. Now, you people have engineered them out of their
part in the economy, in the market place, and they're finding
out—most of them—that what’s left is just about zero. A good
bit short of enough, anyway. My glass is empty.”

Lasher sighed. “What do you expect?” he said. “For gen-
erations they’ve been built up to worship competition and the
market, productivity and economic usefulness, and the envy of
their fellow men—and boom! it’s all yanked out from under
them. They can’t participate, can’t be useful any more. Their
whole culture’s has been shot to hell. My glass 1s empty.”

“I just had it filled again,” said Finnerty.
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“Oh, so you did,” Lasher sipped thoughtfully. “These dis-
placed people need something, and the clergy can’t give it to
them—or it's impossible for them to take what the clergy offers.
The clergy says it’s enough, and so does the Bible. The people
say it 1sn't enough, and I suspect they're nght.”

“If they were so fond of the old system, how come they were
so cantankerous about their jobs when they had them!” said
Paul.

“Oh, this business we've got now—it’s been going on for a
long time now, not just since the last war. Maybe the actual
jobs weren’t being taken from the people, but the sense of par-
ticipation, the sense of importance was. Go to the library some-
time and take a loock at magazines and newspapers clear back
as far as World War 11. Even then there was a lot of talk about
know-how winning the war of production—know-how, not peo-
ple, not the mediocre people running most of the machines. And
the hell of it was that it was pretty much true. Even then, half
the people or more didn’t understand much about the machines
they worked at or the things they were making. They were
participating in the economy all right, but not in a way that
was very satisfying to the ego. And then there was all this let’s-
not-shoot-Father-Christmas advertising.”

“How’s that?” said Paul.

“You know—those ads about the American system, meaning
managers and engineers, that made America great. When you
finished one, you'd think the managers and engineers had given
America everything: forests, rivers, minerals, mountains, o1l
~—the works.

“Strange business,” said Lasher. “This crusading spirit of
the managers and engineers, the idea of designing and manu-
facturing and distributing being sort of a holy war: all that
folklore was cooked up by public relations and advertising men
hired by managers and engineers to make big business popular
in the old days, which it certainly wasn’t in the beginning. Now,
the engineers and managers believe witix all their hearts the
glorious things their forebears hired people to say about them.
Yesterday's snow job becomes today’s sermon.”

“Well,” said Paul, “you’ll have to admit they did some pretty
wonderful things during the war.”
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80 PLAYER PIANO

“Of course!” said Lasher. “What they did for the war effort
really was something like crusading; but’—he shrugged—*‘‘so
was what everybody else did for the war effort. Everybody
behaved wonderfully. Even 1.”

“You keep giving the managers and engineers a bad time,”
satd Paul. “What about the scientists? It seems to me that—"

' “Outside the discussion,” said Lasher impatiently, “They
simply add to knowledge. It isn’t knowledge that’s making
trouble, but the uses it’s put to.”

Finnerty shook his head admiringly. “So what's the answer
right now ?” .

“That is a frightening question,” said Lasher, “and also my
tavorite rationalization for drinking. This is my last drink, in-
cidentally; I don’t like being drunk. I drink because I'm scared
—just a little scared, so I don’t have to drink much. Things,

gentlemen, are ripe for a phony Messiah, and when he comes,
it'’s sure to be a bloody business.”

“Messiah "’

“Sooner or later someone’s going to catch the imagination of
these people with some new magic. At the bottom of it will be
a promise of regaining the feeling of participation, the feeling
of being needed on earth—hell, dignity. The police are bright
enough to look for people like that, and lock them up under the
antisabotage laws. But sooner or later someone’s going to keep
out of their sight long enough to organize a following.”

Paul had been watching his expression closely, and decided
that, far from being in horror of the impending uprising, Lasher
was rather taken by the idea. “And then what?”’ said Paul. He
picked up his glass and rattled the ice cubes against his teeth.
He’d finished his second drink and wanted another.

Lasher shrugged. “Oh, hell—prophecy’s a thankless business,
and history has a way of showing us what, in retrospect, are
very logical solutions to awful messes.”

“Prophesy anyway,” said Finnerty.

“Well—-I think it’s a grave mistake to put on public record
everyone’s 1.Q. I think the first thing the revolutionaries would
want to do is knock off everybody with an I1.Q. over 110, say.

If I were on your side of the river, I'd have the 1.Q. books
closed and the bridges mined.”
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PLAYER PIANO 81

“Then the 100’s would go after the 110’s, the go’s after the
100’s, and so on,” said Finnerty.
“"Maybe. Something like that. Things are certainly set up for

a class war based on conveniently established lines of demarka-
tion. And I must say that the basic assumption of the present
setup is a grade-A incitement to violence: the smarter you are,
the better you are. Used to be that the richer you were, the
better you were. Either one 1s, you’ll admit, pretty tough for the

have-not’s to take. The criterion of brains is better than the one
of money, but”’—he held his thumb and forefinger about a six-
teenth of an inch apart—“about that much better.”

“It's about as rigid a hierarchy as you can get,” said Fin-
nerty. “How’s somebody going to up his LOQ.?”

“Exactly,” said Lasher. “And 1t's built on more than just
brain power—it’s built on special kinds of brain power. Not only
must a person De bright, he must be bright in certain approved,
useful directions: basically, management or engineering.”

“Or marry someone who'’s bright,” said Finnerty.

“Sex can still batter down all sorts of social structures—you're
right,” Lasher agreed.

“Big tits will get you in anywhere,” said Finnerty.

“Well, it’s comiorting to know that something hasn’t changed
in centuries, 1sn’t it?’ Lasher smiled.

There was a mild commotion at the bar, and Lasher leaned
out of the booth to see what was going on. “Hey,” he called,
“T.uke Lubbock—come over here.”

Luke, the serious old man who had borne the elephant tusk
at the head of the parade, came over from the bar, gulping his
beer as he came, and looking nervously at the clock. He was
perspiring and short of breath, like a man who’d been running.
He had a large parcel wrapped in brown paper under his arm.

Paul welcomed the opportunity to study Luke’s magnificent
costume more closely. Like a stage set, it was designed to im-
press at a distance. Nearness showed that the splendor was a
fraud of cheap cloth, colored glass, and radiator paint. At his
waist was a jeweled poniard, basically plywood, with an owl on
its hilt. Counterfeit rubies as big as robin’s eggs, mounted in
golden sunbursts, were hung at random on the front of his
lavender blouse. About the cuffs of his blouse and jade-green
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82 PLAYER PIANO

pantaloons were circlets of tiny bells, and—again—perched at the
upturned tips of his golden slippers were a pair of mimature
owls,

“Luke, you look wonderful,” said Lasher. _

Luke’s eyes flashed agreement, but he was an important man,
in too much of a hurry to respond to flattery. “It’'s too much,
too much,” he said. “Now 1 got to change so’s 1 can march
with the Parmesans. They’re waiting up the street, and I got to
change, and some damn fool’s locked hisself in the can, so I
got no place to change.” He looked around quickly. “Would you
let me do 1t in the booth, and kind of screen me?”

“You bet,” said anert‘y

They let Luke squirm into the shadows of the booth, ancl Paul
found himself keeping a playful, leering lockout for women.

Muttering, Luke started to disrobe. He dropped his belt and
poniard on the table, where they struck with an impressive
thump. The ghttering heap grew and grew, until, from a dis-
tance, it might have looked good enough to be at the end of
a rainbow.

Paul relaxed his vigil for an instant to glance at Luke, and
he was shocked at the transformation. The man was in his
underwear now, ragged and drab, and none-too-clean. And
Luke had somehow shrunk and saddened and was knobbed and
scarred and scrawny. He was subdued now, talking not at all,
and meeting no one’s eyes. Almost desperately, hungrily, he
ripped open the brown parcel and took from it a pale-blue uni-
form, encrusted with gold embroidery and piped in scarlet. He
pulled on the trousers and black boots, and the jacket with its
ponderous epaulets. Luke was growing again, getting his color
back, and as he strapped on his saber he was talkative again—
important and strong. He bundled up his other costume in the
brown paper, left the parcel with the bartender, and rushed into
the street, waving naked steel.

A whistle blew, and the Parmesans fell in behind him, to be
led to glorious exploits in 2 dreamworld those on the sidewalk
could only speculate about.

“Harmless magic: good, old-fashioned bunkum,” laughed
Lasher, “Talk about your hierarchies: Luke, with an 1.Q. of
about 80, has titles that’d make Charlemagne sound like a cook’s
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PLAYER PIANO 83

helper. But that sort of business wears thin pretty quick for
everybody but a few Luke Lubbocks. The lodge turnover is ter-
rific.”’ He stood. “No more for me, thanks.” He rapped on the
table. “But someday, gentlemen, someone 1s going to give them
something to sink their teeth in—probably you, and maybe me.”

“We'll give them something to sink their teeth in?” said
Paul. He noticed he was getting somewhat thick of speech.

“You'll be what they’ll get to sink their teeth in.” Lasher laid
his hand on Paul’s shoulder. “One more thing : I want to be sure
you understand that men really do worry about what there 1s
for their sons to live for; and some sons do hang themselves.”

“And this is as old as life itself,” said Paul.

“Well " said Lasher.

“Well, it’s too bad. I'm certainly not overjoyed about it.”

“You figure to be the new Messiah?”’ said Finnerty.

“Sometimes I think I'd like to be—if only in self-defense.
Also, it'd be a swell way to get rich. Trouble is, I can be sold
or unsold on anything too easily. I enjoy being talked into some-
thing. Pretty shaky outlook for a Messiah. Besides, who ever
heard of a short, fat, middle-aged Messiah with bad eyesight?
And I haven’t got that common touch. Frankly, the masses give
me a pain in the tail, and I guess I show it.” IHe made clucking
sounds with his tongue. “I’m going to get myself a uniform, so
I'tl know what I think and stand for.”

“Or two—like Luke Lubbock,” said Paul.

“All right, two. But that’s the absolute maximum any self-

respecting human being ought to permit himself.” He sipped

from Paul’s highball. “Well, good nmight.”

“Have another,” said Finnerty.

“No—I mean it. I don’t like getting tight.”

“All right. T want to see you again, anyway. Where can I
find you?”’

“Here, most likely.” He wrote an address on a paper -napkin.
“Or try here.” He looked closely at Finnerty. “You know, wash
your face, and you might do real well as a Messiah.”

Finnerty looked startled, and didn’t laugh.

Lasher picked up a hard-boiled egg at the bar, crackled its
shell by rolling it along the keyboard of the player piano, and
walked out into the evening.
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84 PLLAYER PIANO

“Magnificent, wasn't he?” said Finnerty raptly. His gaze
returned reluctantly from the door to Paul. Paul saw his eyes
take on a glaze of ennui, of letdown, and he knew that F innerty
had found a new friend who made Paul look very pale indeed.

“Your orders, gentlemen?” said a short, dark waitress, with
a hard, trim figure. She looked at the television screen while
waiting for them to reply. The sound never seemed to be turned
on, only the video. An anxious young man in a long sports coat
jiggled up and down on the screen, and blew through a saxo-
phone.

T'he saloon was filling up, and many of the flamboyantly and
enigmatically costumed marchers had come in for refreshment,
giving the place an atmosphere of international unrest and in-
trigue.

One small young man in mufti, with immensely wise and
large eyes, leaned back against the table in Paul’s and Ed’s booth
arid watched the television screen with what seemed to be more
than routine mterest. He turned casually to Paul. “What you
think he’s playing ?”

“Beg pardon?”

“The guy on television—what’s the name of the song ?”’

“I can’t hear it.”

“I know,” he said impatiently, “that’s the point. Guess from
just seetng.”

Paul frowned at the screen for a moment, tried to jiggle as
the saxophonist jiggled, and to fit a song to the rhythm. Sud-
denly his mind clicked, and the tune was <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>