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OU just don’t look through
viewports very often.

It's terrifying at first, of
course—all that spangled black-
niess and the sense of disorienta-
“tion. Your guts never get used to

By THEODORE STURGEON

No man could make the loﬁg Haul alone and so
there had to be somebody behind the bulkhead
—but the enormously important question was:

WHO?

sustained free-fall and you feel,
when you look out, that every di-
rection is up, which is unnatural,
or that every direction is down, -
which is sheer horror. But you
don’t stop looking out there.be-
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" cause it’s terrifying. You stop be-

cause nothing ever happens out
. there. You've no ‘sensation of
“speed. :
You're not going anywhere.

After the weeks and months,

there’s some change, sure; but

from day to day, you can’t see
‘the difference, so after a while
" you stop looking for any.
i - Naturally, that eliminates the
viewports. as an amusement de-
vice, which is too bad. There
" aren’t so many things for a man
- to do during a Long Haul that
he can afford to eliminate any-
thing.

Getting bored with the in-
- finities outside is only a reminder
that the same could happen with
-_your writing materials, and the
. tnusic, the stereo and al} the rest

‘of it.

And it’s hard to gripe, to say,
“Why don’t they install a such-
and-such on these barrels?” be-

- cause youw've already got what a
thousand spacemen griped about
long since—many of them men
-with more experience, more im-
‘agination -and less internal re-
sources (that is to say, more
need) than you’ll ever have. Cer-
tainly more fhan you have now;
this is your first trip and you’re
just making the transition from
“inside looking out” to “inside
looking on,”
It's a small world. It better be
-'a little complicated.
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LOT that has happened in
worlds like these would be
simple to understand, if you knew
about it. Not knowing is better,
though; it keeps you wondering.
Some of it you can figure out,
- knowing as you do that a lot of
men have died in these things, a

lot have disappeared, ship and.

all, and some (but you don't
know how many) have been taken

out of the ships and straight to -

the laughing academy.

You find out fairly soon, for
example, that the manual con-
trols are automaticaly relayed
out, and stay ocut of temptation
untif you need them to land.
(Whether they’ll switch in if you
need them for evasive maneuver-
ing some time, you don’t know
vet.) Who died—how many died
—because they started playing
with the manual controls? And
was it because they decided to
quit and go home? Or because
they convinced themselves that
the auto-astrogator had bugs in
it? Or because they just couldn’t
stand: all those stationary stars?

Then there’s this: You're alone.
You have a shipmate, but even
so, you're alone. You crouch in
this little cell in the nose of your
ship, with the curving hull to
your left and the flat wall of the
midship bulkhead to your right.
Because it’s there, that bulkhead,
you know that in previous models
it wasn’t. You can imagine what
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happened in’ some (how many?)
_ships to-make it necessary to seal’

you away from your shipmate.
'Psychodynamics has come a
long way, but you called this a
world; well, reduce a world to
two separate nations and see what
happens. Between two confined
entities, there’s no mean and no
median, and no real way of de-

termining a majority. How many

battered pilots have come home
crazed, cooped up with the shred-
ded bodies of their shipmates?

So that's easy to understand—
you can’t trust two human beings
together. Not for long enough, If
yvou don’t believe it, look at the
bulkhead. It's there because it
bas to be there.

Bemg a peaceable guy, it scares
you a liftle to know how danger-
ous you are.

Makes you a httle proud
though, doesn’t it?

Be proud of . this, too—that

they trust you to be alone so

much. Sure, there is a shipmate;
but by and large you're alone,
and that’s what’s expected of you.
What most people, especially
Earthside people, never find out
is that a man who can’t be by
himself is 2 man who knows,
eway down deep, that he's not

good company. You could prob- .
. ably make it by yourself alto-
_ gether . .

. but you must admit
you're glad you don’t have to.
‘You have access to the other side

WHO? -

of the bulkhead, when jrou ‘need

it. If you need it. It didn’t take -

you toce long to figure out you‘d
use it sparingly. o
You have books and you. have

games, you have pictures and

text tapes and nine differént

euphories (with a watchdog dis-. 3

penser, so you can never become

_an addict) all of which help you; - -}
when you need help, to explore .-}
yourself, But having another hu- |
man mind to explore is a wonder- .

ful idea~-a wonder tempered by
the knowledge—oh, how smart
you were to figure it out in timel .
—that the other mind is a last
resort.” If you ever use up the
potentialities it holds for you,
you’re through, brother!

So you have endurance con-
tests with yourself to see how -
long you can leave that bulkhead
alone,.

"OU go back over your life,
the things you've done. Peo-
ple have written whole novels
about 24 hours in a man’s . life.
That’s. the way you think it all

‘out, slowly, piece by piece; every

feature of every face and the way
they were used; what people did -
and why. Especially why. It
doesn’t take any time to remem-
ber what a man did, but you can

. spend hours in thmkmg about

why he did it.
You live it again and it's lxkf:‘
being a little god, knowing what's
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going to happen to everyone.

.~ - When you reported to Base,
there was a busload of guys with,

you. Now you know who would

go all the way through the course

- and wind up out here; reliving

it you can put yourself back in

‘the bus again and say, “That
stranger across the aisle is Pegg.
- -He -isn’t going to make it

~He'll go home on furlough three
. months from now and he’ll try
" "to kill himself rather than come
" back. The freckled nape in the
seat ahead of you belongs to the
redhead Walkinok, who will
" throw his weight around during
- the first week and pay expensively
for it afterward. But he’ll make
. it”

You make friends with the shy
dark guy next to you. His name
is Stein and he looks like a big-
" brain. He's easy to talk to and
smart, the kind of fellow who
‘always goes straight to the top.
. ‘And he won’t last even until the
-first furlough; two weeks.is all
- heé can take, and you never see

him again. But you remember

" . his name. You remember every-

thing and you go back over it

_ and remember the memories in

between the memories. Did some-

. body on that bus have shoes that

squeaked? Back you go and

“hunt for it. If it happened, you'll
‘remember it.

They say anyone can recall

_ this way; but for you, with what
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the psycho-dynamicians- have
done to you-—or is it for you?—

you can do more of this than
anybody. There isn't anything
that ever happened in your whole
life that you can’t remember.

You can start at the beginning

and go all the way through. You
can start at' the beginning and
jump years in a second and go
through an episode again . . .
get mad again . . .
again.

And when you get tired of the
events themselves, you can run
them off again, to find out why.

Why did Stein go through those -

years of study and preparation,
those months of competition,
when all the time he didn’t want
to be in the Space Service? Why
did Pegg conceal from himself
that he wasn'’t fit for the Space
Service?

O you cast back, comb, com-
pare and ponder, keeping

busy. If you're careful, just re-
membering lasts a long time, -

wondering why lasts even longer,
and in between times, there are
the books and stereos, the auto-
chess and the music . . . until
you're ready to cast and comb in
your memories again. But sooner
or later—later, if you're espe-
cially careful—youw’ll get restless

and your life as it was played .

out, and the reasons why it was
played just that way, all that
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fall in love -

gets old. You can think of no
new approach to any of it and
learn nothing more from it.'

That's where the centerline

bulkhead comes in handy. Its

very shape is a friendly thing
to you; the hull on your left is
curved, being part of the ship’s
side, but the bullkhead is a flat
wall. Its constant presence is a
reminder that it has a function,

like everything else in your

world; that it is, by nature, a
partition; that . the existence of

. _a partition - presupposés another

compartment; and that the other
compartment is the  size and
shape of this one and designed
for a similar purpose—to be a
dwelling for someone,’

With no sound nor sign of oc-
cupancy, the bulkhead still at-
tests the life behind it, just by
being there. It's a friendly flat-

_ness, a companionable feature of

your world, and its company
pervades all your thinking.
‘You know it's your last re-

© sort, but you know, too, that it’s

a rich one, and when at last
you're driven to use it, youw’ll en-

“ter another kind of world, more
. complex and more engrossing

than your own, just for the work

it takes to get from place to

place and the mystery of the fog
between the places. It's 'a mind,
another human mind, sharing
this prison with you when at last
you need sharing more than any-

WHO?

thing whatever in all of space
Who is it?

- You think about that,” You =
think a whole lot about that, . .
Back at Base, in your last year, =
you and the other cadets thought -

about that more than anything.

If they’d ever given you the -
shadow of a hint ., . -,
wondering . about it was appar- -

ently part of your training. You .=
knew only that on your Long =

Haul, you would not be alone.

You had a pretty good idea that" |

the choice of a shipmate for you
would be a surprise.

You looked arcund you at
mess, in class, in the dormitory;
you lay awake at night dealing
out their faces in'a sort of soli- -
taire game; and sometimes you
thought about one and said,
“That’d be fine. We'd get along.”. -
And sometimes you said, *“I'hat -
stinker? Lock me up with him
and that bulkhead won’t be
tough enough. I'll kill him after
the third day, so help me!” _

And after they tapped you for
your first Haul, this was the only
thing you were scared about-—

~who'd be your shipmate. Every-

thing else, you thought vou could

handle. You knew your job in- l

side out and backward and it
wouldn’t whip you. You were
sharp-tuned, fine-honed, ready
for anything that was under your
own control. You were even con- -
fident about being alone; it
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" wouldn't get you. Not a chance.
' Away down deep, no man be-
“lieves he can be driven out of
his ‘mind, just as he cannot be-
‘lieve—really believe—that he will
“be dead. That’s the kind of thing
. thdat happens to someone else,

UT this business of a ship-
mate—this wasn’t under your
control. You didn’t control who
it would be and you wouldn't

. control "the guy after blastoff.
It was the only unknown and

therefore the only thmg that
scared you. _ A

Amendment: there was a cer-
tain amount of control. The in-
. tercom bufton was on your side
‘of the bulkhead. Leave it alone
- and you didn’t have to so much
as know you had a shipmate un-
.- til you were good and ready. -
" Being able to shut off a voice
isn't control, though. You don't
know what your shipmate will
" do. Or be. ,

-In those last tight days before
blastoff, ‘there was one thing you
.became overwhelmingly aware
‘of. Esptit de corps, they call it.
You and the other graduates
were hammered into a mold—
and hammered some more until
the resiliency was Pone out of
you. You were alike and you did
things salike because you had
grown to want to. You knew for
~certain that one of this tight,
" trustworthy . little group would

be picked for yoﬁ; their training '

and yours, their whole lives and

yours, pointed toward this ship, |

this' Haul.

Your presence on this ship .

summed up your training; your
training culminated in your
presence on the ship. Only a

graduate cadet was fit to man
the ship; the ship existed solely

for the graduate cadet. This was
something so - self-evident that
you never thought about it.
Not until now.
Because now, a few minutes
ago, you were ready to push that

button. You couldn’t know if

you'd broken all records for lone-
liness, for duration of solitary
confinement, | but you'd - tried.
You'd looked through the view-
port until it ceased to mean any-

thing. You’d read untif you

didn’t care any more, You'd lived
the almost-life of the stereos un-

‘til you couldn't make believe

you believed them., You'd lis-
tened to music until it didn't
matter. And you'd gone over
and over your life from its very
beginnings until you’d complete-

1y lost perspective on it or any-

thing and anyone in it,

You'd found that you could go
back to the viewport and cycle
through the whole thing again,
but you’d doné that, too, so often

that the whole matrix- of per- -

sonal inveolvement was emptied

out; Then the flatness of the
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‘bulkhead made itself felt. In a

way, it seemed to bulge toward

you, crowd you against the ship's

side, and you knew it was getting

to be time you pushed that but-

ton and found out for sure,
Who?

ETE or Krakow or that
crazy redhead Walkinok? Or
Wendover (you all called him
Bendover) with all those incom-

- prehensible shaggy-dog stories?

Harris? Beerbelly Flacker or

 Cohen the Wire-haired Terror?

Or Shank (what you all called
him was a shame)? Or Gindes,
whose inexplicable nickname was
Mickey Mouse? You’d sort of
hoped it would be Gindes, not

- because you liked him, but more

because he was the one classmate

you'd never known very well. He

always used to look on and keep
his motth shut. He’d be ‘much
more fun to explore than, say,
old Shank, who was so ‘predicta-
ble that you could practically
talk in chorus with him.

So you've tortured yourself,
just for the sake of torture, with
your thumb. over .the infercom
button, until even the torture
dried out and blew away'

You pushed.

You found out, first of all, that
the intercom apparently had its
own amplifier, energized when
you held ‘the button down, and
tha_t' it took forever—well, three

WHO?

or four seconds,
warm up. First nothing, then a
carrier, then the beginning of a
signal; then, at last, the voice. of

your shipmate, rushing up to full |

volume, as loud and as clear as
if the bulkhead did not exist.
And you get off that button as if
it had turned into a needle; and
you're backed against the out-
board bulkhead, deep in -shock,
physically in. silence, but with

that voice going on and on and

on unbelievably in your unbe-
lieving brain.

It was crying.

It wept wearily, as though you
had tuned in toward the end of a
long session of wild and lone-
some grief. It cried quietly, ex-
haustedly, without hope. And it
cried in a voice that was jolting-
ly wrong for this place—a light,

high voice, nearly a contralto. It

was wrong, altogether wrong.
The wild ideas come first:
Stowaway? ' '

You almost laugh. For days

before blastoff, you were drugged
and immersed in high-frequency
fields; hypnotized, worked and
reworked mentally and physi-
cally. You were passively fed
and passively instructed.

You don’t know now and you

_may never know all they did to

you. But you can be sure it was
done inside six concentric rings
of “security” of one kind and an-

other, and you can be sure that

107

anyway—ito -




your shipmate got the - same.
What it amounted t6 was con-
centrated attention from a mob
- of specialists, every sleeping and
waking second from the time you
beered it up at the class fare-
well dinner to the time the ac-
celerator tug lifted your ship and
carried it screaming up and out-
. ward. Nobody was in this ship
but those -who belonged in it;
that you can absolutely bank on.
Mad idea, the second. For a
while, you don’t even dare think
it, .but with that kind of voice,
* that crying, you have to think of
something. So you do and you're
scared, scared in a way you've
-never imagined before, and to a
degree you didn’t think was pos-
siblé. There's a girl in there!

OU run those wordless sylla-

bles, those tired sobs, through
your tmind again, seeking for vo-
calizations as separated from the
- breathy, painful gasping that ac-
companied them. And you don’t
know, You just can’t be certain.
" 8o punch the button again.
Listen some more.

Or ask.

But vou can’t. The crazy idea
might be true and you couldn’t
stand that. They couldn’t—they
just couldn’t—put a girl on these
ships with you and then stow her
behind the bulkhead.

Then you have an instant fan-
tasy about that. You kneel
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(bumping your skull on thé

cover) and feel frantically around

the bulkhead, where it meets
deck-plates, nose compartment,
overhead, after-bulkhead; and all
around your fingers ride the bead
of a weld. You sit back, sweat-
ing a little and half-laughing at
yourself. Scratch off one fantasy;

there’ll be no sliding partmons

into any harems this trip.

You stop laughing and think,
“They couldn’t be that cruel!”
You’re on a test run, sure, and
it isn’t the ship that’s being test-
ed. You know that and you ac-
cept it. But tests, tests . . . must
you throw a glass vase on a brick
sidewalk to find out if it's brit-
tle? You see one of your own
hands going up and out to check
for a panel, a joint again. You
sneer at it, at your own hand,

and watch it stop in embarrass--

ment.
Well say they weren’t that

cruel, Whom did they put in

there?
Not Walkinok. Not Shank. Not
Harris or Cohen or any cadet. A

cadet wouldn’t lie there and cry

like that, like a child, a school-
girl—a baby.

Some stranger, then.

Now the anger comes, shoul-

~dering out all the fear. They

wouldn't! This ship is everything

a cadet was born for—no, made -
for. That tight leash that bound

you with the others, all your
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“thinking, an- easy thing ‘ydu all
. shared and. never had to-think

about--that was a thing that
didn’t admit strangers.
Aside from that—beyond that

—this 'wasn’t a matter of dese-

crated esprit; it was a matter of
moral justice. Nobody but a ca-
det deserves a ship! What did
you give your life to and what
for? Why did you give up mar-
riage, and freedom, and all the

wonderful trivialities called “fun”

that made most human lives
worth living? Why did you hold
still for Base routines and the

‘hazing you got from the upper

classmen? -

Just to have some stranger,
someone who wasn't even. a ca-
det, wander in without training,

shaping, conditioning, experience

. and get on your ship?

©, it has to be a cadet. It
couldn’t he anything else.
Even a cadet who could break
down and cry—that’s a more ac-
ceptable idea than its being a
woman or.a stranger.
You're still angry, but now it's
the kind of anger that goads you,

not the kind that stops you. You

push the button. You hear the
carrier, then the beginnings of
something else . .. . Breathing.
Difficult, broken breathing, the

‘sound of someone too tired to
- cry any more, even when crying

has changed nothing and there

WHO? .

_ time not even

are still ‘more tears ;t_o come, .
“What the hell are you bawl- -

ing about?” you yell.
The breathing goes on and on.

Fmally it stops for a moment -

and then a long, whzspery, shud-
dery sigh.

“Hey ! you shout. “I—Iey—you'

'!l

in there!
But there is no answer. The

breathing is fainter, more regu-

lar. Whoever it is is going to
sleep.

You press even harder on the
button, as if that would do any
good, and you yell again, this
“Hey!” but a

blunter, angrier syllable, You

. can think only that your ship-

mate chooses—-chooses, by God!
—not to answer you. .

You're breathing - hard now,
but your shipmate isn’t. You hold
your breath and listen. You hear
the deep, quiet inhalations, and
then a small catch, and a little
sigh, the ghost of half a sob.

“Hey."” '

Nothing.

.You let the button go and in'

the sharp silence that replaces
the carrier’s faint hum, the same
wordless syllable - builds and
builds inside you until it bursts
free again. You can tell from the
feel of your throat and the ring-
ing in your ears that it’s been a

.long, long time since you used

your voice.

You're angry and you're hurt
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" from these insults to yourself
and to your Service. And you

" know what? You feel good. Some

of the stereos you have are pretty
nice; they take you right into
battle, into the arms of beautiful
women, into danger, and from
time to time you could get angry

. at someone in them. You could

" —Dbut you haven’t for a long time
. .now. - You haven’t laughed or
" been angry ever since . . . since
. well, you can’t even remem-
ber when. You'd forgotten how
- and you’d forgotten just when it
- was you forget. And now look.
The heart's going, the sweat . . .

This is fine,

Push the button again, take
.another little sip of anger. It's
been aging; it’s vintage stuff. Go
‘ahead.

You do, and up comes the car-
rier.-

-~ “Please,” ‘begs the voice.
“Please, please . . . say some-
thing elge.” -

OUR tongue is paralyzed and
you choke, suddenly, when
- you swallow wrong. You cough
violently, let go the button and
pound yourself on the chest. For

“a moment, you're in bad shape..

Coughing makes your thinking
go in spurts, and your thinking
is bouncing up and down on the
idea that, until now, you didn’t
" really believe there was anyone
in there at all. You get your wind

and push the button again. |
The voice .asks, “Are you all
right? Can I do anything?”
You become certain of some-
thing else: that isn’t a voice you

recognize. If you ever heard it

before, you certainly don’t re-
member it. Then the content of
it hits you. Can I do anything?
You get mad again.

“Yeah,” you growl. “Hand me
a glass of water.” You don’t have

your thumb on the button, so-

you just say what pops into your
mind. "'You shake yourself like a
wet bird dog, take a deep breath,
and lean on the control again.
Before you can open your
mouth, you’re in a hailstorm of

hysterical laughter. “Glass of
water . . . uh-uh-uh . . . that’s
good . . . you don’t know what

this means,” says the voice, sud-
denly. sober and plaintive. “I’ve
waited so long. I've listened to
your music and the sound from

. your stereos. You never talk, you

never say anything at all. I never

even heard you cough before.”
Part of your mind reacts to

that: That's unnatural, not even

to cough; or laugh aloud, or hum.

Must - be a conditioning. But
most of it explodes at this stran-
ger, this—intruder, talking away
like that without a word of ex-
planation, of apology . . . talk-
ing as if that voice of all voices
had a right to be there.

“I was beginning to think you
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‘get. scared to
. viewp—" and you cut off again,

were deaf and dumb. Or maybe
even that you weren’t there at
all. That was the thing that
scared me the most.” :
“Shut up,” you hiss, with all

' the fury, all the deadly warning
.you can command.

“TI knew they wouldn't,” the
voice continues happily. “They’d
never put anyone out here by
himself. That would be too--"
It stops abruptly as you release
the button. .

" “My God!” you think, “The
dam has boist! That character’ll

{ - chunter along like that for the

duration!”

You press the button quickly,
hear “—all alone out here, you
loock out the

HAT stuff like an invisible

mist you see melting away is
all the conjecture, those great
half-formed plans of shipping
out with Walkinok or the Wire-
haired Terror.

You were going to review your
courses, remember? Slow and
easy—take a week on spatial
ballistics or spectroscopy. Think
it all through for a day between
sentences. Or laugh gver the time
you and the Shank got tanked

up at the canteen and pretended

you were going to tie up the C.O.
‘and jet him off with Colonel Pro-

. vost, the head PD man, for a

‘shipmate, The General would get

WHO?

all the psychodynamics he need-
ed. The General was. always
talking psychodynamics, Provost -
was always doing psychodynam-
ics.

Well, it seemed funny at the

. time, anyway. It wasn't so much’

the beer. It was knowing the

'General and knowing Colonel

Provost that made it funny. How
funny would it be with a stran-
ger?

They give you someone to talk
to. They give you soméone you
haven’t anything to talk to
about! That idea of putting a
girl behind the bulkhead, now,
that was a horrible idea. It was
torture. Well, so’s this. Maybe
worse. ' ) .
- A thought keeps knocking and
you finally back off and let it in.
Something to do with the but-
ton. You push it-and you can
hear your shipmate. You release
it and . . . shut off the intercom?

No, by the Lord, you don’t!
When you were coughing, you
were off that button. Can I do
anything?

Now what the hell kind of -
business is this? (And that de-'
tached part of your mind reaches .
hungrily for the pulses of fury:

‘ah, it feels good!) Do you mean

to sit there and tell me (you.
rage silently at the PD men who

designed this ship) that even if

I don’t push that button, my
shipmate can hear everything

m
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-that goes on with me? The iriter-

com's open on the other side all
the time, open on this side only

when I push the button—is that
| it? :

You turn and glare- out the
viewport, staring down the cold,
distant. eye of infinity, and
Where the hell, you storm si-
lently, is my privacy?

This won’t do. It won’t do at

- all. You figured right from the

start that you-and your shipmate
would be pretty equal, but on a
ship, even a little two-passenger
can like this, someone’s got to be

in command. Given that the

other compértment‘has the same

-stereos, the same dispensers, the

same food and water and every-
thing else, and the only differ-

ence between these living quarters

is that button—who’s privileged?

+ Me, because I get to push the

button? Or my shipmate, who
gets to listen in on me when [
so much as cough?

“I know!” you think suddenly.

_ “That's a PD operative in there!
‘A psychodynamics specialist as-

signed to observe me!”

QU almost laugh out loud;

relief washes dver you. PD
work 1is naturally hush-hush.
You'll never know how many
hours during your course you
were under hypnosis. It was even
rumored around that some guys
had cerebral surgery done by the

WHO?

" business.

PD boys and never knew it. The -
boys had to work in secret for -
the same- reason .you don’t stir
your coffee with an .ink-stick—" -
PD is one field where the tools!.,' -
must leave no mark, B

Well, fine, fine. At last thts'3"'.-".
shipmate makes some sense: at.
last. you've got an answer you -
can accept. This ship, this trip, -
is of and for a cadet—but it’s PD.~ -
The only  non-cadet -
who'd conceivably “be abodard .

would have to be a PD tech.

So you grin and reach for thé._- :
button. Then, remembering the
way it works, that the intercom’s

" open from your side when _y'ou're- .
off the button, you draw your - .

hand back, facé the bulkhead,
and say easily, “Okay, PD, I'm
on to you. How'm I doing?” You
wonder how many cadets tumble:
to the trick this soon. You push
the button and wait for the an--
swer. :

The -answer is “Huh?” in a -
mixture of shyness and mystifi-
cation. :

You let go the button and
laugh. “No sense stringing it out,
Lieutenant.” (This is clever. .
Most PD techs are looeys; one
or two are master sergeants.
Right or not, you haven’t hurt
his feelings.) “I know you're a

-PD man.”" - , ‘

. There’s a silence from .the .
other side. Then: “What's a PD -
man?”’ '
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" ¥You get a little sore. “Now see
here, Lieutenant, you don’t have
to play any more of_ these psych
games.,”
“Gosh, I'm no lieutenant. I—
You cut him off quickly. “Ser—
. geant, then.”

““You got me all wrong,” says

- that damnable high voice.
“Well, you're PD, anyway.”
. “I'm afraid I'm not.”

~ You can’t take much more of
_this. “Then- what the hell are
.you?”

A silence. And as it beats by,

that anger and that fear of tor-
- ture begin to mount, hand in
* hand.

“Well?"” you roar. _
“Well,” says the voice, and
- you can practically see it shuffle
its feet, “I’'m not anything. I'm.
- fifteen years old .

' FRIGHTENED gulp. “I—

I'm sorry—uh—sir. They
put me on.” ‘
“They?” .
“At the Base . . . sir,” he

amended quickly.

“You- were on the Base Just
how long, mister?” That “mis-
ter” can be a lead-shot whiplash
if you do it right. It was sure
being done- right.

“I don’t know, sir.” You have

the feeling the punk’s going to.

burst ' info tears again. "“They

‘took me to a big laboratory and

- there were a lot of sort of booths

You drag out your senior- class'

‘snap; there’s a way of talking to
fourth and third classmen that
_makes ’em jump. “Mister, you
. give an account of yourself, but
. now. What’s your name?”

“Skampi.”

“Skampi? What the hell kmd
of a name is that?”

““It's what they call me.

Did you detect a whlsper of
deﬁance there? “Sir!”

‘The defiance disappears in—
stantly. “It's what they call me

“And what are you doing on
my ship, mister?”

14

with machines in them. They -

asked me all kinds of questions
about did I want to be a space-
man. Well, I did. I always did,
ever since I was a kid. So, after
a while, they put me on a table

and gave me a shot and when I :

woke up, I was here,”

“Who gave you a shot? What

was his name?”

“T never . . . I didn’t find out,
sir.” A pause, “A big man, Oid.
He had gray hair, very short,

-and green eyes.”

Provost, by God. This is PD
business, all right,
where you sit, it’s monkey busi-
ness.

“Y¥ou know any spatial ballis-
tics?” )

“No, sir. Some day, 1"

“Astrogation?”

“Only what I picked up my-
self, But Pi1—"
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but from

.

“Gravity mechanics? Differen-

tials? Strength of materials?

_ L1ght-meta1 fission? Relativity?”

I‘I
“Well? - Well? Speak up, mis-
. tert”

“I heard of them, sir.”

_ ‘I heard of them, sir!’” you
mimic savagely. “Do you know
" what this ship is for?”

"“Oh, yes, sir! Everybody lmows
_that. This is the Long Haul.
When you come back from this,
you get your commission and
they give you a starship!” And
" if the voice had shuffled its feet
once, now its eyes shone.

- “You figure to get a starship,
mister?”

“Well, I—I—"

“You think ' they g1ve com-
mands’ to Boy Scouts just be-
cause the Boy Scout wants to go
to space awful bad?”

No answer.

You jeer, “Have you got the

slightest idea how much train- .

~ ing a cadet has to go through,
how much he has to learn?”

“Well, no, but-I guess I will,”

“Slr!”

“Sir. They put me aboard, all
those officers who_asked me the
questions and ‘everything. It must
be all right. Hey!”’ he says ex-
citedly, all the crushed timidity
disappearing, to be replaced by a
bubbling enthusiasm. “f know!
We have all this time . . .-maybe
-yow're supposed to teach me as-
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trogatwn and relatnnty and all
that.” :
Your jaw drops at the sheer
childishness of
something really ugly drifts up
and smothers everythmg else

OR some reason, your mind

flashes back to the bus, the
day you got to Base. You can -
remember back easily to all the
faces you worked with, those who
made it and those who didn’t. .
But your class had thirty-eight -
cadets in it and that-bus must
have held fifty. What happened:
to the rest? You'd always as-

sumed they went into other sec-
. tions—ground crew,

computer

men, maintenance. Suppose

they’d been sorted out, exam- |

ined for some special trait or

‘talent that only the PD men

knew about? Suppose they were
loaded right aboard ships, each
with a graduate cadet?

And why?
Suppose these punks, green-
horns, Boy Scouts, children—

* suppose they were the ones slat-
- ed for a commission? Suppose .

guys like you, thinking all this
while you were the cream of the

. crop, and the top cream off that

—suppose all along youw'd tested
out as second-grade material.
Suppose you were the one who
did the sweating and cramming
and took the hazing and the de- -

merits and the lousy mes_s_-.h'alrl, . ',

ns -

it. And ‘then -




_food, not to command a star- -

. ship, not to- get a..commission,
but just to be a private tutor to
a-boy genius who wanted-to go

. to space awful bad?

“This wouldn’t make sense any-

" -where else but in the starship

service, It barely made sense

i there, but look:

A starship commander might
make two trips in his whole ca-
- reer, that's all. Eighteen years
- each round trip, with his passen-

gers in coldpacks and a cargo of
serums, refractories, machine
tools and food concentrate for
the xenologists and mineralogists

who were crazy enough to work.

out there.

- Training. the commander for
such a ship was easy, as far as
operating knowledge was con-
cerned, though there 'was a pow-
erful lot of it. But training him
to stay conscious, awake and
aware—and alone—for all those
years was something else again.
- Few men like that were born;
they had to be made.

Most of your recluses, your
- hermits, all through history,
" have been guys who had things
drastically wrong with them.
" There couldn’t be anything wrong
. with a starship commander. He

had to be captain and deck crew, .

and know his black-hole as well
" (though most.of the drive ma-
chinery down there was sauto-
-matic) and stay alert— stay sane
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emptiness God never made him
for. .

IVE him more books and
pictures, games and music
than even he would have time for
and you’d still not be sure he’d
stay sane unless he had some
very- special inner resources.
These (and one other thing)
were what a cadet was screened
for and what he was trained in.
PD packed him full of techni-
- cal knowledge, psyched him to.a
fare-thee-well, and when they
figured he was machine-finished
and carrying a high gloss, they
sealed him in a space can and
threw it out for the Long Haul.

The course was pre-set, and it

might last 14 months, and it

~might last three years, and after
a guy got back (f he got back),
he would be fit to take out a
starship or he would not. As for
the shipmate—well, you'd always
assumed that PD was looking for
a way to shake down two guys at
once so they could be together
on a starship.

Mayhbe, some day, the ships
would carry cight, ten at once,
and at last natural human gre-
gariousness would have a chance

chic disorientation had made ev-

erything that was latently mean

_and murderous in-a man explode
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—in a black, mad, weightless -

to compete with the pall of black .
distances. So far, though, psy-

single human = being on - those

~ boats to nurse them through was

just asking for slaughter. And

., shipwreck.
The other thing required of .

you besides technical ability and
these inner resources.is—youth.

. Youre only twenty-two, so full
-of high-intensity training that, as

Walkinok once said, you feel
your brain convolutions are blown

“out smooth like -a full bladder.
-And you've

compacted  this
knowledge, coded it, used it.
You're so full of it that it's
bound to ooze out onto anyone
around you.

You're tWenty-two and you’re
sealed up in a can with a thirsty-

~-headed fifteen-year-old who

knows nothing, but wants to go
to the stars awful bad. And you

. can forget how stupid he seems

to be, too, because you can bet
your bulging cortex that the kid
has such an enormous 1.Q. that
he can afford to act stu'pid and
cry.

What a dirty, rotten, lousy
deal to put you through all this
just to shave seven years off .the
age of a starship commander!
Next thing you know, they'd put
a diapered baby in with a work-
weary sucker of a fine-honed ca-

det and get three star trips. out

of him instead of two!
~And what's to become of you?
After youw’ve done your generous

:
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into action. Putting more than a

stint of tutorihg, -fhey pin a dis-

charge emblem on your tunic and

~sdy, “Well done, Cadet. Now go .

raise. Brussels sprouts.” And you
stand at attention and salute
the downy-cheeked squirt in all

the gold braid and watch him

ride the gantry crane to the con-
trol cabin “you've aimed at and

sweated for ever since you were™
.weaned! '
‘You sprawl there in that hv- .

ing space, so small that you can't

stand up in it, and you look at:
that bland belly of a bulkhead
with its smooth, round navel of -

a button, and you think, “Well,
there’s a lot of guts back of that,”
You heave a deep breath, while
still the detached part of your
mind looks on. Now it’s saying
wonderingly, “Aren’t you  the

guy - who was scared because .
nothing could get him excited -

any more?” And you speak and
your voice comes out sounding
quite different from anything
you’'ve ever heard from anyone
before. Maybe you've never been
this mad before. ' _ :

“Who told you fo say that?”

ou push the button and lis-
ten. ;
“Say what—-uh--——s1r?" :
“About me teaching you. Any-
body at Base?r”
He seems to be thmkmg

“Why, no, sir. I just thought it

would be a good idea.”

uz




You don't say anything. You

just hold the button down.
He says diffidently, “Sort of
pass the time?” When you still
- .don’t say anything, he adds wist-
) fully, “Ir'd try I’d try awful
hard.”
. You let go the button and
growl, “I just bet you would.

. You just thought it up all your

~own little self, huh?”
“4Well, yes.”
- “You're a bright boy. You're

. a. real, smart, ambitious little

| louse!” ‘ ‘ ‘
. You push the button real
quick, but all you get is an aston-

- ished silence.

" You. say, real composed, al-
most gentle, “That ‘louse,’ now,

.~ that’s not just a figure of speech,
. littlé boy. I mean that. I mean

you're a crummy little crawler
looking to suck blood after some-
body else has done all the work.
. You -know what you do? You
. just make like you’re all alone in
“this can. You don’t talk to me
-and you don’'t-listen to me and
I'll do you a favor—I'll forget
-all about you, too. I'm not going
to bat your eyeballs together just
yet, but don’t call me generous,
‘little boy—never that. It's just

that I can’t reach in there just

. now.”

“No?” That boy can make a
real piteous noise when he wants
to. “No, no! Wait—please!™

“Well?”

v

“I don’t under—I mean I’

sorry, Cadet.-I'm honest-to-Pete

sorry. I never meant—'

But you cut him off. You lie
back and close your eyes. You're
thrumming with fury right down
to your toenails,

This, says your internal ob-
server, is all right. This is living.

O the weeks pass, and s¢ do

more weeks. You shoot a star
and make some notes, and wait a
while and shoot it again, and
pretty soon you have enough
data to fool around with. You
get your stylus and block, and
the point darts around the way
you want it to, and those old fig-
ures sit up and lie down and

rush around just the way you

want them to. You laugh when
you do it; wouldn't Junior just
love to learn some of these tricks?

Anyway, you figure you're just
past the cusp perihelion of your
parabola and you're starting
back. You know how far you've

come and when youw’ll get back..

You laugh agdin. The sound of
your voice reminds you he can
hear you, so you crawl over to
the bulkhead and push the but-
ton.

“Cadet ” he says. “Please, Ca-

det, Please,” His voice is hoarse
and weak; the syllables come out

as- if they’re meaningless from -

repetition. He's probably been
lying in there for weeks bleating
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. “Cadet-—please—cade t—-;piease"
" every time you clicked the stylus

against your teeth or set the

-quadrant on your Sun gun.

You spend a lot of time look-
ing out the viewport, but you get

sick of that and turn to the

euphorics. You see a lot of stereo
shows, You are always aware of
the button in the bulkhead, but
you ignore it. You read. You get
a lot of use cut of the octant; it

- seems you take a lot more bear-

ings than you have to. And when

"at last the button starts to be

intrusive, you make a real effort
and leave it alone; you figure out
something else to do instead.
You take a careful survey of
your instruments to figure which

- one you need least, and finally

decide on the airspeed indicator.
You've spent plenty of time in a
mockup and you know you can
compute your airspeed when you
return to Earth by the hull-tem-

© perature -plus your ground-rise

radar.

You dismount the instrument
and take it apart and get the
diamond bearing, You go through
the games locker and the equip-
ment chest until you put to-
gether a nickel rod and a coil,
and you hook on to your short-
range radio® where the oscilla-
tions suit- you. You cement the
diamond to the tip of the rod,
shove the rod through the long

-axis of the coil. You turn on the
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juice and feel (rather than hear)

the rod humming softly.

“The phenomenon, dear pu-
pil,” you say, but silently, *is

magneto-striction, whereby the .

nicke! rod contracts slightly in

_the magnetic field. And since the
field is in oscillation, that dia-

mond on the tip is vibrating hke
crazy.”

. You get your stylus and,
after careful consideration, de-.

cide on a triangle with round cor-

ners, just big enough to shove an . |

arm through comfortably; the

‘three corners would make peep-

hotes.

LL the while, you have quick’
[ fantasies about it. Youll -
knock: the triangular piece out of
the bulkhead and stick your face -

in the hole and say ‘‘Surprise!”

"and he’ll be cowering there, won- -
dering what goes on. And you'll -
say, “Shake and let bygones be.”

And he’ll jump. over, all eager,

and you'll take his hand and drag |
it through the hole and put your . -}

back against the bulkhead and
pull till his shoulder dislocates..

He’s gasping, “Cadet, please,"'
- until you get tired of amusing

yourself. and  haul ‘the wrist
around and sink your teeth in it.
Then he starts to bleed, and you
justhold him there while “Cadet-

please” gets fainter and fainter,
and you explain to him all about .

e
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dlfferentlal equataons and mass-
ratios.
And as you re thmkmg about

" this, youw’re going round and

round the blunted triangle with

" your vibrating diamond. The
. bulkhead “is thick as hell and

tough—it’s hull-metal; imagine

‘that, for an inboard bulkhead!—

but that’s all right. You've got
plenty of time. And bit by bit,
your scored line goes deeper.
Every once in a while, you
take a breather. It occurs to

“you to wonder what you'll say

when you're grappled in and the

~ Colonel sees that hole in the

bulkhead. You try not to won-
der about this, but you do all
the same, a whole lot. You run it
over in your mind and sometimes

the Colonel says, “Good, Cadet.

That's. real resourcefulness, the -

kind I like to see.” But other
times it doesn’t quite come out
that way, especially with the kid
dead on one side of the bulk-
head and his blood all over the
‘place on the other side.

So ‘maybe you won’t kill ‘him.
You'll just scare h1m Have fun
withy him.

Maybe he’ll talk, too. Maybe

- this entire Long Haul was set up

by PD just to find out if you'd
cooperate - with your shipmate,

try to teach him what you know, -

-at any cost. And you know, if

you thought more of the Service
than you do about your own
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dirty career in it, that’s just what -

you’d do. Maybe if you did that,

they’d give you a starship, you-

and the kid both.

So, anyway, this cutting job
is long and slow and suits you
fine; no matter what you think,
you go on with it, just because
you started. When it’s finished
you’ll know what to do.

Funny that the result of this. -

trip was going to be the same as
some of those you’d heard whis-
pered about, where a ship came
in with one guy dead and the
other . . . '

But that was the difference. -

To do a thing like that, those
guys must have been space-
happy. You're deoing it, sure, but
for different reasons. Youre no
raving looney. You're slow-and-
steady, doing a job, knowing ex-

- actly why.

Or you will, when the time
cormes,
" You're real happy this whole
time. . '

Then all that changes.

UST why, you cant know.
You turned in and you slept,
and all of a sudden you’re wide
awake. You’re thinking about
some lab work you did. It was a

demonstration of eddy- current-

effects.

There was a copper disk as..

thick as your arm and a meter in

diameter, swinging from a rope’
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in the center of the gymnasium. -

You hauled it up to the high

- ceiling at the far end and turned

it loose; There was a big electro-

magnet set up in the middle of

the place, and as the disk reached

* the bottom of its long swing, it
- passed between the poles of the

magnet, going like hell. You
threw the switch and the disk
stopped dead right where it was

- and rang like a big gong, though_-
nothing had touched it.

Then you remember the sixty

_ zillion measurements you'd taken

off a’synchro-cosmotron so huge
that it took you four minutes at
a fast walk to get from one end
to the other.

You remember the mockups,

‘ the hours and hours of hi-G,

no-G; one instrument out, an-
other, all of ’em, some of ’em;
simulated meteorites on collision

orbit; manual landing techniques’
_—until your brains were in your
-hands and the seat of your pants,

and you did the right things with
them without thinking. Exhaust-

*ed, you still did it right. Even
doped up.

You .remember the trips into
town with Harris and Flacker
and the others. Something hap-
pened to you every time you so
much as walked down .a street
with those guys. It was a thing

~ you’d never told anyone. Part of

it was something that happened
between the townspeople and
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your group. Part of it was be-
tween your group and yourself,

It all added up to being a little . S

different and a little better | .

but not in a cocky way. In a way -
that made you grateful to the -
long, heavy bulk of a starship
and what such ships are for..

You sit up in your bunk, with .~ ||

that mixed-up; wide-awake feel-
ing, reaching for something you

can’t quite understand, some one .-

simple thing that would sum up
the huge equipment, the thou:
sands of measurements, the hours
of cramming and the suspense-
of examinations; the seat-of-the-
pants skills and the pnde in
town .

And now you see-what it is.

That kid in there, he could
have an 1.Q. of nine goddam hun-
dred and never learn how fto put
down a ship with all his instru-
ments out and the gyros on man-
ual. Not by somebody telling
him over an intercom when he’s
never even sat in a G-seat. He

"might memorize twelve thousand..

slightly varying measurements
off a linear accelerator, but he
wouldn’t gain that certain im- -

- portant thing you get when you'
make those measurements your-.. -

self. You could describe the way
the copper disk rang when the
eddy current stopped it, but he
would have to see it happen be-
fore it did to him all the things
it did to you.
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QU still don’t know who that
- kid is or why he’s here, but
you can bet on one thing—he
isn’t here to pick your brains and
take your job. You don’t have
“to like him and you can be mad
he’s aboard instead of Harris or
Walky; but get that junk out of
* your head right now about him
being a menace to yéu. Goddle-
mighty Godfrey, where did that
poisonous little crumb in your
brain.come from? Since when are
-.you subject to fear and jealousy
and insecurity? Since when do
you have to guard yourself
against your own imagination?
Come the hell off it, Cadet.
You're not that good a teacher;

he's not that much of a monster. .

Monster! Did you hear him
cry that time?
_ You feel twenty pounds light-
“er (which is odd, seeing that
you're still in free-fall} and as if
yvou'd just washed "your face!
“Hey, Krampil”
. You go push the buiton and
. wait. Then you hear a sharp in-
" halation through nostrils. A sniff
. no, you won’t call it that.
. Y “Skampi, sir,” he corrects you
fimidly.
. “Okay, whatever you say. And
knock off that ‘sir.’ ”
“Yes, sir. T mean yes.”
“What were you
about?”
“When' S---—:”
“Okay,” you break in gently
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““You don’t have to talk about
'lt »” .
“No. 1 wasn’t trying to deny
it. I . . .rcried twice. I’'m sor-

crying

ry you heard me. You /must
think .

“1 don’t think,” you Say sin-

cerely. “Not enough.”
‘He thinks that over and ap-

B parently drops it. “I cried right

after blastoff.”
“Scared?”

“No . . . yes, I was, but that

wasn’t why. I just .
“Take your time telling me.

- Time is what we got nothmg else

but of.”

“It was just that 1—I’d al-
ways. wanted to be in space. I
thought about it in the daytime
and dreamed about it at night.

- And all of a sudden, there it was, -

happening to me for real. I .

thought I ought to say something

and I opened my mouth to do
it and all of a sudden 1 was cry-
ing. I couldn't help it. I guess
I— Crazy, I guess.” '

“1 wouldn’t say so. You can
hear talk and see pictures and
get yourself all ready, but there’s
nothing like doing it. I know.”

“You, you're used to it.”

E seems to want to say some-

thing else; you hold the but-
ton down. Finally, with difficulty,
ke asks, “You're big, aren’t you?
T mean you're . .
Big” .
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- good for . . .

. you know. -

"Well -yes.” :
2“1 wish I was, I w1sh I was
. well, somethmg' »
“Everybody push you
around?”
“Mm ” .
“Listen,”. you say. “You take

& human being and put him down

next to a starship. They’re not

-the same size and they’re not the

same shape, and one of 'em’s
pretty insignificant. But you can
say that fhis built this, not the
other way around.”
“Y-e-eah.” It is a whisper.
“Well, you're that human be-
ing, that self-same one. Ever

~ ‘think of that?”

“_NO.” _

“Neither.did- I, till now,” you
admit rapidly. “It’s the truth,
though.”

He says, “I wish I was a ca-

'_det i

) “Where do you come from,
kid?”
“Masolo. It’s no place. Jerk

town. I tike big places with big

things going on, Like the Base.”

“Awful lot of people charging
around.””

“Yeah,” he says. “I don’t hke
crowds much, but the Base—it’s
worth it.” &

You sit and look at the bulk-
head. It's companionable, sud-
denly, and sort of changed, as if
it had just grown warm, or quilt-

ed. You get a splinter of light off -
the bright metal where you've
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scored it. You think 'it's: ‘down

‘pretty deep. A man could stand
up to it and knock that piece out - -

with a- maul, if a man could -
stand up; if he had a maul. . -
- You say, very fast, as if you're

- afraid something’s going to stop

you, “Ever.do anything you were -

really ashamed of? I did when

I talked to you the way I .did, I
shouldn’t’ve done it like that . .
1 don’t know what got into me.

Yes, I do and I'll tell you. I was

afraid you were a boy genius

- planted on me to strip my brains

and take my cornmand I got o
scared.” ‘
- It all comes out like that. You

feel much better and at the same '-

time you're glad Walkinok or
Shank aren’t around to hear you
spout like that.

HE 'kid’s very quiet for ‘a
while. Then he says, “One
time my mother sent me to the
market and something was a spe-

* cial, I forget what. But anyway I

had forty cents change and I for-.
got about it. I found it in my

“pants in school next day and

bought a starship magazine with
it and never told her. I used to
get every issue that way after

that. She never missed the mon- . .

ey. Or maybe she did and didn't
say anythmg We were pretty :
hard up.” :

You understand that the kid

is._trying to give you something, -
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- because you apologized to -him.
You don't say anything more
about that. Right here, a wonder

- starts to grow. You don’t know

what' it is, but you know that
 standoff-and-watch part of your
mind. is working on it. '

You say, “Where is this Ma-
solo?”

“Upstate. Not far from Base.
Ever since 1 was a baby, the axi-
tugs were shaking the house when
 they took off. There’s a big tree
"outside the house and all the
leaves shiver—with the tugs, you
know. I used to climb out a limb
and get on the roof and lie down

o my back, Sometimes you
could see thé starships orbiting.
Just after the Sun goes down,
sometimes you can . .

used to put out my hand. It was
like a firefly up there.”

" “Some firefly,” you say.
“Yeah. Some firefly, all ngh »
Inside you, the wonder is turn-

ing to a large and luminous
- astonishment. It’s still inexpres-
sible, so you leave it alone.
The kid is saying, “I was with
two other fellows out by the
high school one time. I was just
a kid—eleven, I think. Well,
some gorillas from the high
school chased us. We ran ard
they caught up with us. The
other kids started to fight them.
I got over to one side and, when
I had a chance, I ran. I ran all

324 .

" He swal-
lows; you can hear it plainly. *I

the way home. I wish I'd stéye’d '

there with those other two kids,

“They got the tar kicked out

of them and I guess it hurt, but
I guess it stopped hurting after
some teacher came -along and

broke up the fight. But I hurt

every time I think about running
away like that. Boy, did those

two give me a razzing when they
-saw me next day! Boy! So what

I wanted to ask you, you don't

think a kid who would run away |

like that could be a cadet.”
He ends it like that, flat. No
question.

OU. think about it. You've
been in some fine brawls as a
cadet. You're in a bar and some-
one cracks wise, and your blood
bubbles up, and you wade in,
feeling pgiant-size. But maybe
that’s just because of the bus1-
ness of belonging.
You say carefully, “I think if
I was in a fight, I’d rather have
a guy on my side who knew what
being scared felt like. Then it

would be like having two guys

on my side, instead of one. One
of the guys wouldn’t. care if he
got hurt and the other guy
would never want to be hurt that
way again. I think a fellow like
that would be a pretty good ca-
det.”

“Well, yeah,” says the kid, in-
that funny whisper.

Now the inner astonishment
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bursts into sight and you recog-

nize ‘what it is about this kid.

At first, you were scared- of
him, but even when that weat
away, you didn’t like him. There
was no question of liking him or
not liking him; he was a different
species that you couldn’t have
anything to do with.

And the more you talked with’

him, the more you began to feel

" that you didn’t have to set your-

self apart from him, that he had
a whole lot you didn't have—
and that you could use it. The
way he talked, honest and un-
abashed; you don’t know how to

" do that. You nearly choked to

death apologizing to -him.

It suddenly is very important
to get along with this kid. It isn’t
because the kid is important. It’s
because if you can get along with
somebody so weak, so wet behind
the ears, and yet in his peculiar
way so rich, why, you can get
along with anybody, even your
own lousy self.

And you realize that this thing -

of getting along with him has ex-

 tension after extension. Some-

how, if you can find more ways
to get along with this kid, if you
can sce more things the way he
sees them with no intolerance and
no altitude, you'll tap something
in yourself that’s been dried up
a long time now.

You find all this pretty amaz-

ing, and you settle down and talk

WHO?

to the kid. You don’t eke it out.”” ~
You know he'll last all the way
back to Base and have plenty
left over. You know, too, that by
the time you get there, this kid -
will know a cadet can also be a

louse. You can glve him that

much.
The way you treated him, he
was hurt. But you know? He

wasn’t mad, He doesn’t think

he’s good enough to get mad ata
cadet, He thinks a cadet rates
what - he does just by being a
cadet.

Well, you are going to fix that.

HE time goes by and the

time comes; the acceleration

tug reaches out and grabs you
high above Earth, so, after all

that manual-control drill, you —

don’t have a thing to do but sit-
there and ride it down. :

The tug hovers over the com- -
pound right near the administra-
tion building, which disappears
in a cloud of yellow dust. ¥You
sink down and down in the dust
cloud until you think they must
be lowering you info a hole in
the ground. Then, at last, there's

a slight thump and an inhuman

amount of racket as the tug
blasts away free. '

After that, there’s only the
faint whisper of the air circula-
tor, the settling dust, and a pro-

foundly unpleasant feeling in '
calves and chest as the blood gets
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used to c1rcu1at1ng in a 1- G en-
vironment:

“Now don’t you forget Skam-
pi,” you say. You find it difficult
" to talk; you've got a wide grin

plastered across your face and
you can’t cast it adrift. “Just as

soon as they’re through with you,

 you come locking for me, hear?

I'll buy you a soda.”

- You lean back in your G-chair

and hold the bulkhead button.
“x. can, drink. beer,” he says

. manfully. o

“We'll compromlse We'll make

your 'soda with beer. Listen, kid.

I can’t promise, but I know

they're fooling with the idea of
a two-man crew for starships.
How'd you-like to go with me—
-one  trip, -anyhow?. Of course,

“you'll have to be conditioned six

"ways from the middle, - double-
time, and i'll be real rough. But
—what do you say?” |

And you know? He doesn't say
anything!

He laughs, though

'OW here comes Colonel Pro-

vost, ‘the big big brass of
Psychodynamics, and ‘a young

M.P. That’s all the welcoming -

- committee” youw’ll get. The com-
pound’s walled and locked, and
~ no windows look out on it. They
- -must have unloaded some pretty
- sorry “objects from- these space
cans from time'to time.. ' - -
They open the hatch from the
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outside and you immediately
- start. coughing like hell. Your
eyes say the dust has settled, but

. ‘your lungs say no. By the time:

you have your eyes wiped, the
".M.P. is inside and squatting on
the deck, cross-legged.

... -He says cheerfully, “Hi, kay-
' dee. This here’s a stun gun and

" 'if you so much as squint at me

. or the Colonel, you get fiaked
" out like a heaving-line.”
.. “Pon’t worry about me,” you
- say from behind that silly grin.
“I got no quarrel with anybody
and I like it here. Good morning,
Colonel.”
- “Loock out for this one,” said
- .the M.P. “Likes it here. He's
. sick.” :
“Shut  up, -wheelhead,” says
the Colonel "cheerfully. He has
- his gray crewcut and barrel torso
shoved into the hatch and it’s

real crowded in that little cabin. .

“Well, Cadet, how are we?”
- “We're fine,” you say. The
- MLP, cocks his head a little to
-one side and gets bright-eyed.
. He thinks you're .sassing the
- C.0., but you're not. When you
- say “we,”’ you mean you and
your shipmate.

“Anything special happen?”

The answer to that is a big fat
- .yes, but it would take forever to
tell. It’s all recorded, anyway;
PD doesn’t miss a trick. But
_that’s. from then till now, and

- done'with. You’re concerned with
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from now on. “CoIonel I want °

to talk to you nght now. It’s
about my shipmate.”

The Colonel leans a little fur-
ther in and slaps the ML.P.s gun -

hand. He’s in front of the guy,
*s0 you can't see his face. “Beat
it, wheelhead.”

.The M.P. clears out. You
stagger up out of the G-seat and
climb through the hatch. The
Colonel catches your arm as you
stagger. After a long time .in
free-fall, your knees -won’t lock
as you walk; you have to stiffen
each one as your weight comes
on it, and you have to concen-
trate. So you concentrate, but
that doesn’t stop you from talk-
ing. You skim over the whole
business, from your long solo to
being reduced to meeting your
shipmate, and the hassel you had
with yourself over that, and then

this thing that happened with. o

the kid—weeks and weeks of it,
and you've only just begun.
“You can pick 'em, sir,” you

pant as you lurch along. “Do

you always use a little know-

nothing kid? Where do you find

'em? Deoes it always work- out
this well?”

“We get a commander out of

every Long Haul,” he says. .
_ “Say, that's great, sir!”
“We dom’t have very many

ships,” he says, just as cheer- - -

fully,
“Oh,” you say.

UDDENLY you stop. “Wait,.

sir! What about Skampi? He’s

- still ‘locked in on his side of. the

bulkhead.”

“You first,” says the Colonel. -

You go on into the PD lab. “Up
you go.”

You look at the big chair mth
its 'straps and electrodes and big
metal hood.

“You know, they used chalrs
like these in the French Revolu-
tion,” you . say, showing off.
You're just busting with friend-

- liness today. You never felt like
" this.. You sit in the big chair.

“Look, sir, I want to get started

on a project right away. This

kid, now-I tell you, he’s got a
lot on the ball. ‘He’s spaceman
right to the marrow bones. He
comes from right around here,
that little place up the pike, Ma-
solo. He got shook out of his
bassinet by the axi-tugs, -He
spent his childhood lying on his

" back on the roof looking for the

starships in orbit, He's—

“You talk =all the time,” the
Colonel breaks in mildly. “Sum
up, will you? You made out with
your shipmate. You think you
could do. it again in a starship.

“That it?”

““Think we can try it? Hey,
really? Look, can'I be the one to
tell him, Colonel?”

“Close your -mouth and sit
still.”
Those are orders You sxt stlll
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The Colonel gets ybu Strépped"in
and connected up. He puts hls
hand on the-switch.

“Where did you say you came S

from?”

You didn’t say, and you don’t
. becausé the hood swings down

and youw're surrounded by a sud- |

den dissonant chord of audio at- "
tremendous amplitude. If you -
had been allowed to say, though,

you wouldn’t have known.

The Colonel doesn’t even give .
you time to be surprised at this. -

You sink into blackness.

T gets light again. You have

no idea how much time has
passed, but it must be plenty,
because the sunlight from- out-
side is a different color and slants

a different away through the wve-
netian blinds. On a bench nearby =

is a stack of minicans with your

case number painted on each one

~—that’d be the tape record of

your Long Haul. There's some §
"stuff in there yow're not proud

of, but you wouldn’t swap the
whole story for anything.

“Hello, Colonel,” you say wuth'.. :

your tongue thick.
“You with-us again? Good -
He looks at an enlarged film-

strip and back at you. He shows- .

you. It’s a picture of the bulk-
head with the triangular score in
it. “Magneto-striction vibrator,
with a diamond bearing for a

drill bit, hm? Not bad. You guys ~
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* scare me. I’d have sworn that

_ bulkhead ‘couldn’t be cut and
- that there was. nothing in the

ship that could cut 1t You

must’ve been real eager.”
"I wanted to kill him. You
know that now,” you say hap-

- pily. '

“You damn near did.”

i “Aw, now, Colonel! I wouldn’t
. have gone through with it.
“#Come on,” he says, opening

the buckles. .

“Where, sir?”

- “*T'o your space cam Wouldn’t

*. you like to have a look at it from

-thé outside?”

" “Cadets aren’t permitted—"

: “You qualify,” says the old
- man shortly. .

. 'So out you go to the compound.

. The can still stands where it was
" landed.

-~ “Where’s Skampx?” you ask

- worriedly.

The Colonél Just passes you
an odd look and walks on. You
follow him up to the can. “Here,

- around the front.” '

You walk around to the bow
"and- look up-at it. It’s just the
shape it ought to be from the
way it looked from inside, ex-
cept that it looks a little like a

. .picture of a whale caught wink-

" ing at you. '

Winking?

. One-eyed!

“Do you mean to tell me you "

' .'-.h'_ad that kid in a-blind compart-
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ment Wlthollt SO much as a
viewport?”’ you rage. .

The Colonel pushes you. “Slt
down. Over there. On the hatch.
You returning heroes and your
manic moods . . . sit down!”

You sit on the edge of the open
hatch. .

“Sometimes they fall over o
when 1 explain,” he says gruffly.

“Now what was bothering you?”
" “Locking that kid up in a
dark—"

“There isn’t a kid. There isn't
a dark cabin. There’s no view-
port on that side of the can. It’
a hydrazine tank.
© “But I—but we-—but the—"

“Where do you come from?”.

“Masolo, but what’s that to—"
 “What did your mother and
all the kids call you when you
were a space-struck teener?”
“Scampy. They all—Scampy?”.
“That’s right,” he says blunt-
1y. C .

OCKED, you cover your

face. “By God! I can re-
member now, thinking back -in
detail over my whole life—it

started in the bus that day I~

passed the entrance exams. What

is it? Please, what is it?”
“Well, if you want me to get

technical, they call it Dell’s hy-

" pothesis. It was formulated way

back in the middle of the 20th

_century by Dudley Dell, which
was one of the pseudonyms of a.
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magﬁizin_e editor. As 1 remember
it, he later became a lay analyst
and—"

~ “Please, Coloriel!" You're in
~ trouble.

“Qkay, okay,” he says sooth-

-ingly. “Well, up to that time, -

psychiatry had been banging its

"head against a stone wall—usu-

ally banging up the patient in
the process. Thosé early. thera-
pists knew that childish feelings
and motivations were interfering
with adult efficiency. and happi-
ness. When a man would slam

.out of his house and do a.lousy
~ day’s work after a fight with his

wife, the doctor would tell him,
‘Yau're acting as if you were g
child rejected by its mother, and
this was— -

- “Colonel, sir, are you gomg to

- please tell me what the hell's with
. me?”

i | arh,‘" he answers calmly.
“This, as I was beginning to ex-

-plain, was all wrong because the

‘ag if’ ‘concept kept the patient

' from distinguishing his adult
feelings and motivations . from

those of the child within him—a
very. viable, hard-fighting, but

frightened and confused kid it

was, too. “And - smart, Smiart

.enough, at any<rate, to see rejec-

tion for just what it was. And if
it went. fat enough, the doctor
would say hopelessly, ‘Mm-hmm,
schizophrenia,’ thereby: scaring
the liverwurst out of the panen’c

Dell stopped all that wreckage

“Dell stopped all- that,” ‘ yoﬁ 8

repeat, suffermg

“It was a little thing, that hy- -
pothesis of hls—-lxttle like.
E=MC? or Newton’s apple-—

but, oh, my; what happened!”
“Oh, my,” you agree “What
happened?”

“Dell began d:rectmg therapy
to the infantile segment, treating
it as a living, thinking, feeling - -
organism, It responded so excel- - i)
lently that it changed the face of . |
psycheanalysis. Now in your case .

. _you’re not going to intermpt?’_' o

OU shake your head blankly
but obediently. :

“Ciood. In your case, an exten-.

sion of Dell’s hypothesis- was
used. The sum total of your life-

up until you tock your entrance
examinations to this Base was ar-
rested at the age of 15. A hyp- =
notic barrier was erected so.that
you could have no access to any. ‘

of this. You—all of you cadets—
literally start a new life here,.

with no ties whatever to an earf- o
lier one. Your technical educa-

tion very deliberately has no

reference factors to anything but - -
itself. You learn gquickly because -

your minds are uncluttered. You
never miss your past because
we're careful never fo reactivate
it. ’ -
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ated with memories only of their
. training. Well, it didn’t work.
-Childhood conditioning is - too
important to the entire human
being to be wiped out without
- diminishing the subject in just
__about every emotional way. So
we ‘developed this new system.
That's what we used on you.
“But we discovered a peculiar
thing. Even in untrained adults
—as opposed to the sharp divi-
sion of ~pre-’ and post-entrance

you have here—even untrained -

adults suffer to greater or lesser
. degree from internal strife be-

tween childhood and adult in-
. terpretations and convictions. An

exaggerated example would be a |

- child’s implicit belief in Santa
Claus and the Easter bunny, ex-
isting at one and the same time
with’ the adult’s realization that
these are only legends. The inner

~ child—the child within the adult
© ~ugtill exists, according to Dell

" and to all tests since, and will

fight like the very devil for sur-

- vival, beliefs and all . . . espe-
pecially one whose behefs and
_ natural feelings and reactions

had been made grounds for pun-

ishment or ridicule,

"~ “The schism between you and
Scampy was extreme; you were,
in effect, born on different plan-
ets, To be a complete human be-
ing, you had to be integrated.
But to be integrated successfully,
you and Scampy had to learn
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how to get along together. For

Scampy, this was not difficult—
you, even in injustice and cru-.
elty, were a real live hero-image.
But the adult you had a stonier
path. Somewhere within your-
self, though, you somehow found

an element of tolerance and em--
pathy, and used it to bridge the _

gap.
“I may say,” added the Colo-
nel severely, “that it takes a par-
ticularly fine kind of person to
negotiate this difficult merger.
But I also have to say that it’s
always completed.” _
“Always?” you ask, astonished.
“In every single case. 1 know
there are all sorts of rumors
about psychotics being taken out

. of the space cans—the M.P.s
standing by when we open them °

reinforce the rumors, but that’s

- only precautionary in case it ¢ver

happens. It hasn’t yet and I

" ‘doubt if it will.”

EMEMBERING those sto-

ries and thinking about your
own taste of private hell, you
protest, “But I almost went nuts,
Colonel!” :

- *Not a chance ” he says. “That
was the value of Dell’s hypothe-
sis—by being able to contact the
child within you (and it exists
in every adult, if you're wonder-
ing), you could make friends

with him. Stop frowning! What'

else could you do with such an
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- eager, 'friéndly, admu'mg kid?

And that admiration is impor-
tant—because he has such .con-

* fidenee in you, you will, too. And

that confidence lets him relax so
you can take over situations
you've been trained to handle
and he hasn’t.

“Well, that’s what Dell dxscov-
ered was the cause of emotional

‘dxfﬁculty, which he substituted
 for the ancient and useless ‘neu-

rosis’ and “‘psychosis’ labels.

When the child within is contact- -

ed and reassured, -as you did on

this trip, he can leave the con-’
- trols to the adult. And, as I said,
- it always happens. The child feels

secure because it’s liked and be-

cause it trusts the adult self and .

is trusted. The adult self also

-feels liked and trusted. Well,

what else could that produce but
a person at peace with himself?”
“But he talked to me! Don’t

" tell me you've secretly invented a

telepathic cenverter with band-
pass filters!”

“Of course not. How are your
thoughts expressed to you? As
abstract symbols? As wordless
cerebration? No.- You literally
talk to yourself, but subvocally.
You have a subminiature trans-
mitter placed surgically in your
pharynx. The button on your
bulkhead activated 1t. There had
to be a button, you sce; we
couldn’t have the two of you
speaking at the same time, which

WHO?

is what persons in the same room~
invariably do. You.can’t subvo- -
-calize and talk simultaneously.
It would have tipped you oﬂ' U

Hence the button.”

. “I can’t get used to'it,” you- '
complain, “f can’t! I practically '

saw the boy! Listen, Colonel—

can I keep my built-in transmit- -
ter and have the sare rig on my -

starship?”

He smiles, aIthough you think '

it hurts his face. “You really
want it left as is?”
“He’s a great kid.”

“Very well—Commander. D1s- ) B

missed.” He marches away.

OU look after him, shékir'xgl.-"-

your head. Then you duck
into the space can. You stare at

the bulkhead and at the button .
~and at the scoring on the plate
‘where you came that close to - -

filling your cabin with your hy-
drazine -supply. You shudder.

“Hey,” you call softly, “Scam-

y|’!

You push the button. You hear
the carrier. Then, “I’'m thirsty,”
says Scampy.

You cut out of there and go.
down to the rec area and mto the
short-order bar.

“A beer,” you say. “And put a-

lurnp of vanilla ice cream in it.

And two straws.” _
“You crazy?” asks the man, .
“No,” you say. “Oh, no!”

. —THEODORE STURGEON.
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