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Baen Books by MURRAY LEINSTER

Med Ship
Planets of Adventure
A Logic Named Joe

The Dean of Gloucester, Virginia

by Barry N. Malzberg

"Murray Leingter” was the pen-name William F. Jenkins (1896-1975) used for hissciencefiction; his
was one of the longest and most honorable careers the genre offered. The breadth of that career is
agonishing; hisfirg sciencefiction story, The Runaway Skyscraper was published in Argosy magezine
in 1919, seven years before the sciencefiction genre inaugurated in the 4/26 issue of Amazing Stories
had been established. And the short novel, The Pirates of Zan, included in this volume, was one of the
last seriasto appear in Astounding Science Fiction (February through April 1959) before, in February
1960, just after its 30th anniversary, it changed its name to Analog. The January 1960 issue wasthe last
one under the Astounding name, and Leinster was there with the short story Attention Saint Patrick, 30
years after hisfirs gppearancein the magazine.

Thisisacareer and the career isonly apart of Jenkins contribution; he was aso an inventor who
obtained many patents. One of them, for the so-called "back-screen projector” used in movie theatersto
this date, isthat device which enables you or the annoying person in the row ahead of you at the Bijou to
gtand and leave the auditorium in mid-movie without casting a shadow on the screen. Jenkinswho lived in
Gloucester, Virginia, for most of hisadult life, had four children, wrote much other than sciencefiction
(appearing frequently in Collier's, The Saturday Evening Post, other mass circulation magazine of the
1940'sand 1950's) but it is clearly the science fiction by which he will be remembered.

He wrote and wrote to grest effect and is one of the very few writers to have contributed more than
one short story to the canon regarded as famous and which reach far out of the genre of science fiction.
(Arthur C. Clarke, author of The Star and The Nine Billion Names of God, isanother; Ray Bradbury,
author of The Million Year Picnic and The Sound of Thunder would dso qudify.) First Contact, the
first and till best story of humanity'sfirst intersection in degp space with an intelligent, spacefaring dien
race, was publishing in Astounding in 1945, reprinted hundreds of times and is regarded as not only an
extraordinarily effective work of fiction and speculation but as a blueprint, avirtual manud, for how such
contact might be accomplished safely and in away which protects the partieswho are dien to one
another. The other story—which gppearsin thisvolume—is A Logic Named Joe, published in



Astounding in early 1946, which brilliantly and with astonishing accuracy not only predicts but mapsthe
contemporary Internet, Google searches, dial-up remediesand dl. Like Arthur C. Clarke's
communications satellite (virtualy blueprinted by the young Clarkein 1945) thiswas here before the
subject was here and not only the accuracy but overlap are remarkable. It isalso, asyou will note, a
bitterly funny story.

Thereisathird work, Sdewise in Time, not nearly as skillfully written, which may be equaly
influentid: published in the 1930'sit isone of the earliest trestment of the aternate/parald-universe theme
in sciencefiction, the branching "rea” worlds which would have existed had other choices been made and
which adjoin our own. Thereisasciencefiction awvard, the"Sidewise" for best annua treatment of the
aternate-world concept, named in its honor.

Jenkins was aways around; he wasamajor science fiction writer in the pre-John Campbell
magazines of the 1930's, then was one of the very few writersto effortlesdy manage the trangition (with
Campbd|'singallation as editor of Astounding in late 1937) to what we now cal "modern science
fiction." Hewas acongtant presencein Astounding in the 1940's and 1950's, won hisHugo findly at the
age of 60 with the 1956 Astounding novdla Exploration Team (the Hugos were only indituted in
1953; sciencefiction had to catch up to Jenkins), wrote one of Astounding'slast serids, as|'ve noted,
and continued publishing through most of the 1960's, most of this|atter fiction being the Med Service
stories (published in another volume of thisreclamation of hiswork by Baen Books) and certainly had by
the mid-sixties earned the not at all ironic sobriquet "The Dean of Science Fiction,” which phrasein fact
gppeared in his obituary inthe New York Times.

A remarkable figure, then, one of the centrd figures (as so noted in the Clute-Nicholls Encyclopedia
of Science Fiction) of "magazine science fiction"—and it was magazine science fiction which drove the
category, at least until the early seventies. Until then, virtualy al important and influentid sciencefiction
appeared first in the magazines, only to reach book form later, and Jenkins was one of the ten or adozen
sgnd figures of the 1940's Campbell Astounding who were integra to the genre, which had reached its
real maturity under Campbell. Thereisaconsensusthat Jenkins novelswere not at the leve of his short
fiction; certainly he published none which had afraction of the reach and force enacted by First Contact
or A Logic Named Joe, and most of the novels have been out of print for many years. The best of the
shorter work is, however, unimpeachable and the span of the career, dmost fifty yearsat or near the very
top of the genre, is closeto unparaleled. It should be added, and not parentheticaly, that Jenkins aso
wrote mysteries and was the editor of an important early science fiction anthology.

A writer of sgnificant range, Jenkins published two storiesin Horace Gold's sardonic early-fifties
Gdaxy, If You Was a Moklin and The Other Now, which managed to embrace Gold's grim world-view
inno less sprightly fashion than First Contact had embodied Campbd l's more positive mien, and thereis
little doubt that a Jenkins born fifty or seventy years|ater could have functioned very well on the cutting
edge of contemporary sciencefiction. Surdly A Logic Named Joe was as savagely innovative in 1946 as
anything published in our celebrated cyberpunk eighties.

A remarkable, irreplaceable figure. Take him out of the history and as with Campbdl| that history
might collapse. Fortunately we do not have to so speculate; heis here and we arelucky to have him. This
collection is both celebratory and as absolutely contemporary asthis great writer.



A Logic Named Joe

It was on the third day of August that Joe come off the assembly line, and on the fifth Laurine come
into town, an' that afternoon | saved civilization. That'swhat | figure, anyhow. Laurineisablondethat |
was crazy about once—and crazy isthe word—and Joeisalogic that | have stored away down in the
cdlar right now. | had to pay for him because | said | busted him, and sometimes | think about turning
him on and sometimes | think about taking an ax to him. Sooner or later I'm gonnado one or the other. |
kinda hopeit'sthe ax. | could use a couplamillion dollars—surel—an’ Joed tell me how to get or make
‘em. He can do plenty! But so far I've been scared to take achance. After dl, | figure redly saved
cavilization by turnin’ him off.

Theway Laurinefitsinisthat she makes cold shiversrun up an' down my spinewhen | think about
her. You see, I've got awifewhich | acquired after | had parted from Laurine with much romantic
despair. Sheisareasonable good wife, and | have some kidswhich are hdll-catsbut | value 'em. If |
have sense enough to leave well enough aone, sooner or later | will retire on apension an' Socia
Security an' spend therest of my life fishin' contented an' lyin' about what agreat guy | used to be. But
there's Joe. I'm worried about Joe.

I'm amaintenance man for the Logics Company. My job isservicing logics, and | admit modestly that
| am pretty good. | was servicing televisons before that guy Carson invented histrick circuit that will
select any of 'steenteen million other circuits—in theory there ain't no limit—and before the Logics
Company hooked it into the tank-and-integrator set-up they were usin' 'em as business-machine service.
They added avision screen for speed—an'’ they found out they'd made logics. They were surprised an’
pleased. They're till findin' out what logicswill do, but everybody's got ‘em.

| got Joe, after Laurine nearly got me. Y ou know the logics setup. Y ou got alogic in your house. It
lookslike avision receiver used to, only it'sgot keysinstead of didsand you punch the keysfor what
you wanna get. It's hooked in to the tank, which has the Carson Circuit al fixed up with relays. Say you
punch " Station SNAFU" on your logic. Relaysin the tank take over an' whatever vision-program
SNAFU istdecastin' comes on your logic's screen. Or you punch " Sally Hancock's Phone™ an' the
screen blinks an' sputters an' you're hooked up with the logic in her house an' if somebody answersyou
got avision-phone connection. But besidesthat, if you punch for the weather forecast or who won
today's race at Hideah or who was mistress of the White House durin’ Garfield's administration or what
isPDQ and R sdlin' for today, that comes on the screen too. Therdlaysinthetank doit. Thetank isa
big buildin' full of dl thefactsin creation an' dl the recorded telecasts that ever was made—an' it's
hooked in with dl the other tanks all over the country—an' everything you wannaknow or see or hear,
you punch for it an' you get it. Very convenient. Also it does math for you, an' keeps books, an' acts as
conaultin' chemist, physicist, astronomer, an' tea-leaf reader, with a"Adviceto the Loveorn™ thrownin.
Theonly thing it won't do istdll you exactly what your wife meant when she said, "Oh, you think so, do
you?" in that peculiar kinda voice. Logics don't work good on women. Only on things that make sense.



Logicsaredl right, though. They changed civilization, the highbrowstell us. All on accountathe
Carson Circuit. And Joe shoulda been a perfectly norma logic, keeping some family or other from
wearin' out its brains doin' the kids homework for ‘em. But somethin’ went wrong in the assembly line. It
was somethin' so small that precision gauges didn't measureit, but it made Joe aindividua. Maybe he
didn't know it a first. Or maybe, bein' logical, hefigured out that if he was to show he was different from
other logicsthey'd scrap him. Which woulda been abrilliant idea. But anyhow, he come off the
assembly-line, an' he went through the regular tests without anybody screamin’ shrilly on findin' out what
hewas. And he went right on out an’ was duly installed in the home of Mr. Thaddeus Korlanovitch at
119 East Seventh Street, second floor front. So far, everything was serene.

Theingallation hgppened late Saturday night. Sunday morning the Korlanovitch kidsturned him on
an' seen the Kiddie Shows. Around noon their parents peeled 'em away from him an' piled 'emin the car.
Then they come back in the house for the lunch they'd forgot an' one of the kids sneaked back an' they
found him punchin’ keysfor the Kiddie Shows of the week before. They dragged him out an’ went off.
But they left Joe turned on.

That was noon. Nothin' happened until two in the afternoon. It was the cam before the storm.
Laurine wasn't in town yet, but she was comin'. | picture Joe sttin' there dl by himsdlf, buzzing
meditative. Maybe he run Kiddie Showsin the empty apartment for awhile. But | think he went kinda
remote-control exploring in the tank. There ain't any fact that can be said to be afact that ain't on adata
plate in some tank somewhere—unlessit's one the technicians are diggin’ out an' puttin’ on adata plate
now. Joe had plenty of materid to work on. An" he musta started workin' right off the bat.

Joe ain't vicious, you understand. He ain't like one of these ambitious robots you read about that
make up their minds the human race isinefficient and has got to be wiped out an' replaced by thinkin'
machines. Joe's just got ambition. If you were amachine, you'd wannawork right, wouldn't you? That's
Joe. Hewantsto work right. An" he'salogic. An' logics can do alottathings that ain't been found out
yet. So Joe, discoverin' the fact, begun to fed restless. He salects some things us dumb humans ain't
thought of yet, an’ beginsto arrange so logics will be called on to do ‘em.

That'sal. That's everything. But, brother, it's enough!

Things are kinda quiet in the Maintenance Department about two in the afternoon. We are playing
pinochle. Then one of the guys remembers he hasto cal up hiswife. He goesto one of the bank of logics
in Maintenance and punchesthe keysfor his house. The screen sputters. Then aflash comes on the
screen.

"Announcing new and improved logics service! Y our logic is now equipped to give you not only
consultive but directive service. If you want to do something and don't know how to do it—ask your
logic!"

Theresapause. A kindaexpectant pause. Then, asif reluctantly, his connection comesthrough. His
wife answersan’ gives him hell for somethin' or other. He takesit an' snaps off.

"Whadda you know?" he says when he comes back. He tells us about the flash. "We shoulda been

warned about that. There's gonna be alotta complaints. Suppose afellaasks how to get ridda hiswife
an' the censor circuits block the question?”

Somebody melds a hundred aces an' says.
"Why not punch for it an' see what happens?’

It'sagag, o' course. But the guy goes over. He punches keys. In theory, a censor block is gonna
come on an' the screen will say severely, "Public Policy Forbids This Service." Y ou hafta have censor
blocks or the kiddieswill be askin' detailed questions about things they're too young to know. And there
are other reasons. Asyou will see.

Thisfdlapunches, "How can | get rid of my wife?" Just for thefun of it. The screenisblank for half a
second. Then comes aflash. " Service question: Is she blonde or brunette?' He hollersto us an' we come
look. He punches, "Blonde." There's another brief pause. Then the screen says,



"Hexymetacryloaminoacetine is a condtituent of green shoe polish. Take home afrozen med including
dried-pea soup. Color the soup with green shoe polish. It will appear to be green-pea soup.
Hexymetacryloaminoacetine is a sdlective poison which isfata to blond females but not to brunettes or
males of any coloring. Thisfact has not been brought out by human experiment, but isa product of logics
service. Y ou cannot be convicted of murder. 1t isimprobable that you will be suspected.”

The screen goes blank, and we stare at each other. It's bound to be right. A logic workin' the Carson
Circuit can no more make amistake than any other kinda.computin' machine. | call thetank in ahurry.

"Hey, you guys" | ydl. "Somethin's happened! Logicsare givin' detailed ingtructions for wife-murder!
Check your censor-circuits—but quick!"

That was close, | think. But little do | know. At that precise instant, over on Monroe Avenue, a
drunk startsto punch for somethin’ on alogic. The screen says" Announcing new and improved logics
service! If you want to do something and don't know how to do it—ask your logic!" And the drunk says,
owlish, "I'll doit!" So he cancels hisfirst punching and fumbles around and says. "How can | keep my
wifefrom finding out I've been drinking?' And the screen says, prompt: "Buy abottle of Franine hair
shampoo. It is harmless but contains a detergent which will neutralize ethyl dcohol immediately. Take one
teaspoonful for each jigger of hundred-proof you have consumed.”

This guy was plenty plastered—ijust plastered enough to stagger next door and obey ingtructions. An'
five minutes later he was cold sober and writing down the information so he couldn't forget it. It was new,
and it was big! He got rich offathat memo! He patented " SOBUH, The Drink that Makes Happy
Homes!" You can top off any souse with adug or two of it an' go home sober asajudge. The guy's
cussin' income taxes right now!

Y ou can't kick on stuff like that. But a ambitious young fourteen-year-old wanted to buy somekid
stuff and his pop wouldn't fork over. He caled up afriend to tell histroubles. And hislogic says. "If you
want to do something and don't know how to do it—ask your logic!" So thiskid punches. "How can |
make alottamoney, fast?'

Hislogic comes through with the amplest, neatest, and the most efficient counterfeitin' device yet
known to science. You seg, dl the datawasin the tank. The logic—since Joe had closed some relays
here an' there in the tank—saimply integrated the facts. That'sall. Thekid got caught up with three days
later, havin' aready spent two thousand credits an’ havin' plenty more on hand. They haddatimetdlin' his
counterfeits from the rea Stuff, an' the only way they doneit wasthat he changed his printer, kid fashion,
not bein' ableto let somethin' that was workin' right alone.

Those are what you might call samples. Nobody knows dl that Joe done. But there was the bank
president who got humorous when hislogic flashed that "Ask your logic' spiel on him, and jestingly asked
how to rob his own bank. An' thelogic told him, brief and explicit but good! The bank president hit the
ceiling, hallering for cops. There musta been plenty of that sorta thing. There was fifty-four more
robberies than usud in the next twenty-four hours, dl of them planned astute an' perfect. Some of ‘em
they never did figure out how they'd been done. Joe, he'd gone exploring in the tank and closed some
rdayslikealogicis supposed to do—but only when required—and blocked al censor-circuits an' fixed
up thislogics service which planned perfect crimes, nourishing an' attractive medls, counterfetin'
machines, an' new industrieswith afine impartiality. He musta been plenty happy, Joe must. He was
functionin' swell, buzzin' dong to himsalf while the Korlanovitch kidswere off ridin’ with their maan’ pa

They come back at seven o'clock, the kids al happily wore out with their afternoon of fightin' each
other inthe car. Their folks put 'em to bed and sat down to rest. They saw Joe's screen flickerin'
meditative from one subject to another an’ old man Korlanovitch had had enough excitement for one day.
He turned Joe off.

An' a that instant the pattern of relays that Joe had turned on snapped off, dl the offers of directive
service stopped flashin' on logic screens everywhere, an' peace descended on the earth.

For everybody else. But for me—L aurine come to town. | have often thanked Gawd fervent that she



didn't marry me when | thought | wanted her to. In the intervenin' years she had progressed. She was
blonde an' fatal to begin with. She had got blonder and fatdler an' had had four husbands and one
acquittal for homicide an' had acquired aair of enthusiasm and self-confidence. That's just asketch of the
background. Laurine was not the kindaformer girlfriend you like to have turning up in the same town with
your wife. But she came to town, an' Monday morning she tuned right into the middle of Joe's second
gpasm of activity.

The Korlanovitch kids had turned him on again. | got these details later and kinda pieced 'em
together. An' every logic in town was dutifully flashin' anctice, "If you want to do something and don't
know how to do it—ask your logic!" every timethey was turned on for use. Moren that, when people
punched for the morning news, they got afull account of the previous afternoon’'s doin's. Which put ‘emin
aframe of mind to sharein the party. One bright fellademands, "How can | make a perpetual motion
machine?' And hislogic sputtersawhile an' then comes up with a set-up usin' the Brownian movement to
turn littlewheds. If thewhed sain't bigger'n aeighth of aninch they'll turn, dl right, an' practicdly it's
perpetua motion. Another one asksfor the secret of transmuting metals. Thelogic rakes back in the data
plates an’ integrates adtrictly practical answer. It does take so much power that you can't make no profit
except on radium, but that pays off good. An' from the fact that for a couplayearsto come the police
were turnin' up new and improved jimmies, knob-clawvsfor gettin' a safe-innards, and dl-purpose keys
that'd open any known lock—why—there must have been other inquirerswith adrictly practical
viewpoint. Joe done alot for technica progress!

But he done morein other lines. Educational, say. None of my kids are old enough to be int'rested,
but Joe bypassed dl censor-circuits because they hampered the service he figured logics should give
humanity. So the kids an' teen-agers who wanted to know what comes after the bees an' flowers found
out. And thereis certain facts which men hope their wiveswon't do more'n suspect, an' those facts are
just what their wives are redlly curious about. So when awoman dids. "How can | tell if Oswad istrue
to me?' and her logic tells her—you can figure out how many rows got Sarted that night when the men
come home!

All thiswhile Joe goes on buzzin' happy to himsdf, showin' the Korlanovitch kids the animated
funnieswith one circuit while with the others he remote-controls the tank so that dl the other logics can
give people what they ask for and thereby raise merry hdll.

An' then Laurine gets onto the new service. Sheturns on thelogic in her hotel room, prob'ly to see
the week's style-forecast. But the logic says, dutiful: "If you want to do something and don't know how to
doit—ask your logic!" So Laurine prob'ly looks enthus astic—she would!'—and tries to figure out
something to ask. She dready knows dl about everything she cares about—ain't she had four husbands
and shot one?—so | occur to her. She knowsthisisthetown | livein. So she punches, "How can | find
Ducky?'

O.K., guy! But that iswhat she used to call me. She gets a service question. "'Is Ducky known by
any other name?" So she gives my regular name. And thelogic can't find me. Because my logic ain't listed
under my name on account of | am in Maintenance and don't want to be pestered when I'm home, and
there ain't any data plates on code-listed logics, because the codes get changed so often—Iike aguy gets
plastered an' tells aredhead to call him up, an’ on gettin' sober hurriedly has the code changed before she
reaches hiswife on the screen.

Widl! Joeis stumped. That's prob'ly thefirst question logics service hasn't been able to answer.
"How can | find Ducky?" Quite a problem! So Joe broods over it while showin' the Korlanovitch kids
the animated comic about the cute little boy who carries sticks of dynamitein his hip pocket an’ plays
practical jokes on everybody. Then he getsthe trick. Laurine's screen suddenly flashes:

"Logics specia service will work upon your question. Please punch your logic designation and leave
it turned on. Y ou will be called back.”

Laurineismerdy mildly interested, but she punches her hotel-room number and has adrink and
takes anap. Joe setsto work. He has been given aidea.



My wife calls me at Maintenance and hollers. Sheisfit to betied. She says| got to do something.
She was gonnamake a call to the butcher shop. Instead of the butcher or even the"If you want to do
something” flash, she got anew one. The screen says, " Service question: What isyour name?’ Sheis
kinda puzzled, but she punchesit. The screen sputters an' then says. " Secretarid Service Demongtration!
You—" It reds off her name, address, age, sex, coloring, the amounts of al her charge accountsin dl the
stores, my name as her husband, how much | get aweek, the fact that 1've been pinched three
times—twice wastraffic stuff, and once for aargument | got in with aguy—and the interestin' item that
once when she was mad with me she left me for three weeks an' had her address changed to her folks
home. Then it says, brisk: "Logics Service will hereafter keep your persond accounts, take messages,
and locate persons you may wish to get in touch with. This demongtration isto introduce the service."
Then it connects her with the butcher.

But she don't want mest, then. She wants blood. She callsme.

"If it'll tedl medl about mysdlf,” she says, fairly bailin', "it'll tell anybody € se who punches my name!
You'vegot to stop it!"

"Now, now, honey!" | says. "I didn't know about dl thig! It'snew! But they mustafixed thetank so it
won' give out information except to the logic where a person lives!”

"Nothing of thekind!" shetdlsme, furious. "I tried! And you know that Blossom woman who lives
next door! She's been married three times and she's forty-two years old and she says she's only thirty!
And Mrs. Hudson's had her husband arrested four times for nonsupport and once for begating her up.
AI.1 [:l n

"Hey!" | says. "Y ou mean thelogic told you this?*
"Yed" shewails. "It will tell anybody anything! Y ou've got to stop it! How long will it take?!
"I'll call upthetank,” | says. "It can't takelong."

"Hurry!" she says, desperate, "before somebody punches my name! I'm going to seewhat it says
about that hussy acrossthe Street.”

She snaps of f to gather what she can beforeit's stopped. So | punch for the tank and | get this new
"What isyour name?" flash. | got amorbid curiosity and | punch my name, and the screen says. "Were
you ever called Ducky?' | blink. | ain't got no suspicions. | say, "Sure!™ And the screen says, "Thereisa
cdl for you."

Bingo! Theréstheinside of ahotel room and Laurineisreclinin' adeep on the bed. Sheld been told
to leave her logic turned on an' she doneit. It isahot day and sheistrying to be coal. | would say that
she oughta not suffer from the heat. Me, being human, | do not stay as cool as shelooks. But there ain't
no need to go into that. After | get my breath | say, "For Heaven's sakel™ and she opens her eyes.

At first shelooks puzzled, like she wasthinking is she getting absent-minded and isthis guy
somebody she married lately. Then she grabs a sheet and drapesit around hersdf and beams at me.

"Ducky!" she says. "How marveloud "

| say something like"Ugmph!™ | am swesting.

Shesays "l putinacal for you, Ducky, and hereyou are! 1sn't it romantic? Where are you redly,
Ducky? And when can you come up? Y ou've no idea how often I've thought of you!"

| am probably the only guy she ever knew rea well that she has not been married to at sometime or
another.

| say "Ugmph!" again, and swalow.
"Can you come up ingtantly?" asks Laurine brightly.
“I'm...workin," I say."I'll ... uh...calyouback."

"I'm terribly lonesome," says Laurine. "Please makeit quick, Ducky! I'll have adrink waiting for you.
Have you ever thought of me?"



"Yeah," | say, fecble. "Plenty!"
"You darling!" saysLaurine. "Herés akissto go on with until you get here! Hurry, Ducky!"

Then | sweat! | gtill don't know nothing about Joe, understand. | cuss out the guys at the tank
because | blame them for this. If Laurine was just another blonde—well—when it comesto ordinary
blondes| can leave 'em adone or leave 'em aone, either one. A married man getsthat way or else. But
Laurine has alook of unquenched enthusiasm that gives aman very strange weak sensations at the back
of hisknees. And she'd had four husbands and shot one and got acquitted.

So | punch the keysfor the tank technica room, fumbling. And the screen says. "What isyour
name?' but | don't want any more. | punch the name of the old guy who's stock clerk in Maintenance.
And the screen gives me some pretty interestin' dope—I never woulda thought the old fellahad ever had
that much pep—and winds up by mentionin' aunclaimed deposit now amountin' to two hundred eighty
creditsin the First National Bank, which he should look into. Then it spiels about the new secretaria
sarviceand gives methetank at last.

| start to swear at the guy who looks at me. But he says, tired:
"Snap it off, fella. We got troubles an’ you're just another. What are the logics doin’ now?”
| tell him, and he laughs a hollow laugh.

"A light matter, fela" hesays. "A very light matter! We just managed to clamp off al the data plates
that give information on high explosives. The demand for ingructionsin counterfeiting isincreasing minute
by minute. We are a so trying to shut off, by main force, the relaysthat hook in to data platesthat just
barely might give advice on the fine points of murder. So if people will only keep busy getting the goods
on each other for awhile, maybe well get a chance to stop the circuits that are shifting credit-balances
from bank to bank before everybody's bankrupt except the guys who thought of askin' how to get big
bank accountsin ahurry.”

"Then," | says hoarse, "shut down the tank! Do somethin'!"

"Shut down the tank?" he says, mirthless. "Does it occur to you, fella, that the tank has been doin' all
the computin' for every business office for years? It's been handlin' the distribution of ninety-four per cent
of al telecast programs, has given out al information on wesather, plane schedules, specia saes,
employment opportunities and news; has handled all person-to-person contacts over wires and recorded
every business conversation and agreement— Listen, fellal Logics changed civilization. Logics are
civilization! If we shut off logics, we go back to akind of civilization we have forgotten how to run! I'm
getting hysterical mysdlf and that'swhy I'm talkin' likethig If my wifefinds out my paycheck isthirty
creditsaweek morethan | told her and starts hunting for that redhead—"

He smilesahaggard smile at me and snaps off. And | it down and put my head in my hands. It's
true. If something had happened back in cave days and they'd hadda stop usin' fire— If they'd hadda
stop usin' stleam in the nineteenth century or eectricity in the twentieth— It'slike that. We got avery
sample civilization. In the nineteen hundreds a man would have to make use of atypewriter, radio,
telephone, teletypewriter, newspaper, reference library, encyclopedias, officefiles, directories, plus
messenger service and consulting lawyers, chemists, doctors, dieticians, filing clerks, secretaries—all to
put down what he wanted to remember an' to tell him what other people had put down that he wanted to
know; to report what he said to somebody else and to report to him what they said back. All we haveto
haveislogics. Anything we want to know or see or hear, or anybody we want to talk to, we punch keys
on alogic. Shut off logics and everything goes skiddoo. But Laurine—

Somethin' had happened. | ill didn't know what it was. Nobody e se knows, even yet. What had
happened was Joe. What was the matter with him was that he wanted to work good. All thisfuss he was
rasn’ was, actud, nothin' but stuff we shoulda thought of oursalves. Directive advice, tellin' uswhat we
wanted to know to solve a problem, wasn't but adight extenson of logica-integrator service. Figurin' out
agood way to poison afellaswife was only different in degree from figurin' out a cube root or aguy's
bank balance. It was gettin' the answer to aquestion. But things was goin' to pot because there was too



many answers being given to too many questions.

One of the logicsin Maintenance lights up. | go over, weary, to answer it. | punch the answer key.
Laurinesays

"Ducky!"

It'sthe same hotdl room. There's two glasses on the table with drinksin them. Oneisfor me.
Laurine's got on some kinda frothy hangin'-around-the-house-with-the-boy-friend outfit that automatic
makes you strain your eyesto seeif you actua see what you think. Laurine looks at me enthusiastic.

"Ducky!" saysLaurine. "I'm lonesome! Why haven't you come up?'

"l ... beenbusy," | say, strangling dightly.

"Pooh!" saysLaurine. "Listen, Ducky! Do you remember how much in love we used to be?

| gulp.

"Areyou doin' anything thisevening?' saysLaurine.

| gulp again, because sheissmiling a mein away that asingle man would maybe get dizzy, but it
givesaold married man like me cold chills. When adame looks at you possessve—

"Ducky!" saysLaurine, impulsive. "l was so meanto you! Let'sget married!”

Desperation givesmeavoice.

"l ...got maried,” | tell her, hoarse.

Laurine blinks. Then she says, courageous.

"Poor boy! But well get you outtathat! Only it would be niceif we could be married today. Now we
can only be engaged!”

"I, .. can't—"

"I'll call up your wife," says Laurine, happy, "and have atak with her. Y ou must have a.code signd
for your logic, darling. | tried to ring your house and noth—"

Click! That'smy logic turned off. | turned it off. And | fed faint al over. | got nervous prostration. |
got combet fatigue. | got anything you like. I got cold feet.

| beat it outta Maintenance, ydlin' to somebody | got aemergency cal. I'm gonnaget out in a
Maintenance car an' cruise around until it's plausible to go home. Then I'm gonna take the wife an' kids
an' beat it for somewheresthat Laurine won't ever find me. | don't wanna be fifth in Laurine's series of
husbands and maybe the second one she shoots in amoment of boredom. | got experience of blondes. |
got experience of Laurine! And I'm scared to degth!

| bet it out into traffic in the Maintenance car. There was a disconnected logic in the back, ready to
subgtitute for one that hadda burned-out coil or something that it was easier to switch and fix back in the
Maintenance shop. | drove crazy but automatic. It was kindaironic, if you think of it. | was goin' hoopla
over adrictly persond problem, while civilization was crackin' up al around me because other people
were havin' their personal problems solved asfast asthey could state 'em. It isamatter of record that
part of the Mid-Western Electric research guys had been workin' on cold eectron-emission for thirty
years, to make vacuum tubes that wouldn't need a power source to heat the filament. And one of those
fellaswasintrigued by the"Ask your logic" flash. He asked how to get cold emission of eectrons. And
the logic integrates afew squintillion facts on the physics data plates and tells him. Just as casud asit told
somebody over in the Fourth Ward how to serve |eft-over soup in anew attractive way, and somebody
else on Mason Street how to dispose of atorso that somebody had |eft carelessin his cellar after ceasing
to use same.

Laurine wouldn't never have found meif it hadn't been for thisnew logics service. But now that it was
started— Zowie! Sheld shot one husband and got acquitted. Suppose she got impatient because | was
still married an' asked logics service how to get mefree an' in aspot where I'd have to marry her by 8:30
p.m.? It wouldatold her! Just likeit told that woman out in the suburbs how to make sure her husband



wouldn't run around no more. Br-r-r-r! An' likeit told that kid how to find some buried treasure.
Remember? He was happy totin' home the gold reserve of the Hanoverian Bank and Trust Company
when they caught on toit. Thelogic had told him how to make some kinda machine that nobody has
been able to figure how it works even yet, only they guessit dodges around a couple extradimensions. If
Laurinewasto start askin' questions with atechnica aspect to them, that would be logics service meat!
Andfella, | was scared! If you think a he-man oughtn't to be scared of just one blonde—you ain't met
Laurine!

I'm drivin' blind when a socia-conscious guy asks how to bring about his own particular system of
socid organization at once. He don't ask if it'sbest or if it'll work. Hejust wantsto get it started. And the
logic—or Joe—tellshim! Smultaneous, theré's aretired preacher asks how can the human race be cured
of concupiscence. Bein' seventy, he's pretty safe himsdlf, but he wants to remove the peril to the spiritua
welfare of therest of us. Hefinds out. It involves constructin' asort of broadcastin' station to emit a
certain wave-pattern an' turnin' it on. Just that. Nothing more. It'sfound out afterward, when heis
solicitin’' fundsto congtruct it. Fortunate, he didn't think to ask logics how to financeit, or it wouldatold
him that, too, an' we wouldaal been cured of the impulses we maybe regret afterward but never at the
time. And there's another group of serious thinkers who are sure the human race would be alot better off
if everybody went back to nature an' lived in the woods with the ants an' poison ivy. They start askin’
questions about how to cause humanity to abandon cities and artificia conditions of living. They
practicaly got the answer in logics service!

Maybeit didn't strike you serious at the time, but while | was drivin' aimless, sweatin' blood over
Laurine bein' after me, the fate of civilization hung in the balance. | ain't kiddin'. For instance, the Superior
Man gang that sneersat the rest of uswas quietly asking questions on what kinda weapons could be
made by which Superior Men could take over and runthings. . .

But | drove here an' there, swestin' an' talkin' to mysdif.

"What | oughtado is ask thiswacky logics service how to get outathismess,” | says. "But it'd just tell
me aintricate and' foolproof way to bump Laurine off. | wannahave peace! | wannagrow comfortably
old and brag to other old guys about what ahellion | used to be, without havin' to go through it an’ lose
my chance of livin' to beaederly liar."

| turn acorner a random, therein the Maintenance car.

"It was anice kindaworld once,” | says, hitter. "1 could go home peaceful and not have belly-cramps
wonderin' if ablonde has caled up my wife to announce my engagement to her. | could punch keyson a
logic without gazing into somebody's bedroom while sheis giving her epidermisaair bath and being led
to think things | gottatake out in thinkin'. | could—"

Then | groan, rememberin’ that my wife, naturdly, is gonnablame me for the fact that our privatelife
ain't private any moreif anybody hastried to peek into it.

"It wasaswdl world," | says, homesick for the dear dead days-before-yesterday. "We was playin'
happy with our toyslike little innocent children until somethin' happened. Like aguy named Joe comein
and squashed al our mud pies.”

Thenit hit me. | got the whole thing in one flash. There ain't nothing in the tank set-up to Start relays
closn'. Relays are closed exclusive by logics, to get the information the keys are punched for. Nothin' but
alogic coulda cooked up the relay patterns that constituted logics service. Humans wouldn't ha been
abletofigureit out! Only alogic could integrate al the stuff that wouldamade al the other logics work
likethis. ..

There was one answer. | drove into arestaurant and went over to a pay-logic an' dropped in acoin.

"Can alogic be modified,” | spdl out, "to cooperate in long-term planning which human brainsare
too limited in scope to do?'

The screen sputters. Then it says.

"Definitdy yes"



"How greet will the modificationsbe?’ | punch.

"Microscopicdly dight. Changesin dimensions,” saysthe screen. "Even modern precison gauges are
not exact enough to check them, however. They can only come about under present manufacturing
methods by an extremely improbable accident, which has only happened once.”

"How can one get hold of that one accident which can do this highly necessary work?' | punch.

The screen sputters. Sweat broke out on me. | ain't got it figured out close, yet, but what I'm scared
of isthat whatever is Joe will be suspicious. But what I'm askin'is strictly logical. And logicscant lie.
They gotta be accurate. They can't helpit.

"A complete logic capable of the work required,” saysthe screen, "isnow in ordinary family use
in—"

And it gives me the Korlanovitch addressand do | go over there! Do | go over therefast! | pull up
the Maintenance car in front of the place, and | take the extralogic outta the back, and | stagger up the

Korlanovitch fiat and | ring the bell. A kid answersthe door.

"I'm from Logics Maintenance,” | tell thekid. " An inspection record has shown that your logic is gpt
to break down any minute. | cometo put in anew one beforeit does."

Thekid says"O.K.!" red bright and runs back to the livin'-room where Joe—I got the habit of calin'
him Joe later, through just meditatin' about him—is runnin' somethin' the kids wannalook at. | hook in the
other logic an' turn it on, conscientious making sureit works. Then | say:

"Now kiddies, you punch this one for what you want. I'm gonnatake the old one away before it
breaks down."

And | glance at the screen. The kiddies have gpparently said they wannalook at some real cannibals.
So the screen is presenting aanthropol ogica expedition scientific record film of the fertility dance of the
Huba-Jouba tribe of West Africa. It is supposed to be restricted to anthropological professors an'
post-graduate medica students. But there ain't any censor blocks workin' any more and it'son. Thekids
are much interested. Me, bein' aold married man, | blush.

| disconnect Joe. Careful. | turn to the other logic and punch keysfor Maintenance. | do not get a
sarvicesflash. | get Maintenance. | fedl very good. | report that | am goin' home because | fell down a
flight of stepsan’ hurt my leg. | add, ingpired:

"An' say, | wascarryin' thelogic | replaced an'it'sall busted. | I€eft it for the dustman to pick up.”

"If you don't turn'emin,” says Stock, "you gotta pay for ‘em.”

"Cheap at the price," | say.

| go home. Laurineain't called. | put Joe down inthe cdlar, careful. If | turned himin, hedd be

ingpected an' his parts sdvaged even if | busted somethin’ on him. Whatever part was off-norma might
be used again and everything start dl over. | cantrisk it. | pay for him and leave him be.

That'swhat happened. Y ou might say | saved civilization an' not be far wrong. | know | ain't goin' to
take achance on havin' Joein action again. Not while Laurineislivin'. An' there are other reasons. With
al the nuts who wanna change the world to their own line o' thinkin', an' the ones that wanna bump
people off, an' generdly solve their problems— Y eah! Problemsare bad, but | figure | better let deepin’
problemslie.

But on the other hand, if Joe could be tamed, somehow, and got to work just reasonable— He could
make me acouplamillion dollars, easy. But eveniif | got sense enough not to get rich, an'if | get retired
and just loaf around fishin' an' lyin' to other old duffers about what agreat guy | used to be— Maybe I'll
likeit, but maybe | won't. And after all, if | get fed up with bein’ old and confined drictly to
thinking—why | could hook Joe in long enough to ask: "How can aold guy not stay old?" Jo€lll be able
tofind out. An' helll tell me.

That couldn't be alowed out generd, of course. Y ou gotta make room for kidsto grow up. Butit'sa
pretty good world, now Jo€'s turned off. Maybe I'll turn him on long enough to learn how to Stay iniit.



But on the other hand, maybe—

Dear Charles

To: CHARLESFABIUS GRANVER,
Sector 233, Zone 3, Home 1254, Radli.
The Thirty-Fourth Century, ad.

My dear great-great-great-etc.-grandson Charles:

Y our friend Hari Vanswill discover thisletter printed as afiction story in an ancient, tattered book of
till more ancient fiction storiesin the rare-books stacks of the University Library. He will be astonished
to see your name and still more astonished to read his own. He will be astounded to find your correct
addressin avolume printed when neither you nor your address existed. So he will show this|etter to you,
and inthisway | can write you avery important message. The ordinary postal service could hardly be
expected to deliver aletter after fourteen centuries, and | fed | must tell you about urgent family matters.

| need to arrange, through you, to meet and woo (and of course to win, despite your unfilia
objections) your great-great-etc.-grandmother. When this|etter is deivered, she will happen to be
engaged to you, so | do not really count on your co-operation. The most | expect isafrantic effort on
your part to prove that the whole businessis pure lunacy. But that effort will beal | need, Charles, and |
think that for the family's sake you should makeit. It redly isafamily matter. Asnearly as| can compute
it on abass of four generationsto the century, you are my great-grest-etc.-grandson some fifty-two
times removed. This relationship exists because of asomewhat unusua series of events, and you need to
know what to do to bring them about.

Tomakeitclear . .. | imaginethat in your day they gill talk of time-travel asimpossible because, so
the argument runs, if one went back in time a hundred years, landed on his grandfather, and happened to
kill him, hewould make it impossible for himsdf to have been born. But of courseif hewasn't born his
grandfather wouldn't be killed. So he would be born. So hewould kill his grandfather. So he wouldn't be
born. Ad infinitum. | am sure you know this proof that time-travel isimpossible.

However, | am your greet-grest-etc.-grandfather because of just the reverse of this classca
paradox. It happens that when you read this, you are about to discover me asavisitor come forward
from my timeto yours. And in your time, with your extremely reluctant assstance, | shal woo and win
your current girl friend and bring her contentedly back to my century to become your
fifty-two-times-removed-grandmother.

| hardly expect you to approve the notion, Charles. Y ou areinclined to be sdfish. You will resst my
great-grandparenta authority, not caring about the consequencesto the family. But | think you will flubit.



After dl, if you did manage to keep me from wooing and winning Ginny, you would not be born to sop
me. So | would woo and win her, in which case you would be born to stop me. If you did such athing,
you would not be born. In short, | think I am going to marry Ginny. Infact, | dready have, and now |
want to arrangefor it.

Let me darify the stuation alittle. In my senior year a Collins University, my physics professor was
Prof. Knut Hadley, Ph.D., M.A. etc., etc. He was a person with asort of monorail mind, capable of
following an ideatenacioudy over dizzy heights of improbability and through fastnesses of opposing facts.
In the previous semester held tracked an ideadown. It was adilly. As class-work, he had five of us
seniors help him put together an incredibly complicated e ectronic gadget that he said would provide
experimental proof of the verity of the Lorenz-Fitzgerald equation. His theory was—

No. | spareyou that, Charles. Let's keep thissmple. Y ou just remember that if you manage to keep
me from winning Ginny you won't be born to keep me from winning Ginny, so | will win her and you will
be born to try and stop me—you see? Just bear that in mind if you get confused. It may help.

In any case, Professor Hadley's gpparatus took asplendid if incomprehensible form. We built it with
elaborate care. And some two weeks before graduation it was finished. Professor Hadley was jubilant.
Standing before us, he adjusted this and checked over that. He made sure of voltages and he measured
micro-ohms of resstance. And then he got ready to turniit on.

For obviousreasons, | am not going to give you any cluesto how it was made. Asit turned out, this
was the device by which | traveled to your century, and | wouldn't want you to make another and come
back to kill your fifty-two-times-removed-grandfather. Y ou will want to, Charles, but it would be most
improper. All the intervening generations, of which | am the revered sire, would never exist. Out of
congderation for them | can't alow it. My regardsto your father, by theway, Charles. And your
great-etc.-grandmother insststhat | give you a message. She remembers you with an affection | cannot
match, and hopes that you meet some nice girl and marry her and live happily ever after. I'm afraid |
retain too much of my old antagonism toward Ginny'sfirst suitor to wish you well.

In re the family business, though, Professor Hadley struck an enthusiastic attitude. He made a speech,
inwhich he said that his device would demongtrate the theoreticaly undemongrable. Dramaticaly, he
flipped the switch over.

He wasright about demongtrating the undemonstrable, dl right! He didn't know hisown geniusor his
own gadget. When heflipped over the switch a spark |egped, tubes lighted, insulation smoked . . .

And Professor Hadley, beaming, turned arather pretty luminous puce color, and with every
gppearance of satisfaction faded quietly into thin air. Smiling happily and glowing like an off-color neon
sign, he vanished deliberately before our eyes.

We stared, our mouths open. We blinked. And after about three seconds there was a sharp,
somehow conclusive "snap,” and the gadget burned itself out with enthusiastic thoroughness. It spat
gparks. Itsinsulation caught fire. It definitely ceased to work. And Professor Hadley remained among the
missSng.

Y our attention span isshort, Charles, so | will not tell you of the disturbance caused by this event.
Wefivewitnessesto his disappearance, of course, wereflatly disbelieved. The police hinted darkly of a
multiple indictment for murder, but were stymied by the well-known rule of corpus delicti. Then they
looked into his papers and found he was corresponding with seventeen femae members of Lonely
Hearts clubs. He had represented himself to them as ayoung and wedlthy bachelor, and they wereliars,
too. The police began to investigate them, announced that an arrest could be expected in the near future,
and thefive of uswere mysterioudy clear of suspicion. But adiversion, about that time, helped to take
attention away from us, too. On Graduation Morning the Dean of Women was discovered atop the
statue of the University's Founder, celebrating the end of the academic year. She was standing on her
head on the Founder's bronze top hat, snging A Robin in the Merry Month of May in parts—no mean
feat for one woman—and she was wearing the Art Department's one prized Picasso neatly made over
into aleotard. Thistended to draw public attention from Professor Hadley's less spectacular



disappearance.

| may say that the mystery has never been solved. Nobody ever found out where he went. | think it
possible, however, that his dentures may yet some day be found in some Upper Devonian fossil-bearing
stratum. | say this because, while he was trying to prove the Lorenz-Fitzgerald hypothesis on purpose, |
later found out that he had made atime-travel device by accident. And from my knowledge of Professor
Hadley, | am sure hewould have had it set up to run backward.

Here| have anticipated myself. | should say that | graduated some two weeks after the Professor
disappeared, but with acommitment to jerk sodas during the summer session to pay up my senior-year
bills. I remained in the small university town. Toothy schoolteachers swarmed in to absorb culture and get
academic credits that would raise their pay if they didn't catch husbands. Time marched on.

Then Joe turned up. | call him Joe to spare him embarrassment. Joe was one of those scholastic
triumphs nobody remembers. He was embracing ateaching career; he was magnificently learned; he was
splendidly earnest. In hisown way | am sure he was a perfectly swell guy—and nobody cared. Hed
been grabbed in ahurry to teach Professor Hadley's subjects to the bespectacled summer students, and
comefall hewould be let go for somebody who knew less but counted more. It wastoo bad. | was
bruta to Joe mysdf, findly, but—

Somebody told him what had happened to Professor Hadley. He thought it over. He cameto meas
aknown witness. He said thoughtfully that Professor Hadley was avery able man, and, if he had thought
he could prove the Lorenz-Fitzgerad theory, it was worth looking into. Would | help him reconstruct the
burned-out gimmick and see what the trouble was? If he could find out, he could write a paper about it,
and, if some scientific publication printed it, he might get a permanent instructorship. . . .

| felt sorry for him. Also, some of the schoolteachers were hanging around where | soda-jerked and
happened to be walking my way when | quit.

| remembered the physicslab asaquiet place where one might peacefully drink a bottle of beer in
the evenings. Or the mornings, for that matter. | agreed to help Joe. We began. And that is how
fifty-two-times-removed-great-grandsons are born.

Y ou areareault of al this, Charles.

Understand this, Charles, | haveto tell my story asfiction in order to get it into print so Hari Vanswill
show it to you so you will yank on a piece of sash cord. . . . Thereisaparadox involved, Charles—if
you haven't noticed. In my century and in my life, these things happened in June and July of ayear ago.
It'sjust about twenty-two months since Joe and | got Professor Hadley's gadget rebuilt and moved a safe
distance away from it before we turned it on. But that device carried meinto the thirty-fourth century,
where Ginny was waiting interestedly to meet me because sheld read this letter. But twenty-two months
ago | had not writtenit. Yet if you'reto act in your typicdly impulsive way—and if Ginny isto regard me
with the bright and fascinated eyes of agirl looking a the man she knows she's going to marry—I haveto
write it sometime, don't I? So the things that have happened will take place?

Now let'stalk about Professor Hadley's time-transporter instead. Shall we?

It was remarkably complicated to look at. There were coils and electron tubes. There were
inductances, grid lesks and transistors, with dials, rheostats, feedbacks and assorted hardware. | didn't
understand it, and even Joe grew more and more pained as we replaced one after another of the
burned-out wires and condensers and whatnots, and it made progressively less senseto him. He knew
his books, did Joe, but thiswas something dse. Still, we got it rebuilt, and | could swear that it was
exactly the way Professor Hadley'd had it put together, except with heavier wiring.

The Professor must have been pretty bright. He'd been absolutely sure the thing would demondtrate
the Lorenz-Fitzgerald contraction, but it was much more remarkable than that. It was atime-transporter,
moving objects from one tempord frame of reference to another.

Every scientist in history has said that can't be done. | hope the Professor, wherever heis—in the
Upper Devonian or Jurassic or even the Lower Cretacious period—knows of hisaccidenta triumph.



But Joeand | just sat and looked at it when it was done, Charles. We didn't know the next step to
take. We had no ideawhat it would do, and neither of uswas especially anxiousto glow aluminous puce
color and, however happily smiling, fade away into nothingness. We put along extension-cord on the
switch. From some distance away we turned the thing on. Nothing happened. We turned it off. | put an
empty beer-bottle where Professor Hadley had stood and we turned the thing on. The beer-bottle
glowed a pae pink and faded away. We turned the thing off. Nothing happened. The beer-bottle stayed
gone.

Welooked at each other. Joe looked very pained indeed. But then he muttered something about
discovering the physical nature of the barrier. He tied a string to a beer-bottle. We vanished it. When we
turned the gadget off it looked like the string was cut in half. But when Joe picked it up to look at the cut
end, the beer-bottle came out of nowhere, still tied fast.

About that time | began to dither, Charles. | will befrank about it. Thereismuch that | do not
understand about Professor Hadley's time-transporter. It wasthe first one ever made, and | am quite
suretherewill never be another. If thereis, it will be over my dead body. Right then, | opened a bottle of
beer.

And Norton, the laboratory cat, came gloomily into the room. He was gaunt and seedy and with his
usud hangover. | regret to tell you, Charles, that in my day some of the lower animals sank to
near-human depths. Norton was notorious at Collins University for hisintemperate habits. Believeit or
not, he would pass up a sardinefor acocktail any day, and on the morning after awet night he was
frequently to be seen prowling about empty beer-canstrying to get ahair of the dog that bit him. Not that
any dog would dare bite Norton, no! Norton was amighty warrior, in his cups. One Christmas he got
tanked up on egg-nog.

But that has nothing to do with you, Charles. This morning Norton came loping over to mewith an
imploring air, as one who would say feverishly: "Fella, give me one drink to straighten me out, and so help
meI'm gonnajoin AA!" | gave him the drink. He lapped it up, broodingly. Then he burped, rolled over
and went to deep.

The sameidea struck Joe and myself smultaneoudy.

Y ou've guessed it. We waked Norton and tied astring to his collar, put him in the place from which
the beer-bottle had gone into the wild blue yonder, and threw on the time-transp