the man with the anteater
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Anyone who keeps a pet anteater in astringently limited society is obvioudy acrackpot. But some
crackpots have highly methodica cracksin their pots. . .
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No discussion of galactic business, of course, would be complete without mention of
Interstellar Business Advisers. Armed with the tried and true maxims of a free-market economy
and a number of new and daring precepts for the conduct of business on an interstellar scale, IBA
played an important part in shaping the course of trade in the galaxy.

The company was founded by one Joseph Finch, a man whose figure has taken on an almost
mythical air in the annals of galactic trade. The most farfetched stories concern the period before
the founding of IBA, when Finch was still a resident of Earth—

excerpt from "Gaactic Business: A History",

by Emmerz Fent

On asteamy summer morning, Joe and Andy, the anteater, stepped out into their backyard and
surveyed their domain. Thirty-eight, dight of frame and abit on the homedy side, Joe Finch didn't exactly
cut an heroic figure. But he was looked up to as ahero by many nonetheless. And there were, of course,
many who thought of him as astupid, eccentric, thick-headed, bull-headed reactionary. But they seemed
to bein the minority.

Y ou see, inaworld that functions with the smoothness of awell-oiled machine, the man who ingsts
on deciding when to shift his own gears becomes ahero of sorts. A man with few friends, who had yet to
meet hiswife, whose sister and brother-in-law, unable to cope with Earth any longer, wereliving as
splinter colonists on aplanet called Dasein 11 somewhere out in nowhere, Finchwasaloner. Andina
highly collectivized, planned and patented society, loners, if they can avoid being swallowed whole and
digested, become heroes.

Finch was mentally running through his plan to manipulate Arthur Gordon, Chief Administrator of
Earth. Gordon was either asocia idedlist or a power-monger—the two are not aways easily
distinguishable—and Finch knew from certain sources that Gordon was planning to manipulate him. The
thing to do was to make Gordon show his hand before he was completely ready and the strike going on
at the Finch House plant right now could be the perfect lever.

"Stay here, Andy," hetold hispet. "And if you get hungry, help yoursdlf." Andy scanned the dry,
virtualy grasdessyard and trotted off in the direction of apromising mound with his huge, furry tail held
graight out behind him and his agile tongue seemingly licking his snout in anticipation.

"Don't overdo it or you'll have to go back on synthe-meat and formic acid,” Finch warned. Andy
glanced over his shoulder and stuck out histongue.

Finch went out front, started up an old transporter with the words Finch House printed on the sides
and back, and drove off toward Pete Farnham's machine shop.

Asthelast of the new equipment was being loaded, Farnham turned to Finch, "Y ou sure you want to
go through with this, Joe?"

"Look, Pete," Finch said, wiping hisforehead on his deeve, "you designed this stuff so I'd be able to
increase my output by about another haf without increasing my overhead or labor cogts.”

Farnham looked annoyed. "1'm not talking about that. I'm talking about the union ... it'son strike,
remember? They're very unhappy about losing their overtime.”



"If the union had itsway,” Finch growled, "I'd till be using Gutenberg presses.”

"But it'sagaing the law to cross apicket line! Why don't you just wait it out as usud or maybe bribe
the union presdent? All hell'sgoing to bresk looseif you go through with this.”

Finch locked the back of the transporter with asolid click. "That might bejust what I'm after.
Besides, thisisas good atime as any to chalenge arotten law. Gordon's been pushing thingsabit too . .
" Hisvoicetrailed off as he saw Farnham climbing into the cab. "Where do you think you're going?"

"With you, of course" Farnham replied and hefted alength of pipe. "1 spent alot of time designing
that equipment and the only way it'll ever get to proveitsdf isif you get to useit. Now let's get moving."

... the pickets/a truck in their midst /hey! /stop ‘em! /get them! / Hold 'emydon’t let ‘'em
through/ stop 'em!/ Somp 'em! /but chain and bricks and barricades and bodies give way/a face
loomg/flail at it./Someonefires a shot /rniss! /The police arrive/made it! /The pickets are being held
outside and the police will deal with you later . . .

Joe Finch watched the railing crowds from atop the Earth Building. Y ou just can't figure people,
Andy," hetold the pet he had inssted on bringing with him. "They clamor for alaw to be passed and then
celebrate aman who bresksit."

"l believe you're overs mplifying the Situation, Joe," said avoice behind him. Finch turned to see
Arthur Gordon: big, graying, about sixty, the man on whose "invitation" he had cometo the Earth
Building. It wastheir first meeting and the Chief Adminigtrator of Earth got things off on the wrong foot
by cdling him"Joe" Finch believed first nameswerefor persond friendsonly.

"Oh, how'sthat, Arthur?" hereplied, noting the C.A.'swince.

"Wdll, | mean ... it seems you've become asymbol to them—"

(My, what a phony smile you have, Arthur Gordon, Finch observed privately.)

"...asymbol of Individudity—"

(I'l bet he uses a capital "I" when he spells that word.)

"And Individudity is something each of them fedshe haslog.”

(Whose fault isthat?)

"l imagine that some of them, deep intheir hearts, actudly hate you for maintaining aqudlity they've
log."

(I can think of a few union roughnecks who won't have to go that deep.)

"Asamétter of fact—"

"Get to the point!" Finch findly interrupted. "Why did you 'invit€ me here rather than have me
arrested for bresking the picket law?’

Gordon's fixed smile was replaced by one of amore genuine nature. "O.K., Mr. Finch, | will be
moreto the point, dthough what I've been saying isn't far fromit. Let'sgo into my office"

It was not until Finch was seated across the desk from him in the Chief Administrator's spacious main
office that Gordon began to speak.

"Mr. Finch, the reason | did not have you arrested isvery smple: you are the only man on this planet
who can be described as ahero.”

"| think you've got the wrong definition of aheroinmind, Mr. CA. I'mnot ahero.. . . I've never
donean heroic thingin my life. | may stand out in acrowd, but otherwise | think you're overestimating
me"

Gordon frowned. "I don't think | overestimate you at dl. The publicishungry for anidol and you,
unwilling as you may be, are the prime candidate. In fact your unwillingnessto cooperate with the
idol-seekers only increases your popularity. To them yourethelast of arare species. Just look at youl!

Y ou wander around with an antbear at your hedls, you're making a pile of money in an industry that
should have been extinct shortly after the development of telestories, you had a shyster lawyer wheedle
aprivate homefor you so you could raise ants for that ridiculous pet of yours and now you've teken to
busting picket lines!"

"Nobody keeps me out of my own business!” Finch stated flatly and finally.

" wonder about that,” Gordon mused. "Thisis hardly thefirst strike at your plant . . . you've
bargained with the union before, why did you choose to defy it thistime? Planning to challenge the Picket



Lawv?'

"Would it do me any good to try?" Finch replied in anoncommittal tone.

"Maybe. | never liked thelaw . . . didn't like it when it was passed and | likeit even less at the

Finch cracked hisknuckles. "The Picket Law isanatura consequence of legdizing the picket line.

Y ou see, apicket line makesit possible to kidney-punch anyone trying to enter the building currently
‘under siege’ and sooner or later you don't cross apicket lineif you know what's good for you. Then,
with typical political logic, crossing apicket line was declared illega 'in order to prevent violence during
grikes.'"

Gordon snorted. "I've heard dl this before, Mr. Finch. And | didn't ask you here to reprimand your
extraegal activities nor to discuss the Picket Law with you. Instead of having you arrested, I'd rather
make aded."

"| had afeding youd find some use for me."

The C.A. ignored the remark. "L ook, Finch, heré's the Situation: we've become an incredibly
complex society here on Earth; the average man fedslike a cog, fedsaloss of worth. Oh, | know it
sounds very trite but unfortunately it's very true. We've been warned about thisfor centuriesbut it's
something that's amost impossible to prevent, even when you can seeit coming.

"Y ou, however, have somehow overcomeit dl. Y ou've bucked convention, legd restrictions ... even
technology! Y ou've become asymbal of the Individudity peopleingtinctively fed they'velost and want
desperately to regain. And I'vefound away to giveit to them!™”

Finch smirked. "How? Rills?'

Gordon was not in alight mood. "No, the plan's alittle more complicated than that. It's adaring plan
and will frighten people at firdt; they'll want the end but they'll balk at the means. Unless—"

"Unlesswhat?"

"Unless someone they admire not only endorsesit but actively promotesit.”

Finch shook hishead asif to clear it. "Wait aminute. Let'sjust go back abit. Y ou're building up to
the meansand | don't even know what the end really is supposed to be." Gordon strode to a bookshelf
and pulled out a huge volume. "Ever hear of Gregor Black?' he asked as he laid the book on the desk.”

"Some sort of technosociologist, wasn't he?' Finch replied. "But | believe hisdisciplesare calling him
"Noah' Black now."

"Right. Histheory wasthat both the individua and society are best served when theindividud is
doing the job for which heisbest suited . . . the old 'right man for the right job" maxim. He figured that
not only would you achieve maximum productivity but you'd aso alow the individua the persond
satisfaction and sense of fulfillment that comes from doing what he can do best.”

"Whereishenow?' Finch asked.

Gordon had opened the volume and was flipping through the pages. "' Oh, somewhere in the Ninth
Quadrant, | believe.

Finch snapped hisfingers. "That's right! His group was outlawed so they decided to apply for a
'olinter colony.' "

"Ninety years ago," Gordon confirmed, "they took up the government's offer to any large enough
group that wanted to settle an Earth-class planet and got free, one-way transportation to the prospective
utopia of their choice. Since they were registered as a splinter colony, the planet was then declared off
limitsto all government traffic and Black and company could do whatever they wanted with it."

"I'd love to know who dreamed up the splinter colony idea,” Finch said with asmile and ashake of
the head. "It's probably one of the few dealsin history in which everybody gets what he wants: the
government not only colonizesworld after world, but it getsrid of al the local dissdentsto boot. And the
dissdents get their own world on which to live the way they wish."

Gordon was not listening, however. Pointing to the book on his desk, he said, "Here's the reason
Black's group was outlawed: the Assessor.”

"I remember the name," Finch remarked. "Gregor Black's miracle machine.”

"Don't betoo light with the Assessor . . . nor with old Gregor. He designed quite amachine. With the



Assessor screening a population you wouldn't have, say, apotentid physicist or chemist doing menia
labor because histalents and abilities were never discovered and never developed. Nor would you have
incompetents in important positions because of ‘connections. It's too bad the Assessor jumbled the
minds of afew of hisfollowersduring testing . . . that'swhy its use was outlawed."

"Jumbled, hell'" Finch snorted. "It turned afew of hisfathful followersinto vegetables!”

"WEell, you've got to remember that e ectrohypnosis—which was the term for mind-probing in those
days—was till in the experimental stages. Its use wasintegral to the Assessor but its control had not yet
been perfected. Thus, the tragic accidents.”

Finch yawned. "Just aswell . . . never would have worked anyway." Gordon smiled and leaned over
hisdesk. "Oh, but it has!" he exclaimed softly.

"Y ou mean you've heard from Black's splinter colony? | wouldn't put too much faithin. . ."

"No, no," the C.A. interrupted, "it has worked right here on Earth!™

"Where?'

"TheRigrod Peninsula.”

"So that'swhat al the secrecy's been about out there," mused Finch.

Gordon was enthused now: "We started a colony out there twenty-six years ago using a thousand
deserted children, each about ayear old. Each was 'assessed’ once ayear for thefirst twenty years and
education was modified and directed for each in accordance with the Assessor's findings, we were thus
ableto give them twenty years of education in roughly fifteen. Six years ago they were dl given the option
of ether going into their assigned fields or returning to the mainland.”

He paused dramatically. "All stayed.”

Finch affected a surprised expression. He had afew contacts in the government and knew all about
the Rigrod experiment.

"And the advancesin technology, the arts, the life sciences, business and hundreds of other fildsin
these past Six years have been incredible!”

"I can see how it would work," Finch said, "but why tell me about it?"

"Becauseit'sgoing to take amassive selling job to get the public to accept it and my advisersthink
that endorsements by popular persondities would be the best technique. Y ou, Joe Finch, are going to
help convince the public that the Assessor isthe greatest thing ever to come aong.”

"Oh, redlly? Not without alittle more than aspiel fromyou, I'm afraid.”

Gordon sobered. "What do you mean?"

"l mean | want to see Rigrod and see exactly what it'slike. If this Assessor can do dl you say it can,
then I'll back you on it. But | want to see for mysdlf.”

"I'm afraid not,” the C.A. frowned. "Weve alowed free access of outsde information into Rigrod but
all outsiders have been barred. We can make no exceptions.”

"Better make onethistime.”

"Need | remind you, Mr. Finch, that your Stuation in regard to the law a the moment is quite
precarious?’

"l endorse nothing Sight unseen,” Finch stated. He was gambling now, gambling that the Finch
endorsement was important enough to the C.A. to make him back down. "And besides, you've said
nothing about my legd Stuation after | endorsethe Assessor . . . how will | stand then?' Asthey say: if
you're going to bluff, don't do it hafheartedly.

Gordon studied Finch with narrowed eyes and nodded dowly. "All right. All right, damnit! I'll publicly
denounce the Picket Law and have the charges dropped after we go to Rigrod.”

"Wdll, Andy," Finch said, scratching his pet's snout, "looks like weregoingon atrip soon.. . . and at
government expense, no less.”

The Rigrod Peninsula had been turned into aminor city, atiny nation of athousand. Order and
symmetry ruled its design and new structures of unique conceptualization wereon therise. The
inhabitants came out in force to meet Joe Finch. They were only physicaly isolated here and the figure of
the crusty individuaist with his ever-present ant-bear companion was immediately recognized.

He wandered through the crowd of residents commenting on this and that, answering questions and



shaking proffered hands. He was impressed. These people were friendly, articulate and every onea
specidist in hisor her fied. But there was asubtle undercurrent here, an undercurrent he had been sure
hewould find.

After the tour, Gordon and Finch retired to the C.A.'s Rigrod offices. Finch was skimming through a
manuscript he had found on the desk. It was called "Interstellar Business: A Theory," by Peter J. Paxton.

"ThisPaxton isgood," hetold the beaming Gordon. "Hislogistical conceptswill revolutionize
interstellar trade. Does he need a publisher?”

"Sorry, Joe," Gordon laughed, "but Rigrod is setting up its own publishing house—and it will bea
telestories format." He was needling Finch and enjoying it.

Changing the subject, he asked, "Wdll, now that you've seen our little project, what do you think of
it?"

Now thetouchy part: to stall for time. "1 don't know. There's something about this setup that bothers
me”

"What could bother you about it? It's the perfect society! Utopial”

"Thewholeideaof utopiamakes me morethan alittle nervous,”" Finch replied. "Can you givemea
week or two to think on it?"

"I'll give you aweek, Finch. That should give you plenty of time to
assimilate what you've seen here today. But remember, those charges till
stand."

"Yes, I'm aware of that. But don't you think the endorsement would hold
more weight if it wasn't so obvioudy apparent that we had made a deal ?

"Y ou have apoint,” the C.A. admitted and paused, thinking. "Why don't
wetry this: I'll get the charges dropped if you give me atentative
affirmation.”

"O.K., Mr. Gordon. It'saded."

And the Chief Administrator of Earth made good his promise the very
next day.

When Gordon and two other men burst into the Finch backyard, they
found that he was not done. Andy was there and so was ayoung, fair-haired
man in his mid-twenties. Gordon instantly recognized him.

"Paxton! It figuresI'd find you here! Go inside. I've something to discuss
with Mr. Finch!" The young man was quite cowed by the wrathful C.A. He
looked to Finch and Finch nodded toward the door.

"Do as he says. He brought a couple of his bully-boys along so wed
better humor him."

When Paxton had disappeared into the house, Finch turned to Gordon.
"Now what the hell isall this about?'

"Y ou're under arrest, Finch!" Gordon roared.

"What for?' Andy raised his head and wondered who was making all this
noise on such a pleasant afternoon.

"Y ou know very well what for, Finch ... for destroying a government
project!”

"Y ou mean the Rigrod experiment?"

"Y es! The Rigrod experiment! The whole structure of the Assessor built



society started to break down soon after your visit. Y ou did something out
there. I'm going to find out what it was. | don't care how popular you are,
you're going to tell me."

"I'll tell youwhat | did," said Finch. "I visited the place. That'sdl. You
were with me dl thetime."

"Y ou pulled something—" Gordon began.

"Damnright | did," Finch interrupted with asnort. "'l destroyed that
project willfully and with malice aforethought. And | did you afavor by
doing it. It was bound to happen sooner or later, you fool! Y ou thought you
were credting the perfect society by basing it on human individuality, by
making the best use of individual abilities. Y ou took care of individuality . .
. fine! But you forgot al about individualism!

"It never occurred to you that many people wouldn't be happy doing 'what
they can do best.' As amatter of fact, many people don't give adamn about
what they can do best. They're moreinterested in doing what they like to do,
what they want to do. There might be amusician playing at the music center
tonight who could be abrilliant physicigt if he wanted to be, but he likes
music instead. In an Assessor built society, however, hed be working with
mathematical formulae instead of chord progressions. He'd sit around
envying musicians for just so long and then he'd either rebel or go mad.
When are people like you going to learn that utopiais afool's game?"

Gordon wasin acold rage. The project, which was to be a monument to
his name, was being torn to shreds by this manin front of him.

He spoke through clenched teeth: "But why didn't they rebel before you
showed up? The project was working perfectly until then."

"Y ou've had no trouble on the peninsula until now," Finch explained,
"because you've been working with abiased sample. Those kids have been
told all their lives that they are pioneers, that they'll be the onesto prove that
man can have utopia. And so all the square pegs in the round holes—the
equivalents of our hypothetical musi cian-physi cist—keegp mum on the hope
that their discontent will pass. . . they don't want to destroy “man's chance at
utopia by ahasty decison. And in keeping mum they never find out that
there are others like themselves.

"Then Joe Finch comes aong. And I'm not ahero, Gordon ... 'm a
crackpot, an eccentric, anut. I've known about Rigrod for over a decade,
now, and spent that time building up areputation as arugged individualist.
Many times| felt foolish but the press and the vid played right into my
hands. I've been awalking publicity stunt for the last ten years. That's why
my pet isan antbear instead of a dog—although | wouldn't trade Andy for
anything now. |'ve been hoping for a chance to get to Rigrod and you gaveit
to me. And that was all | needed.

" Allowing someone with areputation as a crackpot individualist to



wander through the Rigrod Peninsulais like introducing a seed crystal to a
super-saturated solution: all the underlying threads of doubt and discontent
start to crystallize. But don't blame me! Blame yourself and your inane
theories and ambitions! Y ou were afool to be taken in by Black's theory,
you were afool to bring me to the project and you were afool to think that
I'd have anything at al to do with such aplan!"

Gordon finally exploded. "Arrest him!" he told the two guards who had
been standing idly by.

The guards, of course, did not know anything about antbears. The antbear
has been long used in the areas to which it isindigenous as awatchdog. Its
forelimbs have monstrous claws which it uses for digging into termite hills
but it can rear up on its hind legs and use these claws for defense. And the
antbear has an uncanny ability to roar like alion.

The two guards were quickly made aware of these facts. Andy startled
them with aroar asthey made their first move toward Finch. A few swipes
with his claws and the guards were down and gashed and bleeding.

Andy stood beside Finch and huffed warily as his master scratched his
snout. Finch turned to the livid Chief Administrator.

"Now get out of here and take your friends with you."

"All right, Finch. Y ou've won for now. But let me warn you that your
life here on Earth from now on will be hell! And don't get any ideas about
getting off-planet . . . you're staying right here!"

But Joe Finch had been far ahead of the C.A. He had dready sold his
house, a printing firm had bought his machinery and al the properties of
Finch House had been picked up by atelestories outfit. A handsome bribe
had reserved two seats and one animal passage out from Earthon a
moment's notice and Joe Finch, Peter J. Paxton and Andy were well into
primary warp toward Ragna before Arthur Gordon had any ideathey had | eft
Earth.

With Finch's money and organizational experience and Paxton's business
theories, Interstellar Business Advisers was born and grew with the
expanding Federation. And Joe, at long last able to put aside hisrole of
superindividuadlist, found a woman who loved him—and anteaters,
too—and it wasn't too long before Joe junior came aong. But that's another
story.



