Neither Do I ey Reap
The Sheep

géelen was painting "Meadow a Arles’ when Dan got homefrom play. "That old thing again!" he

sad, taking off his hat and coat and handing them to the robutler. "Why don't you paint something
different for achange?'

Helen deactivated the e ectronic paint-set and turned and faced him. "Because it's pretty, that'swhy,"
shesaid. "l liketo paint pretty things." She brushed back astrand of chestnut hair that had fallen over her
forehead, using the back of her wrist the way she had seen agirl artist do once on 3V. The effect,
however, was marred by the sulky expression that had settled on her face.

Dan came over and kissed her. "All right, soit's pretty. Y ou don't have to get mad.”

His cheeks were rosy from the March wind, and his boyish smile waswarm; the artificid dimpleon
his chin gave hisface a clean-cut masculine look. It was one thing to get mad at Dan and quite another to
stay mad a him; moreover, Dr. Cherub, the 3V marriage counselor, said that wives should show more
consderation for their husbands when they came home from ahard day at the office. Helen matched his
smilewith one of her own and kissed him back. "I'm not mad,” she said. "Why don't you play apiece on
the organ whilel fix supper?’

"All right,” Dan said. He went over to the organ and sat down in the operator's seet. "What are we
having?'

"Chicken yummy." Helen removed her artist's smock, wadded it up and threw it into the paper-esater,
and tied agay little gpron around her waist. Then she went out into the kitchen and gave Big Bridget her
order.

"Very wdl, madam," Big Bridget said, her banks of multicolored lights flashing on and off and her
neon blood coursing vividly through her glass-tube veins. " Two chicken yummies coming up.”

At the console, Dan punched out NOLA on the selector-pandl, and when the opening keyslit up,
placed hisfingersin the numbered positions. Presently there was alittle click, and he began to play.

He paid little attention to the music, concentrating on hisfingersingtead. It fascinated him the way
they flew over the keyboard in response to the eectronic stimuli. He had heard that along time ago
people used to play non-automatic organs, moving their fingers from one combination of notes to another
by following sequences of little black specks on a sheet of paper. But he didn't believeit for one minute.
Anybody with any sense could see that such an operation wasimpossible. It stood to reason that if you
were looking at the specks, you couldn't [ook at your fingers, and if you couldn't see your fingers, how in
theworld could you move them to the right keys?

Hisfascination was short-lived: the organ, like dl the other pieces of entertainment equipment he and
Helen owned, was beginning to bore him. Hafway through Nola he turned it off and went out to the
kitchen to see how supper was coming. Just as he stepped through the doorway, two bowls brimful of
steaming yummy emerged from Big Bridget's culinary tract and cameto rest on her horizonta gpron.

He and Helen carried them into the living room and ate in front of thewall-size 3V screen. The
Catastrophe—cast had just come on, and a big strato-liner was plunging earthward, trailing astream of
black smoke. They watched intently, spooning the chicken-flavored porridge into their mouths without
taking their eyes from the screen. Catastrophe—casts could be fun.

Presently the liner began glowing adull red. Little figures of passengers could be seen legping from its
escape hatches and trailing in itsfiery wake like singed flies. The earth rose up as though eager for the
imminent impact. A mountain range cameinto view, aforest, agreen valey; adistant megdopolis. For an
ecstatic moment it appeared as though the liner would plunge into the mega opolis, but such did not turn
out to bethe casg; it crashed into the valey instead. A monstrous flower bloomed, its black petals shot
with vivid streaks of red. The detonation filled the gpartment; the smell of smoke and roasted flesh
blended with the aroma of chicken yummy. The announcer's voice followed, garnishing the incident with



the number of degaths, promising more spectacular incidents to come.

Dan spooned the last of his chicken yummy into his mouth, swalowed it. "How comethey never fdl
into amegalopolis?' he said peevishly.

Helen yawned. "1 don't know," she said. Then, remembering Dr. Cherub's exhortations to the effect
that wives should take more interest in their husbands: "How were things &t the office today, dear?"

Dan's reaction cast doubt on Dr. Cherub's omniscience. "Awful," he said. "Just plain awful!" He got
to his feet and began walking back and forth. "The same old thing, day after day," he went on. "We
haven't had any new entertainment equipment come in for weeks now. All we've got to amuse ourselves
during break time isthat old Dodger—Y ankee game that came in over amonth ago!™

"But | thought you liked to play baseball.”

"I do, but not on that old field." He stopped pacing and stood before her. His lower lip protruded
dightly, ruining the effect of the dimple on his chin. "Mickey Mantle hasashort circuit and can't even hit a
home run any more, and this afternoon when | had the Y ankees, he missed a pop-up fly with the bases
loaded!" He shook his head despondently. " Sometimes | don't think the company loves us any more,
keeping such outdated equipment around!™

"Hush, you shouldn't say such things! Of coursethey loveyou.”

"Wl they certainly don't act it. When aman plays as hard as | do two days aweek, week in, week
out, he'sentitled to alittle congderation. The least they could do is get Mickey Mantle fixed." Dan began
pacing back and forth again, and alittle robotic terrier came out of alittle door in thewal and started
jumping around hislegs. "1 get so bored sometimed™

"Y ou get bored!" Helen said. "What about me?' Dr. Cherub appeared in the recesses of her mind
and shook an admonishing finger a her, but she'd had just about enough of Dr. Cherub, and she turned
her back on him. "How do you think | fed sitting around this gpartment al day with nothing to do but
paint and play the organ!"

"But you can at least go to the Playpen.”

"Y ou know yoursdlf that no new games have come into the Playpen for months. What would be the
sense of my going there? Why, last weekend you wouldn't go there yoursdlf.”

He couldn't deny it. "You'reright,” he said. "When it comesto getting us new games, the government
isjust asbad asthe company.” Thelittle terrier ssood up on its hind legs and placed its forepaws on his
knees. It barked with artificia ecstasy. Dan kicked it into the corner. "That's the whole trouble with this
country,” hesaid. "No new games!"

"Let'swrite aletter to the presdent,” Helen said, standing up. "Hell do something about it."

Dan looked dubious. "I don't know. Weve dready written him twice, and he didn't do anything.” He
sghed. "Sometimes | don't think he loves us any more either!”

"Oh, but he must love us. Didn't he say so on hislast 3V chat? Why, he even said that maybe next
year we could have babied!"

"Oh, hedways saysthat,” Dan said, "but it never comestrue.” Thelittleterrier was crawling out of
the corner on its belly, and he drew back hisfoot for another kick.

Helen stopped him. "It'smy turn,” she said, catching the dog agood one on the side of the head. It
rolled over and over, yelping redigticaly. Shefdt better. "Sure, that'swhat well do,” shesad. "Well
write aletter to the president.”

"Wdl . ..dl right," Dan agreed.

They gpproached the writing machine diffidently. For some reason it dways gave them afedling of
inferiority. Helen turned it on. "We—wed liketo write aletter,” she said.

The writing machine hummed. "To whom?"' it asked.

"To—to the president.”

"One moment, please." There was abrief pause while the writing machine adjusted its wave-lengths
to the proper pattern, then: "Proceed, please.”

"Dear—dear Mr. President,” Helen said. "We—we haven't got anything to do. Could—could you
please think up some new gamesfor usto play? Signed: Dan and Helen Smith.”

She turned triumphantly to Dan. "There, that ought to do it!" she said.



The Herdsmen

Haines released the phone and watched it crawl back into itslittle oubliette and close the door behind
it. Heraised his eyes from the table and traversed the faces of histhree assstants. hog-jowled
Morgangtein's, cold-eyed Repp's, downcheeked Trask's. "The old man,” he said. "Another spate of
letters. 'Please think up some new gamesfor usto play!" | wonder what they'd say if they knew we can't
think up any more.”

"Did it ever occur to you," said Trask, "that if we gave them the chance, they just might be ableto
think up some of their own?”'

"Yes, it did occur tome," Hainessaid, "and | filed the thought under Notions, Idiotic.” He spread his
elogquent hands on the tabletop. " For they sow not, Trask. Neither do they regp ... Morganstein?’

"If the birth quota could be re-established for just one more round—" he began.

Haines shook hishead. "One more round would finish us off for good. Even if we could feed them,
there would be too few deaths by the time they reached mating age for us to house them. Repp?"

Repp sad, "Since weve run the gamut of games and seemingly can't come up with any new ones,
why not try diverting them by souping up the catastrophe-casts?

Haines shook his head again. "We can't soup them up any more. They're dready comprised of fifty
percent violence and fifty percent bloodshed.”

Repp'sthin smilewasacreviceon hisglacid face. "Therésaway," he said. He paused, looking at
Haines.

Hainesnodded. "Let's haveit."

"Previoudy," Repp began, "wevefollowed traditiontoa T in regding our chargesvia
communications media. That is, we've given them the age-old thrill of seeing someone eseget it inthe
neck, the while carefully avoiding any reference to the possibility that their own necks might bein danger.
Since both our events and our locales are fictitious, and Since we've dispensed with place-names—no
one ever redly paid much attention even in the old daysto locdlities: it wasthe event itsdlf that
counted—our adherence to tradition has involved no strain either upon our consciences or our intellectua
resources. When we wish to inundate a section of a coast with atidal wave, for example, we need
merely to make sure that the particular dwellings on our mode are of atype no onelivesin any morein
order to alay whatever fearsthose of our audience who dwell in coasta areas may have concerning their
own skins. Or, when we wish to employ acyclone, we need merdly confineit to asmall town in order to
eliminate any thought of persona danger from our viewers minds, because even though none of them is
awarethat small towns no longer exi<, he ftill knowsthat helivesin amegaopolis, and consequently he
can St back, relax and enjoy himsdf.”

Repp paused, his cold eyesflicking from face to face. Presently: "I propose,” he said, "that we
ingtruct the miniature-effects department that the next time they create atidal wave, they launchit upon a
miniature coastal megaopolis; that the next time they create acyclone, they send it through aminiature
inland mega opolis; and that the next time they create astrato-liner disaster, they bring the liner down, not
inavaley or aforest, but in amegaopolis street—ypreferably a crowded one.”

Trask was on hisfeet. "Why, that's horrible! The people will think—"

Haines motioned him down. "L et Repp finish what he hasto say."

Again acrevice of asmile gppeared on Repp's cold countenance. "Trask has said it for me," he said.
" "The people will think—' They will think they arein danger—and that is precisely what we want them to
think. They will think that it istheir section of the megalopolisthat the strato-liner is about to crash into,
the cycloneinvade, the tidd wave inundate. They're too jaded to obtain satisfaction from events that do
not involve them personaly. In order for them to be affected, they must experience fear and horror
directly instead of vicarioudy. And once they have experienced them afew times, they'll be more than
glad to go back to their games, outdated or not."

Morganstein nodded, his chin snking into hisfat jowls. "1t might be worth atry,” he said.

Trask's boyish face was pae. Helooked wildly around the table. "It smacks of the punishment the



Tsar enacted upon agroup of socidigtsin nineteenth-century Russia," he said inashrill voice. "Areyou
familiar with theincident, gentlemen?If nat, I'll enlighten you. The Tsar sentenced the socidiststo degth,
had the desth sentence read to them, had the cross given them to kiss and had the dagger broken over
their heads. Thefirgt three were then lined up before the firing squad, but before the execution could take
place, retreat was sounded and the prisoners were informed that the Tsar had granted them amnesty.
Oneof them went insane.”

"But the othersdid not," Repp said drily. "And if | recall correctly, Dostoevski was one of the others.
Perhaps we can thank the incident for The Brothers Karamazov." Helooked a Haines. "What's your
resction?'

Haines rubbed a gray-specked temple, a gesture both Repp and Morganstein had come to associate
with indecison on the part of their chief. He was sillent for sometime. Then: "It'strue: emotiond crisesdo
create changes in men, and perhaps the Tsar was the involuntary patron saint of The Brothers. But we
have no Dostoevski'stoday. I'm thinking of the prisoner who went insane.”

Repp said, "The same sengitivity that was present in Dostoevski and made it possible for the
experience to degpen and broaden him was dso present in hisintellectually weaker fellow-prisoner, and
it wasthis quaity, forced to stand aone, that drove the latter insane. | submit that not only do we not
have any Dostoevski's today, we do not have any insane-prone 'fellow-prisoners ether.”

"And | submit," Trask said, "that while we may have no Dostoevski's or insane-prone
‘fellow-prisoners,’ we do have the Tsar who sentenced them, and | submit further that heis Sitting right
here with us now!"

Haineslooked a him alittle wearily. "Repp is sitting here for the same reason you are sitting here,
Trask—to do ajob. If it happensto be ajob that rarely lendsitself to ideal solutions, the job, not he, is
to blame. | am inclined to agree with Morgangtein: 1, too, consider the suggestion worth atry.”

Trask was on hisfeet again. "I won't countenanceit! I'll go to the old man. I'll—"

"Sit down, Trask," Haines said. He said it quietly, but his unassailable authority honed hiswords and
made his gray eyes bleak. Trask sat down.

"Now," Haineswent on, "I'll fill in the background which the schools you attended apparently but
inadequately sketched for you. First of all, neither we, nor the generations of idea-men who preceded us,
created the society we adminigter to. It created itsalf.

"It crested itsalf by repestedly eecting men into office who it knew would giveit what it wanted, and
by religioudy shunning al ideas that were contrary to its preconceived notion of what it wanted to be. Its
three basic goals were security, conformity and materiaistic comfort, and eventudly it achieved dl three.

"Thereisapricefor everything. The price Agamemnon paid for Troy was Clytemnestras treachery;
the price Napoleon paid for Moscow was Waterl0o; the price Japan paid for Pearl Harbor was
Hiroshima; the price our society paid—and is paying—for itsthreeidedsis serility. | do not mean the
voluntary physica gterility which its own over-propagetion of itself hasforced it to accept: | mean the
mental and spiritud serility which rendersits membersincapable of cresting anything for themsalves,
which forcesthem to rely on theincreasingly few of their number in whom the creative spark re-appears
in each generation. Granted, this has always been true; but never wasit true on such agrand scae. The
mass of men have always stood around waiting for the creators to dream up new diversions, but
originaly areasonable proportion existed between creator and receiver. But now, thanksto the five-day
weekend and the concomitant atrophying of credtivity, it exists no longer. You and | and Morganstein
and Repp are responsible for the morale of almost a billion people; we are the only creatorsthis
generation has thusfar been able to provide. We must do their sowing for them, but the barrenness of
their mindsis such that no matter what we sow, the cropswill be stunted.

"Don't misunderstand me, Trask. Theoreticdly, leisureis a priceless commodity. But when you lack
the necessary background to employ it advantageoudly, when, even worse, you lack the desire to employ
it advantageoudy, it becomes amonster. Our job isto combat that monster to the best of our abilities. It
isabogy man at the nursery door, and we must keep the door secured with whatever means are at our
disposa, and we can't afford to be critica of those means smply becausethey fail to liveupto an
outdated inapplicable idedlism. | repeat: | consider Repp's suggestion worth atry. Well take an official



vote. Morgangtein?
"For."
"Repp?
"For."
"Trask?'
"Agang."
"For," Haines said. He spoke into the intercom: " Get me the miniature-effects department,” he said.

The Gray Pastures

Don Newcombe wound up dowly. Duke Snider backed alittle closer to the center field fence. It
was the bottom haf of the ninth and the score read New York 1, Brooklyn 2. The count was 3 and 2,
with two men down and the bases empty. Mickey Mantle was at bat.

Don Newcombe took histime. The miniature diamond gleamed in thelight of the miniature sun. The
pitch, when it finally came, was a curve that broke low over the outside corner of the plate. Mickey
Mantle swung furioudy but he missed by amile.

"Darn!" Dan said. "He never should have swung at that one. | can't understand why they don't get
him fixed!"

"You just picked the wrong team, that's dl,” Harry, who worked in the office next to him, said. "Y ou
were outclassed. Anyway, it'sjust aswell he did strike out: we wouldn't have had time to go into extra
innings™

Dan'slower lip began to protrude. "He's got a short-circuit, | tell you. The Y ankees can best the
Dodgers any day!"

At this point the chimes signaling the end of the afternoon bresk sounded, and the two men |eft the
big recrestion hall and returned to their tiny offices. The other employees followed suit. In hisoffice, Dan
sat down at his narrow desk and stared at the dot in the wall from which, one half hour hence, his card,
coded with the production figures of the subterranean automation sector to which he was assigned,
would emerge. While he waited, he doodled on his desk blotter. The blotter, he noticed, was dmost
completely covered with previous doodles, and he made amental memo to requisition anew one.

At length the Go-Home chimes sounded, and after saying hello and good-bye to the employee who
occupied the office during the second shift, he headed for the time clock. It was Tuesday, and when he
dropped his card into the "out" dot, his paycheck emerged from the dot just benesth.

Hejoined the line of depositorsin the bank next door. Findly histurn came, and he fed his check
cheerfully to the mechanica teller. Theteller took care of everything: mortgages, taxes, utilities, medical
expenses, groceries, insurance, clothing and games. Fifteen cents change tinkled in the return cup, and
Dan picked it up, pocketed it and walked out.

There must be asurplusin his games account by now, he thought bitterly. At least no new ones had
been delivered to the apartment recently. He wondered if any had come into the Playpen. Probably not.
And here he was with awhole weekend to kill!

Frudration fell into step with him on the speed-wak and accompanied him dl theway to the
gpartment. It was gtill with him when he went into the living room and kissed Helen. She waswatching a
documentary on 3V, and asit was alittle too early for supper, he joined her. The documentary dedlt with
one of the birth riots of the early twenty-first century. The Varbleu Case. Mrs. Varbleu had given birth to
quintuplets and she and her husband had been arrested: the documentary concerned itsdf primarily with
the eventsthat ensued their imprisonment in thelocal jail. Dan had seen it before, but heliked lynchings,
s0 he didn't mind watching it again. Some of his frustration departed as the big crowd gathered in front of
thejail, and by thetimethe jail door had been burned through with an acetylene torch, he was dmost his
norma saf again. The acetylene torch lent the double lynching aunique flavor. Ordinarily the mob just
strung the culprit or culprits up after asuperficid beating, but you could do alot of thingswith an
acetylene torch that you couldn't do with your fists and your fingernails. Along toward the end, Mr. and
Mrs. Varbleu were begging to be hanged—especialy Mrs. Varbleu. Dan didn't blame her much,



considering the job they'd done on her, but she should have thought of that before.

"What would you like for supper, dear?' Helen asked after Mrs. Varbleu's screams had died away.

Hesighed. "Any new dishes?’

She shook her head. "They never come out with anything new any more—you know that. How
about some Lamb's Ddlight?*

"l suppose,” hesad.

While shewas giving the order to Big Bridget, he played "Hlight of the Bumble Bee' on the eectronic
fiddle. Usualy the rendition left him with afeding of accomplishment, but tonight he felt nothing but
dissatisfaction. Lately there had been an emptinessin him, and no matter what he did tofill it, it kept
growing bigger and bigger.

Asusual they atein front of the 3V screen in order to catch the Catastrophe-cast. 1t opened with a
grato-liner burgting into flames and plunging earthward. "What, another one?' Dan said disgustedly.

"Thesameold jazz dl thetime," Helen said. "They're even running out of new waysto kill people!™

The disaster followed the same lines as the smilar disaster of aweek ago had followed—till near the
end. There was the same red glow when the liner reached the atmosphere, the same fly-like wake of
snged passengers. The same—

No, not quite the same. The megaopoliswasn't in the distance thistime. It wasin the foreground. It
was S0 closg, in fact, that you could see the gpartment levels, the speed-walks, the Streets; the people
scurrying for cover— Dan leaned forward, a spoonful of lamb-flavored porridge halfway to his mouth.
"Say—" he began.

"Why—why it looks as though it's going to crash into a populated area for achange!™

"Darned if it doesn't!” Dan said.

And sure enough, it did. Apartment levels splintered. Flames shot up everywhere. People screamed.
Ambulanceswaliled. Black smoke, veined with red, roiled darkly heavenward. An acrid stench crept into
the room, lending theillusion that the crash had occurred less than ablock away, but neither Dan nor
Helen got up to look out the window. Asamatter of fact, they did not once take their eyesfrom the
screenttill the scene faded out, and then they did so only briefly because a cyclone scenetook its place.
Another megal opolis was involved—or perhaps the same one; there was no way of telling, asone
megalopolis|ooked pretty much like another. After the cyclone, atidal wave took over; then an
earthquake; finaly ahurricane.

Dan threw his cardboard bowl! and spoon into the disposal chute and stood up. He yawned. "What
arewe going to do tonight?' he asked. And then, remembering that the weekend was coming up: "And
tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow?" The thought weighed him down,
and when the little robotic terrier, sensing his mood, came out of the wall and ran toward him, he kicked
it heartily. "I suppose no new games camein at the Playpen.”

Helen shook her head. "Not asingle one.”

"Darn! And after we wrote to the president, too!"

"Maybe it takestime to manufacture them—"

"Inthis day and age? They could make them in aweek, easy."

"Y ou—you don't suppose, do you?—" Helen began.

"Suppose what?'

"Y ou don't suppose they can't think up any new ones, do you?'

Dan'sface went blank. When thelittle dog crept out of the corner and fawned at hisfeet, he didn't
even remember to kick it. He sat down instead. "But that can't be! 1'd sooner believe that the president
didn't get our letter.”

"All right,"” Helen said, "let'swrite him another. And send it Specid Ddlivery.”

"All right, let's"

They approached the writing machine together, thelittle terrier barking at their hedls. Dan paused
long enough to turn around and kick it back into the corner, then he joined Helen at the machine.

Sheturned it on. "We—wed like to write aletter—" she began ...



The Wilderness

Hainesraised his eyes from thelittle trap door which the phone had just closed behind itsdlf. He met
Repp's questioning gaze. "The old man," he said bitterly. "Another spate of letters.”

Repp's disappointment was dmost tangible. "Still discontented, en?!

"They want new games and that'sit." Haines sighed. "WEll just have to come up with some, or we're
done."

Trask was triumphant. "They're more senditive than you gave them credit for being. | knew it
wouldn't work."

Hainesregarded him sourly. "1 wish they were sengitive,” he said. "But the sad fact isthat they've
been coddled so long that they smply can't conceive of anything unpleasant happening to
themselves—and by extenson, to their own megaopolises.”

Morgangtein said, "Maybe it's too soon to expect results. Maybe we should give the new cagts alittle
longer to teke effect.”

"Oh, wélll givethem achance," Hainessaid. "But the result isforegone. In afew daystimethey'll
have forgotten the casts they're viewing are any different from the ones they viewed before, and be more
bored than ever. Games are the only answer."

"How about a cat to go with their dog,” Morganstein suggested. "When kicking the dog doesn't help,
they can kick the cat—or maybe step oniitstail.”

"Games," Haines repeated. "Nothing else will work. Weve got to keep them occupied—not smply
dleviatetheir frustrations.” Helooked around the table. "Any idess?"

No one spoke.

"All right,” he went on, "well try something different. Instead of trying to ideate en masse, well
adjourn and seeif we can't come up with something separately. Tomorrow morning well pool our
idess."

He lingered in the conference room after the others had gone. It was night, and through the enormous
window he could seethe lights of Megaopolis 6 glittering like agolden swarm of fireflies en routeto
nowhere.

He went over and stood before the window so that he could obtain a better view of them. He had
seen the lights countless times, and aways before they had depressed him; tonight, however, hisreaction
to them was somehow different. Presently he recognized the symptoms that invariably accompanied the
birth of an idea, and he gavefull rein to histhoughts.

Once, green land had flourished where the lights now gleamed; green land and trees. He saw part of
the land presently—alush green meadow—and he saw the trees paisading it. A splendid buck stepped
into the meadow—a six-pointer—and paused and raised its head. Abruptly there was the sound of a
shot, and atenuous coil of smoke arose from anearby thicket. The buck gave alegp, beganto run. It
seemed to run right into the ground. Its magnificent head plowed afurrow in the earth; itslegs thrashed,
but it did not get up.

A hunter stepped from the thicket. He pumped another dug into the buck. The buck lay till.

Today you gave them dogsto kick. It was acommendable substitute, but it wasn't like stalking and
bringing down adeer. The sense of satisfaction wasn't there; the sense of fulfillment. Y ou couldn't strap
the dog on your fender and park your car outside atavern and go insde and drink and brag with the
proof of your braggadocio visiblefor al to see. For one thing, you had no car, and for another, your
friends and acquai ntances had spite-dogs the same as you did and knew aswell asyou did that it
required no particular prowessto kick them into insensibility.

True, you had dl thetimein the world to hunt—but what was there to hunt? And if there were
anything to hunt, hunting would of necessity be banned for the smple reason that there would be too
many hunters, just as private ownership of vehicles had been banned for the smple reason that there
were too many drivers.

Intheend it al boiled down to three smplewords: too many people.

Too many people and not enough work to keep them occupied. No work at dl, really, except for the



pitiful Snecuresthey held, and caled "play”

If there were red jobsfor them to do, would they be satisfied then?

Haines shook his head. It was usdless even to contempl ate the question. Machines worked and
people played, and that was all therewasto it.

But suppose there were jobs, though. Suppose . . . suppose there were make-believe jobs!

Suppose there were a game called WORK. A board you moved pieces on. A square that said,
PUNCH THE CLOCK; one further on that said, YOU GET A RAISE, ADVANCE FIVE SQUARES;
another that said, THE BOSSWANTS TO SEE Y OU, GO BACK THREE SQUARES

Or better yet, suppose that every megalopolis sector had a make-bdlieve factory with make-believe
machinesin it where off-duty "office workers' could spend their weekends. Y ou'd need space for that,
though, and space was scarce. Thelittle of it that wasn't taken up by gpartment buildings was
pre-empted by Playpens

Paypend

Haines thoughts legped ahead. Deliberately he brought them to ahalt. The problem till wasn't
solved. Sure, the Playpens would make excellent make-believe factories, and they could be converted in
lessthan aweek; but factories were for men. There were still the women to be considered. He
concentrated. He went way back, back to the days before automation. He visualized a housewife getting
up, going into the kitchen and giving Big Bridget an order for—no, not giving Big Bridget an order, but
lighting the kitchen stove. He saw her after her husband had Ieft for "work™; she was dumping the
breakfast bowlsinto the disposal chute ... no, she was carrying them over to the kitchen sink. Shewas
going to wash them!—

Haines could contain himsalf no longer. Two giant strides took him over to the intercom. "Get me
Morgangtein, Repp and Trask!" he shouted. "Quickly!"

The Promised Land

The Playpen was dl lit up. In the foyer ahuge gleaming clock was attached to the wall with arack of
cards on either gdeof it. Dan found his number after some difficulty and shoved hiscard into the dot just
beneath the clock face. There was athrilling tling, and when he pulled it out, the numerals 0700 were
stamped on it. He placed it under his number on the other rack and went into the plant proper. Hundreds
of men were dready there, working at the plastic machinesthat stood at angles dong either wall. It gave
Dan aproud fedling to know that soon he would be similarly engaged.

Presently the foreman came up to him and escorted him over to abig plagtic turret lathe. He showed
Dan how to turn it on and how to rotate the turret. Dan set his brand new lunch pail on an adjacent bench
and listened attentively. "Now herestheidea,” the foreman said. "Were making parts for strato-jet
engines, and we'rein production. The part you're machining isthe dripple.” Hetook acylindrica plastic
object out of anearby box and held it up for Dan to see. Then: "Y ou takeit like this, see, and put it in the
chuck and tighteniit. Y ou boreit firgt, then you honeit, then you reamit, and findly you chamfer it. After
you go through those four operations, you take it out, set it on the bench, and mark down "1' on this
production chart here. Get it?"

Dan nodded.

"Of course there'sno such thing asared dripple,” the foreman went on, "and even if there was, it
couldn't be machined on aplastic turret lathe. But it's going to make aswell game, don't you think?"

"I'll say," Dan said, taking another dripple out of the box and securing it in the chuck. He bored,
honed, reamed, chamfered, and took it out again. The foreman handed him the production chart and he
marked down "1." "Say, you catch on fadt,” the foreman said.

Dan beamed.

He was gtill beaming when he punched out eight hourslater and went home. Helen was beaming, too.
"Wait'll you see, waitll you see!" she said, pulling him into the kitchen.

Therewas aplagtic ove, aplastic snk with running water, a plastic washing machine, aplastic
ironing board and aplastic iron. The stove was placed in such away that its backless oven was flush with



Big Bridget's gpron. "1 want to show you something,” Helen said, reaching into the oven and withdrawing
two bowls of chicken yummy. "Seewhat | cooked for supper!"

"Say, thisisgoing to be aswell weekend!" Dan said. "Meworking at the plant and you housekeeping
and cooking my meds."

Helen gave an ecdtatic sigh. "Just think," she said. "Five whole days and nothing to do but work!"



