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Benjamin Franklin
Advice to a Young Tradesman

Printed in George Fisher, The American Instructor: or Young Man’s Best Companion. ... The Ninth Edition
Revised and Corrected. Philadelphia: Printed by B. Franklin and D. Hall, at the New-Printing-Office, in
Market-Street, 1748. pp. 375-7. (Yale University Library)

Advice to a young Tradesman, written by an old One. To my Friend A. B.

As you have desired it of me, | write the following Hints, which have been of Service to me, and may, if
observed, be so to you.

Remember that Time is Money. He that can earn Ten Shillings a Day by his Labour, and goes abroad, or sits
idle one half of that Day, tho’ he spends but Sixpence during his Diversion or Idleness, ought not to reckon
That the only Expence; he has really spent or rather thrown away Five Shillings besides.

Remember that Credit is Money. If a Man lets his Money lie in my Hands after it is due, he gives me the
Interest, or so much as | can make of it during that Time. This amounts to a considerable Sum where a Man
has good and large Credit, and makes good Use of it.

Remember that Money is of a prolific generating Nature. Money can beget Money, and its Offspring can
beget more, and so on. Five Shillings turn’d, is Six: Turn’d again, ’tis Seven and Three Pence; and so on ’til
it becomes an Hundred Pound. The more there is of it, the more it produces every Turning, so that the Profits
rise quicker and quicker. He that kills a breeding Sow, destroys all her Offspring to the thousandth Generati-
on. He that murders a Crown, destroys all it might have produc’d, even Scores of Pounds.

Remember that Six Pounds a Year is but a Groat a Day. For this little Sum (which may be daily wasted either
in Time or Expence unperceiv’d) a Man of Credit may on his own Security have the constant Possession and
Use of an Hundred Pounds. So much in Stock briskly turn’d by an industrious Man, produces great Advan-
tage.

Remember this Saying, That the good Paymaster is Lord of another Man’s Purse. He that is known to pay
punctually and exactly to the Time he promises, may at any Time, and on any Occasion, raise all the Money
his Friends can spare. This is sometimes of great Use: Therefore never keep borrow’d Money an Hour bey-
ond the Time you promis’d, lest a Disappointment shuts up your Friends Purse forever.

The most trifling Actions that affect a Man’s Credit, are to be regarded. The Sound of your Hammer at Five
in the Morning or Nine at Night, heard by a Creditor, makes him easy Six Months longer. But if he sees you
at a Billiard Table, or hears your Voice in a Tavern, when you should be at Work, he sends for his Money

the next Day. Finer Cloaths than he or his Wife wears, or greater Expence in any particular than he affords
himself, shocks his Pride, and he duns you to humble you. Creditors are a kind of People, that have the shar-
pest Eyes and Ears, as well as the best Memories of any in the World.

Good-natur’d Creditors (and such one would always chuse to deal with if one could) feel Pain when they are
oblig’d to ask for Money. Spare ’em that Pain, and they will love you. When you receive a Sum of Money,
divide it among ’em in Proportion to your Debts. Don’t be asham’d of paying a small Sum because you owe
a greater. Money, more or less, is always welcome; and your Creditor had rather be at the Trouble of recei-
ving Ten Pounds voluntarily brought him, tho” at ten different Times or Payments, than be oblig’d to go ten
Times to demand it before he can receive it in a Lump. It shews, besides, that you are mindful of what you
owe; it makes you appear a careful as well as an honest Man; and that still encreases your Credit.

Beware of thinking all your own that you possess, and of living accordingly. *Tis a Mistake that many Peo-
ple who have Credit fall into. To prevent this, keep an exact Account for some Time of both your Expences
and your Incomes. If you take the Pains at first to mention Particulars, it will have this good Eftect; you will
discover how wonderfully small trifling Expences mount up to large Sums, and will discern what might have
been, and may for the future be saved, without occasioning any great Inconvenience.

In short, the Way to Wealth, if you desire it, is as plain as the Way to Market. It depends chiefly on two
Words, Industry and Frugality; i.e. Waste neither Time nor Money, but make the best Use of both. He that
gets all he can honestly, and saves all he gets (necessary Expences excepted) will certainly become Rich; If
that Being who governs the World, to whom all should look for a Blessing on their honest Endeavours, doth
not in his wise Providence otherwise determine.
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“Repent, Harlequin!” Said the Ticktockman

LAGLA FOSS COMMUNITY COLLFOE
l Hl Harlan Elison is a genre unto himself. One of the mast controversiol ond provocative writers

of science fiction in the secand holf of the twentieth century, he is known for impassioned,

3 3324 00180 9610 outspoken stories fhat mix humor, horror, pothos, and rage in inimifably personol propor-

tions. Though his work has been embroced by the science fiction cammunily, litle of it
conforms to sciance fiction conventions, Ellison wos o seasoned writing professionat who for

a decode hod hurned out quontities of competent cammercial fiction for a voriety of markets—
science fiction, fanlasy, crime, juvenils delinquens...when ha begon publishing speculative
tales that challenged toboos ond braks prevoiling conventions in science fiction, * ‘Repent,
Harlequinl’ Said the Ticklockman® is o Kafkaesque parable about the dongers of individu-
giity in g confarmist society. “I Have No Mouth and | Mus! Scream” is a prescient lafe of
v fuhre shock in which computers bacama the masters of human beings. “A Boy and His Dog”
has baecome ane of the bestknown stories of a postapocolyptic future, owing to its unflinching
treatment of the athics of syrvival, Ellison’s fiction resanated with the work of science fictian's
New Wave writers, wha sought o break down the wolls separating science fiction from the
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literary mainstream. His stories wera offen stylistically axperimental, deeply humanist, and
leavened with a social consciousness that mode them importan! documants of their time'
without diminishing their power ta sndure. Many stories from these years were coliecred in
Eltison Wonderland, Paingod and Other Delusions, | Have Na Mouth and | Must Scream,
The Baost Thot Shouted Love ot the Heart of the World, and Alona against Tomorraw. Death-
bird Stories, which culled considerably from thasa collections, is Eilison’s definitva short-
fiction voluma, o biand of fight and dark fanlasias, cynical quest staries, sciance fictian
ollegories, and surrealist parables ofl presented as invocations t the gods that dafine the
contemporary culhire. Effison’s repwtation os o renegode anhanced his editerial work on
Dangerous Visions and Again, Dangerous Visions, award-winning onthologias built on sto-
tias by fellaw writers that hod bean rejected by other morkah o loc contravenial. Some of
his most important fiction of the 1980s and ‘90s is coltected in Strange Wine, Shatlerday,
L Angry Condy, and Sfippage. He is a mullipie winner af the Huga, Nebula, World Fanlasy,
' ond Bram Stoker Awards and on awordbwinning screanwriter whoss television credins include
The Outer Limifs, Stor Trek, and the nava\Twi!ighr Zone. His collections The Gloss Teat, The

H 143




6 : HARLAN ELLISON

Oﬂmr Glass Teat, An Edgs in My Voica, and Harlan E.’km s Wathmg ol! feature aswy:

and commentaties on film, telavision, and modem sociaty.

THERE ARE ALwAYS those who ask, what is it all about? For those who need to ask, 4
for those who need points sharply made, who need to know “where it’s at,” this:

The mass of men serve the state thus, not as men mainly, but as machines, with
their bodies, They are the standing army, and the militia, jailors, constables,
posse comitatus, etc, In most cases there is no free exercise whatever of the
Jjudgment or of the moral sense; but they put themselves on a leve! with wood
and earth and stones; and wooden men can perhaps be manufactured thar wilf
serve the purpose as well. Such command no more respect than men of straw or
a lump of dirt. They have the same sort of warth anly as horses and dogs, Yet
such as these even are commonly esteemed good citizens, Others—as most leg-
islators, politicians, lawyers, ministers, and officeholders—serve the state chiefly
with their heads; and, as they rarely make any moral distinctions, they are as
likely to serve the Dewil, without intending it as God, A very few, as heroes,
patriots, martyrs, reformers in the great sense, and men, serve the state with
their consciences also, and so necessarily resist it for the most part; and they are
commanly treated as enemies by it.
HENRY Davip THOREAU
Civil Disobedience

That is the heart of it. Now begin in the middle, and jater ieurn the beginning:

the end wilf take care of itself.

BUT HECAUSE IT was the very world it was, the very world they had allowed it ta
become, for manths his activities did not come to the alarmed attention of The Ones
Who Kept the Machine Functioning Smoothly, the ones whe poured the very best
butter over the cams and mainsprings of the culture. Not unti] it had become obvious

“Rapent, Mariequinl” Said Be Miekiockoas W

ality. In certain circles—middle-class circles-it was thought disgusting. Vulgar os-
entation. Anarchistic, Shameful. In others, there was only sniggering: those strata
where thought is subjugated to form and ritual, niceties, proprietics. But down below,
ah, down below, where the people always needed their saints and sinners, their bread
and circuses, their heroes and -villains, he was considered a Bolivar; a Napoleon; a
Rabin Hood; a Dick Bong {Ace of Aces); a Jesus; a Jomo Kenyatta,

' And at the top—where, like socially-attuned Shipwreck Kellys, every tremor and
vibration threatened to dislodge the wealthy, powerful and titled from their fag-
f- poles—he was considered a menace; a heretic; a rebel; a disgrace; a peril, He was
b known down the line, to the very heart-meat core, but the important reactions were
' high above and far below. At the very top, at the very bottom.

E S0 his file was turned over, along with his time-card and his cardiopiate, to the
" office of%he Ticksockman,

: when thlngs went timewise, The T:cktuckman.

Even in the cubicles of the hierarchy, where fear was generated, seidom suffered,
he was called the Ticktockman. But no one called him that to his mask.

You don’t call a man a hated name, not when that man, behind his mask, is
capable of revoking the minutes, the hours, the days and nights, the years of your
life. He was called the Master Timekeeper to his mask. It was safer that way.

“This is what he is,” said the Tickiockman with genuine softness, “but not who
he is. This time-card I'm holding in my left hand has a name on i, but it is the name
of what he is, not whe he is. The cardiopiate here in my right hand is aiso named,
but not whom named, merely what named. Before [ can exercise proper revocation,
I have ta know who this what is,”

] Ta his staff, ali the ferrets, all the loggers, ali the finks, ail the commex, even the
. mincez, he said, “Who is this Harlequin?”

' He was not purring smoothly. Timewise, it was jangle.

However, it was the longest speech they had ever heard him utter at one time,
& the staff, the ferrets, the loggers, the finks, the cammex, but not the mineez, who
. usually weren't around 1o know, in any case. But even they scurried to find out.
Who is the Harlequin?

that somehow, someway, he had become 2 notoriery, a celebrity, perhaps even a hero
for {what Officiaidom inescapably tagged) “an emotionally disturhed segment of the
populace,” did they tumn it aver to the Tickiockman and his jegal machinery. But by
then, use it was the very world it was, and they had no way ta predict he would
happen—paossibly a strain of disease Jong-defunct, now, suddenly, rebomn in a system
where immunity had been forgotten, had lapsed—he had been allowed to become
too real. Now he had form and substance, 1

He had become a persenality, something they had filtered out of the system many
decades before. But there it was, and there he was, a very definitely imposing person-

B HiGH aBovE THE third level of the city, he crouched on the humming aluminum-
f frame platform of the air-boat (fooft air-boat, indeed! swizzleskid is what it was, with
a tow-rack jerry-rigged) and he stared down at the neat Mondrian arrangement of
E. the buildings.

: Somewhere nearby, he could hear the metronomic fefi-right-left of the 2:47 p.m
. shift, entering the Timkin roller-bearing plant in their sneakers, A minute jater, pre-
- cisely, he heard the softer right-!eft-riﬂ'ﬁ of the 5:00 A.M. formation, going home.
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An elfin grin spread across bis tanned features, and his dimples appeareld fora
moment. Then, scratching at his thatch of auburn hair, he shrugged within his modey,
a5 though girding himself for what came next, and threw the joystick forward, and

bent into the wind as the air-boat dropped. He skimmed over a slidewalk, purposely

dropping a few feet to crease the tassels of the ladies of fashion, and-—inserting thumbs -

in large ears-~he stuck out his tongue, rolled his eyes and went WUgEE-WUEER-WUEE.
"It was a minor diversion. One pedestrian skittered and tumbled, sending parcels
everywhichway, another wet herself, a third keeled slantwise and the walk was stopped
antomatically by the servitors vill she could be resuscitated, Jt was a minor diversion.

Then he swirled away on a vagrant breeze, and was gone. Hi-ho. As he rounded
the cornice of the Time-Motion Study Building, he saw the shift, just boarding the
slidewalk, With practiced motion and an absolute conservation of movement, they
sidestepped up onto the slow-strip and {in a chorus line reminiscent of a Bushy
Berkeley film of the antediluvian 1930s) advanced across the strips ostrich~waiking
till they were lined up on the expresstrip.

Once more, in anticipation, the eifin grin spread, and there was a tooth missing
back there on the left side. He dipped, skimmed, and swooped over them; and then,
scranching about on the ais-boat, he refeased the holding pins that fastened shut the
ends of the home-made pouring troughs that kept his cargo from dumping prema-
turely. And as he pulled the trough-pins, the air-boat slid over the factory workers
and one hundred and fifty thousand dollars’ worth of jeily beans cascaded down on
the expresstrip.

felly beans! Millions and billions of purples and yeifows and greens and licorice
and grape and raspberry and mint and round snd smooth znd crunchy outside and
soft-mealy inside and sugary and bouncing jouncing tumbiing clittering clattering
skittering fell on the heads and shoulders and hardhats and carapaces of the Timkin
workers, tinkling on the siidewatk and bouncing away and roiling about underfoot
and filling the sky on their way down with all the colors of joy and childhood and
holidays, coming down in a steady rain, a solid wash, a torrent of color and sweetness
out of the sky from above, and entering a universe of sanity and metronomic arder
with quite-mad coocoo newness. Jelly beans!

The shift workeys howled and laughed and were pelted, and broke ranks, and the
jelly beans managed to work their way inta the mechanism of the slidewalks after
which there was a hideous scraping as the sound of 2 million fingernails rasped down
a quarkr of a million biackboards, followed by a coughing and a sputtering, and then
the slidewalks all stopped and everyone was dumped thisawayandthataway in a jack-
straw tumble, still laughing and popping listle jelly bean eggs of childish color into
their mouths, 1t was a holiday, and a jollity, an absolute insanity, a giggle, But. ..

The shift was delayed seven minutes.

They did not get home for seven minutes,

"ammmi's'w':mmwm ' )

The master schedule was thrown off by seven minutes,
Quotas were delayed by inoperative slidewalks for seven minutes. _
He had tapped the first domino in the line, and one after another, like chik chik

L chik, the others had fallen.

The Systemn had been seven minutes’ worth of disrupted. it was a tiny matter,

one hardly worthy of note, but in a society where the single driving force was order
f. and unity and equality and promptness and clocklike precision and attention to the

clock, reverence of the gods of the passage of time, it was a disaster of major impor-
tance,

S0 he was ordered to appear before the Ticktockman. ft was broadcast across
every channe] of the communications web. He was ordered to be there at 7:00 damunit
on time. And they waited, and they waited, but he didn't show up till almost ten-
thirty, at which time he merely sang a little song about moonlight in a piace no one
had ever heard of, called Vermaont, and vanished again. But they had all been waiting
since seven, and it wrecked kel with their schedules. So the question remained; Who
is the Harlequin?

But the unasked question {more important of the two} was: how did we get into
this position, where a laughing, irresponsible japer of jabberwocky and jive could
disrupt our entire economic and <ultural life with a hundred and fifty thousand
dollars’ worth of jelly beans . . .

Jelly for God's sake beans! This is rnadnesst Where did he get the money to buy
a hundred and fifty thousand do#ars’ worth of jelly beans? { They knew it woold have
cost that much, betause they had 4 team of Situation Analysts pulled off another
assignment, and rushed to the siidewalk scene to sweep up and count the candies,
gnd produce Andings, which disrupted their scheduies and threw their entire branch
at least a day behind.} felly beans! Jelly. .. beans? Now wait a2 secondw-a second
accounted for---no one has manufactused jelly beans for over a hundred years. Where
did he get jelly beans?

That’s another good question. Mare than likely it will never be answered to your
complete satisfaction. But then, how many questions ever are?

The middie you know. Here is the beginning. How it starts:

A DESK PAD, DAY FOR DAY, AND TURN EacH DaY, 9:00—arEN THE MAIL, 9:dS—APROINT~
MENT WITH PLAMNING COMMIZSION ROARD. 10:30—DisCUSY INSTALLATION PROGRESS

cHARTS wiTH J.L. t1:45—PRAY FOR AAIN. 12:00~LUNCH. AND 50 iT GOES

“Fm sorry, Miss Grant, but the time for interviews was ser at 2:30, and ir's
almost five now. I'm sorry yau’r{ late, bur those are the rules. You'll have

]
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to wait till next year 1o submit application for this college again.” And so
it poes, * . R . PR

The 10:10 focal stops at Cresthaven, Galesville, Tonawanda Junction, Selby
and Famnhurst, but not at Indiana City, Lucasville and Colton, except on
Sunday. The 10:35 express stops at Galesville, Selby and Indiana City, except
on Sundays & Holidays, at which time it stops at . . . and s0 it goes,

*I couidn’t wait, Fred, I had to be at Pierre Cartain’s by
3:00, and you said you’d meet me under the clock in the ter-
minal at 2:45, and you weren‘t there, sc I had to go on.
You're always late, Fred. If you‘d been there, we could have
sewed it up together, but as it was, well, I took the order
alone . . .* And 30 it goes.

Decr My, and Mus. Alterley: In referencs to your son Gerald's constant tor
diness, | am afraid we will have 1o suspend him from school unless seme
mare refiable method can be institvted guaraniesing he wif arrive at his
classes an fime. Granted he is an exemplary student, and his marks ara high,
his constant flovting of the schedules of this schoa! makes it impraciicat to
maintein him in a system where the other children seem capoble of getting
where they are supposed to be on ime and s0 it goes.

YOU CANNOT YOTE UNLESS YOU APPEAR AT 8:45 am.

“1 don't care if the script is good, | need it Thursday!”

CHECK-OUT TIME iS 2:00 p.m.

“You got here late. The Job’s taken. Sorry.”

YOUR SALARY HAS BEEN DOCKED FOR TWENTY AMINUTES TIME LOST,

"God, whes time is it, fva gotta runi™

And so it goes, And so it goes. And se it goes. And so iz goes goes goes goes goes
tick tock tick tock tick tock and one day we no Jonger let time serve us, we serve time
and we are slaves of the schedule, worshippers of the sun's passing, bound into a life

predicated on restrictions because the system will not function if we don’t keep the
schedule tight.

SRRt e

“Rapem, Rarloqaial” Sald the Tickiockman ' t81 -

Uniil it becomes more than a-minor inconvenience to be late. It becomes 2 sig )

: Then a crime. Then a crime punishable by this;

. EFFECTIVE 15 JULY 2389 12:00:00 midnight, the office of the Master Timekeeper
will require all citizens to submit their time-cards and cardiopiates for processing. In

¢* accordance with Statute 555-7-SGH. 999 governing the revocation of time per capita,

all cardioplates will be keyed to the individual holder and-.-
What they had done was devise a method dfcurlai]jng the amount of life a person

¥ could have. If he was ten minutes late, he jost ten minutes of his iife. An hour was

proportionately worth more revocation. If someone was consistently tardy, he might
find himself, on a Sunday night, receivinga communiqué from the Master Timekeeper
that kis time had run out, and he would be “turned off” at high neen on Monday,
Please straighten your affairs, sir, madame or bisex,

And so, by this simple scientific expedient {utilizing & scientific process held dearly
secret by the Ticktockman's office) the System was maintained. It was the only ex-
Pedient thing to do. I+ was, after all, patriotic. The schedules had to be met, After alh,
there wus a war on!

But, wasn't there ajways?

“NOW THAT 15 reaily disgusting,” the Harlequin said, when Pretty Alice showed him
the wanted poster, “Disgusting and Jighty improbable, After al, this isn’t the Day of
the Desperado. A wanted poster!”

“You know,” Pretty Alice noted, “you speak with a great deal of inflection.”

“I'm sorry,” said the Harlequin, humbiy,

“No need to be sarry. You're always saying T'm sorry.” You have such massive
guilt, Everer, it's really very sad,”

‘ “I'm sorry,” he said again, then pursed his lips so the dimples appeared momen--
tarily, He hadn't wanted to say that at all. “f have to go out again.  have ta do
something.”

Pretty Alice slammed her coffee-bulb down on the counter, “Oh for God’s sake,
Everett, can't you stay home just one night! Must you always be out in that ghastly
clown suit, running round annoying people?”

. “.I’rn-—»" He stopped, and clapped the jester’s hat onto his auburn thatch with a
tiny tinkling of bells. He rose, rinsed out his coffee-bulh at the spray, and put it into
the dryer for 2 moment. “ have to go.”

She didn’t answer. The faxbox was putting, and she puiled a sheet out, read it,
threw it toward him on the counter. "I+’ about you. Of course. You're ridicutous.”

He read it quickly. It said the Ticktockman was trying to locate him. He didn’t
care, he was going out to be late again. At the doos, dredging for an exit line, he

hured back petujantly, “well, you speak with inflection, fo0!”

Pretty Alice rolfed her pretty eyes heavenward, “You're ridiculous,”
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© The Harlequin stalked out, slamming the door, which sighed shut softly, and 1

locked jtslf. o

There was a gentle knock, and Pretiy Alice got up with an exhalation of exas-
perated breath, and opened the door. He stood there. “I'll be back about ten-thirry,
okay?”

She pulled a rueful face. “Why do you tell me that? Why? You know you'll be
late! You know it! You're always late, so why do you tell me these dumb things?” She
closed the door. s

On the other side, the Haequin nodded to himself. She's right, She's aiways right.
Pll be late. I'm always late. Why do I tell her these dumb things?

He shrugged again, and went off to be late once mnore.

He Hap #ReD off the firecracker rockets that said: 1 will attend the 115th anpual
International Medical Association Invocation at 8:00 p.M. precisely. § do hope you
will all be able to join me.

The words had burned in the sky, and of course the authorities were there, lying
in wait for him. They assumed, naturaily, that he would be late. He arrived twenty
minutes early, while they were setting up the spiderwebs to trap and hoid him.
Blowing a large buithorn, he frightened and unnerved them so, their own moisturized
encirclement webs sucked closed, and they were hauled up, kicking and shrieking.
high above the amphitheater's floor, The Harlequin laughed and laughed, snd apol-
ogized profusely. The physicians, gathered in solemn conclave, roared with faughter,
and accepted the Hardequin’s apologies with exaggerated bowing and posturing, and
a merry time was had by all, who thought the Harlequin was a regular foofaraw in
fancy pants; all, that is, but the authorities, who had been sent out by the office of
the Ticktockman; they hung there like so much dockside cargo, haunled up above the
floor of the amphitheater in a most unszemly fashion.

{In another part of the same city where the Harlequin carried on his “activities,”
totally unrelated in every way to what concerns us here, save that it illustrates the
Ticktockman’s power and import, a man named Marshall Defahanty received his
turn-off notice fram the Ticktockman’s office. His wife received the notification from
the gray-suited minee who delivered it, with the traditional “look of sorrow” plastered
hideously across his face. She knew what it was, even without unseaiing it. It was a
biflet-doux of immediate recognition to everyone these days. She gasped, and held it
as thdagh it were a glass slide tinged with botulism, and prayed it was not for her.
Let it be for Marsh, she thought, brutally, realistically, or one of the kids, but not for
me, please dear God, not for me. And then she opened i, and it was for Marsh, and
she was at one and the same time homfied and relieved. The next trooper in the line
had caught the bullet, “Marshall,” she ‘screamed, *Marshall! Termination, Marshall!

OhmiGod, Marshall, whattl we do, whattl we do, Marshall omigodmarshall .. ."and

; “Rupent, ﬂm‘lualhlhﬁh Ticktockman ) . 1|
in their home that night was the sound of tearing paper and fear, and the stink of
nadness went up the flue and there was nothing, absolutely nothing they could do
about jt, :

{But Marshall Delahanty tried to run. And early the next day, when turn-off time

. came, he was deep in the Canadian forest two hundred miles away, and the office of

the Ticktockman blanked his cardioplate, and Marshail Delahanty keeled over, run-
ning, and his heart stopped, and the blood dried up on its way {o his brain, and he
was dead that’s all. One light went out on the sector map in the office of the Master
Timekeeper, while notification was entered for fax reproduction, and Georgette De-
lahanty’s name was entered on the dole rotes till she could remarry, Which is the end
of the footnote, and all the point that need be made, except don’t laugh, because that
is what would happen to the Hardequin if ever the Ticktockman found out his real
name. It isn’t funny.}

THE SHOPPING LEVEL of the city was thronged with the Thursday-celors of the buyers,
Women in canary yellow chitons and nen in pseuda-Tyrolean outhts that were jade
and feather and fit very tightly, save for the bafloon pants.

When the Harlequin appeared on the still-being-constructed shell of the new
Efficiency Shopping Center, his bullhorn to his elfishly-laughing ips, everycne
pointed and stared, and he berated them:

“Why let them order you about? Why let them tell you to hurry and scurry like
ants or maggots? Take your time! Saunter awhile! Enjoy the sunshine, enjoy the breeze,
let life carry you at your own pace! Don't be slaves of time, it's a helluva way ta die,
stowly, by degrees . .. down with the Ticktockmani”

Wha's the nut? most of the shappers wanted to know. Who's the nut gh wow
I'm gonna be fate [ gotta run . .

And the construction gang on the Shopping Center received an urgen: urder’
from the office of the Master Timekeeper that the dangerous criminal knawn as the
Harlequin was atop their spite, and their aid was urgently needed in apprehending
him. The work crew said no, they would lose time on their construction scheduie,
bus the Ticktockman managed to pull the proper threads of governmentat webbing,
and they weze told (o cease wark and catch that nitwit up there on the spire; up there
with the buithorn. So a dozen and mare burly workers began climbing into their

3 ‘ construction platforms, releasing the a-grav plates, and tising toward the Harlequin.

AFTER THE DEBACLE (in which, through the Harlequin’s attention to personal safety,
ne one was seriously injured), the workers tried to reassemble, and assault him

E  again, but it was too late, He had vanished. It had attracted quite a crawd, however,

and the shopping cyde was thrown off by hours, simply hours. The purchasing

4 needs of the System were therefore falling behind, and so measures were taken to

I
1
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accelerate the cycle for d'ie rest of the day, but it got bogged down and speeded up “Pm not interested
and they soid too many float-valves and not nearly enough wegglers, which meant “A gil named Pretty Alice told us who you -
were,

“That’s a lie.” K

. turi: ;0 t:u:;f:"?u unnerve her, She wants to belong; she wants to conform; I’m going
“Then do it already, and stop arguing with me,”

“P'm not going to tum you off,”

“You're an idjot!*

“Repent, Harlequin!” said the Ticktockman,

“Get stuffed.”

that the popli ratio was off, which made it necessary to rush cases and cases of spoiling
Smash-Q to stores that usually needed a case only every three or four hours. The
shipments were bollixed, the transshipments were misrouted, and in the end, even
the swizzleskid industries feit it

“DoN'T COME BACK till you have him!” the Ticktockman said, very quietly, very sin-
cerely, extremely dangerously.

They used dogs. They used probes. They used cardioplate crossoffs. They used tee-
pers. They used bribery. They used stiktytes. They used intimidation. They used tor-
ment. They used torture. They used finks. They used cops. They used search&seizure.
They used fallaron. They used betterment incentive. They used fingerprints. They used
the Benillon systern. They used cunniing. They used guile, They used treachery. They
used Raoul Mitgong, but he didn't help much, They used applied physics. They used
techniques of criminology.

And what the heil: they caught him,

After ali, his name was Everett C. Marm, and he wasn't much to begin with,
except a man who had no sense of time,

SF THEY SENT him to Coventry. And in Coventry they warked him over, It was Just
like what they did to Winston Smith in NINETEEN EIGHTY-FOUR, which was a book
none of them knew sbout, but the techniques are really quite ancient, and so th

did it ta Everett C. Marm: and cne day, quite a long time later, the Harlec;uin ap ear:g
on the communications web, appearing elfin and dimpled and bright-eyed, aEd not
at‘all brainwashed, and he said he had been wrong, that jt was a goed, a ve oood
thing indeed, to belong, 10 be right on time hip-ho and away we go, ;nd e:': gone
stared up at him on the public screens that covered an entire ¢ity biock, and the)rwysaid
10 themselves, well, you see, he was just a nut after all, and if that’s the \:rny the system

4 "o, 4 . .
REPENT, HARLEQ"UINE $AID th? Tzckt.ockm.m. _ © s run, then let’s do it that way, because it doesn’t pay o Fight ity hal, e i o
Get stufled!” the Harlequén replied, sneering. i the Ticktockman. So Everett C. Marm was destroped, which o 1, is case,
“You've been late a totai of sixty-three years, five months, three weeks, two days, i what Thoreau said casiier, but you can’t make an o;eiez withoutas:asss, bc;ﬂl-lse o
eaking a few eggs,

twelve hours, forty-one minutes, fifty-nine seconds, point ch three six one one one
microsecands. You've used up everything you can, and more. I'm going to turn you
off.”

“Scare sameone eise. I'd rather be dead than live in a dumb world with a bog-
eyman like you,”

“It's my job.”

“You're full of it. You're a tyrant. You have no right to order peopie around and
kill them if they show up late.”

“You can’t adjust. You can't fit in.”

“Unstrap me, and I'll it my hst into your mouth.”

ou’re a nonconformist.”

“That didn’t used to be a felony.”

“It is now. Live in the world around you,”

“] hate it. It's a terrible world.”

“Not everyone thinks so. Most peaple enjoy order.”

“] don't, and most of the people I know don’t.”

“That’s not true. How do you think we caught you?”

and .in every revolution a few die who shouldn’, but they have to, because that's the
way it happens, and if you make only a little change, then it seems to be worthwhie
Or, to make the paint lucidly: ‘

Bl b 2 Arcit s o

L3 : .
Un, Exfruss ME, sir, & uh, dan’t know how to uh, te uh, tel] you this, but you were
thrce minutes late. The schedule is 2 Hade, uh, bit off,”
He grinned sheepishiy.
Lt ] 3 5 » .
'I:f-m s ridicoious!” murmured the Ticktockman behind his mask. “Check your
vatch,” And then he went into his office, going mrmee, mrmee, mrmee, memee
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Time is Money
A Short Story by Lee Falk

IT IS UNDERSTANDABLE that Tom was desperate. Near panic. His time was running out. To be more pre-
cise, his account at the Timebank had a balance of one hour, 14 minutes and 27 seconds. 1 hr 14 min 27 sec.
If he could not make a deposit within that period, his account would be closed. At that moment, he would
stop breathing. He would be dead. Perhaps this requires further explanation.

In this land, which is far away from ours, in time as well as in space, there is a huge building in the center of
the capital. It is the tallest and the widest building in the land. It has no windows, for no one cares to look in,
and there is no one inside to look out. Inside, there are only endless wires, dials, meters, calculators, robot
computers, circuits and, equally important, circuit breakers.

The endless rows and tiers, row upon row, tier upon tier, click and hum quietly. Occasionally, there is a lou-
der click, more of a clack, as a circuit breaker closes an account. This is the Timebank.

How could Tom have gotten into such a predicament, to allow his account to get so low? Sloppy bookkee-
ping, he told himself angrily. Like everyone else, Tom kept a record of income and outgo, credit and debit,
in his own bankbook. Once a month, a statement arrived from the Timebank, when you could (and should)
balance your records against it. But he*d neglected this for a long time.

He“d always had a safe margin in his account. Not like Dick or Harry, but safe. Once, he had fallen as low as
two days! (47 hr 54 min 13 sec.) That had been a three- alarm sweat session.

But he‘d managed to sell a block of that oil stock to good old Dick, a big block good for over four months*
credit (cred 4 mo 3d 7 hr 12 min 19 sec). Too bad the oil stocks hadn‘t worked out. That‘s the way it goes.
No risk, no gain. Ancient history. But now, 1 hr 14 min 27 sec.

How had this happened? That girl with the scarlet hair, the emerald eyes? When the founding fathers of

this land, prudent merchants all, sought a motto to place on the Great Seal, on the Green Flag and upon the
currency, they unanimously chose those words that best expressed their deepest philosophical and religious
beliefs.

Time is money. Upon this base, they built a mighty nation. Mothers whispered it to babes at their breast.
Maidens murmured it in the depths of their wedding beds. Youths bore it aloft on banners as they charged
into enemy fire. Shipwrecked sailors gurgled it as they went down for the third time.

Tom dashed to Dick*s office. Fortunately, it was next door. As he dashed, he tried to recall. That night with
the girl with scarlet hair and emerald eyes? There had been so many drinks. What had happened? What if
Dick wasn‘t in? Fortunately, he was.

He was seated behind his desk, going over his accounts. He was careful about that. ,,Dick, old friend, it‘s
time to rally round the flag,* said Tom as heartily as he could but perspiring profusely on his forehead and
under his collar.

Dick looked at him questioningly. That is, he raised his eyebrows. For Dick, the hearty tone and the perspi-
ration were clues to what was coming. ,,1‘'ve something special for you, extraordinary, a once-in-a-lifetime
opportunity,” said Tom as he rifled his briefcase, trying to decide which folder to pull out.

Dick watched him coldly. That is, he did not appear excited by the prospect. But he waited.
Tom glanced at the folder he‘d pulled out. Not bad.
»A uranium mine, Pure uranium, fabulous.” ,,You told me about that last month,* said Dick.



.| did? What did you say?*

»No.“

,Oh.“

Tom continued to search.

,» That‘s not the one | meant. This is it. A new cheap process for extracting polonium from sea water. A gold
mine. Fantastic.*

,»1‘m not interested, Tom.*

,Dick, | need a sale, fast.”

,» I'hat oil stock, Tom.*

,»| couldn‘t help that. I lost on that, too Dick, give me a break."
»Sorry. said Dick.

»Dick, I'm down to almost . . . nothing. Lend me a little. A week.*
A week?" He laughed in a way that said no.

,» Two days. Please, Dick.“

,»1‘m not a lender. See Harry.*

.| already owe Harry."

,1‘m busy Goodbye, Tom."

,Dick.”

,»Goodbye*

The founding fathers, prudent merchants all, wisely understood that the vast majority of people in this land
could not be trusted to handle their affairs without making a mess of everything. And the clever minority
who could handle their affairs with no mess at all were to be trusted even less.

After establishing one central bank so they could keep an eye on everyone, the prudent fathers experimented
with various sorts of universal-credit gadgets--carda, plates, tags. But confusion persisted-error, loss, theft
and the like. However, when the magnificent concept of the Timebank was perfected, all confusion became
impossible.

Thanks to this amazing electronic breakthrough, as revolutionary as space travel, the Sacred Motto became
Reality. Time is money.

With this electronic advance, there was a parallel biological development. The viruses that cause aging were
isolated. An antibiotic was developed (from water, air, earth and fire). Thus, aging was slowed so that it
became barely noticeable. This created other problems, chief among them the threat of overpopulation.

The prudent merchants considered the pros and cons. Increased use of goods and services. overpopulation
and chaos. This problem, like so many others, was solved by the creation of the Timebank.

Tom*s personal problem was becoming more pressing as the seconds ticked off. He rushed to Harry‘s office
and was kept waiting at the reception desk for 14 price- less minutes, 14 min 8 sec.

As he sat anxiously on the hard bench, his mind raced over the possibilities. What had happened to demo-
lish his account? Had the Timebank made a mistake? Unlikely; but on rare occasions, it was rumored that a
circuit had been faulty.

Pretending to stroke his right ear, he gently and casually pressed the lobe and waited. Then the impersonal
voice spoke softly through the tiny device implanted in his inner ear, so softly that only he could hear, a
voice as soft as a thought. ,,51 minutes, 43 seconds ,, Ping.

The last sound was a tiny bell signaling the end of the report. Again, casually, as if brushing back the hair
on his temple, he pressed the right lobe, once, twice, thrice. This was a call for a supervisor to examine the
account. A special request that would cost 2 min.



He waited. Then three soft pings. The robot report. ,,Re account number T-798324-X7 follows 49 minutes,
39 seconds.” Ping.

He twisted his hands in despair. There seemed to be no doubt about his account. His last recourse was to call
the chief accountant. This would cost 10 min. Where was Harry?

He walked to the receptionist‘s desk for the third time. The red-haired girl looked at him with some annoy-
ance. ,,Wait your turn, please. He knows you‘re here.*

The half-dozen other men and women in the room watched him warily. They all looked unhappy. They were
all there to borrow from Harry. There was a large clock on the wall. Its loud ticking was the only sound in
the room. All listened nervously. Tick-tick-tick.

One man kept time, his hands moving up and down on his knees. A woman marked time with a slight up-
and-down movement of her head. Another did it with a foot. All were there because they needed time. Occa-
sionally, a hand moved casually to an ear lobe.

Then the fixed stare as the listener received his report, heard only by him. And the others in the room, pre-
tending not to notice, noticed. Each could imagine the soft voice, the ping.

And as each borrower entered the inner office, he was watched with some hostility by the others. Would
that one use the same line for sympathy, ask for more time, settle for less, spoil it for them? The red-haired
receptionist reminded Tom of that night.

The girl with scarlet hair and emerald eyes. That night at the motel. She was at the bar, the most beautiful
girl he had ever seen. So she seemed that night. In the transparent gown. They‘d had so much to drink. She
had been so sweet, so alluring, so soft and smooth. What had happened that night?

The fix he was in apparently dated from that time. It was all so foggy. . hard to remember. He‘d made love to
her? Yes, soft and smooth. What else? ,,You may go in, sir.”

He was so lost in reverie, she had to repeat her words. He jumped up and rushed into the inner office. Harry
sat behind his desk. He did not get up as he used to when Tom visited him, when Tom was an old friend.
Now Tom was a borrower. Harry was a lender.

The eyes of a lender are cold.

»I‘min trouble Harry.”

Harry‘s eyes grew colder. He waited.

.1 need help. I‘m short*

,,Not the first time.*

,» The worst time. 1°‘m very short, Harry.*

,» You already owe me, Tom.*

| know, Harry. | intend to pay you back. With interest*

»When?*

,»As soon as | can. Double interest.*

My legal rate will be sufficient, Tom,” he said, looking at the door as though the meeting were finished.
»Harry,* said Tom frantically. ,,1‘m running out of time."

This was a dreadful confession. Even the cold lender eyes seemed startled.

»Where are you?*

,»Less than an hour.*

Harry sighed and clasped his hands tightly together.

,,How did you get into such a mess?*

»1“m not sure. It just happened. Harry, will you help me?*

Harry looked at his desk. Even lenders have memories. ,,I can‘t Tom. You already owe me. We have regula-
tions*

,»You‘re allowed exceptions. Harry, 1‘ll pay you back. Double, triple ,,

,» You are already a bad risk. You owe me four weeks. Plus interest. Four weeks. A total loss. 11l have to
write you off.”



»Write me of? Harry, 1‘ll pay back every sec.”
»Atotal loss.*

Now Harry*‘s eyes were cold again. He touched the intercom on his desk. The voice of the girl in the outer
office replied. ,,Yes, sir?*

»Next.”

»Harry.”

Harry shook his head. A tall man walked in, looking tense.“Harry, please.” ,,Goodbye, Tom.*

Harry folded his arms. Tom got up and left the office. Harrys cold eyes watched him until the door was
closed. Goodbye, Tom.

Tom walked blindly out of the reception room, oblivious of the red-haired girl and the worried faces of the
others waiting their turn. He reached the street and leaned against the wall, his stomach churning. Harry had
turned him down. Hurriedly, he pressed his right ear lobe. ,,39 minutes, 11 seconds.” Ping.

His mind reeled. He needed a drink. There was the handy bar next door to Harry‘s, an elegant place. Often,
in the old days, he and Harry had had a few there. A place patronized by professional types who could afford
30 min for a whiskey or 3 hr for a bottle of imported champagne to celebrate a deal. Tom sat on a stool at the
bar and ordered a whiskey 30 min. He gulped it down, then ordered another. The bartender, who knew him,
grinned. He gulped it down.

Dick and Harry, his two best friends, both turned him down. Two of a kind. Damn snobs with inherited
wealth--Dick with over 20 year from his father; Harry with over 50 years from his grandfather, the capital
behind his time-loan office. He ordered a third whiskey and gulped it. The bartender frowned. The alcohol
relaxed him so he could think.

The clock above the bar. Tick- tick-tick. What now? There had to be some clue to this predicament, some
hope for survival. Tick-tick-tick. Like the clock in Harry‘s anteroom. The red-haired girl.

The bar with bottles, laughter, the hum of voices. That brought back the memory. It came in a rush, floodga-
tes opening. Another bar. Another redhead. Scarlet and emerald. That night in the motel. What had he given
her for that night in bed? 2 hr was the usual fee for a girl, 4 hr for something special, 24 hr for someone
extraordinary. She had been that. Special and extraordinary. That was it. That girl. Get out fast and find her.
He signaled the bartender for his bill. The man glanced at the tab on the bar. Three drinks, I hr 30 min, with
15 per- cent service charge and 15 percent tax. Total, almost 2 hr. Tom moved his right hand, palm down,

to the charge plate sunk in the bar. When his palm was within an inch of the metal plate, he would feel the
tingle of contact. Then he would say. ,,Debit™ - ,,Deb* was sufficient - no matter how softly.

Somewhere among those tiers and rows in the Timebank, Tom*s account meter would click, registering the
charge. At the same moment, another meter would click, registering the bar*s credit. The prudent merchants
who ruled this land made it all that simple. Foolproof.

At first, it was necessary for two hands to make contact, buyer and seller, in the most ancient form of agree-
ment, the handshake. Now the hands of buyer and seller need not touch. The tingly electronic contact could
be made across an open space of 25 mm. More hygienic that way. Or, in an establishment such as this bar,
the metal plate was the seller.

But Tom*‘s hand did not go within the 25 mm of the metal plate. He stopped before the tingling contact was
made. For he realized, Just in time, that the charge was 2 hr and he had less than 1/2 hr remaining in his
account. The bartender watched curiously as Tom pulled back his hand. He had no suspicion of the truth.

Customers who came to this bar had no problems with a 2 hr bill. Tom grinned, his mind moving as



fast as the meters in the Timebank. ,,Charge it to Harry. We have a bet,” he said, managing a grin as he slid
off the bar stool. The bartender nodded. He knew Tom. He knew Harry. Men like these often had their little
jokes.

Tom rushed out. And even in his anxiety, he grinned at the thought of how he‘d nicked old Harry for that tab.
He walked quickly, then ran. Had he done it again? He had always been one for the big gesture. What had

he given that girl in his drunken ardor? Had he pretended to be a man of wealth, of endless time? Without
remembering, he knew now that he had done that, because he always pretended with strangers, especially
with pretty females. What in the passionate moment, exchanging hot breath, those emerald eyes blazing into
his, those soft legs.

What had he given her? It came back to him, verbatim, like the sound of a great gong. One month. Not one
day. Not one week. One entire month of his precious hoard of time. Oh, my God, one months.

He ran faster. The motel was near. He would find her. He would get it back. Get most of it. 29 days, at the
very least. Or wring that soft neck until the emerald eyes bugged out. Such was the enormity of that drunken
deed, the incredible stupidity of risking his survival for the satisfaction of that pretense and lust, that he had
blocked it all out. Now it was unblocked. Now it came back with all the bitterness that such a foolish act can
engender. Yes, for a certainty.

That was it. He could even hear his own voice in that passion-tossed bed, as he pressed her little hand in his
hot palm . . . as the tingling contact was made, as his whole body tingled with it, from head to toe. ,,Deb . ..
one month, sweetheart. One month, angel ,, Deb deb deb. He stopped short, shaking with the memory. One
month? That cheap, filthy bag . . . 2 hr would have been plenty.

He raced on. The motel was just around the corner. He still had time. Time! With the creation of the Time-
bank, the prudent merchants who ruled this land achieved their final solution to the work ethic, as well as to
the credit system and the population boom. Work for time. Time is life. Life is time. The most valuable ele-
ment in the universe became the sole currency of ex- change. It had always been the most valuable element
in the universe; but never before had its value been so fittingly recognized, so suitably used.

The element is time. Time measured in years, months, weeks, days, hours, minutes, seconds. The living time
of man. Into the body of each adult at the start of the system, and thereafter into the body of each newborn
infant, ingenious microdevices were implanted. These tiny mechanisms transmitted and received.The bearer
was kept in constant touch with the Timebank. Every person in this land had a Time account with an indivi-
dual meter.

From the moment of implantation at birth, the meter began to tick off the seconds of life. This accounting
persisted without interference until the individual reached majority, at which precise moment, said indivi-
dual received a year‘s bonus of free time. After 12 months, exactly - the Timebank was always exact to the
millisecond - the individual was on his own in the battle for time.

All wages and prices were based on time units. The work week (wk wk) was 37.7 hrs--an odd amount
reached by compromise and slide rule. Wages varied, depending on the nature of the job. The established
monthly rent for a standard one-bedroom apartment was 48.3 hr (52 6 air with air conditioning). You might
buy a small piano for three months* debit (3 mo deb) or sell it for 3 mo cred, etc.

There were millionaires who had amassed decades of time, all on deposit in the Timebank. There were a few
billionaires who owned centuries of time and, by willing them to lucky heirs, created dynasties. The Time-
bank was not created without a struggle. But the prudent merchants who ruled this land had their way. Who
could deny that time was man‘s most valuable and irreplaceable possession?



Tom reached the motel breathless, exhausted. What was her name? Had he ever known? But he could descri-
be her. Not many looked like that. They would have a record, a forwarding address. Then, as he reached the
glass-enclosed bar - eureka! - there she was. Scarlet and emerald. Seated on a bar stool, just as she had been
when he first saw her.

She was seated with a large man. Both were laughing. ,,I must talk to you.* Damn, what was her name? She
looked at him startled. Did she recognize him?

The big man frowned. ,,I beg your pardon,” she said.

,» YOu remember me, Tom,* he said anxiously.

,» You must be mistaken,” she said polited. ,,I don‘t know you.*

»Don‘t know me? I‘m Tom. | gave you a month,“ he shouted.

The bartender and several customers turned at that.

A month? ,Really,” she said, ,,you must be drunk. ,, ,,Go away.“ said the big man.

,,Please. Juliet,” he said, her name coming back in a miraculous flash.

,» You must remember. | made a mistake. | gave you too much. | need some. Give It back. Please.*

,»My name is not Juliet. I never saw you before,” she said, her eyes cold now.

He grasped her bare arm and held it tightly.

wJuliet, Juliet, you are my last hope. 1‘'m running out of time. Out of time.*

Everybody in the bar shuddered.

,»Get this bum away from me,” she shrieked.

The big man leaped from his stool and grabbed Tom by the neck, pulling him away. Tom clung to her arm.
She came off the stool onto the floor, screaming. The big man and the bartender pulled Tom from the girl
and threw him into the street. He staggered to his feet. The menacing figures were inside the glass door.
shouting obscenities. He moved unsteadily down the street, then leaned against a lightpost.

He pressed his right ear lobe. Once, twice, three, four times. Calling the chief accountant. He had never done
this before. It cost ten whole minutes, but he had to know the truth. Exactly.

He waited, longer than usual. Then a soft sound that was new - a bell tolling one, two, three times. Then a
deep voice, also new. ,,Chief-accountant report, re account T-798324-X7 3 minutes, 15 seconds.” Then the
tolling of the bell, once.

Silence. 3 min ! 5 sec! He looked about wildly.

A man was coming toward him, a man with hat, topcoat and briefcase. Tom rushed to him, his hand held out
like a beggar*s.

»Please give me - lend me a little time 10 min. I‘m running out.”

A terrible phrase. The man paled, averted his eyes and walked on.

A woman wearing a fur jacket approached from the other direction. Tom ran to her, his hand held out, plea-
ding for a tingly touch.

»Please, 10 min, I‘m running out.”

The woman gasped, turned and walked rapidly away.

A man roughly dressed in blue denims and working shoes crossed the street near him.

,»Sir.“ cried Tom, rushing to him.

,1‘m running out. Please lend me a little - anything.

The man scowled, muttered and started off. Tom grabbed his sleeve.

,» You‘ve got to help me. I‘m running out. Can you hear me? Running out.”

The lady with the fur jacket and the man with the briefcase had stopped a short distance away and were wat-
ching Tom turned to them, shouting so they could hear.

,»Somebody . . . anybody . . . five minutes. four minute. . .*

A young couple approached, a girl with long blonde hair and a young man with a guitar hung over his shoul-
der. Tom took them in a frantic glance. He knew the type - newly arrived at their majority,



rich with time.

»Please,” he said, moving toward them, his hand outstretched. The girl looked alarmed.
»What is it? said the young man.

»Time - I‘m running out. Please help me," said Tom.

The couple looked at each other.

,Is he kidding?* said the man in working clothes. ,,Look at that silk shirt, that suit, those shoes. Worth
weeks. That briefcase. If you‘re so broke, pawn it.”

.| didn‘t thank of that.” said Tom, staring at his expensive briefcase.

,»A professional beggar,” said the lady.

,Probably has a Rolls and a chauffeur around the corner,” said the well-dressed man.
,»1‘m not a beggar. 1‘'ve never begged in my life,” cried Tom.

The young girl was staring at him. Her young man took her arm impatiently.

,Come on ,, he said.

»Wait, Lou,” she said. ,,He needs help.“

The young voice was like a beam of pure light In Tom*s gathering darkness. He moved toward her, despera-
tely turning on the charm that had wooed and won a score of such girls.

»Believe me, trust me . . . I*ll pay you back double, triple. But I need it now. . now, darling . .*

The young man frowned at that and again grasped his girl‘s arm.

,»Come on, he‘s a phony.“

»He is, dear. Don‘t be taken in,” said the woman with the fur.

»He‘s a pro,” said the man in working clothes. ,,Look at that coat . that shirt . . those shoes ,,

Tom tore off his coat, then his shirt, ripping the buttons. He pulled off a shoe and, with the briefcase, tossed
the bundle onto the street near the man. ,, Take them. Take everything. | have. for one minute . for one lousy
minute,” he howled.

The girl gasped, pulled away from her escort and moved toward Tom.

.| believe you, | believe your,” she said, extending her hand toward him.

»l lend you . . . I give you one week,* she said defiantly, with the generosity of youth to whom time is end-
less.

For one precious second, Tom stared at the young stranger who had appeared out of nowhere like a shining
angel. One week! Time to do anything. Time to live. He reached his hand toward hers, to feel the tingle that
meant salvation. But the contact was not made. The transaction was not completed.

In the Timebank, as the endless rows and tiers, row upon row, tier upon tier, clicked and hummed quietly, on
a certain tier, In a certain row, there was a louder click, more of a clack. A circuit breaker closed an account.
Tom*s account. A tiny device, no bigger than a flyspeck, exploded in Tom*s left ventricle.

He collapsed in the street and was still. The young girl screamed. The others looked at one another, then at
Tom. A crowd gathered. An officer broke through and knelt by the fallen man. ,,Officer what is it?* asked a
lady.

,,Overdrawn, said the officer.

All sighed and lowered their heads. The men removed their hats.
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