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Here is a sardonic tale which proves once again that... TYRANTS NEED TO BE LOVED 
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Doctor Zoch had said that nobody wants to be loved as much as a tyrant, because to be all-powerful is to live in constant fear. But tonight Igor felt no love at all for the Ruler. He felt a sickening terror, which he tried to turn into fury for the sake of courage. But it did not work for Mm. 

 

All of Diane's moons were below the horizon, and the night was pitch-dark, but there was light ahead and his teeth tended to chatter. The light was that rectangular lane of pitiless glare which was the fence about the prison-camp. Doctor Zoch was a prisoner in it. Already Igor could see the fence itself — woven barbed wire — and the guard-towers — raised on stilt-like metal legs —and he imagined that he could see in the center that huddle of noisesomeness which was the barracks for the prisoners condemned to hard labor on one-fourth rations until they died. 

 

He halted and looked at his companions. Like himself they wore dark clothing, with dark masks and thick dark gloves. Two of them carried stunners — bulky, hand-made objects good for three hundred yards. Two others carried spidery, insulated aluminum ladders. Igor carried other hand-made pocket stunners — they had been developed at the Institute and discreetly kept secret — and a flask for Doctor Zoch if the impossible happened and they got him out of the prisoncamp. 

 

"We're getting too close," said Igor, in a tone which surprised him by its steadiness. "We crawl from here." 




 



The prisoners loudly denounced the Ruler when he appeared on the screen.




 



 



Teeth chattered for answer. The five of them went down on their hands and knees. They crawled forward. There was only silence everywhere in the night. Now again a searchlight on a guard-tower flicked to brightness. Its beam wandered lazily and erratically over the enclosure and the hovels at its center. Then it winked out. It did not search the outside darkness. 

 

They crawled interminably. Igor kept his teeth tightly clamped shut. Doctor Zoch had said that the Ruler, as a tyrant, wanted desperately to be beloved by his people. This event followed from that statement. Doctor Zoch had designed a machine, to be built in the shops of the Parapsychological Institute. He had begun to build it and it was almost finished. But he had reported it "and its theory to Research Supervision, and he'd been arrested in consequence. Now Igor and the others had been commanded to finish the job Doctor Zoch could not complete because of his arrest. Obviously, the police could not release him without admitting that they'd made a mistake. But the Ruler wanted the Machine. If it worked, it would make him as much beloved as any tyrant could desire. It would give him control over even the imagination of his subjects. So Igor and the others had been commanded to complete the Machine that Doctor Zoch designed. It would be fatal to know its workings after it was done, so they needed Doctor Zoch. 

 

One of the crawling figures made a sound. All five stopped. Igor said in the lowest of tones:


"Take your time, but don't pull the trigger until you're both ready. Then say so and pull the trigger. We don't want to waste a second." 

 

There were no stunners anywhere but these. The big ones wavered and steadied. The signal came. Igor and the others leaped to their feet and rushed for the charged barbed-wire fence. They rushed toward the, light. They could be seen from two of the watchtowers. There should have come a stabbing, flickering burst of machine-gun fire. They should have fallen, while other guns leisurely pumped more bullets into them. Flares should have leaped up, illuminating everything…

 

But nothing happened. And there was no alarm. Panting, they reached the fence, under a tower. In the dark space they set up a ladder. One climbed swiftly and set up the other ladder on the inside. He half slid to the ground within. The others followed swiftly. All three raced across the brightly-lit area inside the line of electrified fence. They reached the darkness of the massed, matted, filthy buildings which were the shelters for persons suspected of unkind thoughts about the Ruler. 

 

They vanished. And then it was as if the guards returned to duty. A searchlight turned on. It swept along the crazy, unsanitary shacks containing the prisoners. From those shacks smells came out to contaminate the night. From came moanings of men in exhausted sleep. The searchlight beam flickered back. It went out.

 

Igor was sickened, inside the barracks. The three of them, of course, turned on their pocket-sized stunners. No prisoner stirred. Because of the stunners they were unaware of them or anything else for the time being — which was good fortune for the prisoners. The three intruders searched fiercely. They found Doctor Zoch, and the sight of him roused fury. 

 

Igor gave the signal, a flicker of light in one of the barracks windows. The three of them went out, half-carrying Doctor Zoch. They rushed him across the brightly lighted ground. One of them swarmed up the ladder. The others passed Doctor Zoch up to him. They got him down on the other side and hurried away toward the outer blackness. The last man followed, carrying both the ladders. 

 

There was no alarm. Presently, a searchlight flicked on in one of the guard-towers. It wavered lazily here and there, lighting the walls of the hovels in which the prisoners remained at night, so long as they continued to live. 

 

The two men who'd used the big stunners crawled away. When far enough from the guard-towers, they also got up and ran, panting, for the waiting car. Incredibly, everything had gone according to schedule. They were still alive. Doctor Zoch was free. There was no suspicion of his escape. The whole thing had been managed because of the stunners. They had made the stunners within the past four days— since Doctor Zoch's arrest— because the Ruler wanted the Machine, and they were afraid to complete it without Doctor Zoch's specific advice. 

 

They were afraid the Machine would operate as expected. 

 

On one hemisphere of the planet Diane the Ruler reigned without limit to his power. On the other half, things were more satisfactory. But under the Ruler there was terror everywhere. The Ruler himself was afraid, because very many people wished very desperately to be rid of him because he had secret police and prison-camps and used them mercilessly against his opponents. But he had to have them because people wanted desperately to be rid of him. He knew there were plots against him. He suspected there were more than his secret police discovered. There were times when he wished bitterly that he were beloved his people. It would be very good indeed to stop being afraid. 
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