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7 A Window on the Universe

Bill Soames [pS6): s fore, just fire. A reald good day!

Diad [péa): Well, at"s been a good day.

Mom (poé): You talk amy wiry you aant fo, Aoy, arad its juse e,
Dan Hollas [(p70): fe's good dthat | can®t play it bere.

Far Beilly (p740: 1%z seeell L . _ st seveld,

Juha Sipich (p75): 1% the best shour we've ever seen!

5 Find the places in the text where Anthony does things o pecple:

Avnt Amy, Mrs Kent's husbamd 5am, the Terrance family and Joe

Kinney, lintde Fred Smith, Dan Hollis. Does the author achieve his effecrs

by direct, or indirect means? Try wrsting graphic descriprions wo add

detail v che following, For example:

= ‘And rhar had Been the end of Amy Fremont's bright eyes, and the
end of Amy Fremont as everyone had known her’

= Mes Kene's hushand Sam “walking back from the graveyard'

= the “rhing" thar Dan Hollis became; “something like nothing anyone
woitld have believed possible’,

Do wou think the horror comes across more powerfully in your
descriptions of in the understatement of the original? Why?

ACTIVITIES

i

Imagine that some of the carefully protected children of Peaksville
are now ald ensugh to be told about Anthony. Write them 2 lesrer,
full of advice and warnings about what they should and should nor do
in geder 1o suevive, Try to express cverything in as positive a way as
possible (as though Anthony were listening), but somechow still make
the warnings clear,

The srory ends just as bleakly as i begans, Nothing has really changed;
just anagher victim has been added to Peaksville’s death voll. Did youw
find this 3 sarisfying ending? How would you have chosen to end the
stary — with the villsgers tryang 12 get rid of Anthony, perhaps, and
either succeeding, or Failing, with dizistrous results? Write a paragraph
or twa o sdd your prefersed ending o the story,

THE MACHINE THAT
WoN THE WAR

THE AUTHOR

lzame Azimoy was baorn m Bossaa an 1930, but Feam 1923 bved
i the USA, His academic studies gained him three degrees,
and in 194% he became an associate professor of biochemissy
at Boston University, a post be resigned in 1958 in order 1o
write full-time. His outpiar was enormaous, both in science
fiction and in very successful non-konon scientific wering.
His best-known works are prabably the Foundatros series
and the [, Robor collection (wirk its famous ‘three laws of
robarics’), His sgory Mighifail is often considered the be

SF sharr seary ever written. He died in 1992, with more than

40y prablished works oo his name,

THE STORY

We live am ehe compurer age. Year by year, even month by
maath, computers become ever more sephisticansd, soming,
analysing, delivering vast quantitics of dara in the blink of
an eye, “I'll pur & gardle round abour the earth in fnr:y
minuges?’ says Puck im A Midssmrmer Might's Diream. But
Shakespeare™s wi.ng-nd. messenger wonbd besbow mda.].'.wh-m
informarion flashes as fast as light arcund the compucer
Imverneer thar girdles our workd,

Deep in an undergrownd chamber, three men meet and
talk, their heavy burden of responsibility now lifted. The
war with [deneb is over — a long, ferocious war between
worlds, in which whole planets could dsappear in an
instant, and the accurate collection, processing, analyss
of dara was crucial to Earth's survival. And all around the
three men lies the labyrinth of the giant computer, Mulovac,
thie machine that won the war . . .



THE MACHINE THAT WON
THE WAR

ke celebration had a ]l:h:rl-_l.; way o g amd ey |r.|ﬂ'|-¢ :u|mrft-:pt|15
of Muliivac's underground chambers, it hung in the air,

If nothing else, there was the mere Face of isolation and silence
— for the first time ina decade, technicians were not scurrying about
the vitals of the giant computer, the soft lighes did not wink ot
their erravic parerns, the Aow of information inand out had halved.

It would not be halted long, of course, for the needs of peace
would be pressing. Yer now, for a day, perhaps for a week, even
Multivac might celebrare the grear vicrory, and rese.

Lamar Swift, Executive Director of the Solar Federation, ook
off the milicary cap he was wearing and looked down the long and
empty main corridoer of the enormous computer. He sar down racher
wearily in one of the rechmicians’ swing-snm]s and his uniferm, in
whitch he had never been i.'nrn'l:vl:lrra'hl:,twk an :L]'i:.a\.'g,r and wrinkled
Appeirance.

He saed, "' miss it all, in a grisly fashion. [t*s hard go remember
when we weren't at war with Deneb, and it seems agamst nature
nevw Lo be ar peace and o look an the stars withour anxiery.”

The rwo men with Swilt were both vounger than he, Neither
was as grey, neither looked guite as tired.

John Henderson, thin-lipped and finding it haed to conteol the
relicf he felr in the midst of triumph, said, "They're destroyed!
They're destroved! Ie's whar 1 keep saying to myself over and over
and Dstill can’ believe it We all talked so much, over so many vears,
abour the menace hanging over Earth and all its worlds, over every
human being, and all che rime it was orue, every word of in, And
now we're alive and it's the Dencbians who are shamered and
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destroyed. They'll be no menace now, ever again,’

‘Thanks o Multivac,” said Swift, with a quier glance ar the
imperturbable Jablonsky, who through all the war had been Chief
Interpreter of science's oracle. “Righe, Max?

Jablonsky shrugged. Automatically, he reached for a cigaretre
and decided against it. He alone, of all the thousands who had lived
in the tunnels wirthin Multivac, had been allowed 1o smoke, bt
toward the end he had made definite effores to avord making use of
the privilege.

He said, “Well, thac's whar they say.” His broad chumb moved in
the direction of his right shoulder, aiming upward.

*lealous, Max:®

‘Because they're shouting for Multivac? Because Multivac is the
big hero in this war? Jablonsky's craggy face rook on an air of
contempt. "What's that to me? Let Multivac be the machipe thar
won the war, if it pleases them,’

Henderson looked at the other two our of the corners of his eyes.
In this short interlude that the three had instinctively sought out in
the one peaceful commer of a metropolis gone mad; in this eniracie
between the dangers of war and the difficulties of peace, when, for
GNe IMEITEnL, 'El'lﬂu' might Fi | |] ﬁ.ﬂd SUrcease, ke WS COMSCINs nn]}' |:|-'|:
his wesghe of guilt.

Suddenly, it was as though thar weight were too great 1o be borne
longer. It had to be thrown off, along with the war — now?!

Henderson sard, *Multivac had nothing to do with victory, It's
just a machine.”

A bag ane,” sand Swaft,

"Then just a big machine. No betrer than the data fed ic." For a
moment, he stopped, suddenly unnerved ar whar he was saving.

Jablensky looked ac him, his chick fingers once again fumbling
for a cigarette and once again drawing back. "You should know.
You suppled the data, Or is i just thar vou're vaking the eredie?
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*No," said Hendervon angrily. "There is no credit. 'What do you
know of the data Multivac had to use, predigested from a hundred
subsidiary computers here on Earth, on the Moon, on Mars, even
on Titan? With Titan always delayed and always that feeling thar
its figures would introduce an unexpected bias.”

‘It would drive anyone mad,” said Swift, with gentle sympathy.

Henderson shook his head. ‘Ttwasn®t just thar, | admie char eight
years ago when [ replaced Lepont as Chief Programmer, [ was
mervous. But there was an exhilaration abour things in those days.
The war was still Inns range; an adventure withowt real i:l-mg:rr.
We hadn't reached the point where manned vessels had had to take
over and where interstellar warps could swallow up a planet clean,
if aimed correctly, But then, when the real difficultses began . .

Angrily = he could Bnally peemir anger — he sawd, *You know
nothing abour "

Well,! said Swilr, “Tell us. The war is over, We've won.”

“Yes." Henderson nodded his head, He had to remember thar,
Earth had won, so all had been for the best. “Well, the data became
meaningless.”

“Meaningless? You mean that hterally® said Jablonsky.

“Literally. What would you expect? The trouble with you two
wias that you weren't out in the thick of it. Max, you never left
Moulrivac, and you, Mr Director, never left the Mansion except on
state visits where you saw exactly what they wanted you to see.”

‘I was not as unaware of that,' said Swift, 'as you may have
thought,'

‘Do voas know,” sasd Henderson, “to whar extent data concerning
our production capacity, our resource potential, our trained
manpower - everything of importance 1o the war effort, in fact -
had become unreliable and untrustworthy during the last half of
the war? Group leaders, both civilian and military, were intent on
projecring their own improved image, 50 1o speak, so they obscured
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the bad and magnified the good. Whatever the machines mighr do,
the men who programmed them and interprered the results had their
own skins to think of and competitors to stab. There was no way
of stopping that. [ tried, and faled.”

‘OF course,” said Swift, in quiet consolation. *1 can see that you
would."

This time Jablonsky decided vo light his cigarette. *Yet | presume
you provided Multivae with dara in your programming? You said
nothing to us about unreliability.”

‘How could 1 tell you? And if [ did, how could you afford to
believe me?* demanded Henderson, * Our entire war effort was geared
to Multivac. It was the one great weapon on our side, tor the
Denebians had nothing like it. What else kept up morale in the face
of doom bur the assurance thar Multivac would always predict and
circumvent any Denebian move, and would always direce and prevent
the circumvention of our moves? Great Space, after our Spy-warp
was blasted our of hyperspace we lacked any reliable Denebian dara
o fepd Multivag, and we didn't dare make thar public.”

“True enough,” said Swift.

“Well, then,” sard Henderson, 'if | told vou the dara were unrelinble,
what could you have done but replace me and refuse to beleve me?
1 couldn®t allow that.'

“What did you do?' said Jablonsky,

“Since the war is won, I'llell vou what L did, | corrected the daga.”

‘How? asked Swift.

‘Intuition, | presume. 1 juggled chem oll they looked righe. Ax
first, | hardly dared. 1 changed a bit here and there to correct what
were abvious impossibilities. When the sky didn't collapse abour
us, | got braver. Toward the end, | scarcely cared. | just wrote our
the necessary data as they were needed. | even had Multivac Annex
prepare data for me according to a private programming pattern |
had devised for the purpose.”
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‘Random figures?” said Jablonsky,

‘Mot at all. Tintroduced a number of necessary biases.”

Jablonsky smiled, quite unexpectedly, his dark eyes sparkhing
behind the crinkling of the lower lids. “Three times a report was
brought to me about unauthorized wses of the Annex, and Ilet i go
cach time. If it had marmered, | would have followed st up and spoted
you, John, and found out what you were doing. But, of course,
nothing abour Multivas mattered in those days, $0 you got away
with ir.”

“What do you mean, nothing mattered? asked Hendersom,
suspiciously.

‘Nothing did. | suppose if L had told you this ar the time, it would
have spared you your agony, but then if you had told me whar you
were doing, it would have spared me mine. What made you think
Multivac was in working order, wharever the dara you supplied i

‘Mot in working order? said Swilt,

‘Mot really. Mot reliably. Afrer all, where were my technicians
in the last vears of the war? I'll well vou = they were out feeding
computers on a thousand different space devices, They were gone!
[ had vo make do with kids | couldn’t trust and veterans who were
out of date. Besides, do you think T could trust the solid-stare®
components coming out of Cyogenics in the last years? Cyogenics
wasn't any berter placed as far as personnel was concerned than [
was, Tome, it didn't matter whether the data being supplied Multivac
were reliable or not. The reswdes weren't rehable. That much [knew.”

“What did you do#' asked Henderson.

‘I did what you did, John, | introduced the bugger factor®, |
adjusted marters in accordance with intuition — and thar’s how the
machine won the war,”

Swift leaned back in the chair and stretched his legs out before
him. ‘Such revelations, It turns out then thae the marerial handed
me to guide me in my decision-making capacity was a man-made
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interpretation of man-made dara, lsn't thar righe®

‘It looks s0," sard Jablonsky.

“Then | perceive | was correct in not placing voo much reliance
upan it,” said Swift.

Youdidn't* Jablonsky, despite what he had just said, managed
tor look prufesslnna“:r insultn.-d.

T afrand | didn’e. Multivac mlp;hl; SCEM T SaY: Sirike hn:;rc., 151
there; Dro this, naoe that; Waie, don't act, But | could never be certain
that whaet Multivac seemed to say, it really did say; or what it really
saind, it really meant. | could never be certain.’

‘Bt the final report was always plain enough, sir,” sad Jablonsky,

"To those who did not have 1o make the decision, perhaps. Mot
to me. The horror of the responsibility of such decistons was
unbearable and even Multivac was not sufficient to remove the
weight . .. Bur the important poine is [ was justified in doubting,
and there is remendous reliel in thar” 4

Caught wp in the conspiracy of mutual confession, Jablonsky
put ritles aside. "Whar was it you did then, Lamar? Afrer all, you
did make decistons, How?”

“Well, it"s time to be gerting back, perhaps, but =1l rell you first.
Why not? [ did make use of a compurer, Max, but an older one than
Multiwac, much older.”

He groped in his pocker and brought out a scattering of small
change — old-fashioned coins dating to the first years before the
metal shortage had produced a credit system tied to a computer-
complex.

Swift smiled rather sheepishly. 1 seill need chese to make money
seem substantial vo me. An old man finds it hard to abandon che
habits of youth." He dropped the coims back into his pocket.

He held the last coin beeween his Angers, staning at ic absently.
‘Multivac is not the hrst computer, friends, nor the ]:-cs[-km:uwn.,
rior the one that can maost efheiently Lift the load of decision from
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the shoulders of the executive. A machine did win the war, John; ar
beast, a very simple computing device did, one thart [ used every time
1 had a particularly hard decision ro make.'

With a Exint smile of reminiscence, he fipped the coin he held, I
glinted in the air as it spun and came down in Swift's outstrerched
palm. His hand closed over it and brought it down on the back of
his left hand, His right hand remained in place, hiding the cain,

*Heads or tails, gentlemen?
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MoTes

salud-state components (phd)
elecrronic components made of solid materials

the bugger factor (pha)
{raboo) probably derived from ro burgger something alowt, meaning to
miess something abowr, to inerfere with it o spadl iz in seme way

[Dhscumsiom

1 D[hd you enpoy the ending of this stary? Why, or why not? D you
EVer 1088 4 ooin, &F ase a similar deviee, 1o make a decision? What are
the advantages and disadvantagss of making decisions in this way?
D wous chink there are some kinds of decision which should never be
made like char? If 5o, whar are they?

3 In a speech made in 1963 Jokn P, Kenmedy sasd char “Man s seill ehe
most extraoedinary computer of all'. Do you think this story suppons
thar viewpaint? In whar way? Will computers ever, in your opinion,
be equivalent 1o the human brain? o]

Lantuace Focus

1 Whar do thess expressions mean, inthe comest of the story? Rephase
them in vour own wards,
s eeeren'E ool in il thich of &t (p82)
the mien . . | bad their ouen skt to ehink of (pR3)
Wiher the sky didn’t collapae about s (pRE)
I erouelad frawe follorred it up avd spotted you (pSd)
S Yol gaf aery stk it (pR4)
I bad to make do wivh kids [, ] and peterans  (pSd)

ACTIVITIES

I Henderson is the first of the three to make his confession, fecling the
weight of his gaile even thoagh the war has now been won, How do
you think he fele ar the ome? Wieite his diary entey For the day in the
war when he realized thae the incoming data were unrcliable and
decided vo use his inpaition po juggle them until they looked right.

2 Do you think ehe tiche of this story, The Machrme Thier Won the War, s
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