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Camn, .nd she had no desire to let go either of them to

ach the wall.
“Let s ask somebody something” Charles led them

over to one of the benches. “Er, could you tell us what'’s
X the Procedure around here?” he asked one of the men.
Way, The men all wore nondescript business suits, and though

H heir features Were as different one from the other as the
e .
Righ farures of men on earth, there was also a sameness to

d up fy, them.

e sectigf.  __Tike the sameness of people riding in a subway,
efore Ty Meg thought. —Only on a subway every once in a while
ce hallid there’s somebody different and here there isn’t.

ree of i The man looked at the children warily. “The proce-
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dure for what?”
“How do we see Whoever’s in authority?” Charles

asked
U pr ent your papers to the A machine. You

ufi *the man said severely
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hought, looking anxiously at Charles and holding his

)and more and more tightly until he wriggled his fin-
sers in protest. That's what Mrs Whatsit said he hag to
Jatch, being proud.—Don't, please don’t, she thought
hard at Charles Wallace. She wondered if Calvin realized
hat a lot of the arrogance was bravado.

- The man stood up, moving jerkily as though he had
heen sitting for a long time. “T hope he isn’t too hard on
you,” he murmured as he led the children toward the
empty fourth wall. “But I've been reprocessed once and
hat was more than enough. And I don’t want to get sent

o0 IT. I've never been sent to IT and I can’t risk having

that happen.”
~ There was IT again. What was this IT?
The man took from his pocket a folder filled mtﬂ
papers of every color. He shuffled through them carefully,
R drawing one. “I've had several reports to
e to ask for a requisition for more
! gg;;d.;and,put it against the
ugh it were being
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were 1ot unlike the great Compuﬁy‘ 1,

1 her science books ap 44
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they were Jlooking into

machines. They ;
d seen 1 H

nes Meg ha ; at |+
imes worked wit t |

she knew her father somet h. Son

: . X,
did not seem to be in USE, in others lights were flick. |
ering on and off. In one machine a long tape w;, y
r a series of dot-dashes were v g

machi

ing eaten; in anothe
punched. Several white-robed attendants were moVi]l“j i

about, tending the machines. If they saw the chjlq
they gave no sign. '

Calvin muttered something,
“What?” Meg asked him.
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»charleS Wallace said suddenly, and his voice held
¢, “Don’t let go my hands! Hold me tight! He’s try-
g tO get at me!”’

«ywho?” Meg squeaked.

«7 don't know. But he’s trying to get in at me! I can
el him!”

“Let’s go back.” Calvin started to pull away.

“No,” Charles Wallace said. “I have to go on. We have
» make decisions, and we can’t make them if they’re
ased on fear.” His voice sounded old and strange and
ote. Meg, clasping his small hand tlghtly could feel
sweating in hers.

~ As they approached the end of the room their steps
lowed. Before them was a platfbrm On the platform
Vs &M and ‘on the chair was a man.

| e about him that seemed to contain
.x&@kness they had felt as they
1 f-;.‘@n their way* to this




