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| mean, after al; you have to consder were only made out of dust.
That's admittedly not much to go on and we shouldn't forget that. But
even congdering, | mean it'sasort of bad beginning, were not doing
too bad. So | persondly have fath that even in this lousy Stuation
we're faced with we can make it. Y ou get me?

--From an interoffice audio-memo circulated to Pre-Fash
level consultants at Perky Pat Layouts, Inc., dictated by
Leo Bulero immediately on his return from Mars.



ONE

His head unnaturdly aching, Barney Mayerson woke to find himsdlf in an unfamiliar bedroom in
an unfamiliar conapt building. Beside him, the covers up to her bare, smooth shoulders, an unfamiliar
girl dept on, breathing lightly through her mouth, her hair atumble of cotton-like white.

I'll bet I'm late for work, he said to himsdlf, did from the bed, and tottered to a tanding postion
with eyes shut, keeping himsdf from being sick. For dl he knew he was severd hours drive from his
office; perhaps he was not even in the United States. However he was on Earth; the gravity that
made him sway was familiar and normdl.

And there in the next room by the sofa afamiliar suitcase, that of his psychiatrist Dr. Smile.

Barefoot, he padded into the living room, and seated himsdlf by the suitcase; he opened it, clicked
switches, and turned on Dr. Smile. Meters began to register and the mechanism hummed. "Where
am |?7' Barney asked it. "And how far an | from New Y ork?' That was the main point. He saw now
aclock onthewadl of the apt's kitchen; thetime was 7:30 A.M. Not late at dll.

The mechanism which was the portable extenson of Dr. Smile, connected by micro-reay to the
computer itsdlf in the basement leve of Barney's own congpt building in New Y ork, the Renown 33,
tinnily declared, "Ah, Mr. Bayerson.”

"Mayerson," Barney corrected, smoothing his hair with fingers that shook. "What do you
remember about last night?" Now he saw, with intense physicd averson, haf-empty bottles of
bourbon and sparkling water, lemons, bitters, and ice cube trays on the sideboard in the kitchen.
"Who isthis girl?"

Dr. Smilesad, "The girl in the bed is Miss Rondindla Fugate. Roni, as she asked you to cdl her."

It sounded vaguely familiar, and oddly, in some manner, tied up with his job. "Listen," he said to
the suitcase, but then in the bedroom the girl began to tir; a once he shut off Dr. Smile and stood
up, feding humble and awkward in only his underpants.

"Are you up?' the girl asked deepily. She thrashed about, and sat facing him; quite pretty, he
decided, with lovely, large eyes. "What timeisit and did you put on the coffee pot?’

He tramped into the kitchen and punched the stove into life; it began to heat water for coffee.
Meanwhile he heard the shutting of a door; she had gone into the bathroom. Water ran. Roni was
taking a shower.

Agan in the living room he switched Dr. Smile back on. "What's she got to do with P. P.
Layouts?' he asked.

"Miss Fugate is your new assistant; she arrived yesterday from Peopl€'s China where she worked
for P. P. Layouts as their Pre-Fash consultant for that region. However, Miss Fugate, athough
talented, is highly inexperienced, and Mr. Bulero decided that a short period as your assstant, |
would say 'under you," but that might be misconstrued, considering--"

"Great,” Barney said. He entered the bedroom, found his clothes--they had been deposited, no
doubt by him, in a hegp on the floor--and began with care to dress, he Hill fdt terrible, and it
remained an effort not to give up and be violently sck. "That's right,” he said to Dr. Smile as he came
back to the living room buttoning his shirt. "I remember the memo from Friday about Miss Fugate.
She's erratic in her taent. Picked wrong on that U. S. Civil War Picture Window item . . . if you can
imagineit, she thought it'd be a smash hit in People's China"" He laughed.

The bathroom door opened a crack; he caught a glimpse of Roni, pink and rubbery and clean,
drying hersdf. "Did you cal me, dear?'

"No," hesaid. "l wastaking to my doctor.”

"Everyone makes errors,” Dr. Smile sad, atrifle vacuoudy.



Barney said, "How'd she and | happen to--" He gestured toward the bedroom. "After so short a
time."

"Chemigry," Dr. Smile sad.

"Comeon."

"Widl, you're both precogs. You previewed that you'd eventudly hit it off, become ercticaly
involved. So you both decided--after afew drinks--that why should you wait? 'Lifeis short, art is-"
The suitcase ceased speaking, because Roni Fugate had appeared from the bathroom, naked, to
pad past it and Barney back once more into the bedroom. She had a narrow, erect body, a truly
superb carriage, Barney noted, and smdll, up-jutting breasts with nipples no larger than matched pink
pess. Or rather matched pink pearls, he corrected himsdlf.

Roni Fugate said, "'l meant to ask you last night--why are you consulting a psychiatris? And my
lord, you carry it around everywhere with you; not once did you set it down--and you had it turned
on right up until--" She raised an eyebrow and glanced a him searchingly.

"At least | did turn it off then,” Barney pointed out.

"Do you think I'm pretty?' Risng on her toes she dl at once stretched, reached above her head,
then, to his amazement, began to do a brisk series of exercises, hopping and leaping, her breasts
bobbing.

"| certainly do," he murmured, taken aback.

"I'd weigh aton,” Roni Fugate panted, "if | didn't do these UN Weapons Wing exercises every
morning. Go pour the coffee, will you, dear?"

Barney sad, "Areyou redly my new assstant a P. P. Layouts?'

"Yes, of course; you mean you don't remember? But | guess you're like a lot of redly topnotch
precogs. you see the future so well that you have only a hazy recollection of the past. Exactly what
do you recall about last night?' She paused in her exercises, gasping for bresth.

"Oh," he said vagudy, "l guess everything."

"Ligten. The only reason why you'd be carrying a psychiatrist around with you is that you must
have gotten your draft notice. Right?'

After a pause he nodded. That he remembered. The familiar elongated blue-green envelope had
arived one week ago; next Wednesday he would be taking his menta a the UN military hospitd in
the Bronx.

"Hasit helped? Has he--" She gestured at the suitcase. "--Made you sick enough?'

Turning to the portable extenson of Dr. Smile, Barney said, "Have you?'

The suitcase answered, "Unfortunatdy you're still quite viable, Mr. Mayerson; you can handle ten
Freuds of stress. Sorry. But we gtill have severd days, weve just begun.”

Going into the bedroom, Roni Fugate picked up her underwear, and began to step into it. "Just
think," she said reflectively. "If you're drafted, Mr. Mayerson, and you're sent to the colonies . . .
maybe I'll find mysdlf with your job." She amiled, showing superb, even tegth.

It was a gloomy possihility. And his precog ability did not assst him: the outcome hung nicdly, at
perfect balance on the scales of cause-and-effect to be.

"You can't handle my job," he said. "You couldn't even handle it in People's China and that's a
relaively Smple Stuation in terms of factoring out pre-dements” But someday she could; without
difficulty he foresaw that. She was young and overflowing with innate talent: al she required to equa
him--and he was the best in the trade--was a few years experience. Now he became fully awake as
awareness of his Stuation filtered back to him. He stood a good chance of being drafted, and even if
he was not, Roni Fugate might well snatch his fine, desrable job from him, ajob up to which he had
worked by dow stages over athirteen-year period.



A peculiar solution to the grimness of the Stuation, this going to bed with her; he wondered how
he had arrived & it.

Bending over the suitcase, he said in alow voice to Dr. Smile, "I wish you'd tell me why the hell
with everything so dire | decided to--"

"I can answer that," Roni Fugate caled from the bedroom; she had now put on a somewhat tight
pae green sweater and was buttoning it before the mirror of her vanity table. "Y ou informed me last
night, after your fifth bourbon and water. You sad--" She paused, eyes sparkling. "It's inelegant.
What you said was this. 'If you cant lick 'em, join 'em.’ Only the verb you used, | regret to say,
wasn't ‘join."

"Hmm," Barney said, and went into the kitchen to pour himself a cup of coffee. Anyhow, he was
not far from New Y ork; obvioudy if Miss Fugate was a fellow employee a P. P. Layouts he was
within commute distance of his job. They could ride in together. Charming. He wondered if their
employer Leo Bulero would gpprove of thisif he knew. Was there an officid company policy about
employees deegping together? There was about amogt everything ese. . . dthough how a man who
goent dl histime a the resort beaches of Antarctica or in German E Thergpy dlinics could find time
to devise dogma on every topic eluded him.

Someday, he said to himsdlf, I'll live like Leo Bulero; ingtead of being stuck in New York City in
180 degree heat--

Beneath him now a throbbing began; the floor shook. The building's cooling system had come on.
Day had begun.

Outsde the kitchen window the hot, hogtile sun took shape beyond the other conapt buildings
vigble to him; he shut his eyes againg it. Going to be another scorcher, dl right, probably up to the
twenty Wagner mark. He did not need to be a precog to foresee this.

In the miserably high-number congpt building 492 on the outskirts of Marilyn Monroe, New
Jarsey, Richard Hnatt ae breskfast indifferently while, with something greater than indifference, he
glanced over the morning homeopape's weather-syndrome readings of the previous day.

The key glacier, Ol' Skintop, had retreated 4.62 Grables during the last twenty-four-hour period.
And the temperature, at noon in New Y ork, had exceeded the previous day's by 1.46 Wagners. In
addition the humidity, as the oceans evaporated, had increased by 16 Salkirks. So things were hotter
and wetter; the great processon of nature clanked on, and toward what? Hnait pushed the 'pape
away, and picked up the mail which had been ddivered before dawn . . . it had been some time
snce malmen had crept out in daylight hours.

The firgt bill which caught his eye was the gpt's cooling pro-rated swindle; he owed Conapt 492
exactly ten and a hdf skinsfor the last month--arise of three-fourths of a skin over April. Someday,
he sad to himsdlf, itll be so hot that nothing will keep this place from mdting; he recalled the day his
I-p record collection had fused together in a lump, back around '04, due to a momentary failure of
the building's cooling network. Now he owned iron oxide tapes; they did not melt. And at the same
moment every parekest and Venusan ming bird in the building had dropped dead. And his
neighbor's turtle had been boiled dry. Of course this had been during the day and everyone--at least
the men--had been a work. The wives, however, had huddied at the lowest subsurf ace levd,
thinking (he remembered Emily tdling him this) that the fatal moment had a last arrived. And not a
century from now but now. The Caltech predictions had been wrong . . . only of course they hadn't
been; it had just been a broken power-lead from the N.Y. utility people. Robot workmen had
quickly shown up and repaired it.



In the living room his wife sat in her blue smock, paingakingly painting an unfired ceramic piece
with glaze; her tongue protruded and her eyes glowed . . . the brush moved expertly and he could
see dready that this was going to be a good one. The Sght of Emily at work recaled to him the task
that lay before him, today: one which he did not rdish.

He sad, peevishly, "Maybe we ought to wait before we gpproach him."

Without looking up, Emily said, "WEIl never have a better display to present to him than we have
now."

What if he says no?"

"WEell go on. What did you expect, that weld give up just because my onetime husband can't
foresee--or won't foresee--how successful these new pieces will eventudly be in terms of the
market?'

Richard Hnatt said, "You know him; | dont. Hes not vengeful, is he? He wouldnt cary a
grudge?' And anyhow what sort of grudge could Emily's former husband be carrying? No one had
done him any harm; if anything it had gone the other way, or so he understood from what Emily had
related.

It was strange, hearing about Barney Mayerson dl the time and never having met him, never
having direct contact with the man. Now that would end, because he had an appointment to see
Mayerson a nine this morning in the man's office a P. P. Layouts. Mayerson of course would hold
the whip hand; he could take one brief glance at the display of ceramics and decline ad hoc. No, he
would say. P. P. Layouts is not interested in a min of this. Believe my precog ability, my Pre-Fash
marketing talent and skill. And--out would go Richard Hnatt, the collection of pots under his arm,
with absolutely no other placeto go.

Looking out the window he saw with averson that dready it had become too hot for human
endurance; the footer runnels were abruptly empty as everyone ducked for cover. The time was
eight-thirty and he now had to leave; risng, he went to the hal closet to get his pith hdmet and his
mandatory cooling-unit; by law one had to be strapped to every commuter's back until nightfall.

"Goodbye," he said to hiswife, pausing at the front door.

"Goodbye and lots of luck." She had become even more involved in her daborate glazing and he
redized dl at once that this showed how vast her tenson was; she could not afford to pause even a
moment. He opened the door and stepped out into the hall, fedling the cool wind of the portable unit
as it chugged from behind him. "Oh," Emily said, as he began to shut the door; now she raised her
heed, brushing her long brown hair back from her eyes. "Vid me as soon as you're out of Barney's
office, as soon as you know one way or another."

"Okay," he said, and shut the door behind him.

Downramp, at the building's bank, he unlocked their safety deposit box and carried it to a privacy
room; there he lifted out the display case containing the spread of ceramic ware which he was to
show Mayerson.

Shortly, he was aboard a thermosedled interbuilding commute car, on his way to downtown New
York City and P. P. Layouts, the great pae synthetic-cement building from which Perky Pat and dl
the units of her miniature world originated. The doll, he reflected, which had conquered man as man
a the same time had conquered the planets of the Sol system. Perky Pet, the obsesson of the
colonists. What a commentary on colonid life . . . what more did one need to know about those
unfortunates who, under the selective service laws of the UN, had been kicked off Earth, required to
begin new, dien lives on Mars or Venus or Ganymede or wherever dse the UN bureaucrats
happened to imagine they could be deposited . . . and after afashion survive.

And we think we've got it bad here, he said to himself.



The individud in the seat next to him, a middle-aged man wearing the gray pith hemet, deeveless
shirt, and shorts of bright red popular with the businessman class, remarked, "It's going to be another
hot one."

" es"

"What you got therein that great big carton? A picnic lunch for ahovd of Martian colonists?"

"Ceramics," Hnatt said.

"I'll bet you fire them just by dticking them outdoors at high noon." The busnessman chuckled,
then picked up his morning 'pape, opened it to the front page. "Ship from outside the Sol system
reported crash-landed on Pluto,” he said. "Team being sent to find it. You suppose it's things? |
can't stand those things from other star systems.”

"It's more likely one of our own ships reporting back,” Hnatt sad.

"Ever seen aProximathing?'

"Only pics

"Gridy," the busnessman said. "If they find that wrecked ship on Pluto and it isathing | hope they
laser it out of existence; after dl we do have alaw againg them coming into our system.”

"Right."

"Can | seeyour ceramics? I'm in neckties, mysdf. The Werner smulated-handwrought living tiein
avaiety of Titanian colors-l have one on, see? The colors are actudly a primitive life form that we
import and then grow in cultures here on Terra. Just how we induce them to reproduce is our trade
secret, you know, like the formulafor Coca-Cola."

Hnatt said, "For a smilar reason | can't show you these ceramics, much as I'd like to. They're
new. I'm taking them to a Pre-Fash precog a P. P. Layouts; if he wants to miniaturize them for the
Perky Pat layouts then were in: it's just a question of flashing the info to the P.P. disc jockey--what's
his name?--circling Mars. And so on.”

"Werner handwrought ties are part of the Perky Pa layouts™” the man informed him. "Her
boyfriend Walt has a closetful of them." He beamed. "When P. P. Layouts decided to min our ties-"

"It was Barney Mayerson you taked to?"

"I didn't talk to him; it was our regiond sdes manager. They say Mayerson is difficult. Goes on
what seems like impulse and once hel's decided it'sirreversble.”

"Is he ever wrong? Declinesitems that become fash?

"Sure. He may be a precog but he's only human. I'll tell you one thing that might hep. He's very
suspicious of women. His marriage broke up a couple of years ago and he never got over it. See, his
wife became pregnant twice, and the board of directors of his conapt building, | think it's 33, met
and voted to expe him and his wife because they had violated the building code. Well, you know 33;
you know how hard it isto get into any of the buildings in that low range. So ingtead of giving up his
apt he dected to divorce his wife and let her move, taking their child. And then later on apparently he
decided he made a mistake and he got embittered; he blamed himsdf, naturdly, for making a mistake
like that. A natural mistake, though; for God's sake, what wouldn't you and | give to have an apt in
33 or even 347 He never remarried; maybe he's a Neo-Chrigtian. But anyhow when you go to try to
sl him on your ceramics, be very careful about how you ded with the feminine angle; don't say
‘these will apped to the ladies or anything like that. Most retail items are purchased--"

"Thanks for the tip," Hnatt said, rising; carrying his case of ceramics he made his way down the
ade to the exit. He sghed. It was going to be tough, possibly even hopeless, he wasn't going to be
able to lick the circumstances which long predated his relaionship with Emily and her pots, and that
was that.



Fortunately he managed to snare a cab; asit carried him through downtown cross-traffic he read
his own morning 'pape, in particular the lead story about the ship believed to have returned from
Proxima only to crash on Pluto's frozen wastes-an understatement! Already it was conjectured that
this might be the well-known interplan indudtridist Plmer Eldritch, who had gone to the Prox system
a decade ago a the invitation of the Prox Council of humanoid types, they had wanted him to
modernize their autofacs dong Terran lines. Nothing had been heard from Eldritch Snce. Now this.

It would probably be better for Terra if this wasn't Eldritch coming back, he decided. Pamer
Eldritch was too wild and dazzling a solo pro; he had accomplished miracles in getting autofac
production started on the colony planets, but--as dways he had gone too far, schemed too much.
Consumer goods had piled up in unlikely places where no colonists existed to make use of them.
Mountains of debris, they had become, as the weather corroded them bit by bit, inexorably.
Snowstorms, if one could believe that such gtill existed somewhere. . . there were places which were
actualy cold. Too cold, in actud fact.

"Thy dedtination, your eminence,” the autonomic cab informed him, hdting before a large but
mostly subsurface structure. P. P. Layouts, with employees handily entering by its many therma-
protected ramps.

He paid the cab, hopped from it, and scuttled across a short open space for aramp, his case held
with both hands, briefly, naked sunlight touched him and he felt-- or imagined--himsdf Szzle. Baked
like atoad, dried of dl life-juices, he thought as he safdly reached the ramp.

Presently he was subsurface, being dlowed into Mayerson's office by a receptionist. The rooms,
cool and dim, invited him to rdlax but he did not; he gripped his diplay case tighter and tensed
himsdf and, athough he was not a Neo-Christian, he mumbled a prolix prayer.

"Mr. Mayerson,” the receptionit, tdler than Hnatt and impressive in her open-bodice dress and
resort-style hedls, said, speaking not to Hnatt but to the man seated at the desk. "This is Mr. Hnatt,"
she informed Mayerson. "This is Mr. Mayerson, Mr. Hnatt." Behind Mayerson stood a girl in apde
green sweeter and with absolutely white hair. The hair was too long and the swester too tight. "This
is Miss Fugate, Mr. Hnatt. Mr. Mayerson's assstant. Miss Fugate, thisis Mr. Richard Hnatt."

At the desk Barney Mayerson continued to study a document without acknowledging the
entrance of anyone and Richard Hnatt waited in Slence, experiencing amixed bag of emotions; anger
touched him, lodged in his windpipe and chest, and of course Angst, and then, above even those, a
tendril of growing curiosty. So this was Emily's former husband, who, if the living necktie sdesman
could be believed, ill chewed mournfully, bitterly, on the regret of having abolished the marriage.
Mayerson was a rather heavy-set man, in his late thirties, with unusudly--and not particularly
fashionable--loose and wavy hair. He looked bored but there was no sign of hogtility about him. But
perhaps he had not as yet--

"Let's see your pots,” Mayerson said suddenly.

Laying the display case on the desk Richard Hnatt opened it, got out the ceramic articles one by
one, arranged them, and then stepped back.

After apause Barney Mayerson said, "No."

"'No?" Hnatt said. "No what?"

Mayerson sad, "They won't make it." He picked up his document and resumed reading it.

"Y ou mean you decided just like that?' Hnatt said, unable to believe that it was aready done.

"Exactly like that," Mayerson agreed. He had no further interest in the display of ceramics, asfar
as he was concerned Hnatt had already packed up his pots and | eft.

Miss Fugate said, "Excuse me, Mr. Mayerson.”

Glancing a her Barney Mayerson said, "What isit?"



"I'm sorry to say this, Mr. Mayerson,” Miss Fugate said; she went over to the pots, picked one
up and hed it in her hands, weighing it, rubbing its glazed surface. "But | get a distinctly different
impression than you do. | fed these ceramic pieces will make it."

Hnatt looked from one to the other of them.

"Let me have that." Mayerson pointed to a dark gray vase;, a once Hnatt handed it to him.
Mayerson held it for atime. "No," he sad findly. He was frowning, now. "I ill get no impression of
this item making it big. In my opinion you're mistaken, Miss Fugate." He set the vase back down.
"However," he said to Richard Hnait, "in view of the disagreement between myself and Miss Fugate-
-" He scratched his nose thoughtfully. "Leave this disolay with me for afew days, I'll give it further
attention.” Obvioudy, however, he would not.

Reaching, Miss Fugate picked up a smal, oddly shaped piece and cradled it against her bosom
amodg tenderly. "This one in particular. | receive very powerful emanations from it. This one will be
the most successful of dl.”

Inaquiet voice Barney Mayerson said, "Y ou're out of your mind, Roni." He seemed redly angry,
now; his face was violent and dark. "I'll vid you," he said to Richard Hnatt. "When I've made my find
decison. | see no reason why | should change my mind, so don't be optimistic. In fact don't bother
to leave them." He shot a hard, harsh glance toward his assstant, Miss Fugate.
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TWO

In his office a ten that morning Leo Bulero, chairman of the board of directors of P. P. Layouts,
received a vidcal--which he had been expecting--from Tri-Planetary Law Enforcement, a private
police agency. He had retained it within minutes of learning of the crash on Pluto by the intersystem
ship returning from Prox.

He listened idly, because despite the momentousness of the news he had other matters on his
mind.

It wasidiotic, in view of the fact that P. P. Layouts paid an enormous yearly tribute to the UN for
immunity, but idiotic or not a UN Narcotics Control Bureau warship had seized an entire load of
Can-D near the north polar cgp of Mars, dmost a million skins worth, on its way from the heavily
guarded plantations on Venus. Obvioudy the squeeze money was not reaching the right people
within the complicated UN hierarchy.

But there was nothing he could do about it. The UN was a windowless monad over which he had
no influence.

He could without difficulty perceive the intentions of the Narcotics Control Bureau. It wanted P.
P. Layouts to initiate litigetion aimed a regaining the shipload. Because this would establish that the
illegal drug Can-D, chewed by so many colonists, was grown, processed, and distributed by a
hidden subsidiary of P. P. Layouts. So, vauable as the shipload was, better to let it go than to make
adab a damingit.

"The homeopape conjectures were correct,” Felix Blau, boss of the police agency, was saying on
the vidscreen. "It is PAmer Eldritch and he agppears to be dive dthough badly injured. We
understand that a UN ship of the line is bringing him back to a base hospitd, location of course
undisclosed.”

"Hmm," Leo Bulero said, nodding.

"However, asto what Eldritch found in the Prox system--"

"Youll never find that out,” Leo said. "Eldritch won't say and it'll end there.”

"One fact has been reported,” Blau said, "of interest Aboard his ship Eldritch had--still has-a
carefully mantained culture of alichen very much resembling the Titanian lichen from which Can-D is
derived. | thought in view of--" Blau broke off tactfully.

"Is there any way those lichen cultures can be destroyed?’ It was an indtinctive impulse.

"Unfortunately Eldritch employees have dready reached the remans of the ship. They
undoubtedly would resist effortsin that direction.” Blau looked sympathetic. "We could of course try
... hot aforceful solution but perhaps we could buy our way in."

"Try," Leo sad, dthough he agreed; it was undoubtedly a waste of time and effort. "lsn't there
that law, tha mgor UN ordinance, agangt importing life forms from other sysems?' It would
certainly be handy if the UN military could be induced to bomb the remains of Eldritch's ship. On his
note pad he scratiched a memo to himsdlf: cal lawyers, lodge complaint with UN over import of dien
lichens. "I'll talk to you later," he said to Blau and rang off. Maybe I'll complain directly, he decided.
Pressing the tab on his intercom he said to his secretary, "Get me UN, top, in New York. Ask for
Secretary Hepburn-Gilbert persondly.”

Presently he found himsdf connected with the crafty Indian politician who last year had become
UN Secretary. "Ah, Mr. Bulero." Hepburn-Gilbert smiled dyly. "You wish to complain as to the
seizure of that shipment of Can-D which--"
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"I know nothing about any shipment of Can-D," Leo sad. "This has to do with another matter
completely. Do you people redize what PAmer Eldritch is up to? He's brought non-Sol lichens into
our system; it could be the beginning of another plague like we had in '98."

"We redlize this. However, the Eldritch people are claming it to be a Sol lichen which Mr.
Eldritch took with him on his Prox trip and is how bringing back . . . it was a source of protein to
him, they dam.” The Indian's white teeth shone in glesful superiority; the meeger pretext amused him.

"You bdieve that?"

"Of course not." Hepburn-Gilbert's smile increased. "What interests you in this matter, Mr.
Bulero? Y ou have an, ah, specid concern for lichens?'

"I'm a public-spirited citizen of the Sol systlem. And | ingst that you act."

"We are acting," Hepburn-Gilbert said. "We have made inquiries . . . we have assigned our Mr.
Lark--you know him--to this detail. Y ou see?’

The conversation droned to a frustrating concluson and Leo Bulero at last hung up, feding irked
at politicians; they managed to take forceful seps when it came to him but in connection with Pamer
Eldritch . . . ah, Mr. Bulero, he mimicked to himsdf. That, gr, is something else again.

Yes, he knew Lark. Ned Lark was chief of the UN Narcotics Bureau and the man responsible
for the saizure of this last shipment of Can-D; it had been a ploy on the part of the UN Secretary,
bringing Lark into this hasde with Eldritch. What the UN was angling for here was a quid pro quo;
they would drag their feet, not act againgt Eldritch unless and until Leo Bulero made some move to
curtall his Can-D shipments, he sensed this, but could not of course prove it. After dl, Hepburn-
Gilbert, that dark-skinned snesky little unevolved politician, hadn't exactly said that.

That's what you find yoursdf involved in when you tak to the UN, Leo reflected. Afro-Asan
politics. A swamp. It's run, staffed, directed by foreigners. He glared at the blank vidscreen.

While he was wondering what to do his secretary Miss Gleason clicked on the intercom at her
end and sad, "Mr. Bulero, Mr. Mayerson isin the outer office; held like afew moments with you."

"Send him in." He was glad for arespite.

A moment later his expert in the fidd of tomorrow's fashions came in, scowling. Slently, Barney
Mayerson sested himsdlf facing Leo.

"What's egting you, Mayerson?' Leo demanded. " Speak up; that's what I'm here for, so you can
cry on my shoulder. Tl mewhat it isand I'll hold your hand." Re made his tone withering.

"My assgtant. Miss Fugate."

"Yes, | hear you're deeping with her.”

"That's not the issue.”

"Ohl see" Leo sad. "That's just aminor aside.”

"I just meant I'm here about another aspect of Miss Fugate's behavior. We had a basic
disagreement alittle while ago; a sdesman--"

Leo sad, "Y ou turned something down and she disagreed.”

"y s

"You precogs." Remarkable. Maybe there were dternate futures. "So you want me to order her
in the future aways to back you up?'

Barney Mayerson said, " She's my assstant; that means she's supposed to do as | direct.”

"Wl . .. ian't degping with you a pretty fair move in thet direction?’ Leo laughed. "However, she
should back you up while sdesmen are present, then if she has any quams she should ar them
privately later on."

"I don't even go for that." Barney scowled even more.



Acutely, Leo said, "You know because | take that E Therapy I've got a huge fronta lobe; I'm
practicaly a precog mysdf, I'm so advanced. Wasit a pot salesman? Ceramics?’

With massive reluctance Barney nodded.

"They're your ex-wife's pots,” Leo said. Her ceramics were selling well; he had seen ads in the
homeopapes for them, as retailed by one of New Orleans most exclusive art-object shops, and here
on the East Coast and in San Francisco. "Will they go over, Barney?' He studied his precog. "Was
Miss Pugate right?"

"They'll never go over; that's God's truth.” Barney's tone, however, was leaden. The wrong tone,
Leo decided, for what he was saying; it was too lacking in vitadity. "That's what | foresee" Barney
said doggedly.

"Okay." Leo nodded. "I'll accept what you're saying. But if her pots become a sensation and we
don't have mines of them available for the colonists layouts-" He pondered. "You might find your
bed-partner dso occupying your chair,”" he said.

Risng, Barney said, "Youll indruct Miss Fugate, then, as to the position she should teke?' He
colored. "I'll rephrase that," he murmured, as Leo began to guffaw.

"Okay, Barney. I'll lower the fnard on her. She's young; shelll survive. And you're aging; you need
to keep your dignity, not have anyone disagree with you." He, too, rose; waking up to Barney, he
dapped him on the back. "Buit listen. Stop esting your heart out; forget that ex-wife of yours. Okay?'

"I've forgotten her."

"There are dways more women," Leo said, thinking of Scotty Sinclair, his mistress a the moment;
Scotty right now, frail and blonde but huge in the bacony, hung out a his satdlite villa five hundred
miles a gpogee, waiting for him to knock off work for the week. "There's an infinite supply; they're
not like early U. S. postage stlamps or the truffle skins we use as money." It occurred to him, then,
that he could smooth matters by making available to Barney one of his discarded--but ill
sarvicegble-former mistresses. "'l tdll you what," he began, but Barney at once cut him off with a
savage swipe of hishand. "No?" Leo asked.

"No. Anyhow I'm wound up tight with Roni Fugate. One at atime is enough for any norma man."
Barney eyed hisemployer severdly.

"l agree. Lord, | only can see one a atime, mysdf; what do you think, I've got a harem up there
at Winnie-ther-Pooh Acres?' He bristled.

"The last time | was up there," Barney said, "which was a that birthday party for you back in
January--"

"Oh well. Paties. That's something ese; you don't count what goes on during parties” He
accompanied Barney to the door of the office. "You know, Mayerson, | heard a rumor about you,
one | didnt like. Someone saw you lugging one of those suitcase-type extensons of a conapt
psychiatric computer around withyou . . . did you get a draft notice?"

There was sllence. Then, at last, Barney nodded.

"And you weren't going to say anything to us" Leo said. "We were to find out when? The day
you board ship for Mars?'

"I'm going to best it."

"Sure you are. Everyone does; that's the way the UN's managed to populate four planets, six
moons--"

"I'm going to fall my mentd," Barney said. "My precog ability telsme | am; it's hdping me. | can't
endure enough Freuds of dress to satisfy them--look at me." He held up his hands; they perceptibly
trembled. "Look a my reaction to Miss Fugate's harmless remark. Look a my reaction to Hnatt
bringing in Emily's pots. Look at--"
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"Okay," Leo sad, but he dill was worried. Generaly the draft notices gave only a ninety-day
period before induction, and Miss Fugate would hardly be ready to assume Barney's chair that soon.
Of course he could transfer Mac Rongton from Paris-but even Ronston, after fifteen years, was not
of the same cdiber as Barney Mayerson; he had the experience, but talent could not be stored up: it
had to be there as God-given.

The UN isredly getting to me, Leo thought. He wondered if Barney's draft notice, coming at this
particular moment, was only a coincidence or if this was another probe of his week points. If it is, he
decided, it's abad one. And there's no pressure | can put on the UN to exempt him.

And smply because | supply those colonigts with their Can-D, he sad to himsdf. | mean,
somebody hasto; they've got to have it. Otherwise what good are the Perky Pat layouts to them?

And in addition it was one of the mogt profitable trading operations in the Sol system. Many
truffle skins were involved.

The UN knew that, too.

At twelvethirty New York time Leo Bulero had lunch with a new girl who had joined the
secretary pool. Pia Jurgens, seated across from him in a secluded chamber of the Purple Fox, ate
with precision, her smdl, neat jaw working in an orderly manner. She was a redhead and he liked
redheads; they were either outrageoudy ugly or dmost supernaturdly attractive. Miss Jurgens was
the latter. Now, if he could find a pretext by which to transfer her to Winnie-ther-Pooh Acres . . .
assuming that Scotty didn't object, however. And such did not at the present seem very likely; Scotty
had awill of her own, which was aways dangerousin awoman.

Too bad | couldnt wangle Scotty off onto Barney Mayerson, he said to himsdf. Solve two
problems a once; make Barney more psychologically secure, free mysdf for--

Nutsl he thought. Barney needs to be insecure, otherwise he's as good as on Mars; that's why
he's hired that talking suitcase. | don't understand the modern world at dl, obvioudy. I'm living back
in the twentieth century when psychoanaysts made people less prone to stress.

"Don't you ever tak, Mr. Bulero?' Miss Jurgens asked.

"No." He thought, Could | dabble successfully in Barney's pattern of behavior? Help him to--
what's the word?--become less viable?

But it was not as easy as it sounded; he ingtinctively appreciated that, expanded frontal 1obe-wise.
Y ou can't make hedlthy people sick just by giving an order.

Or canyou?

Excusing himsdlf, he hunted up the robot waiter, and asked that a vidphone be brought to his
table.

A few moments later he was in touch with Miss Gleason back &t the office. "Ligten, | want to see
Miss Rondinella Fugate, from Mr. Mayerson's staff, as soon as | get back. And Mr. Mayerson is not
to know. Understand?’

"Yesdr," Miss Gleason said, making a note.

"I heard,” Pia Jurgens said, when he had hung up. "You know, | could tel Mr. Mayerson; | see
him nearly every day in the--"

Leo laughed. The idea of Pia Jurgens throwing away the burgeoning future opening for her vis-a
vis himsdf amused him. "Ligen," he said, patting her hand, "don't worry; it's not within the spectrum
of human nature. Finish your Ganymedean wap-frog croquette and let's get back to the office.”
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"What | meant," Miss Jurgens said giffly, "isthat it ssems alittle odd to me that you'd be so open
in front of someone else, someone you don't hardly know." She eyed him, and her bosom, aready
overextended and enticing, became even more 0; it expanded with indignation.

"Obvioudy the answer is to know you better," Leo said, greedily. "Have you ever chewed Can-
D?' he asked her, rhetoricdly. "You should. Despite the fact that it's habit-forming. It's a red
experience." He of course kept a supply, grade AA, on hand a Winnie-ther-Pooh Acres, when
guests assembled it often was brought out to add color to what otherwise might have passed as dull.
"The reason | ask is that you look like the sort of woman who has active imagination, and the
reaction you get to Can-D depends--varies with--your imaginative-type cregtive powers."

"I'd enjoy trying it sometime,” Miss Jurgens said. She glanced about, lowered her voice, and
leaned toward him. "But it'sillegd.”

"Itis?' He stared at her.

"You know it is" The girl looked nettled.

"Ligten," Leo said. "l can get you some”" He would, of course, chew it with her; in concert the
users minds fused, became a new unity--or a least that was the experience. A few sessons of Can-
D chewing in togetherness and he would know al there was to know about Pia Jurgens; there was
something about her--beyond the obvious physicd, anatomica enormity--that fascinated him; he
yearned to be closer to her. "We won't use a layout.” By an irony he, the creator and manufacturer
of the Perky Pat microworld, preferred to use Can-D in a vacuum; what did a Terran have to gain
from a layout, inasmuch as it was a mill of the conditions obtaining in the average Terran city? For
stlers on a howling, gale-swept moon, huddled at the bottom of a hovel againgt frozen methane
crystas and things, it was something else again; Perky Pat and her layout were an entree back to the
world they had been born to. But he, Leo Bulero, he was damn tired of the world he had been born
to and Hill dwdt on. And even Winnie-ther-Pooh Acres, with dl its quaint and not-so-quaint
diversonsdid not fill the void. However--

"That Can-D," he said to Miss Jurgens, "is great stuff, and no wonder it's banned. It'slike religion;
Can-D is the reigion of the colonigs." He chuckled. "One plug of it, wouzzled for fifteen minutes,
and--" He made a sweeping gesture. "No more hovel. No more frozen methane. It provides a
reason for living. Isn't that worth the risk and expense?”

But what is there of equa vaue for us? he asked himsdf, and felt melancholy. He had, by
manufacturing the Perky Pat layouts and raising and digtributing the lichenbase for the find packaged
product Can-D, made life bearable for over one million unwilling expatriates from Terra. But what
the hell did he get back? My life, he thought, is dedicated to others, and I'm beginning to kick; it's not
enough. There was his satdllite, where Scotty waited; there existed as aways the tangled details of
his two large business operations, the one legd, the other not . . . but wasn't there more in life than
this?

He did not know. Nor did anyone else, because like Barney Mayerson they were al engaged in
their various imitations of him. Barney with his Miss Rondindla Fugate, smdl-time replica of Leo
Bulero and Miss Jurgens. Wherever he looked it was the same; probably even Ned Lark, the
Narcotics Bureau chief, lived this sort of life--probably so did Hepburn-Gilbert, who probably kept
a pde, tal Swvedish garlet with breasts the sze of bowling bals- and equdly firm. Even Pamer
Eldritch. No, he redized suddenly. Not Pamer Eldritch; he's found something ese. For ten years
he's been in the Prox system or at least coming and going. What did he find? Something worth the
effort, worth the termina crash on Pluto?

"Y ou saw the homeopapes?' he asked Miss Jurgens. "About the ship on Pluto? Therésaman in
ahillion, that Eldritch. No one else like him."
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"I read,” Miss Jurgens said, "that he was practicaly anut.”

"Sure. Ten yearsout of hislife, dl that agony, and for what?"

"You can be sure he got a good return for the ten years" Miss Jurgens said. "He's crazy but
smart; helooks out for himsdlf, like everyone else does. He's not that nuts.”

"I'd like to meet him," Leo Bulero sad. "Tdk to him, even if only just a minute" He resolved,
then, to do that, go to the hospital where PAmer Eldritch lay, force or buy his way into the man's
room, learn what he had found.

"l usad to think," Miss Jurgens said, "that when the ships firg left our system for another star--
remember that?--we'd hear that--" She hedtated. "It's so sy, but | was only a kid then, when
Arnoldson made his firg trip to Prox and back; | was a kid when he got back, | mean. | actudly
thought maybe by going that far held--" She ducked her head, not meeting Leo Bulero's gaze. "Hed
find God."

Leo thought, | thought 0, too. And | was an adult, then. In my mid-thirties. As I've mentioned to
Barney on numerous occasions.

And, he thought, | dill believe that, even now. About the ten-year flight of PAmer Eldritch.

After lunch, back in his office a P. P. Layouts, he met Rondindlla Fugate for the first time; she
was waiting for him when he arrived.

Not bad-looking, he thought as he shut the office door. Nice figure, and what glorious, luminous
eyes. She seemed nervous, she crossed her legs, smoothed her skirt, watched him furtively as he
segted himsdf at his desk facing her. Very young, Leo redized. A child who would spesk up and
contradict her superior when she thought he was wrong. Touching . . .

"Do you know why you're here in my office?' heinquired.

"l guess you're angry because | contradicted Mr. Mayerson. But | redly experienced the futurity
in the life-line of those ceramics. So what dse could | do?' She haf-rose imploringly, then reseated
hersdf.

Leo sad, "'l believe you. But Mr. Mayerson is senstive. If you're living with him you know he has
aportable psychiatrist that he lugs wherever he goes." Opening his desk drawer he got out his box of
Cuesta Reys, the very finest; he offered the box to Miss Fugate, who gratefully accepted one of the
dender dark cigars. He, too, took a cigar; helit hers and then his, and leaned back in his chair. "You
know who Pamer Eldritch is?'

" es"

"Can you use your precog powers for something other than Pre-Fash foresight? In another month
or so the homeopapes will be routiney mentioning Eldritch's location. 1'd like you to look ahead to
those 'papes and then tell me where the man is a this moment. | know you can do it." You had
better be able to, he said to himsdlf, if you want to keep your job here. He waited, smoking his cigar,
watiching the girl and thinking to himsalf, with a trace of envy, that if she was as good in bed as she
looked--

Miss Fugate said in a soft, hating voice, "I get only the most vague impression, Mr. Bulero.”

"Wadll, let's hear it anyhow." He reached for a pen.

It took her severa minutes, and, as she reiterated, her impresson was not distinct. Nonetheless
he presently had on his note pad the words: James Riddle Veterans Hospital, Base 111, Ganymede.
A UN egtablishment, of course. But he had anticipated that. It was not decisive; he till might be able
tofind away in.
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"And he's not there under that name," Miss Fugate said, pae and enervated from the effort of
foreseaing; she relit her cigar, which had gone out; dtting sraighter in her chair, she once more
crossed her supple legs. "The homeopapes will say that Eldritch was listed in the hospita records as
aMr.--" She paused, squeezed her eyes shut, and sighed. "Oh hdll," she said. "I can't make it out.
One syllable. Frent. Brent. No, | think it's Trent. Yes, it's Eldon Trent." She amiled in rdief; her large
eyes gparkled with naive, childlike pleasure. "They redly have gone to alot of trouble to kegp him
hidden. And they're interrogating him, the 'papes will say. So obvioudy he's conscious.”" She frowned
then, al a once. "Wait. I'm looking at a headline; I'm in my own conapt, by mysdf. It's early morning
and I'm reading the front page. Oh dear."

"What'sit say?' Leo demanded, bending rigidly forward; he could catch the girl's dismay.

Miss Fugate whispered, "The headlines say that PAmer Eldritch is dead." She blinked, looked
around her with amazement, then dowly focused on him; she regarded him with a confused mixture
of fear and uncertainty, dmogt papably edging back; she retreasted from him, huddled againgt her
chair, her fingersinterlocked. "And you're accused of having doneit, Mr. Bulero. Honest; that's what
the headline says."

"Y ou mean I'm going to murder him?'

She nodded. "But--it's not a certainty; | only pick it up in some of the futures . . . do you
understand? | mean, we precogs see--" She gestured.

"I know." He was familiar with precogs, Barney Mayerson had, after dl, worked for P. P.
Layouts thirteen years, and some of the others even longer. "It could happen,” he said gratingly. Why
would | do a thing like that? he asked himsdf. No way to tdl now. Perhaps after he reached
Eldritch, talked to him . . . as evidently he would.

Miss Fugate sad, "l don't think you ought to try to contact Mr. Eldritch in view of this possble
future; don't you agree, Mr. Bulero? | mean, the risk isthere--it hangs very large. About--1'd guess--
in the neighborhood of forty."

"What's ‘forty'?"

"Percent. Almogt half the possibilities” Now, more composed, she smoked her cigar and faced
him; her eyes, dark and intense, flickered as she regarded him, undoubtedly speculating with vast
curiosty why he would do such athing.

Rising, he walked to the door of the office. "Thank you, Miss Fugate; | gppreciate your assistance
in this matter." He waited, indicating clearly his expectations that she would leave,

However, Miss Fugate remained sested. He was encountering the same peculiar stresk of
firmness that had upset Barney Mayerson. "Mr. Bulero,” she sad quietly, "I think I'd redly have to
go to the UN police about this. We precogs--"

He reshut the office door. "You precogs” he sad, "are too preoccupied with other peopl€'s
lives" But she had him. He wondered what she would manage to do with her knowledge.

"Mr. Mayerson may be drafted,” Miss Fugate said. "Y ou knew that, of course. Are you going to
try to influence them to let him off?'

Candidly, he sad, "I had some intentions in the direction of helping him best it, yes"

"Mr. Bulero," she said in asmall, steady voice, "I'll make aded with you. Let them draft him. And
then I'll be your New York Pre-Fash consultant." She waited; Leo Bulero said nothing. "What do
you say?" she asked. Obvioudy she was unaccustomed to such negotiations. However, she intended
to make it stick if possble; after dl, he reflected, everyone, even the smartest operator, had to begin
somewhere. Perhaps he was seeing the initial phase of what would be a brilliant career.
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And then he remembered something. Remembered why she had been transferred from the Peking
office to come here to New York as Barney Mayerson's assstant. Her predictions had proved
erratic. Some of them--too many of them, in fact--had proved erroneous.

Perhaps her preview of the headline relating his indictment as the alleged murderer of Pamer
Eldritch--assuming that she was being truthful, that she had redlly experienced it--was only another of
her errors. The faulty precognition which had brought her here.

Aloud he said, "Let methink it over. Give me acouple of days."

"Until tomorrow morning,” Miss Fugate sad firmly.

Leo laughed. "I see why Barney was <0 riled up." And Barney probably sensed with his own
precog faculty, at least nebuloudy, that Miss Fugate was going to make a decisve drike a him,
jeopardizing his whole podition. "Ligen." He waked over to her. "Youre Mayerson's mistress.
How'd you like to give that up? | can offer you the use of an entire satdllite”” Assuming, of course,
that he could pry Scotty out of there.

"No thank you," Miss Fugate said.

"Why?' He was amazed. "Y our career--"

"l like Mr. Mayerson,” she said. "And | dont particularly care for bub--" She caught hersdlf.
"Men who've evolved in those clinics.

Agan he opened the office door. "I'll let you know by tomorrow morning." As he watched her
pass through the doorway and out into the receptionist’s office he thought, Thet'll give me time to
reach Ganymede and Pamer Eldritch; Il know more, then. Know if your foresght seems spurious
or not.

Shutting the door behind the girl, he turned a once to his desk, and clicked the vidphone button
connecting him with the outsde. To the New Y ork City operator he said, "Get me the James Riddle
Veterans Hospitd at Base |11 on Ganymede; | want to speak to a Mr. Eldon Trent, a patient there.
Person to person.” He gave his name and number, then rang off, jiggled the hook, and dided
Kennedy Spaceport.

He booked passage for the express ship leaving New York for Ganymede that evening, then
paced about his office, waiting for the cal-back from James Riddle Veterans Hospitdl.

Bubblehead, he thought. Sheld call even her employer that.

Ten minutes later the cal came,

"I'm sorry, Mr. Bulero," the operator gpologized. "Mr. Trent is not receiving cals, by doctors
orders."

So Rondinella Fugate was right; an Eldon Trent did exist at James Riddle and in dl probaility he
was Pamer Eldritch. It was certainly worth making the trip; the odds looked good.

--Looked good, he thought wryly, that I'll encounter Eldritch, have some kind of atercation with
him, God knows what, and eventudly bring about his degth. A man that at this point in time | don't
even know. And I'll find mysdf arraigned; | won't get awvay with it. What a prospect.

But his curiogty was aroused. In dl his manifold operations he had never found the need of killing
anyone under any circumgtances. Whatever it was that would occur between him and Pamer
Eldritch had to be unique; definitely atrip to Ganymede was indicated.

It would be difficult to turn back now. Because he had the acute intuition that this would turn out
to be what he hoped. And Rondindla Fugate had only said that he would be accused of the murder;
there was no datum as to a successful conviction.

Convicting a man of his stature of a capita crime, even through the UN authorities, would teke
some doing.

He was willing to let them try.
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THREE

In abar hard by P. P. Layouts, Richard Hnatt sat sipping a Tequila Sour, his display case on the
table before him. He knew goddam well there was nothing wrong with Emily's pots, her work was
salegble. The problem had to do with her ex-husband and his position of power.

And Barney Mayerson had exercised that power.

| haveto cal Emily and tell her, Hnait said to himself. He started to his feet.

A man blocked hisway, a peculiar round specimen mounted on spindly legs.

"Who are you?' Hnatt said.

The man bobbed toylike in front of him, meanwhile digging into his pocket as if scraiching & a
familiar microorganiam that possessed paragtic proclivities that had survived the test of time.
However, what he produced a last was a business card. "We're interested in your ceramic ware,
Mr. Hatt. Natt. However you say it."

"Ichaltz," Hnatt sad, reading the card; it gave only the name, no further info, not even a
vidnumber. "But what | have with me are just samples. I'll give you the names of retal outlets
stocking our line. But these--"

"Are for minning," the toylike man, Mr. Icholtz, sad, nodding. "And that's what we want. We
intend to min your ceramics, Mr. Hnéatt; we bdieve that Mayerson is wrong-- they will become fash,
and very soon.”

Hnatt stared a him. "You want to min, and you're not from P. P. Layouts?' But no one else
minned. Everyone knew P. P. Layouts had a monopoaly.

Sedting himsdlf at the table beside the display case, Mr. Icholtz brought out his wallet and began
counting out skins. "Very little publicity will be attached to this at first. But eventualy--" He offered
Hnatt the stack of brown, wrinkled, truffle-skins which served as tender in the Sol system: the only
molecule, a unique protein amino acid, which could not be duplicated by the Printers, the Biltong life
forms employed in place of automated assembly lines by many of Terrdsindudtries.

"I'll have to check with my wife" Hnatt said.

"Arent you the representative of your firm?'

"Y-yes." He accepted the pile of skins.

"The contract." Icholtz produced a document, spread it flat on the table; he extended a pen. "It
givesusan exclusve."

As he bent to sgn, Richard Hnatt saw the name of IcholtzZ firm on the contract. Chew-Z
Manufacturers of Boston. He had never heard of them. Chew-Z. . . it reminded him of another
product, exactly which he could not recdl. It was only after he had signed and Icholtz was tearing
loose his copy that he remembered.

The illegd hdlucinogenic drug Can-D, used in the colonies in conjunction with the Perky Pet
layouts.

He had an intuition compounded of deep unease. But it was too late to back out. Icholtz was
gathering up the display case; the contents belonged to Chew-Z Manufacturers of Boston, U.SA.,
Terra, now.

"How--can | get in touch with you?' Hnatt asked, as Icholtz started away from the table.

"Y ou won't be getting in touch with us. If we want you well cal you." Icholtz amiled briefly.

How in hell was he going to tell Emily? Hnatt counted the skins, read the contract, redized by
degrees exactly how much Ichaltz had paid him; it was enough to provide him and Emily with afive-
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day vacation in Antarctica, a one of the greet, cool resort cities frequented by the rich of Terra,
where no doubt Leo Bulero and others like him spent the summer . . . and these days summer lasted
al year round.

Or--he pondered. It could do even more; it could get himsdlf and his wife into the most exclusive
establishment on the planet--assuming he and Emily wanted it. They could fly to the Germanies and
enter one of Dr. Willy Denkmd's E Therapy clinics. Wowie, he thought.

He shut himsdlf up in the bar's vidphone booth and cdled Emily. "Pack your bag. We're going to
Munich. To--" He picked the name of aclinic a random; he had seen this one advertised in exclusive
Paris magazines. "To Eichenwad," hetold her. "Dr. Denkmd is-"

"Barney took them," Emily said.

"No. But theré's someone dse in the fidd of minning, now, besides P. P. Layouts." He felt dated.
"So Barney turned us down; so what? We did better with this new outfit; they must have plenty. I'l
see you in hdf an hour; I'll arrange for accommodations on TWA's express flight. Think of it: E
Therapy for both of us"

Inalow voice Emily sad, "I'm not sure | want to evolve, when it comes right down to it."

Staggered, he said, "Sure you do. | mean, it could save our lives, and if not ours then our kids--
our potentid kids that we might be having, someday. And even if were only there a short time and
only evolve a little, look at the doors it'll open to us;, well be personee gratae everywhere. Do you
persondly know anyone who's had E Therapy? You read about so-and-so in the homeopapes dl
the time, society people . . . but--"

"I don't want that hair al over me" Emily said. "And | don't want to have my head expand. No. |
won't go to Eichenwald Clinic." She sounded completely decided; her face was placid.

Hesad, "Then I'll go done." It would 4ill be of economic value; after dl, it was he who dedt with
buyers. And he could stay at the dlinic twice as long, evolve twice as much . . . assuming that the
treatments took. Some people did not respond, but that was hardly Dr. Denkmal's fault; the capacity
for evolution was not bestowed on everyone dike. About himsdf he fet certitude; héd evolve
remarkably, catch up with the big shots, even pass some of them, in terms of the familiar horny rind
which Emily out of mistaken prejudice hed caled "hair.”

"What am | supposed to do while you're gone? Just make pots?*

"Right," he said. Because orders would be ariving thick and fast; otherwise Chew-Z
Manufacturers of Boston would have no interest in the min. Obvioudy they employed their own Pre-
Fash precogs as P. P. Layouts did. But then he remembered; Icholtz had said very little publicity
at first. That meant, he redized, that the new firm had no network of disc jockeys circling the colony
moons and planets; unlike P. P. Layouits, they had no Allen and Charlotte Faine to flash the news to.

But it took timeto set up disc jockey satdlites. Thiswas naturd.

And yet it made him unessy. He thought dl a once in panic, Could they be anillegd firm? Maybe
Chew-Z, like Can-D, is banned; maybe I've got us into something dangerous.

"Chew-Z," he said doud to Emily. "Ever heard of it?"

"No."

He got the contract out and once more examined it. What a mess, he thought. How'd | get into it?
If only that damn Mayerson had said yesonthepots. . .

At ten in the morning a terrific horn, familiar to him, hooted Sam Regan out of his degp, and he
cursed the UN ship upstairs, he knew the racket was deliberate. The ship, circling above the hovel



Chicken Pox Prospects, wanted to be certain that colonists-and not merdly indigenous animals--got
the parcels that were to be dropped.

Well get them, Sam Regan muttered to himsdf as he zipped his insulated overdls, put hisfeet into
high boots, and then grumpily sauntered as dowly as possible toward the ramp.

"He's early today,” Tod Morris complained. "And I'll bet it's dl staples, sugar and food-basics
like lard--nothing interesting such as, say, candy.”

Putting his shoulders againgt the lid a the top of the ramp, Norman Schein pushed; bright cold
sunlight spilled down on them and they blinked.

The UN ship sparkled overhead, set againg the black sky as if hanging from an uneasy thread.
Good pilat, this drop, Tod decided. Knows the Fineburg Crescent area. He waved at the UN ship
and once more the huge horn burgt out its din, making him clgp his handsto hisears.

A projectile did from the underpart of the ship, extended stabilizers, and spirded toward the
ground.

"Sheoot,” Sam Regan said with disgugt. "It is staples; they don't have the parachute.” He turned
away, not interested.

How miserable the upgtairs looked today, he thought as he surveyed the landscape of Mars.
Dreary. Why did we come here? Had to, were forced to.

Already the UN projectile had landed; its hull cracked open, torn by the impact, and the three
colonists could see canigters. It looked to be five hundred pounds of sdt. Sam Regan felt even more
despondent.

"Hey," Schein sad, waking toward the projectile and peering. "I believe | see something we can
use.

"Looks like radios in those boxes" Tod sad. "Trangstor radios" Thoughtfully he followed after
Schein. "Maybe we can use them for something new in our layouts.”

"Mine's dready got aradio," Schein said.

"Wall, build an dectronic sdf-directing lawn mower with the parts”” Tod said. "You don't have
that, do you?' He knew the Scheins Perky Peat layout fairly well; the two couples, he and his wife
with Schein and his, had fused together a good dedl, being compatible.

Sam Regan said, "Dibs on the radios, because | can use them." His layout lacked the automatic
garage-door opener that both Schein and Tod had; he was considerably behind them. Of course dl
those items could be purchased. But he was out of skins. He had used his complete supply in the
sarvice of a need which he considered more pressing. He had, from a pusher, bought a fairly large
quantity of Can-D; it was buried, hidden out of sight, in the earth under his degp-compartment at the
bottom level of their collective hove.

He himsdf was a bdiever; he affirmed the miracle of trandation--the near-sacred moment in
which the miniature artifacts of the layout no longer merdly represented Earth but became Earth. And
he and the others, joined together in the fuson of doll-inhabitation by means of the Can-D, were
transported outside of time and local space. Many of the colonists were as yet unbdievers, to them
the layouts were merdly symbols of a world which none of them could any longer experience. But,
one by one, the unbelievers came around.

Even now, so early in the morning, he yearned to go back down below, chew a dice of Can-D
from his hoard, and join with hisfdlows in the most solemn moment of which they were capable.

To Tod and Norm Schein he said, "Either of you care to seek trandt?' That was the technica
term they used for participation. "I'm going back below,” he said. "We can use my Can-D; I'll share
it with you."
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An inducement like that could not be ignored; both Tod and Norm looked tempted. "So early?"
Norm Schein said. "We just got out of bed. But | guess there's nothing to do anyhow.” He kicked
glumly a a huge semi-autonomic sand dredge; it had remained parked near the entrance of the hove
for days now. No one had the energy to come up to the surface and resume the clearing operations
inaugurated earlier in the month. "It seems wrong, though,” he muttered. "We ought to be up here
working in our gardens.”

"And that's some garden you've got," Sam Regan said, with a grin. "What is that stuff you've got
growing there? Got a name for it?'

Norm Schein, hands in the pockets of his coverdls, waked over the sandy, loose soil with its
Sparse vegetation to his once carefully maintained vegetable garden; he paused to look up and down
the rows, hopeful that more of the specially prepared seeds had sprouted. None had.

"Swiss chard,” Tod said encouragingly. "Right? Mutated asit is, | can Hill recognize the leaves”

Breaking off aleaf Norm chewed it, then spat it out; the leaf was bitter and coated with sand.

Now Helen Morris emerged from the hove, shivering in the cold Martian sunlight. "We have a
guestion,” she sad to the three men. "l say that psychoanaysts back on Earth were charging fifty
dollars an hour and Fran says it was for only forty-five minutes.” She explained, "We want to add an
andyd to our layout and we want to get it right, because it's an authentic item, made on Earth and
shipped here, if you remember that Bulero ship that came by last week--"

"We remember,” Norm Schein said sourly. The prices that the Bulero salesman had wanted. And
al the time in ther satdlite Allen and Charlotte Faine talked up the different items so, whetting
everyone's appetite.

"AsK the Faines" Helen's husband Tod said. "Radio them the next time the satellite passes over.”
He glanced at his wristwatch. "In another hour. They have dl the data on authentic items; in fact that
particular datum should have been included with the item itsdlf, right in the carton.” It perturbed him
because it had of course been his skins-his and Helen's together--that had gone to pay for the tiny
figure of the human-type psychoanayst, including the couch, desk, carpet, and bookcase of
incredibly well-minned impressive books.

"You went to the andyst when you were 4ill on Earth,” Helen said to Norm Schein. "What was
the charge?'

"Well, I mostly went to group therapy,” Norm said. "At the Berkdey State Mentd Hygiene
Clinic, and they charged according to your ability to pay. And of course Perky Pat and her boyfriend
go to a private analys." He walked down the length of the garden solemnly deeded to him, between
the rows of jagged leaves, dl of which were to some extent shredded and devoured by microscopic
native pests. If he could find one hedlthy plant, one untouched--it would be enough to restore his
spirits. Insecticides from Earth smply had not done the job, here; the native pests thrived. They had
been waiting ten thousand years, biding their time, for someone to gppear and make an atempt to
raise crops.

Tod said, "Y ou better do some watering.”

"Yeah," Norm Schein agreed. He meandered gloomily in the direction of Chicken Pox Prospects
hydro-pumping system; it was attached to their now partidly sand-filled irrigation network which
sarved dl the gardens of their hovd. Before watering came sand-remova, he redlized. If they didn't
get the big Class-A dredge started up soon they wouldn't be able to water even if they wanted to.
But he did not particularly want to.

And yet he could nat, like Sam Regan, smply turn his back on the scene up here, return below to
fiddle with his layout, build or insert new items, make improvements . . . or, as Sam proposed,



actudly get out a quantity of the carefully hidden Can-D and begin the communication. We have
responsibilities, he redlized.

To Helen he sad, "Ask my wife to come up here" She could direct him as he operated the
dredge; Fran had a good eye.

"I'll get her," Sam Regan agreed, sarting back down below. "No one wants to come dong?"

No one followed him; Tod and Helen Morris had gone over to inspect their own garden, now,
and Norm Schein was busy pulling the protective wrapper from the dredge, preparatory to starting it
up.

Back below, Sam Regan hunted up Fran Schein; he found her crouched at the Perky Pat layout
which the Morrises and the Scheins maintained together, intent on what she was doing.

Without looking up, Fran sad, "Weve got Perky Pat dl the way downtown in her new Ford
hardtop convert and parked and a dime in the meter and she's shopped and now she's in the
andyd's office reading Fortune. But what does she pay?' She glanced up, smoothed back her long
dark hair, and smiled at him. Beyond a doubt Fran was the handsomest and most dramatic person in
ther collective hovd; he observed this now, and not for anything like the first time.

He said, "How can you fuss with that layout and not chew--" He glanced around; the two of them
gppeared to be done. Bending down he said softly to her, "Come on and well chew some fird-rate
Can-D. Like you and | did before. Okay?' His heart |abored as he waited for her to answer;
recollections of the last time the two of them had been trandated in unison made him fed wesak.

"Helen Morriswill be--"

"No, they're cranking up the dredge, above. They won't be back down for an hour." He took
hold of Fran by the hand, led her to her feet. "What arrivesin a plain brown wrapper," he said as he
geered her from the compartment out into the corridor, "should be used, not just buried. It gets old
and sde. Loses its potency.” And we pay alot for that potency, he thought morbidly. Too much to
let it go to waste. Although some--not in this hove-claimed that the power to insure trandation did
not come from the Can-D but from the accuracy of the layout. To him this was a nonsensica view,
and yet it had its adherents.

As they hurriedly entered Sam Regan's compartment Fran said, "I'll chew in unison with you,
Sam, but let's not do anything while were there on Terra that--you know. We wouldn't do here. |
mean, just because were Pat and Wt and not oursalves that doesn't give us license.” She gave him
awarning frown, reproving him for his former conduct and for leading her to that yet unasked.

"Then you admit we redly go to Earth." They had argued this point--and it was cardind--many
timesin the past. Fran tended to take the position that the trandation was one of gppearance only, of
what the colonigts cdled accidents--the mere outward manifestations of the places and objects
involved, not the essences.

"l believe" Fran said dowly, as she disengaged her fingers from his and stood by the hal door of
the compartment, "that whether it's a play of imagination, of drug-induced hdlucination, or an actud
trandation from Mars to Earth-as-it-was by an agency we know nothing of--" Again she eyed him
gernly. "I think we should abstain. In order not to contaminate the experience of communication."” As
she watched him carefully remove the meta bed from the wall and reach, with an elongated hook,
into the cavity reveded, she said, "It should be a purifying experience. We lose our fleshly bodies,
our corporedity, as they say. And put on imperishable bodies ingtead, for a time anyhow. Or
forever, if you beieve as some do that it's outsde of time and space, that it's eternd. Don't you
agree, Sam?' She sghed. "I know you don'."

"Spiritudity," he said with disgust as he fished up the packet of Can-D from its cavity benegth the
compartment. "A denid of redlity, and what do you get instead? Nothing."
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"I admit," Fran said as she came closer to watch him open the packet, "that | can't prove you get
anything better back, due to abstention. But | do know this. What you and other sensualists among
usdon't redize is that when we chew Can-D and leave our bodies we die. And by dying we lose the
weight of--" She hesitated.

"Say it," Sam sad as he opened the packet; with a knife he cut a strip from the mass of brown,
tough, plant-like fibers.

Fran said, "Sin."

Sam Regan howled with laughter. "Okay--at least you're orthodox." Because most colonists
would agree with Fran. "But," he said, redepositing the packet back in its safe place, "that's not why
| chew it; | don't want to lose anything . . . | want to gain something." He shut the door of the
compartment, then swiftly got out his own Perky Pet layout, spread it on the floor, and put each
object in place, working at eager speed. " Something to which werre not normally entitled,” he added,
asif Fran didn't know.

Her hushand--or his wife or both of them or everyone in the entire hovel--could show up while he
and Fran were in the state of trandation. And their two bodies would be seated a proper distance
one from the other; no wrong-doing could be observed, however prurient the observers were.
Legdly this had been ruled on; no cohabitation could be proved, and legd experts among the ruling
UN authorities on Mars and the other colonies had tried--and failed. While trandated one could
commit incest, murder, anything, and it remained from a juridica standpoint a mere fantasy, an
impotent wish only.

This highly interesting fact had long inured him to the use of Can-D; for him life on Mars had few
blessings.

"I think," Fran said, "you're tempting me to do wrong." As she seated hersdlf she looked sad; her
eyes, large and dark, fixed futilely on a spot at the center of the layout, near Perky Pat's enormous
wardrobe. Absently, Fran began to fool with a min sable coat, not speaking.

He handed her hdf of a strip of Can-D, then popped his own portion into his mouth and chewed
greedily.

Stll looking mournful, Fran also chewed.

He was Walt. He owned a Jaguar XXB sports ship with a flat-out velocity of fifteen thousand
miles an hour. His shirts came from Itay and his shoes were made in England. As he opened his eyes
he looked for the little G.E. clock TV st by his bed; it would be on automaticaly, tuned to the
morning show of the great newsclown Jm Briskin. In his flaming red wig Briskin was dready forming
on the screen. Walt sat up, touched a button which swung his bed, atered to support him in a sitting
position, and lay back to watch for amoment the program in progress.

"I'm standing here at the corner of Van Ness and Market in downtown San Francisco,” Briskin
sad pleasantly, "and were just about to view the opening of the exciting new subsurface congpt
building Sr Francis Drake, the first to be entirely underground. With us, to dedicate the building,
dtanding right by meis that enchanting female of balad and--"

Wt shut off the TV, rose, and waked barefoot to the window; he drew the shades, saw out
then onto the warm, sparkling early-morning San Francisco street, the hills and white houses. This
was Saturday morning and he did not have to go to his job down in Pdo Alto & Ampex
Corporation; instead--and this rang nicdly in his mind--he had a date with his girl, Pat Christensen,
who had amodern little gpt over on Potrero Hill.

It was dways Saturday.
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In the bathroom he splashed his face with water, then squirted on shave cream, and began to
shave. And, while he shaved, staring into the mirror at his familiar features, he saw a note tacked up,
in hisown hand.

THISISAN ILLUSION. YOU ARE SAM REGAN, A
COLONIST ON MARS. MAKE USE OF YOUR TIME OF
TRANSLATION, BUDDY BOY. CALL UP PAT PRONTO!

And the note was Sgned Sam Regan.

An illuson, he thought, pausing in his shaving. In what way? He tried to think back; Sam Began
and Mars, a dreary colonigts hovd . . . yes, he could dimly make the image out, but it seemed
remote and vitiated and not convincing. Shrugging, he resumed shaving, puzzled, now, and a little
depressed. All right, suppose the note was correct; maybe he did remember that other world, that
gloomy quas-life of involuntary expatriation in an unnatura environment. So what? Why did he have
to wreck this? Reaching, he yanked down the note, crumpled it and dropped it into the bathroom
disposal chute.

As soon as he had finished shaving he vidphoned Pat.

"Ligten," she said at once, cool and crigp; on the screen her blonde hair shimmered: she had been
drying it. "I don't want to see you, Walt. Please. Because | know what you have in mind and I'm just
not interested; do you understand?’ Her blue-gray eyeswere cold.

"Hmm," he said, shaken, trying to think of an answer. "Bt it's a terrific day--we ought to get
outdoors. Vigt Golden Gate Park, maybe."

"It's going to be too hot to go outdoors.”

"No," he disagreed, nettled. "That's later. Hey, we could wak aong the beach, splash around in
the waves. Okay?"

She wavered, visibly. "But that conversation we had just before--"

"There was no conversation. | haven't seen you in aweek, not since last Saturday." He made his
tone as firm and full of conviction as possble. "I'll drop by your place in haf an hour and pick you
up. Wear your swimsuit, you know, the yellow one. The Spanish one that has a hdter."

"Oh," she said disdainfully, "that's completely out of fash now. | have a new one from Sweden;
you haven't seen it. I'll weer that, if it's permitted. Thegirl a A & F wasn't sure.”

"Itsaded,” he sad, and rang off.

A hdf hour later in his Jaguar he landed on the devated fidd of her congpt building.

Pet wore a sweater and dacks; the swvimsuit, she explained, was on undernegth. Carrying a picnic
basket, she followed him up the ramp to his parked ship. Eager and pretty, she hurried ahead of him,
pattering dong in her sandds. It was dl working out as he had hoped; this was going to be a swell
day after dl, after hisinitid trepidations had evaporated . . . asthank God they had.

"Wait until you see this swimsuit,” she said as she did into the parked ship, the basket on her lap.
"It'sredly daring; it hardly exigs actudly you sort of have to have faith to bdievein it." Ashegot in
besde her she leaned againgt him. "I've been thinking over that conversation we had--let me finish."
She put her fingers againg his lips, glencing him. "I know it took place, Wdt. But in a way you're
right; in fact basicaly you have the proper attitude. We should try to obtain as much from this as
possible. Our timeis short enough asitis. . . a least 0 it ssemsto me" She smiled wanly. "So drive
asfast asyou can; | want to get to the ocean.”

Almost at once they were setting clown in the parking lot at the edge of the beach.
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"It's going to be hotter," Pat said soberly. "Every day. Isnt it? Until findly it's unbearable” She
tugged off her swesater, then, shifting about on the seat of the ship, managed to struggle out of her
dacks. "But we won't live that long. . . it'll be another fifty years before no one can go outsde at
noon. Like they say, become mad dogs and Englishmen; were not that yet." She opened the door
and stepped out in her swimsuit. And she had been correct; it took faith in things unseen to make the
suit out at al. It was perfectly satisfactory, to both of them.

Together, he and she plodded dong the wet, hardpacked sand, examining jelly fish, shdls, and
pebbles, the debris tossed up by the waves.

"What year isthis?' Pat asked him suddenly, hating. The wind blew her untied hair back; it lifted
in amass of cloudlike yellow, clear and bright and utterly clean, each strand separate.

Hesad, "Wdl, | guessit's-" And then he could not recdl; it duded him. "Damn," he said crosdy.

"Wl it doesn't matter.” Linking arms with him she trudged on. "L ook, theré's thet little secluded
spot ahead, past those rocks.” She increased her tempo of motion; her body rippled as her strong,
taut muscles strained againg the wind and the sand and the old, familiar gravity of aworld lost long
ago. "Am | what's-her-name--Fran?' she asked suddenly. She stepped past the rocks, foam and
water rolled over her fet, her ankles; laughing, she leaped, shivered from the sudden chill. "Or am |
Petricia Chrigtensen?' With both hands she smoothed her hair. "This is blonde, so | must be Pat.
Perky Pat." She disappeared beyond the rocks; he quickly followed, scrambling after her. "I used to
be Fran," she said over her shoulder, "but that doesn't matter now. | could have been anyone before,
Fran or Helen or Mary, and it wouldn't matter now. Right?"

"No," he disagreed, catching up with her. Panting, he sad, "It's important that you're Fran. In
essence.”

"'In essence.” She threw hersdf down on the sand, lay resting on her ebow, drawing by means of
a sharp black rock in savage swipes which left deeply gouged lines; dmost a once she tossed the
rock away, and sat around to face the ocean. "But the accidents . . . they're Pat." She put her hands
benesth her breadts, then, languidly lifting them, a puzzled expresson on her face. "These" she sad,
"are Pat's. Not mine. Mine are smaller; | remember.”

He seated himsdlf besde her, saying nothing.

"We're here," she said presently, "to do what we can't do back at the hovel. Back where we've
left our corruptible bodies. As long as we keep our layouts in repar this-" She gestured at the
ocean, then once more touched hersdlf, unbelievingly. "It cant decay, can it? Weve put on
immortaity." All a once she lay back, flat against the sand, and shut her eyes, one arm over her face.
"And since were here, and we can do things denied us at the hove, then your theory iswe ought to
do those things. We ought to take advantage of the opportunity.”

He leaned over her, bent and kissed her on the mouth.

Insde his mind a voice thought, "But | can do this any time" And, in the limbs of his body, an
dien magery asserted itsdf; he sat back, away from the girl. "After dl," Norm Schein thought, "I'm
married to her." He laughed, then.

"Who sad you could use my layout?' Sam Regan thought angrily. "Get out of my compartment.
And | bet it'smy Can-D, too."

"You offered it to us," the co-inhabitant of his mindbody answered. "So | decided to take you up
onit."

"I'm here, too," Tod Morristhought. "And if you want my opinion--"

"Nobody asked you for yours,” Norm Schein thought angrily. "In fact nobody asked you to come
aong; why don't you go back up and mess with that rundown no-good garden of yours, where you
ought to be?’
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Tod Morris thought camly, "I'm with Sam. | don't get a chance to do this, except here" The
power of his will combined with Sam's;, once more Walt bent over the reclining girl; once again he
kissed her on the mouth, and thistime heavily, with increased agitation.

Without opening her eyes Pat said in alow voice, "I'm here, too. Thisis Helen." She added, "And
aso Mary. But were not using your supply of Can-D, Sam; we brought some we had dready.” She
put her arms around him as the three inhabitants of Perky Pat joined in unison in one endeavor.
Taken by surprise, Sam Regan broke contact with Tod Morris; he joined the effort of Norm Schein,
and Walt sat back away from Perky Pet.

The waves of the ocean lapped at the two of them as they slently reclined together on the beach,
two figures comprising the essences of 9x persons. Two in Sx, Sam Regan thought. The mystery
repeeted; how isit accomplished? The old question again. But dl | care about, he thought, is whether
they're usng up my Can-D. And | bet they are; | don't care what they say: | don't believe them.

Ridng to her feet Perky Pat sad, "Wadl, | can see | might just as well go for a swim; nothing's
doing here." She padded into the water, splashed away from them asthey sat in their body, watching
her go.

"We missed our chance,” Tod Morris thought wryly.

"My fault," Sam admitted. By joining, he and Tod managed to stand; they waked a few steps
after the girl and then, ankle-deep in the water, halted.

Already Sam Regan could fed the power of the drug wearing off; he felt wesk and afraid and
bitterly sckened & the redlization. So goddamn soon, he said to himsdlf. All over; back to the hove,
to the pit in which we twigt and cringe like worms in a paper bag, huddlied away from the daylight.
Pale and white and awful. He shuddered.

--Shuddered, and saw, once more, his compartment with its tinny bed, washstand, desk, kitchen
sove . . . and, in dumped, inert hegps, the empty husks of Tod and Helen Morris, Fran and Norm
Schein, his own wife Mary; their eyes stared emptily and he looked away, appaled.

On the floor between them was his layout; he looked down and saw the dolls, Walt and Pat,
placed at the edge of the ocean, near the parked Jaguar. Sure enough, Perky Pat had on the near-
invisible Swedish swimsuit, and next to them reposed atiny picnic basket.

And, by the layout, a plain brown wrapper that had contained Can-D; the five of them had
chewed it out of existence, and even now as he looked--againgt his will-- he saw a thin trickle of
shiny brown syrup emerge from each of their dack, will-less mouths.

Across from him Fran Schein stirred, opened her eyes, moaned; she focused on him, then wearily
sghed.

"They got to us" he said.

"We took too long." She rose ungteadily, sumbled, and dmost fdl; a once he was up, too,
catching hold of her. "You were right; we should have done it right away if we intended to. But--"
She let him hold her, briefly. "I like the prdiminaries. Waking aong the beach, showing you the
svimauit that isno swimsuit." She smiled alittle.

Sam sad, "They'll be out for afew more minutes, | bet."

Wide-eyed, Fran sad, "Yes, youre right." She skipped away from him, to the door; tugging it
open, she disgppeared out into the hall. "In our compartment,” she caled back. "Hurry!"

Peasad, he followed. It was too amusing; he was convulsed with laughter. Ahead of him the girl
scampered up the ramp to her level of the hove; he gained on her, caught hold of her as they
reached her compartment. Together they tumbled in, rolled giggling and struggling across the hard
metd floor to bump againg the far wall.
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We won after dl, he thought as he deftly unhooked her bra, began to unbutton her shirt, unzipped
her skirt, and removed her lacdess dipper-like shoes in one swift operaion; he was busy
everywhere and Fran Sghed, thistime not wearily.

"| better lock the door.” He rose, hurried to the door and shut it, fastening it securely. Fran,
meanwhile, struggled out of her undone clothes.

"Come back," she urged. "Don't just watch." She piled them in a hasty heap, shoes on top like
two paperweights.

He descended back to her sde and her swift, clever fingers began on him; dark eyes dit she
worked away, to his ddight.

And right here in thelr dreary abode on Mars. And yet--they had gtill managed it in the old way,
the sole way: through the drug brought in by the furtive pushers. Can-D had made this possible; they
continued to requireit. In no way were they free.

As Fran's knees clasped his bare sides he thought, And in no way do we want to be. In fact just
the opposite. As his hand traveled down her flat, quaking ssomach he thought, We could even use a
little more.
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FOUR

At the reception desk at James Riddle Veterans Hospital at Base 111 on Ganymede, Leo Bulero
tipped his expensve hand-fashioned wubfur derby to the girl in her sarched white uniform and said,
"I'm here to see a patient, a Mr. Eldon Trent."

"I'm sorry, gr," the girl began, but he cut her off.

"Tdl him Leo Bulero is here. Got it? Leo Bulero." And he saw past her hand, to the regiter; he
saw the number of Eldritch's room. Asthe girl turned to the switchboard he strode in the direction of
that number. The hell with waiting, he said to himsdf; | came millions of miles and | expect to see the
man or the thing, whichever it is.

An armed UN soldier with arifle hated him at the door, a very young man with clear, cold eyes
like agirl's, eyesthat emphaticdly said no, even to him.

"Okay," Leo grumbled. "I get the picture. But if he knew who it was out here hed say let mein.”

Besde him, a his ear, sartling him, a sharp femde voice sad, "How did you find out my father
was here, Mr. Bulero?'

He turned and saw arather heavy-set woman in her mid-thirties; she regarded him intently and he
thought, Thisis Zoe Eldritch. | ought to know; she's on the society pages of the homeopapes enough.

A UN officd gpproached. "Miss Eldritch, if you'd like we can evict Mr. Bulero from this building;
it's up to you." He smiled pleasantly at Leo and dl a once Leo identified him. This was the chief of
the UN's legd divison, Ned Lark's superior, Frank Santina. Dark-eyed, dert, somaticaly vibrant,
Santinalooked quickly from Leo to Zoe Eldritch, waiting for aresponse.

"No," Zoe Eldritch said a last. "At least not right now. Not until | find out how he found out dad
is here; he can't know. Can you, Mr. Bulero?'

Santina murmured, " Through one of his Pre-Fash precogs, probably. Isn't that so, Bulero?”

Presently Leo, reluctantly, nodded.

"You see, Miss Eldritch," Santina explained, "a man like Bulero can hire anything he wants, any
form of taent. So we expected him." He indicated the two uniformed, armed guards at Pamer
Eldritch's door. "That's why we require both of them, at dl times. As| tried to explain.”

"lan't there any way | can do business with Eldritch?' Leo demanded. "That's what | came here
for; I've got nothing illega in mind. | think dl of you are nuts, or ese you'e trying to hide something;
maybe you've got guilty consciences” He eyed them, but saw nothing. "Is it redly Pamer Eldritch in
there?' he asked. "I bet it isnt." Agan he got no response; neither of them rose to the jibe. "I'm
tired,” he said. "It was along-type trip here. The hdl with it; I'm going to go get something to est and
then I'm going to find a hotd room and deep for ten hours and forget this." Turning, he stalked off.

Nether Santina nor Miss Eldritch tried to sop him. Disappointed, he continued on, feding
oppressive disgust.

Obvioudy he would have to reach Pamer Eldritch through some median agency. Perhaps, he
reflected, Felix Blau and his private police could gain entry here. It was worth atry.

But once he became this depressed, nothing seemed to matter. Why not do as he had said, eat
and then get some needed rest, forget about reaching Eldritch for the time being? The hell with dl of
them, he said to himsdf as he left the hospita building and marched out onto the sidewak to search
for a cab. That daughter, he thought. Tough-looking, like a leshian, with her hair cut short and no
makeup. Ugh.

He found a cab and rode airborne for atime while he pondered.

Using the cab's vidsystem he contacted Felix back on Earth.



29

"I'm glad you cdled," Felix Blau sad, as soon as he made out who it was. "Therés an
organization that's come into existence in Boston under strange circumstances, it seems to have
sprung up overnight completely intact, including--"

"What'sit doing?'

"They're preparing to market something; the machinery is there, including three ad satellites,
smilar to your own, one on Mars, one on lo, one on Titan. The rumor we hear is tha they're
preparing to gpproach the market with a commodity directly competing with your own Perky Pat
layouts. 1t'll be caled Connie Companion Doll." He smiled briefly. "lsn't that cute?”

Leo sad, "What about--you know. The additive."

"No information on that. Assuming there is one, it would be beyond the legd scope of
merchandising operaions, presumably. Isamin layout any use minus the-- ‘additive’?"

"No."

"Then that would seem to answer that."

Leo sad, "l cdled you to find out if you can get me in to see PAmer Eldritch. I've located him
here a Base |1l on Ganymede."

"You recdl my report on Eldritch's importation of alichen smilar to that used in the manufacture
of Can-D. Has it occurred to you that this new Boston outfit may have been set up by Eldritch?
Although it would seem rather soon for that; however, he could have radioed ahead years ago to his
daughter.”

"I've got to see him,” Leo said.

"It's James Riddle Hospitd, | assume. We thought he might be there. By the way; you ever heard
of aman named Richard Hnait?*

"Never."

"A rep from this new Boston outfit met with him and transacted some kind of busness dedl. This
rep, Icholtz--"

"What amess," Leo said. "And | can't even get to Eldritch; Santinais hanging around at the door,
aong with that dike daughter of PaAmer's." No one would get past the two of them, he decided.

He gave Fdix Blau the address of a hotel a Base 111, the one a which he had |eft his baggage,
and then rang off.

| bet he's right, he said to himsdlf. Plmer Eldritch is this competitor. Just my luck: | haveto bein
the particular line that Eldritch, on his way back from Prox, decides to enter. Why couldn't | be
meaking rocket guidance systems and be only competing with G.E. and Generd Dynamics?

Now he redly wondered about the lichen which Eldritch had brought with him. An improvement
on Can-D, perhaps. Cheaper to produce, capable of creating trandation of longer duration and
intengity. Jeez!

Mulling, here and now a bizarre recollection came to him. An organization, emanating from the
United Arab Republic; trained assassins for hire. Fat chance they would have against Palmer Eldritch
.. .aman like that, once he had made his mind up--

And yet Rondindla Fugatée's precognition remained; in the future he would be arraigned for the
murder of Palmer Eldritch.

Evidently he would find away despite the obstacles.

He had with him a wegpon so small, so intangible, that even the most thorough search couldn't
disclose it. Some time ago a surgeon a Washington, D.C. had sewn it into his tongue: a self-guiding,
high-velocity poison dart, modeled on Soviet Russan lines. . . but vastly improved, in that once it
had reached its victim it obliterated itsdlf, leaving no remains. The poison, too, was origind; it did not
curtall heart or respiratory action; in fact it was not a poison but a filterable virus which multiplied in
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importation from one of Uranuss moons, and gtill generdly unknown; it had cost him a greet ded. All
he needed to do was stand within arm's length of his intended victim and manually squeeze the base
of histongue, protruding the same smultaneoudy in the victim's direction. So if he could see Eldritch-

And | had better arrange it, he redized, before this new Boston corporation is in production.
Before it can function without Eldritch. Like any weed it had to be caught early or not a dl.

When he reached his hotd room he placed a cdl to P. P. Layouts to see if any vitd-type
messages or events were awaiting his attention.

"Yes" Miss Gleason said, as soon as she recognized him. "There's an urgent call from a Miss
Impatience White-- if that's her name, if | did get it right. Heré's the number. It'son Mars" She hed
the dip to the vidscreen.

At firgt Leo could not place any woman named White. And then he identified her--and fdt fright.
Why hed she called?

"Thanks" he mumbled, and a once rang off. God, if the UN legd divison had monitored the call
. .. because Impy White, operating out of Mars, was atop pusher of Can-D.

With great rductance he cdled the number.

Small-faced and sharp-eyed, pretty in ashort sort of way, Impy White obtained on the vidscreen.
He had imagined her as much more brawny; she looked quite bantamlike, but fierce, though. "Mr.
Bulero, assoon as| say it--"

"There's no other way? No channels?' A method existed by which Conner Freeman, chief of the
Venusian operation, could contact him. Miss White could have worked through Freeman, her
superior.

"| visted a hove, Mr. Bulero, a the south of Mars this morning with a shipment. The hovdigts
declined. On the grounds they had spent dl their skins for a new product. In the same class as-what
we sdl. Chew-Z." She went on, "And--"

Leo Bulero rang off. And sat shakily in slence, thinking.

I've got to not get rattled, he told himsdlf. After dl, I'm an evolved human variety. So thisisit; this
is that Boston firm's new product. Derived from Eldritch's lichen; | have to assume tha. He's lying
there on his hospital bed not a mile from me, giving the orders no doubt through Zoe, and there's not
afrigging thing | can do. The operation is dl st up and functioning. I'm dready too late. Even this
thing in my tongue, he rediized. It's futile, now.

But I'll think of something, he knew. | dways do.

Thiswas not the end of P. P. Layouts, exactly.

The only thing was, what could he do? It duded him, and this did not decrease his swesty,
nervous darm.

Come to me, artificidly acceerated cortica-development idea, he said in prayer. God help meto
overcome my enemies, the bastards. Maybe if | make use of my Pre-Fash precogs, Roni Fugate and
Barney . . . maybe they can come up with something. Especidly that old pro Barney; he hasn't been
brought inonthisat al, asyet.

Once more he placed a vidcall to P. P. Layouts back on Terra. This time he requested Barney
Mayerson's department.

And then he remembered Barney's problem with the draft, his need of developing an inability to
endure gtress, in order not to wind up in ahove on Mars.

Grimly, Leo Bulero thought, I'll provide that proof; for him the danger of being drafted is dready
over.
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When the cdl came from Leo Bulero on Ganymede, Barney Mayerson was donein his office.

The conversation did not last long; when he had hung up he glanced at his watch, and marveled.
Fve minutes. It had seemed amgor intervd in hislife.

Rising, he touched the button of hisintercom and sad, "Don't let anyone in for awhile. Not even-
-especidly not even--Miss Fugate" He waked to the window and stood gazing out at the hot,
bright, empty street.

Leo was dumping the entire problem in his lap. It was the firg time he had seen his employer
collapse; imagine, he thought, Leo Bulero baffled--by the first competition that he had ever
experienced. He very smply was not used to it. The new Boston company's existence had totdly,
for the time being, disoriented him; the man became the child.

Eventualy Leo would sngp out of it, but meanwhile- what can I get from this? Barney
Mayerson asked himsdf, and did not immediately see any answer. | can help Leo . . . but exactly
what can Leo do for me? That was a question more to his liking. In fact he had to think of it that
way; Leo himsdlf had taught him to, over the years. His employer would not have wanted it any other
way.

For atime he sat meditating and then, as Leo had directed, he turned his attention to the future.
And while hewas & it he poked once more into his own draft Stuation; he tried to see precisely how
thet would findly resolve itsdf.

But the topic of his being drafted was too smdl, too much an iota, to be recorded in the public
annds of the great; he could scan no homeopape headlines, hear no newscasts . . . in Leo's case,
however, it was something else again. Because he previewed a number of 'pape lead aticles
pertaining to Leo and Pamer Eldritch. Everything of course was blurred, and aternates presented
themsdlves in a chaos of profuson. Leo would meet Eldritch; Leo would not. And--at this he
focused intently-- Leo arraigned for the murder of PAlmer Eldritch; good lord, whet did that meaen?

It meant, he discovered from closer scrutiny, just what it said. And if Leo were arrested, tried,
and sentenced, it might mean the termination of P. P. Layouts as a sdary paying enterprise. Hence
the end of a career to which he had dready sacrificed everything ese in his life, his marriage and the
woman he--even now!--loved.

Obvioudy it wasto his advantage, a necessty in fact, to warn Leo. And yet even this datum could
be turned to advantage.

He phoned Leo back. "I have your news."

"Good." Leo beamed, his florid, elongated, rind-topped face suffused with rdief. "Go aheed,
Barney."

Barney sad, "There will soon be a Stuation which you can exploit. You can get in to see PAmer
Eldritch--not there a the hospitd but esewhere. Hell be removed from Ganymede by his own
order." He added with caution, not wanting to give away too much of the data he had collected,
"Therell be afdling-out between him and the UN; he's usng them now, while he's incapacitated, to
protect him. But when he's well--"

"Detalls," Leo sad a once, cocking hisbig head dertly.

"Thereis something I'd like in exchange.”

"For what?' Leo's papably evolved face clouded.

Baney sad, "In exchange for my telling you the exact date and locus a which you can
successfully reach PAmer Eldritch.”

Grumbling, Leo said, "And what d'ya want, for chrissakes?' He eyed Barney apprehensively; E
Thergpy had not brought tranquillity.
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"One quarter of one percent of your gross. Of P. P. Layout's.. . . not including revenue from any
other source." Meaning the plantation network on Venus where Can-D was obtained.

"Good food in heaven," Leo said, and breathed raggedly.

"There's more.”

"What more? | mean, you'll berich!"

"And | want a redtructuring of your use of Pre-Fash consultants. Each will stay at his pog,
nominaly handle the job he has now, but with this dteration. All their decisons will be referred to me
for find review; I'll have the ultimate say-so on their determinations. So | no longer will represent any
one region; you can turn New Y ork over to Roni as soon as--"

"Power hungry,” Leo said in agrating voice.

Barney shrugged. Who cared what it was called? It represented the culmination of his career; this
was what counted. And they were dl init for this, Leo included. In fact Leo firgt of dl.

"Okay," Leo said, nodding. "You can ride herd on dl the other Pre-Fash consultants; it doesn't
mean anything to me. Now tell me how and when and where--"

"You can meet PAmer Eldritch in three days. One of his own ships, unmarked, will take him off
Ganymede the day after tomorrow, to his demesne on Lung; there helll continue to recuperate, but
no longer in UN territory. Frank Santina won't have any more authority in this matter so you can
forget about him. On the twenty-third a his demesne Eldritch will meet ‘pape reporters, and give
them his verson of what took place on his trip; hélll be in a good mood--at least 0 they'll report.
Apparently hedthy, glad to be back, recovering satisfactorily . . . hell give along story about--"

"Just tell me how to get in. Theréll ill be a security systlem by his own boys.”

Barney said, "P. P. Layouts-get this--puts out a trade journd four times a year. The Mind of
Minning. 1t's such a smal-scale operation you probably don't even know it exists."

"You mean | should go as areporter from our house organ?' Leo stared at him. "I can get entry
to his demesne on that bass?' He looked disgusted. "Hell. | didn't have to pay you for such
garbagey information; it would have been announced in the next day or so--I mean, if "pape
reporters are going to be there it must be made public.”

Barney shrugged. He did not bother to answer.

"l guess you got me," Leo sad. "l was too eager. Wdll," he added philosophicdly, "maybe you
can tel me what he's going to give the 'pape reporters by way of an explanation. What did he find in
the Prox system? Does he mention the lichens he brought back?"

"He does. He claims they're a benign form, approved by the UN's Narcotics Control Bureau,
which will replace--" He hedtated. "Certain dangerous, habit-forming derivatives now in wide use.
And--"

"And," Leo finished stonily, "he's going to announce the formation of a company to peddle his
narcotic-exempt commodity.”

"Yes'" Barney sad. "Caled Chew-Z, with the dogan: be choosy. Chew Chew-Z."

"Aw forgawdsake!"

"It was dl set up by intersystem radio-laser long ago, through his daughter and with the approva
of Santinaand Lark a the UN, in fact with Hepburn-Gilbert's own approva. They see this as a way
of putting afinish to the Can-D trade."

Therewas silence.

"Okay," Leo sad hoarsdy, after atime. "It seems a shame you couldn't have previewed this a
couple of years ago, but hell--you're an employee and no onetold you to."

Barney shrugged.

Grim-faced, Leo Bulero rang off.



So that's thet, Barney said to himsdlf. | violated Rule One of career-oriented functioning: never tell
your superior something he doesn't want to hear. | wonder what the consequences of that will be.

The vidphone dl a once came back on; once again Leo Bulero's clouded features formed.
"Ligten, Barney. | just had athought. Thisis going to make you sore, so get s&t.”

"I'm s&t." He prepared himsdif.

"l forgot, and | shouldn't have, that | previoudy talked to Miss Fugate and she knows about--
certain events in the future pertaining to mysdf and Pamer Eldritch. Events which in any case, if she
were to get disturbed--and having you ride herd on her would make her disturbed--she might fly into
afit and do us harm. In fact | got to thinking that potentidly al my Pre-Fash consultants could come
across thisinformation, so the idea of you supervising al of them--"

"The 'events™ Barney interrupted, "have to do with your arraignment for the firs-degree murder
of PaAmer Eldritch; correct?’

Leo grunted, wheezed, and stared morosely at him. At last, reluctantly, he nodded.

"I'm not going to let you pull out of the agreement you just now made with me" Barney said.
"Y ou made me certain promises and | expect you to--"

"But," Leo bleated, "that foal girl--she's erratic, shell run to the UN cops, Barney, she's got me!”

"So havel," he pointed out quietly.

"Yeah, but I've known you for years" Leo appeared to be thinking rapidly, gpprasng the
gtuation with what he enjoyed calling his next-stage-in-the-Homo-sapiens-type-evol ved-knowledge
powers, or some such thing. "You're apa. You wouldn't do that, what shed do. And anyhow | can
il offer you the percentage of the gross you asked for. Okay?' He eyed Barney anxioudy, but with
formidable determination; he had made up his mind. "Can we findize on that, then?"

"We dready findized."

"But dammit, like | said, | forgot about--"

"If you don't come through," Barney sad, "I'll quit. And go somewhere dse with my ability." He
had worked too many years to turn back at this point.

"You?' Leo sad unbdievingly. "I mean, you're not just talking about going to the UN police
you're talking about--switching sides and going over to Pamer Eldritch!”

Barney sad nathing.

"You darn gink," Leo said. "So thisis what trying to Say afloat in times like this has done to us.
Listen; I'm not so sure Pamer would accept you. Probably he's got his Pre-Fash people dready set
up. And if he does he knows the news aready, about my--" He broke off. "Yeah, I'll take the
chance; | think you have that Greek an--what did they cdl it? Hubris? Pride, like Satan had,
reaching too far. Go ahead and reach, Barney. In fact do anything you want; it doesn't matter to me.
And lots of luck, fella Kegp me posted on how you make out, and the next time you fed inclined to
blackmail somebody--"

Barney cut the connection. The screen became a formless gray. Gray, he thought, like the world
indde me and around me, like redlity. He rose and walked siiffly back and forth, hands in his trouser
pockets.

My best bet, he decided, at this point--God forbid--is to join with Roni Fugate. Because she's the
one Leo is scared of, and for good reason. There must be a whole galaxy of things sheld do that |
wouldn't. And Leo knowsiit.

Reseeting himsdlf he had Roni paged, brought a last into his office.

"Hi," she sad brightly, colorful in her Peking-gyle slk dress, sans bra. "What's up? | tried to
reach you a minute ago, but--"

"You just never," he said, "never have on al your clothes. Shut the door.”



She shut the door.

"However," he said, "to give you your due, you were very good in bed last night.”

"Thank you." Her youthful, clear face glowed.

Barney said, "Do you foresee clearly that our employer will murder PAlmer Eldritch? Or is there
doubt?'

Swalowing, she ducked her head and murmured, "You just reek with taent.”" She seated hersdf
and crossed her legs, which were, he noticed, bare. "Of course there's doubt. First of dl | think it's
moronic of Mr. Bulero, because of course it means the end of his career. The papes don't--will not-
-know his moatives for it, 0 | can't guess, it must be something enormous and dreadful, don't you
think?'

"The end of his career," Barney sad, "and dso yours and mine."

"No,” Roni said, "I don't think s0, dear. Let's consder a moment. Mr. PAmer Eldritch is going to
replace him in the min fidd; in't that Mr. Bulero's probable motive? And doesn't that tell us
something about the economic redlity to come? Even with Mr. Eldritch dead it would agppear thet his
organization will--"

"So we go over to Eldritch? Just like that?"

Screwing up her face in concentration, Roni said [aboredly, "No, | don't guite mean that. But we
must be wary of losing with Mr. Bulero; we don't want to find ourselves dragged down with him . . .
| have years ahead of me and to some lesser extent so do you."

"Thanks" he said acidly.

"What we must do now isto plan carefully. And if precogs can't plan for the future--"

I've provided Leo with info that'll lead to a meeting between him and Eldritch. Had it occurred to
you that the two of them might form a syndicate together?' He eyed her intently.

"|--see nothing like that ahead. No 'pape article to that effect.”

"God," he said with scorn, "it's not going to get into the 'papes.”

"Oh." Chastened, she nodded. "That's so, | guess.”

"And if that happened,” he said, "wed be nowhere, once we left Leo and marched over to
Eldritch. HEd have us back and on his own terms, weld be better off getting out of the Pre-Fash
business entirely." That was obvious to him and he saw by the expression on Roni Fugate's face that
it was obvious to her, too. "If we gpproach Palmer Eldritch--"

"If." Welve got to."

Barney sad, "No we don't. We can sumble aong like we are”” As employees of Leo Bulero,
whether he sinks or rises or even completely disgppears, he thought to himsdlf. "I'll tel you what else
we can do; we can approach dl the other Pre-Fash consultants that work for P. P. Layouts and
form a syndicate of our own." It was an idea he had toyed with for years. "A guild, so to speak, with
amonaopoly. Then we can dictate terms to both Leo and Eldritch.”

"Except," Roni sad, "that Eldritch has Pre-Fash consultants of his own, evidently." She amiled at
him. "Y ou have no clear conception of what to do, have you, Barney? | can see that. What a shame.
And you've worked so many years." She shook her head sadly.

"l can see," he sad, "why Leo was hestant at the idea of crossing you.”

"Because | tdl the truth?" She raised her eyebrows. "Y es, perhaps s0; everybody's afraid of the
truth. Y ou, for instance--you don't like to face the fact that you said no to that poor pot salesman just
to get back at the woman who--"

"Shut up,” he said savagdly.



"You know where that pot salesman probably is right now? Signed up by Pamer Eldritch. You
did him--and your ex-wife--afavor. Whereas if you'd said yes you'd have chained him to a declining
company, cut both of them out of their chance to--" She broke off. "I'm making you fed bad."

Gedturing, he said, "Thisisjust not rlevant to what | caled you in here for."

"That's right." She nodded. "Y ou caled me in here so we could work out away of betraying Leo
Bulero together.”

Baffled, he sad, "Listen--"

"But it's 0. You can't handle it done; you need me. | haven't said no. Keegp calm. However, |
don't think thisis the place or the time to discussiit; let's wait until we're home at the conapt. Okay?"!
She gave him, then, a brilliant smile, one of aosolute warmth.

"Okay," he agreed. She wasright.

"Wouldnt it be sad,” Roni said, "if this office of yours were bugged? Perhaps Mr. Bulero is going
to get atape of everything weve sad just now." Her smile continued, even grew; it dazzled him. The
girl was afraid of no one and nothing on Earth or in the whole Sol system, he redlized.

He wished he fdt the same way. Because there was one problem that haunted him, one he had
not discussed with ether Leo or her, dthough it was certainly bothering Leo, too . . . and should, if
shewere asrationd as she seemed, be bothering her.

It had yet to be established that what had come back from Prox, the person or thing that had
crashed on Pluto, was redly Pamer Eldritch.
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Set up financidly by the contract with the Chew-Z people, Richard Hnatt placed a cdl to one of
Dr. Willy Denkmd's E Therapy dlinics in the Germanies; he picked the centrd one, in Munich, and
began making arrangements for both himsdlf and Emily.

I'm up with the greats, he sad to himsdf as he waited, with Emily, in the swanky gnoff-hide
decorated lounge of the clinic; Dr. Denkmal, as was his custom, proposed to interview them initidly
persondly, dthough of course the therapy itsalf would be carried out by members of his staff.

"It makes me nervous,” Emily whispered; she held a magazine on her lap but was unable to read.
"It's so--unnatural .”

"Hel," Hnait said vigoroudy, "that's what it's not; it's an accderdion of the natural evolutionary
process that's going on dl the time anyway, only usudly it's so dow we don't percave it. | mean,
look at our ancestors in caves, they were covered with body-hair and they had no chins and a very
limited fronta-area brain-wise. And they had huge fused molarsin order to chew uncooked seeds.

"Okay," Emily said, nodding.

"The farther away we can get from them the better. Anyhow, they evolved to meet the Ice Age;
we have to evolve to meet the Fire Age, just the opposite. So we need that chitinous-type skin, that
rind and the dtered metabolism that lets us deep in midday and dso the improved ventilation and
the--"

From the inner office Dr. Denkmd, a amdl, round style of middle-class German with white hair
and an Albert Schweitzer mustache, emerged. With him came another man, and Richard Hnatt saw
for the first time close-up the effects of E Therapy. And it was not like seeing pics on the society
pages of the homeopape. Not at all.

The man's head reminded Hnatt of a photograph he had once seen in a textbook; the photo had
been labeled hydrocephalic. The same enlargement above the browline; it was clearly domelike and
oddly fragile-looking and he saw a once why these well-to-do persons who had evolved were
popularly caled bubbleheads. Looks about to burst, he thought, impressed. And--the massive rind.
Hair had given way to the darker, more uniform pattern of chitinous shell. Bubblehead? More like a
coconut.

"Mr. Hnatt," Dr. Denkma said to Richard Hnatt, pausing. "And Frau Hnatt, too. I'll be with you
in amoment.” He turned back to the man beside him. "It's just chance that we were able to squeeze
you in today, Mr. Bulero, on such short notice. Anyhow you havent lost a bit of ground; in fact
you've gained.”

However, Mr. Bulero was gazing a Richard Hnétt. "I've heard your name before. Oh, yes. Fdix
Blau mentioned you." His supremdly intelligent eyes became dark and he said, "Did you recently Sgn
a contract with a Boston firm cdled--" The dongated face, distorted as if by a permanent opticaly
impaired mirror, twisted. "Chew-Z Manufacturers?’

"N-nutsto you," Hnatt sammered. "Y our Pre-Fash consultant turned us down."

Leo Bulero eyed him, then with a shrug turned back to Dr. Denkmal. "I'll see you in two weeks."

"Two! But--" Denkmd gestured protestingly.

"l can't make it next week; I'll be off Terra again." Again Bulero eyed Richard and Emily Hnait,
lingeringly, then strode off.

Watching him go, Dr. Denkmd said, "Very evolved, that man. Both physicaly and spiritudly.” He
turned to the Hnatts. "Welcome to Eichenwald Clinic." Re beamed.

"Thank you," Emily said nervoudy. "Does-—it hurt?"
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"Our therapy?' Dr. Denkmd tittered with amusement. "Not in the dightest, although it may shock-
-in the figurative sense--at firs. As you experience a growth of your cortex area. You'll have many
new and exciting concepts occur to you, especidly of a religious nature. Oh, if only Luther and
Erasmus were dive today; their controverses could be solved so easily now, by means of E
Therapy. Both would see the truth, as zum Beispiel regard transubstantiation--you know, the Blut
und--" He interrupted himsdlf with a cough. "In English, blood and water; you know, in the Mass. Is
very much like the takers of Can-D; have you noticed that affinity? But come on; we begin." He
dapped Richard Hnatt on the back and led the two of them into his inner office, eyeing Emily with
what seemed to Richard to be arather unspiritua, covetous look.

They faced a gigantic chamber of scientific gadgets and two Dr. Frankenstein tables, complete
with arm and leg brackets. At the Sght Emily moaned and shrank back.

"Nothing to fear, Frau Hnatt. Like eectra-convulsive shock, causes certain musculature reactions,
reflex, you know?' Denkmd giggled. "Now you mug, ah, you know: take off your clothes. Each of
you in private, of course; then don smocks and auskommen--understand? A nurse will assst you.
We have your medicd charts from Nord Amerika aready; we know your higories. Both quite
hedthy, virile; good Nord Amerikanische people.” He led Richard Hnatit to a Sde room, secluded
by a curtain; there he left him off and returned to Emily. As he entered the sde room Richard heard
Dr. Denkmad talking to Emily in a soothing but commanding tone; the combination was a nesat bit of
business and Hnatt felt both envious and suspicious and then, at last, glum. It was not quite as he had
pictured it, not quite big-time enough to suit him.

However, Leo Bulero had emerged from this room so that proved it was authentic big-time;
Bulero would never have settled for less.

Heartened, he began to undress.

Somewhere out of Sght Emily squeaked.

He redressed and |eft the sde room, boiling with concern. However, he found Denkmd at a
desk, reading Emily's medica chart; she was off, he redlized, with afemae nurse, so everything was
al right.

Criminy, he thought, | certainly am edgy. Once more entering the sde room he resumed
undressing; his hands, he found, were shaking.

Presently he lay sirapped to one of the twin tables, Emily in a Smilar state besde him. She, too,
seemed frightened; she was very pale and quiet.

"Your glands™ Dr. Denkmd explained, jovidly rubbing his hands together and wantonly eyeing
Emily, "will be simulated by this, especidly Kresy's Gland, which controls rate of evolution, nicht
Wahr? Yes, you know that; every schoolchild knows that, is taught now what weve discovered
here. Today what you will notice is no growth of chitinous shell or brain-shidd or loss of fingernails
and toenails-you didn't know that, | bet!--but only a dight but very, very important change in the
frontal lobe.. . . it will smart; that is a pun, you know? It smarts and you become, ah, smart." Again
he giggled. Richard Hnait felt miserable; he waited like some hog-tied animd for whatever they hed
in gore for him. What away to make business contacts, he said ruefully to himsdf, and shut his eyes.

A made attendant materidized and sood by him, looking blond, Nordic, and without intelligence.

"We play soothing Musik," Dr. Denkma said, pressng a button. Multiphonic sound, from every
corner of the room, filtered out, an ingpid orchestra verson of some popular Italian opera, Puccini
or Verdi; Hnatt did not know. "Now hore, Herr Hnatt." Denkma bent down beside him, suddenly
serious. "'l want you to understand; every now and then this therapy--what do you say?-- blasts
back."

"Backfires" Hnatt said gratingly. He had been expecting this.



"But mostly we have successes. Here, Herr Hnatt, is what the backfires consst of, | am afrad;
ingtead of evolving the Kresy Gland is very simulated to--regress. Isthat correct in English?”

"Yes" Hnatt muttered. "Regress how far?!

"Jugt atrifle. But it could be unplessant. We would catch it quickly, of course, and cease therapy.
And generdly that stops the regression. But--not dways. Sometimes once the Kresy Gland has been
dimulated to-" He gestured. "It keeps on. | should tell you this in case you might have scruples.
Right?"

"I'll take the chance" Richard Hnatt said. "1 guess. Everyone ese does, don't they? Okay, go
ahead." He squirmed, saw Emily, even paer now, dmost imperceptibly nodding; her eyes were
olassy.

What'll probably happen, he thought fatdigticdly, is that one of us will evolve--probably Emily--
and the other, me, will devolve back to Sinanthropus. Back to fused molars, tiny brain, bent legs,
and cannibdigtic tendencies. I'll have ahdl of atime closng salesthat way.

Dr. Denkmad clamped a switch shut, whistling aong with the opera happily to himsdlf.

The Hnatts E Therapy had begun.

He seemed to fed aloss of weight, nothing more, at least not at first. And then his head ached as
if rapped by a hammer. With the ache came amogt ingantly a new and acute comprehension; it was
adreadful risk he and Emily were taking, and it wasn't fair to her to subject her to this, just to further
sdes. Obvioudy she didn't want this, suppose she evolved back just enough to lose her ceramic
tdent? And they both would be ruined; his career hung on seeing Emily remain one of the planet's
top ceramigts.

"Stop," he said doud, but the sound did not seem to emerge; he did not hear it, dthough his voca
gpparatus seemed to function--he fdt the words in his throat. And then it came to him. He was
evolving; it was functioning. His ingght was due to the change in his brain metabolism. Assuming
Emily was dl right then everything was dl right.

He perceived, too, that Dr. Willy Denkma was a chegp little pseudo-quack, that this whole
business preyed off the vanity of mortas striving to become more than they were entitled to be, and
in a purdy earthly, trandtory way. The hell with his sdes, his contacts, what did that maiter in
comparison to the possibility of evolving the human brain to entire new orders of conception? For
instance--

Below lay the tomb world, the immutable cause-and-effect world of the demonic. At median
extended the layer of the human, but a any instant a man could plunge--descend as if sinking--into
the hdll-layer beneath. Or: he could ascend to the ethered world above, which congtituted the third
of the trinary layers. Always, in his middle leve of the human, a man risked the Snking. And yet the
possibility of ascent lay before him; any aspect or sequence of redity could become either, a any
ingant. Hell and heaven, not after deeth but now! Depression, al mentd illness, was the snking. And
the other . . . how was it achieved?

Through empathy. Grasping another, not from outside but from the inner. For example, had he
ever redly looked a Emily's pots as anything more than merchandise for which a market existed?
No. What | ought to have seen in them, he redlized, is the artistic intention, the spirit she's reveding
intringcdly.

And that contract with Chew-Z Manufacturers, he redlized; | sgned without consulting her--how
unethicd can one become? | chained her to a firm which she may not want as a minner of her
products . . . we have no knowledge of the worth of ther layouts. They may be shoddy.



Substandard. But too late, now; the road to the hell-layer is paved with second-guessing. And they
may be involved in the illegdl manufacture of a trandation drug; that would explain the name Chew-Z
... it would correspond with Can-D. But--the fact that they've sdected that name openly suggests
they have nothing illegd in mind.

With a lightning legp of intuition it came to him: someone had found a trandation drug which
satisfied the UN's narcotics agency. The agency had aready passed on Chew-Z, would alow it on
the open market. So, for the fird time, a trandation drug would be available on thoroughly policed
Terra, not in the remote, unpoliced colonies only.

And this meant that Chew-Z's layouts--unlike Perky Pat--would be marketable on Terra, along
with the drug. And as the weather worsened over the years, as the home planet became more of an
dien environment, the layouts would sdll fagter. The market which Leo Bulero controlled was pitifully
mesger compared to what lay eventually--but not now--before Chew-Z Manufacturers.

S0 he had sgned a good contract after all. And--no wonder Chew-Z had paid him so much.
They were abig outfit, with big plans, they had, obvioudy, unlimited capital backing them.

And where would they obtain unlimited capita? Nowhere on Tera he intuited that, too.
Probably from Pamer Eldritch, who had returned to the Sol system &fter having joined economically
with the Proxers; it was they who were behind Chew-Z. So, for the chance to ruin Leo Bulero, the
UN was alowing anon-Sol race to begin operationsin the system.

It was abad, perhaps even termind, exchange.

The next he knew, Dr. Denkma was dapping him into wakefulness. "How goes it?" Denkmdl
demanded, peering a him. "Broad, al-inclusive preoccupations?’

"Y-yes," he said, and managed to St up; he was unstrapped.

"Then we have nothing to fear," Denkma said, and beamed, his white mustache twitching like
antennae. "Now we will consult with Frau Hnatt." A femde attendant was aready undrgpping her;
Emily st up groggily and yawned. Dr. Denkma looked nervous. "How do you fed, Frau?' he
inquired.

"Fine" Emily murmured. "I had al sorts of pot idees. One after another.” She glanced timidly at
firg him and then & Richard. "Does that mean anything?'

"Pgper,”" Dr. Denkmad said, producing a tablet. "Pen." He extended them to Emily. "Put down
your ideas, Frau.”

Tremblingly, Emily sketched her pot ideas. She seemed to have difficulty controlling the pen,
Hnatt noticed. But presumably that would pass.

"Fing" Dr. Denkmal said, when she had finished. He showed the sketches to Richard Hnatt.
"Highly organized cephalic activity. Superior inventiveness, right?"

The pot sketches were certainly good, even brilliant. And yet Hnatt felt there was something
wrong. Something about the sketches. But it was not until they had Ieft the clinic, were standing
together under the antitherma curtain outsde the building, waiting for their jet-express cab to land,
that he redlized what it was.

The ideas were good--but Emily had done them aready. Y ears ago, when she had designed her
first professondly adequate pots: she had shown him sketches of them and then the pots themsalves,
even before the two of them were married. Didn't she remember this? Obvioudy not.

He wondered why she didn't remember and what it meant; it made him deeply unessy.

However, he had been continudly uneasy since recaiving the first E Therapy trestment, first about
the state of mankind and the Sol system in generd and now about his wife. Maybe it's merdy asign



of what Denkma cdls "highly organized cephdic activity," he thought to himsdf. Brain metabolism
dimulation.
Or--maybe not.

Arriving on Luna, with his officid press card from P. P. Layout's house journd clutched, Leo
Bulero found himsdf squeezed in with a gaggle of homeopape reporters on their way by surface
tractor across the ashy face of the moon to Palmer Eldritch's demesne.

"Your ident-pape, Sr," an armed guard, but not wearing the colors of the UN, yapped a him as
he prepared to exit into the parking area of the demesne. Leo Bulero was thereupon wedged in the
doorway of the tractor, while behind him the legitimate homeopape reporters surged and clamored
restively, wanting to get out. "Mr. Bulero,” the guard said leisurely, and returned the press card. "Mr.
Eldritch is expecting you. Come this way." He was immediately replaced by another guard, who
began checking thei.d. of the reporters one by one.

Nervous, Leo Bulero accompanied the firg guard through an ar-filled pressurized and
comfortably heated tube to the demesne proper.

Ahead of him, blocking the tube, gppeared another uniformed guard from Pamer Eldritch's saff;
he raised his arm and pointed something smal and shiny &t Leo Btilero.

"Hey," Leo protested feebly, freezing in histracks, he spun, ducked his head, and then sumbled a
few steps back the way he had come.

The beam--of a variety he knew nothing about-- touched him and he pitched forward, trying to
bresk hisfdl by throwing his arms out.

The next he knew he was once more conscious and swaddled--absurdly--to a chair in a barren
room. His head rang and he looked blearily around, but saw only a smdl table in the center of the
room on which an eectronic contraption rested.

"Let me out of here" he said.

At once the dectronic contrgption said, "Good morning, Mr. Bulero. | am Pamer Eldritch. You
wanted to see me, | understand.”

"Thisis crud conduct,” Bulero said. "Having me put to degp and then tying me up like this"

"Have acigar." The eectronic contraption sprouted an extension which carried in its grasp along
green cigar; the end of the cigar puffed into flame and then the e ongated pseudopodium presented it
to Leo Bulero. "I brought ten boxes of these back from Prox, but only one box survived the crash.
It's not tobacco; it's superior to tobacco. What isit, Leo? What did you want?'

Leo Bulero sad, "Are you in that thing there, Eldritch? Or are you somewhere else, spesking
through it?"

"Be content,” the voice from the metal congtruct resting on the table said. It continued to extend
the lighted cigar, then withdrew it, stubbed it out, and dropped the remains from sght within itsef.
"Do you care to see color dides of my visit to the Prox system?”

"You're kidding."

"No," Pamer Eldritch said. "They'll give you someidea of what | was up againg there. They're 3-
D time-lgpse dides, very good."

"No thanks."

Eldritch sad, "We found that dart embedded in your tongue; it's been removed. But you may
have something more, or so we suspect.”

"Youregiving mealot of credit,” Leo said. "Morethan | ought to get."
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"In four years on Prox | learned alot. Six yearsin trangt, four in residence. The Proxers are going
to invade Earth.”

"Youre putting me on," Leo said.

Eldritch said, "I can understand your reaction. The UN, in particular Hepburn-Gilbert, reacted the
same way. But it's true--not in the conventiona sense, of course, but in a deeper, coarser manner
that |1 don't quite get, even though | was among them for so long. It may be involved with Earth's
heating up, for dl | know. Or there may be worse to come.”

"Let's talk about that lichen you brought back."

"| obtained that illegdly; the Proxers didn't know | took any of it. They use it themsdves, in
religious orgies. As our Indians made use of mesca and peyotl. Is that what you wanted to see me
about?'

"Sure. You're getting into my business. | know you've dready set up a corporation; haven't you?
Nuts to this business about Proxers invading our system; it's you |I'm sore about, what you're doing.
Can't you find some other field to go into besides min layouts?!

The room blew up in his face. White light descended, blanketing him, and he shut his eyes. Jeez,
he thought. Anyhow | don't believe that about the Proxers, he's just trying to turn our attention away
from what heésup to. | mean, it's strategy.

He opened his eyes, and found himsdlf stting on a grassy bank. Beside him a smdl girl played
with ayo-yo.

"That toy," Leo Bulero said, "is popular in the Prox system.” His arms and legs, he discovered,
were untied; he stood up giffly and moved hislimbs. "What's your name?" he asked.

Thelittle girl said, "Monica"

"The Proxers," Leo said, "the humanoid types anyhow, wear wigs and have fdse tegth." He took
hold of the bulk of the child's luminous blonde hair and pulled.

"Ouch," the girl said. "You're abad man." He let go and she retreated, dtill playing with her yo-yo
and glaring a him defiantly.

"Sorry," he murmured. Her hair was red; perhgps he was not in the Prox sysem. Anyhow,
wherever he was Pdmer Eldritch was trying to tell him something. "Are you planning to invade
Eath?' he asked the child. "I mean, you don't look as if you are" Could Eldritch have gotten it
wrong? he wondered. Misunderstood the Proxers? After al, to his knowledge Pamer hadn't
evolved, didn't possess the powerful, expanded comprehension which came with E Therapy.

"My yo-yo," the child said, "is magic. | can do anything | want with it. What'l | do? You tel me;
you look like akindly man."

"Take meto your leader,” Leo said. "An old joke; you wouldn't understand it. Went out a century
ago." He looked around him and saw no sgns of habitation, only the grassy plain. Too cool for
Earth, he redlized. Above, the blue sky. Good air, he thought. Dense. "Do you fed sorry for me" he
asked, "because PAmer Eldritch is horning into my business and if he does I'll probably be ruined?
I'm going to have to make some kind of a ded with him." It now looks like killing him is out, he sad
to himsdf morosdly. "But," he said, "l can't figure out any ded hell take; he seems to hold dl the
cards. Look for instance how he's got me here, and | don't even know where this is"" Not that it
matters, he redlized. Because whereit isit's a place Eldritch controls.

"Cards," the child said. "I have adeck of cards, in my suitcase.”

He saw no suitcase. "Where?'

Knedling, the girl touched the grass here and there. All a once a section did smoothly back; the
girl reached into the cavity and brought out a suitcase. "I keep it hidden," she explained. "From the
sponsors.”
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"What's that mean, that 'sponsors?"

"WEell, to be here you need a sponsor. All of us have them; | guess they pay for everything, pay
until we're wdl and then we can go home, if we have homes." She seated hersdlf by the suitcase, and
opened it--or at least tried to. The lock did not respond. "Darn," she said. "This is the wrong one.
ThisisDr. Smile"

"A psychiatrist?" Leo asked, dertly. "From one of those big conapts? Isit working? Turn it on."

Obligingly the girl turned the psychiatrist on. "Hdlo, Monica" the suitcase said tinnily. "Hdlo to
you, too, Mr. Bulero." It pronounced his name wrong, getting the stress on the find syllable. "What
are you doing here, sr? You're much too old to be here. Tee-hee. Or are you regressed, due to
maappropriate so-caled E Therpay rggggg click!” It whirred in agitation. "Therapy in Munich?" it
finished.

"| fed fine" Leo assured it. "L ook, Smile; who do you know that | know that could get me out of
here? Name someone, anyone. | can't stay here any more, get it?"

"l know a Mr. Bayerson,” Dr. Smile said. "In fact I'm with him right now, via portable extension,
of course, right in his office.

"Theré's nobody | know named Bayerson,” Leo said. "What is this place? Obvioudy it's a rest
camp of some sort for sck kids or kids with no money or some damn thing. | thought this was
maybe in the Prox system but if you're here obvioudy it isn't. Bayerson." It came to him, then. "Hell,
you mean Mayerson. Barney. Back a P. P. Layouts.”

"Yes, that's s0," Dr. Smile said.

"Contact him," Leo sad. "Tel him to get in touch with Felix Blau right away, that Tri-Planet Police
Agency or whatever they cdl themselves. Have him have Blau do research, find out where exactly |
am and then send a ship here. Got it?"

"All right," Dr. Smile said. "I'll address Mr. Mayerson right away. He's conferring with Miss
Fugate, his assstant, who is dso his mistress and who today is wearing-- hmm. They're talking about
you this very minute. But of course | can't report what they're saying; sedl of the medical profession,
you redize. She is wearing--"

"Okay, who cares?' Leo said irritably.

"Youll excuse me a moment,” the suitcase sad. "While | sgn off." It sounded huffy. And then
there was slence.

"I have bad newsfor you," the child sad.

"What isit?'

"I was kidding. That's not redly Dr. Smile; it's just pretend, to keep us from londliness. It's dive
but it's not connected with anything outside itsdlf; it's what they call being on intringc.”

He knew what that meant; the unit was self-contained. But then how could it have known about
Barney and Miss Fugate, even down to details about their persond life? Even as to what she had
on? The child was not telling the truth, obvioudy. "Who are you?' he demanded. "Monica what? |
want to know your full name." Something about her was familiar.

"I'm back," the suitcase announced suddenly. "Well, Mr. Bulero--" Again the faulty pronunciation.
"I've discussed your dilemma with Mr. Mayerson and he will contact Felix Blau as you requested.
Mr. Mayerson thinks he recdls reading in a homeopape once about a UN camp much as you are
experiencing, somewhere in the Saturn region, for retarded children. Perhaps--"

"Hell," Leo sad, "this girl ian't retarded.” If anything she was precocious. It did not make sense.
But what did make sense was the redlization that PAmer Eldritch wanted something out of him; this
was not merdy amatter of edifying him: it was a question of intimidation.



On the horizon a shape gppeared, immense and gray, bloaing as it rushed a terrific speed
toward them. It had ugly spiked whiskers.

"That'sarat,” Monicasad camly.

Leo said, "That big?' No place in the Sol system, on none of the moons or planets, did such an
enormous, ferd creature exist. "What will it do to us?' he asked, wondering why she wasn't afraid.

"Oh," Monicasad, "I supposeitll kill us”

"And that doesn't frighten you?' He heard his own voice rise in a shriek. "'l mean, you want to die
like that, and right now? Eaten by arat the size of--" He grabbed the girl with one hand, picked up
Dr. Smile the suitcase in the other, and began lumbering away from the rat.

The rat reached them, passed on by, and was gone; its shape dwindled until at |last it disappeared.

The girl snickered. "It scared you. | knew it wouldn't see us. They can't; they're blind to us, here."

"They are?' He knew, then, where he was. Felix Blau wouldn't find him. Nobody would, even if
they looked forever.

Eldritch had given him an intravenous injection of atrandating drug, no doubt Chew-Z. This place
was a honexistent world, anadogous to the irred "Earth” to which the trandated colonists went when
they chewed his own product, Can-D.

And the rat, unlike everything dse, was genuine. Unlike themsdalves, he and this girl--they were
not red, either. At least not here. Somewhere their empty, silent bodies lay like sacks, discarded by
the cerebra contents for the time being. No doubt their bodies were a Pamer Eldritch's Lunar
demesne.

"Youre Zog'" he sad. "Aren't you? This is the way you want to be, a little girl-child again, about
eight. Right? With long blonde hair." And even, he redlized, with a different name.

Stffly, the child sad, "There is no one named Zoe."

"No one but you. Your father is PAmer Eldritch, right?"

With great reluctance the child nodded.

"Isthisa specid place for you?' he asked. "To which you come often?”

"Thisismy place," the girl said. "No one comes here without my permission.”

"Why did you let me come here, then?' He knew that she did not like him. Had not from the very
dart.

"Because," the child said, "we think perhaps you can stop the Proxers from whatever it is they're
doing."

"That again,” he said, mply not believing her. "Y our father--"

"My father," the child said, "is trying to save us. He didn't want to bring back Chew-Z; they made
him. Chew-Z isthe agent by which were going to be delivered over to them. Y ou see?'

"How?"

"Because they control these aress. Like this, where you go when you're given Chew-Z."

"Y ou don't seem under any sort of aien control; look what you'retdling me."

"But | will be" the girl said, nodding soberly. "Soon. Just like my father is now. He was given it on
Prox; he's been taking it for years. It's too late for him and he knowsit."

"Prove dl thisto me" Leo said. "In fact prove any of it, even one part; give me something actua
togoon."

The suitcase, which he il held, now said, "What Monica saysistrue, Mr. Bulero.”

"How do you know?" he demanded, annoyed with it.

"Because," the suitcase replied, "I'm under Prox influence, too; that's why [--"

"You did nothing," Leo said. He st the suitcase down. "Damn that Chew-Z," he said, to both of
them, the suitcase and the girl. "It's made everything confused; | don't know what the hdll's going on.



You're not Zoe--you don't even know who she is. And you--you're not Dr. Smile, and you didn't
cdl Barney, and he wasnt taking to Roni Fugate; it's dl just a drug-induced halucination. It's my
own fears about PaAmer Eldritch being read back to me, this trash about him being under Prox
influence, and you, too. Who ever heard of a suitcase being dominated by minds from an dien sar-
sysem?' Highly indignant, he waked away from them.

| know what's going on, he redized. This is PAmer's way of gaining domination over my mind;
thisisaform of what they used to cdl brainwashing. He's got me running scared. Carefully measuring
his steps, he continued on without looking back.

It was a near-fatd mistake. Something--he caught sight of it out of the corner of his eye-
launched itsdlf at his legs, he legped asde and it passed him, circling back at once as it reoriented
itsdlf, and picked him up again asits prey.

"Therats can't seeyou," the girl called, "but the glucks can! Y ou better run!™

Without clearly seeing it--he had seen enough--he ran.

And what he had seen he could not blame on Chew-Z. Because it was not an illusion, not a
device of PAmer Eldritch's to terrorize him. The gluck, whatever it was, did not originate on Terra
nor from a Terran mind.

Behind him, leaving the suitcase, the girl ran, too.

"What about me?' Dr. Smile called anxioudly.

No one came back for him.

On the vidscreen the image of Felix Blau said, "I've processed the material you gave me, Mr.
Mayerson. It adds up to a convincing case that your employer Mr. Bulero--who is dso a client of
mine--is a present on a smdl atificid sadlite orbiting Earth, legdly titted Sgma 14-B. | have
consulted the records of ownership and it appears to belong to a rocket-fud manufacturer in .
George, Utah." He ingpected the papers before him. "Robard Lethane Sales. Lethane is their trade-
name for their brand of--"

"Okay," Barney Mayerson said. "I'll contact them." How in God's name had Leo Bulero gotten
there?

"There is one further item of possible interest. Robard Lethane Saes incorporated the same day,
four years ago, as Chew-Z Manufacturers of Boston. It seems more than a coincidence to me.”

"What about getting Leo off the satdllite?’

"Y ou could file awrit of mandamus with the courts demanding--"

"Too much time" Barney said. He had a deep, ill sense of persond responsibility for what had
happened. Evidently PAmer Eldritch had set up the news conference with the 'pape reporters as a
pretext by which to lure Leo to the Lunar demesne--and he, precog Barney Mayerson, the man who
could perceive the future, had been taken in, had expertly done his part to get Leo there.

Fdix Blau sad, "I can supply you with about a hundred men, from various offices of my
organization. And you ought to be able to raise fifty more from P. P. Layouts. Y ou could try to invest
the satellite.”

"And find him deed."

"True." Blau agppeared to pout. "Well, you could go to Hepburn-Gilbert and plead for UN
assistance. Or try to contact--and this sticks in the craw even worse--contact Palmer or whatever's
taking PAmer's place, and dedl directly with iz. Seeif you can buy Leo back.”

Barney cut the circuit. He a once dided for an outplan line, saying, "Get me Mr. PAmer Eldritch
on Luna It's an emergency; I'd like you to hurry it up, miss”



As he waited for the call to be put through, Roni Fugate said from the far end of the office,
"Apparently were not going to have time to sdl out to Eldritch.”

"It does look that way." How smoothly it had dl been handled; Eldritch had let his adversary do
the work. And us, too, he redlized, Roni and I; hell probably get us the same way. In fact Eldritch
could indeed be waiting for our flight to the satellite; that would explain his supplying Leo with Dr.
Smile

"l wonder,"” Roni said, fooling with the clasp of her blouse, "if we want to work for a man that
clever. If it isaman. It looks more and more to me asiif it's not actudly Palmer who came back but
one of them; | think we're going to have to accept that. The next thing we can look forward to is
Chew-Z flooding the market. With UN sanction." Her tone was bitter. "And Leo, who at least is one
of us and who just wants to make a few skins, will be dead or driven out--" She stared straight
ahead infury.

"Petriotism," Barney sad.

"Sdf-preservation. | don't want to find mysdlf, some morning, chewing away on the stuff, doing
whatever you do when you chew it ingtead of Can-D. Going--not to Perky Pat land; that's for sure."

The vidphone operator said, "1 have a Miss Zoe Eldritch on the line, sir. Will you spesk to her?"

"Okay," Barney sad, resigned.

A smartly dressed woman, sharp-eyed, with heavy hair pulled back in a bun, gazed a him in
miniature. "Yes?'

"Thisis Mayerson & P. P. Layouts. What do we have to do to get Leo Bulero back?' He waited.
No response. "Y ou do know what I'm talking about, don't you?' he said.

Presently she said, "Mr. Bulero arrived here at the demesne and was taken sick. He's resting in
our infirmary. When he's better--"

"May | digpaich an officid company physician to examine him?"

"Of course. Zoe Eldritch did not bat an eye.

"Why didn't you notify us?"

"It just now occurred. My father was about to call. It ssems to be nothing more than areaction to
the change of gravity; actudly it's very common with older persons who arrive here. We haven't tried
to gpproximate Earth gravity as Mr. Bulero has at his satellite, Winnie-ther-Pooh Acres. So you see
it's redly quite smple”” She amiled dightly. "Youll have him back sometime later today & the very
latest. Did you suspect something else?'

"l suspect,” Barney said, "that Leo isnot on Lunaany longer. That he's on an Earth-satellite called
Sigma 14-B which beongs to a &. George firm that you own. Ian't that the case? And what well
find in your infirmary & the demesne will not be Leo Bulero.”

Roni gared a him.

"You're welcome to see for yoursef," Zoe said stonily. "It is Leo Bulero, at least as far as we
know. It'swhat arrived here with the homeopape reporters.”

"I'll come to the demesne," Barney said. And knew he was making a mistake. His precog ability
told him that. And, a the far end of the office, Roni Fugate hopped to her feet and stood rigid; her
ability had picked it up, too. Shutting off the vidphone he turned to her and sad, "P. P. Layouts
employee commits suicide. Correct? Or some such wording. The 'papes tomorrow morning.”

"The exact wording--" Roni began.

"I don't care to hear the exact wording." But it would be by exposure, he knew. Man's body
found on pedestrian ramp a noon; dead from excessive solar radiation. Downtown New York
somewhere. At whatever spot the Eldritch organization had dropped him off. Would drop him off.



He could have done without his precog faculty, in this. Since he did not intend to act on its
foresght.

What disturbed him the most was the pic on the 'pape page, a close-up view of his sun-shriveled
body.

At the office door he stopped and smply stood.

"You can't go," Roni said.

"No." Not after previewing the pic. Leo, he redized, will have to take care of himsdf. Returning
to his desk he resested himsdlf.

"The only problem," Roni sad, "is tha if he does get back he's going to be hard to explain the
Stuation to. That you didn't do anything.”

"I know." But that was not the only problem; in fact that was bardly anissue a dl.

Because Leo would probably not be getting back.
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SIX

The gluck had him by the ankle and it was trying to drink him; it had penetrated his flesh with tiny
tubeslike cilia. Leo Bulero cried out--and then, aoruptly, there stood Palmer Eldritch.

"You were wrong,” Eldritch said. "I did not find God in the Prox system. But | found something
better." With a gtick he poked at the gluck; it reluctantly withdrew its cilia, and contracted into itself
until at lagt it was no longer clinging to Leo; it dropped to the ground and traveled away, as Eldritch
continued to prod it. "God," Eldritch said, "promises eternd life. | can do better; I can deliver it."

"Ddiver it how?" Trembling and wesk with relief, Leo dropped to the grassy soil, seated himsdif,
and gasped for breath.

"Through the lichen which werre marketing under the name Chew-Z," Eldritch said. "It bears very
little resemblance to your own product, Leo. Can-D is obsolete, because what does it do? Provides
afew moments of escape, nothing but fantasy. Who wants it? Who needs that when they can get the
genuine thing from me?' He added, "Weé're there, now."

"So | assumed. And if you imagine people are going to pay out skins for an experience like this--"
Leo gestured at the gluck, which il lurked nearby, kegping an eye on both himsdf and Eldritch.
"You're not just out of your body; you're out of your mind, too."

"Thisisagpecid Stuation. To prove to you that thisis authentic. Nothing excds physica pain and
terror in that respect; the glucks showed you with absolute clarity that this is not a fantasy. They
could actudly have killed you. And if you died here that would be it. Not like Can-D, isit?" Eldritch
was papably enjoying the Stuation. "When | discovered the lichen in the Prox system | couldn't
believeit. I've lived a hundred years, Leo, dready, using it in the Prox system under the direction of
their medical people; I've taken it ordly, intravenoudy, in suppository form--I've burned it and
inhded the fumes, made it into a water-soluble solution and boiled it, sniffed the vapors I've
experienced it every way possible and it hasn't hurt me. The effect on Proxers is minor, nothing like
what it does to us, to them it's less of a stimulant than their very best grade tobacco. Want to hear
more?"

"Not particularly."

Eldritch seated himsdlf nearby, rested his artificia arm on his bent knees, and idly swung his stick
from dde to Sde, scrutinizing the gluck, which had till not departed. "When we return to our former
bodies--you natice the use of the word ‘former,’ a term you wouldn't gpply with Can-D, and for
good reason--you'll find that no time has passed. \We could stay here fifty years and itd be the
same;, wed emerge back a the demesne on Luna and find everything unchanged, and anyone
watching us would see no lgpse of consciousness, as you have with Can-D, no trance, no stupor.
Oh, maybe aflicker of the eydids. A split second; I'm willing to concede that.”

"What determines our length of time here?" Leo asked.

"Our atitude. Not the quantity taken. We can return whenever we want to. So the amount of the
drug need not be--"

"That's not true. Because I've wanted out of here for some time, now."

"But," Eldritch said, "you didn't congtruct this-establishment, here; | did and it's mine. | created
the glucks, this landscape-" He gestured with his stick. "Every damn thing you see, including your
body."

"My body?' Leo examined himsdlf. It was his regular, familiar body, known to him intimately; it
was his, not Eldritch's.



"I willed you to emerge here exactly as you are in our universe," Eldritch sad. "You see, that's the
point that appeded to Hepburn-Gilbert, who of course is a Buddhigt. You can reincarnate in any
form you wish, or that's wished for you, asin this Stuation.”

"So that'swhy the UN bit," Leo said. It explained agreet dedl.

"With Chew-Z one can pass from life to life, be a bug, a physics teacher, a hawk, a protozoon, a
dimemold, astrestwalker in Parisin 1904, a--"

"Even," Leo sad, "agluck. Which one of usisthe gluck, there?!

"l told you; | madeit out of a portion of mysdlf. Y ou could shape something. Go ahead--project a
fraction of your essence; it'll take materia form on its own. What you supply is the logos. Remember
that?"

"l remember," Leo said. He concentrated, and presently there formed not far off an unwieldy
mass of wires and bars and gridlike extensions.

"What the hell isthat?" Eldritch demanded.

"A gluck trap."

Eldritch put his head back and laughed. "Very good. But please don't build a PAmer Eldritch
trap; | fill have things | want to say." He and Leo watched the gluck suspiciously approach the trap,
sniffing. It entered and the trap banged shut. The gluck was caught, and now the trap dispatched it;
one quick sizzle, asmal plume of smoke, and the gluck had vanished.

In the ar before Leo a smdl section shimmered; out of it emerged a black book, which he
accepted, thumbed through, then, satisfied, put down on his lap.

"What's that?' Eldritch asked.

"A King James Bible. | thought it might help protect me."

"Not here" Eldritch sad. "This is my doman." He gestured a the bible and it vanished. "You
could have your own, though, and fill it with bibles. As can everyone. As soon as our operations are
underway. Were going to have layouts, of course, but that comes later with our Terran activities.
And anyhow that's a formdlity, a ritua to ease the transtion. Can-D and Chew-Z will be marketed
on the same basis, in open competition; well clam nothing for Chew-Z that you don't clam for your
product. We don't want to scare people away; religion has become a touchy subject. It will only be
after afew tries that they redize the two different aspects. the lack of a time lgpse and the other,
perhaps the more vita. That it isn't fantasy, that they enter a genuine new universe.”

"Many persons fed that about Can-D," Leo pointed out. "They hold it as an aticle of faith that
they're actudly on Earth.”

"Fanatics," Eldritch said with disgugt. "Obvioudy it'silluson because there is no Perky Peat and no
Wat Essex and anyhow the dructure of their fantasy environment is limited to the artifacts actudly
ingdled in ther layout; they can't operate the automatic dishwasher in the kitchen unlessamin of one
was ingaled in advance. And a person who doesn't participate can watch and see that the two dolls
don't go anywhere; no oneisin them. It can be demonstrated--"

"But you're going to have trouble convincing those people” Leo said. "They'll stay loyd to Can-
D. Therés no red dissatisfaction with Perky Pat; why should they give up--"

"I'll tell you," Eldritch said. "Because however wonderful being Perky Pat and Walt isfor awhile,
eventudly they're forced to return to ther hovels. Do you know how that feds Leo? Try it
sometime; wake up in ahove on Ganymede after you've been freed for twenty, thirty minutes. It's an
experience you'll never forget.”

"Hmm."



49

"And theré's something dse--and you know what it is, too. When the little period of escape is
over and the colonist returns . . . he's not fit to resume a normd, daily life. HeE's demordized. But if
instead of Can-D he's chewed--"

He broke off. Leo was not ligening; he was involved in condructing another artifact in the air
before him.

A ghort flight of stairs gppeared, leading into a luminous hoop. The far end of the flight of Stairs
could not be seen.

"Where does that go?' Eldritch demanded, an irritated expression on hisface.

"New York City," Leo sad. "It'll take me back to P. P. Layouts." He rose and walked to the
flight of dairs. "I have a feding, Eldritch, that something's wrong, some aspect of this Chew-Z
product. And we won't discover what it is until too late"" He began climbing the stairs and then he
remembered the girl, Monica; he wondered if she was dl right, here in PAmer Eldritch's world.
"What about the child?' He stopped his dimb. Below him, but seemingly far off, he could make out
Eldritch, till seated with his stick on the grass. "The glucks didn't get her, did they?'

Eldritch sad, "I was the little girl. That's what I'm trying to explain to you; that's why | say it
means genuine reincarnation, triumph over death.”

Blinking, Leo said, "Then the reason she was familiar--" He ceased, and looked again.

On the grass Eldritch was gone. The child Monica, with her suitcase full of Dr. Smile, sat there
instead. So it was evident, now.

He was tdling--she, they were telling--the truth.

Sowly, Leo walked back down the stairs and out onto the grass once more.

The child, Monica, said, "I'm glad you're not leaving, Mr. Bulero. It's nice to have someone smart
and evolved like you to talk to." She patted the suitcase resting on the grass beside her. "1 went back
and got him; he was terrified of the glucks. | see you found something that would handle them.” She
nodded toward his gluck trap, which now, empty, awaited another victim. "Very ingenious of you. |
hadn't thought of it; | just got the hell out of there. A diencephalic panic-reaction.”

To her Leo sad hesitantly, ™Y ou're PAmer, are you? | mean, down underneath? Actualy?'

"Take the medieval doctrine of substance versus accidents” the child sad plessantly. "My
accidents are those of this child, but my substance, as with the wine and the wafer in
transubstantiation--"

"Okay," Leo sad. "Youre Eldritch; | believe you. But | ill don't like this place. Those glucks-"

"Don't blame them on Chew-Z," the child said. "Blame them on me; they're a product of my mind,
not of the lichen. Does every new universe congtructed have to be nice? | like glucks in mine; they
gpped to something in me.

"Suppose | want to congtruct my own universe,” Leo sad. "Maybe theré's something evil in me,
too, some aspect of my personality | don't know about. That would cause me to produce a thing
even more ugly than what you've brought into being." At leest with the Perky Pat layouts one was
limited to what one had provided in advance, as Eldritch himsalf had pointed out. And--there was a
certain sfety in this.

"Whatever it was could be abolished,” the child said indifferently. "If you found you didnt like it.
Andif you did like it--" She shrugged. "Keep it, then. Why not? Who's hurt? Y ou're done in your--"
Ingtantly she broke off, clapping her hand to her mouth.

"Alone" Leo sad. "You mean each person goes to a different subjective world? It's not like the
layouts, then, because everyone in the group who takes Can-D goes to the layout, the men to Walt,



the women into Perky Pet. But that means you're not here" Or, he thought, I'm not here. But in that
case--

The child watched him intently, trying to gauge his reaction.

"We havent taken Chew-Z," Leo sad quietly. "This is dl a hypnagogic, absolutely artificidly
induced pseudo-environment. Were not anywhere except where we started from; we're sill at your
demesne on Luna. Chew-Z doesn't create any new universe and you know it. There's no bona fide
reincarnation with it. Thisisal just one big snow-job."

The child was sllent. But she had not taken her eyes from him; her eyes burned, cold and bright,
unwinking.

Leo sad, "Come on, PAmer; what does Chew-Z really do?'

"| told you." The child's voice was harsh.

"Thisis not even asred as Perky Pet, as the use of our own drug. And even that is open to the
guestion as regards the vdidity of the experience, its authenticity versus it as purely hypnagogic or
halucinatory. So obvioudy there won't be any discussion about this; it's patently the |atter.”

"No," the child said. "And you better believe me, because if you don't you won't get out of this
world dive.

"You cant die in a hdlucination,” Leo sad. "Any more than you can be born agan. I'm going
back to P. P. Layouts." Once more he started toward the stairs.

"Go ahead and climb,” the child said from behind him. "See if | care. Wait and see where it gets
you."

Leo climbed the stairs, and passed through the luminous hoaop.

Blinding, ferocioudy hot sunlight descended on him; he scuttled from the open street to a nearby
doorway for shelter.

A jet cab, from the towering high buildings, swooped down, spying him. "A ride, Sr? Better get
indoors; it'samost noon."

Gasping, dmost unable to breathe, Leo said, "Yes, thanks. Take me to P. P. Layouts" He
unsteadily got into the cab, and fell back a once againg the seet, panting in the coolness provided by
its antithermal shidd.

The cab took off. Presently it was descending at the enclosed fidd of his company's centrd
building.

As so0n as he reached his outer office he said to Miss Gleason, "Get hold of Mayerson. Find out
why he didn't do anything to rescue me."

"Rescue you?' Miss Gleason said, in congternation. "What was the matter, Mr. Bulero?' She
followed him to the inner office. "Where were you and in what way--"

"Just get Mayerson." He seated himsdf at his familiar desk, relieved to be back here. The hell
with PaAmer Eldritch, he said to himsdf, and reached into the desk drawer for his favorite English
briar pipe and haf-pound can of Sail tobacco, a Dutch cavendish mix.

He was busy lighting his pipe when the door opened and Barney Mayerson appeared, looking
sheepish and worn.

"Well?' Leo sad. He puffed energeticaly on his pipe.

Barney sad, "I--" He turned to Miss Fugate, who had come in dter him; gesturing, he turned
again to Leo and said, "Anyhow you're back."

"Of course I'm back. | built mysdlf a stairway to here. Aren't you going to answer as to why you
didn't do anything? | guess not. But as you say, you weren't needed. 1've now got an idea of what
this new Chew-Z subgtance is like. It's definitdy inferior to Can-D. | have no quams in saying that
emphaticdly. You can tdl without doubt that it's merdly a hdlucinogenic experience youre
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undergoing. Now let's get down to business. Eldritch has sold Chew-Z to the UN by claiming that it
induces genuine reincarnation, which ratifies the reigious convictions of more than haf the governing
members of the Genera Assambly, plus that Indian skunk Hepburn-Gilbert himsdlf. It's a fraud,
because Chew-Z doesn't do that. But the worst aspect of Chew-Z is the solipsistic quality. With
Can-D you undergo a vaid interpersond experience, in that the others in your hove are-" He
paused irritably. "What isit, Miss Fugate? What are you staring &7

Roni Fugate murmured, "I'm sorry, Mr. Bulero, but there's a creature under your desk.”

Bending, Leo peered under the desk.

A thing had squeezed itself between the base of the desk and the floor; its eyes regarded him
greenly, unwinking.

"Get out of there" Leo said. To Barney he said, "Get ayardstick or a broom, something to prod
it with."

Barney Ieft the office.

"Damn it, Miss Fugate" Leo said, smoking rapidly on his pipe, "I hate to think what that is under
there. And what it Sgnifies” Because it might Sgnify that Eldritch-- within the little girl Monica-had
been right when she sad See if I care. Wait and see where it gets you.

The thing from beneath the desk scuttled out, and made for the door. It squeezed under the door
and was gone.

It was even worse than the glucks. He got one good look &t it.

Leo sad, "Wdll, that's that. I'm sorry, Miss Fugate, but you might as well return to your office;
there's no point in our discussing what actions to take toward the imminent gppearance of Chew-Z
on the market. Because I'm not talking to anyone; I'm Sitting here blabbing away to mysdf." He felt
depressed. Eldritch had him and dso the vdidity, or a least the seeming vdidity, of the Chew-Z
experience had been demondrated; he himsdf had confused it with the red. Only the mdign bug
created by Pamer Eldritch--ddiberately--had given it away.

Otherwise, he redlized, | might have gone on forever.

Spent a century, as Eldritch said, in this ersatz universe.

Jeez, he thought. I'm licked. "Miss Fugate," he said, "please don't just stand there; go back to
your office." He got up, went to the water cooler, and poured himsdf a paper cup of minera water.
Drinking unred water for an unred body, he said to himsdf. In front of an unred employee. "Miss
Fugate" he sad, "are you redly Mr. Mayerson's mistress?"

"Yes, Mr. Bulero," Miss Fugate said, nodding. "As | told you.

"And you won't be mine." He shook his head. "Because I'm too old and too evolved. Y ou know-
-or rather you don't know--that | have at least alimited power in this universe. | could make over my
body, make mysdf young." Or, he thought, make you old. How would you like that? he wondered.
He dank the water, and tossed the cup in the waste chute; not looking at Miss Fugate he said to
himsdlf, You're my age, Miss Fugate. In fact older. Let's see; you're about ninety-two, now. In this
world, anyhow; you've aged, here.. . . time has rolled forward for you because you turned me down
and | don't like being turned down. In fact, he said to himsdf, you're over one hundred years old,
withered, juicdess, without teeth and eyes. A thing.

Behind him he heard a dry, rasping sound, an intake of breeth. And a wavering, shrill voice, like
the cry of afrightened bird. "Oh, Mr. Bulero--"

I've changed my mind, Leo thought. Y ou're the way you were; | take it back, okay? He turned,
and saw Roni Fugate or at least something standing there where she had last sood. A spider web,
gray fungoid strands wrapped one around another to form a brittle column that swayed. . . he saw
the head, sunken at the cheeks, with eyes like dead spots of soft, inert white dime that lesked out
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gummy, dow-moving tears, eyesthat tried to gpped but could not because they could not make out
where he was.

"Youre back the way you were" Leo sad harshly, and shut his own eyes. "Tdl me when it's
over."

Footsteps. A man's. Barney, re-entering the office. "Jesus," Barney said, and hated.

Eyes shut, Leo said, "Isn't she back the way she was yet?'

"She? Where's Roni? What's this?"

Leo opened his eyes.

It was not Roni Fugate who stood there, not even an ancient manifestation of her; it was a puddle,
but not of water. The puddle was dive and in it bits of sharp, jagged gray splinters swam.

The thick, oozing materia of the puddle flowed gradually outward, then shuddered, and retracted
into itsdlf; in the center the fragments of hard gray matter swam together, and cohered into a roughly
shaped bal with tangled, matted strands of hair floating at its crown. Vague eye sockets, empty,
formed; it was becoming a skull, but of some life-formation to come: his unconscious desire for her
to experience evolution in its horrific agpect had conjured this mongtrosity into being.

The jaw clacked, opening and shutting as if jerked by wicked, deeply imbedded wires, drifting
here and there in the fluid of the puddle it croaked, "But you see, Mr. Bulero, she didn't live that
long. You forgot that." It was, remotely but absolutely, the voice--not of Roni Fugate-- but Monica,
asif drumming at the far-distant end of awaxed string. ™Y ou made her past one hundred but she only
is going to live to be seventy. So she's been dead thirty years, except you made her aive; that was
what you intended. And even worse--" The toothless jaw waggled and the uninhabited pockets for
eyes gaped. "She evolved not while dive but there in the ground.” The skull ceased piping, then by
dages digntegrated; its parts once more floated away and the semblance of organization agan
dissipated.

After atime Barney sad, "Get us out of here, Leo."

Leo sad, "Hey, PAmer." His voice was uncontrolled, baby-like with fear. "Hey, you know what?
| give up; | redly do."

The carpet of the office benesth his feet rotted, became mushy, and then sprouted, grew, aive,
into green fibers, he saw that it was becoming grass. And then the walls and the ceiling caved in,
collapsed into fine dugt; the particles rained noisdesdy down like ashes. And the blue, cool sky
appeared, untouched, above.

Seated on the grass, with the gtick in her Iagp and the suitcase containing Dr. Smile beside her,
Monicasad, "Did you want Mr. Mayerson to remain? | didn't think so. | let him go with the rest that
you made. Okay?" She smiled up at Leo.

"Okay," he agreed chokingly. Looking around him he saw now only the plain of green; even the
dust which had composed P. P. Layouits, the building and its core of people, had vanished, except
for adim layer that remained on his hands, on his coat; he brushed it off, reflexively.

Monica said, "From dust thou art come, oh man; to dust shalt--"

"Okay!" he sad loudly. "I get it; you don't have to hammer me over the noggin with it. So it was
irreal; so what? I mean, you made your goddam point, Eldritch; you can do anything here you want,
and I'm nothing, I'm just a phantom.” He fdt hatred toward Pamer Eldritch and he thought, If | ever
get out of here, if | can escape from you, you bastard . . .

"Now, now," the girl said, her eyes dancing. "You are not going to use language like that; you
redlly arent, because | won't let you. | won't even say what I'll do if you continue, but you know me,
Mr. Bulero. Right?'



Leo sad, "Right." He waked off a few geps got out his handkerchief, and mopped the
perspiration from his upper lip and neck, the hollow benesth his adam's apple where it was 0 hard,
in the mornings, to shave. God, he thought, hdp me. Will You? And if You do, if You can reach into
thisworld, I'll do anything, whatever Y ou want; I'm not afraid now, I'm sck. Thisis going to kill my
body, even if it's just an ectoplasmic, phantom-type body.

Hunched over, he was sick; he vomited onto the grass. For along time--it seemed a long time--
that kept up and then he was better; he was able to turn, and walk dowly back toward the seated
child with her suitcase.

"Terms" the child said flatly. "We're going to work out an exact business reationship between my
company and yours. We need your superb network of ad satellites and your transportation system of
late-modd interplan ships and your God-knows-how-extensve plantations on Venus, we want
everything, Bulero. Were going to grow the lichen where you now grow Can-D, ship it in the same
ships, reach the colonists with the same well-trained, experienced pushers you use, advertise through
pros like Allen and Charlotte Faine. Can-D and Chew-Z won't be competing because therell just be
the one product, Chew-Z; you're about to announce your retirement. Understand me, Leo?"

"Sure" Leo sad. "l hear.”

"Will you do it?"

"Okay," Leo said. And pounced on the child.

His hands closed about her windpipe; he squeezed. She stared into his face, rigidly, her mouth
pursed, saying nothing, not even trying to struggle, to claw him or get away. He continued sueezing,
for atime so long that it ssemed asiif his hands had grown fast to her, become fixed in place forever,
like gnarled roots of some ancient, diseased, but Hill-living plant.

When he let go she was dead. Her body settled forward, then twisted and fell to one sSde, to
come to rest supine on the grass. No blood. No sign even of a struggle, except that her throat was a
dark, mottled, blackish red.

He stood up, thinking, Well, did | do it? If he--she or it, whatever it is-dies here, does that take
care of it?

But the smulated world remained. He had expected it to dwindle away as her--Eldritch's--life
dwindled away.

Puzzled, he stood without moving an inch, smdling the air, listening to a far-off wind. Nothing had
changed except that the girl had died. Why? What alled the basis on which he had acted? Incredibly,
it was wrong.

Bending, he sngpped on Dr. Smile. "Explainit to me" he sad.

Obligingly, Dr. Smile tinnily declared, "He is dead here, Mr. Bulero. But at the demesne on Luna

"Okay," Leo said roughly. "Well, tell me how to get out of this place. How do | get back to Luna,
to--" He gestured. " ou know what | mean. Actudity."

"At this moment,” Dr. Smile explaned, "Pdmer Eldritch, athough consderably upset and
angered, is intravenoudy providing you with a substance which counters the injectable Chew-Z
previoudy administered; you will return shortly.” It added, "That is, shortly, even ingantly, in terms of
the time-flow in that world. Asto this-" It chuckled. "It could seem longer.”

"How longer?'

"Oh, years" Dr. Smile said. "But quite possibly less. Days? Months? Time sense is subjective, so
let's see how it feds to you; do you not agree?’

Seating himsdf wearily by the body of the child, Leo sighed, put his head down, chin againg his
chest, and prepared to wait.



"I'll' kegp you company,” Dr. Smile sad, "if | can. But I'm afrad without Mr. Eldritch's animating
presence--" Its voice, Leo redized, had become feeble, as well as dowed down. "Nothing can
sugtain thisworld,” it intoned weskly, "but Mr. Eldritch. So | am afrad . . ."

Its voice faded out entirely.

There was only slence. Even the distant wind had ceased.

How long? Leo asked himsdlf. And then he wondered if he could, as before, make something.

Gegturing in the manner of an ingpired symphony conductor, his hands writhing, he tried to create
beforehiminthear ajet cab.

At last a meager outline appeared. Insubstantid, it remained without color, amost transparent; he
rose, walked closer to it, and tried with al his strength once more. For a moment it seemed to gain
color and redlity and then suddenly it became fixed; like a hard, discarded chitinous shell it sagged,
and burgt. Its sections, only two-dimensiona at best, blew and fluttered, tearing into ragged pieces--
he turned his back on it and walked away in disgust. What amess, he said to himsdf dismaly.

He continued, without purpose, to wak. Until he came, al a once, to something in the grass,
something dead; he saw it lying there and warily he approached it. This, he thought. The find
indication of what I've done.

He kicked the dead gluck with the toe of his shoe; his toe passed entirely through it and he drew
back, repelled.

Going on, hands deep in his pockets, he shut his eyes and once more prayed but this time
vagudy; it was only awish, inchoate, and then it became clear. I'm going to get him in the red world,
he said to himsdlf. Not just here, as I've done, but as the 'papes are going to report. Not for mysdf;
not to save P. P. Layouts and the Can-D trade. But for--he knew what he meant. Everyone in the
system. Because Pamer Eldritch is an invader and this is how weéll dl wind up, here like this, on a
plain of dead things that have become nothing more than random fragments; thisis the "reincarnation”
that he promised Hepburn-Gilbert.

For atime he wandered on and then, by degrees, he made his way back to the suitcase which
had been Dr. Smile.

Something bent over the suitcase. A human or quas-human figure.

Seeing him it a once straightened; its bald head glistened as it gaped a him, taken by surprise.
And then it legped and rushed off.

A Proxer.

It seemed to him as he waiched it go that this put everything in perspective. PAmer Eldritch had
peopled his landscape with things such as this, he was Hill highly involved with them, even now that
he had returned to his home system. This, which had gppeared just now, gave an indght into the
man's mind at the degpest levd; and PAmer Eldritch himsdf might not have known that he had so
populated his halucinatory establishment--the Proxer might have been just as much a surprise to him.

Unless of course this was the Prox system.

Perhaps it would be agood idea to follow the Proxer.

He st off in that direction and trudged for what seemed to be hours, he saw nothing, only the
grass underfoat, the level horizon. And then at last a shape formed ahead; he made for it and found
himsdf dl a once confronting a parked ship. Hating, he regarded it in amazement. For one thing it
was not a Terran ship and yet it was not a Prox ship ether.

Smply, it was not from either system.

Nor were the two creatures lounging nearby it Proxers or Terrans, he had never seen such life
forms before. Tdl, dender, with reed-like limbs and grotesque, egg-shaped heads which, even a this



distance, seemed oddly ddlicate, a highly evolved race, he decided, and yet related to Terrans, the
resemblance was closer than to the Proxers.

He waked toward them, hand raised in greeting.

One of the two creatures turned toward him, saw him, gaped, and nudged its companion; both
gared and then the first one said, "My God, Alec; it's one of the old forms. You know, the near-
men."

"Yeah," the other creature agreed.

"Wait," Leo Bulero said. "Y ou're speaking the language of Terra, twenty-first-century English--so
you must have seen a Terran before.”

"Terran?' the one named Alec said. "We're Terrans. What the hell are you? A freak that died out
centuries ago, that's what. Well, maybe not centuries but anyhow along time ago.”

"An enclave of them mus ill exist on this moon,” the firs said. To Leo he sad, "How many
dawn men are there besides you? Come on, fella; we won't treat you bad. Any women? Can you
reproduce?’ To his companion he said, "It just seems like centuries. | mean, you've got to remember
we been evolving in terms of a hundred thousand years at a crack. If it wasn't for Denkmd these
dawn men would ill be--"

"Denkmad," Leo sad. Then this was the end-result of Denkmd's E Thergpy; this was only alittle
ahead in time, perhaps merely decades. Like them he fdt a gulf of a million years, and yet it wasin
fact an illuson; he himsdf, when he finished with his thergpy, might resemble these. Except that the
chitinous hide was gone, and that had been one of the prime aspects of the evolving types. "I go to
his clinic,” he said to the two of them. "Once a week. At Munich. I'm evolving; it's working on me."
He came up close to them, and studied them intently. "Where's the hide?' he asked. "To shield you
from the sun?'

"Aw, that phony hot period's over,” the one named Alec said, with a gesture of derison. "That
was those Proxers, working with the Renegade. Y ou know. Or maybe you don't."

"Pdmer Eldritch,” Leo said.

"Yeah," Alec sad, nodding. "But we got him. Right here on this moon, in fact. Now it's a shrine--
not to us but to the Proxers; they sneak in here to worship. Seen any? We're supposed to arrest any
wefind; thisis Sol system territory, belongsto the UN."

"What planet's this a moon of 7' Leo asked.

The two evolved Terrans both grinned. "Terra" Alec said. "It's atificid. Caled Sgma 14-B, built
years ago. Didn't it exist in your time? It must have; it'sared old one.

"| think s0," Leo said. "Then you can get meto Earth.”

"Sure" Both of the evolved Terrans nodded in agreement. "As a matter of fact we're taking off in
half an hour; well take you dong--you and the rest of your tribe. Just tdl us the location.”

"I'm the only one," Leo said tedtily, "and we would hardly be a tribe anyhow; were not out of
prehistoric times" He wondered how he had gotten here to this future epoch. Or was thisan illusion,
too, congtructed by the master halucinator, PAmer Eldritch? Why should he assume this was any
more red than the child Monica or the glucks or the synthetic P. P. Layouts which he had visited--
vidgted and seen collgpse? This was Pdmer Eldritch imagining the future; these were meanderings of
his brilliant, cregtive mind as he waited a his demesne on Lima for the effects of the intravenous
injection of Chew-Z to wear off. Nothing more.

In fact, even as he stood here, he could seg, faintly, the horizon-line through the parked ship; the
ship was dightly transparent, not quite subgtantid enough. And the two evolved Terans they
wavered in a mild but pervasve digortion which reminded him of the days when he had had



astigmatic vison, before he had received, by surgicd transplant, totaly healthy eyes. The two of them
had not exactly locked in place.

He reached his hand out to the first Terran. "I'd like to shake hands with you," he said. Alec, the
Terran, extended his hand, too, with asmile.

Leo's hand passed through Alec's and emerged on the far Side.

"Hey," Alec said, frowning; he a once, piston-like, withdrew his hand. "What's going on?" To his
companion he said, "This guy isn't red; we should have suspected it. He's a-what did they used to
cdl them? From chewing that diabolica drug that Eldritch picked up in the Prox system. A chooser;
that's what. He's a phantasm." He glared at Leo.

"l an?' Leo sad feebly, and then redized that Alec was right. His actua body was on Luna; he
was not redly here.

But what did that make the two evolved Terrans? Perhaps they were not congtructs of Eldritch's
busy mind; perhaps they, done, were genuinely here. Meanwhile, the one named Alec was now
daring a him.

"You know," Alec sad to his companion, "this chooser looks familiar to me. I've seen apic in the
paper of him; I'm sure of it." To Leo he said, "What's your name, chooser?" His sare became
harsher, more intense.

"I'm Leo Bulero," Leo sad.

Both the evolved Terrans jumped with shock. "Hey," Alec exclamed, "no wonder | thought |
recognized him. He's the guy who killed Pamer Eldritch!" To Leo he said, "You're a hero, fella. | bet
you don't know that, because you're just a mere chooser, right? And you've come back here to
haunt this place because thisis higtoricaly the--"

"He didn't come back," his companion broke in. "He's from the past.”

"He can dill come back," Alec said. "This is a second coming for him, after his own time; he's
returned--okay, can | say that?' To Leo he sad, "You've returned to this spot because of its
associaion with Palmer Eldritch's death.” He turned, and started on a run toward the parked ship.
"I'm going to tell the 'papes,”" he called. "Maybe they can get apic of you--the ghost of Sgma 14-B."
He gestured excitedly. "Now the tourigts redly will want to visit here. But look out: maybe Eldritch's
ghogt, his chooser, will show up here, too. To pay you back." At that thought he did not look too
pleased.

Leo sad, "Eldritch dready has"

Alec halted, then came dowly back. "He has?' He looked around nervoudy. "Where is he? Near
here?'

"He's dead,” Leo sad. "l killed him. Sirangled him." He felt no emotion about it, just weariness.
How could one become dated over the killing of any living person, especidly a child?

"They've got to re-enact it through eternity,” Alec said, impressed and wide-eyed. He shook his
great egg-like head.

Leo sad, "l wasnt re-enacting anything. This was the firg time" Then he thought, And not the
red one. That's till to come.

"You mean," Alec said dowly, "it--"

"I've dill got to do it," Leo grated. "But one of my Pre-Fash consultants tells me it won't be long.
Probably.” It was not inevitable and he could never forget that fact. And Eldritch knew it, too; this
would go a long way in explaining Eldritch's efforts here and now: he was staving off--or so he
hoped--his own degath.
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"Come on," Alec said to Leo, "and take alook at the marker commemorating the event." He and
his companion led the way; Leo, rductantly, followed. "The Proxers” Alec said over his shoulder,
"dways seek to--you know. Desiccate this."

"Desecrate,”" his companion corrected.

"Yeeh," Alec sad, nodding. "Anyhow, hereit is" He stopped.

Ahead of them jutted an imitation--but impressive-- granite pillar; on, it a brass plague had been
bolted securdly a eye-levd. Leo, againg his better judgment, read the plague.

IN MEMORIUM. 2016 A. D. NEARTHIS
SPOT THE ENEMY OF THE SOL SYSTEM
PALMER ELDRITCH WAS SLAIN IN FAIR
COMBAT WITH THE CHAMPION OF OUR
NINE PLANETS, LEO BULERO OF TERRA.

"Hoopla," Leo gaculated, impressed despite himsdlf. He read it again. And again. "l wonder," he
sad, hdf to himsdf, "if PAmer's seen this”

"If hesachooser," Alec sad, "he probably has. The origina form of Chew-Z produced what the
manufacturer--Eldritch himsdf--called ‘time-overtones.” That's you right now; you occupy a locus
years dter you're dead. | guess you're dead by now, anyhow." To his companion he said, "Leo
Bulero's dead by now, isn't he?!

"Oh hell, sure," his companion said. "By severa decades"

"In fact | think | read--" Alec began, then ceased, looking past Leo; he nudged his companion.
Leo turned to see what it was.

A scraggly, narrow, ungainly white dog was approaching.

"Yours?' Alec asked.

"No," Leo sad.

"It looks like achooser dog," Alec sad. "See, you can look through it alittle”" The three of them
watched the dog as it marched up to them, then past them to the monument itself.

Picking up apebble, Alec chucked it at the dog; the pebble passed through the dog and landed in
the grass beyond. It was a chooser dog.

As the three of them watched, the dog halted at the monument, seemed to gaze up a the plague
for abrief interva, and then it--.

"Defecation!" Alec shouted, his face turning bright red with rage. He ran toward the dog, waving
his arms and trying to kick it, then reaching for the laser pistal at his belt but missng its handle in his
excitement.

"Desecration,” his companion corrected.

Leo sad, "It's PAmer Eldritch." Eldritch was showing his contempt for the monument, his lack of
fear toward the future. There would never be such a monument. The dog leisurdly srolled off, the
two evolved Terrans curang futildy at it asit departed.

"Y ou're sure that's not your dog?' Alec demanded suspicioudly. "Asfar as| can make out youre
theonly chooser around." He eyed L eo.

Leo dsarted to answer, to explain to them what had happened; it was important that they
understand. And then without harbinger of any kind the two evolved Terrans disappeared; the grassy
plain, the monument, the departing dog--the entire panorama evaporated, as if the method by which
it had been projected, stabilized, and maintained had clicked to the off pogtion. He saw only an



empty white expanse, afocused glare, as if there were now no 3-D dide in the projector a dl. The
light, he thought, that underlies the play of phenomenawhich we cal "redlity.”

And then he was ditting in the barren room in PAmer Eldritch's demesne on Lung, facing the table
with its electronic gadget.

The gadget or contraption or whatever it was said, "Yes, I've seen the monument. About 45
percent of the futures have it. Slightly less than equal chances obtain so I'm not terribly concerned.
Have acigar." Once again the machine extended alighted cigar to Leo.

"No," Leo sad.

"I'm going to let you go," the gadget said, "for a short time, for about twenty-four hours. Y ou can
return to your little office a your minuscule company on Terra; while you're there | want you to
ponder the dtuation. Now youve seen Chew-Z in force; you comprehend the fact that your
antediluvian product Can-D can't even remotely compare to it. And furthermore--"

"Bull," Leo said. "Can-D isfar superior.”

"Wall, you think it over,” the eectronic contraption said, with confidence.

"All right," Leo sad. He stood Hiffly. Had he actudly been on the atificid Eath-satellite Sgma
i4-B? 1t was ajob for Felix Blau; experts could trace it down. No use worrying about that now. The
immediate problem was serious enough; he 4ill had not gotten out from under Pamer Eldritch's
control.

He could escape only when--and if--Eldritch decided to release him. That was an undisguised
piece of factua redity, hard asit wasto face.

"I'd like to point out,” the gadget said, "that I've shown mercy to you, Leo. | could have put an--
well, let's say a period to the sentence that congtitutes your rather short life. And a any time.
Because of this| expect--l ingst-- that you consder very serioudy doing the same.”

"As| sad, I'll think it over,” Leo answered. He fdt irritable, as if he had dunk too many cups of
coffee, and he wanted to leave as soon as possible; he opened the door of the room, and made his
way out into the corridor.

As he garted to shut the door after him the eectronic gadget said, "If you don't decide to join me,
Leo, I'm not going to wait. 1'm going to kill you. I musgt, to save my own sdf. Do you understand?’

"I understand,” Leo said, and shut the door after him. And | have to, too, he thought. Must kill
you. . . or couldn't we both put it in aless direct way, something like they say about animas. put you
to deep.

And | have to do it not just to save mysdf but everyone in the system, and that's my staff on
which I'm leaning. For example, those two evolved Terran soldiers | ran into a the monument. For
them so they'll have something to guard.

Sowly he walked up the corridor. At the far end stood the group of 'pape reporters; they had not
left yet, had not even obtained their interview--dmaost no time had passed. So on that point Palmer
was right.

Joining the reporters Leo relaxed, and felt considerably better. Maybe he would get away, now;
maybe Pamer Eldritch was actudly going to let him go. He would live to smdl, see, drink in the
world once more.

But underneath he knew better. Eldritch would never let him go; one of them would have to be
destroyed, first.

He hoped it would not be himsdlf. But he had a terrible intuition, despite the monument, that it
could well be.
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SEVEN

The door to Barney Mayerson's inner office, flung open, reveded Leo Bulero, hunched with
weariness, travelstained. "Y ou didn't try to help me."

After an interval Barney answered, "That's correct.” There was no use trying to explain why, not
because Leo would fal to understand or believe but because of the reason itsdlf. It was smply not
adequate.

Leo sad, "You are fired, Mayerson.”

"Okay." And he thought, Anyhow I'm aive. And if I'd gone after Leo | wouldn't be, now. He
began with numbed fingers gathering up his persond aticles from his desk, dropping them into an
empty sample case.

"Where's Miss Fugate?' Leo demanded. "Shell be taking your place” He came close to Barney,
and scrutinized him. "Why didn't you come and get me? Name me the goddam reason, Barney."

"I looked ahead. It would have cost me too much. My life.”

"But you didn't have to come persondly. This is a big company--you could have arranged for a
party from here, and stayed behind. Right?"

It was true. And he hadn't even considered it.

"So," Leo sad, "you must have wanted something fatal to happen to me. No other interpretation
is possible. Maybe it was unconscious. Y es?'

"I guess s0," Barney admitted. Because certainly he hadn't been aware of it. Anyhow Leo was
right; why ese would he not have taken the responghility, seen to it that an armed party, as Fdix
Blau had suggested, emerged from P. P. Layouts and headed for Luna? It was so obvious, now. So
smpleto see.

"I've had aterrible experience,” Leo sad, "in PAmer Eldritch's domain. He's a damned magician,
Baney. He did dl kinds of things with me, things you and | never dreamed of. Turned himsdf for
ingance into a little girl, showed me the future, only maybe that was unintentional, made a complete
universe up anyhow including a horrible anima caled a gluck dong with an illusond New York City
with you and Roni. What amess." He shook his head blearily. "Where you going to go?'

"There's only one place| can go."

"Wheresthat?' Leo eyed him gpprehensvely.

"Only one other person would have use for my Pre-Fash talent.”

"Then you're my enemy!"

"l am dready. Asfar as you're concerned.” And he was willing to accept Leo's judgment as fair,
Leo'sinterpretation of hisfallure to act.

"I'll get you, too, then," Leo said. "Along with that nutty magician, that so-called Palmer Eldritch.”

"Why so-cdled?' Barney glanced up quickly, and ceased his packing.

"Because I'm even more convinced he's not human. | never did lay eyes on him except during the
period under the effect of Chew-Z; otherwise he addressed me through an electronic extension.”

"Interesting,” Barney said.

"Yes, isnt it? And you're S0 corrupt you'd go ahead and apply to his ouitfit for ajob. Even though
he may be awig-headed Proxer or something worse, some damn thing that got into his ship while it
was coming or going, out in deep space, ate him, and took his place. If you had seen the glucks--"

"Then for chrissakes," Barney said, "don't make me do this. Keep me on here."

"I can't. Not after what you falled to do loydty-wise" Leo glanced away, swalowing rapidly. "I
wish | wasn't S0 sore in this cold, reasonable way at you, but--" He clenched hisfigs, futildy. "It was
hideous, he virtudly did it, broke me. And then | ran onto those two evolved Terrans and that



helped. Up until Eldritch gppeared in the form of a dog that peed on the monument.” He grimaced
gakly. "I have to admit he demondrated his dtitude graphicdly; there was no migaking his
contempt." He added, haf to himsdf, "His bdief that he's going to win, that he has nothing to fear
even after seeing the plague.”

"Wish me luck," Barney said. He held out his hand; they briefly, ritudigicaly shook and then
Barney waked from his office, past his secretary’s desk, out into the centra corridor. He felt hollow,
stuffed with some unoccupied, tasteless waste-materid, like straw. Nothing more.

As he stood waiting for the elevator Roni Fugate hurried up, breathless, her clear face animated
with concern. "Barney--he fired you?'

He nodded.

"Oh dear," she said. "Now what?'

"Now," he said, "over to the other side. For better or worse.”

"But how can you and | go on living together, with me working here for Leo and you--"

"I dont have the foggiest notion,” Barney said. The devator had arived, sdf-regulated; he
gepped into it. "I'll see you," he said, and touched the button; the doors shut, cutting off his view of
Roni. I'll see you in what the Neo-Chrigtians call hell, he thought to himsalf. Probably not before. Not
unlessthisdready is, and it may be, hdl right now.

At dtreet level he emerged from P. P. Layouts, and stood under the antithermal protective shield
searching for sgns of a cab.

As a cab hated and he sarted toward it a voice caled to him urgently from the entrance of the
building, "Barney, wait."

"You're out of your mind," he said to her. "Go back on in. Don't abandon your budding, bright
career dong with what was left of mine."

Roni said, "We were about to work together, remember? To as| puit it betray Leo; why can't we
go on cooperating now?"

"It'sdl changed. By my sick and depraved unwillingness or inability or whatever you careto cdl it
to go to Lunaand help Leo." He fdt differently about himsdf, now, and no longer viewed himsdf in
the same ultra-sympethetic light. "God, you don't want to stay with me," he said to the girl. " Someday
youd be in difficulty and need my help and I'd do to you exactly what | did to Leo; I'd let you Snk
without moving my right arm.”

"But your own life was at--"

"It dwaysis" he pointed out. "When you do anything. That's the name of the comedy werre stuck
in" It didn't excuse him, at least not in his own eyes. He entered the cab, automaticaly gave his
conapt address, and lay back against the seat as the cab rose into the fire-drenched midday sky. Far
below, under the antitherma curtain, Roni Fugate stood shielding her eyes, watching him go. No
doubt hoping he would change his mind and turn back.

However, he did not.

It takes a certain amount of courage, he thought, to face yoursalf and say with candor, I'm rotten.
I've done evil and | will again. It was no accident; it emanated from the true, authentic me.

Presently the cab began to descend; he reached into his pocket for his wallet and then discovered
with shock that this was not his conapt building; in panic he tried to figure out where he was. Then it
came to him. Thiswas conapt 492. He had given Emily's address to the cab.

Whisk! Back to the past. Where things made sense. He thought, When | had my career, knew
what | wanted from the future, knew even in my heart what | was willing to abandon, turn againg,
sacrifice--and what for. But now . . .
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Now he had sacrificed his career, in order as it seemed at the time to save hislife. So by logic he
had at that former time sacrificed Emily to save his life; it was as smple as that. Nothing could be
clearer. It was not an idedigtic god, not the old Puritan, Cavin-gyle high duty to vocation; it was
nothing more than the inginct that inhabited and compelled every flatworm that crept. Chrigt! he
thought. I've done this: I've put mysdlf ahead firgt of Emily and now of Leo. What kind of human am
I? And, as | was honest enough to tell her, next it would be Roni. Inevitably.

Maybe Emily can help me, he said to himsdlf. Maybe that's why I'm here. She was aways smart
about things like this, she saw through the sdf-judtifying delusonsthat | erected to obscure the redity
ingde. And of course that just made me more eager to get rid of her. In fact that alone was reason
enough, given aperson like me. But-- maybe I'm better able to endure it now.

A few moments later he was a Emily's door, ringing the bell.

If shethinks | should join Pmer Eldritch's gaff | will, he said to himsdlf. And if not then not. But
she and her husband are working for Eldritch; how can they, with mordity, tell me not to? So it was
decided in advance. And maybe | knew that, too.

The door opened. Wearing a blue smock stained with both wet and died clay, Emily stared at him
large-eyed, astonished.

"Hi," he said. "Leo fired me." He waited but she said nothing. "Can | comein?' he asked.

"Yes" Sheled him into the gpt; in the center of the living room her familiar potter's whed took up,
as dways, enormous space. "l was potting. It's nice to see you, Barney. If you want a cup of coffee
you'll have to--"

"I came here to ask your advice," he said. "But now I've decided it's unnecessary.” He wandered
to the window, set his bulging sample case down, and gazed out.

"Do you mind if I go on working? | had agood ides, or a least it seemed good at the time.” She
rubbed her forehead, then massaged her eyes. "Now | don't know . and | fedl so tired. | wonder if it
has to do with E Therapy."

"Evolution therapy? You'e taking that?' He spun & once to scrutinize her; had she changed
physcdly?

It seemed to him--but this was perhaps because he had not seen her for so long--that her features
had coarsened.

Age, he thought. But--

"How's it working?' he asked.

"Wel, I've just had one sesson. But you know, my mind feds so muddy. | can't seem to think
properly; dl my ideas get scrambled up together.”

"l think you had better knock off on that thergpy. Even if it is the rage; even if it is what
everybody who is anybody does."

"Maybe s0. But they seem s0 stisfied. Richard and Dr. Denkma." She hung her head, an old
familiar response. "They'd know, wouldn't they?'

"Nobody knows; it's uncharted. Knock it off. And you aways let people wak al over you." He
made his tone commanding; he had used that tone with her countless times during ther years
together, and generally it had worked. Not always.

And this time, he saw, was one of them; she got that stubborn look in her eyes, the refusd to be
normaly passve. "l think it's up to me" she said with dignity. "And | intend to continue.”

Shrugging, he roamed about the conapt. He had no power over her; nor did he care. But was that
true? Did he redly not care? An image gppeared in his mind, of Emily devolving. . . and & the same
time trying to work on her paots, trying to be creative. It was funny--and dreadful..

"Ligen," he sad roughly. "If that guy actudly loves you--"
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"But | told you," Emily sad. "It's my decison.” She returned to her whed; a greet tal pot was
being thrown, and he walked over to get a good look at it. A nice one, he decided. And yet--
familiar. Hadn't she done such a pot adready? He said nothing, however; he merdy studied it. "What
do you suppose you're going to do?' Emily asked. "Who could you work for?' She seemed
sympathetic and it made him remember how, recently, he had blocked the sale of her potsto P. P.
Layouts. Easlly, she could have held a great animosity toward him, but it was typica of her not to.
And of course she knew that it was he who had turned Hnatt down.

He sad, "My future may be decided. | got a daft notice."

"Good grief. You on Mars; | can't pictureit.”

"l can chew Can-D," he said. "Only--" Instead of having a Perky Pat layout, he thought, maybe
I'll have an Emily layout. And spend time, in fantasy, back with you, back to the life | ddiberately,
moronicaly, turned my back on. The only redlly good period of my life, when | was genuinely happy.
But of course | didn't know it, because | had nothing to compare it to . . . as | have now. "Is there
any chance" he said, "that you'd like to come?"

She gared a him and he stared back, both of them dumfounded by what he had proposed.

"I meanit," hesad.

"When did you decide that?"

"It doesn't matter when | decided it," he said. "All that mattersis that that's how | fed.”

"It dso matters how [ fed," Emily sad quietly; she then resumed potting. "And I'm perfectly
happy married to Richard. We get dong just swell." Her face was placid; beyond doubt she meant
every word of it. He was damned, doomed, consgned to the void which he had hollowed out for
himsdf. And he deserved it. They both knew that, without either saying it.

"I guess!'ll go," hesad.

Emily didn't protest that, either. She merely nodded.

"I hope in the name of God," he said, "that you're not devolving. | think you are, persondly. | can
seeit, in your face for instance. Look in the mirror." With that he departed; the door shut after him.
Ingantly he regretted what he had said, and yet it might be a good thing . . . it might help her, he
thought. Because | could see it. And | don't want that; nobody does. Not even that jackass of a
husband of hers that she prefers over me . . . for reasons I'll never know, except perhaps that
marriage to him has the aspect of destiny. She's fated to live with Richard Hnatt, fated never to be
my wife again; you can't reverse the flow of time.

Y ou can when you chew Can-D, he thought. Or the new product, Chew-Z. All the colonists do.
It's not available on Earth but it ison Mars or Venus or Ganymede, any of the frontier colonies.

If everything esefails, theré's that.

And perhapsiit dready had failed. Because--

In the last andysis he could not go to Palmer Eldritch. Not after what the man had done--or tried
to do--to Leo. He redlized this as he stood outdoors waiting for a cab. Beyond him the midday
sreet shimmered and he thought, Maybe I'll step out there. Would anyone find me before | died?
Probably not. It would be asgood away asany . . .

So there goes my last hope of employment. It would amuse Leo that I'd bak here. Hed be
surprised and probably pleased.

Just for the hdll of it, he decided, I'll call Eldritch, ask him, see if he would give me a job.

He found a vidphone booth and put through a call to Eldritch's demesne on Luna.

"Thisis Barney Mayerson,” he explained. "Previoudy top Pre-Fash consultant to Leo Bulero; asa
matter of fact | was second in command & P. P. Layouts."

Eldritch's personnd manager frowned and said, "Wel? What do you want?'



"I'd like to see about ajob with you."

"We're not hiring any Pre-Fash consultants. Sorry."

"Would you ask Mr. Eldritch, pleass?!

"Mr. Eldritch has aready expressed himself on the matter.”

Barney hung up. He l€&ft the vidphone booth.

He was not redlly surprised.

If they had said, Come to Luna for an interview, would | have gone? Yes, he redized. I'd have
gone but a some point I'd have pulled out. Once | had firmly established that they'd give me the job.

Returning to the vidphone booth he cdled his UN sdective service board. "This is Mr. Barney
Mayerson." He gave them his officia code-ident number. "I received my notice the other day. I'd like
to waive the formadlities and go right in. I'm anxious to emigrate.”

"The physical can't be bypassed,” the UN bureaucrat informed him. "Nor can the mentd. But if
you choose you may come by any time, right now if you wish, and take both."

"Okay," hesad. "l will."

"And snce you are volunteering, Mr. Mayerson, you get to pick--"

"Any planet or moon isfine with me" he said. He rang off, |&ft the booth, found a cab, and gave it
the address of the selective service board near his conapt building.

As the cab hummed above downtown New Y ork another cab rose and zipped ahead of it, wig-
wagging its Sde finsin arocking mation.

"They are trying to contact us,”" the autonomic circuit of his own cab informed him. "Do you wish
to respond?’

"No," Barney sad. "Speed up." And then he changed his mind. "Can you ask them who they
are?'

"By radio, perhgps" The cab was slent a moment and then it stated, "They claim to have a
message for you from Pamer Eldritch; he wants to tdl you that he will accept you as an employee
and for you not to--"

"Let's havetha again," Barney sad.

"Mr. PAmer Eldritch, whom they represent, will employ you as you recently requested. Although
they have a generd rule--"

"Let metak to them,” Barney said.

A mike was presented to him.

"Who isthis?' Barney sad into it.

An unfamiliar man'svoice sad, "Thisis Icholtz. From Chew-Z Manufacturers of Boston. May we
land and discuss the matter of your employment with our firm?'

"I'm on my way to the draft board. To give mysdlf up.”

"Therés nothing in writing, isthere? Y ou haven't Sgned.”

"No."

"Good. Thenit's not too late."

Barney said, "But on Mars| can chew Can-D."

"Why do you want to do that, for godssake?'

"Then | can be back with Emily."

"Who's Emily?"

"My previous wife. Who | kicked out because she became pregnant. Now | redlize it was the
only happy time of my life. In fact | love her more now than | ever did; it's grown instead of faded.”

"Look," Icholtz said. "We can supply you with dl the Chew-Z you want and it's superior; you can
live forever in an eternd unchanging perfect now with your ex-wife. So there's no problem.”



"But maybe | don't want to work for PAmer Eldritch.”

"Y ou gpplied!"

"I've got doubts," Barney said. "Grave ones. | tell you; don't cal me, I'll cdl you. If | don't go into
the service." He handed the mike back to the cab. "Here, Thanks."

"It's patriotic to go into the service," the cab said.

"Mind your own business" Barney said.

"| think you're doing the right thing," the cab said, anyhow.

"If only | had gone to Sigma 14-B to save Leo," he said. "Or was it Luna? Wherever he was; |
can't even remember now. It dl seems like a disfigured dream. Anyhow if | had I'd ill be working
for him and everything would be dl right."

"We dl make mistakes" the cab sad pioudy.

"But some of us" Baney sad, "make fata ones” First about our loved ones, our wife and
children, and then about our employer, he said to himsdif.

The cab hummed on.

And then, he said to himsdlf, we make one last one. About our whole life, summing it dl up.
Whether to take a job with Eldritch or go into the service. And whichever we choose we can know
this

It was the wrong dternative.

An hour laer he had taken his phydcd; he had passed and thereupon the mentd was
administered by something not unlike Dr. Smile.

He passed that, too.

In adaze he took the oath ("I swear to look upon Earth as the mother and leader,” etc.) and then,
with afolio of greetings!-type information, was gected to go back to his conapt and pack. He had
twenty-four hours before his ship left for--wherever they were sending him. They had not as yet
uttered this. The notification of destination, he conjectured, probably began, ‘Mene, mene, tekel."
At leadt it should, consdering the possible choices to which it was limited.

I'm in, he sad to himsdf with every sort of reaction: gladness, reief, terror, and then the
melancholy that came with an overwhelming sense of defeet. Anyhow, he thought as he rode back to
his conapt, this beats stepping out into the midday sun, becoming, as they say, a mad dog or an
Englishmen.

Or didit?

Anyhow, this was slower. 1t took longer to die this way, possbly fifty years, and that appeded
to him more. But why, he did not know.

However, he reflected, | can aways decide to speed it up. On the colony world there are
undoubtedly as many opportunities for that as there are here, perhaps even more.

While he was packing his possessons, ensconced for the last time in his beloved, worked-for
conapt, the vidphone rang.

"Mr. Bayerson--" A girl, some minor officid of some sub-front-office department of the UN's
colonizing gpparatus. Smiling.

"Mayerson.”

"Yes. What | cdled for, you see, isto tdl you your destination, and--lucky you, Mr. Mayerson!--
it will be the fertile area of Mars known as Fineburg Crescent. | know you'l enjoy it there. Well, so
goodbye, s, and good luck." She kept right on amiling, even up until he had cut off the image. It was
the smile of someone who was not going.



"Good luck to you, too," he said.

Fineburg Crescent. He had heard of it; rdatively, it actudly was fertile. Anyhow the colonists
there had gardens. it was not, like some areas, a waste of frozen methane crystals and gas
descending in violent, ceasdless sorms year in, year out. Bdieve it or not he could go up to the
surface from time to time, step out of his hove.

In the corner of the living room of his conapt rested the suitcase containing Dr. Smile; he switched
it on and said, "Doctor, you'll have a bit of trouble believing this, but | have no further need of your
sarvices. Goodbye and good luck, as the girl who isn't going said." He added by way of explanation,
"l volunteered."

"Cdryxxxxx," Dr. Smile blared, dipping a cog down below in the conapt building's basement.
"But for your type--that's virtualy impossble. What was the reason, Mr. Mayerson?"

"The death wish," he said, and shut the psychiatrist off; he resumed his packing in sllence. God, he
thought. And a little while ago Roni and | had such big plans, we were going to sdl out Leo on a
grand scae, go over to Eldritch with an enormous splash. What happened to al that? I'll tell you
what happened, he said to himsdlf; Leo acted firdt.

And now Roni has my job. Exactly what she wanted.

The more he thought of it the angrier it made him, in a baffled sort of way. But there was nothing
he could do about it, at least not in this world. Maybe when he chewed Can-D or Chew-Z he could
inhabit a universe where--

There was aknock at the door.

"Hi," Leo sad. "Can | come in?' He entered the gpt, wiping his immense forehead with a folded
handkerchief. "Hot day. | looked in the 'pape and it's gone up six-tenths of--"

"If you came to offer me my job back," Barney said, pausing in his packing, "it's too late because
I've entered the service. I'm leaving tomorrow for the Fineburg Crescent.” It would be afind irony if
Leo wanted to make peace; the ultimate turn of the blind wheels of creation.

"I'm not offering you your job back. And | know you've been inducted; I've got informants in the
sective sarvice and anyhow Dr. Smile naotified me. | was paying him--you didn't know this, of
course--to report to me on your progress in declining under stress.”

"What do you want, then?"'

Leo sad, "l want you to accept ajob with Felix Blau. It's al worked out.”

"The rest of my life" Baney sad quietly, "will be spent a Fineburg Crescent. Don't you
understand?’

"Take it easy. I'm trying to make the best of a bad Stuation and you'd better, too. Both of us
acted too hadtily, me in firing you, you in giving yoursdf up to your Draculatype sdective service
board. Barney, | think | know away to ensnare PAmer Eldritch. I've hashed it out with Blau and he
likes the idea. You're to pose as a colonist--" Leo corrected himself. "Or rather go ahead, live your
actud colonigt-type life, become one of the group. Now, one of these days, probably in the next
week, Eldritch is going to art peddling Chew-Z in your area. They may right away approach you;
anyhow we hope s0. We're counting on it."

Barney roseto hisfeet. "And I'm supposed to jump to and buy.”

"Right.”

"Why?"

"You file a complaint--our legd boys will draw it up for you--with the UN. Declaring that the
goddam miserable unholy crap produced highly toxic Sde effects in you; never mind what, now.
WEell escalate you into a test case, compel the UN to ban Chew-Z as harmful, dangerous--well



keep it off Terra completely. Actudly it's idedl, you quitting your job with P.P. and going into the
sarvice; it couldn't have happened at a better time.”

Barney shook his head.

"What's that mean?' Leo said.

"I'm out of it."

"Why?"

Barney shrugged. Actudly he did not know. "After theway | let you down--"

"You panicked. You didn't know what to do; it's not your job. | should have had Smile contact
the head of our company police, John Sdltzer. All right, SO you made amistake. It's over."

"No," Barney said. Because, he thought, of what | learned from it about mysdlf; | can't forget that.
Those indghts, they only go one way, and that's Sraight at your heart. And they're poison-filled.

"Don't brood, for chrissakes. | mean, it's morbid; you dill have awhole lifetime ahead, eveniif it is
a Fineburg Crescent; | mean, you'd probably have been drafted anyhow. Right? You agree?'
Agitated, Leo paced about the living room. "What amess. All right, don't help us out; let Eldritch and
those Proxers do whatever it is they're up to, taking over the Sol system or even worse, the entire
universe, sarting with us" He halted, glared at Barney.

"Let me--think it over."

"Wait'll you take Chew-Z. Youll find out. It's going to contaminate us al, garting ingde and
working to the surface—-it's utter derangement.” Wheezing with exertion, Leo paused to cough
violently. "Too many cigars,” he said, weekly. "Jeez." He eyed Barney. "The guy's given me a day,
you know that? I'm supposed to capitulate and if not--" He snapped his fingers.

"| can't be on Marsthat soon,” Barney said. "Let alone be set up to buy abindle of Chew-Z from
apusher.”

"I know that." Leo's voice was hard. "But he can't destroy me that soon; it'll take him weeks,
maybe even months. And by then well have someone in the courts who can show damages. |
recognize this doesn't sound to you like much, but--"

Barney sad, "Contact me when I'm on Mars. At my hove."

"I'll do that! I'll do that!" And then, haf to himsdlf, Leo said, "And it'll give you areason.”

"Pardon?"’

"Nothing, Barney."

"Explan.”

Leo shrugged. "Hell, 1 know the spot you're in. Roni's got your job; you were right. And | had
you traced; | know you went bedine-wise to your ex. You ill love her and she won't come with
you, will she? | know you better than you know yoursdlf. | know exactly why you didn't show up to
bal me out when PAmer had me; your whole life has led up to your replacing me and now that's
collapsed, you have to start over with something new. Too bad, but you did it to yoursdlf, by
overreaching. See, | don't plan to step aside, never did. You're good, but not as an executive, only
as a Pre-Fash boy; you're too petty. Look at how you turned down those pots of Richard Hnatt's.
That was adead giveaway, Barney. I'm sorry."

"Okay," Barney sad findly. "Possibly you'reright.”

"Wadl, so0 you learned a lot about yourself. And you can start again, Fineburg Crescent-wise."
Leo dapped him on the back. "Become a leader in your hovel; make it crestive and productive or
whatever hovels do. And you'l be aspy for Fdix Blau; that's big-time."

Barney said, "I could have gone over to Eldritch.”

"Y eah, but you didn't. Who cares what you might have done?"

"You think | did theright thing to volunteer for the service?"
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Leo sad quietly, "Fella, what the hell dse could you do?!

There was no answer to that. And they both knew it.

"When the urge gtrikes you," Leo sad, "to fed sorry for yoursdf, remember this. Palmer
Eldritch wants to kill me . . . I'm alot worse off than you."

"l guess s0." It rang true, and he had one more intuition to accompany that.

His dtuation would become the same as Leo's the moment he initiated litigation against Pamer
Eldritch.

He did not look forward to it.

That night he found himsdaf on a UN transport sghted on the planet Mars asiits destination. In the
Seet next to him sat a pretty, frightened, but desperately calm dark-haired girl with features as sharply
etched as those of a magazine modd. Her name, she told him almost as soon as the ship had attained
escape velocity--she was patently eager to break her tension by conversation with anyone, on any
topic--was Anne Hawthorne. She could have avoided the draft, she declared a trifle wistfully, but
she hadn't; she believed it to be her patriotic duty to accept the chilling UN greetingsl summons.

"How would you have avoided it?" he asked, curious.

"A heart murmur,” Anne said. "And an arrhythmia, paroxysma tachycardia.”

"How about premature contractions such as auricular, noda, and ventricular, auricular
tachycardia, auricular flutter, auricular fibrillation, not to mention night cramps?' Barney asked,
having himsdf looked--without result--into the topic.

"I could have produced documents from hospitals and doctors and insurance companies testifying
for me." She glanced him over, up and down, then, very interestedly, "It sounds as if you could have
gotten out, Mr. Payerson."”

"Mayerson. | volunteered, Miss Hawthorne." But | couldn't have gotten out, not for long, he said
to himsdif.

"They're very rdigious in the colonies. So | hear, anyhow. What denomination are you, Mr.
Mayerson?"'

"Um," he said, stuck.

"I think you'd better find out before we get there. They'll ask you and expect you to atend
sarvices" She added, "It's primarily the use of that drug--you know. Can-D. It's brought about a lot
of conversons to the established churches . . . dthough many of the colonigts find in the drug itsdlf a
religious experience that's adequate for them. | have reatives on Mars; they write me so | know. I'm
going to the Fineburg Crescent; where are you going?'

Up the creek, he thought. "The same," he said, doud.

"Possibly you and I'll be in the same hovel,” Anne Hawthorne said, with a thoughtful expresson
on her precisdy cut face. "'l belong to the Reformed Branch of the Neo-American Church, the New
Chrigtian Church of the United States and Canada. Actudly our roots are very old: in A.D. 300 our
forefathers had bishops that attended a conference in France; we didn't split off from the other
churches as late as everyone thinks. So you can see we have Apostolic Succession.” She smiled at
him in asolemn, friendly fashion.

"Honest," Barney said. "'l believeit. Whatever that is"

"Theré's a Neo-American mission church in the Fineburg Crescent and therefore avicar, a priest;
| expect to be able to take Holy Communion at least once a month. And confess twice a year, as
we're supposed to, as I've been doing on Terra. Our church has many sacraments . . . have you
taken ether of the two Greater Sacraments, Mr. Mayerson?’



"Uh--" he hestated.

"Christ specified that we observe two sacraments” Anne Hawthorne explained patiently.
"Baptiam--by water--and Holy Communion. The latter in memory of Him . . . it was inaugurated at
the Last Supper.”

"Oh. Y ou mean the bread and the wine."

"Y ou know how the eating of Can-D trandates-asthey cal it--the partaker to another world. It's
secular, however, in that it's temporary and only aphysical world. The bread and the wine--"

"I'm sorry, Miss Hawthorne" Barney said, "but I'm afraid | can't believe in that, the body and
blood business. It'stoo mystical for me." Too much based on unproved premises, he said to himsdlf.
But she was right; sacrd rdigion had, because of Can-D, become common in the colony moons and
planets, and he would be encountering it, as Anne said.

"Areyou going to try Can-D?" Anne asked.

"Sure."

Anne sad, "You have faith in that. And yet you know that the Earth it takes you to isn't the red
one."

"l don't want to argueit,” he said. "It's experienced as red; that's al | know."

"So are dreams.”

"But this is stronger,” he pointed out. "Clearer. And it's done in—-" He had darted to say
communion. "In company with others who redly go dong. So it can't be entirdy an illuson. Dreams
are privae; that's the reason we identify them asillusion. But Perky Pat--"

"It would be interesting to know what the people who make the Perky Pat layouts think about it
al," Anne sad reflectively.

"I cantdl you. To themit'sjust abusiness. As probably the manufacture of sacramental wine and
wafersisto those who--"

"If you're going to try Can-D," Anne said, "and put your faith for a new life into it, can | induce
you to try baptism and confirmation into the Neo-American Christian Church? So you could see if
your faith deserves to be put into that, too? Or the First Revised Chrigtian Church of Europe which
of course also observes the two Grester Sacraments. Once you've participated in Holy Communion-

"l cant,” he sad. | believe in Can-D, he said to himsdlf, and, if necessary, Chew-Z. Y ou can put
your faith in something twenty-one centuries old; I'll sick with something new. And thet is that.

Anne said, "To be frank, Mr. Mayerson, | intend to try to convert as many colonists as possible
away from Can-D to the traditional Chrigtian practices; that's the central reason | declined to put
together a case that would exempt me from the draft.” She smiled a him, a lovely smile which, in
soite of himsdlf, warmed him. "Is that wrong? I'll tell you frankly: | think the use of Can-D indicates a
genuine hunger on the part of these people to find a return to what we in the Neo-American Church-

"| think," Barney said, gently, "you should let these people done™ And me, too, he thought. I've
got enough troubles as it is; don't add your rdigious fanaticism and make it worse. But she did not
look like his idea of a rdigious fanatic, nor did she talk like one. He was puzzled. Where had she
gotten such strong, steedy convictions? He could imagine it existing in the colonies, where the need
was S0 great, but she had acquired it on Earth.

Therefore the existence of Can-D, the experience of group trandation, did not fully explain it.
Maybe, he thought, it's been the trangtion by gradud stages of Earth to the hell-like blasted
wastedland which dl of them could foresee--hdll, experiencel--that had done it; the hope of another
life, on different terms, had been reawakened.
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Mysdf, he thought, the individua I've been, Barney Mayerson of Earth, who worked for P. P.
Layouts and lived in the renown conapt building with the unlikdy low number 33, is dead. That
person isfinished, wiped out asif by a sponge.

Whether I like it or not I've been born again.

"Being a colonigt on Mars" he sad, "in't going to be like living on Terra Maybe when | get
there--" He ceased; he had intended to say, Maybe I'll be more interested in your dogmatic church.
But as yet he could not honestly say that, even as a conjecture; he rebelled from an idea that was ill
foreign to his makeup. And yet--

"Go ahead,” Anne Hawthorne said. "Finish your sentence.”

"Tdk to me again,” Barney sad, "when I've lived down in the bottom of ahove on an dien world
for awhile. When I've begun my new life, if you can cdl it alife, asacolonigt.” His tone was hitter; it
surprised him, the ferocity . . . it bordered on being anguish, he redized with shame.

Anne sad placidly, "All right. I'll be glad to."

After that the two of them sat in Slence Barney read a homeopape and, besde him, Anne
Hawthorne, the fanatic girl missonary to Mars, read a book. He peered a the title, and saw that it
was Eric Lederman's greet text on colonid living, Pilgrim without Progress. God knew where she
had gotten a copy; the UN had condemned it, made it incredibly difficult to obtain. And to read a
copy of it here on aUN ship--it was asingular act of courage; he was impressed.

Glancing a her he redized that she was redly overwhedmingly attractive to him, except that she
was jud a little too thin, wore no makeup, and had as much of her heavy dark har as possble
covered with around, white, veil-like cap; she looked, he decided, as if she were dressed for along
journey which would end in church. Anyhow he liked her manner of spesking, her compassionate,
modulated voice. Would he run into her again on Mars?

It came to him that he hoped 0. In fact--was this improper?--he hoped even to find himsaif
participating with her in the corporate act of taking Can-D.

Y es, he thought, it's improper because | know what | intend, what the experience of trandation
with her would sgnify to me.

He hoped it anyhow.
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EIGHT

Extending his hand, Norm Schein said heartily, "Hi there, Mayerson; I'm the officid greeter from
our hovel. Welcome--ugh--to Mars."

"I'm Fran Schein," his wife said, aso shaking hands with Barney Mayerson. "We have a very
orderly, stable hove here; | don't think youll find it too dreadful.” She added, haf to hersdf, "Just
dreadful enough.” She smiled, but Mayerson did not smile back; he looked grim, tired, and
depressed, as most new colonigts did on arriva to alife which they knew was difficult and essentiadly
meaningless. "Don't expect us to sal you on the virtues of this," she said. "That's the UN'sjob. Were
nothing more than victims like yoursdf. Except that weve been here awhile”

"Dont make it sound s0 bad,” Norm said in warning.

"Butitis" Fran sad. "Mr. Mayerson is facing it; he isn't going to accept any pretty story. Right,
Mr. Mayerson?"

"I could do with alittle illuson a this point,” Barney sad as he seated himsdf on a metd bench
within the hovel entrance. The sand-plow which had brought him, meanwhile, unloaded his gear; he
watched dully.

"Sorry," Fran said.

"Okay to smoke?' Barney got out a package of Terran cigarettes, the Scheins stared at them
fixedly and he then offered them each a chance at the pack, guiltily.

"You arived a a difficult time" Norm Schein explained. "We're right in the middle of a debate.”
He glanced around at the others. "Since you're now a member of our hovel | don't see why you
shouldn't be brought into it; after dl it concerns you, too."

Tod Morris said, "Maybe hell--you know. Tell."

"We can swear him to secrecy,” Sam Regan said, and his wife Mary nodded. "Our discussion,
Mr. Geyerson--"

"Mayerson," Barney corrected.

"--Has to do with the drug Can-D, which isthe old rdligble trandating agent we've depended on,
versus the newer, untried drug Chew-Z; were debating whether to drop Can-D once and for al
and--"

"Wait until were below,” Norm Schein said, and scowled.

Seating himself on the bench beside Barney Mayerson, Tod Morris said, "Can-D is kaput; it'stoo
hard to get, costs too many skins, and persondly I'm tired of Perky Pat--it's too artificid, too
supeficid, and materidigdity in-pardon; that's our word here for--" He groped in difficult
explanation. "Well, it's gpartments, cars, sunbathing on the beach, ritzy clothes. . . we enjoyed it for
awhile, but it's not enough in some sort of unmetteriaistaity way. You see a al, Mayerson?'

Norm Schein said, "Okay, but Mayerson here hasn't had that; he isn't jaded. Maybe held
gppreciate going through al that.”

"Like we did," Fran agreed. "Anyhow, we haven't voted; we haven't decided which we're going
to buy and use from now on. | think we ought to let Mr. Mayerson try both. Or have you aready
tried Can-D, Mr. Mayerson?'

"l did," Barney sad. "But along time ago. Too long for me to remember clearly.” Leo had given it
to him, and offered him more, big amounts, dl he wanted. But he had declined; it hadn't gppedled to
him.

Norm Schein sad, "This is rather an unfortunate welcome to our hove, I'm afrad, getting you
embroiled in our controversy like this. But weve run out of Can-D; we ether have to restock or
switch: this is the criticad moment. Of course the Can-D pusher, Impy White, is after us to reorder
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through her. . . by the end of tonight well have decided one way or another. And it will affect dl of
us. .. for therest of our lives."

"So be glad you didn't arrive tomorrow," Fran said. "After the vote is taken." She amiled a him
encouragingly, trying to make him fed welcome; they had little to offer him except their mutua bond,
the fact of their relatedness one to another, and this was extended now to him.

What a place, Barney Mayerson was thinking to himsalf. The rest of my life . . . it seemed
impossible, but what they said was true. There was no provison in the UN sdlective service law for
mustering out. And the fact was not an easy one to face; these people were the bodycorporate for
him now, and yet--how much worse it could be. Two of their women seemed physicaly attractive
and he could tell--or believed he could--that they were, S0 to speak, interested; he sensed the subtle
interaction of the manifold complexities of the interpersond relationships which built up in the
cramped confines of asingle hovel. But--

"The way out,” Mary Regan said quietly to him, seeting herself on the sde of the bench opposite
Tod Morris, "is through one or the other of the trandating drugs, Mr. Mayerson. Otherwise, as you
can see--" She put her hand on his shoulder; the physical touch was there dready. "It would be
impossble. Wed smply wind up killing one another in our pain.”

"Yes" hesad. "l see” But he had not learned that by coming to Mars, he head, like every other
Terran, known that early in life, heard of colony life, the struggle againg the lure of internecine
termination to it dl in one swift surrender.

No wonder induction was fought so rabidly, as had been the case with him origindly. It was a
fight to hold onto life.

"Tonight,” Mary Regan said to him, "well procure one drug or the other; Impy will be stopping by
about 7 P.M., Fineburg Crescent time; the answer will haveto be in by then.”

"I think we can vote now,” Norm Schein said. "l can see that Mr. Mayerson, even though he's
just arrived, is prepared. Am | right, Mayerson?"

"Yes" Barney said. The sand-dredge had completed its autonomic task; his possessons sat in a
meager heagp, and loose sand billowed across them dready--if they were not taken below they
would succumb to the dust, and soon. Hell, he thought; maybeit's just aswell. Tiestothepast . . .

The other hoveigts gathered to assst him, passng his suitcases from hand to hand, to the
conveyer bt that serviced the hovel below the surface. Even if he was not interested in preserving
his former goods they were; they had a knowledge superior to his.

"You learn to get by from day to day,” Sam Regan said sympatheticaly to him. ™Y ou never think
in longer terms. Just until dinner or until time for bed; very finite intervals and tasks and pleasures.
Escapes.”

Tossng his cigarette away, Barney reached for the heaviest of his suitcases. "Thanks" It was
profound advice.

"Excuse me" Sam Regan said with polite dignity and went to pick up the discarded cigarette for
himsdif.

Seated in the hovel-chamber adequate to receive them dl, the collective members, including new
Barney Mayerson, prepared to solemnly vote. The time: six o'clock, Fineburg Crescent reckoning.
The evening med, shared as was customary, was over; the dishes now lay lathered and rinsed in the
proper machine. No one, it gppeared to Barney, had anything to do now; the weight of empty time
hung over them dll.



72

Examining the collection of votes, Norm Schein announced, "Four for Chew-Z. Three for Can-D.
That's the decision, then. Okay, who wants the job of telling Impy White the bad news?' He peered
around at each of them. "She's going to be sore; we better expect that."

Barney sad, "I'll tell her."

Agtonished, the three couples who comprised the hovd's inhabitants in addition to himsdf stared
a him. "But you don't even know her," Fran Schein protested.

"I'll say it's my fault,” Barney said. "That | tipped the baance here to Chew-Z." They would let
him, he knew; it was an onerous task.

Haf an hour later he lounged in the slent darkness at the lip of the hove's entrance, smoking and
ligening to the unfamiliar sounds of the Martian night.

Far off some lunary object stresked the sky, passng between his sght and the sars. A moment
later he heard retrojets. Soon, he knew; he waited, arms folded, more or less relaxed, practicing
what he intended to say.

Presently a squat female figure dressed in heavy coverdls trudged into view. "Schein? Morris?
Widl, Regan, then?' She squinted at him, using an infrared lantern. "1 don't know you." Warily, she
hated. "I have alaser pistol.” It manifested itself, pointed at him. " Spesk up.”

Barney sad, "Let's move off out of earshot of the hovel."

With extreme caution Impatience White accompanied him, gill pointing the laser pistol
menacingly. She accepted his ident-pak, reading it by means of her lantern. "Y ou were with Bulero,”
she sad, glancing up a him appraisngly. "So?'

"So," he sad, "we're switching to Chew-Z, we a Chicken Pox Prospects.”

Wiy ?"

"Just accept it and don't push any farther here. You can check with Leo a P.P. Or through
Conner Freeman on Venus."

"I will," Impatience said. "Chew-Z is garbage; it's habit-forming, toxic, and what's worse leads to
lethal, escape-dreams, not of Terra but of--" She gestured with the pistol. "Grotesque, baroque
fantades of an infantile, totdly deranged nature. Explain to me why this decison.”

He sad nothing; he merely shrugged. It was interesting, however, the ideologica devotion on her
part; it amused him. In fact, he reflected, its fanaticism was in sharp contrast to the attitude which the
girl missonary aboard the Terra—-Mars ship had shown. Evidently subject maiter had no bearing; he
had never redlized this before.

"Il see you tomorrow night at this same time" Impatience White decided. "If youre being
truthful, fine. But if you're not--"

"What if I'm not?" he said dowly, deliberately. " Can you force us to consume your product? After
al, itisillegd; we could ask for UN protection.”

"You're new." Her scorn was enormous. "The UN in this region is perfectly aware of the Can-D
traffic; | pay aregular stipend to them, to avoid interference. Asfar as Chew-Z goes-" She gestured
with her gun. "If the UN is going to protect them, and they're the coming thing--"

"Then you'll go over to them," Barney said.

She did not answer; ingead she turned and strode off. Almost a once her short shape vanished
into the Martian night; he remained where he was and then he made his way back to the hovd,
orienting himsdf by the looming, opaque shape of a huge, apparently discarded tractortype farm
machine parked close by.

"Wel?' Norm Schein, to his surprise, said, meeting him at the entrance. "l came up to see how
many holes she had lasered in your cranium.”

"She took it philosophicaly.”
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"Impy White?' Norm laughed sharply. "It's a millionskin business she runs-'philasophicdly’ my
ass. What redlly happened?’

Barney sad, "Shell be back after she gets ingtructions from above." He began to descend into the
hovd.

"Y eah, that makes sense; she's smd|-fry. Leo Bulero, on Terra-"

"l know." He saw no reason to conced his previous career; in any case it was public record; the
hoveists would run across the datum eventudly. "I was Leo's Pre-Fash consultant for New York."

"And you voted to switch to Chew-Z?' Norm was incredulous. "You had a fdling-out with
Bulero, isthat right?"

"I'll tell you sometime." He reached the bottom of the ramp and stepped out into the commund
chamber where the others waited.

With rdief Fran Schein said, "At leest she didn't slew you with thet little laser pistol she waves
around. Y ou must have outstared her."

"Arewerid of her?' Tod Morris asked.

"I'll have that news tomorrow night," Barney said.

May Regan sad to him, "We think you're very brave. You're going to give this hove a great
ded, Mr. Mayerson. Barney, | mean. To mix a metaphor, a good swift goose to our morae.”

"My, my," Helen Morris mocked. "Arent we getting a little indegant in our dithering atempt to
impress the new citizen?"'

Flushing, Mary Regan said, "1 wasn't trying to impress him."

"Hatter him, then," Fran Schein said softly.

"You, too,” Mary said with anger. "Y ou were the firgt to fawn over him when he stepped off that
ramp--or anyhow you wanted to; you would have, if we hadn't dl been here. If your husband
especidly hadn't been here.”

To change the subject, Norm Schein said, "Too bad we can't trandate ourselves tonight, get out
the good old Perky Pet layout one fina time. Barney might enjoy it. He could at least see what he's
voted to give up." Meaningfully, he gazed from one of them to the next, pinning each down. "Now
comeon . . . surdy one of you has some Can-D you've held back, staffed in a crack in the wall or
under the septic tank for arainy year. Aw, come on; be generous to the new citizen; show him you're
not--"

"Okay," Hden Marris burgt in, flushed with sullen resentment. "'l have a little, enough for three-
quarters of an hour. But that's absolutely al, and suppose that Chew-Z isn't ready for distribution in
our area yet?"

"Get your Can-D," Norm said. As she departed he said, "And don't worry; Chew-Z is here.
Today when | was picking up a sack of sdt from that last UN drop | ran into one of their pushers.
He gave me his card." He displayed the card. "All we need do is light a common strontium nitrate
flare a 7:30 P.M. and they'll be down from their satellite--"

"Satellitel” Everyone squawked in amazement. "Then," Fran sad excitedly, "it must be UN-
sanctioned. Or do they have alayout and the disc jockeys on the satellite advertise their new mins?”

"l don't know, yet," Norm admitted. "I mean, & this point there's a lot of confuson. Waitll the
dust settles"

"Here on Mars," Sam Regan said hollowly, "it'l never stle”

They sat in a circle. Before them the Perky Pat layout, complete and eaborate, beckoned; they
al fdt its pull, and Norm Schein reflected that this was a sentimental occasion because they would



74

never be doing this again . . . unless, of course, they did it--made use of the layout--with Chew-Z.
How would that work out? he wondered. Interesting . . .

He had afeding, unaccountably, that it would not be the same.

And--they might not like the difference.

"You understand,” Sam Regan sad to the new member Barney Mayerson, "that we're going to
spend the trandated period listening to and watching Pet's new Great Books animator--you know,
the device they've just brought out on Terra . . . you're surdy more familiar with it than we are,
Barney, so maybe you ought to explainit to us."

Barney, dutifully, said, "You insert one of the Great Books, for instance Moby Dick, into the
reservoid. Then you set the controls for long or short. Then for funny verson, or same-as-book or
sad versgon. Then you set the style-indicator as to which classc Great Artist you want the book
animated like. Ddi, Bacon, Picasso . . . the medium-priced Great Books animator is set up to render
in cartoon form the styles of a dozen sysem-famous artists, you specify which ones you want when
you origindly buy the thing. And there are options you can add later that provide even more.”

"Terific' Norm Schein sad, radiaing enthusasm. "So what you get is a whole evening's
entertainment, say sad verson in the style of Jack Wright of like for indance Vanity Fair. Wow!"

Sghing, Fran said dreamily, "How it must have resounded in your soul, Barney, to have lived o
recently on Terra. Y ou seem to carry the vibrations with you ill."

"Heck, we get it dl," Norm sad, "when were trandated." Impatiently he reached for the
undersize supply of Can-D. "Let's sart." Taking his own dice he chewed with vigor. "The Great
Book I'm going to turn into a full-length funny cartoon verson in the style of De Chirico will be--"
He pondered. "1dm, The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius."

"Very witty," Helen Morris said cuttingly. "l was going to suggest Augustine's Confessions in the
syle of Lichtenstein--funny, of course."

"I mean it! Imagine: the surredigtic perspective, deserted, ruined buildings with Doric columns
lying on their sides, hollow heads--"

"Everybody dse better get chewing," Fran advised, taking her dice, "so well bein synch.”

Barney accepted his. The end of the old, he reflected as he chewed; I'm participating in what, for
this particular hovd, isthe find night, and in its place comes what? If Leo isright it will be intolerably
worse, in fact no comparison. Of course, Leo is scarcdly disnterested. But heis evolved. And wise.

Minned objects which in the past | judged favorably, he redized. I'll in a moment be immersed in
a world composed of them, reduced to their dimenson. And, unlike the other hovdidts, | can
compare my experience of this layout with what | so recently left behind.

And fairly soon, he redized soberly, | will be required to do the same with Chew-Z.

"Youre going to discover it's an odd sensation,” Norm Schein said to him, "to find yoursdf
inhabiting a body with three other fellas, we al have to agree on what we want the body to do, or
anyhow a dominant mgority has to form, otherwise we're just plain stuck.”

"That happens” Tod Morrissad. "Half thetime, in fact.”

One by one the rest of them began to chew their dices of Can-D; Barney Mayerson was the last
and most reluctant. Aw hell, he thought al at once, and strode across the room to a basin; there he
gpat out the haf-chewed Can-D without having swalowed it.

The others, seated at the Perky Pat layout, had dready collapsed into a coma and none of them
now paid any attention to him. He was, for dl intents and purposes, suddenly done. The hove for a
timewas his

He wandered about, aware of the silence.

| just can't do it, heredlized. Can't take the damn stuff like the rest of them do. At least not yet.
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A bell sounded.

Someone was a the hove entrance, requesting permission to enter; it was up to him to admit
them. So he made his way in ascent, hoping he was doing the proper thing, hoping that it was not
one of the UN's periodic raids; there would not be much he could do to keep them from discovering
the other hoveligtsinert at their layout and, flagrante ddicto, Can-D users.

Lantern in hand, a the ground-level entrance, sood a young woman wearing a bulky hesat-
retention suit and clearly unaccustomed to it; she looked enormoudy comfortable. "Hello, Mr.
Mayerson,” she said. "Remember me? | tracked you down because I'm just terribly londly. May |
come in?' It was Anne Hawthorne, surprised, he stared at her. "Or are you busy? | could come
back another time." She half-turned, sarting away.

"I can see," he sad, "that Mars has been quite some shock to you."

"Itsadn on my pat,” Anne sad, "but | dready hate it; | redly do--1 know | should adopt a
patient attitude of acceptance and al that, but--" She flashed the lantern at the landscape beyond the
hovel and in a quavering, despairing voice said, "All | want to do now is find some way to get back
to Earth; | don't want to convert anybody or change anything, | just want to get awvay from here”
She added morosdly, "But | know | can't. So | thought instead 1'd visit you. See?!

Taking her by the hand he led her down the ramp and to the compartment which had been
assgned to him as hisliving quarters.

"Where're your co-hoveists?' She looked about dertly.

"Out."

"Outgde?" She opened the door to the communa room, and saw the lot of them dumped a the
layout. "Oh, out that way. But not you." She shut the door, frowning, obvioudy perplexed. "You
amaze me. I'd have gladly accepted some Can-D, tonight, the way | fed. Look how wel you're
standing up under it, compared with me. I'm so-- inadequate.”

Barney sad, "Maybe | have more of a purpose here than you."

"l had plenty of purpose" She removed her bulky suit and seated hersdlf as he began fixing coffee
for the two of them. "The people in my hove--it's haf a mile to the north of this one--are out, too,
the same way. Did you know | was so close? Would you have looked me up?’

"Sure | would have" He found plagtic, ingpidly styled cups and saucers, lad them on the
foldaway table, and produced the equaly foldaway chairs. "Maybe," he said, "God doesn't extend as
far as Mars. Maybe when we left Terra--"

"Nonsense" Anne said sharply, rousing hersdf.

"| thought that would succeed in getting you angry.”

"Of course it does. He's everywhere. Even here She glanced a his partidly unpacked
possessions, the suitcases and seded cartons. Y ou didn't bring very much, did you? Most of mine's
dill on the way, on an autonomic transport.” Strolling over, she stood studying a pile of paperback
books. "De Imitatione Christi," she said in amazement. "Y ou're reading Thomas & Kempis? Thisis
agreat and wonderful book."

"I bought it," he said, "but never read it."

"Did you try? | bet you didn't." She opened it a random and read to hersdf, her lips moving.
"Think the least gift that he giveth is greet; and the most despisable things take as specid giftsand as
great tokens of love.' That would include life here on Mars, wouldn't it? This despisable life, shut up
in these-hoves. Wdl-named, aren't they? Why in the name of God--" She turned to him, gppeding
to him. "Couldn't it be afinite period here, and then we could go home?"

Barney sad, "A colony, by definition, hasto be permanent. Think of Roanoke Idand.”
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"Yes" Anne nodded. "l have been. | wish Mars was one big Roanoke Idand, with everyone
going home."

"To be dowly cooked."

"We can evolve, as the rich do; it could be done on a mass basis." She put down the & Kempis
book abruptly. "But | don't want that, either; a chitinous shell and the rest. Isn't there any answer,
Mr. Mayerson? You know, Neo-Christians are taught to believe they're travelers in a foreign land.
Wayfaring strangers. Now we redlly are; Earth is ceasing to become our natural world, and certainly
this never will be. Weve got no world left!" She stared at him, her nodrrils flaring. "No home a al!™

"Wadl," he said uncomfortably, "theres dways Can-D and Chew-Z."

"Do you have any?'

"No."

She nodded. "Back to Thomas & Kempis, then." But she did not pick the book up again; instead
she stood head-down, lost in dreary meditation. "1 know what's going to happen, Mr. Mayerson.
Barney. I'm not going to convert anyone to Neo-American Chrigtianity; instead they'll convert me to
Can-D and Chew-Z and whatever other vice is current, here, whatever escape presents itsalf. Sex.
They're terribly promiscuous here on Mars, you know; everyone goes to bed with everyone ese. I'll
even try that; in fact I'm ready for it right now--1 just can't gand the way thingsare . . . did you get a
redly good look @ the surface before nightfal?’

"Yes" It hadn't upsat him that much, seeing the haf-abandoned gardens and fully abandoned
equipment, the great heaps of rotting supplies. He knew from edu-tapes that the frontier was dways
like that, even on Earth; Alaska had been like that until recent times and o, except for the actua
resort towns, was Antarcticaright now.

Anne Hawthorne said, "Those hoveligtsin the other room at their layout. Suppose we lifted Perky
Pet entirely from the board and smashed it to bits? What would become of them?"

"They'd go on with their fantasy." It was established, now; the props were no longer necessary as
foci. "Why would you want to do that?" It had a decided sadistic qudlity to it and he was surprised;
the girl had not struck him that way at first meeting.

"lconoclasm,” Anne said. "l want to smash their idols and that's what Perky Pat and Walt are. |
want to because I--" She was slent, then. "I envy them. It's not religious fervor; it's just a very mean,
crue stresk. | know it. If | can't join them--"

"You can. You will. Sowill I. But not right away." He served her a cup of coffee; she accepted it
reflexively, dender now without her heavy outer coat. She was, he saw, dmost astdl as he; in heds
she would be, if not taler. Her nose was odd. It ended in a near bdl, not quite humoroudy but
rather--earthy, he decided. Asif it ties her to the soil; it made him think of Anglo-Saxon and Norman
peasantstilling their square, amdl fields.

No wonder she hated it on Mars; historicaly her people undoubtedly had loved the authentic
ground of Terra, the smell and actud texture, and above dl the memory it contained, the remnantsin
transmuted form, of the host of critters who had walked about and then &t |ast dropped dead, in the
end perished and turned back--not to dust--but to rich humus. Well, she could start a garden here
on Mars, maybe she could make one grow where previous hovelists had pointedly failed. How
drange that she was so absolutely depressed. Was this normd for new arrivas? Somehow he
himsdlf did not fed it. Perhaps on some deep level he imagined he would find his way back to Terra
In which case it was he who was deranged. Not Anne.

Anne said suddenly, "I have some Can-D, Barney." She reached into the pockets of her UN-
issue canvas workdacks, groped, and brought a small packet out. "1 bought it alittle while ago, in my
own hovd. Hax Back Spit, as they cdl it. The hovdist who sold it to me believed that Chew-Z
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mouth. But findly like you | couldn't. Isnt a miserable redity better than the most interesting illuson?
Or isitilluson, Barney? | don't know anything about philosophy; you explain it to me because dl |
know is religious faith and that doesn't equip me to understand this. These trandation drugs.” All a
once she opened the packet; her fingers squirmed desperately. "I can't go on, Barney."

"Wait," he said, putting his own cup down and starting toward her. But it was too late; she had
dready taken the Can-D. "None for me?' he asked, alittle amused. "Y ou're missing the whole point;
you won't have anyone to be with, in trandation." Taking her by the am he led her from the
compartment, tugging her hurriedly out into the corridor and across into the large communa room
where the others lay; segting her among them, he said, with compassion, "At least this way itll be a
shared experience and | understand that helps.”

"Thank you," she said drowsily. Her eyes shut and her body became, by degrees, limp.

Now, he redlized, she's Perky Pat. In aworld without trouble.

Bending, he kissad her on the mouth.

"I'm gill awake," she murmured.

"But you won't remember anyhow,” he said.

"Ohyes| will," Anne Hawthorne said faintly. And then she departed; he felt her go. He was done
with seven uninhabited physical shells and he a once made his way back to his own quarters where
the two cups of hot coffee steamed.

| could fall in love with that girl, he said to himsdlf. Not like Roni Fugate or even like Emily but
something new. Better? he wondered. Or is this desperation? Exactly what | saw Anne do just now
with the Can-D, gulp it down because there is nothing else, only darkness. It is this or the void. And
not for aday or aweek but--forever. So I've got to fal in love with her.

By himsdf he sa surrounded by his partly unpacked belongings, drinking coffee and meditating
until a last he heard groanings and irrings in the communa room. His fdlow hovdids were
returning to consciousness. He put his cup down and walked out to join them.

"Why'd you back out, Mayerson?' Norm Schein said; he rubbed his forehead, scowling. "God,
what a headache I've got." He noticed Anne Hawthorne, then; gill unconscious, she lay with her
back against the wall, her head dropped forward. "Who's she?'

Fran, risng to her feet ungteadily, said, "She joined us a the end; she's a pd of Mayerson's. he
met her on the flight. She's quite nice but she's a rdigious nut; you'll see” Criticadly, she eyed Anne.
"Not too bad looking. | wasredlly curious to see her; | imagined her as more, well, austere.”

Coming up to Barney, Sam Regan said, "Get her to join you, Mayerson; we'd be glad to vote to
admit her, here. Welve got lots of room and you should have a-shdl we say--wife" He, too,
scrutinized Anne. "Yeah," he sad. "Pretty. Nice long black hair; | like that."

"You do, do you," Mary Regan said tartly to him.

"Yeah | do; so what?' Sam Regan glared back at hiswife.

Barney said, " She's spoken for.”

They dl eyed him curioudy.

"That's odd,” Helen Morris said. "Because when we were together with her just now she didn't
tell usthat, and as far as we could make out you and she had only--"

Interrupting, Fran Schein said to Barney, "You don't want a Neo-Christian nut to live with you.
Weve had experience with that; we gected a couple of them last year. They can cause terrible
trouble here on Mars. Remember, we shared her mind. . . she's a dedicated member of some high
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church or other, with dl the sacraments and the rituds, dl that old outdated junk; she actudly
beievesinit."

Barney sad tightly, "I know."

In an easy-going way Tod Morris said, "That's true, Mayerson; honest. We have to live too close
together to import any kind of ideologica fanaticism from Terra It's happened a other hoves, we
know what we're talking abouit. It has to be live and let live, with no absolutist creeds and dogma; a
hovd is just too smdl." He lit a cigarette and glanced down a Anne Hawthorne. "Strange that a
pretty girl would pick that stuff up. Well, it takes dl kinds." He looked puzzled.

"Did she seem to enjoy being trandated?' Barney asked Helen Morris.

"Yes, to a certain extent. Of course it upset her . . . the firgt time you have to expect that; she
didn't know how to cooperate in handling the body. But she was quite eager to learn. Now
obvioudy she'sgot it dl to hersdf so it'seasier on her. Thisis good practice.”

Bending down, Barney Mayerson picked up the smdl dall, Perky Pet in her yellow shorts and
red-striped cotton t-shirt and sandals. This now was Anne Hawthorne, he redlized. In a sense that no
one quite understood. And yet he could destroy the doll, crush it, and Anne, in her synthetic fantasy
life, would be unaffected.

"I'd like to marry her," he said doud, suddenly.

"Who?" Tod asked. "Perky Pet or the new girl?'

"He means Perky Pat," Norm Schein said, and snickered.

"No he doexn't,” Helen said severdly. "And | think it's fine; now we can be four couples instead of
three couples and one man, one odd man."

"Isthere any way," Barney said, "to get drunk around here?"

"Sure" Norm said. "Welve got liquor--it's dull ersatz gin, but it's eighty proof; it'll do the job."

"Let me have some," Barney said, reaching for hiswallet.

"It's free. The UN supply ships drop it in vats." Norm went to a locked cupboard, produced a
key, and opened it.

Sam Regan sad, "Tell us, Mayerson, why you fed the need to get drunk. Is it us? The hovd?
Marsitsdf?'

"No." It was none of those; it had to do with Anne and the disintegration of her identity. Her use
of Can-D dl a once, a symptom of her inability to believe or to cope, her giving up. It was an omen,
inwhich he, too, was involved; he saw himsdf in what had happened.

If he could help her perhaps he could help himsdlf. And if not--

He had an intuition that otherwise they were both finished. Mars, for both himsdf and Anne,
would mean desth. And probably soon.
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After she emerged from the experience of trandation Anne Hawthorne was taciturn and moody.
It was not a good sign; he guessed that she, too, now had a premonition smilar to his. However, she
said nothing about it; she merely went a once to get her bulky outer suit from his compartment.

"I have to get back to Fax Back Spit," she explained. "Thank you for letting me use your layout,"”
she said to the hovelists who stood here and there, watching her as she dressed. "I'm sorry, Barney.”
She hung her head. "It was unkind to leave you the way | did."

He accompanied her, on foot, across the flat, nocturna sands to her own hove; neither of them
spoke as they plodded along, keeping their eyes open, as they had been told to, for aloca predator,
ajackd-like tlepathic Martian life form. However, they saw nothing.

"How was it?' he asked her at last.

"Y ou mean being thet little brassy blonde-haired doll with dl her damn clothes and her boyfriend
and her car and her--" Anne, beside him, shuddered. "Awful. Well, that's not it. Just--pointless. |
found nothing there. It was like going back to my teens.”

"Yeah," he agreed. There was that about Perky Pet.

"Barney," she said quietly, "I have to find something else and soon. Can you help me? Y ou seem
smart and grown-up and experienced. Being trandated is not going to help me.. . . Chew-Z won't be
any better because something in me rebels, won't take it--see? Yes, you see; | can tell. Hel, you
wouldn't even try it once, 0 you must understand.” She squeezed his arm, and clung tightly to him in
the darkness. "I know something else, Barney. They 're tired of it, too; al they did was bicker while
they--we--were ingde those dolls. They didn't enjoy it for a second, even.”

"Gosh," he said.

Hashing her lantern ahead, Anne said, "It's a shame; | wish they did. | fed sorrier for them than |
do for--" She ceased, walked on for atime in silence, and then abruptly said, "I've changed, Barney.
| fed it in mysdlf. | want to St down here--wherever we are. You and | done in the dark. And then
you know what . . . | don't haveto say, do |7

"No," he admitted. "But the thing is, you'd regret it afterward. | would, too, because of your
reaction.”

"Maybe I'll pray,” Anne said. "Praying is hard to do; you have to know how. Y ou don't pray for
yourself; you pray what we cal an intercessive prayer: for others. And what you pray to isnt the
God Who's in the heavens out there somewhere . . . it's to the Holy Spirit within; that's different,
that's the Paraclete. Did you ever read Paul ?'

"Paul who?'

"In the New Testament. His letters to for instance the Corinthians or the Romans. . . you know.
Paul says our enemy is degth;, it's the final enemy we overcome, so | guessit's the greatest. Were dl
blighted, according to Paul, not just our bodies but our souls, too; both have to die and then we can
be born again, with new bodies not of flesh but incorruptible. See? Y ou know, when | was Perky
Pet, just now . . . | had the oddest feeling that | was-—-it's wrong to say this or believe it, but--"

"But," Barney finished for her, "it seemed like a taste of tha. But you expected it, though; you
knew the resemblance--you mentioned it yoursdlf, on the ship.” A lot of people, he reflected, had
noticed it, too.

"Yes" Anne admitted. "But what | didn't redlize is-" In the darkness she turned toward him; he
could just barely make her out. "Being translated is the only hint we can have of it this side of
death. So it'satemptation. If it wasn't for that dreadful doll, that Perky Pet--"

"Chew-Z," Barney sad.



"That's what | was thinking. If it was like that, like what Paul says about the corruptible man
putting on incorruption--1 couldn't slop mysdlf, Barney; I'd have to chew Chew-Z. | wouldn't be able
to wait until the end of my life. . . it might be fifty years living here on Mars-hdf a century!" She
shuddered. "Why wait when | could have it now?"

"The last person | taked to," Barney sad, "who had taken Chew-Z, sad it was the worst
experience of hislife"

That sartled her. "In what way?"'

"He fell into the domain of someone or something he consdered absolutdly evil, someone he was
terrified of. And he was lucky--and he knew it--to get away again.”

"Barney," she said, "why are you on Mars? Don't say it's because of the draft; a person as smart
as you could have gone to a psychiatrist--"

"I'mon Mars" he said, "because | made amigtake." In your terminology, he reflected, it would be
cdled aan. And in my terminology, too, he decided.

Anne said, "You hurt someone, didn't you?"

He shrugged.

"So now for the rest of your life youre here” Anne said. "Barney, can you get me a supply of
Chew-z27?'

"Pretty soon.” It would not be long before he ran into one of PaAmer Eldritch's pushers, he was
certain of that. Putting his hand on her shoulder he said, "But you can get it for yoursdf just as easly.”

She leaned againgt him as they walked, and he hugged her; she did not resst--in fact she sighed
with relief. "Barney, | have something to show you. A ledflet that one of the people in my hovd gave
me; she said a whole bundle had been dropped the other day. It's from the Chew-Z people.”
Reaching into her bulky coat she rummaged about, then; in the glare of the lantern he saw the folded
paper. "Read it. You'll understand why | fed as | do about Chew-Z . . . why it's such a spiritua
problem for me."

Holding the paper to the light he read the top line; it blazed out in huge black letters.

GOD PROMISES ETERNAL LIFE. WE CAN DELIVERIT.

"See?' Anne said.

"I see" He did not even bother to read the rest; folding the paper back up he returned it to her,
feding heavyhearted. "Quite adogan.”

"A trueone."

"Not the big lie" Barney said, "but instead the big truth." Which, he wondered, is worse? Hard to
tell. Idedly, PAmer Eldritch would drop dead for the blasphemia shouted by the pamphlet, but
evidently that was not going to occur. An evil vistor cozing over us from the Prox system, he said to
himsdlf, offering us what we've prayed for over a period of two thousand years. And why is this so
papably bad? Hard to say, but neverthdessit is. Because maybe it'll mean bondage to Eldritch, such
as Leo experienced; Eldritch will be with us congtantly from now on, infiltrating our lives. And He
who has protected us in the past Smply Sits passive.

Each time we're trandated, he thought, well see--not God--but Palmer Eldritch.

Aloud he sad, "If Chew-Z fails you--"

"Don't say that."

"If PAmer Eldritch fals you, then maybe--" He stopped. Because ahead of them lay the hove
Hax Back Spit; its entrance light glowed dimly in the Martian gloom. "Y ou're home." He did not like
to let her go; his hand on her shoulder, he clung to her, thinking back to what he had sad to his
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felow hovdigs about her. "Come back with me" he said. "To Chicken Pox Prospects. WEIl get
formaly, legaly married.”

She gtared a him and then--incredibly--she began to laugh.

"Does that mean no?' he asked, woodenly.

"What," Anne said, "is 'Chicken Pox Prospects? Oh, | see; that's the code name of your hovd.
I'm sorry, Barney; | didn't mean to laugh. But the answer of course is no." She moved away from
him, and opened the outer door of the hovel's entrance-chamber. And then she set down her lantern
and stepped toward him, arms held out. "Make love to me," she said.

"Not here. Too closeto the entrance." He was afraid.

"Wherever you want. Take me there” She put her arms around his neck. "Now," she said. "Don't
wait."

Hedidn'.

Picking her up in hisarms, he carried her away from the entrance.

"Gally," she said, when he laid her down in the darkness; she gasped, presently, perhaps from the
sudden cold that spilled over them, penetrating their heavy suits which no longer served, which in fact
were a hindrance to true warmth.

One of the laws of thermd dynamics, he thought. The exchange of heat; molecules passng
between us, hers and mine mingling in--entropy? Not yet, he thought.

"Oh my," she sad, in the darkness.

"l hurt you?'

"No. I'm sorry. Please.”

The cold numbed his back, his ears; it radiated down from the sky. He ignored it as best he
could, but he thought of a blanket, a thick wool layer--strange, to be preoccupied with that at such a
time. He dreamed of its softness, the scratch of its fibers againg his skin, its heaviness. Ingtead of the
brittle, frigid, thin ar which made him pant in huge gulps, asif finished.

"Are--you dying?' she asked.

"Just can't breathe. Thisair."

"Poor, poor--good lord. I've forgotten your name.”

"Hdl of athing."

"Barney!"

He clutched her.

"No! Don't stop!" She arched her back. Her teeth chattered.

"l wasn't going to," he said.

"Oooaugh!"

He laughed.

"Don't please laugh a me."

"Not meant unkindly."

A long slence, then. Then, "Oof." She legped, gavanized as if logt to the shock of a formd
experiment. His pde, dignified, unclothed possesson: become a tdl and very thin greenless nervous
system of afrog; probed to life by outside means. Victim of a current not her own but not protested,
inany way. Lucid and red, accepting. Ready thislong time.

"You dl right?"

"Yes" shesad. "YesBarney. | certainly very much am. Yed"
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Later as he tramped back done, leadenly, in the direction of his own hovel he said to himsdf,
Maybe I'm doing Pamer Eldritch's work. Bresking her down, demordizing her . . . asif she weren't
dready. Asif wedl werent.

Something blocked hisway.

Hdlting, he located in his coat the Sde arm which had been provided him; there were, especidly
at night, in addition to the fearsome telepathic jackd, vicious domestic organisms that stung and ate--
he flashed his light warily, expecting some bizarre multi-armed contragption composed perhaps of
dime. Ingtead he saw a parked ship, the small, swift type with dight mass; its tubes still smoked, so
evidently it had just now landed. Must have coasted down, he redlized, snce he hadn't heard any
retro noise.

From the ship a man crept, shook himsdf, sngpped on his own lantern, made out Barney
Mayerson, and grunted. "I'm Allen Faine. I've been looking al over for you; Leo wants to keep in
touch with you through me. I'll be telecasting in code to you a your hovel; here's your code book."
Faine held out a dender volume. ™Y ou know who | am, don't you?'

"The disc jockey." Weird, this meeting here on the open Martian desart a night between himsdf
and this man from the P. P. Layouts satellite; it seemed unred. "Thanks" he said, accepting the code
book. "What do | do, writeit down asyou say it and then sneak off to decode it?"

"Therell be a private TV recaiver in your compartment in the hovel; weve arranged for it on the
grounds that being new to Mars you crave--"

"Okay," Barney said, nodding.

"So you have agirl dready,” Faine sad. "Pardon my use of the infrared searchlight, but--"

"l don't pardon it."

"Youll find thet theresllittle privacy on Marsin matters of that nature. It's like asmdl town and dll
the hoveligts are starved for news, especialy any kind of scandd. | ought to know; it's my job to
keep in touch and pass on what | can--naturaly thereésalot | can't. Who'sthe girl?!

"l don't know," Barney said sardonicdly. "It was dark; | couldn't see” He started on, then, going
around the parked ship.

"Wait. You're supposed to know this. a Chew-Z pusher is dready operating in the area and we
caculate that helll be approaching your particular hovel as early as tomorrow morning. So be ready.
Make sure you buy the bindle in front of witnesses, they should see the entire transaction and then
when you chew it make sure they can dearly identify what you're consuming. Got it?" Faine added,
"And try to draw the pusher out, get him to give as complete a warranty, verbaly of course, as you
possibly can. Make him sl you on the product; don't ask for it. See?"

Barney sad, "And what do | get for doing this?'

"Pardon?"’

"Leo never a any time bothered to--"

"I'll tell you what," Faine said quietly. "Well get you off Mars. That's your payment.”

After atime Barney said, "Y ou mean it?"

"Il beillegd, of course. Only the UN can legdly route you back to Terra and that's not going to
happen. What welll do is pick you up some night and transfer you to Winnie-ther-Pooh Acres.”

"And there I'll stay."

"Until Leo's surgeons can give you anew face, finger and footprints, cephalic wave pattern, a new
identity throughout; then you'll emerge, probably a your old job for P. P. Layouts. | understand you
were their New York man. Two, two and a haf years from now, youll be a that again. So don't
give up hope."

Barney said, "Maybe | don't want that."



"What? Sure you do. Every colonist wants--"

"I'll think it over,” Barney said, "and let you know. But maybe I'll want something s He was
thinking about Anne. To go back to Terra and pick up once again, perhaps even with Roni Fugate--
a some deep, indinctive sratum it did not have the gppeal to him that he would have expected.
Mars-or the experience of love with Anne Hawthorne--had even further dtered him, now; he
wondered which it was. Both. And anyhow, he thought, | asked to come here--1 wasn't redly
drafted. And | must never let mysdf forget that.

Allen Faine sad, "I know some of the circumstances, Mayerson. What you're doing is aoning.
Correct?'

Surprised, Barney said, "You, too?" Religious inclinations seemed to permegte the entire milieu,
here.

"Y ou may object to the word,” Faine said, "but it's the proper one. Listen, Mayerson; by the time
we get you to Winnie-ther-Pooh Acres youll have atoned sufficiently. There's something you don't
know yet. Look at this" He held out, reluctantly, asmal plagtic tube. A container.

Chilled, Barney sad, "What's this?'

"Your illness. Leo believes, on professond advice, that it's not enough for you merely to Sate in
court that you've been damaged; they'll ingst on thoroughly examining you.

"Tel me specificdly what it isin thisthing."

"It's epilepsy, Mayerson. The Q form, the strain whose causes no one is sure of, whether it's due
to organic injury that can't be detected with the EEG or whether it's psychogenic.”

"And the symptoms?"*

Fane said, "Grand mal." After apause he said, "Sorry."

"l see" Barney said. "And how long will | have them?”

"We can adminigter the antidote after the litigation but not before. A year at the most. So now you
can see what | meant when | said that you're going to be in a postion to more than atone for not
bailing out Leo when he needed it. Y ou can see how thisillness, clamed as a Side effect of Chew-Z,
will--"

"Sure," Barney said. "Epilepsy is one of the great scarewords. Like cancer, once. People are
irrationdly afraid of it because they know it can hgppen to them, any time, with no warning."

"Especidly the more recent Q form. Hell, they dont even have a theory about it. What's
important is that with the Q form no organic dteration of the brain isinvolved, and that meanswe can
restore you. The tube, there. It's a metabolic toxin Smilar in action to metrazol; smilar, but unlike
metrazol it continues to produce the attacks--with the characterigtically deranged EEG pattern during
those intervals--until it's neutralized--which as | say we're prepared to do.”

"Won't a blood-fraction test show the presence of this toxin?"

"It will show the presence of atoxin, and that's exactly what we want. Because we will sequester
the documents pertaining to the physical and mentad induction exams which you recently took . . .
and well be able to prove that when you arrived on Mars there was no Q-type epilepsy and no
toxicity. And itll be Leo's-or rather your--contention that the toxicity in the blood is a derivative of
Chew-Z."

Barney sad, "Even if | lose the suit--"

"It will il greatly damage Chew-Z sdes. Most colonists have a nagging feding anyhow thet the
trandation drugs are in the long run biochemicdly harmful." Faine added, "The toxin in tha tube is
relatively rare. Leo obtained it through highly speciaized channels. It originates on lo, | believe. One
certain doctor--"

"Willy Denkmd," Barney said.



Faine shrugged. "Possibly. In any casethereit isin your hand; as soon as you've been exposed to
Chew-Z youreto takeit. Try to have your first grand ma attack where your fellow hoveists will see
you; don't be off somewhere on the desert farming or bossing autonomic dredges. As soon as you've
recovered from the attack, get on the vidphone and ask the UN for medical assstance. Have their
disnterested doctors examine you; don't gpply for private medication."

"It would probably be a good idea," Barney said, "if the UN doctors could run an EEG on me
during an attack."

"Absolutdy. So try if possble to get yoursdf into a UN hospitd; in al therere three on Mars.
Youll be able to put forward a good argument for this because--" Faine hestated. "Frankly, with this
toxin your attacks will involve severe dedtructiveness, toward yourself and to others. Technicaly
they'll be of the hyderica, aggressve variety concluding in a more or less complete loss of
consciousness. It be obvious whét it is right from the start, because--or so I'm told--you'll reves
the typical tonic stage, with great muscular contractions, and then the clonic stage of rhythmic
contraction aternating with relaxation. After which of course the coma supervenes.”

"In other words," Barney said, "the classc convulsve form."

"Doesit frighten you?"'

"I don't see where that matters. | owe Leo something; you and | and Leo know that. | still resent
the word "atonement,’ but | suppose this is that." He wondered how this atificidly induced illness
would affect his rdationship with Anne. Probably this would terminate the thing. So he was giving up
a good ded for Leo Bulero. But then Leo was doing something for him, too; getting him off Mars
was no minor consderation.

"Were taking it for granted,” Faine said, "that they'll make an attempt to kill you the moment you
retain an attorney. In fact they'll--"

"I'd like to go back to my hovel, now." He moved off. "Okay?"

"Fine. Go pick up the routine there. But let me give you a word of advice as regards that girl.
Doberman's Law--remember, he was the first person to marry and then get divorced on Mars?--
dates that in proportion to your emotiond attachment to someone on this damn place the relationship
deteriorates. 1'd give you two weeks at the most, and not because you'l be ill but because that's
gandard. Martian musica chairs. And the UN encourages it because it means, frankly, if | may say
50, more children to populate the colony. Catch?'

"The UN," Barney said, "might not sanction my rdationship with her because it's on a somewhat
different basis than you're describing.”

"No it's not," Faine sad cdmly. "It may seem 0 to you, but | watch the whole planet, day in,
night out. I'm just stating afact; I'm not being criticd. In fact I'm personaly sympathetic.”

"Thanks," Barney sad, and waked away, flashing his light ahead of him in the direction of his
hovel; tied about his throat the smal blegper sgna which told him when he was nearing--and more
important when he was not nearing--his hovel began to sound louder: a one-frog pond of comfort
closeto hisear.

I'll take the toxin, he said to himsdf. And I'll go into court and sue the bastards for Leo's sake.
Because | owe that to him. But I'm not returning to Earth; either | make it here or not at dl. With
Anne Hawthorne, | hope, but if not, then done or with someone dse; I'll live out Doberman's Law,
as Faine predicts. Anyhow it'll be here on this miserable planet, this"promised land.”

Tomorrow morning, he decided, I'll begin clearing away the sand of fifty thousand centuries for
my first vegetable garden. Thet'sthe initid step.
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Next day both Norm Schein and Tod Morris spent the early hours with him, teaching him the
knack of operating the bulldozers and dredges and scoops which had fallen into various stages of
ruin; most of the equipment, like old tomcats, could be coaxed into one more effort. But the results
did not amount to much; they had been discarded for too long.

By noon he was exhausted. So he treated himsdlf to a bregk, resting in the shade of a mammoth,
rusty tractor, egting a cold-rations lunch and drinking tepid tea from a thermos which Fran Schein
had been kind enough to bring up to him.

Below, in the hovd, the others did whatever it was they customarily did; he didn't care.

On dl sdes of him their abandoned, decaying gardens could be seen and he wondered if soon he
would forget his, too. Maybe each new colonist had started out this way, in an agony of effort. And
then the torpor, the hopelessness, claimed them. And yet, was it S0 hopeless? Not redlly.

It's an attitude, he decided. And we--all of uswho comprised P. P. Layouts--contributed willingly
to it. We gave them an out, something painless and easy. And now Pamer Eldritch has arrived to put
the finish on the process. We laid the path for him, mysdlf included, and so what now? |Is there any
way that | can, as Faine put it, atone?

Approaching him, Helen Morris cdled chearfully, "How's the farming coming?' She dropped
down beside him and opened a fat seed cataog with the UN stamp plainly marked throughoui.
"Observe what they'll provide firee; every seed known to thrive here, including turnips” Resting
agang him, she turned the pages. "However, theres a little mouse-like burrowing mamma that
shows up on the surface late at night; be prepared for that. It eats everything. You'll have to set out a
few sdlf-propelling trgps.”

"Okay," Barney said.

"It's quite some sight, one of those homeodtatic traps taking off across the sand in pursuit of a
marde-mouse. God, they go fast. Both the mouse and the trap. Y ou can make it more interesting by
placing abet. | usually bet on the trap. | admire them.”

"I think I'd probably bet on the trap, t00." I've got a great respect for traps, he reflected. In other
words a situation in which none of the doors lead out. No matter how they happen to be marked.

Heden sad, "Also the UN will supply two robots free of charge for your use. For a period not to
exceed sx months. So better plan ahead wisdly as to how you want to employ them. The best isto
st them to work congtructing irrigation ditches. Oursis mostly no good now. Sometimes the ditches
have to run two hundred miles, even more. Or you can hatch out a dedl--"

"No dedls," Barney sad.

"But these are good dedls, find someone nearby in one of the other hovels who's started his own
irrigation system and then abandoned it: buy it from him and tap it. Is your girl a Hax Back Spit
going to come over here and join you?' She eyed him.

He did not answer; he watched, in the black Martian sky with its noontime stars, a circling ship.
The Chew-Z man? The time, then, had come for him to poison himsdf so that an economic
monopoly could be kept dive, a sorawling, interplan empire from which he now derived nothing.

Amazing, he thought, how strong the self-destructive drive can be.

Helen Morris, straining to see, said, "Vidtorg It's not a UN ship, ether.” She started toward the
hovel at once. "I'll go tell them.”

With his left hand he reached into his coat and touched the tube deep in the interior pocket,
thinking to himsdlf, Can | actudly do this? It didnt seem possble; there was nothing in his makeup



higtoricdly which would explain it. Maybe, he thought, it's from despair & having lost everything. But
he didn't think so; it was something else.

As the ship landed on the flat desert not far off he thought, Maybe it's to reved something to
Anne about Chew-Z. Even if the demondration is faked. Because, he thought, if | accept the toxin
into my sysem she won't try Chew-Z. He had astrong intuition of that. And it was enough.

From the ship stepped Pamer Eldritch.

No one could fail to identify him; since his crash on Pluto the homeopapes had printed one pic
after another. Of course the pics were ten years out of date, but this was ill the man. Gray and
bony, wel over gx feet tdl, with swinging ams and a peculiarly rgpid gat. And his face. It had a
ravaged qudity, eaten away; as if, Barney conjectured, the fat-layer had been consumed, as if
Eldritch a some time or other had fed off himsdf, devoured perhgps with gusto the superfluous
portions of his own body. He had enormous stedl teeth, these having been ingtdled prior to histrip to
Prox by Czech dental surgeons, they were welded to his jaws, were permanent: he would die with
them. And--his right arm was atificia. Twenty years ago in a hunting accident on Calisto he had lost
the origind; this one of course was superior in that it provided a specidized variety of
interchangesble hands. At the moment Eldritch made use of the fivefinger humanoid manud
extremity; except for its metdlic shine it might have been organic.

And he was blind. At least from the standpoint of the natural-born body. But replacements had
been made-- at the prices which Eldritch could and would pay; that had been done just prior to his
Prox voyage by Brazilian oculists. They had done a superb job. The replacements, fitted into the
bone sockets, had no pupils, nor did any bal move by muscular action. Instead a panoramic vison
was supplied by a wide-angle lens, a permanent horizontal dot running from edge to edge. The
accident to his original eyes had been no accident; it had occurred in Chicago, a ddiberate acid-
throwing attack by persons unknown, for equally unknown reasons . . . & least as far as the public
was concerned. Eldritch probably knew. He had, however, said nothing, filed no complaint; instead
he had gone straight to his team of Brazilian oculigts. His horizontaly dotted artificid eyes seemed to
please him; amost a once he had gppeared at the dedication ceremonies of the new St. George
opera house in Utah, and had mixed with his near-peers without embarrassment. Even now, a
decade later, the operation was rare and it was the first time Barney had ever seen the Jensen wide-
angle, luxvid eyes this and the artificid am with its enormoudy varigble manud repertory,
impressed him more than he would have expected . . . or was there something e se about Eldritch?

"Mr. Mayerson," Pdmer Eldritch said, and smiled; the sted teeth glinted in the wesk, cold
Martian sunlight. He extended his hand and automeaticaly Barney did the same.

Your voice, Barney thought. It originates somewhere other than--he blinked. The entire figure
was insubgtantid; dimly, through it, the landscape showed. It was a figment of some sort, artificidly
produced, and the irony came to him: so much of the man was atificid dready, and now even the
flesh and blood portions were, too. Is this what arrived home from Prox? Barney wondered. If o,
Hepburn-Gilbert has been deceived; this is no human being. In no sense whatsoever.

"I'm ill in the ship," PAmer Eldritch said; his voice boomed from a loudspesker mounted on the
ship's hull. "A precaution, in as much as youre an employee of Leo Bulero." The figment-hand
touched Barney's, he experienced a pervasve coldness dop over to him, obvioudy a purely
psychologica averson-reaction since nothing was there to produce the sensation.

"An ex-employee," Barney said.

Behind him, now, the others of the hovel emerged, the Scheins and Morrises and Regans, they
gpproached like wary children as one by one they identified the nebulous man confronting Barney.
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"Wha's going on?' Norm Schein sad uneadlly. "This is a smulacrum; | dont like it." Standing
beside Barney he said, "Weére living on the desart, Mayerson; we get mirages al the time, ships and
vidtors and unnaturd life forms. That's what this is; this guy it redly here and nather is that ship
parked there."

Tod Morris added, "They're probably six hundred miles away; it's an optical phenomenon. You
get used toit.”

"But you can hear me," Pamer Eldritch pointed out; the speaker boomed and echoed. "I'm here,
al right, to do business with you. Whao's your hovel team-captain?’

"l am," Norm Schein said.

"My card." Eldritch held out a smal white card and reflexivdly Norm Schein resched for it. The
card fluttered through his fingers and came to rest on the sand. At that Eldritch amiled. It was acold,
hollow smile, an implosion, asiif it had drawn back into the man everything nearby, even the thin ar
itsdlf. "Look down at it," Eldritch suggested. Norm Schein bent, and studied the card. "That's right,”
Eldritch said. "I'm here to sign a contract with your group. To deliver to you--"

"Spare us the speech about your ddivering what God only promises,” Norm Schein said. "Just tell
usthe price."

"About onetenth that of the competitor's product. And much more effective; you don't even
require alayout." Eldritch seemed to be talking directly to Barney; his gaze, however, could not be
plotted because of the dructure of the lens apertures. "Are you enjoying it here on Mars, Mr.
Mayerson?"'

"It'sgreat fun," Barney sad.

Eldritch sad, "Last night when Allen Faine descended from his dull little satdllite to meet with you
... what did you discuss?'

Rigidly, Barney sad, "Busness” He thought quickly, but not quite quickly enough; the next
guestion was dready blaring from the spesker.

"So you do Hill work for Leo. In fact it was ddiberately arranged to send you here to Mars in
advance of our firg digtribution of Chew-Z. Why? Have you some idea of blocking it? There was no
propaganda in your luggage, no lesflets or other printed matter beyond ordinary books. A rumor,
perhaps. Word of mouth. Chew-Z is--what, Mr. Mayerson? Dangerous to the habitua user?'

"l don't know. I'm waiting to try some of it. And see.”

"Were dl waiting," Fran Schein sad; she carried in her aims a load of truffle skins, clearly for
immediate payment. "Can you make a delivery right now, or do we have to kegp on waiting?'

"| can ddliver your firg dlocation,” Eldritch said.

A port of the ship snapped open. From it popped asmall jet-tractor; it sped toward them. A yard
away it hadted and gected a carton wrapped in familiar plain brown paper; the carton lay at their feet
and then at last Norm Schein bent and picked it up. It was not a phantasm. Cautioudy Norm tore
the wrappings off.

"Chew-Z," Mary Regan said bresthlesdy. "Oh, what alot! How much, Mr. Eldritch?’

"In toto," Eldritch said, "five skins" The tractor extended a smdl drawer, then, precisdly the sze
to receive the skins.

After anintervd of haggling the hoveigts came to an arrangement; the five skins were deposited in
the drawer--at once it was withdrawn and the tractor swiveled and zipped back to the mother ship.
Pdmer Eldritch, insubstantid and gray and large, remained. He gppeared to be enjoying himsdlf,
Barney decided. It did not bother him to know that Leo Bulero had something up his deeve; Eldritch
thrived on this.



The redlization depressed him and he waked, aone, to the meager cleared place which was
eventudly to be his garden. His back to the hovdists and Eldritch, he activated an autonomic unit; it
began to wheeze and hum; sand disgppeared into it as it sucked noidly, having difficulty. He
wondered how long it would continue functioning. And what one did here on Marsto obtain repairs.
Perhaps one gave up; maybe there were no repairs.

From behind Barney, PaAmer Eldritch's voice came. "Now, Mr. Mayerson, you can begin to
chew away for the rest of your life."

He turned, involuntarily, because this was not a phantasm; the man had finaly come forth. "That's
right he sad. "And nothing could delight me more” He continued, then, tinkering with the
autonomic scoop. "Where do you go to get equipment fixed on Mars?' he asked Eldritch. "Does the
UN take care of that?"

Eldritch sad, "How would | know?"

A portion of the autonomic scoop broke loose in Barney's hands, he hdd it, weighed it. The
piece, shaped like atire iron, was heavy and he thought, 1 could kill him with this. Right here, in this
gpot. Wouldn't that solve it? No toxin to produce grand mal saizures, no litigation . . . but thered be
retaliation from them. I'd outlive Eldritch by only afew hours.

But--isn't it dill worth it?

He turned. And then it happened so swiftly that he had no vaid concept of it, not even an
accurate perception. From the parked ship alaser beam reached forth and he felt the intense impact
as it touched the meta section in his hands. At the same time Pamer Eldritch danced back, lithely,
bounding upward in the dight Martian gravity; like a baloon--Barney stared but did not believe--he
floated off, grinning with his huge sted teeth, waggling his artificid arm, hislank body dowly roteting.
Then, as if reded in by a transparent line, he progressed in a jerky sine-wave motion toward the
ship. All a once he was gone. The nose of the ship clamped shut after him; Eldritch wasinsde. Safe.

"Why'd he do that?' Norm Schein said, eaten with curiogty, where he and the other hovdigts
stood. "What in God's name went on, there?"

Barney sad nothing; shakily he st the remains of the metd piece down. They were adhlike
remnants only, brittle and dry; they crumbled away as they touched the ground.

"They got into a hasde" Tod Morris sad. "Mayerson and Eldritch; they didn't hit it off, not one
bit."

"Anyhow," Norm said, "we got the Chew-Z. Mayerson, you better stay away from Eldritch in the
future; let me handle the transaction. If | had known that because you were an employee of Leo
Bulero--"

"Former," Barney sad reflexively, and resumed his tinkering with the defective autonomic scoop.
He hed falled in hisfird try a killing PAmer Eldritch. Would he ever have a chance again?

Had heredly had a chance just now?

The answer to both, he decided, was no.

Late that afternoon the hovelists of Chicken Pox Prospects gathered to chew. The mood was one
of tensgon and solemnity; scarcely anything was sad as the bindles of Chew-Z, one by one, were
unwrapped and passed around.

"Ugh," Fran Schein said, making aface. "It tastes awful."

"Taste, schmnaste” Norm said impatiently. He chewed, then. "Like a decayed mushroom; you
sure areright." Stoicaly, he swalowed, and continued chewing. "Gak," he said, and retched.



"To be doing this without a layout--" Helen Morris said. "Where will we go, just anywhere? I'm
scared,” she said dl at once. "Will we be together? Are you positive of that, Norm?"

"Who cares" Sam Regan sad, chewing.

"Watch me" Barney Mayerson sad.

They glanced a him with curiogty; something in his tone made them do as he said.

"l put the Chew-Z in my mouth,” Barney said, and did so. "You see me doing it. Right?' He
chewed. "Now I'm chewing it." His heart |abored. God, he thought. Can | go through with this?

"Yeah, we see you," Tod Morris agreed, nodding. "So what? | mean, are you going to blow up
or float off like Eldritch or something?' He, too, began on his bindle, then. They were dl chewing, dl
seven of them, Barney redized. He shut his eyes.

The next he knew, his wife was bending over him.

"l said,” she said, "do you want a second Manhattan or not? Because if you do | have to request
the refrig for more cracked ice."

"Emily," he sad.

"Yes, dear," she sad tartly. "Whenever you say my name like that | know you're about to launch
in on one of your lectures. What is it thistime?' She seated hersdf on the arm of the couch opposite
him, smoothing her kirt; it was the striking blue-and-white hand-printed Mexican wraparound that
he had gotten her a Christmas. "I'm ready,” she said.

"No--lecture” he said. Am | redly that way? he asked himsdf. Always delivering tirades?
Groggily, he rose to his fedt; he fdt dizzy and he steadied himsdlf by holding onto the nearby pole
lamp.

Eyeing him, Emily sad, "Y ou're blammed.”

Blammed. He hadn't heard that term since college; it was long out of syle, and naturdly Emily
dill used it. "The word,” he said as distinctly as possible, "is now fnugled. Can you remember that?
Fnugled." He waked ungteadily to the sdeboard in the kitchen where the liquor was.

"Fnugled,” Emily said and sighed. She looked sad; he noticed that and wondered why. "Barney,"
she sad, then, "don't drink so much, okay? Cdl it blammed or fnugled or anything you want, it's il
the same. | guessit's my fault; you drink so much because I'm so inadequate.” She wiped briefly with
her knuckle & her right eye, an annoying, familiar, tic-like mation.

"It's not that you're so inadequate,” he said. "It's just that | have high standards.” | was taught to
expect alot from others, he said to himself. To expect they'd be as reputable and stable as | am, and
not doppily emationd al the time, nat in control of themselves.

But an artit, he redized. Or rather so-cdled artist. Bohemian. That's closer to it. The artidtic life
without the talent. He began fixing himsalf a fresh drink, this one bourbon and water, without ice; he
poured directly from the bottle of Old Crow, ignoring the shot glass.

"When you pour that way," Emily sad, "I know you're angry and were in for it. And | just hate
it

"So then leave" he sad.

"Goddam you," Emily sad. "l don't want to leave!l Couldn't you just--" She gestured with
hopeless futility. "Be a little nicer, more charitable or something? Learn to overlook . . ." Her voice
sank; dmogt inaudibly she sad, "My shortcomings.”

"But," he said, "they can't be overlooked. 1'd like to. You think | want to live with someone who
can't finish anything they start or accomplish anything socidly? For ingance when--aw, the hdl with
it." What was the use? Emily couldn't be reformed; she was purely and smply a dob. Her idea of a
well-spent day was to walow and putter and fool with a mess of greasy, excretion-like paints or
bury her armsfor hours on end in agreat crock of wet gray clay. And meanwhile--.



Time was escaping from them. And dl the world, including dl of Mr. Bulero's employees,
epecidly his Pre-Fash consultants, grew and augmented themsdves, bloomed into maturity. I'll
never be the New York Pre-Fash consultant, he said to himsdf. I'll ways be stuck here in Detroit
where nothing, absolutdly nothing new originates.

If he could snare the podition of New Y ork Pre-Fash consultant--my life would mean something,
he redized. I'd be happy because I'd be doing a job that made full use of my ability. What the hell
elsewould | need? Nothing dse; that's all I ask.

"I'm going out," he said to Emily and set down his glass; going to the closet, he got his cot.

"Will you be back before | go to bed?' Mournfully, she followed him to the door of the conapt,
here in building 11139584--counting outward from downtown New Y ork--where they had lived
two years, now.

"Well see,”" he said, and opened the door.

In the hdlway stood a figure, a tal gray man with bulging sted teeth, dead pupiless eyes, and a
gleaming artificid hand extended from his right deeve. The man sad, "Hello, Mayerson.” He amiled,
the stedl teeth shone.

"Pdmer Eldritch," Barney said. He turned to Emily. "Y ou've seen his pics in the homeopapes, he's
that incredibly famous big indudtridist." Naturaly he had recognized Eldritch, and a once. "Did you
want to see me?' he asked hesitantly; it dl had a myserious qudity to it, as if it had al somehow
happened before but in another way.

"Let me tak to your husband a moment,” Eldritch said to Emily in a peculiarly gentle voice;, he
motioned and Barney stepped out into the hall. The door shut behind him; Emily had closed it
obediently. Now Eldritch seemed grim; no longer gentle or smiling he said, "Mayerson, you're using
your time badly. Y ou're doing nothing but repeeting the past. What's the use of my sdlling you Chew-
Z? Youre pavearse I've never seen anything like it. I'll give you ten more minutes and then I'm
bringing you back to Chicken Pox Prospects where you belong. So you better figure out very damn
fast what you want and if you understand anything findly."

"What the hell" Barney sad, "is Chew-Z7?"'

The artificid hand lifted; with enormous force PAmer Eldritch shoved him and he toppled.

"Hey," Baney sad weskly, trying to fight back, to nullify the pressure of the man's immense
strength. "What--"

And then he was flat on his back. His head rang, ached; with difficulty he managed to open his
eyes and focus on the room around him. He was waking up; he had on, he discovered, his pgamas,
but they were unfamiliar: he had never seen them before. Was he in someone elsg's conapt, wearing
their clothes? Some other man . . .

In panic he examined the bed, the covers. Besde him--

He saw an unfamiliar girl who dept on, breething lightly through her mouth, her hair a tumble of
cotton-like white, shoulders bare and smooth.

"I'm late," he said, and his voice came out distorted and husky, dmaost unrecognizable.

"No you're not," the girl murmured, eyes ill shut. "Relax. We can get in to work from here in--"
She yawned and opened her eyes. "Fifteen minutes.” She smiled at him; his discomfort amused her.
"You dways say that, every morning. Go see about coffee. I've got to have coffee.”

"Sure," he said, and scrambled out of bed.

"Mr. Rabbit," the girl said mockingly. "You're so scared. Scared about me, about your job--and
aways running."

"My God," hesad. "I've turned my back on everything."

"What everything?'
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"Emily." He stared at the girl, Roni Something-or-other, a her bedroom. "Now I've got nothing,"”
he said.

"Oh fing" Roni said with embittered sarcasm. "Now maybe | can say some nice things to you, to
make you fed good.”

Hesad, "And | did it just now. Not years ago. Just before PAmer Eldritch camein.”

"How could Palmer Eldritch 'comein? HeE's in a hospital bed out in the Jupiter or Saturn areg; the
UN took him there after they pried him from the wreck of his ship." Her tone was scornful, and yet
there was anote of curiosity init.

"Pamer Eldritch appeared to me just now," he said, doggedly. He thought, 7 have to get back to
Emily. Sliding, stooping, he grabbed up his clothes, sumbled with them to the bathroom, and
dammed the door behind him. Rapidly he shaved, changed, emerged, and said to the girl, who 4ill
lay in bed, "I haveto go. Don't be sore a me; | haveto doiit.”

A moment later, without having had breskfast, he was descending to the ground-leve floor and
after that he stood under the antithermal shield, searching up and down for a cab.

The cab, afine, shiny new modd, whipped him in dmaost no time to Emily's conapt building; in a
blur he paid it, hurried ingde, and in a matter of seconds was ascending. It seemed as if no time had
pasd, as if time had ceased and everything waited, frozen, for him; he was in a world of fixed
objects, the sole moving thing.

At her door he rang the buzzer.

The door opened and a man stood there. "Yes?' The man was dark, reasonably good-looking,
with heavy eyebrows and carefully combed, somewhat curly hair; he held the morning 'pape in one
hand--behind him Barney saw atable of breskfast dishes.

Barney said, "Y ou're--Richard Hnatt."

"Yes." Puzzled, he regarded Barney intently. "Do | know you?"

Emily appeared, wearing a gray turtle-neck sweater and stained jeans. "Good heavens. It's
Barney," she said to Hnatt. "My former. Come in." She held the door wide open for him and he
entered the gpt. She seemed pleased to see him.

"Glad to meet you," Hnétt said in a neutra tone, starting to extend his hand and then changing his
mind. "Coffee?"

"Thanks" Barney seated himsdlf at the breskfast table at an unset place. "Ligen,” he said to
Emily; he couldn't wait: it had to be said now even with Hnatt present. "1 made a mistake in divorcing
you. I'd like to remarry you. Go back on the old basis."

Emily, in away which he remembered, laughed with delight; she was overcome and she went off
to get him a cup and saucer, unable to answer. He wondered if she would ever answer; it was easer
for her--it gppealed to the lazy dob in her--just to laugh. Chrigt, he thought and stared straight ahead,
fixedly.

Across from him Hnatt seated himsdf and said, "We're married. Did you suppose we were just
living together?" His face was dark but he seemed in control of himsdif.

Barney said, spesking to Emily and not to Hnatt, "Marriages can be broken. Will you remarry
me?' He rose and took a few hestant stepsin her direction; at that moment she turned and, calmly,
handed him his cup and saucer.

"Oh no," she sad, dill amiling; her eyes poured over with light, that of compasson. She
understood how he fdit, that this was not an impulse only. But the answer was till no, and, he knew,
it would aways be; her mind was not even made up--there was, to her, smply no redlity to which he
was referring. He thought, | cut her down, once, cut her off, lopped her, with thorough knowledge of
what | was doing, and this is the result; | am seeing the bread as they say which was cast on the
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water drifting back to choke me, water-soaked bread that will lodge in my throat, never to be
swallowed or disgorged, either one. It's precisdy what | deserve, he said to himsdlf; | made this
gtuation.

Returning to the kitchen table he numbly seaeted himsdlf, sat as she filled his cup; he stared at her
hands. Once these were my wife's, he said to himself. And | gave it up. Self-destruction; | wanted to
see mysdf die. That's the only possble satisfactory explanation. Or was | that stupid? No; stupidity
wouldn't encompass such an enormity, so complete awillful--

Emily sad, "How are things, Barney?'

"Oh hell, just plain great." His voice shook.

"l hear you're living with a very pretty little redheed,” Emily said. She seated hersdf a her own
place, and resumed her med.

"That's over," Barney said. "Forgotten.”

"Who, then?' Her tone was conversationd. Passing the time of day with me asif | were an old pa
or perhaps a neighbor from another gpt in this building, he thought. Madnesst How can she--can
she--fed like this? Impossible. It's an act, burying something deeper.

Aloud he said, "You're afraid that if you get mixed up with me again I'll--toss you out again. Once
burned, twice warned. But | won't; I'll never do anything like that again.”

In her placid, conversationd voice Emily said, "I'm sorry you fed so bad, Barney. Aren't you
seeing an andyst? Somebody said they saw you carrying a psychiatric suitcase around with you."

"Dr. Smile" he said, remembering. Probably he had left him at Roni Fugate's apt. "1 need help,”
he sad to Emily. Isn't there any way-- He broke off. Can't the past be dtered? he asked himsdlf.
Evidently not. Cause and effect work in only one direction, and change is red. So what's gone is
gone and | might as well get out of here. He rose to his feet. "I must be out of my mind,” he said to
both her and Richard Hnatt. "I'm sorry; I'm only half awake--this morning I'm disoriented. It Started
when | woke up."

"Drink your coffee, why don't you?' Hnatit suggested. "How about some bear's claw to go with
it?" The darkness had left hisface; he, like Emily, was now tranquil, uninvolved.

Baney said, "l don't understand it. PAmer Eldritch said to come here Or had he? Something
like that; he was certain of it. "Thiswas supposed to work out, | thought,” he said, helplesdy.

Hnatt and Emily glanced at each other.

"Eldritch isin ahogpitd somewhere--" Emily began.

"Something's gone wrong,” Barney said. "Eldritch must have logt contral. | better find him; he can
explanit to me" And he fdt panic, mercury-swift, fluid, pervasive panic; it filled him to his fingertips.
"Goodbye," he managed to say, and started toward the door, groping for escape.

From behind him Richard Hnatt said, "Wait."

Barney turned. At the breskfast table Emily sat with a fixed, faint smile on her face, Spping her
coffee, and across from her Hnatt sat facing Barney. Hnatt had one artificia hand, with which he held
his fork, and when he lifted a bite of egg to his mouth Barney saw huge, jutting stainless sted teeth.
And Hnatt was gray, hollowed out, with dead eyes, and much larger than before; he seemed to fill
the room with his presence. But it was sill Hnatt. | don't get it, Barney said, and stood at the door,
not leaving the apt and not returning; he did as Hnatt suggested: he waited. Isn't this something like
Pamer Eldritch? he asked himsdf. In pics . . . he has an atificid limb and sted teeth and Jensen
eyes, but thiswas not Eldritch.

"It's only fair to tell you," Hnatt said matter-of-factly, "that Emily is a lot fonder of you than what
she says suggests. | know because she's told me. Many times" He glanced a Emily, then. "You're a
duty type. You fed it's the mord thing to do at this point, to suppress your emotions toward Barney;



it's what you've been doing al aong anyhow. But forget your duty. You can't build a marriage on it;
there has to be spontaneity there. Evenif you fed it'swrong to--" He made a gesture. "Wadll, let's say
deny me . . . dill, you should face your fedings honestly and not cover them with a sef-sacrificing
facade. That's what you did with Barney here; you let him kick you out because you thought it was
your duty not to interfere with his career." He added, "Y ou're gill behaving that way and it's dill a
mistake. Be true to yoursdf." And, dl a once, he grinned a Barney, grinned--and one dead eye
flicked off, asif in amechanical wink.

It was Pmer Eldritch now. Completdly.

Emily, however, did not gppear to notice; her smile had faded and she looked confused, upset,
and increasingly furious. "Y ou make me so damn angry,” she said to her husband. "I said how | fed
and I'm not a hypocrite. And | don't like to be accused of being one."

Across from her the sested man said, "You have only one life. If you want to live it with Barney
instead of me--"

"l don't." Sheglared & him.

"I'm going," Barney said; he opened the hdl door. It was hopeless.

"Wait." PAmer Eldritch rose, and sauntered after him. "I'll walk downgtairs with you."

Together the two of them trudged down the hall toward the steps.

"Don't give up,” Eldritch sad. "Remember: thisis only the initid time you've made use of Chew-Z;
you'l have other times later. Y ou can keep chipping avay until eventudly you get it."

Barney sad, "What the hell is Chew-Z7"

From close beside him a girl's voice was repegting, "Barney Mayerson. Come on." He was being
shaken; he blinked, squinted. Knedling, her hand on his shoulder, was Anne Hawthorne. "What was
it like? | stopped by and | couldn't find anyone around; then | ran across dl of you here in acircle,
completely passed out. What if | had been aUN officid?"

"You woke me" he sad to Anne, redizing what she had done he fdt massve, resentful
disappointment. However, the trandation for the time being was over and that was that. But he
experienced the craving within him, the yearning. To do it again, and as soon as possible. Everything
else was unimportant, even the girl besde him and his inert very quiet fellow-hovelists dumped here
and there.

"It was that good?' Anne said perceptively. She touched her coat. "He visited our hovel, too; |
bought. That man with the strange teeth and eyes, that gray, big man."

"Eldritch. Or a smulacrum of him." His joints ached, as if he had been stting doubled up for
hours, and yet, examining his watch, he saw that only a few seconds, a minute a the most, had
passed. "Eldritch is everywhere," he said to Anne. "Give me your Chew-Z," he said to her.

"No."

He shrugged, concedling his disgppointment, the acute, physical impact of deprivation. Well,
Pdmer Eldritch would be returning; he surdy knew the effects of his product. Possbly even later
today.

"Tel me about it," Anne said.

Barney said, "It'san illusory world in which Eldritch holds the key positions as god; he givesyou a
chance to do what you can't really ever do--reconstruct the past as it ought to have been. But even
for himitshard. Takestime." He was slent, then; he sat rubbing his aching forehead.

"Y ou mean he can't--and you can't--just wave your arms and get what you want? Asyou canin a
dream?"



"It's absolutely not like a dream.” It was worse, he redized. More like being in hell, he thought.
Yes, that's the way hel must be: recurrent and unyielding. But Eldritch thought in time, with sufficient
patience and effort, it could be changed.

"If you go back--" Anne began.

"If." He dared a her. "I've got to go back. | wasn't able to accomplish anything this time."
Hundreds of times, he thought. It might take that. "Listen. For God's sake give me that Chew-Z
bindle you've got there. | know | can convince her. I've got Eldritch himsdf on my side, plugging
away. Right now she's mad, and | took her by surprise-" He became slent; he stared a Anne
Hawthorne. There's something wrong, he thought. Because--

Anne had one artificid am and hand; the plastic and meta fingers were only inches from him and
he could discern them clearly. And when he looked up into her face he saw the hollowness, the
emptiness as vadt as the intersystem space out of which Eldritch had emerged. The dead eyes, filled
with space beyond the known, visted worlds.

"You can have more later,” Anne said cadmly. "One sesson a day is enough.” She smiled.
"Otherwise you'd run out of skins, you wouldn't be able to afford any more, and then what the hell
would you do?'

Her smile glinted, the shiny opulence of Stainless sted.

The other hoveligts, on al sides of him, groaned into wakefulness, recovering by dow, anguished
dages, they sat up, mumbled, and tried to orient themsalves. Anne had gone somewhere. By himsdlf
he managed to get to hisfeet. Coffee, he thought. I'll bet she'sfixing coffee.

"Wow," Norm Schein said.

"Whered you go?' Tod Morris demanded, thick-tongued; blearily he too stood, then asssted his
wife Hdlen. "'l was back in my teens, in high school, when | was on my first complete date--first, you
get me, successful one, you follow?' He glanced nervoudy a Helen, then.

Mary Regan sad, "It's much better than Can-D. Infinitely. Oh, if | could tdl you what | was
doing--" She giggled sdf-conscioudy. "l just can't, though." Her face shone hot and red.

Going off to his own compartment Barney Mayerson locked the door, and got out the tube of
toxin that Allen Faine had given him; he held it in his hand, thinking, Now is the time. But--are we
back? Did | see nothing more than aresdud view of Eldritch, superimposed on Anne? Or perhaps it
had been genuine ingght, perception of the actud, of their unqualified Stuation; not just his but al of
theirstogether.

If S0 it was not the time to receive the toxin. Ingtinct offered him that point of observetion.

Nevertheless he unscrewed the lid of the tube.

A tiny, fral voice, emanaing from the opened tube, piped, "You're being watched, Mayerson.
And if you're up to some kind of tactic well be required to step in. You will be severdly redtricted.
Sorry."

He put the lid back on the tube, and screwed it tight with shaking fingers. And the tube had been-
-empty!

"What isit?" Anne said, gppearing; she had been in the kitchen of his compartment; she wore an
gpron which she had discovered somewhere. "What's that?' she asked, seeing the tube in his hand.

"Escape,” he grated. "From this"

"From exactly what?' Her norma appearance had reasserted itself; nothing now was amiss. "You
look postively sick, Barney; you redly do. Isit an after-effect of the Chew-Z7"



"A hangover." Is PAmer Eldritch actudly ingde this? he wondered, examining the closed tube; he
revolved it in the palm of hishand. "Is there any way to contact the Faines sadllite?’

"Oh, | imagine s0. Y ou probably just put in avidcal or whatever their means of --"

"Go ask Norm Schein to make the contact for me," he said.

Obligingly, Anne departed; the compartment door shut after her.

At once he dug the code book which Faine had presented him from its hiding place benegth the
kitchen stove. Thiswould have to be encoded.

The pages of the code book were blank.

Then it won't go in code, he said to himsdlf, and that's that. I'll have to do the best | can and let it
go, however unsatisfactory.

The door swung open; Anne gppeared and said, "Mr. Schein is placing the cdl for you. They
request particular tunes al the time, he says.”

He followed her down the corridor and into a cramped little room where Norm sat a a
transmitter; as Barney entered he turned his head and said, "1've got Charlotte--will that do?"

"Allen," Barney sad.

"Okay." Presently Norm said, "Now I've got OlI' Eggplant Al. Here." He handed the microphone
to Barney. On the tiny screen Allen Faine's face, jovid and professional, appeared. "A new citizen to
talk to you," Norm explained, reclutching the microphone briefly. "Barney Mayerson, meet haf of the
team that keeps us dive and sane here on Mars" To himsdf he muttered, "God, have | got a
headache. Excuse me." He vacated the chair at the transmitter and disgppeared totteringly down the
hall.

"Mr. Faine" Baney said carefully, "I was spesking with Mr. Pamer Eldritch earlier today. He
mentioned the conversation that you and | had. He was aware of it S0 asfar as| can see there€'s no--

Coldly, Allen Faine said, "What conversation?'

For an interva Barney was dlent. "Evidently they had an infrared camera going,” he continued at
last. "Probably in a satdllite that was making its pass. However, the contents of our conversation, it
would appesr, is still not--"

"Youreanut," Faine sad. "l don't know you; | never had any conversation with you. Wdl, man,
have you a request or not?' His face was impassve, oblique with detachment, and it did not seem
smulated.

"You don't know who | an?' Barney said, unblievingly.

Fane cut the connection a his end and the tiny vidscreen fused over, now showing only
emptiness, the void. Barney shut off the tranamitter. He felt nothing. Apathy. He walked past Anne
and out into the corridor; there he halted, got out his package--was it the last?--of Terran cigarettes,
and lit up, thinking, What Eldritch did to Leo on Luna or Sigma 14-B or wherever hel's done to me,
too. And eventualy hell snare us dl. Jugt like this. Isolated. The commund world is gone. At least
for me; he began with me.

And, he thought, I'm supposed to fight back with an empty tube that once may or may not have
contained arare, expensive, brain-disorganizing toxin--but which now contains only Palmer Eldritch,
and not even dl of him. Jugt hisvoice.

The match burned hisfingers. Heignored it.



ELEVEN

Referring to his bundle of notes Felix Blau stated, "Fifteen hours ago a UN-agpproved Chew-Z-
owned ship landed on Mars and digtributed its initid bindlesto the hovels in the Fineburg Crescent.”

Leo Bulero leaned toward the screen, folded his hands, and said, "Including Chicken Pox
Prospects?"

Briefly, Felix nodded.

"By now," Leo sad, "he should have consumed the dose of thet brain-rotting filth and we should
have heard from him viathe sadllite system.”

"I fully redize that."

"William C. Clarkeis till standing by?* Clarke was P. P. Layout's top legal man on Mars.

"Yes" Feix said, "but Mayerson hasn't contacted him either; he hasn't contacted anybody." He
shoved hisdocuments aside. "That is dl, absolutely dl, | have at this point.”

"Maybe he died," Leo sad. He fdt morose; the whole thing depressed him. "Maybe he had such
asevere convulsion that--"

"But then wed have heard, because one of the three UN hospitals on Mars would have been
notified.”

"Where is Pdmer Eldritch?'

"No one in my organization knows," Felix said. "He left Luna and disgppeared. We smply lost
him."

"I'd give my right arm,” Leo said, "to know what's going on down in that hove, that Chicken Pox
Prospects where Barney is."

"Go to Mars yoursdlf."

"Oh no," Leo said a once. "I'm not leaving P. P. Layouts, not after what happened to me on
Luna. Can't you get a man in there from your organization who can report directly to us?"

"We have that girl, that Anne Hawthorne. But she hasn't checked in either. Maybe I'll go to Mars.
If you're not.”

"I'm not," Leo repeated.

Fdix Blau sad, "It'l cost you."

"Sure" Leo sad. "And I'll pay. But a leest well have some sort of chance; | mean, as it Sands
weve got nothing." And were finished, he said to himsdlf. "Just bill me" he said.

"But do you have any idea what it would cost you if | died, if they got me there on Mars? My
organization would--"

"Mease” Leo sad. "l don't want to tak about that; what is Mars, a graveyard that Eldritch is
digging? Eldritch probably ate Barney Mayerson. Okay, you go; you show up a Chicken Pox
Progpects." He rang off.

Behind him Roni Fugeate, his acting New Y ork Pre-Fash consultant, sat intently listening. Taking it
dl in, Leo sad to himsdf.

"Did you get agood earful?" he demanded roughly.

Roni said, "Y ou're doing the same thing to him that he did to you."

"Who? What?'

"Barney was afraid to follow you when you disappeared on Luna. Now you're afraid--"

"It's just not wise. All right,” he said. "I'm too goddam scared of Pamer to set foot outside this
building; of course I'm not going to Mars and what you say is absolutely true.”

"But no one" Roni said softly, "is going to fire you. The way you did Barney."

"I'm firing mysdf. Indgde. It hurts
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"But not enough to make you go to Mars."

"All right!" Savagely he sngpped the vidsat back on again and dided Fdix Blau. "Blau, | take it al
back. I'm going mysdf. Althoughit'sinsane.”

"Frankly," Fdix Blau sad, "in my opinion youre doing exactly what Pdmer Eldritch wants. All
guestions of bravery versus--"

"Eldritch's power works through that drug,” Leo said. "As long as he can't administer any to me
I'mfine. I'll take afew company guards adong to watch that I'm not dipped an injection like lagt time.
Hey, Blau. You dill come dong; okay?' He siwung to face Roni. "Isthat dl right?'

"Yes" She nodded.

"See? She says it's okay. So will you come aong with me to Mars and you know, hold my
hand?'

"Sure, Leo," Feix Blau said. "And if you faint I'll fan you back to consciousness. I'll meet you at
your office in-" He examined his wriswatch. "Two hours. Well map out detalls. Have a fagt ship
ready. And I'll bring a couple of men aong | have confidence in, too."

"That's it," Leo said to Roni as he broke the connection. "Look what you got me to do. You
seized Barney's job and if | don't get back from Mars maybe you can nail down my job, too." He
glared a her. Women can get a man to do anything, he redlized. Mother, wife, even employee; they
twist uslike hot little bits of thermopladtic.

Roni sad, "Isthat redly why | said it, Mr. Bulero? Do you redly believe that?'

He took agood, long, hard look at her. "Y es. Because you're insatiably ambitious. | redly believe
that."

"You're wrong."

"If 1 don't come back from Mars will you come after me?' He waited but she did not answer; he
saw hestation on her face, and a that he loudly laughed. "Of course not," he said.

Stonily, Roni Fugate said, "I must get back to my office; | have new flatware to judge. Modern
patterns from Capetown." Rising, she departed; he watched her go, thinking, She's the real one. Not
Pamer Eldritch. If | do get back I've got to find some method of quietly dumping her. | don't like to
be manipulated.

Pdmer Eldritch, he thought suddenly, gopeared in the form of a amdl girl, a little child--not to
mention later on when he was that dog. Maybe there is no Roni Fugate; maybe it's Eldritch.

The thought chilled him.

What we have here, he redized, is not an invason of Earth by Proxmen, beings from another
sysem. Not an invason by the legions of a pseudo human race. No. It's PAmer Eldritch who's
everywhere, growing and growing like a mad weed. Is there a point where hell burst, grow too
much? All the manifestations of Eldritch, dl over Terra and Luna and Mars, PAmer puffing up and
bursting--pop, pop, POP! Like Shakespeare says, some damn thing about sticking a mere pin in
through the armor, and goodbye king.

But, he thought, what in this case is the pin? And is there an open spot into which we can thrust
it? 1 don't know and Fdlix doesn't know and Barney; I'll make book that he doesn't have the foggiest
idea of how to cope with Eldritch. Kidngp Zoe, the man's dderly, ugly daughter? Pamer wouldn't
care. Unless PAmer is also Zoe, maybe there is no Zoe, independent of him. And that's the way well
al wind up unless we figure out how to destroy him, he redized. Replicas, extensons of the man,
inhabiting three planets and sx moons. The man's a protoplasm, spreading and reproducing and
dividing, and dl through that damn lichen-derived non-Terran drug, that horrible, miserable Chew-Z.

Once more at the vidset he dided Allen Faine's satellite. Presently, a trifle insubstantid and weak
but nevertheess there, the face of his prime disc jockey appeared. "Yes, Mr. Bulero."



"Y ou're positive Mayerson hasn't contacted you? He's got the code book, hasn't he?”

"Got the book, but ill nothing from him. Weve been monitoring every transmisson from
Chicken Pox Prospects. We saw Eldritch's ship land near the hove--that was hours ago--and we
saw Eldritch get out and go up to the hovelists, and dthough our cameras didn't pick thisup I'm sure
the transaction was consummated at that ingtant." Faine added, "And Barney Mayerson was one of
the hovelists who met Eldritch at the surface.”

"I believe | know what happened,” Leo said. "Okay, thanks, Al." He rang off. Barney went below
with the Chew-Z, he redlized. And right away they al sat down and chewed; that was the end, just
as it was for me on Luna. Our tactics required that Barney chew away, Leo redized, and so we
played right into Palmer's dirty, semi-mechanica hands, once he had the drug in Barney's systlem we
were through. Because Eldritch somehow controls each of the hdlucinatory worlds induced by the
drug; | know it--know it!--that the skunk isin dl of them.

The fantasy world that Chew-Z induces, he thought, are in Pamer Eldritch's zead. As| found out
persondly.

And the trouble is, he thought, that once you get into one of them you can't quite scramble back
out; it stays with you, even when you think you're free. It's a one-way gate, and for al | know I'm
dill init now.

However that did not seem likely. And yet, he thought, it shows how afraid | am--as Roni Fugate
pointed out. Afraid enough to (I'll admit it) abandon Barney there like he abandoned me. And
Barney was using his precog ability, so he had foresght, dmost to the point where it was like whét |
have now, like hindaght. He knew in advance what | had to learn by experience. No wonder he
balked.

Who gets sacrificed? Leo asked himsdf. Me, Barney, Felix Blau--which of us gets melted down
for PAmer to guzzle? Because that's what we are potentidly for him: food to be consumed. It's an
ord thing that arrived back from the Prox system, a great mouth, open to receive us.

But PAmer's not a cannibal. Because | know he's not human; that's not a man there in that Palmer
Eldritch skin.

But what it was he had no concept at adl. So much could happen in the vast expanses between
Sol and Proxima, either going or coming. Maybe it happened, he thought, when Pamer was going;
maybe he ate the Proxmen during those ten years, cleaned the plate there, and so then came back to
us. Ugh. He shivered.

Well, he thought, two more hours of independent life, plus the time it takes to travel to Mars.
Maybe ten hours of private existence, and then--swalowed. And dl over Mars that hideous drug is
being didtributed; think, picture, the numbers confined to Pamer's illusory worlds, his nets that he
casts. What do those Buddhigts in the UN like Hepburn-Gilbert cdl it? Maya The vel of illuson.
Sheoat, he thought dismally, and reached to snap on his intercom in order to requisition a fast ship
for the flight. And | want a good pilot, he remembered; too many autonomic landings of late have
been failures: | don't intend to be splattered dl over the countryside--especialy that countryside.

To Miss Gleason he said, "Who's the best interplan pilot we have?!

"Don Davis" Miss Gleason said promptly. "He has a perfect record in--you know. His flights
from Venus" She did not refer explicitly to ther Can-D enterprise; even the intercom might be
tapped.

Ten minutes later the travel arrangements had dl been made.

Leo Bulero leaned back in his chair, lit a large green Havana-leaf claro cigar which had been
housed in a helium-filled humidor, probably for years. . . the cigar, as he bit the end off, seemed dry
and brittle; it cracked under the pressure of his teeth and he felt disgppointment. It had appeared so
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right to it.

His office door opened. Miss Gleason, the ship-requisition papersin her hands, entered.

The hand which held the papers was atificid; he made out the glint of undisguised metal and at
once he raised his head to scrutinize her face, the ret of her. Neanderthal teeth, he thought; that's
what those giant stainless sted molars look like. Reversion, two hundred thousand years back;
revolting. And the luxvid or vidlux or whatever they were eyes, without pupils, only dits. Jensen Labs
of Chicago's product, anyhow.

"Goddam you, Eldritch," he sad.

"I'm your pilot, too,” Pamer Eldritch, from within the shgpe of Miss Gleason, said. "And | was
thinking of greeting you when you land. But that's too much, too soon."

"Give me the papersto Sgn,” Leo said, reaching out.

Surprised, PAmer Eldritch said, "You ill intend to make the trip to Mars?' He looked decidedly
taken aback.

"Yes" Leo sad, and waited patiently for the requisition papers.

Once you've taken Chew-Z you're delivered over. At least that's how dogmatic, devout, fanatical
Anne Hawthorne would phrase it. Like sn, Barney Mayerson thought; it's the condition of davery.
Like the Fall. And the temptation is Smilar.

But what's missing here is away by which we can be freed. Would we have to go to Prox to find
it? Even there it may not exist. Not in the universe anywhere,

Anne Hawthorne gppeared at the door of the hovd's transmitter room. "Are you dl right?"

"Sure," Barney said. ™Y ou know, we got oursalvesinto this. No one made us chew Chew-Z." He
dropped his cigarette to the floor and erased its life with the toe of his boot. "And you won't give me
your bindle" he said. But it was not Anne denying it to him. 1t was Palmer Eldritch, operating through
her, holding back.

Even 50, | can takeit from her, he redized.

"Stop," she sad. Or rather it said.

"Hey," Norm Schein yelled from the transmitter room, jumping to his feet, amazed. "What are you
doing, Mayerson? Let her--"

The drong atificia arm struck him; the metal fingers clawed and it was dmost enough; they pried
a his neck, knowingly, dert to the spot where death could most effectively be administered. But he
had the bindle and that was it; he let the cregture go.

"Don't takeit, Barney," she said quietly. "It's just too soon after the first dose. Please.”

Without answering he started off, toward his own compartment.

"Will you do one thing for me?' she cdled after him. "Divideit in hdf, let me takeit with you. So |
can be aong.”

"Why?' he sad.

"Maybe | can help you by being there.”

Barney sad, "l can make it on my own." If | can reach Emily before the divorce, before Richard
Hnatt shows up--as | firg did, he thought. That's the only place | have any red chance. Again and
agan, he thought. Try! Until I'm successful.

He locked the door.

As he devoured the Chew-Z he thought about Leo Bulero. You got away. Probably because
Pamer Eldritch was wegker than you. Is that it? Or was Eldritch smply paying out the line, letting
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you dangle? You could come here and stop me; now, though, there's no sopping. Even Eldritch
warned me, spesking through Anne Hawthorne; it was too much even for him, and now what? Have
| gone so far that I've plunged to the bottom out of even Ais Sight? Where even PAmer Eldritch can't
go, where nothing exigts.

And of course, he thought, | can't get back up.

His head ached and he shut his eyes involuntarily. It was asif his brain, dive and frightened, hed
physcdly dirred; he felt it tremble. Altered metabolism, he redized. Shock. I'm sorry, he said to
himsdlf, gpologizing to his somatic part. Okay?

"Help," he said, doud.

"Aw, hep--my ass" aman's voice grated. "What do you want me to do, hold your hand? Open
your eyes or get out of here. That period you spent on Mars, it ruined you and I'm fed up. Come
on!"

"Shut up,” Barney sad. "I'm sick; | went too far. You mean dl you can do is bawl me out?' He
opened his eyes, and faced Leo Bulero, who sat at his big, littered oak desk. "Listen,” Barney said.
"I'm on Chew-Z; | can't gop it. If you can't hep me then I'm finished." His legs bent as if mdting as
he made hisway to anearby chair and seated himsdif.

Regarding him thoughtfully, smoking a cigar, Leo said, "Y ou're on Chew-Z now?" He scowled.
"As of two years ago--"

"It's banned?'

"Yeah. Banned. My God. | don't know if it's worth my talking to you; what are you, some kind of
phantasm from the pagt?'

"You heard what | said; / said I'm on it." He clenched hisfigs.

"Okay, okay." Leo puffed masses of heavy gray smoke, agitatedly. "Don't get excited. Hell, |
went ahead and saw the future, too, and it didnt kill me. And anyhow, for chrissakes, youre a
precog--you ought to be used to it. Anyhow--" He leaned back in his chair, swiveled about, then
cros=d hislegs. "'l saw this monument, see? Guess to who. To me." He eyed Barney, then shrugged.

Barney sad, "l have nothing to gain, nothing at dl, from this time period. | want my wife back. |
want Emily." He felt enraged, upsurging bitterness. The bile of disgppointmen.

"Emily." Leo Bulero nodded. Then, into his intercom, he said, "Miss Gleason, please don't let
anything bother us for awhile”" He again turned his atention to Barney, surveying him acutely. "That
felow Hnatt--is that his name?--got hauled in by the UN police dong with the rest of the Eldritch
organization; see, Hnatt had this contract that he sgned with Eldritch's business agent. Well, they
gave him the choice of a prison sentence--okay, | admit it's unfar, but don't blame me--or
emigrating. He emigrated.”

"What about her?"

"With that pot business of hers? How the hell could she conduct it from a hovel undernesth the
Martian desert? Naturaly she dumped the dumb jerk. Well so seeif you had waited--"

Barney sad, "Are you redly Leo Bulero? Or are you Pdmer Eldritch? And this is to make me
fed even worse--isthat it?'

Raising an eyebrow, Leo sad, "Pamer Eldritch is dead.”

"But thisisn't red; thisis a drug-induced fantasy. Trandation."

"The hdl it isnt red.” Leo glared a him. "What does that make me, then? Listen.” He pointed his
finger angrily a Barney. "There's nothing unred about me; you're the one who's a goddam phantasm,
like you said, out of the past. | mean, you've got the Stuation completely backward. Y ou hear this?'
He banged on the surface of his desk with al the strength in his hands. "The sound redity makes.
And | say that your ex-wife and Hnait are divorced; | know because she sdls her pots to us for
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minning. In fact she was in Roni Fugate's office lagt Thursday." Grumpily, he smoked his cigar, Hill
glaring a Barney.

"Then dl | haveto do," Barney sad, "islook her up." It was as Smple asthat.

"Ohyeah," Leo agreed, nodding. "But just one thing. What are you going to do with Roni Fugeate?
Y ou're living with her in thisworld that you seem to like to imagine as unred.”

Astounded, Barney said, "After two years?"

"And Emily knows it because snce she's been sdlling her pots to us through Roni the two of them
have become buddies; they tdll each other their secrets. Look at it from Emily's viewpoint. If she lets
you come back to her Roni'll probably stop accepting her pots for minning. It'sarisk, and | bet Em
won't want to takeit. | mean, we give Roni absolute say-so, like you had in your time."

Barney said, "Emily would never put her career ahead of her own life.”

"You did. Maybe Em learned from you, got the message. And anyhow, even without that Hnait
guy, why would Emily want to go back to you? She's leading a very successtul life, with her career;
she's planet-famous and she's got skin after skin sdted away . . . you want the truth? She's got al the
men she wants. Any darn time. Em doesn't need you; face it, Barney. Anyhow, what's lacking about
Roni? Frankly | wouldn't mind--"

| think you' re PAmer Eldritch, Barney said.

"Me?' Leo tapped his chest. "Barney, | killed Eldritch; that's why they put up that monument to
me." His voice was low and quiet but he had flushed deep red. "Do | have sainless sted teeth? |
have an artificid am?" Leo lifted up both his hands. "Wdl? And my eyes-"

Barney moved toward the door of the office.

"Where are you going?' Leo demanded.

"I know," Barney said as he opened the door, "that if | can see Emily even for just afew minutes-

"No you can't, fdla" Leo sad. He shook his heed, firmly.

Waiting in the corridor for the elevator Barney thought, Maybe it redlly was Leo. And maybe it's
true.

So | can't succeed without Palmer Eldritch.

Anne was right; | should have given hdf the bindle back to her and then we could have tried this
together. Anne, Pamer . . . it's dl the same, it's dl him, the creator. That's who and whét he is, he
redized. The owner of these worlds. The rest of us just inhabit them and when he wants to he can
inhabit them, too. Can kick over the scenery, manifes himsdlf, push things in any direction he
chooses. Even be any of us he cares to. All of us, in fact, if he dedres. Eternd, outsde of time and
spliced together segments of dl other dimensions . . . ke can even enter a world in which he's
dead.

Palmer Eldritch had gone to Prox a man and returned a god.

Aloud, as he sood waiting for the devator, Barney sad, "Pdmer Eldritch, hdp me. Get my wife
back for me." He looked around; no one was present to overhear him.

The devator arrived. The doors did asde. Ingde the eevator waited four men and two women,
Slently.

All of them were PAmer Eldritch. Men and women dike: atificid arm, ainless sed teeth . . . the
gaunt, hollowed-out gray face with Jensen eyes.

Virtudly in unison, but not quite, asif competing with each other for first chance to utter it, the Six
people said, "You're not going to be able to get back to your own world from here, Mayerson;
you've gone too far, this time, taken a massve overdose. As | warned .you when you snatched it
away from me at Chicken Pox Prospects.”
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"Can't you hdp me?' Barney said. "I've got to get her back.”

"You don't undergtand,” the PaAmer Eldritches dl said, collectively shaking their heads; it was the
same motion that Leo had just now made, and the same firm no. "As was pointed out to you: since
this is your future you're aready established here. So there's no place for you; that's a matter of
ample logic. Who'm | supposed to snare Emily for? You? Or the legitimate Barney Mayerson who
lived naturdly up to thistime? And don't think he hasn't tried to get Emily back. Don't you suppose--
and obvioudy you haven't--that as the Hnatts plit up he made his move? | did what | could for
him, then; it was quite afew months ago, just after Richard Hnatt was shipped to Mars, kicking and
protesting the whole way. Persondly | don't blame Hnatt; it was a dirty ded, al engineered by Leo,
of course. And look a yoursdf." The six Pamer Eldritches gestured contemptuoudy. "You're a
phantasm, as Leo said; | can see through you, literdly. I'll tell you in more accurate terminology what
you are." From the six the cam, dispassionate statement came, then. ™Y ou're aghost.”

Barney stared at them and they stared back placidly, unmoved.

"Try building your life on that premise" the Eldritches continued. "Wdll, you got what St. Paul
promises, as Anne Hawthorne was blabbing about; you're no longer clothed in a perishable, fleshly
body--you've put on an ethered body in its place. How do you like it, Mayerson?' Their tone was
mocking, but compassion showed on the Six faces; it showed in the weird, ditted mechanica eyes of
each of them. "You can't die; you don't eat or drink or bregthe ar . . . you can, if you wish, pass
directly through wals, in fact through any materid object you care to. Youll learn that, in time,
Evidently on the road to Damascus Paul experienced a vison rdating to this phenomenon. That and
a lot more beddes”" The Eldritches added, "I'm inclined, as you can see, to be somewhat
sympathetic to the Early- and Neo-Chrigian point of view, such as Anne holds. It assgts in
explaining agreet ded."

Barney said, "What about you, Eldritch? You're deed, killed two years ago by Leo." And |
know, he thought, that you're suffering what | am; the same process must have overtaken you,
somewhere dong the route. Y ou gave yoursdf an overdose of Chew-Z and now for you there's no
return to your own time and world, ether.

"That monument,” the sx Eldritches said, murmuring together like araitling, far-off wind, "is highly
inaccurate. A ship of mine had a running gun-beattle with one of Leo's, just off Venus; | was aboard,
or supposed to be aboard, ours. Leo was aboard his. He and | had just held a conference together
with Hepburn-Gilbert on Venus and on the way back to Terra Leo took the opportunity to jump our
ship. It's on that premise that the monument was erected--due to Leo's astute economic pressure,
goplied in dl the proper political bodies. He got himsdlf into the history books once and for dl.”

Two persons, a well-dressed executive-type young man and a girl who was possibly a secretary,
grolled down the hdl; they glanced curioudy a Barney and then a the 9x creatures within the
elevator.

The creatures ceased to be PAmer Eldritch; the change took place before him. All a once they
were sSx individud, ordinary men and women. Utterly heterogeneous.

Barney walked away from the devator. For a measurdess interval he roamed the corridors and
then, by ramp, descended to ground level where the P. P. Layouts directory was Stuated. There,
reading it, he located his own name and office number. Ironicdly--and this bordered on being just
too much--he held the title he had tried to pry by force out of Leo not o long ago; he was listed as
Pre-Fash Supervisor, clearly outranking every individua consultant. So again, if he had only waited--

Beyond doubt Leo had managed to bring him back from Mars. Rescued him from the world of
the hovel. And thisimplied agreat ded.
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The planned litigation--or some substitute tactic--had succeeded. Would, rather. And perhaps
soon.

The mig of hdlucination cast up by Pdmer Eldritch, the fisheeman of human souls was
enormoudy effective, but not perfect. Not in the long run. So had he stopped consuming Chew-Z
after theinitial dose--

Perhaps Anne Hawthorne's possession of a bindle had been deliberate. A means of maneuvering
him into taking it once again and very quickly. If so, her protests had been spurious; she had intended
that he seize it, and, like a beast in a superior maze, he had scrambled for the glimpsed way out.
Manipulated by PAmer Eldritch through every inch of the way.

And there was no path back.

If he was to believe Eldritch, spesking through Leo. Through his congregetion everywhere. But
that was the key word, if.

By devator he ascended to the floor of his own office.

When he opened the office door the man seated at the desk raised his head and said, "Close that
thing. We don't have alot of time"" The man, and it was himsdf, rose; Barney scrutinized him and
then, reflexively, shut the door as indructed. "Thanks," his future saif said, icily. "And stop worrying
about getting back to your own time; you will. Most of what Eldritch did--or does, if you prefer to
regard it that way--conssts of manufacturing surface changes. he makes things appear the way he
wants, but that doesn't mean they are. Follow me?'

"I'll--take your word for it."

His future sdf sad, "l redize tha's easy for me to say, now; Eldritch gill shows up from time to
time, sometimes even publicly, but | know and everyone ese right down to the most ignorant readers
of the lowest level of 'papes know that it's nothing but a phantasm; the actud man isin a grave on
Sigma 14-B and that's verified. You're in a different spot. For you the actuad Pamer Eldritch could
enter a any minute; what would be actud for you would be a phantasm for me, and the same is
going to be true when you get back to Mars. Youll be encountering a genuine living PAmer Eldritch
and | don't frankly envy you."

Barney said, "Just tell me how to get back.”

"Y ou don't care about Emily any more?"

"I'm scared.” And he fdt his own gaze, the perception and comprehension of the future, sear him.
"Okay," he blurted, "what am | supposed to do, pretend otherwise to impress you? Anyhow you'd
know."

"Where Eldritch has the advantage over everyone and anyone who's consumed Chew-Z is that
recovery from the drug is excessively retarded and gradud; it's a series of levels, each progressively
less an induced illuson and more compounded of authentic redity. Sometimes the process takes
years. This is why the UN beaedly banned it and turned againgt Eldritch; Hepburn-Gilbert initialy
gpproved it because he honestly believed that it aided the user to penetrate to concrete redity, and
then it became obvious to everyone who used it or witnessed it being used that it did exactly the--"

"Then | never recovered from my first dose.”

"Right; you never got back to clear-cut redlity. As you would have if you had abstained another
twenty-four hours. Those phantasms of Eldritch, imposed on norma matter, would have faded away
entirdy; you would have been free. But Eldritch got you to accept that second, stronger dose; he
knew you had been sent to Mars to operate againgt him, dthough he didn't have any idea in what
way. He was afraid of you."
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It sounded strange to hear that; it did not ring right. Eldritch, with dl he had done and could do--
but Eldritch had seen the monument of the future; he knew that somehow, in some manner, they
were going to kill him &fter all.

The door of the office abruptly opened.

Roni Fugate looked in and saw the two of them; she said nothing--she smply stared, open-
mouthed. And then at last murmured, "A phantasm. | think it's the one standing, the one nearest me."
Shakily, she entered the office, shutting the door after her.

"That'sright," hisfuture slf said, scrutinizing her sharply. ™Y ou can test it out by putting your hand
intoit."

She did so; Barney Mayerson saw her hand pass into his body and disappear. "l've seen
phantasms before" she said, withdrawing her hand; now she was more composed. "But never of
you, dear. Everyone who consumed that abomination became a phantasm a one time or another,
but recently they've become less frequent to us. At one time, about a year ago, you saw them every
time you turned around.” She added, "Hepburn-Gilbert findly saw one of himsdf; just what he
deserved.”

"You redize" his future self said to Roni, "that he's under the domination of Eldritch, even though
to us the man is dead. So we have to work cautioudy. Eldritch can begin to affect his perception at
any time, and when that happens helll have no choice but to react accordingly.”

Speaking to Barney, Roni said, "What can we do for you?"

"He wants to get back to Mars" his future sdf said. "They've got an enormoudy complicated
scheme screwed together to destroy Eldritch via the interplan courts; it involves him taking an lonian
epilepsygenic, KY-7. Or can't you remember back to that?'

"But it never got into the courts" Roni said. "Eldritch settled. They dropped litigation.”

"We can transport you to Mars" his future self said to Barney, "in a P. P. Layouts ship. But that
won't accomplish anything because Eldritch will not only follow you and be with you on the trip; hell
be there to greet you-- a favorite outdoor sport of his. Never forget that a phantasm can go
anywhere; it's not bounded by time or space. That's what makes it a phantasm, that and the fact that
it has no metabolism, at least not as we understand the word. Oddly, however, it is affected by
gravity. There have been a number of studies lately on the subject; anyhow not much is yet known."
Meaningfully he finished, "Especidly on the subtopic, How does one return a phantasm to its own
gpace and time--exorcise it."

Barney said, "Youre anxious to get rid of me?' He felt cold.

"That's right," his future sdf said camly. "Just as anxious as you are to get back; you know now
you made a mistake, you know that--" He glanced a Roni and immediately ceased. He did not
intend to refer to the topic of Emily in front of her.

"They've made some attempts with high-voltage, low-amperage eectroshock,” Roni said. "And
with magnetic fidds. Columbia Universty has-"

"The best work so far," his future sdf said, "is in the physics department at Cal, out on the West
Coad. The phantasm is bombarded by Beta particles which disintegrate the essentia protein basis
for--"

"Okay," Barney sad. "I'll leave you done. I'll go to the physics department at Ca and see what
they can do." He fet utterly defeated; he had been abandoned even by himsdf, the ultimate, he
thought with impotent, wild fury. Chrigt!

"That's strange," Roni said.

"What's strange?" his future salf said, tipping his chair back, folding his arms and regarding her.
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"Your saying that about Cd," Roni sad. "As far as | know they've never done any work with
phantasms out there." To Barney she said quietly, "Ask to see both his hands."

Barney said, "Your hands." But aready the cregping adteration in the seated man had begun, in the
jaw especidly, the idiosyncratic bulge which he recognized so eeslly. "Forget it," he said thickly; he
fdt dizzy.

His future self said mockingly, "God helps those who help themsdves, Mayerson. Do you redly
think it's going to do any good to go knocking al around trying to dream up someone to take pity on
you? Hdll, 7 pity you; | told you not to consume that second bindle. I'd release you from this if |
knew how, and I know more about the drug than anyone ese dive."

"What's going to happen to him?* Roni asked his future sdlf, which was no longer his future sdf;
the metamorphosis was complete and Pamer Eldritch sat tilted back at the desk, tal and gray,
rocking dightly in the whedled chair, a grest mass of timeless cobwebs shaped, amost as a cavdier
gesture, in quasi-human form. "My good God, is he just going to wander around here forever?"

"Good quegtion,” Palmer Eldritch said gravely. "l wish | knew; for mysdlf aswel ashim. I'minita
lot degper than he, remember.” Addressing Barney he said, "You grasp the point, don't you, that it
isn't necessary for you to assume your normal Gestalt; you can be a stone or atree or a jet-hopper
or asection of antithermd roofing. I've been dl those things and alot more. If you become inanimate,
an old log for instance, you're no longer conscious of the passage of time. It's an interesting possible
solution for someone who wants to escape his phantasmic existence. | don't.” His voice was low.
"Because for me, returning to my own space and time means degth, at Leo Bulero's ingtigation. On
the contrary; | can live on only in this sate. But with you--" He gestured, smiling faintly. "Be arock,
Mayerson. Last it out, however long it is before the drug wears off. Ten years, a century. A million
years. Or be an old fossil bone in a museum.” His gaze was gentle.

After atime Roni sad, "Maybe he'sright, Barney."

Barney waked to the desk, picked up a glass paperweight, and then set it down.

"We can't touch him,” Roni said, "but he can--"

"The ability of phantasms to manipulate materid objects” Pamer Eldritch sad, "makes it dear
thet they are present and not merely projections. Remember the poltergeist phenomenon . . . they
were cgpable of hurling objects dl around the house, but they were incorpored, too."

Mounted on the wall of the office gleamed a plague; it was an award which Emily had received,
three years before his own time, for ceramics she had entered in a show. Hereit was; he dtill kept it.

"I want to be that plaque,” Barney decided. It was made of hardwood, probably mahogany, and
brass; it would endure a long time and in addition he knew that his future salf would never abandon
it. He walked toward the plague, wondering how he ceased being a man and became an object of
brass and wood mounted on an office wall.

Pdmer Eldritch said, "Y ou want my help, Mayerson?"

"Yes" hesad.

Something swept him up; he put out his ams to seady himsdf and then he was diving,
descending an endless tunnd that narrowed--he fdt it squeeze around him, and he knew that he had
migudged. PAmer Eldritch had once more thought rings around him, demonstrated his power over
everyone who used Chew-Z; Eldritch had done something and he could not even tdl what, but
anyhow it was not what he had said. Not what had been promised.

"Goddam you, Eldritch," Barney said, not hearing his voice, hearing nothing; he descended on and
on, weightless, not even a phantasm any longer; gravity had ceased to affect him, so even that was
gone, too.
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Leave me something, Pamer, he thought to himsdlf. Please. A prayer, he redized, which had
aready been turned down; Palmer Eldritch had long ago acted--it was too late and it dways had
been. Then I'll go ahead with the litigation, Barney said to himsdlf; I'll find my way back to Mars
somehow, teke the toxin, spend the rest of my life in the interplan courts fighting you--and winning.
Not for Leo and P. P. Layouts but for me.

He heard, then, alaugh. It was Pimer Eldritch's laugh but it was emerging from--

Himsdf.

Looking down at his hands, he distinguished the Ieft one, pink, pale, made of flesh, covered with
skin and tiny, dmogt invisble hair, and then the right one, bright, glowing, spotless in its mechanicd
perfection, a hand infinitely superior to the origina one, long since gone.

Now he knew what had been done to him. A gresat trandation--from his standpoint, anyhow--had
been accomplished, and possibly everything up to now had worked with this end in mind.

It will be me, he redized, that Leo Bulero will kill. Me the monument will present a narration of.

Now | am Pamer Eldritch.

In that case, he thought after a while as the environment surrounding him seemed to solidify and
clear, | wonder how heis making out with Emily.

| hope pretty badly.
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TWELVE

With vadt trailing ams he extended from the Proxima Centaurus system to Terra itsdf, and he
was not human; this was not a man who had returned. And he had great power. He could overcome
desth.

But he was not happy. For the smple reason that he was alone. So he at once tried to make up
for this; he went to alot of trouble to draw others along the route he had followed.

One of them was Barney Mayerson.

"Mayerson,” he sad, conversationdly, "what the hdl have you got to lose? Figure it out for
yoursdlf; you're washed up as it tands--no woman you love, apast you regret. Y ou redize you took
adecisvely wrong course in your life and nobody made you do it. And it can't be repaired. Even if
the future lasts for amillion years it can't restore what you lost by, so to speak, your own hand. You
grasp my reasoning?”’

No answer.

"And you forget one thing," he continued, after waiting. "She's devolved, from that miserable
evolution thergpy that ex-Nazi-type German doctor runs in those clinics. Sure, she--actualy her
husband--was smart enough to discontinue the trestments right away, and she can ill turn out pots
that sdl; she didn't devolve that much. But--you wouldn't like her. Y ou'd know; sheéd be just alittle
more shdlow, a shade dllier. It would not be like the past, even if you got her back; it'd be
changed."

Agan he waited. Thistime there was an answer. "All right!"

"Where would you like to go?" he continued, then. "Mars? I'll bet. Okay, then back to Terra"

Barney Mayerson, not himsdlf, said, "No. | left voluntarily; | was through; the end had come.”

"Okay. Not Terra. Let's see. Hmm." He pondered. "Prox," he said. "Y ou've never seen the Prox
system and the Proxers. I'm a bridge, you know. Between the two systems. They can come here to
the Sol system through me any time they want--and | dlow them. But | haven't adlowed them. But
how they are eager.” He chuckled. "They're practicaly lined up. Like the kiddies Saturday afternoon
movie matinee."

"Méake meinto astone.”

"Why?"

Barney Mayerson said, "So | can't fedl. There's nothing for me anywhere."

"You don't even like being trandated into one homogeneous organism with me?”

No answer.

"You can share my ambitions. I've got plenty of them, big ones-they make Leo's look like dirt.”
Of course, he thought, Leo will kill me not long from now. At least as time is reckoned outside of
trandation. "I'll acquaint you with one. A minor one. Maybe it'l fire you up.”

"| doubt it," Barney sad.

"I'm going to become a planet.”

Barney laughed.

"You think that's funny?' He fdt furious.

"l think you're nuts. Whether you're a man or a thing from intersystem space; you're ill out of
your mind."

"l haven't explained,” he said with dignity, "precisely what | meant when | said that. What | mean
is, I'm going to be everyone on the planet. Y ou know what planet I'm talking about.”

"Terra"

"Hell no. Mars."
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"Why Mars?'

"It's-" He groped for the words. "New. Undeveloped. Full of potentia. I'm going to be al the
colonigs asthey arrive and begin to live there. I'll guide their civilization; I'll be ther cvilization!"

No answer.

"Come on. Say something.”

Barney said, "How come, if you can be so much, including a whole planet, | can't be even that
plague on thewall of my office a P. P. Layouts?'

"Um," he said, disconcerted. "Okay, okay. You can be that plaque; what the hell do | care? Be
anything you want--you took the drug; you're entitled to be trandated into whatever pleases you. It's
not red, of course. That's the truth. I'm letting you in on the innermost secret; it's an hdlucination.
What makes it seem red is that certain prophetic aspects get into the experience, exactly as with
dreams. I've walked into and out of a million of them, these so-called ‘trandation’ worlds; I've seen
them dl. And you know what they are? They're nothing. Like a captive white rat feeding eectric
impulses again and again to specific areas of his brain--its disgusting.”

"l see" Barney Mayerson said.

"Y ou want to wind up in one of them, knowing this?'

After atime Barney said, "Sure.”

"Okay! I'll make you a stone, put you by a seashore; you can lie there and listen to the waves for
a couple of million years. That ought to satisfy you." You dumb jerk, he thought savagdly. A stone!
Chrigt!

"Am | softened or something?' Barney asked, then; in his voice were for the fird time strong
overtones of doubt. "Is this what the Proxers wanted? Is thiswhy you were sent?"

"I wasn't sent. | showed up here on my own. It beeats living out in dead space between hot stars.”
He chuckled. "Certainly you're soft--and you want to be a stone. Listen, Mayerson; being a stone
isn't what you redly want. What you want is deeth.”

"Death?"

"Y ou mean you didn't know?' He was incredulous. "Aw, come on!"

"No. | didn't know."

"It's very smple, Mayerson; I'll give you a trandation world in which you're a rotting corpse of a
run-over dog in some ditch--think of it: what a goddam relief it'll be. Y ou're going to be me; you are
me, and Leo Bulero is going to kill you. That's the dead dog, Mayerson; that's the corpse in the
ditch." And I'll live on, he said to himsdf. That's my gift to you, and remember: in German Gift means
poison. I'll let you die in my place afew months from now and that monument on Sigma 14-B will be
erected but I'll go on, in your living body. When you come back from Marsto work at P. P. Layouts
again youll beme. And 0 | avoid my fate.

It wasso smple.

"Okay, Mayerson," he concluded, weary of the colloquy. "Up and at 'em, as they say. Consider
yourself dumped off; we're not a single organism any more. Weve got didtinct, separate destinies
again, and that's the way you wanted it. You'rein aship of Conner Freeman's leaving Venus and I'm
down in Chicken Pox Prospects; I've got a thriving vegetable garden up top, and | get to shack up
with Anne Hawthorne any time | want--it's a good life, as far as I'm concerned. | hope you like
yours equally well." And, a that ingtant, he emerged.

He stood in the kitchen of his compartment a Chicken Pox Prospects; he was frying himsdlf a
panful of local mushrooms. . . the air smelled of buitter and spices and, in the living room, his portable
tape recorder played a Haydn symphony. Peaceful, he thought with pleasure. Exactly what | want; a
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little peace and quiet. After al, | was used to that, out in intersystem space. He yawned, stretched
with luxury, and said, "I did it."

Seated in the living room, reading a homeopape taken from the news-service emanating from one
of the UN satellites, Anne Hawthorne glanced up and said, "Y ou did what, Barney?'

"Got judt the right amount of seasoning in this"" he said, ill exulting. | an PAmer Eldritch and I'm
here, not there. I'll survive Leo's attack and | know how to enjoy, use, thislife, here, as Barney didn't
or wouldn'.

Let's see how he prefers it when Leo's fighter guns his merchant ship into particles. And he sees
the last of alife bitterly regretted.

In the glare of the overhead light Barney Mayerson blinked. He redlized after a second that he
was on a ship; the room appeared ordinary, a combination bedroom and parlor, but he recognized it
by the bolted-down condition of the furniture. And the gravity was dl wrong; artificidly produced, it
faled to duplicate Earth's.

And there was a view out. Limited, no larger in fact than a comb of bees wax. But il the thick
plastic reveded the emptiness beyond, and he went over to fixedly peer. Sal, blinding, filled a portion
of the panorama and he reflexively reached up to click the black filter into use. And, as he did so, he
percaved his hand. His artificid, metdlic, superbly efficient mechanica hand.

At once he staked from the cabin and down the corridor until he reached the locked control
booth; he rgpped on it with his stedl knuckles and after an interva the heavy reinforced bulkhead
door opened.

"Yes, Mr. Eldritch." The young blond-haired pilot, nodding with respect.

He said, "Send out a message.”

The pilot produced a pen and poised it over his notepad mounted at the rim of the instrument
board. "Who to, sir?'

"To Mr. Leo Bulero."

"To Leo. .. Bulero." The pilot wrote rapidly. "Isthisto be rlayed to Terra, Sr? If so--"

"No. Leoisnear usin hisown ship. Tdl him--" He pondered rapidly.

"Y ou want to talk with him, sr?"

"I don't want him to kill me" he answered. "That's what I'm trying to say. And you with me. And
whoever ese is on this dow trangport, this idiotically huge target.” But it's hopeless, he redlized,
Somebody in Felix Blau's organization, carefully planted on Venus, saw me board this ship; Leo
knows I'm here and that's it.

"Y ou mean business competition is that tough?" the pilot said, taken by surprise; he blanched.

Zoe Eldritch, his daughter in dirndl and fur dippers, appeared. "What isit?'

He sad, "Leo's nearby. He's got an armed ship, by UN permission; we were lured into a trap.
We never should have gone to Venus. Hepburn-Gilbert wasin on it." To the pilot he said, "Just keep
trying to reach him. I'm going back to my cabin." There's nothing | can do here, he said to himsdlf,
and started out.

"Hell," the pilot said, "you tak to him; it's you he's after.” He did from his seat, leaving it pointedly
vacant.

Sghing, Barney Mayerson seated himsdf and clicked on the ship's tranamitter; he set it to the
emergency frequency, lifted the microphone, and said into it, Y ou bastard, Leo. Y ou've got me; you
coaxed me out where you could get a me. You and that damn fleet of yours, dready set up and
operating before | got back from Prox-- you had the head start.” He felt more angry than frightened,
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now. "Weve got nothing on this ship. Absolutely nothing to protect ourselves with--you're shooting
down an unarmed target. This is a cargo carrier.” He paused, trying to think wheat else to say. Tell
him, he thought, that I'm Barney Mayerson and that Eldritch will never be caught and killed because
hell trandate himsdf from life to life forever? And that in actudity you're killing someone you know
and love?

Zoe said, "Say something."

"Leo," he sad into the microphone, "let me go back to Prox. Please" He waited, listening to the
gatic from the receiver's spesker. "Okay," he sad, then. "I take it back. I'll never leave the Sol
system and you can never kill me, even with Hepburn-Gilbert's hep, or whoever it is in the UN
you're operating in conjunction with." To Zoe he said, "How's that? You like that?' He dropped the
microphone with a clatter. "I'm through."

Thefirg bolt of laser energy nearly cut the ship in half.

Barney Mayerson lay on the floor of the control booth, listening to the racket of the emergency air
pumps wheezing into shrill, clacking life. | got what | wanted, he redized. Or at least what Pmer
sad | wanted. I'm getting degth.

Beyond his ship Leo Bulero's UN-modd trim fighter maneuvered for the placing of a second, fina
bolt. He could see, on the pilot's view-screen, the flash of its exhaudts. It was very close indeed.

Lying there he waited to die.

And then Leo Bulero waked across the centrad room of his compartment toward him.

Interested, Anne Hawthorne rose from her chair, said, "So you're Leo Bulero. There're a number
of questions, all pertaining to your product Can-D--"

"l don't produce Can-D," Leo sad. "I emphatically deny that rumor. None of my commercia
enterprisssare in any way illegd. Listen, Barney; did you or did you not consume that--" He lowered
his voice; bending over Barney Mayerson, he whispered hoarsdly. "Y ou know."

"I'll ¢ep outsde," Anne said, perceptively.

"No," Leo grunted. He turned to Fdix Blau, who nodded. "We redize youre one of Blau's
people,” Leo sad to her. Again he prodded Barney Mayerson, irritably. | don't think he took it," he
sad, haf to himsdf. "I'll search him." He began to rummage in Barney's coat pockets and then in his
indde shirt. "Hereit is"" He fished out the tube containing the brain-metabolism toxin. Unscrewing the
cap he peered in. "Unconsumed,” he said to Blau, with massve disgust. "So naturaly Faine heard
nothing from him. He backed out."

Barney said, "l didn't back out." I've been along way, he said to himsdf. Can't you tell? " Chew-
Z" hesad. "Vey fa."

"Y eah, you've been out about two minutes," Leo said with contempt. "We got here just as you
locked yoursdlf in; some fdla-Norm something--let us in with his master key; he's in charge of this
hovd, | guess."

"But remember," Anne said, "the subjective experience with Chew-Z is disconnected to our time-
rate; to him it may have been hours or even days." She looked sympatheticaly in Barney's direction.
"True?'

"| died,” Barney said. He sat up, nauseated. "You killed me.”

There was aremarkable, nonplused silence.

"You mean me?' Felix Blau asked at lagt.

"No," Barney sad. It didn't matter. At least not until the next time he took the drug. Once that
happened the finish would arrive; PAmer Eldritch would be successful, would achieve survivad. And
that was the unbearable part; not his own death--which eventudly would arrive anyhow--but Pamer
Eldritch's putting on immortaity. Grave, he thought; where's your victory over this-thing?
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"I fed insulted," Fdix Blau complained. "I mean, wha's this about someone killing you,
Mayerson? Hell, we roused you out of your coma. And it was a long, difficult trip here and for Mr.
Bulero--my client--in my opinion arisky one; thisis the region where Eldritch operates.” He glanced
about apprehensively. "Get him to take that toxic substance,” he said to Leo, "and then let's get back
to Terra before something terrible happens. | can fed it." He darted toward the door of the
compartment.

Leo sad, "Will you take it, Barney?'

"No," he said.

"Why not?' Weariness. Even patience.

"My life means too much to me." I've decided to hat in my atoning, he thought. At last.

"What happened to you while you were trandated?’

Herose to hisfedt; he bardly madeit.

"He's not going to say," Fdix Blau sad, at the doorway.

Leo sad, "Barney, it's dl we've come up with. I'll get you off Mars; you know that. And Q-type
epilepsy isn't the end of --"

"You're wasting your time" Felix said, and disgppeared out into the hail. He gave Barney one
find envenomed glance. "What a mistake you made, pinning your hopes on this guy.”

Barney said, "He'sright, Leo."

"Youll never get off Mars" Leo sad. "I'll never wangle a passage back to Terra for you. No
matter what happens from here on out.”

"l know it."

"But you don't care. You're going to spend the rest of your life taking that drug.” Leo glared at
him, baffled.

"Never again," Barney sad.

"Then what?"

Barney sad, "I'll live here. As a colonigt. I'll work on my garden up top and whatever ese they
do. Build irrigation systems and like that." He fdt tired and the nausea had not left him. "Sorry," he
said.

"Soam|," Leo sad. "And | don't understand it." He glanced at Anne Hawthorne, saw no answer
there either, shrugged, then walked to the door. There he started to say something more but gave up;
with Fdlix Blau he departed. Barney listened to the sound of them clanking up the steps to the mouth
of the hovel and then finally the sound died away and there was slence. He went to the sink and got
himsdf aglass of water.

After atime Anne sad, 'l understand it.”

"Do you?' The water tasted good; it washed away the last traces of Chew-Z.

"Part of you has become Pamer Eldritch,” she said. "And part of him became you. Neither of you
can ever become completely separated again; you'll dways be--"

"You're out of your mind," he said, leaning with exhaugtion againg the sink, seedying himsdf; his
legs were too wesk, ill.

"Eldritch got what he wanted out of you," Anne said.

"No," he said. "Because | came back too soon. | would have had to be there another five or ten
minutes. When Leo fires his second shot it be PAmer Eldritch there in that ship, not me." And that's
why there is no need for me to derange my brain metabolism in a hasty, crackpot scheme concocted
out of desperation, he said to himself. The man will be dead soon enough . . . or rather it will be.

"l see" Annesad. "And you're sure this glimpse of the future that you had during trandation”
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"It's vdid." Because he was not dependent on wha had been available to him during his
experience with the drug.

In addition he had his own precog ability.

"And Padmer Eldritch knows it's valid, too," he said. "Hell do, is doing, everything possible to get
out of it. But he won't. Can't." Or at leadt, he redlized, it's probable that he can't. But here was the
essence of the future: interlaced possibilities. And long ago he had accepted this, learned how to ded
withit; he intuitively knew which time-line to choose. By that he had held hisjob with Leo.

"But because of this Leo wont pull strings for you,” Anne said. "He redly won't get you back to
Earth; he meant it. Don't you comprehend the seriousness of that? | could tell by the expresson on
hisface; aslong as he lives héll never--"

"Earth," Barney sad, "l've had." He too had meant what he had said, his anticipations for his own
life which lay ahead here on Mars.

If it was good enough for PAmer Eldritch it was good enough for him. Because Eldritch had lived
many lives, there had been a vad, rdliable wisdom contained within the substance of the man or
cregture, whatever it was. The fuson of himsdf with Eldritch during trandation had left a mark on
him, a brand for perpetuity: it was aform of absolute awareness. He wondered, then, if Eldritch hed
gotten anything back from him in exchange. Did | have something worth his knowing? he asked
himsdf. Insights? Moods or memories or values?

Good question. The answer, he decided, was no. Our opponent, something admittedly ugly and
foreign that entered one of our race like an alment during the long voyage between Terraand Prox .
.. and yet it knew much more than | did about the meaning of our finite lives, here it saw in
perspective. From its centuries of vacant drifting as it waited for some kind of life form to pass by
which it could grab and become . . . maybe that's the source of its knowledge: not experience but
unending solitary brooding. And in comparison | knew--had done--nothing.

At the door of the compartment Norm and Fran Schein appeared. "Hey, Mayerson; how was it?
What'd you think of Chew-Z the second time around?' They entered, expectantly awaiting his
answer.

Barney sad, "Itll never sdl.”

Disgppointed, Norm said, "That wasn't my reaction; | liked it, and a lot better than Can-D.
Except--" He hesitated, frowned, and glanced at his wife with a worried expresson. "There was a
creepy presence though, where | was; it sort of marred things." He explained, "Naturally | was back-

Fran interrupted, "Mr. Mayerson looks tired. Y ou can give him the rest of the detalls later.”

Eyeing Barney, Norm Schein said, "You're a strange bird, Barney. You came out of it the first
time and snatched this girl's bindle, here, this Miss Hawthorne, and ran off and locked yoursdlf in
your compartment so you could take it, and now you say--" He shrugged philosophicaly. "Well,
maybe you just got too much in your craw dl a once. Y ou weren't moderate, man. Me, | intend to
try it again. Carefully, of course. Not like you." Reassuring himself he said loudly, "I mean it; | liked
the stuff."

"Except," Barney said, "for the presence that was there with you."

"I fdt it, too," Fran said quietly. "I'm not going to try it again. I'm--afraid of it. Whatever it was."
She shivered and moved closer to her husband; automatically, from long habit, he put his arm around
her waist.

Barney sad, "Don't be afraid of it. It'sjust trying to live, like the rest of usare.”

"But it was so--" Fran began.
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"Anything that old," Barney said, "would have to seem unpleasant to us. We have no conception
of age to that dimension. That enormity.”

"You tak like you know what it was" Norm said.

| know, Barney thought. Because as Anne said, part of it's here ingde me. And it will, until it dies
afew months from now, retain its portion of me incorporated within its own structure. So when Leo
killsit, he redlized, it will be abad ingant for me. | wonder how it will fed. .

"That thing," he said, goesking to them dl, especidly to Norm Schein and his wife, "has a name
which you'd recognize if | told it to you. Although it would never cal itsdf that. Were the ones
who've titled it. From experience, a a distance, over thousands of years. But sooner or later we
were bound to be confronted by it. Without the distance. Or the years."

Anne Hawthorne said, "Y ou mean God."

It did not seem to him necessary to answer, beyond a dight nod.

"But--evil?" Fran Schein whispered.

"An aspect,” Barney said. "Our experience of it. Nothing more” Or didn't | make you see that
dready? he asked himsdlf. Should | tdll you how it tried to help me, in its own way? And yet--how
fettered it was, too, by the forces of fate, which seem to transcend all that live, including it as much as
oursalves.

"Gee whiz," Norm said, the corners of his mouth turning down in dmost tearful disgppointment;
he looked, for amoment, like a cheated smdl boy.
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THIRTEEN

Later, when his legs had ceased collapsing under him, he took Anne Hawthorne to the surface
and showed her the beginnings of his garden.

"You know," Anne said, "it takes courage to let people down.

"You mean Leo?' He knew what she meant; there was no dispute about what he had just now
doneto Leo and to Felix Blau and the whole P. P. Layouts and Can-D organization. "Leo's agrown
man," he pointed out. "Hell get over it. Hell recognize that he has to handle Eldritch himsdf and he
will." And, he thought, the litigation againg Eldritch would not have accomplished that much; my
precog ability tells me that, too.

"Beets" Anne said. She had seated hersdlf on the fender of an autonomic tractor and was
examining packages of seeds. "l hate beets. So please don't plant any, even mutant ones that are
green, tdl, arid skinny and taste like last year's plastic doorknob.”

"Were you thinking," he sad, "of coming hereto live?'

"No." Furtively, she inspected the homeodtatic control box of the tractor, and picked at the
frayed, partidly incinerated insulation of one of its power cables. "But | expect to have dinner with
your group every oncein awhile; you're the closest neighbor we have. Such asyou are.

"Ligen," he sad, "that decayed ruin that you inhabit--" He broke off. Identity, he thought; I'm
dready acquiring it in terms of this substandard commund dwedling that could use fifty years of
congtant, detailed repair work by experts. "My hovel," he said to her, "can lick your hovd. Any day
of the week."

"What about Sunday? Can you do it twice, then?"

"Sunday,” he said, "were not dlowed to. We read the Scriptures.”

"Don' joke about it," Anne said quietly.

"l wasn't." And he hadn't been, not at dl.

"What you said earlier about Plmer Eldritch--"

Barney said, "l only wanted to tell you one thing. Maybe two a the most. Fird, that he--you
know what | refer to--redly exidts, redly isthere. Although not like we've thought and not like weve
experienced him up to now--not like well perhaps ever be able to. And second--" He hesitated.

"Say it

"He cant help us very much,” Barney said. "Some, maybe. But he stands with empty, open
hands; he understands, he wants to help. Hetries, but . . . it'sjust not that smple. Don't ask me why.
Maybe even he doesn't know. Maybe it puzzles him, too. Even after dl the time he's had to mull over
it" And dl the time hell have later on, Barney thought, if he gets awvay from Leo Bulero. Human,
one-of-us Leo. Does Leo know what he's up against? And if he did. . . would he try anyhow, keep
on with his schemes?

Leo would. A precog can see something that's foreordained.

Anne sad, "What met Eldritch and entered him, what we're confronting, is a being superior to
oursalves and as you say we cant judge it or make sense out of what it does or wants, it's
mysterious and beyond us. But | know you're wrong, Barney. Something which stlands with empty,
open hands is not God. It's a creature fashioned by something higher than itself, as we were; God
wasn't fashioned and He isn't puzzled.”

"| fet," Barney sad, "about him a presence of the deity. It was there" Especidly in that one
moment, he thought, when Eldritch shoved me, tried to make metry.

"Of course,” Anne agreed. "I thought you understood about thet; He's here insde each of us and
in a higher life form such as were taking aout He would certainly be even more manifest. But--let
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metdl you my cat joke. It's very short and smple. A hogtess is giving a dinner party and shes got a
lovely five-pound T-bone steek Stting on the sdeboard in the kitchen waiting to be cooked while she
chats with the guests in the living room--has a few drinks and whatnot. But then she excuses hersdf
to go into the kitchen to cook the steak--and it's gone. And there's the family cat, in the corner,
sedately washing its face

"The cat got the stesk," Barney said.

"Did it? The guests are called in; they argue about it. The steak is gone, dl five pounds of it; there
Sts the cat, looking well-fed and cheerful. 'Weigh the cat,’ someone says. They've had afew drinks;
it looks like a good idea. So they go into the bathroom and weigh the cat on the scades. It reads
exactly five pounds. They al perceive this reading and one guest says, 'Okay, thet's it. There's the
seak.' They're satisfied that they know what happened, now; they've got empirica proof. Then a
quam comes to one of them and he says, puzzled, '‘But where's the cat?"

"I heard that joke before," Barney said. "And anyhow | don't seeits gpplication.”

Anne said, "That joke poses the finest didtillation of the problem of ontology ever invented. If you
ponder it long enough--"

"Hell," he said angrily, "it's five pounds of cat; it's nonsense--there's no stegk if the scale shows
five pounds.”

"Remember the wine and the wafer,” Anne said quietly.

He stared a her. The ideg, for a moment, seemed to come through.

"Yes," shesad. "The cat was not the steak. But--the cat might be a manifestation which the steak
was taking at that moment. The key word happens to be is. Don't tdl us, Barney, that whatever
entered PaAmer Eldritch is God, because you don't know that much about Him; no one can. But that
living entity from intersystem space may, like us, be shaped in His image. A way He sdected of
showing Himsdf to us. If the map is not the territory, the pot is not the potter. SO don't talk
ontology, Barney; don't say is" She amiled a him hopefully, to see if he understood.

"Someday," Barney said, "we may worship at that monument.” Not the deed by Leo Bulero, he
thought; as admirable as it was-will be, more accuratey--that won't be our object. No, well al of
us, asaculture, do as| dready am tending toward: well invest it wanly, pitifully, with our conception
of infinite powers. And well be right in a sense because those powers are there. But as Anne says,
astoits actua nature--

"l can see you want to be done with your garden,” Anne said. "I think I'll start back to my hovd.
Good luck. And, Barney--" She reached out, took him by the hand, and held onto him earnestly.
"Never grovd. God, or whatever superior being it is we've encountered--it wouldn't want that and
evenif it did you shouldn't do it." She leaned forward, kissed him, and then started off.

"You think I'm right?' Barney cdlled after her. "Is there any point in trying to sart a garden here?"
Or will we go the familiar way, too . . .

"Don't ask me. I'm no authority.”

"You just care about your spiritua sdvation,” he said savagely.

"| don't even care about that any more," Anne said. "I'm terribly, terribly confused and everything
upsets me, here. Lisgen." She walked back to him, her eyes dark and shaded, without light. "When
you grabbed me, to take that bindle of Chew-Z; you know what | saw? | mean actudly saw, not just
believed.”

"An atificd hand. And adigtortion of my jaw. And my eyes-"

"Yes" she sad tightly. "The mechanicd, ditted eyes. What did it mean?"

Barney sad, "It meant that you were seeing into absolute redity. The essence beyond the mere
gppearance.” In your terminology, he thought, what you saw is cdled--sigmata.
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For an interval she regarded him. "That's the way you redly are?' she said, then, and drew away
from him, with averson manifest on her face. "Why aren't you what you seem? Y ou're not like that
now. | don't understand." She added, tremuloudly, "1 wish | hadn't told that cat joke."

He sad, "l saw the same thing in you, dear. At that indant. You fought me off with fingers
decidedly not those you were born with." And it could so easily dip into place again. The Presence
abides with us, potentidly if not actualy.

"Isit acurse?' Anne asked. "I mean, we have the account of an origind curse of God; is it like
thet al over agan?"

"You ought to be the one who knows, you remember what you saw. All three sigmata-the
deed, atificid hand, the Jensen eyes, and the radicaly deranged jaw.” Symbols of its inhabitation, he
thought. In our midst. But not asked for. Not intentiondly summoned. And--we have no mediating
sacraments through which to protect ourselves, we can't compd it, by our careful, time-honored,
clever, paingaking rituds, to confine itsdf to gpecific ements such as bread and water or bread and
wine. It is out in the open, ranging in every direction. It looks into our eyes; and it looks out of our
eyes.

"Itsaprice” Anne decided. "That we must pay. For our desire to undergo that drug experience
with that Chew-Z. Like the apple origindly." Her tone was shockingly bitter.

"Yes" he agreed, "but | think | dready paid it." Or came within a hair of paying it, he decided.
That thing, which we know only in its Terran body, wanted to subgtitute me at the ingant of its
destruction; ingtead of God dying for man, as we once had, we faced--for a moment-- a superior--
the superior power asking us to perish for it.

Does that make it evil? he wondered. Do | believe the argument | gave Norm Schein? Wdll, it
certainly makes it inferior to what came two thousand years before. It seems to be nothing more or
less than the dedire of, as Anne puts it, an out-of-dust crested organism to perpetuate itself; we dl
have it, we dl would like to see a goat or a lamb cut to pieces and incinerated instead of oursaves.
Oblations have to be made. And we don't care to be them. In fact our entire lives are dedicated to
that one principle. And soisits.

"Goodbye" Anne said. "I'll leave you aone; you can St in the cab of that dredge and dig away to
your heart's content. Maybe when | next see you, therell be a completed water-system instaled
here" She smiled once more a him, briefly, and then hiked off in the direction of her own hovel.

After atime he climbed the steps to the cab of the dredge which he had been using and started
the creaky, sand-impregnated mechanism. It howled mournfully in protest. Happier, he decided, to
reman adeep; this for the machine, was the ear-splitting summons of the last trumpet, and the
dredge was not yet ready.

He had scooped perhaps a hdf mile of irregular ditch, as yet void of water, when he discovered
that an indigenous life form, a Martian something, was staking him. At once he hdted the dredge and
peered into the glare of the cold Martian sun to make it out.

It looked a little like a lean, famished old grandmother on dl fours and he redized that this was
probably the jackal-creature which he had been warned repeatedly about. In any case, whatever it
was, it obvioudy hadn't fed in days, it eyed him ravenoudy, while keeping its distance--and then,
projected telepathicdly, its thoughts reached him. So he wasright. Thiswasiit.

"May | eat you?' it asked. And panted, avidly dack-jawed.
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"Chrigt no," Barney said. He fumbled about in the cab of the dredge for something to use as a
wegpon; his hands closed over a heavy wrench and he displayed it to the Martian predator, letting it
gpesk for him; there lay a great message in the wrench and the way he gripped it.

"Get down off that contraption,” the Martian predator thought, in a mixture of hope and need. "I
can't reach you up there" The last was intended, certainly, to be a private thought, retained in
camera, but somehow it had gotten projected, too. The creature had no finesse. "I'll wait," it
decided. "He hasto get down eventudly.”

Barney swung the dredge around and started it back in the direction of Chicken Pox Prospects.
Groaning, it clanked at a maddeningly dow rate; it gppeared to be falling with each yard. He had the
intuition that it was not going to make it. Maybe the cregture's right, he said to himsdif; it is possble
I'll have to step down and faceiit.

Spared, he thought bitterly, by the enormoudy higher life form that entered Pamer Eldritch that
showed up in our system from out there--and then eaten by this stunted beast. The termination of a
long flight, he thought. A find arriva that even five minutes ago, despite my precog taent, | didnt
anticipate. Maybe | didn't want to . . . as Dr. Smile, if he were here, would triumphantly blegt.

The dredge wheezed, bucked violently, and then, painfully contracting itsdf, curled up; its life
flickered amoment and then it died to a stop.

For atime Barney sat in silence. Placed directly ahead of him the old-grandmother jacka Martian
flesh-eater watched, never taking its eyes from him.

"All right,” Barney said. "Here | come." He hopped from the cab of the dredge, flailing with the
wrench.

The cregture dashed a him.

Almost to him, five feet away, it suddenly squeded, veered, and ran padt, not touching him. He
spun, and watched it go. 'Unclean,” it thought to itsdf; it hdted & a safe distance and fearfully
regarded him, tongue lolling. "Y ou're an unclean thing," it informed him dismdly.

Unclean, Barney thought. How? Why?

"Youjust are" the predator answered. "Look at yoursdlf. | can't eat you; I'd be sck." It remained
where it was, drooping with disappointment and--averson. He had horrified it.

"Maybewere dl unclean to you," he said. "All of usfrom Earth, dien to thisworld. Unfamiliar.”

"Jugt you," it told him flatly. "Look at--ugh!--your right arm, your hand. Theres something
intolerably wrong with you. How can you live with yoursdf? Can't you cleanse yoursdf some way?!

He did not bother to look at his arm and hand; it was unnecessary.

Cdmly, with dl the dignity that he could manage, he walked on, over the loosdy packed sand,
toward his hovel.

That night, as he prepared to go to bed in the cramped bunk provided by his compartment at
Chicken Pox Prospects, someone rapped on his closed door. "Hey, Mayerson. Open up.”

Putting on his robe he opened the door.

"That trading ship is back,” Norm Schein, excited, grabbing him by the lapel of his robe, declared.
"Y ou know, from the Chew-Z people. Y ou got any skins left? If so--"

"If they want to see me" Barney said, disengaging Norm Schein's grip from his robe, "they'll have
to come down here. You tell them that." He shut the door, then.

Norm loudly departed.

He seated himsdlf at the table on which he ate his medls, got a pack--his last--of Terran cigarettes
from the drawer, and lit up; he sat smoking and meditating, hearing above and around his
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compartment the scampering noises of his felow hoveligs. Large-scde mice, he thought. Who have
scented the bait.

The door to his compartment opened. He did not look up; he continued to stare down at the
table surface, at the ashtray and matches and pack of Camels.

"Mr. Mayerson."

Barney sad, "I know what you're going to say."

Entering the compartment, PAmer Eldritch shut the door, seated himsdf across from Barney, and
sad, "Correct, my friend. | let you go just before it happened, before Leo fired the second time. It
was my carefully conddered decison. And I've had a long time to dwel on the meatter; alittle over
three centuries. | won't tell you why."

"I don't carewhy," Barney said. He continued to Stare down.

"Can't you look & me?' PAmer Eldritch said.

"I'm unclean," Barney informed him.

"WHO TOLD YOU THAT?

"An animd out in the desert. And it had never seen me before; it knew it just by coming close to
me." While il five feet away, he thought to himsdf. Which isfairly far.

"Hmm. Maybe its motive--"

"It had no goddam motive. In fact just the opposite-- it was haf-dead from hunger and yearning
to eat me. So it must be true."

"To the primitive mind," Eldritch said, "the unclean and the holy are confused. Merged merely as
taboo. Theritual for them, the--"

"Aw hel,” he sad hitterly. "It's true and you know it. I'm dive, | won't die on that ship, but I'm
defiled."

"By me?

Barney sad, "Make your own guess.”

After a pause Eldritch shrugged and said, "All right. | was cast out from a star system--1 won't
identify it because to you it wouldn't matter--and | took up residence where that wild, get-rich-quick
operator from your system encountered me. And some of that has been passed on to you. But not
much. Youll gradudly, over the years, recover; itll diminish until it's gone. Your fdlow coloniss
won't notice because it's touched them, too; it began as soon as they participated in the chewing of
what we sold them."

"I'd like to know," Barney said, "what you were trying to do when you introduced Chew-Z to our
people.”

"Perpetuate mysdlf,” the creature opposite him said quietly.

He glanced up, then. "A form of reproduction?’

"Yes, theonly way | can.”

With overwhelming averson Barney said, "My God. We would dl have become your children.”

"Don't fret about that now, Mr. Mayerson," it said, and laughed in a human-like, jovia way. "Just
tend your little garden up top, get your water systlem going. Frankly | long for deeth; I'll be glad when
Leo Bulero does what he's dready contemplating . . . he's begun to hatch it, now that you've refused
to take the brain-metabolism toxin. Anyhow, | wish you luck here on Mars; | would have enjoyed it,
mysdlf, but things didn't work out and that's that." Eldritch rose to his fest, then.

"You could revert," Barney said. "Resume the form you were in when Palmer encountered you.
Y ou don't have to be there, inhabiting that body, when Leo opensfire on your ship.”
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"Could I?" Its tone was mocking. "Maybe something worse is waiting for me if | fal to show up
there. But you wouldn't know about that; you're an entity whose life span is rdatively short, and in a
short span theres alot less-" It paused, thinking.

"Dont tel me" Barney said. "I don't want to know."

The next time he looked up, PAmer Eldritch was gone.

He lit another cigarette. What a mess, he thought. This is how we act when finadly we do contact
a long last another sentient race within the gdaxy. And how it behaves, badly as us and in some
respects much worse. And there's nothing to redeem the situation. Not now.

And Leo thought that by going out to confront Eldritch with that tube of toxin we had a chance.
[ronic.

And here | am, without having even consummated the miserable act for the courts benefit,
physicaly, basicaly, unclean.

Maybe Anne can do something for me, he thought suddenly. Maybe there are methods to restore
one to the origina condition--dimly remembered, such as it was-before the late and more acute
contamination set in. He tried to remember but he knew so little about Neo-Chrigtianity. Anyhow it
was worth atry; it suggested there might be hope, and he was going to need that in the years ahead.

After dl, the creature resding in degp space which had taken the form of Pamer Eldritch bore
some relationship to God; if it was not God, as he himsalf had decided, then at least it was a portion
of God's Creation. So some of the responsbility lay on Him. And, it seemed to Barney, He was
probably mature enough to recognize this.

Getting Him to admit it, though. That might be something ese again.

However, it was Hill worth taking to Anne Hawthorne, she might know of techniques for
accomplishing even that.

But he somehow doubted it. Because he held a terrifying insght, smple, easy to think and utter,
which perhaps gpplied to himsdf and those around him, to this Stuation.

There was such athing as savation. But--

Not for everyone.

On the trip back to Terrafrom their unsuccessful misson to Mars, Leo Bulero endlessly nitpicked
and conferred with his colleague, Felix Blau. It was now obvious to both of them what they would
have to do.

"He's dl the time traveling between a master-satellite around Venus and the other planets, plus his
demesne on Lung," Felix pointed out in summation. "And we dl recognize how vulnerable a ship in
goaceis, even asmdl puncture can--" He gestured graphicaly.

"Wed need the UN's cooperation,” Leo said gloomily. Because dl he and his organization were
alowed to possess were Sde ams. Nothing that could be used by one ship against another.

"I've got what may be some interesting data on that,” Felix said, rummaging in his briefcase. "Our
people in the UN reach into Hepburn-Gilbert's office, as you may or may not know. We can't
compel him to do anything, but we can a least discuss it." He produced a document. "Our
Secretary-Generd is worried about the congstent appearance of Pamer Eldritch in every one of the
so-called 'reincarnations that users of Chew-Z experience. He's smart enough to correctly interpret
what that implies. So if it kegps happening undoubtedly we can get more cooperation from him, at
least on a sub rosa basis; for instance--"

Leo brokein, "Fdix, let me ask you something. How long have you had an artificid am?’
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Glancing down, Felix grunted in surprise. And then, staring a Leo Bulero, he said, "So do you,
too. And there's something the matter with your teeth; open your mouth and let's see”

Without answering, Leo got to his feet and went into the men's room of the ship to survey himsdf
in the floor-length mirror.

There was no doubt of it. Even the eyes, too. Resgnedly he returned to his seat besde Felix
Blau. Neither of them said anything for a while; Fdlix rattled his documents mechanicaly--oh God,
Leo thought; /iterally mechanically!--and Leo aternated between watching him and dully staring out
the window at the blackness and stars of interplan space.

Findly Felix sad, "Sort of throwsyou at first, doesnt it?"

"It does," Leo agreed hoarsdly. "I mean, hey Fdix-- what do we do?'

"We accept it," Fdix sad. He was gazing with fixed intendty down the aide at the people in the
other seats. Leo looked and saw, too. The same deformity of the jaw. The same brilliant, unfleshly
right hand, one holding a homeopape, another a book, a third its fingers restlessly tapping. On and
on and on until the termination of the aide and the beginning of the pilot's cabin. In there, too, he
redized. It'sdl of us.

"But | just don't quite get what it means,” Leo complained hdplesdy. "Are we in-—-you know.
Trandated by that foul drug and thisis-" He gestured. "We're both out of our minds, is thet it?"

Fdix Blau sad, "Have you teken Chew-Z7?'

"No. Not since that one intravenous injection on Luna."

"Nether have |,” Felix said. "Ever. So it's oread. Without the use of the drug. He's everywhere,
or rather it's everywhere. But thisis good; thisll decidedly cause Hepburn-Gilbert to reconsder the
UN's stand. Hell have to face exactly what this thing amounts to. | think Palmer Eldritch made a
mistake; he went too far."

"Maybe it couldnt help it," Leo said. Maybe the damn organism was like a protoplasm; it had to
ingest and grow--ingtinctively it spread out farther and farther. Until it's destroyed at the source, Leo
thought. And we're the ones to do it, because I'm personaly Homo sapiens evolvens: I'm the human
of the future right here Stting in this seet now. If'we can get the UN's help.

I'm the Protector, he said to himsdlf, of our race.

He wondered if this blight had reached Terra, yet. A civilization of PAmer Eldritches, gray and
hollow and stooped and immensdy tal, each with his atificid am and eccentric teeth and
mechanicd, ditted eyes. It would not be pleasant. He, the Protector, shrank from the envisoning of
it. And suppose it reaches our minds? he asked himsdlf. Not just the anatomy of the thing but the
mentdity aswdl. . . what would happen to our plansto kill the thing?

Say, | bet this dill isn't red, Leo said to himsdf. | know I'm right and Felix isn't; I'm till under the
influence of that one dose; | never came back out--that's what's the matter. Thinking this he felt relief,
because there was il ared Terra untouched; it was only himsalf that was affected. No matter how
genuine Feix besde him and the ship and the memory of his vist to Mars to see about Barney
Mayerson seemed.

"Hey, Fdix," he sad, nudging him. "You're a figment. Get it? This is a private world of mine. |
can't proveit, naturaly, but--"

"Sorry," Felix sad laconicdly. "Y ou're wrong."

"Aw, come on! Eventudly I'm going to wake up or whatever it is you findly do when that
miserable gaff isout of your sysem. I'm going to keep drinking alot of liquids, you know, flush it out
of my veins” He waved. "Stewardess." He beckoned to her urgently. "Bring us our drinks now.
Bourbon and water for me." He glanced inquiringly at Fdix.
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"The same," Felix murmured. "Except | want alittle ice. But not too much because that way when
it metsthe drink is no good."

The stewardess presently gpproached, tray extended. "Yours is with ice?' she asked Felix; she
was blonde and pretty, with green eyes the texture of good polished stones, and when she bent
forward her articulated, sphericd breasts were partidly exposed. Leo noticed that, liked that;
however, the distortion of her jaw ruined the total impression and he fdlt disappointed, cheated. And
now, he saw, the lovely long-lashed eyes had vanished. Been replaced. He looked away, disgruntled
and depressed, until she had gone. It was going to be especialy hard, he redlized, regarding women;
he did not for instance anticipate with any pleasure the first sght of Roni Fugate.

"You saw?' Fdix sad as he drank his drink.

"Yes, and it proves how quickly weve got to act," Leo said. "As soon as we land in New York
we look up that wily, no-good nitwit Hepburn-Gilbert.”

"Wheat for?" Fdlix Blau asked.

Leo sared & him, then pointed a Fdix's artificid, shiny fingers holding his glass.

"I rather like them now," Fdlix said meditatively.

That'swhat | thought, Leo thought. That's exactly what | was expecting. But | ill have faith | can
get a the thing, if not this week then next. If not this month then sometime. | know it; | know mysdlf
now and what | can do. It's dl up to me. Which is just fine. | saw enough in the future not to ever
give up, even if I'm the only one who doesn't succumb, who's il keeping the old way dive, the pre-
Pamer Eldritch way. It's nothing more than faith in powers implanted in me from the start which |
can--in the end--draw on and beat him with. So in asense it isn't me; it's something in me that even
that thing Pamer Eldritch can't reach and consume because since it's not me it's not mine to lose. |
fed it growing. Withstanding the externd, nonessentid dterations, the am, the eyes, the teeth--it's
not touched by any of these three, the evil, negative trinity of dienation, blurred redity, and despair
that Eldritch brought back with him from Proxima. Or rather from the space in between.

He thought, We have lived thousands of years under one old-time plague dready that's partly
spoiled and destroyed our holiness, and that from a source higher than Eldritch. And if that can't
completely obliterate our spirit, how can this? Is it maybe going to finish the job? If it thinks so--if
Pamer Eldritch believes that's what he arrived here for--he's wrong. Because that power in me that
was implanted without my knowledge--it wasn't even reached by the original ancient blight.
How about that?

My evolved mind tells me dl these things, he thought. Those E Therapy sessons weren't in vain. .
. | may not have lived as long as Eldritch in one sense, but in another sense | have; I've lived a
hundred thousand years, that of my accelerated evolution, and out of it I've become very wise; | got
my money's worth. Nothing could be clearer to me now. And down in the resorts of Antarctica I'll
join the others like mysdf; well be aguild of Protectors. Saving the rest.

"Hey Blau," he sad, poking with his non-atificid ebow the semi-thing besde him. "I'm your
descendant. Eldritch showed up from another space but | came from another time. Got it?"

"Um," Fdix Blau murmured.

"Look a my double-dome, my big forehead; I'm a bubblehead, right? And this rind; it's not just
on top, it'sdl over. Soin my case the therapy redly took. So don't give up yet. Bdievein me."

"Okay, Leo."

"Stick around for a while. Therell be action. | may be looking out a you through a couple of
Jensen luxvid artificid-type eyes but it's sill me insde here. Okay?"

"Okay," Fdix Blau sad. "Anything you sy, Leo."

"Leo? How come you keep caling me 'Leo?"



Siting rigidly upright in his char, supporting himsdf with both hands, Felix Blau regarded him
imploringly. "Think, Leo. For chrissakes think."

"Oh yeah." Sobered, he nodded; he felt chastened. "Sorry. It was just atemporary dip. | know
what you're referring to; | know what you're afraid of. But it didn't mean anything.” He added, "I'll
keep thinking, like you say. | won't forget again." He nodded solemnly, promising.

The ship rushed on, nearer and nearer Earth.
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