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THE GAME- PLAYERS OF TI TAN
by PHILIP K. DI CK (1963)

I T HAD BEEN a bad night, and when he tried to drive hone he had a terrible argument with his
car.

"M. Garden, you are in no condition to drive. Please use the auto-auto nmech and recline in
the rear seat."

Pete Garden sat at the steering tiller and said as distinctly as he coul d manage, "Look,
can drive. One drink, in fact several make you nore alert. So stop fooling around." He punched the
starter button, but nothing happened. "Start, darn it!"

The auto-auto said, "You have not inserted the key."

"Ckay," he said, feeling humliated. Maybe the car was right. Resignedly, he inserted the

key. The engine started up but the controls were still dead. The Rushnmore Effect was still taking
pl ace inside the hood, he knew, it was a losing argunent. "All right, 1'lIl let you drive," he said
with as much dignity as possible. "Since you re so eager. You'll probably louse it all up anyhow,

like you always do when I'm-- not feeling well."

He craw ed into the back seat, threw hinself down, as the car lifted fromthe pavenent and
ski med through the night sky, its signal lights blinking. God, he felt bad. H's head was killing
hi m

H s thoughts turned, as always, back to The Gane.

Way had it gone so badly? Silvanus Angst was responsible. That clown, his brother-in-Ilaw or
rather former brother-in-law. That's right, Pete said to hinself; | have to renmenber. |'m not
married to Freya any nore. Freya and | |ost and so our marriage was dissolved and we're starting
over again with Freya married to O em Gaines and |'mnot married to anybody yet because | haven't
managed to roll a three, yet.

['"lI'l roll a three tonorrow, he told hinmself. And when | do, they'll have to inport a wife for
me; |'ve used themall up in the group.

H's car hummed on, finding its way above the deserted midsection of California, the desolate
| ands of abandoned towns.

"Did you know that?" he asked his car. "That |'ve been nmarried to every wonman in the group
now? And | haven't had any luck, yet, so it nust be ne. R ght?"

The car said, "It's you."

"Even if it were me, it wouldn't be nmy fault; it's the Red Chinese. | hate them" He lay
supi ne, staring up at the stars through the transparent donme of the car. "I love you, though; I|'ve
had you for years. You're never going to wear out.” He felt tears rise up in his eyes. "lIs that
right?"

"I't depends on the preventative naintenance you faithfully follow "

"l wonder what kind of woman they'll inport for ne."

"I wonder," the car echoed.

What ot her group was his group -- Pretty Blue Fox -- in closest contact with? Probably Straw

Man Special, which met in Las Vegas and represented Bi ndnmen from Nevada, Utah and |Idaho. Shutting
his eyes, he tried to renenber what the wonen of Straw Man Speci al | ooked |ike

When | get home to ny apartnent in Berkeley, Pete said to hinself, I'll -- and then he
renenber ed sonet hi ng dr eadf ul

He could not go home to Berkeley. Because he had | ost Berkeley in The Ganme, tonight. Wlt
Rem ngton had won it fromhimby calling his bluff on square thirty-six. That was what had nade it
such a bad night.

"Change course," he said hoarsely to the auto-auto circuit. He still held title deed to nost
of Marin County; he could stay there. "We'll go to San Rafael," he said, sitting up and rubbing
his forehead, groggily.

A mal e voice said, "Ms. Gaines?"

Freya, conbing her short blonde hair before the mrror, did not |ook around; absorbed, she
thought, It sounds like that awful Bill Calum ne

"Do you want a ride hone?" the voice asked, and then Freya realized that it was her new
husband, C em Gai nes. "You are going hone, aren't you?" C em Gaines, |arge and overstuffed, with
bl ue eyes, she thought, |ike broken glass that had been glued there, and glued slightly awy,
strolled across the Gane roomtoward her. It pleased him obviously, to be married to her
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It won't be for long, Freya thought. Unless, she thought suddenly, we have | uck

She continued brushing her hair, paying no attention to him For a worman one hundred and
forty years old, she decided critically, | look all right. But | can't take responsibility for
it... none of us can.

They were preserved, all of them by the absence of sonmething, rather than the presence; in
each of themthe Hynes d and had been renoved at maturity and so for themthe agi ng process was
now i npercepti bl e.

"I like you, Freya," Cemsaid. "You re a refreshing person; you nake it obvious you don't
like nme." He did not seem bothered; oafs |ike Cem Gaines never were. "Let's go somewhere, Freya,
and find out right away if |uckw se you and |--" He broke off, because a vug had cone into the
room

Jean Bl au, putting on her coat, groaned, "Look, it wants to be friendly. They always do." She
backed away fromit.

Her husband, Jack Bl au,, |ooked about for the group's vug-stick. "I'll poke it a couple of
times and it'll go away," he said.
"No," Freya protested. "It's not doing any harm"

"She's right," Silvanus Angst said; he was at the sideboard, preparing hinself a last drink
"Just pour a little salt onit." He giggled.

The vug seenmed to have singled out Clem Gaines. It |ikes you, Freya thought. Maybe you can go
somewhere with it, instead of ne.

But that was not fair to Cem because none of themconsorted with their former adversaries;
it was just not done, despite the efforts by the Titanians to heal the old rift of wartine
dislike. They were a silicon-based |life form rather than carbon-based; their cycle was slow, and
i nvol ved net hane rat her than oxygen as the netabolic catalyst. And they were bisexual... which was
a rather non-B system i ndeed.

"Poke it," Bill Calumine said to Jack Bl au.

Wth the vug-stick, Jack prodded the jelly-like cytoplasmof the vug. "Go home,"” he told it
sharply. He grinned at Bill Calum ne. "Maybe we can have sone fun with it. Let's try to draw it
into conversation. Hey, vuggy. You |ike nake tal k-tal k?"

At once, eagerly, the Titanian's thoughts cane to them addressed to all the humans in the
condomi ni um apartment. "Any pregnancies reported? If so, our nedical facilities are avail able and
we urge you to--"

"Listen, vuggy," Bill Calumne said, "if we have any luck we'll keep it to ourselves. It's
bad luck to tell you; everybody knows that. How come you don't know that?"

"I't knows it," Silvanus Angst said. "It just doesn't like to think about it."

"Well, it's time the vugs faced reality," Jack Blau said. "W don't |like themand that's it.
Cone on," he said to his wife. "Let's go hone." Inpatiently, he waved Jean toward him

The various nenbers of the group filed out of the roomand down the front steps of the
building to their parked cars. Freya found herself left with the vug.

"There have been no pregnancies in our group,” she told the vug, answering its question

"Tragic," the vug thought back in response

"But there will be," Freya said. "I know we'll have |uck, soon."

"Whay is your particular group so hostile to us?" the vug asked.

Freya said, "Wy, we hold you responsible for our sterility; you know that.'
spi nner Bill Calum ne does, she thought.

"But it was your mlitary weapon,”

"No, not ours. The Bed Chinese."

The vug did not grasp the distinction. "In any case we are doing all we can to--"

"I won't want to discuss it," Freya said. "Please."

"Let us help," the vug begged.

She said to it, "Go to hell." And left the apartnent, striding down the stairs to the street
and her car.

The cold, dark night air of Carnel, California, revived her; she took a deep breath, glanced
up at the stars, snelled the freshness, the clean new scents. To her car she said, "Open the door
| want to get in."

"Yes, Ms. Garden," The car door swung open

"I"'mnot Ms. Garden any nore; |'mMs. Gaines." She entered, seated herself at the nanua
tiller. "Try to keep it straight."”

"Yes, Ms. Gaines." As soon as she put the key in, the notor started up

"Has Pete Garden already |eft?" She scanned the gloony street and did not see Pete's car. "I
guess he has." She felt sad. It would have been nice to sit out here under the stars, so |late at

Especi al ly our

the vug protested.
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night, and chat a little. It would be as if they were still nmarried... damm The Gane, she thought,
and its spins. Dam luck itself, bad luck; that's all we seemto have, any nore. W're a narked
race.

She held her wist watch to her ear and it said in its tiny voice, "Two-fifteen AM, Ms.
Garden."

"Ms. Gines," she grated.

"Two-fifteen AM, Ms. Gines."

How many peopl e, she wondered, are alive on the face of Earth at this noment? One mllion?
Two mllion? How many groups, playing The Gane? Surely no nore than a few hundred thousand. And
every tinme there was a fatal accident, the popul ation decreased irretrievably by one nore.

Aut omatically, she reached into the glove conpartnent of the car and groped for a neatly-
wrapped strip of rabbit-paper, as it was called. She found a strip -- it was the old kind, not the
new -- and unw apped it, put it between her teeth and bit.

In the glare of the done |light of the car she examined the strip of rabbit-paper. One dead
rabbit, she thought, recalling the old days (they were before her tinme) when a rabbit had to die
for this fact in question to be deternm ned. The strip, in the done |ight, was white, not green
She was not pregnant. Crunpling the strip, she dropped it into the disposal chute of the car and
it incinerated instantly. Damm, she thought wetchedly. Wll, what did | expect?

The car left the ground, started for her home in Los Angel es.

Too early though to tell about ny luck with dem she realized. Obviously. That cheered her.
Anot her week or two and perhaps sonet hi ng.

Poor Pete, she thought. Hasn't even rolled a three, isn't back in The Gane, really. Should I
drop by his bind in Marin County? See if he's there? But he was so stewed, so unmanageabl e. So
bitterly unpleasant, tonight. There is no |aw or rule, though, that prevents us meeting outside.

The Gane. And yet -- what purpose would it serve? W had no luck, she realized, Pete and I. In
spite of our feeling for each other.

The radi o of her car cane on, suddenly; she heard the call-letters of a group in Ontari o,
Canada, broadcasting on all frequencies in great excitenent. "This is Pear Book Hovel," the man

declared exultantly. "Tonight at ten P.M our tine we had luck! A wonan in our group, Ms. Don
Pal mer, bit her rabbit-paper with no nore idea of hoping than she ever did, and--"

Freya shut off the radio.

Wien he got hone to his unlit, unused, former apartment in San Rafael, Pete Garden went at

once to the nedicine cabinet in the bathroomto see what nedication he could find. I'Il never get
to sleep otherwi se, he knew. It was an old story with him Snoozex? It now took three 25ng.
tabl ets of Snoozex to have any effect on him he had taken too many for too long. | need sonething

stronger, he thought. There's al ways phenobarbital, but it slugs you for the next day. Scopol am ne
hydrobromi de; | could try that.

O, he thought, | could try something nuch stronger. Enphytal

Three of those, he thought, and |I'd never wake up. Not in the strength capsules |I've got.
Here... he let the capsules lie on his palmas he stood considering. No one woul d bother ne; no
one woul d intervene--

The medi ci ne cabinet said, "M. Garden, | amestablishing contact with Dr. Macy in Salt Lake

City, because of your condition."

"I have no condition," Pete said. He quickly put the Enphytal capsules back in their bottle
"See?" He waited. "It was just nonmentary, a gesture." Here he was, pleading with the Rushnore
Ef fect of his nedicine cabinet -- nacabre. "Ckay?" he asked it hopefully.

A click. The cabinet had shut itself off.

Pete sighed in relief.

The doorbell sounded. Wiat now? he wondered, wal ki ng through the faintly musty-snelling

apartment, his nmind still on what he could take as a soporific -- without activating the alarm
circuit of the Rushnore Effect. He opened the door.
There stood his blonde-haired previous wife, Freya. "H ," she said coolly. She wal ked into

the apartnent, gliding past him self-possessed, as if it were perfectly natural for her to seek
himout while she was married to Clem Gai nes. "Wat do you have in your fist?" she asked.

"Seven Snoozex tablets," he adnitted.

"I'I'l give you something better than that. It's going the rounds." Freya dug into her [eather
mai | bag- styl e purse."A new, new product manufactured in New Jersey by an autofac pharnmaceutica
house, there.” She held out a |large blue spansule. "Nerduwel," she said, and then |aughed.

"Ha-ha," Pete said, not anused. It was a gag. Ne'er-do-well. "Is that what you cane for?"
Havi ng been his wife, his Bluff partner, for over three nonths, she of course knew of his chronic
insomia. "l've got a hangover," he inforned her. "And | |ost Berkeley to Walt Rem ngton, tonight.
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As you well know. So |'mjust not capable of banter, right now"

"Then fix ne sone coffee," Freya said. She renoved her fur-lined jacket and laid it over a
chair. "Or let nme fix it for you." Wth synpathy she said, "You do | ook bad."

"Berkeley -- why did | put the title deed up, anyhow? | don't even renenber. O all ny
holdings -- it nust have been a self-destructive inpulse." He was silent, and then he said, "On
the way here tonight | picked up an all-points fromOntario."

"I heard it," she said noddi ng.

"Does their pregnancy el ate or depress you?"

"I don't know," Freya said sonberly. "I'mglad for them But--
apartnment, her arns fol ded.

"It depresses ne," Pete said. He put a tea kettle of water on the range in the kitchen

"Thank you," the tea kettle -- its Rushnmore Effect -- piped.

Freya said, "W could have a rel ationship outside of The Gane, you realize. It has been
done. "

"It wouldn't be fair to Cem" He felt a canaraderie with Cem Gaines; it overcame his
feelings -- tenporarily, anyhow -- for her

And in any case he was curious about his future wife; sooner or later he would roll a three

She roaned about the

PETE GARDEN was awakened the next norning by a sound so wonderfully inpossible that he junped
fromthe bed and stood rigid, listening. He heard children. They were quarreling, sonewhere
out side the wi ndow of his San Rafael apartnment.

It was a boy and a girl, and Pete thought, So there have been births in this county since
was | ast here. And of parents who are non-B, not Bindnen. Wthout property which would enable them

to play The Gane. He could hardly believe it, and he thought, | ought to deed the parents a small
town... San Ansel nb or Ross, even both. They deserve an opportunity to play. But maybe they don't
want to.

"You're one," the girl was declaring angrily.

"You're another." The boy's voice, laden with accusation

"G me that." Sounds of a physical scuffle

He it a cigarette, then found his clothes and began to dress.

In the corner of the room |eaning against the wall, an MW-3 rifle... he caught sight of it
and paused, renenbering in a rush everything that the great old weapon had neant. Once, he had
been prepared to stand off the Red Chinese with this rifle. But it had never seen use because the
Red Chi nese had never shown up... at least not in person. Their representatives, in the form of
H nkel Radiation, had arrived, however, but no amount of M/-3s doled out to California' s citizen
armmy could fight and conquer that. The radiation, froma Wasp-C satellite, had done the job
expected and the United States had | ost. But People's China had not won. No one had. Hinke
Radi ati on waves, distributed on a worldw de basis, saw to that, god bl ess' em

Goi ng over, Pete picked up the W-3 and held it as he had long ago, in his youth. This gun
he realized, is one hundred and thirty years old, alnbst. An antique twice over. Wuld it stil

fire? Who cared... there was no one to kill with it, now Only a psychotic could find grounds to
kill in the nearly-enpty cities of Earth. And even a psychotic nmight think it over and change his
mnd. After all, with fewer than ten thousand people in all California... he set the gun back

down, carefully.

Anyhow t he gun had not been primarily an anti-personnel weapon; its tiny A-cartridges had
been intended to penetrate the arnor plating of Soviet TL-90 tanks and cripple them Remenbering
the training films they had been shown by Sixth Arny brass, Pete thought, I'd Iike to catch sight

of a "human sea" these days. Chinese or not... we could use it.
| salute you, Bernhardt Hinkel, he thought caustically. The humane inventor of the ultimte
in painless weapons... no, it hadn't hurt; you were correct. W felt nothing, didn't even know.

And t hen-Renpoval of the Hynes dand in as nany peopl e as possible had been instigated, and it
hadn't been a waste of effort; because of it there were people alive today. And certain

conbi nati ons of nale and fermale were not sterile; it was not an absolute condition but rather a
relative one. We can, in theory, have children; in fact, a few of us do.

The children outside his window, for instance... Along the street a honeostatic mai ntenance
vehi cl e swi shed collecting trash and checking on the growh of lawns, first on one side of the
street and then on the other. The steady whirring of the machi ne rose above the children's voi ces.

The enpty city is kept tidy, Pete said to hinself as the nachine halted to send out
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pseudopodi a to grope peevishly at a canellia bush. O rather, virtually enpty city -- a dozen or
so non-B people lived here, at |east according to the census he had | ast been shown.
Behi nd t he mai ntenance vehicle cane a second construct, this one even nore el aborate; like a

great twenty-legged bug it propelled itself down a driveway, hot on the scent of decay. The repair
vehicle would rebuild whatever had fallen into ruin, Pete knew, it would bind up the wounds of the
city, halt deterioration before it began. And for what? For whon? Good questions. Perhaps the vugs
liked to |l ook down fromtheir observation satellites and see an intact civilization, rather than
nmere ruins

Putting out his cigarette, Pete went into the kitchen, hoping to find food for breakfast. He
had not inhabited this apartnent for several years, but nonethel ess he opened the vacuum seal ed
refrigerator and found in it bacon and nmilk and eggs, bread and jam all in good shape, everything
he needed for breakfast. Antonio Nardi had been Bindnan in Residence here before Pete; undoubtedly
he had |l eft these, not knowi ng that he was going to lose his title in The Game, woul d never be
com ng back.

But there was sonmething nore inportant than breakfast, sonething Pete had to do first.

Cicking on the vidphone he said, "I'd like Walter Remington in Contra Costa County."

"Yes, M. Garden," the vidphone said. And the screen, after a pause, lit up

"Hi ." Walt Renington's dour, elongated features appeared and he gazed dully at Pete. Walt had
not shaved yet this norning; stubble coated his jows, and his eyes, small and red-rinmed, were
puffy fromlack of sleep. "Wy so early?" he nmunbled. He was still in his pajamss.

Pete said, "Do you renenber what happened |ast night?"

"Ch yeah. Sure."” Walt nodded, snoothing his disordered hair in place.

"I lost Berkeley to you. | don't know why | put it up. It's been ny bind, nmy residence, you

know. "

"1 know," Walt said.

Taking a deep breath, Pete said, "I'll trade you three cities in Marin County for it. Ross,
San Rafael and San Anselno. | want it back; | want to live there.”

VWalt pointed out, "You can live in Berkeley. As a non-B resident, of course; not as Bi ndnan."

"I can't live like that," Pete said. "I want to own it, not just be a squatter. Cone on,
Wal't; you don't intend to live in Berkeley. |I know you. It's too cold and foggy for you. You Ilike
the hot valley climate, |ike Sacranmento. \Were you are now, in Wl nut Creek."

"That's true," Walt said. "But -- | can't trade Berkeley back to you, Pete." The adni ssion
was dragged out of him then. "I don't have it. Wen | got hone |ast night a broker was waiting

for ne; don't ask ne how he knew |I'd acquired it fromyou, but he did. A big wheel er and deal er
fromthe East, Matt Pendl eton Associates.”" VWalt | ooked gl um

"And you sold Berkeley to then?" Pete could hardly believe it. It nmeant that someone who was
not part of their group had managed to buy into California. "Wy'd you do it?" he demanded.

"They traded ne Salt Lake Gty for it," Walt said, with norose pride. "How could | turn that
down? Now | can join Colonel Kitchener's group; they play in Provo, Uah. Sorry, Pete." He | ooked
guilty. "I was still alittle stewed, | guess. Anyhow it sounded too good to turn down at the
time."

Pete said, "Wio'd Pendl eton Associates acquire it for?"

"They didn't say."

"And you didn't ask?"

"No," Walt adnmitted norosely. "I didn't. | guess | should have."

Pete said, "I want Berkeley back. I'mgoing to track the deed down and get it back, even if |
have to trade off all of Marin County. And in the neantine, I'll be looking forward to beating you
at Ganme-tine; look for ne to take away everything you' ve got -- no matter who your partner is."

Savagely, he clicked off the vidphone. The screen becane dark

How could Walt do it? he asked hinmself. Turn the title right over to sonmeone outside the
group -- someone fromthe East.

I'"ve got to know who Pendl eton Associates woul d be representing in a deal |ike that, he said
to hinself.

He had a feeling, acute and om nous, that he knew.

111
IT WAS A very good norning for M. Jerome Lucknman of New York City. Because -- and it flashed

into his mnd the nonent he awoke -- today was the first time in his |life that he owned Berkel ey,
California. Operating through Matt Pendl eton Associ ates he had at |ast been able to obtain a
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choi ce piece of California real estate, and this neant that now he could sit in on the Gane-
pl aying of Pretty Blue Fox which net at Carnel each night. And Carnel was al nost as nice a town as
Ber kel ey.

"Sid," he called. "Cone into ny office.
breakfast delicado Mexican cigarette.

Hi s secretary, non-Bindman Sid Mdsk, opened the office door and put his head in. "Yes, M.
Luckman. "

"Bring ne that pre-cog," Luckman said. "I've finally got a use for him" A use, he thought,
which justifies the risk of disbarnent from The Gane. "Wiat's his nane? Dave Mitreaux or
sonet hing." Luckman had a hazy nenory of interviewing the pre-cog, but a man of his position saw
so many people every day. And after all, New York City was well-popul ated; alnost fifteen thousand
soul s. And many were children, hence new. "Make sure he comes up a back way," Luckman said. "I
don't want anybody to see him" He had his reputation to maintain. And this was a touchy
situation.

It was illegal, of course, to bring a person with Psionic talents to The Ganme, because Psi,
in terns of Game-playing, represented a formof cheating pure and sinple. For years, EEGs,
el ect roencephal ograns, had been given custonarily by many groups, but this practice had died out.
At | east, Luck-man hoped so. Certainly, it was done no longer in the East, because all the Psi-
peopl e were known, and the East set the style for the whole country, did it not?

One of Luckman's cats, a gray and white short-haired tom hopped onto his desk; he absently
scratched the cat's chin, thinking to hinself, If | can't work that pre-cog into the Pretty Bl ue
Fox group, | think I'lIl go nyself. True, he hadn't played The Gane in a year or nore... but he had
been the best player around. How el se coul d he have becone the Bindman for Greater New York City?
And there had been strong conpetition in those days. Conpetition which Luckman had rendered non-B
si ngl e- handedl y.

There's no one that can beat nme at Bluff, Luckman said to hinself. And everybody knows that.
Still, with a pre-cog... it was a sure thing. And he liked the idea of a sure thing because
al t hough he was an expert Bluff player he did not like to ganble. He had not played because he
enjoyed it; he had played to w n.

Luckman sat back in his chair, puffed on his after-

He had, for instance, run the great Gane-player Joe Schilling right out of existence. Now Joe
operated a little old phonograph record shop in New Mexico; his Gane-pl ayi ng days were over

"Remenber how | beat Joe Schilling?" he said to Sid. "That last play, it's still in ny m nd,
every detail. Joe rolled a five with the dice and drew a card fromthe fifth deck. He | ooked at it
a long tine, nmuch too long. | knew then that he was going to bluff. Finally he noved his piece

ei ght squares ahead; that put himon a top-wi n square; you know, that one about inheriting one
hundred and fifty thousand dollars froma dead uncle. That piece of his sat on that square and
| ooked at it--" He had, perhaps, a little Psionic talent of his own, because it had seened to him
that actually he could read Joe Schilling's mnd. You drew a six, he had felt with absolute
convi ction. Your nove eight squares ahead is a bluff.
Al oud, he said that, called Schilling's bluff. At that tine,
Joe had been New York City Bindman and coul d beat anyone at The Gane; it was rare for any
pl ayer to call one of Joe's noves.
Rai sing his great shaggy, bearded head, Joe Schilling had eyed him There was silence. Al
the players waited.

"You really want to see the card | drew?" Joe Schilling asked.

"Yes." He waited, unable to breathe; his |ungs ached. If he were wong, if the card really
were an eight, then Joe Schilling had won again and his grip on New York City was even nore
secure.

Joe Schilling said quietly, "It was a six." He flipped over the card. Luckman had been right;
it had been a bl uff.

And the title deed to G eater New York City was his.

The cat on Luckman's desk yawned, now, hoping for breakfast; Luckman pushed it away and it
hopped to the floor. "Parasite,"” Luckman said to it, but he felt fond of the cat; he believed
devoutly that cats were lucky. He had had two tons with himin the condoni ni um apartnent that
ni ght when he had beaten Joe Schilling; perhaps they had done it, rather than a | atent Psionic
tal ent.

"I have Dave Miutreaux on the vid," his secretary said. "He's standing by. Do you want to
speak to him personal |l y?"

"I'f he's a genuine pre-cog," Luckman said, "he already knows what | want, so there's no need
for me or anyone else to speak to the zwepp." The paradoxes of pre-cognition always anused and
irked him "Cut the circuit, Sid, and if he never shows up here it proves he's no good."

file:/I/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Philip%20K%20Dick%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f%20Titan.txt (6 of 83) [1/19/03 7:58:34 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Philip%20K %20Di ck%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f %20T itan.txt

Sid, obediently, cut the circuit; the screen died. "But let nme point out," Sid said, "you
never spoke to him so there never was anything for himto preview Isn't that right?"

"He can preview the actual interviewwth nme," Luckman answered. "Here in ny office. Wen
give himhis instructions."

"I guess that's right," Sid adm tted.

"Berkel ey," Luckman said nusingly. "I haven't been there in eighty or ninety years." Like
many Bi ndmen he did not like to enter an area which he did not own; it was a superstitution
per haps, but he considered it decidedly bad luck. "I wonder if it's still foggy there. Well, 'l
soon see."

From hi s desk drawer he brought forth the title deed which the broker had delivered to him
"Let's see who was Bindnman | ast," he said, reading the deed. "Walter Renington; he's the one who
won it last night and then right away sold it. And before him a fell ow named Peter Garden. |
woul dn't be surprised if this Peter Garden is angry as hell, right now, or will be when he finds
out. He probably figures on winning it back." And he'll never win it back now, Luckman said to
hi nsel f. Not from ne.

"Are you going to fly out there to the Coast?" Sid asked.

"Right," Lucknan said. "As soon as | get packed. I'mgoing to set up a vacation residence in
Berkel ey assuming | like it -- assuming it isn't decayed. One thing | can't stand is a decayed
town; | don't mind themenpty, that you expect. But decay." He shuddered. |If there was one thing

that was surely bad luck it was a town which had fallen into ruin, as many of the towns in the
South had. In his early days he had been Bi ndnman for several towns in North Carolina. He would
never forget the fshnuger experience.

Sid asked, "Can | be honorary Bi ndnman while you're gone?"

"Sure," Luckman said expansively. "I'll wite you out a parchnment scroll in gold and seal it
with red wax and ri bbon."

"Real | y?" Sid said, eyeing himuncertainly.

Luckman | aughed. "You'd like that, a lot of cerenony. Like Pooh-bah in the M kado. Lord Hi gh
Honorary Bi ndman of New York City, and tax assessnents fixed on the side. Right?"

Flushing, Sid murmured, "I notice you worked hard for darn near sixty-five years to get to be
Bi ndnman for this area."”

"That's because of my social plans to inprove the milieu," Luckman said. "Wen | took over
the title deed there were only a few hundred people here. Now | ook at the population. It's due to
me -- not directly, but because | encouraged non-B people to play The Game, strictly for the
pairing and re-pairing of mates, isn't that a fact?"

"Sure, M. Luckman," Sid said. "That's a fact."

"And because of that, a lot of fertile couples were uncovered that otherw se never would have
paired off, right?"

"Yes," Sid said, nodding. "The way you've got this nusical chairs you're practically single-
handedl y bringi ng back the human race."

"And don't forget it," Luckman said. Bending, he picked up another of his cats, this one a
black Manx fenmale. "I'I| take you along," he told the cat as he petted her. "I'l|l take maybe six
or seven cats along with me," he decided. "For luck." And al so, although he did not say it, for
conmpany. Nobody on the West Coast |iked him he would not have his people, his non-Bs, to say
hello to himevery tine he ventured forth. Thinking that, he felt sad. But, he thought, after |'ve
lived there a while I'll have it built up like New York; it won't be an enptiness haunted by the
past .

Ghosts, he thought, of our life the way it was, when our population was splitting the seans
of this planet, spilling over onto Luna and even Mars. Popul ations on the verge of migration, and
then those stupid jackasses, those Red Chinese, had to use that East German invention of that ex-
Nazi, that -- he could not even think the words that described Bernhardt Hi nkel. Too bad Hi nke
isn't still alive, Luckman said to hinmself. 1'd like to have a few mnutes alone with him Wth no
one el se wat chi ng.

The only good thing you could say about the Hi nkel Radiation was that it had finally reached
East Cer nmany.

There was one person who woul d know whom Matt Pendl et on Associ ates would be fronting for
Pete Garden decided as he left the apartnment in San Rafael and hurried to his parked car. It's
worth a trip to New Mexico, to Colonel Kitchener's town, Al buquerque. Anyhow | have to go there to
pick up a record

Two days ago he had received a letter fromJoe Schilling, the world' s forenpbst rare
phonograph record dealer; a Tito Schipa disc which Pete had asked for had finally been tracked
down and was waiting for him
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"CGood morning, M. Garden," his car said as he unlocked the door with his key.

"Hi," Pete said, preoccupied.

Now, fromthe driveway of the apartnment house across the street, the two children that he had
heard earlier enmerged to stare at him

"Are you the Bindman?" the girl asked. They had made out his insignia, the brilliantly-
col ored arnband. "W never saw you before, M. Bindman," the girl said, awed. She was, Pete
guessed, about eight years old.

He expl ai ned, "That's because | haven't been here to Marin County in years." Wal king toward
the two of them he said, "Wat are your names?"

"I"'mKelly," the boy said. He appeared to be younger than the girl, Pete thought. Perhaps six
at the npst. Both of them were sweet-|looking kids. He was glad to 'have themin his area. "And ny
sister's nanme is Jessica. And we have an ol der sister naned Mary Anne who isn't here; she's in San
Franci sco, in school."

Three children in one fanmly! |Inpressed, Pete said, "Wat's your |ast nane?"

"McCain," the girl said. Wth pride, she said, "My nother and father are the only people in
all California with three children."

He could believe that. "lI'd like to nmeet them" he said.

The girl Jessica pointed. "We live there in that house. It's funny you don't know my father
since you're the Bindman. It was ny father who organi zed the street-sweeper and mai nt enance
machi nes; he tal ked to the vugs about it and they agreed to send themin."

"You're not afraid of the vugs, are you?" Pete said.

"No." Both children shook their heads.

"W did fight a war with them" he rem nded the two children

"But that was a long tinme ago," the girl said.

"True," Pete said. "Well, | approve of your attitude." He w shed that he shared it.

From t he house down the street a slender wonman appeared, wal king toward them "Mm" the girl
Jessica called excitedly. "Look, here's the Bindman."

The woman, dark-haired, attractive, wearing slacks and a brightly checkered cotton shirt,
Iithe and yout hful -1 ooki ng, approached. "Wl cone to Marin County," she said to Pete.

"We don't see nuch of you, M. Garden." She held out her hand, and they shook

"I congratul ate you," Pete said.

"For having three children?" Ms. MCain smled. "As they say, it's luck. Not skill. How
about a cup of coffee before you | eave Marin County? After all, you may never be back again.”

"I"1l be back," Pete said.

"I ndeed." The woman did not seem convi nced; her handsone snile was tinged with irony. "You

know, you're alnost a legend to us non-Bs in this area, M. Garden. CGosh, we'll be able to liven
conversations for weeks to cone, telling about our neeting you."

For the life of himPete could not tell if Ms. MCain was being sardonic; despite her
words, her tone was neutral. She baffled himand he felt confused. "I really will be back," he
said. "l've |ost Berkeley, where I--"

"Ch," Ms. McCain said, nodding. Her effective, commanding snmile increased. "I see. Bad | uck
at The Gane. That's why you're visiting us."

"I"'mon my way to New Mexico," Pete said, and got into his car. "Possibly I'll see you |ater
on." He closed the car door. "Take off," he instructed the auto-auto.

As the car rose the two children waved. Ms. MClain did not. Wiy such aninosity? Pete
wondered. O had he only inmagined it? Perhaps she resented the existence of the two separate
groups, Band non-B; perhaps she felt it was unfair that so few people had a chance at the Gane-
boar d.

| wouldn't blane her, Pete realized. But she doesn't understand that any nonent any one of us
can suddenly become non-B. W have only to recall Joe Schilling... once the greatest Bindnan in
the Western Wrld and now non-B, probably for the rest of his Iife. The division is not as fixed
as all that.

After all, he hinself had been non-B once. He had obtained title to real estate the only way
| egal |y possible: he had posted his nane and then waited for a Bi ndman sonewhere to die. He had
followed the rules set up by the vugs, had guessed a particular day, nonth and year. And sure
enough, his guess had been lucky; on May 4, 2143, a Bindman named WII|iam Rust Law ence had di ed,
killed in an auto accident in Arizona. And Pete had beconme his heir, inherited his holdings and
entered his Gane-playi ng group

The vugs, ganblers to the core, |iked such chancy systens for inheritance. And they abhorred
cause and effect systens.

He wondered what Ms. McCain's first name was. Certainly she was pretty, he thought. He had
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i ked her despite her peculiar bitter attitude, like the way she | ooked, carried herself. He
wi shed he knew nore about the McClain fam|ly; perhaps they had once" been Bi ndnen and had been
wi ped out. That would explain it.

| could ask around, he thought. After all, if they have three children they're certainly
quite well known. Joe Schilling hears everything. | can ask him

(Y4

"SURE, " Joseph Schilling said, |eading the way through the dusty utter disorder of his record
shop to the living quarters behind. "I know Patricia McC ain. How d you happen to run into her?"
He turned questioningly.

Pete said, "The McClains are living in ny bind." He nanaged to thread a passage anong the
piles of records, packing cartons, letters, catal ogues and posters fromthe past. "How do you ever
find anything in this place?" he asked Joe Schilling.

"I have a system™ Schilling said vaguely. "I'Il tell you why Pat McClain's so bitter. She
used to be a B, but she was barred from The Gane."

n Vv]y?ll

"Pat's a telepath." Joe Schilling cleared a place at the table in the kitchen and set out two

handl e-1 ess teacups. "Ooh long tea?" he asked.
"Ah so," Pete said, nodding.

"1"ve got your Don Pasquale record,” Schilling said as he poured tea froma black ceramc
pot. "The Schipa aria. Da-dum da-da da. A beautiful piece.” Humm ng, he produced | enon and sugar
fromthe cupboard over the dish-filled sink. Then, in a |low voice, he said, "Look, |'ve got a
custonmer out front." He winked at Pete and pointed, peering past the dusty, stained curtain which
separated the living quarters fromthe store. Pete saw a tall, skinny youth was exanining a
tattered, ancient record catal ogue. "A nut," Schilling said softly. "Eats yogurt and practices
Yoga. And lots of vitamin E -- for potency. | get all kinds."

The youth called in a stamering voice, "Say, do you h-have any O audia Mizio records, M. Sc-
schilling?"

"Just the Letter Scene from Traviata," Schilling said, naking no nmove to rise fromthe table.

Pete said, "I found Ms. MC ain physically attractive."

"Ch yes. Very vivacious. But not for you. She's what Jung described as an introverted feeling
type; they run deep. They're inclined toward idealismand nel ancholy. You need a shallow, bright
bl onde type of wonman, soneone to cheer you up. Soneone to get you out of your suicidal depressions
that you're always either falling into or out of." Schilling sipped his tea, a few drops
spattering his reddish, thick beard. "Wl |? Say sonething. O are you in a depression right now?"
"No," Pete said.

In the front of the store the tall, skinny youth called, "Mm. Schilling, can | listen to
this Ggli record of Una Furtiva Lagri ma?"

"Sure," Schilling said. He hummed that, absently, scratching his cheek. "Pete," he said, "you
know, runors get to ne. | hear you' ve | ost Berkeley."

"Yes," Pete adnmitted. "And Matt Pendl eton Associ ates--"

"That woul d be Lucky Jerome Luckman," Schilling said. "Oy vey, he's a hard man in The Gane; |
ought to know. Now he'll be sitting in with your group and pretty soon he'll own all of
California."

"Can't anybody play agai nst Luckman and beat hi n?"

"Sure." Joe Schilling nodded. "I can."

Pete stared at him "You're serious? But he wi ped you out; you're a classic case!"
"Just bad luck," Schilling said. "If |I had had nore title deeds to put up, if | had been able

to stay in alittle longer--" He sniled a bleak, crooked smle. "Bluff's a fascinating gane. Like
poker, it conbi nes chance and skill equally; you can win by either, or lose by either. | |ost by
the former, on a single bad run -- actually, on a single |ucky guess by Luckman."

"Not skill on his part."

"Hell no! Luckman is to luck as | amto skill; we ought to be called Luckman and Skillman. |f

| ever get a stake and can start again..." Joe Schilling abruptly belched. "Sorry."
"I'Il stake you," Pete said, suddenly, on inpul se.

"You can't afford to. |I'm expensive, because | don't start winning right away. It takes tine
for ny skill-factor to overconme any chance runs... such as the cel ebrated one by which Luckman
wi ped ne out."

Fromthe front of the store cane the sounds of the superb tenor Ggli singing; Schilling
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paused a moment to listen. Across fromthe table his huge dingy parrot Eeore shifted about in its

cage, annoyed by the sharp, pure voice. Schilling gave the parrot a reproving gl ance.

"Thy Tiny Hand Is Frozen," Schilling said. "The first of the two recordings Ggli made of
that, and by far the better. Ever heard the latter of the two? Fromthe conplete opera and so bad
as to be unbelievable. Wait." He silenced hinself, listening. "A superb record,"” he said to Pete.
"You should have it in your collection."

"I don't care for Ggli," Pete said. "He sobs."

"A convention," Schilling said irritably. "He was an Italian; it's traditional."

"Schipa didn't."

"Schipa was self-taught," Schilling said.

The tall, skinny youth had approached, carrying the Ggli record. "I'd |-like to buy this,
M. Schilling. H how nuch?"

"One hundred and twenty-five dollars,” Schilling said.

"Ww, " the youth said, dismally. But neverthel ess he got out his wallet.

"Very few of these survived the war with the vugs,"

Schilling expl ained, as he took the record and began wapping it in heavy cardboard.

Two nore custoners entered the shop, then, a nan and worman, both of them short, squat.
Schilling greeted them "Good norning, Les. Es." To Pete he said, "This is M. and Ms. Sibley;
i ke yourself vocal addicts. From Portland, Oregon." He indicated Pete. "Bindnan Peter Garden."

Pete rose and shook hands with Les Sibley.

"H, M. Garden," Les Sibley said, in the deferential tone used by a non-B with a B. "Were
do you bind, sir?"

"Berkeley," Pete said, and then renenbered. Fornerly Berkeley, now Marin County, California."

"How do you doo," Es Sibley said, in an ultra-fawni ng manner which Pete found -- and al ways
had found -- objectionable. She held out her hand and when he shook it he found it soft and danp.
“I''"l'l bet you have a really fine collection; I mean, ours isn't anything. Just a few Supervia
records.

"Supervial" Pete said, interested, "What do you have?"

Joe Schilling said, "You can't elininate nme, Pete. It's an unwitten agreenent that ny
custonmers do not trade anong thenselves. If they do, | stop selling to them Anyhow, you have all
the Supervia records that Les and Es have, and a couple nore besides." He rang up the hundred and

twenty-five dollars fromthe Ggli sale, and the tall, skinny youth departed

"What do you consider the finest vocal recording ever nmade?" Es Sibley asked Pete.

"Aksel Schlitz singing Every Valley," Pete said.

"Anren to that," Les said, nodding in agreenent.

After the Sibleys had left, Pete paid for his Schipa record, had Joe Schilling wap it extra-
carefully, and then he took a deep breath and plunged into the issue at hand. "Joe, can you win
Ber kel ey back for ne?" If Joe Schilling said yes it was good enough for him I

After a pause, Joe Schilling said, "Possibly. If anybody can, | can. There is a ruling --
little applied -- that two persons of the same sex can play as Bluff-partners. W could see if
Luckman woul d accept that; we mght have to put it to the vug Conm ssioner in your area for a
ruling.”

"That would be a vug which calls itself U S. Cunmings," Pete said. He had had a nunber of
squabbl es with that particular vug; he had found the creature to be particularly trying, in a nit-
pi cki ng manner.

"The alternative,” Joe Schilling said thoughtfully, "would of course be to tenporarily deed
title to sone of your renmining areas to ne, but as | said before--"

"Aren't you out of practice?" Pete said. "It's been years since you played The Gane."

"Possibly," Schilling conceded. "We'd soon find out, | hope, in time. | think--" He gl anced

toward the front of the store; another auto-auto had parked outside and a customer was entering.

It was a lovely red-headed girl, and both Pete and Joe tenporarily forgot their conversation
The girl, evidently at a loss in the chaotic, littered store, wandered about aimessly from stack
to stack.

"I better go help her," Joe Schilling said.

"Do you know her?" Pete asked.

"Never saw her before." Pausing, Joe Schilling straightened his wrinkled, old-fashioned
necktie, snoothed his vest. "Mss," he said, walking toward the girl and sniling, "can | assist
you?"

"Perhaps," the red-headed girl said in a soft shy voice. She seened sel f-conscious; gl ancing
about her, not neeting Schilling' s intent gaze, she nurnured, "Do you have any records by Nats
Kat z?"
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"Cood grief no," Schilling said. He turned around and said to Pete, "My day's ruined. A
pretty girl comes in and asks for a Nats Katz record." In chagrin, he wal ked back to Pete.
"Who's Nats Katz?" Pete asked.
The girl, roused by amazenent from her shyness, said, "You' ve never heard of Nats Katz?"
Clearly, she could not believe it. "Wiy he's on TV every night; he's the greatest recording star
of all time!"

Pete said, "M. Schilling here does not sell pops. M. Schilling sells only ancient
classics.” He snmiled at the girl. It was hard, with the Hynes d and operation, to assess a
person's age, but it seenmed to himthat the red-headed girl was quite young, perhaps no nore than
ni neteen. "You should excuse M. Schilling's reaction," Pete said to her. "He's an old man and set
in his habits."

Schilling grated, "Cone on, now. | just don't |ike popular ballad-belters."

"Everybody's heard of Nats," the girl said, still indignant. "Even ny nother and father, and
they're distinctly fnool. Nats' |ast record, Walkin' the Dog, has sold over five thousand copi es.
You're both really strange people. You're real fnools, for real." Now she becanme shy again. "I
guess | better go. So long." She started toward the door of the shop

"Wait," Schilling said in an odd tone, starting after her. "Don't | know you? Haven't | seen

a news-wire picture of you?"

"Maybe," the girl said.

Schilling said, "You' re Mary Anne McClain." He turned to Pete. "This is the third child of
the wonman you net today. It's synchronicity, her coming in here; you recall Jung's and Wl f gang
Pauli's theory of the acausal connective principle.” To the girl, Schilling said, "This nman is
Bi ndman for your area, Mary Anne. Meet Peter Garden."

"Hi," the girl said, uninpressed. "Wll, | have to go." She di sappeared out the door of the
shop and got back into her car; Pete and Joe Schilling stood watching until the car took off and
was gone

"How ol d do you think she is?" Pete said.

"I know how old she is; | renmenber reading it. She's eighteen. One of twenty-nine students at

San Francisco State College, majoring in history. Mary Anne was the first child born in San
Franci sco in the past hundred years." Hi s tone, now, was sonber. "God help the world," he said,
"if anything happens to her, any kind of an accident or illness."

Both of themwere silent.

"She reminds ne a little of her nother," Pete said.

Joe Schilling said, "She's stunningly attractive." He eyed Pete. "l suppose now you've
changed your mnd; you want to stake her instead of ne."

"She's probably never had an opportunity to play The Gane."

" Meani ng?"

"She woul dn't nmake a good Bluff partner."

"Right," Joe said. "Not nearly as good as me. And don't forget that. What's your narita
status, right now?"

"When | | ost Berkeley, Freya and | split up. She's now Ms. Gaines. |I'mlooking for a wife."

"But you've got to have one who can play," Joe Schilling said. "A Bindnman wife. O you'l
| ose Marin County just like you |ost Berkeley and then what'll you do? The world can't use two
rare-record shops."

Pete said, "I've thought over and over again for years what I'd do if | were w ped out at the
table. 1'd become a farner."

Guf fawi ng, Joe said, "lIndeed. Now you say, '|l was never so serious in all ny life." "

Pete said, "I was never so serious in all nmy life."

"Wher e?"

"In the Sacramento Valley. |I'd raise grapes for wine. |'ve already |ooked into it." He had,

in fact, discussed it with the vug Comnissioner, U S. Cunmngs; the vug authority woul d
undoubt edl y support himw th farm equi pnent and cuttings. It was the type of project which they
approved of in principle.

"By God," Schilling said, "I think you do nean it."

"I'"d charge you extra," Pete said, "because you're so rich from gougi ng record buyers al
t hese years."

"Ich bin ein arnmer Mensch," Schilling protested. "I'm poor."

"Well, possibly we could trade. Wne for rare records."”

"Seriously," Joe Schilling said, "if Luckman enters your group and you have to play against
him 1'll conme into The Gane as your partner." He slapped Pete on the shoul der, encouragingly. "So
don't worry. Between the two of us we can take him O course, |I'd expect you not to drink while
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you're playing." He eyed Pete keenly. "I heard about that; you were bagged when you put up
Berkel ey and lost it. You could hardly reel out of the con-apt to your car when it was over."
Wth dignity, Pete started, "I drank after | lost. For consol ation."”
"However it may have been, ny ukase still stands. No drinking on your part, if we becone
partners; you have to swear off, and that includes any pills. | don't want your wits dulled by
tranquilizers, especially the phenothiazine class... | particularly distrust them and | know you

take themregularly."”

Pete said nothing; it was so. He shrugged, wandered about the store, poking at a stack of
records here and there. He felt discouraged.

"And 1I'Il practice,"” Joe Schilling said. "I'll train, sincerely put nyself in top shape." He
poured hinself a fresh cup of ooh |long tea.

"Maybe |'mgoing to wind up a lush," Pete said. And, with a possible life-span of two hundred

and some years... it could be pretty dreadful

"I don't think so," Joe Schilling said. "You're too nmorose to become an alcoholic. |I'mnore
afraid of--" He hesitated.

" Sui ci de. "

Pete slid an ancient HW record froma stack and exam ned the label. He did not |ook directly
at Schilling; he avoided neeting the nman's w se, blunt gaze.

"Woul d you be better off back with Freya?" Schilling inquired.

"Naw. " Pete gestured. "I can't explain it, because on a rational basis we nade a good pair

But sonmething intangible didn't work. In ny opinion, that's why she and | |lost at the table;
sonmehow we never could really pull together as a couple.” He recalled his wife before Freya,
Jani ce Marks, now Jani ce Remi ngton. They had cooperated successfully; at least it had seened so to
him But of course they had not had any | uck

As a matter of fact, Pete Garden had never had any luck; in all the world he had no progeny.

The goddam Red Chinese, he said to hinself... he wote it off with the customary envenomed phrase.
And yet - -

"Schilling," he said, "do you have any issue?"

"Yes," Schilling said. "I thought everyone knew. A boy, eleven years old, in Florida. His
nmot her was my--" He counted for a time. "My sixteenth wife. | only had two nore w ves before

Luckman wi ped ne out."

"How much issue has Luckman exactly? |'ve heard it placed at nine or ten."

"About el even, by now. "

"Christ!" Pete said.

"We should face the fact," Joe Schilling said, "that Luck-nman, in many ways, is the finest,
nmost val uabl e hunan being alive today. The npbst direct issue, the greatest success in Bluff; his
amelioration of the status of the non-Bs in his area."

"Al right," Pete said irritably. "Let's drop it."

"And," Schilling continued, unperturbed, "the vugs like him" He added, "As a matter of fact
virtually everyone likes him You' ve never nmet him have you?"

"No. "
"You'll see what | nean," Joe Schilling said, "when he gets out to the Wst Coast and joins
Pretty Bl ue Fox.
To the pre-cog Dave Miutreaux, Lucknan said expansively, "lI'mglad to see you got here." It

pl eased hi m because it demonstrated the reality of the man's talent. It was, so to speak, a de
facto case for using Mitreaux.

The | anky, well-dressed, mddle-aged Psi-man -- he was in fact a mnor Bindman in his own
right, possessing the title to a nmeager county in Western Kansas -- seated hinself sprawlingly in
the deep chair facing Luckman's desk and drawl ed, "We've got to be careful, M. Luckman. Extrenely
careful . |I've been severely linmting nyself, trying to keep nmy talent out of sight. |I can preview
what you want ne to do; fact is, | previewed it com ng over here by auto-auto. Frankly I'm
surprised that a nman of your luck and stature would want to enploy ne." A slow, insulting grin
crossed the pre-cog's features.

Luckman said, "I'mafraid when the players out on the Coast see ne sitting in they won't want
to play. They'll band together against ne and conspire to keep their really valuable deeds in
their safety deposit boxes instead of putting themout on the table. You see, David, they may not
know it's ne who obtained the Berkel ey deed, because |-"

"They know," Mutreaux said, still grinning lazily.
"G], "
"The runor's already going around... | heard it on that crooner's TV show, that Nats Katz.

It's big news, Luck-man, that you've nmanaged to buy into the West Coast. Real big news. 'Witch
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Lucky Luckman's snoke,' Nats said; | recall his words."

"Hrm " Luckman said, disconcerted.

“I"l'l tell you sonething else,"” the pre-cog said. He crossed his |ong |egs, slouched down in
the chair, his arns folded. "I can preview a spread of possible this-evenings, sone of themwth
me out there in Carnel, California, sitting in at The Gane with the Pretty Blue Fox fol ks, and
some with you." He chuckled. "And in a couple of the possible this-evenings, those folks are
sendi ng out for an EEG machine. Don't ask ne why. They don't normally keep one handy, so it nust
be a hunch.™

"Bad | uck," Luckman said, grunblingly.

"If I go there and they give ne an EEG" Mitreaux said, "and find out |I'm Psionic, you know
what that neans? | lose all the deeds | hold. See what |'mgetting at, Luckman? Are you prepared
to reinburse me, if that occurs?"

"Sure," Luckman said. But he was thinking of sonmething else; if an EEG was run on Mitreaux,
the Berkel ey deed woul d be forfeited, and who woul d make that up? Maybe | better go myself and not
use Mutreaux, he said to hinself. But some primal instinct, some near-Psionic hunch inside his
mnd, told himnot to go. Stay away fromthe Wst Coast it said. Stay here

Wiy shoul d he feel such a powerful, acute aversion to venturing forth from New York City? Was
it nerely the old superstition that a Bindman stayed in his own bind... or was it sonmething nore?

"I"'mgoing to send you anyhow, Dave," Luckman said. "And risk the EEG"

Mut r eaux draw ed, "However, M. Luckman, | decline to go; | don't care to take the risk
mysel f." Unwinding his linbs he rose awkwardly to his feet. "I guess you'll just have to go
yourself," he said with a smle bordering on an outright smrk

Dam it, Luckman said to hinself. These little two-bit Bi ndnmen are haughty; you can't get to
t hem

"What have you got to | ose by going?" Mitreaux asked. "As far as | can preview, Pretty Bl ue
Fox plays with you, and it appears, fromhere, that your luck holds out; | see you winning a
second California deed the first night you play." He added, "This forecast | give you free. No
obligation." He touched his forehead in a nock salute.

"Thanks, " Luckman snapped. Thanks for nothing, he thought. Because the biting, weak fright
was still there in him the pre-rational aversion to the trip. Gawd, he thought, |'m hooked;
paid plenty for Berkeley. |'ve got to go! Anyhow, it's unreasonable, this fear

One of his cats, an orange torn, had ceased washing and was now staring at Luckman with its
tongue absurdly protruding. I'll take you, Luckman decided. You can provide nme with your nagic
protection. You and your -- what was the old belief? -- your nine or ten |ives.

"Put your geschluner tongue in," he ordered the cat peevishly. The cat irritated him it was
so ignorant of fate, of reality.

Ext endi ng his hand, Dave Mutreaux said, "It's good to see you again, fellow Bi ndnan Lucknman
and maybe | can be of use to you sone other tine. |I'm heading back to Kansas now. " He gl anced at
his watch. "It's getting late; alnmpst tine to begin this evening's play."

Luckman sai d, as he shook hands with the pre-cog, "Should | start this soon with Pretty Bl ue
Fox? Toni ght ?"

"Why not ?"

"Seeing the future nust give you a hell of a lot of confidence,” Luckman said, conplainingly.

"I't is useful," Mitreaux agreed.

"I wish 1l had it on ny trip," Luckman said, and then he thought, I'mtired of catering to ny
superstitions. | don't need any Psionic power to protect ne; |'ve got a |lot nore than that.

Sid Mosk, entering the office, glanced from Lucknman to

Mut reaux and then back at his enployer again. "You're going?" he said.

"That's right." Luckman nodded. "Pack ny things for ne and |l oad theminto an auto-auto; |
intend to set up a tenporary residence in Berkel ey before The Gane begins this evening. So ||
feel confortable; you know, as if | be-long."

"WIIl do," Sid Mosk agreed, making a note of the request.

Before | go to bed tonight, Luckman realized", 1'll have sat in with Pretty Blue Fox, wl]l
have begun alnbst a new Me... | wonder what it'll bring?

Once nore, fervently, he w shed for Dave Mutreaux' talent.

IN THE condom nium apartnment in Carnel which the Bluff-playing group of Bindnmen, Pretty Blue
Fox, owned jointly, Ms. Freya Gaines, naking herself confortable, not sitting too close to her
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husband C em watched the others arrive one by one.

Bill Cal unmi ne, sauntering aggressively through the open door in his |oud sports shirt and
tie, nodded to her and em "Geetings.” Hs wife and Bluff-partner Arlene followed after him a
preoccupi ed frown of worry on her rather winkled face. Arlene had taken advantage of the Hynes
operation sonewhat later in life than had the others.

"H ya," Walt Remi ngton said gloonily, glancing furtively around as he entered with his
alert, bright-eyed wife Janice. "I understand we've got a new nenber," he said in a self-
consci ous, unconfortable voice; guilt was witten all over himas he shakily renpved his coat and
laid it over a chair.

"Yes," Freya said to him And you know why, she thought.

Now t he sandy- haired baby of the group, Stuart Marks, put in his appearance, and with himhis
tall, masculine, no-nonsense wife Yule, wearing a black suede | eather jacket and jeans. "I was
listening to Nats Katz," Stuart said, "and he said--"

"He was correct," Cem Gai nes answered. "Lucky Luck-man is already on the West Coast, setting
up residence in Berkeley."

Carrying a bottle of whiskey wapped up in a paper bag, Silvanus Angst strolled in, smling
broadly at everyone, in a good nood as always. And i nmedi ately after him cane swarthy Jack Bl au
his dark eyes flickering as he | ooked at everyone in the room he jerked his head in greeting but
did not speak.

Jean, his wife, greeted Freya. "You mght be interested... we |ooked into the business of
getting Pete a new wife; we were with Straw Man Special for two whol e hours, today."

"Any | uck?" Freya asked, trying to nake her voice sound casual

"Yes," Jean Blau said. "There's a wonan naned Carol Holt comi ng over from Straw Man Speci al
this evening; she should be here any tine."

"What's she |ike?" Freya said preparing herself.

Jean said, "Intelligent."

"I mean," Freya said, "what does she | ook |ike?"

"Brown hair. Small. | really can't describe her; why don't you just wait?" Jean gl anced
toward the door, and there stood Pete Garden; he had conme in and was standing |istening.

"Hi," Freya said to him "They found you a wife."

Pete said to Jean, "Thanks." Hi s voice was gruff.

"Well, you nmust have a partner to play," Jean pointed out.

"I"'mnot sore," Pete said. Like Silvanus Angst, he carried a bottle wapped up in a paper
bag; he now set it down on the sideboard next to Silvanus' and took off his coat. "In fact I'm

gl ad, " he said.

Silvanus giggled and said, "Wiat Pete's worried about is the man who got hold of the Berkel ey
deed, isn't it, Pete? Lucky Luckman, they say." Short and plunp, Silvanus waddl ed over to Freya
and stroked her hair. "You worried, too?"

Careful l y di sengagi ng Angst's fingers fromher hair, Freya said, "I certainly am It's a
terrible thing."
"It is," Jean Blau agreed. "We'd better discuss it before Lucknan gets here; there nust be

sonet hi ng we can do."

"Refuse to seat hinP" Angst said. "Refuse to play agai nst hin®"

Freya said, "No vital deeds should be offered during the play. His getting a toe-hold here in
California is bad enough; if he gains nore--"

"We nustn't permit it," Jack Blau agreed. He glared at Walt Rem ngton. "How could you do it?
We ought to expel you. And you're such a jackass you probably haven't got any idea what you've
done. "

"He understands," Bill Calumine said. "He didn't intend to; he sold to brokers and they right
away- -"

"That's no excuse," Jack Bl au sai d.

Cl em Gai nes said, "One thing we can do, we can insist that he subnmit to an EEG | took the
Li berty of bringing a nmachine along. That m ght bar him W ought to be able to bar hi msonehow "

"Should we check with U S. Cummings and see if it has any idea?" Jean Blau asked. "I know
it's contrary to their intentions to have one nan doni nate both coasts; they were upset when
Luckman pushed Joe Schilling out of New York City, in fact -- | renenber that distinctly."

"I'd prefer not to turn to the vugs,"” Bill Calunine said. He | ooked around at the group

"Anybody el se have any ideas? Speak up."

There was an uneasy sil ence.

"Aw cone on," Stuart Marks said. "Can't we just--" He gestured. "You know. Scare him
physically. There're six nen, here. Against one."
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After a pause Bill Calunine said, "I'mfor that. Alittle force. At |east we can agree to
conbi ne agai nst himduring The Gane itself. And if-"

He broke off. Soneone had come in.

Rising to her feet, Jean Blau said, "Folks, this is the new player who's cone to us from
Straw Man Special, Caro

Holt." Jean advanced to take the girl by the armand |lead her into the room "Carol, this is
Freya and C em Gai nes, Jean and Jack Blau, Silvanus Angst, Walter and Jani ce Rem ngton, Stuart
Mar ks, Yule Marks, and over here is your Bluff-partner, Pete Garden. Pete, this is Carol Holt; we
spent two hours picking her out for you."

"And I'm Ms. Angst," Ms. Angst said, entering the roomafter Carol. "My, but this is an
exciting night. Two new people, | understand."

Freya studied Carol Holt and wondered what Pete's reaction was; he showed nothing on the
surface, only polite formality as he greeted the girl. He seenmed abstracted tonight. Perhaps he
hadn't entirely recovered fromthe shock of the night before. She herself had not, certainly.

The girl from Straw Man Speci al, Freya decided, was not too terribly bright-1ooking. And yet
she appeared to have personality; her hair was nicely bound up in the currently-nodi sh ratnest
knot and her eye nmke-up was well-applied. Carol wore | ow heel ed slippers, no stockings, and a
madras w ap-around skirt which nmade her seem Freya thought, a trifle hefty at the mdsection. But
she had nice fair skin, and her voice, when she spoke, was pl easant enough

Even so, Freya concluded, Pete won't go for her; she's just not his kind. And what is Pete's
ki nd? she asked herself. Me? No, not herself either. Their marriage had been one-sided; she had
felt all the deep enptions and Pete had sinply been gl oony, anticipating in sone vague way the
calamty which would end their relationship: the | oss of Berkeley.

"Pete," Freya rem nded him "you still have to roll a three."

Turning to Bill Calum ne, their spinner, Pete said, "Gve nme the device and I'l| begin now.
How many turns am| allowed?" A complex rule governed the situation, and Jack Blau went off to get
the rules book to |l ook it up

Together, Bill Calum ne and Jack Bl au decided that tonight Pete was entitled to six throws.

Carol said, "I didn't realize he hadn't rolled his three, yet. | hope |I haven't nade a trip
all the way here for nothing." She seated herself on the armof a couch, snoothed her skirt over
her knees -- fair, snmooth knees, Freya noted -- and |it a cigarette, | ooking bored.

Seated with the spinning device, Pete rolled. His first roll was a nine. To Carol he said,
"I"'mdoing the best | can.” In his voice there was an overtone of resentnment. H s new
rel ati onship, Freya saw, was getting into notion in the customary way. She smiled to herself. It
was i nmpossible not to take a nmeasure of enjoynent in the situation

Scow ing, Pete rolled again. This tine it was ten

"W can't start playing anyhow," Jani ce Renmington said brightly. "W have to wait for M.
Luckman to get here."

Carol Holt snorted snmoke from her nostrils and said, "Good god, is Lucky Luckman a part of
Pretty Blue Fox? Nobody told nme that!" She shot a brief, tense glare in Jean Blau's direction

Seated with the spinner, Pete said, "I got it." He rose stiffly to his feet.

Bending, Bill Calumine said, "He sure did. A real, authentic three." He picked up the
spinner; it was over. "Now the cerenpony and except for waiting on M. Luckman we can go ahead."

Pati ence Angst said, "I'mvows-giver this week, Bill. I'Il adninister the cerenpny." She
brought out the group ring which she passed to Pete Garden; Pete stood beside Carol Holt, who had
not yet recovered fromthe news about Lucky Luckman. "Carol and Peter, we are gathered here to
wi tness your entering into holy matrinony. Terran and Titanian law cojoin to enpower nme to ask you
if you voluntarily acquiesce in this sacred and | egal binding. Do you, Peter, take Carol to be
your |awful wedded wife?"

"Yes," Pete said, glumy. O so it seened to Freya

"Do you, Carol--" Patience Angst paused, because a new figure had appeared in the doorway of
the condom nium apartment. It stood silently watching.

Lucky Luckman, the big wi nner from New York, the greatest Bindman in the Western Wrld, had
arrived. Everyone in the roomturned at once to | ook

"Don't let ne interrupt,"” Luckman said, and did not budge.

Pati ence, then murrmuringly continued the cerenony to its concl usion

So this is what the one and only Lucky Lucknman |ooks like, Freya said to herself. A brawny
man, stockily-built, with a round, apple-shaped face, all his coloration pale and strawlike, a
pecul i ar vegetable quality as if Luckman had been nourished indoors. H's hair had a soft, thin
texture and did not hide the pinkish scalp. At |least Luckman had a cl ean, well-washed | ook, Freya
observed. His clothes, neutral in cut and quality, showed taste. But his hands... she found
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herself staring at his hands. Luckman's wists were thick and furred with the sanme pal e whi sker-

Iike hair; the hands thenselves were snall, the fingers short, and the skin near his knuckl es was
spotted with what appeared perhaps to be freckles. H's voice was oddly high-pitched, mld. She did
not like him There was sonething wong with him he had a capon-like quality; |ike a defrocked,

barred priest. He | ooked soft where he should be hard.

And we really have worked out no strategy against him Freya said to herself. W don't know
how to work together and nowit's too |ate.

I wonder how many of us in this roomw || be playing a week from now, she thought.

W must find a way to stop this man, she said to herself.

"And this is ny wife Dotty," Jerone Luckman was saying, introducing to the group an anple,
crow haired, Italian-Iooking woman who sniled nicely around at themall. Pete Garden scarcely paid
any attention. Let's get the EEG nmachine in here, he thought. He went over to Bill Calunine and
squatted down beside him

"It's EEGtine," he said softly to Calumine. "As a starter."

"Yes." Cal unmi ne nodded, rose and di sappeared into the other room along with Cem Gi nes.
Presently he returned, the Crofts-Harrison machine taggi ng al ong behind him a wheeled egg with
coiled receptors, rows of neters sparkling. It had not been used for a long tine; the group was
quite stable. Until now.

But now, Pete thought, it's all changed; we have two new nenbers, one of whomis unknown, the
other a patent eneny who nust be fought with all we've got. And he felt the struggle personally
because the deed had been his. Luck-man, entrenched at the O arenont Hotel in Berkel ey, now dwelt
in Pete's own bind. What could constitute a nore intimate invasion than that? He stared at Luckman
and now the short, light-haired big Bindnan fromthe East stared back. Neither man sai d anyt hi ng;
there was nothing to say.

"An EEG " Luckman said, as he made out the Crofts-Harrison nmachi ne. An unusual, tw sting
gri mace touched his features. "Why not?" He glanced at his wife. "W don't mnd, do we?" He held
out his arm and Calunine strapped the anode belt 'tightly in place. "You won't find any Psi-power
in me," Luckman said as the cathode terminal was fixed to his tenple. He continued to snile

Presently the Crofts-Harrison nachine excreted its short spinner, examned it, then passed it
to Pete. Together, they read the tape, silently conferring.

No Psionic cephalic activity, Pete decided, at |east not at the nmonent. It might come and go;
that's comon, certainly. So anyhow, dammit, we can't legitinmately bar Luckman on this count. Too
bad, he thought, and returned the tape to Cal um ne, who then passed it to Stu Marks and Sil vanus
Angst .

"Am | cl ean?" Luckman asked, genially. He seened utterly confident, and why not? It was they
who shoul d worry, not he. Cbviously, Luckman knew it.

Walt Renington said hoarsely, "M Luckman, |'m personally responsible for your having this
opportunity to invade Pretty Blue Fox."

"Ch, Rem ngton," Luckman said. He extended his hand, but Walt ignored it. "Say, don't blane
yoursel f; | would have gotten in eventually anyhow. "

Dotty Luckman spoke up. "That's so, M. Renmington. Don't feel bad; nmy husband can get into
any group he likes." Her eyes shone proudly.

"What am |," Luckman growl ed, "sonme sort of nonster? | play fair; nobody ever accused ne of
cheating. | play the same as you do, to win." He |ooked fromone of themto the next, waiting for
an answer. He did not seem much perturbed, however; it was evidently a nerely formal question
Luckman did not expect to change their feelings, and perhaps he did not even want to.

Pete said, "W feel, M. Luckman, that you al ready have nore than your share. The Gane wasn't
contrived as an excuse to achi eve econom ¢ nonopoly and you know it." He was silent, then, because
that fairly well expressed it. The others in the group were nodding in agreenent.

"I tell you what," Luckman said. "I like to see everyone happy about things; | don't see any
reason for this suspicion and gl oom Maybe you' re not very confident in your own abilities; maybe
that's it. Anyhow, how about his? For every California title deed I win--" He paused, enjoying
their tension. "I'll contribute to the group a title deed for a town in sone other state. So no
matt er what happens, you'll all still wind up Bindnen... naybe not here on the Coast, but
somewhere." He grinned, showing teeth so regular that -- to Pete Garden, anyhow -- they seened
pal pably fal se

"Thanks," Freya said frigidly.

No one el se spoke.

Is it neant to be an insult? Pete wondered. Maybe Luckman sincerely intends it; naybe he's
that primtive, that naive about human feelings.

The door opened and a vug cane in.
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It was, Pete saw, the District Conmissioner, U S Cunmings. Wat did it want? he wondered.
Had the Titani ans heard about Luckman's nove to the West Coast? Now the vug, after its fashion
greeted the nenbers of the group

"What do you want?" Bill Calum ne asked it sourly. "W're just about to sit down to play."

The vug's thoughts came to them "Sorry for this intrusion. M. Luckman, what is the neaning
of your presence here? Produce your docunent of validation that entitles you to enter his group."

"Ch, cone on," Luckman said. "You know |'ve got the deed." He reached into his coat, brought
out a large envel ope. "What is this, a gag?"

Ext endi ng pseudopodi a, the vug inspected the deed, then returned it to Luckman. "You
negl ected to notify us of your entry into this group."

"I don't have to," Luckman said. "It's not nandatory."

"Nevertheless," U S. Cunmings declared, "it's protocol. Wat is your intention here at
Pretty Bl ue Fox?"

Luckman said, "I intend to win."

The vug seened to contenplate him it was silent for a tine.

"That's my legal right," Luckman added. He seened a little nervous. "You don't have any power
to intercede in this. You're not our nmasters; let ne refer you to the concordat of 2095 signed
between your nmilitary and the U N Al you can do is nake reconmendati ons and gi ve assistance to

us when it's requested. | didn't hear anybody request your presence here in this roomtonight." He
| ooked around at the group for agreenent.
Bill Calumne said to the vug. "W can handle this."

"Thats right, Stuart Marks said. "So beat it, vuggy. Go on." He went to get the vug-stick; it
was propped up in the corner of the room

U S. Cummings, with no further thoughts in their direction, departed.

As soon as it had gone, Jack Blau said, "Let's begin playing."

"Bight," Bill Calum ne agreed. Producing his key, he went to the | ocked closet; a nonent
| ater he was |laying out the large Game-board on the table in the center of the room The others
began drawi ng up their chairs, naking thensel ves confortable, deciding whomthey wanted to sit
besi de.

Conming up to Pete, Carol Holt said, "W probably won't do too well at first, M. Garden
Since we're not used to each other's styles."

It was tinme, Pete judged, to tell her about Joe Schilling. "Listen," he said. "I hate to say
this but you and | may not be partners very long."

"Ch?" Carol said. "Way not?" She eyed him

Pete said, "I'mfrankly nore interested in wi nning Berkeley back than | amin anything else --
than in luck, as the popular phrase has it. In the biological sense." Despite the fact, he
t hought, that both the Terran and Titanian authorities who set up The Game considered it primarily
a neans to that end, rather than to the econom c end.

"You' ve never seen me play," Carol said. She wal ked swiftly over to the corner of the room
and stood with her hands behi nd her back, regarding him "I'mquite good."

"Per haps good," Pete agreed, "but hardly good enough to beat Lucknman. And that's the issue.
I"I'l play with you tonight, but tomorrow | want to bring in soneone el se. No offense neant."

"But | am of fended," Carol said.

He shrugged. "Then you'll have to be offended."

"Who is this person you want to bring in?"

"Joe Schilling."

"The rare record man?" The girl's honey-col ored eyes wi dened with amazenent. "But--"

"I know Luckman beat him" Pete said. "But | don't think he can do it again. Schilling is a
good friend of mne; | have confidence in him"

"Which is nore," Carol Holt said, "than you can say about ne, right? You' re not even
interested in seeing how | play. You've already decided. | wonder why you bothered to go through

with the marriage cerenony.”

Pete said, "For tonight--"

"l suggest," Carol said, "that we not even bother about tonight." Her cheeks had flushed dark
red now, she was quite angry.

"Now listen," Pete said, uneasy now, wanting to nollify her. "I didn't intend to--"

"You don't want to hurt ne," Carol Holt said, "but you have, very much. At Straw Man Specia
my friends had all the respect in the world for me. I'mnot used to this." She blinked rapidly.

"For god's sake," Pete said, horrified. He took her by the hand, propelled her fromthe room
and outside, into the night darkness. "Listen. | just wanted to prepare you in case | brought Joe
Schilling in; Berkeley was ny place of bind and |'mnot going to give up onit, don't you
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understand? It has nothing to do with you. You nmay be the best Bluff-player on Earth, for all |
know." He took hold of her by the shoulders, gripping her. "Now let's stop this bickering and go
back in; they're starting to play."”

Carol sniffed. "Just a minute.
nose.

"Cone on, you fellows," Bill Calunmine called, fromwthin the apartment.

Si | vanus Angst appeared in the doorway. "W're starting." He giggled, seeing them "The
econom c-part right now, M. Garden, if you please."

Toget her, Pete and Carol returned to the lighted living roomand The Gane. "W were
di scussing our strategy," Pete said to Calum ne

"But as regards to what?" Janice Renington said, and wi nked.

Freya glanced first at Pete and then at Carol; she said nothing however. The others were
already involved in carefully watching Luckman; they did not care about anything else. Title deeds
were starting to appear. Reluctantly, one by one they were put into the pot basket.

"M . Lucknman," Yule Marks said bluntly, "you have to put up the Berkeley deed; it's the only
California real estate you own." She and the rest of the group watched intently as Luckman
deposited the large envel ope in the basket. "I hope," Yule said, "that you lose it and never show
up here again."”

"You' re an out spoken woman," Luckman said, with a wy snmile. H s expression, then, seened to
harden; it becanme rigid, fixed in place

Pete thought, He intends to beat us. He's made up his mind; he has no nore liking for us than
we have for him

It's going to be a dirty, hard business.

"I withdraw ny offer," Luckman said. "Of giving you title deeds to towns outside California."
He picked up the stack of nunmbered cards and began to shuffle them magnificently. "In view of your
hostility. It's clear that we can't have even the senbl ance of cordiality."

"That's right," Walt Rem ngton said in answer

None el se spoke, but it was evident to Luckman as it was to Pete Garden that each person in
the roomfelt the sane way.

"Draw the first play," Bill Calumine said, and took a card fromthe shuffled deck

To hinsel f Jerone Luckman thought, These people are going to pay for their attitude. | cane
here legally "and decently; | did nmy part and they woul dn't have that.

His turn to draw a card cane; he drew, and it was a seventeen. My luck's show ng up already,
he said to hinself. He lit a delicado cigarette, |eaned back in his chair and watched as the
ot hers drew.

It's a good thing Dave Mutreaux refused to come here, Luckman realized. The pre-cog was
right; they did have the EEG machine to try out as a ploy; they would have had himdead to rights.

"Evidently you go first, Luckman," Calumine said. "Wth your seventeen you're high man." He
seened resigned, as did the others.

"The Luckman |uck,"” Luckman said to them as he reached for the round netal spinner

Wat chi ng Pete out of the comer of her eye, Freya Gai nes thought, He and she had a fight
outside there; Carol, when she cane back in, |ooked as if she had been crying. Too bad, Freya said
to herself with relish.

They won't be able to play as partners, she knew. Carol won't be able to put up with Pete's
mel ancholy, his hypochondria. And in her he's sinply not going to find a woman who' Il put up with
him | know he'll turn back to ne in a relationship outside The Gane. He'|ll have to, or crack up
enotional ly.

It was her turn to play. This initial round was played wi thout the elenment of bluff; the
vi si bl e spinner was used, not the cards. Freya spun, obtained a four. Damm, she thought as she
nmoved her piece four spaces ahead on the board. That brought her to a sadly-faniliar square:

Exci se tax. Pay $500.

She paid, silently; Janice Renington, the banker, accepted the bills. How tense | am Freya
t hought, Everyone here is, including Luckman hinsel f.

Whi ch of us, she wondered, will be the first to call Luckman on a bluff? Wo'll have the
courage. And if they challenge him wll they succeed? WIIl they be right? She herself shrank from
it. Not me, she said to herself.

Pete woul d, she decided. He'll be the first; he really hates the man.

It was Pete's turn now, he spun a seven and began noving his piece. Hs face was
expr essi onl ess.

She found a handkerchief in her skirt pocket and bl ew her
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BEI NG SOVEWHAT poor, Joe Schilling owned an anci ent, cantankerous, npody, auto-auto which he
called Max. Unfortunately he could not afford a newer one.

As usual, today Max bal ked at the instructions given it "No," it said. "I'mnot going, to fly
out to the Coast. You can wal k."

"I"'mnot asking you, I"'mtelling you," Joe Schilling told it.

"What busi ness do you have out on the Coast anyhow?" Max demanded in its surly fashion. Its
nmot or had started, however. "I need repair-work done," it conplained, "before | undertake such a
long trip. Wiy can't you maintain nme properly? Everybody el se keeps up their cars.”

"You're not worth keeping up," Joe Schilling said, and got into the auto-auto, seated hinself
at the tiller, then remenbered that he had forgotten his parrot, Eeore. "Dam it," he said, "don't
| eave without me; | have to go back for sonething."” He got out of the car and strode back to the

record shop, key in hand.
The car nmade no comment as he returned with the parrot; it seened resigned, now, or perhaps
the articulation circuit had coll apsed.

"Are you still there?" Schilling asked the car
"OfF course | am Can't you see nme?"
"Take me to San Rafael, California,"” Schilling said. The tine was early norning; he would

probably be able to catch Pete Garden at his pro-tem apartnent.
Pete had called late last night to report on the first encounter with Lucky Luckman. The

nmoment he heard Pete's gl oony tone of voice Joe Schilling had known the result of The Gane;
Luckman had won.
"The problem now," Pete said, "is that he's got two California title deeds, so he doesn't

have to risk Berkeley any nore. He can put up the other one."
"You should have had ne right fromthe start,” Schilling said.

After a pause Pete said, "Well, I've got alittle problem Carol Holt Garden, ny new w fe
she rates herself a fine Bluff-player."

"lI's she?"

"She's good," Pete said. "But-"

"But you still lost. I'lIl start out for the Coast tonorrow norning." And now here he was, as

prom sed, starting out with two suitcases of personal articles and his parrot Eeore, ready to play
agai nst Luckman.

Wves, Schilling thought. Mre of a problemthan an asset. The econonic aspect of our lives
shoul d never have been nel ded hopelessly with the sexual; it makes things too conplex. Blane that
on the Titanians and their desire to solve our difficulties with one neat solution covering all
What they've actually done is gotten us entangl ed even nore thoroughly.

Pete hadn't said any nore about Carol

But marriage had al ways been primarily an econonic entity, Schilling reflected as he steered
his auto-auto up into the early-norning New Mexi co sky. The vugs hadn't invented that; they had
merely intensified an already existing condition. Marriage had to do with the transm ssion of
property, of lines of inheritance. And of cooperation in career-lines as well. Al this energed
explicitly in The Gane and doni nated conditions; The Gane nerely dealt openly with what had been
there inmplicitly before.

The car radio cane on then, and a nale voice addressed Schilling. "This is Kitchener; |I'm
told you're leaving ny bind. Wy?"
"Busi ness on the West Coast." It irritated himthat the Bindnan of the area should burst into

the situation and nmeddl e. But that was Col onel Kitchener, a fussy, elderly, spinster-type retired
of ficer who nosed into everybody's business.

"I didn't give you perm ssion," Kitchener conplai ned.

"You and Max," Schilling said.

"Pardon?" Kitchener berated him "Maybe | just won't want to let you back into ny bind,
Schilling. | happen to know you're going to Carnmel to play The Gane, and if you're as good as all
that--"

"As good as all what?" Schilling broke in. "That's to be denobnstrated, as yet."

"I'f you're good enough to play at all," Kitchener said, "you ought to be playing for ne." It
was obvi ous that nost of the story had | eaked out. Schilling sighed. That was one difficulty with
such a di m ni shed worl d-popul ation; the planet had becone |ike one extensive small town, with
everyone knowi ng everyone el se's business. "Maybe you could practice in nmy group," "Kitchener
of fered. "And then play agai nst Luckman when you're back in shape. After all, you won't do your
friends any good coming in cold as you are. Don't you agree?"
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"I may be cold," Schilling said, "but I'mnot that cold."

"First you deni ed being good and now you deny being bad," Kitchener said. "You' re confusing
me, Schilling. I'll permt you to go, but | hope if you do show your old talent you'll bring sone
of it to our table, out of a sense of loyalty to your own Bi ndman. Good day."

"Good day, Kitch," Schilling said, and broke the circuit. Wll, his trip to the Coast had

al ready earned himtwo enenies, his auto-auto and Col onel Kitchener. A bad harbinger, Schilling
deci ded. Most unlucky. The car, he could afford to have antagonistic to his enterprise, but not a
man as powerful as Kitchener. After all, the Colonel was right; if he did have any talents at The

Gane they should be used to support his own Bi ndman, not soneone el se.

Al'l at once Max spoke up. "You see what you got yourself into?" it said accusingly.

"I realize | should have checked with nmy Bindman and gotten his approval,"” Schilling agreed

"You hoped to sneak out of New Mexico unnoticed," Max said

It was true; Schilling nodded. Yes, it was decidedly a bad begi nning.

Waking in the still-unfaniliar apartment in San Rafael, Peter Garden junped in surprise at
the sight of the tousled head of brown hair beside him the bare, snmooth shoul ders, so eternally
inviting -- and then renenbered who she was and what had happened the evening before. He got out
of bed without waking her, went into the kitchen in his pajamas to search for a package of
cigarettes.

A second California deed had been | ost and Joe Schilling was on his way from New Mexi co;
that's how things stood, he recalled. And he now had a wife who -- How exactly did he eval uate
Carol Holt Garden? It would be good to know precisely where he stood in relation to her before Joe
Schilling put in his appearance... and that could be any tine, now.

He |it a cigarette, put the tea kettle on the burner. As the tea kettle started to thank him
he said, "Be quiet. My wife's asleep.”

The tea kettle obediently warmed in silence.

He |iked Carol; she was pretty and, to say the least, great guns in bed. It was as sinple as
that. She was not terribly pretty and many of his wi ves had been as good in bed and better and he
did not like her inordinately; everything about his feelings was commensurate with reality. Her
feelings, however, were excessive. To Carol this new narriage chall enged her sense of identity by
way of her prestige. As a wonan, a wife, as a Gane-player. That was a | ot.

Qutside the apartnment, on the street below, the two McC ain children played quietly; he heard
their tense, nmuted voices. Going to the kitchen wi ndow he | ooked out and saw them the boy Kelly,
the girl Jessica, involved in some sort of knife game. Absorbed, they were oblivious to anything
else, to him to the vacant, auto-maintained city around them

I wonder how their nother is, Pete said to hinself. Patricia MC ain, whose story | know...

Returning to the bedroom he got his clothes, carried themto the kitchen and silently
dressed, not waking up Carol

"I"'mready," the tea kettle said, all at once.

He took it fromthe burner, started to make instant coffee, and then changed his mnd. Let's
see if Ms. MCOain will fix breakfast for the Bindnman, he said to hinself.

Before the full-length mrror in the apartnent's bathroom he stared at hinmsel f, concl uded
that he | ooked," while not stunning, at |east adequate. And then, noiselessly, he set off, out of
the apartment and down the stairs to the ground fl oor

"Hi, kids," he said to Kelly and Jessi ca.

"H, M. Bindman," they nurmnured, absorbed

"Where can | find your nother?" he asked them

They bot h pointed.

Pete, taking a deep breath of sweet early-norning air, walked that way with fast strides,

feeling hungry in several ways -- deep and intricate ways.
H s auto-auto, Max, landed at the curb before the apartnent building in San Rafael, and Joe
Schilling stiffly slid across the seat, opened the door manually and stepped out.

He rang the proper buzzer and an answering buzz unl ocked the massive front door. Carefully
| ocked to bar intruders who no |longer exist, he said to hinself as he clinbed the carpeted stairs
to the fourth floor.

The apartnent door stood open but it was not Pete Garden waiting for him it was a young
worman wi th disorderly brown hair and a sl eepy expression. "W are you?" she said.

"Afriend of Pete's," Joe Schilling said, "Are you Carol ?"

She nodded, drew her robe around her self-consciously. "Pete's not here. | just got up and
he's gone. | don't know where."

"Can | cone in?" Schilling asked. "And wait?"

"I'f you like. I'mgoing to have breakfast." She padded away fromthe door and Schilling
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foll owed; he found her once nore, in the kitchen of the apartment, cooking bacon on the range.
The tea kettle announced, "M . Garden was here but he left."
"Did he say where he was goi ng?" Schilling asked it.
"He | ooked out the window and then left." The Rushnore
Effect built into the tea kettle did not anount to nmuch; the tea kettle was little help.
Schilling seated hinmself at the kitchen table. "How are you and Pete getting al ong?"
"Ch, we had a dreadful first evening," Carol said. "W lost. Pete was so norose about it...
he didn't say one word all the way home here from Carnel, and even after we got here he hardly

said anything to ne, as if he thought it was ny fault." She turned sadly toward Joe Schilling. "I
just don't know how we're going to go on; Pete seens al nbst -- suicidal."
"He's al ways been that way," Schilling said. "Don't blanme yourself."

"Ch," Carol said, nodding. "Well, thanks for letting me know "

"Could I have a cup of coffee?"

"Certainly," she said, putting the tea kettle back on. "Are you by any chance the friend he
vi dphoned | ast night after The Gane?"

"Yes," Schilling said. He felt enbarrassed; he had cone here to replace this woman at the
Gane table. How nuch did she know of Pete's intentions? In many ways, Schilling thought, Pete's a
heel when it comes to wonen.

Carol said, "I know what you're here for, M. Schilling."

"Umm " Schilling said, cautiously.

"I"'mnot going to step aside,"” she said, as she spooned ground coffee into the nid-part of
the al um num pot. "Your history of playing isn't a good one. | believe | can do better than you."

"Hrm " Schilling said, nodding.

After that he drank his coffee and she ate breakfast in awkward, strained silence, both of
themwaiting for Pete Garden to return

Patricia McC ain was dust-nmopping the living roomof her apartment; she glanced up, saw Pete
and then she smiled a slow, secretive smle. "The Bindman cometh," she said, and continued dust-
nmoppi ng.

"Hello," Pete said, self-consciously.

"I can read your mind, M. Garden. You know quite a bit about ne, from having discussed ne
with Joseph Schilling. So you nmet Mary Anne, ny ol dest daughter. And you find her 'stunningly
attractive,' as Schilling put it... as well as nmuch like ne." Pat McCl ain glanced up at hiny her
dark eyes sparkled. "Don't you think Mary Anne is a little young for you? You' re one hundred and
forty or thereabouts and she's eighteen.”

Pete said, "Since the Hynes d and operations--"

"Never mind," Patricia said. "I agree. And you're also thinking that the real difference
bet ween ne and ny daughter is that I'menbittered and she's still fresh and feninine. This, com ng
froma man who steadily contenpl ates, rum nates about, suicide."

"I can't help it," Pete said. "Cinically, it's obsessive thinking; it's involuntary. | w sh
I could get rid of it. Doctor Macy told ne that decades ago. |'ve taken every pill there is... it

goes away for a tine and then returns.” He entered the McC ain apartnent. "Had breakfast?"

"Yes," Patricia said. "And you can't eat here; it isn't proper and | don't care to fix it for
you. I'Il tell you truthfully, M. Garden; | don't wish to get involved with you emptionally. In
fact the idea of it repels ne."

"Why?" he said, as evenly as possible.

"Because | don't |ike you."

"And why's that?" he said, not retreating either physically or psychol ogically.

"Because you're able to play The Gane and |'mnot," Patricia said. "And because you have a
wi fe, a new one, and yet you're here, not there. | don't |ike your treatnent of her."

"Being a telepath is quite a help," Pete said, "when it conmes to making eval uati ons of other
peopl e's vices and weaknesses."

"It is."
"Can | help it," Pete said, "if I"'mattracted to you and not to Carol ?"
"You can't help what you feel, but you could avoid doing what you're doing; |I'mperfectly

aware of your reason for being here, M. Garden. But don't forget |'mmarried, too. And | take ny
marriage seriously, which you do not. But of course you don't; you have a new wife every few weeks
or so. Every tine there's a severe set-back at The Gane." Her disgust was manifest; her lips were
tightly conpressed and her bl ack eyes flashed.

He wondered what she had been |ike before discovery of her Psionic talent had barred her from
The Gane.

"Much like I amnow, " Patricia said.
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"l doubt that," he said. He thought about her daughter. | wonder if she'll be this way in
time, he speculated. | suppose it depends on whether she has her nother's telepathic talent or
not, and if so--

"Mary Anne doesn't have it,

Patricia said. "None of the children do; we've |looked into it

al ready. "

Then she won't wind up |ike you have, he thought.

"Perhaps not," Patricia said, soberly. Al at once she said, "I won't let you stay here, M.
Garden, but you can drive me into San Francisco if you wish. | have shopping to do there. And we
can stop at a restaurant and have breakfast, if you care to."

He started to agree and then he renenbered Joe Schilling. "I can't. Because of business."

"Strategy tal ks about The Gane."
"Yes." (Cbviously, he couldn't deny it.
"You put that first, before anything else. Even with your so-called 'deep feelings' toward
me. "
"l asked Joe Schilling to come here. | have to be around to greet him" That seened self-
evident to him Apparently it did not seemso to her, however, but there was nothing he could do

about that. Her cynicismwas too deeply enbedded for himto affect it in any way.

"Don't judge ne," Patricia MO ain said. "You nay be right, but--" She noved away from him
hol di ng her hand up to her forehead, as if physically suffering. "I still can't stand it, M.
Garden. "

"Sorry," he said. "I'll |eave, Pat."

"I tell you what," she said. "I'lIl neet you this afternoon at one-thirty, in downtown San

Franci sco. At Market and Third. W can have |unch together. Do you think you can slip away from
your wife and your Gane-playing friend for that?"

"Yes," he said.

"Then it's agreed," Patricia said. And she went on dust-nmopping.

Pete said, "Tell me why you changed your mnd about seeing ne. Wat did you pick up in ny
m nd? It nust have been fairly inmportant.”

"I'd rather not say," Patricia answered.

"Pl ease. "

"The tel epathic faculty has one basic drawback. You may not know this. It tends to pick up
too much; it's too sensitive to marginal or merely latent thoughts in people, what the old
psychol ogi sts called the '"unconscious nind.' There's a relationship between the telepathic faculty
and paranoia; the latter is the involuntary reception of other people's suppressed hostile and
aggressi ve thoughts."

"What did you read in nmy unconscious, Pat?"

"I -- read a syndrome of potential action. If | were a pre-cog | could tell you nore. You nay

do it; you may not. But--" She glanced up at him "It's a violent act, and it has to do with
deat h. "

"Deat h," he echoed.

"Perhaps," Patricia said, "you'll attenpt suicide. |I don't know, it's inchoate, still. It has
to do with death -- and with Jerone Lucknman."

"And it's so bad that it would make you reverse yourself in your decision not to have
anything to do with ne."

Patricia said, "It wuld be wong of nme, after picking up such a syndrone, to sinply abandon
you. "

"Thanks," he said, tartly.

"I don't want it on nmy conscience. 1'd hate to hear on Nats Katz' programtonorrow or the day
after that you' d taken that overdose of Enphytal that you're obsessively preoccupied with." She
smiled at him but it was a colorless snile, devoid of joy.

"I"ll see you at one-thirty," Pete said. "At Third and Market." Unl ess, he thought, the
i nchoate syndrone having to do with viol ence and death and Jerone Luckman becones actual before
t hen.

"I't may," Patricia said sonberly. "That's another quality of the unconscious, it stands
outside of time. You can't tell, in reading it, whether you're picking up sonething m nutes away
fromactualization or days away or even years. It's all blurred together."

Wrdl essly, Pete turned and strode out of the apartnent, away from her.

The next he knew he was riding in his car, high over the desert.

He knew, instantly, that it was nuch later.

Snapping on the radio transmtter he said, "Gve ne atine signal."

The nechani cal voice fromthe speaker said, "Six P.M Muntain Standard Tinme, M. Garden."
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Where am | ? he asked hinself. "Were is this?" he said to the car. "Nevada?" It |ooked I|ike
Nevada, barren and enpty.

The car said, "Eastern Utah."

"When did | | eave the Coast?"

"Two hours ago, M. Garden."

"What have | done during the last five hours?"

The car said, "At nine-thirty you drove from Marin County, California to Carnel, to the Game
Roomin the Carnmel condom ni um apartnent buil ding."

"Whomdid | see?"

"l don't know. "

"Continue," he said, breathing shallowy.

"You stayed there one hour. Then you canme out and took off for Berkeley."

"Berkel ey!" he said.

"You | anded at the Clarenont Hotel. You stayed there only a short tine, only a few minutes.
Then you took off for San Francisco. You |l anded at San Francisco State Coll ege and went into the
adm ni stration building."

"You don't know what | did there, do you?"

"No, M. Garden. You were there an hour. Then you came out and took off once nore. This tine
you | anded at a parking lot in downtown San Francisco, at Fourth and Market; you parked nme there
and set out on foot"

" Goi ng which way?"

"I didn't notice."

"Go ahead."

"You returned at two-fifteen, got back in, and directed me to fly in an East course. | have
done so ever since."

"And we didn't | and anywhere since San Franci sco?"

"No, M. Garden. And by the way, |I'mvery short of fuel. W should come down at Salt Lake
Cty, if possible.™

"Al'l right," he said. "Head that way."

"Thank you, M. Garden," the car said, and altered its course.

Pete sat for a tine and then he switched on the transnmitter and vidphoned his apartnent in
San Raf ael .

On the small screen Carol Holt Garden's face appeared. "Ch hello," she said. "Where are you?
Bill Calumine called; he's getting the group together early this evening to discuss strategy. He
wants to be sure both you and | are there."

"Did Joe Schilling show up?"

"Yes. What do you nean? You came back to the apartnment early this norning and sat out in your
car talking to him you talked out there so | wouldn't hear."

Pete said hoarsely, "What happened after that?"

"l don't understand your question."

"What did | do?" he denmanded. "Did I go anywhere with Joe Schilling? Wiere is he now?"

"I don't know where he is now," Carol said. "What on earth is the matter with you? Don't you
know what you did today? Do you al ways have periods of ammesia?"

Pete grated, "Just tell ne what happened."

"You sat in the car talking to Joe Schilling and then he went off, | guess. Anyhow you cane
back upstairs alone and said to me -- Just a second, | have sonething on the stove." She
di sappeared fromthe screen; he waited, counting the seconds, until at |ast she returned. "Sorry.
Let's see. You cane back upstairs--" Carol paused, neditating. "W tal ked. Then you went

downstairs again, and that's the last |'ve seen of you, until you called just now "

"What did you and | talk about?"

"You told ne that you wanted to play with M. Schilling as your partner tonight." Carol's
voi ce was cold, withdrawn enotionally. "W, shall | say, discussed it. Argued about it, actually.
In the end--" She glared at him "If you don't know-"

"I don't," he said.

Carol said, "There's no reason why | should tell you. Ask Joe, if you want to know, |'m sure
you informed him"

"Where is he?"

"I have no idea," Carol said, and broke the connection. The tiny image of her on the
vi dscreen died.

I"msure, he said to hinself, that | arranged with Joe for himto play as ny partner
tonight. But that's not the problem
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The problem-- it was not what did | do? but why don't | renenber? | may have done nothing at
all; that is, nothing that was unusual or inportant. Although going to Berkeley... perhaps
wanted to pick up sone of ny things which I'd | eft, he decided.

But according to the Rushnore Effect of the car, he had not gone to his old apartnent; he had
gone to the dare-nont, and that was where Lucky Luckman was stayi ng.

Evidently he had seen -- or had tried to see -- Lucknan.

He thought, 1'd better get hold of Joe Schilling. Find himand talk to him Tell himthat for
reasons unknown to ne |'mm ssing alnost an entire day. The shock of what Pat McClain said --
could that explain it?

And evidently he had net Patricia in downtown San Francisco as they had agreed.

If so, what had they done?

VWhat was his relationship with her, now? Perhaps he had been successful; perhaps, on the
ot her hand, he had only antagoni zed her further. No way to tell. And the visit to San Francisco
State Col |l ege. .

Evi dently he had sought out Pat's daughter, Mary Anne.

Good lord. Wiat a day to | ose!

Using the car's transmitter he phoned Joe Schilling's record shop in New Mexico and got a
Rushnore variety of answering device. "M. Schilling is not currently here. He and his parrot are
on the Pacific Coast; you can contact himthrough Marin County Bi ndnan Peter Garden at San
Raf ael . "

Ch no you can't, Pete said to hinself. And cut the connection with a wild sw pe of his hand

After a tinme he vidphoned Freya Garden Gai nes.

"Ch, hello there, Peter," Freya said, |ooking pleased to hear fromhim "Were are you? W're
al |l supposed to get together at--"

“I'"'mhunting for Joe Schilling," he said. "You know where he is?"

"No. | haven't seen him Did you bring himout to the Coast to play against Luckman?"

"I'f you hear fromhim" Pete said, "tell himto go to ny apartnent in San Rafael and stay
there.”

"Ckay," Freya said. "Is sonething wong?"

"Maybe so," he said, and rang off.

I wish to hell | knew, he said to hinself.

To the car he said, "Do you have enough fuel to head directly back to San Rafael w thout
stopping at Salt Lake City?"

"No, M. Garden," the car said.

"Get your dam fuel, then," he told it, "and then let's get back to California as fast as
possi bl e."

"Al'l right, but there's no point in being angry at ne; it was your instructions that brought
us to this place."”

He cursed at the car. And sat inpatiently waiting as it nosed down toward deserted, vast Salt
Lake City bel ow

VI |

VWHEN FI NALLY he got back to San Rafael it was evening; he switched on the landing |ights of
the car and cane to rest at the curb before his apartnent building.

As he stepped out, a shape energed fromthe darkness, hurrying toward him "Pete!"

It was, he nade out, Patricia MO ain; she wore a | ong heavy coat and her hair was tied back
in a knot. "What is it?" he said, catching her air of alarm and urgency.

"Just a second." She cane close to him breathless, gasping, her eyes dilated with fear. "I
want to scan your mind."

"What ' s happened?”

"My god,"” she said. "You don't renenber. The whole day's lost to you; Pete, be careful. |
better go -- ny husband's waiting. Goodbye, I'll see you as soon as | can; don't try to get in
touch with me, 1'Il call you." She stared at himfor an instant and then she di sappeared down the
street, rushing away into the darkness.

He went on, then, up the stairs to his apartmnent.

In the living room |arge, red-bearded Joseph Schilling sat waiting; seeing him Schilling at
once rose to his feet. "Wiere have you been?"

Pete said, "lIs Carol here or are you alone?" He glanced around him There was no sign of her

"I haven't seen her since this norning. Since the three of us were together here in the

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Philip%20K%20Dick%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f%20Titan.txt (24 of 83) [1/19/03 7:58:34 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Philip%20K %20Di ck%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f %20T itan.txt

apartment. | was talking to your former wife, Freya, and she told nme that you--"
"How did you get in," Pete said, "if Carol isn't here?"
"The apartment was unl ocked. "
Pete said, "Listen, Joe. Sonething' s happened, today."
"You mean Lucknman's di sappearance?"

Staring at him chilled, Pete said, "I didn't know Luck-man had di sappeared."”

"Of course you do; you're the one who told ne." Now Schilling stared back at him

They were both silent.

Schilling said, "You called me fromyour car; you caught ne at the con-apt in Carnel; | was

studyi ng recordi ngs of your group's past Ganeplays. And then later on | heard it over Nats Katz'
af t ernoon program Luckman di sappeared this norning."

"And he hasn't been found?"

"No." Schilling grabbed Pete by the shoul der. "Wy don't you renenber?"

"I had an encounter. Wth a tel epath.”

"Pat McCl ain? You told ne; you were remarkably upset. | could tell, | know you. You all uded
to sonet hing she had picked up in your unconsci ous, sonething having to do with your obsessive
sui cidal inpul ses, you said. And then you suddenly signed off and broke the circuit."

"I saw her again just now," Pete said. Her warning; probably it had to do with Luckman's
di sappearance. Did Patricia think he had sonething to do with it?

Schilling said, "I'll fix you a drink." He went over to the cabinet by the large living room
wi ndows. "Wiile | was waiting for you | managed to find where you keep it. This scotch isn't bad,
but as far as I'mconcerned there's nothing quite like--"

"I haven't eaten dinner," Pete said. "I don't want a drink." He went into the kitchen, to the
refrigerator, with the vague idea of preparing sone sort of neal.
"There's some very fine kosher-style corn beef; | picked it up at a delicatessen in San

Franci sco, it and dark bread and sl aw. "

"Ckay." Pete got the food out.

"We don't have nuch tinme to get to Carnel. We're supposed to be there early. But if Luckman
doesn't show up-"

"Are the police |ooking for hin? Have they been called in?"

"I don't know. You didn't say and neither did Katz."

Pete said, "Did | tell you how | happened to know about it?"

"No. "

"This is terrible,"” Pete said. He cut two thick slices of the dark bread; his hands were
shaki ng.

"\ 2"

"I don't know why. Doesn't it strike you that way?"

Schilling shrugged. "Maybe it would be a good thing if someone did himin. W should have
such bad luck every day. Whuldn't this solve our collective problenms? H s wi dow woul d have to pl ay
his hand and we can beat Dotty Luckman; | know her systemand it's nediocre.” He, too, cut hinself
sonme of the dark bread and hel ped hinself to the kosher-style corn beef.

The vi dphone rang.

"You get it," Pete said. He felt dread.

"Sure." Schilling strode into the living room "Hello," his voice cane to Pete.
Bill Calunmine' s voice: "Something's cone up. | want everyone at Carnel imrediately."”
"Ckay, we'll leave now " Schilling returned to the kitchen

"I heard," Pete said

"Leave a note for your wife Carol."

"Telling her what?"

"Don't you know that either? Telling her to get down to Carnel; the agreenent we arrived at --
renember? -- is for me to play the hands but for her to sit in and watch from behind ne, seeing
what | draw and how | play each turn. You don't renenber that either, do you?"

Pete said, "No."

"She wasn't very pleased." Schilling got his hat and Coat fromthe closet. "But you figured
you'd come up with sonething just dandy, there. Cone on; it's tine to | eave. Bring your corn beef
sandw ch al ong."

As they left the apartnent and cane out into the hall they nmet Carol Holt Garden; she was
stepping fromthe elevator. Her face | ooked tired. Seeing them she halted.

"Wel | ?" she said listlessly. "I suppose you heard."

Schilling said, "W heard fromBill Calumne, if that's what you nean."

"I mean," Carol said, "about Luckman. Since |'ve already called the police. If you want to
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see, cone downstairs."
By the elevator, the three of them descended to the ground floor, and Carol led themto her

car, parked behind Schilling's and Pete's at the curb.

"I discovered it in md-flight," she said woodenly, |eaning against the hood of the car
hands in her coat pockets. "I was flying along and | happened to wonder if 1'd left ny purse at ny
old apartnment, where | and ny previous husband lived. | was there today, getting some things |I had
forgotten."

Pete and Joe Schilling opened the door to her car

"I switched on the done light," Carol said. "And saw it. It nust have been put in while | was
parked at ny old apartnment, but it's barely possible that it was done even earlier, when | was
here this norning." She added, "You can see that he -- it -- is way down on the floor, out of
sight. |1 -- touched it, trying to find nmy purse." She was silent, then

By the glare of the done light, Pete saw the body janmed behind the front seats of the car
It was Luckman; no doubt of it. Even in death, the round, plunp-cheeked face was recogni zable. It
was not ruddy, now. It was, in the artificial |ight, a pul py gray.

"I called the police at once," Carol said, "and arranged to neet them here.
audi bl e in the black sky above them a |long way off.

Sirens were now

VI

FACI NG THE nenbers of the group Pretty Blue Fox, Bill Calumne said, "Ladies and gentl enen,
Jerome Luckman has been nurdered and every one of us is a suspect. That's the situation. There
isn't much nore | can tell you at this time. Naturally, there will be no Gane-playing tonight."

Si | vanus Angst giggled and said, "I don't know who did it, but whoever it is --
congratul ations." He | aughed, waiting for the others to join in.

"Be quiet," Freya said to himsharply.

Col oring, Angst said, "But I'mright; it's the best news--"

"I't's not good news that we're under suspicion,” Bill Calunmine said shortly. "I don't know
who did it, or even if any of us didit. And I'mnot even sure that it's to our advantage; we nay
find enormous | egal conplications in getting back the two California title deeds which we lost to
him | just don't know, it's too soon. What we need is |egal advice."

"Right," Stuart Marks said, and around the roomthe other nmenmbers of the group nodded. "W
should jointly hire an attorney, a good one."

"To help protect us," Jack Blau said, "and to advise us how best to get those two deeds

back. "

"A vote," Walt Rem ngton said.

Irritably, Bill Calumine said, "W don't need to vote; it's obvious we need an attorney. The
police will be here any time, now Let nme ask this,"” he glanced around the room "if one of you
didit -- and | stress the word if -- does that person want to declare hinself now?"

There was silence. No one noved.

Wth a brief smle, Calumine said, "That takes care of that, anyhow If one of us killed
Luckman he's not going to say."

"Wuld you want himto?" Jack Bl au asked.

"Not particularly,” Calunmine said. He turned to the vidphone. "If no one objects I'Il call
Bert Earth, my attorney in Los Angeles, and see if he can get right up here. Al right?" Again he
gl anced ar ound.

No one obj ect ed.

"Al'l right, then," Calum ne said, and dial ed.

Schilling said, "Woever did it, for whatever notives," his voice was harsh, "putting it in
Carol Holt Garden's car was a vicious and brutal act. Wolly inexcusable.”

Freya smiled. "W can condone the nmurder but not putting the body in Ms. Garden's car. An
odd era we're living in."

"You know I"mright,"” Schilling said to her

Freya shrugged.

Into the vidphone, Bill Calumine was saying, "Gve ne M. Barth; it's an energency." He
turned toward Carol, who sat by Pete and Joe Schilling on the large center sofa. "lI'mparticularly

t hi nki ng of your protection, Ms. Garden, in our hiring of legal counsel. Since it was found in
your car."

"Carol's no nore a suspect than anyone else," Pete said. At |east, he thought, | hope not.
Why shoul d she be? After all, she notified the police as soon as she found it.
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Lighting a cigarette, Schilling said to him "So | arrived too late. 1'll never have ny
opportunity to get back at Lucky Luckman."

Stuart Marks nurmured, "Unless you al ready have."

"Meani ng what?" Schilling said, turning toward hi mand surveying him

"Hell, what do you think |I nean?" Marks said.

On the vidscreen the firm elongated features of the Los Angel es attorney Bert Barth had

formed and Barth was already in the process of advising the group. "They'll conme as a team" he
was explaining to Bill Calunmine. "One vug, one Terran; that's customary in capital crines. |l
get up there as soon as | can but it'll take me at least half an hour. Be prepared for them both

to be excellent telepaths; that's customary, too. But renenber: evidence obtained through
telepathic scanning is not legal in a Terran court of law, that's been solidly established."

Calumine said, "It sounds to ne like a violation of the provision in the U S. Constitution
against a citizen being forced to testify against hinself."
"That, too," Barth said, nodding. Now the whole group was silent, listening to the

conversation between Calunine and their attorney. "The police telepaths can scan you and determ ne
if you're guilty or innocent, but other evidence has to be produced for it to stand up in court.
They will use their telepathic faculties to the hilt however; you can be sure of that."

The Rushnore Effect of the apartnent now chimed and then announced, "Two persons are outside
wi shing to enter."

"Police?" Stuart Marks asked.

"One Titanian," the Rushnore Effect said, "and one Terran. Are you police?" It was addressing
the visitors. "They are police,” it informed the group. "Shall | admt then?"

"Have them cone on up,"” Bill Calum ne said, after an exchange of glances with his attorney.

Barth continued, "Wat your people nust be prepared for is this. By law, the authorities can
di sband your group until this crime is solved. In principle, it's supposed to act as a deternent
to future crinmes commtted by Game-pl aying groups. Actually, it works out nore as a sinple
puni tive gesture, punishing everyone involved."

Dismally, Freya said, "Disband the group -- oh no!"

"Sure," Jack Blau said grimy. "Didn't you know that? It's the first thing | thought of when
| heard about Luck-man's death; | knew they'd disband us." He glared around the room as if
seeking for the person responsible for the crine.

"Well, nmaybe they won't," Walt Rem ngton said.

There was a knock at the apartnment door itself. The police.

"I"l'l stay on the vidphone," Bert Barth offered, "instead of trying to nake it up there.
can probably advise you better this way." Fromthe vidscreen he | ooked toward the door

Freya opened the door. There stood a lean, tall young Terran and, beside him a vug. The
Terran said, "I'm Wade Hawt horne." He produced a bl ack-backed | eather wallet, which contained
their identification; the vug nerely rested in its customary fashion, overtaxed by the ascent to
this floor. Stitched to it was the name-thread E. B. Bl ack

"Cone in," Bill Calum ne said, striding toward the door. "I'mthe group's spinner, Bill
Calumine's ny nane." He held the door wide, and the two officers entered the apartnent, the vug E
B. Black coning first.

"W wish first to talk to Ms. Carol Holt Garden," the vug thought-propagated to the group
"Since the corpse was found in her car."

"I"'m Carol Garden." She rose to her feet, stood steady and cal mas the team of police turned
to face her.

"Do we have your permission to scan you tel epathically?" Wade Hawt horne asked her

She gl anced at the vidscreen

"Tell themyes," Bert Barth said. To the two police he said, "I'mBarth, their |ega
counsel or, in Los Angeles. |'ve advised ny clients, this group, Pretty Blue Fox, to cooperate with
you fully. They will all be open for tel epathic scanning, but they understand -- and | know you
do, too -- that any evidence you obtain in this fashion can't be entered in a court of [aw "

"That's correct," Hawt horne said, and wal ked over to Carol

The vug slid slowy after him and there was sil ence.

"It appears to be as Ms. Garden related on the phone," the vug E. B. Black said, presently.
"She discovered the corpse in md-flight and at once notified us." To its conpanion the vug
continued, "I find no indication that Ms. Garden had any prior know edge of the corpse's presence
in her car. She does hot appear to have had anything to do with Luckman prior to that discovery.
Do you agree?"

"I agree," Hawthorne said slowy. "But--" He glanced around the room "There is sonething in
connection with her husband, M. Peter Garden. |1'd |ike to exam ne you next, M. Garden."
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Pete, his throat dry, rose to his feet. "Can | talk with our attorney a nmonent in private?"
he said to the policeman Hawt horne.

"No," Hawt horne said in a pleasant, even voice. "He's al ready advised you on this matter;
see no reason to permt you to--"

"I'"'maware of what his advice is," Pete said. "I'minterested in |earning the consequences if
I were to refuse."” He wal ked across the roomto the vidphone. "Wl I?" he said to Barth.

"You'll becone a prime suspect," Barth said. "But it's your right; you can refuse. |'d advise
you not to, because if you do they'll never stop hounding you. They'll scan you sooner or |ater
anyhow. "

Pete said, "I have an aversion to having ny nind read.”" Once they discovered his amesia, he
realized, they would be certain he had killed Luckman. And perhaps he had. The obvi ous was
confronting himbrutally.

"What's your deci sion?" Hawt horne asked him

"You' ve probably begun to scan ne already," Pete said. Barth of course was right; if he
refused they would scan hi manyhow, if not now, then sone other time. "Go ahead," he said, and
felt sick and weary. He wal ked over to the two of themand stood with his hands in his pockets.

Ti me passed. No one spoke.

"lI've picked up the matter which Ms. Garden was thinking about,
its companion. "Have you?"

"Yes," Hawt horne said, nodding. To Pete he said, "You have no actual nmenory of today, do you?
You' ve reconstructed it fromremarks nade by your auto-auto or at |least by alleged remarks."

"You can question the Rushnore of ny car,"” Pete said.

"I't informed you," Hawthorne said slowy, "that you paid a visit to Berkeley, today. But you
don't actually knowif it was to see Lucknman, and if so, whether you did see himor not. |I can't
i magi ne why this block in your mind exists; was it self-inposed? And if so, how?"

"I can't tell you the answer to that," Pete said. "As you can certainly read for yourself."

Hawt horne said drily, "Anyone intending to commit a capital crine would of course know t hat
tel epaths woul d be brought in; he would have to deal with that, and nothing could possibly benefit
himnmore than a segnent of ammesia entering to block out that period of his activities." To E. B
Bl ack he said, "I would presume we should take M. Garden into custody."

The vug answered, "Perhaps. But we nust exanine the others, as a matter of course." To the
group it declared, "You are ordered to disband as a Gane-pl ayi ng organi zation; fromthis noment on
it isillegal for any of you to come together for the purpose of playing Bluff. This ruling wll
hold until the rmurderer of Jerome Lucknman has been found."

They turned, instinctively, to the vidscreen

Barth said, "It's legal. As | warned you." He seened resigned.

"Speaking for the group,” Bill Calunine said to the two police, "I protest this."

Hawt hor ne shrugged. He did not seem particularly worried by Calunine's protest.

"I have picked up sonething unusual ,"” the vug said to its conpanion. "Please scan the rest of
the group as a whole and see if you agree.”

d ancing at him Haw horne nodded; he wal ked sl owly about the room from person to person
and then back to the vug. "Yes," he said. "M. Garden is not the only person here unable to recal
what he did today. In all, six persons in this group show sinilar |apses of menory. Ms.'

Rem ngton, M. Gaines, M. Angst, Ms. Angst, Ms. Calunmine, and Ms. Garden. None of them have
i ntact nmenories.”

Ast oni shed, Pete Garden | ooked around the room and saw by the expressions on the faces of
the other five that it was true. They were in the sane situation that he was. And probably, I|ike
hi nsel f, each of them had believed his situation unique. So none of them had discussed it.

"I can see," Hawthorne said, "that we're going to have difficulty establishing the identity
of the nurderer of M. Luckman, in view of this. However, I'msure it can be done; it merely wll
take longer." He glared at the group wth displ easure.

In the kitchen of the con-apt, Janice Rem ngton and Freya Gaines fixed coffee. The others
remained in the living roomwth the team of detectives.

"How was Luckman killed?" Pete asked Hawt horne.

the vug thought-radiated to

"By a heat-needle, evidently. W' re having an autopsy perforned, of course; we'll have
certain know edge then."
"What the hell is a 'heat-needle' ?" Jack Bl au asked.

Hawt horne said, "A side-armleft over fromthe war; they were all called in, but a large
nunber of servicenen kept theirs and we find them being used every now and then. It enploys a
| aser beamand is accurate fromquite a distance, assuming there is no intervening structure."
Cof f ee was brought; Hawt horne accepted a cup and seated hinself. H s conpanion, the vug E B.
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Bl ack, decli ned.

On the vidscreen, the miniature image of their attorney Bert Barth said, "M. Haw horne, whom
do you intend to hold? Al six persons with defective nmenories? I'd |like to know now because |I'm
going to have to ring off this line, soon; | have other comm tnents."

"It seens probable we'll hold the six and rel ease the others. Do you find that objectionable,
M. Barth?" Hawt horne seemed anused.

M's. Angst broke in, "They're not going to hold nme, not w thout a charge."

"They can hold you -- anybody -- seventy-two hours at least," Barth said. "For observation
There are several blanket charges they can bring in. So don't fight that, Ms. Angst; after all, a
man has been killed. This is a serious matter."

"Thanks for the help," Bill Calumne said to Barth, a little bit ironically, it seened to
Pete. "I'd |like to ask you one nore thing; can you begin work getting the stricture on our neeting

for Gane-playing renoved?”

"I"ll see what | can do," Barth said. "Gve nme sone tine. There was a case last year in
Chi cago. A group there was dissolved under the sane statute for several weeks and naturally they
took it to court. As | recall the group won its case; anyhow I'Il look into it." Barth rang off.

"We're lucky," Jean Blau said, "that we've got legal representation." She | ooked frightened;
goi ng over to her husband she stood cl ose by him

Silvanus Angst said, "I still say we're better off; Luckman woul d have w ped us out." He
grinned at the two police. "Maybe | did it. Like you say, | don't renmenber. Frankly, if | did it
I"mglad.” He did not appear to have any fear of the police. Pete envied him

"M . Garden," Haw horne said, "I catch a very interesting thought fromyou. Early this
nmorni ng you were warned by soneone -- | can't catch by whom-- that you were about to conmit an
act of violence having to do with Luckman. Am | correct?" Rising, he wal ked over to Pete. "Wuld
you mnd thinking as clearly as possible about this?" H's tone was infornal.

Pete said, "This is a violation of ny rights." He wished that the attorney were still on the
vi dphone; as soon as Barth had rung off the attitude of the police had stiffened. The group was
now at their nercy.

"Not precisely," Hawt horne said. "W're governed by many regul ati ons; our pairing off bi-
racially is to protect the rights of those we investigate. Actually we're hanpered by such an
arrangenent . "

Bill Calunmine said, "Did both of you agree on shutting down our group? O was that its idea?"
He jerked his head in the direction of E B. Black

"I fully concur in the action of banning Pretty Blue Fox," Hawthorne said. "Despite what your
i nborn prejudices may tell you."

Pete said, "You' re wasting your tinme baiting himfor his association with the vugs." It was
obvi ous that Hawthorne was used to it by now He probably encountered it everywhere the two
detectives went.

Comi ng over beside Pete, Joe Schilling said softly, "I'mjust not satisfied with the attitude
of that Bert Barth. He's giving in too easily; a good aggressive |awer would stand up for us
nore."

"Perhaps so," Pete said. It had seened that way to him too

"I have ny own attorney back in New Mexico; his nane is Laird Sharp. |'ve known him
professionally and socially a long time; I'mfamliar with his way of operating and it's in great
contrast to Barth's. And since they're evidently going to book you I'd like to see you get him
instead of this attorney of Calumine's. | know he could get you right out.”

"The problem" Pete said, "is that nilitary law still prevails in many situations." The
Concordat between Terrans and Titanians had been a nilitary one. He felt pessimstic. "If the
police want to take us in they probably can," he said to Schilling. Something was terribly wong.
Sonet hi ng with enornous power was in operation; it had acted agai nst six menbers of the group
al ready, and who knew what its limts were? If it could deplete themof their recent nenories--

The vug E. B. Black said, "I agree with you, M. Garden. It is unique and disconcerting. Up
to now we have not run into anything exactly like it. Individuals, to avoid being scanned, have
procured el ectroshock and managed to obliterate nenory-cells. But that does not seemto be the
case here."

"How can you be sure of that?" Stuart Marks said. "Maybe these six people acted together to
get el ectroshock equi pment; they could have done it through al nbst any psychiatrist and
psychiatric hospital. The machinery is readily available.” He glowered at Pete hostilely. "Look
what you' ve done. Because of you our group has been banned!"

"Because of nme?" Pete said.

"Because of the six of you." Marks | ooked sullenly around at all of them "Cbviously, one or
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nmore of you Kkilled Luck-man. You should have | ooked into the | egal situation before you did it."

M's. Angst said, "W did not kill Lucknman."

"You don't know that," Stuart Marks said. "You don't renenber. Right? So don't try to have it
bot h ways, renenbering that you didn't do it and not remenbering that you did."

Bil | Cal uni ne spoke up; his voice was icy. "Marks, damm it, you have no noral right for
acting this way. What do you nean by accusing your fellow group-nmenbers? |I'mgoing to insist that
we continue to act together and not let ourselves be split this way. If we start to fight anong
our sel ves and begi n accusing each other, the police will be able to--" He broke off.

"Be able to what?" Hawthorne said mldly. "Be able to locate the slayer? That's all we intend
to do and you know it."

Calumne said to the group, "I still insist we should stick together, those with intact
menories and those without; we're still a group, and it's up to the police to voice the
accusations, not us." To Stuart Marks he said, "If you do that again I'll ask for a vote to have
you dropped fromthe group.”

"That's not legal," Marks said. "And you know it. | still say what | said; one or nore of
these six people killed Luck-man and | don't see why we should protect them It neans the
obliteration of our group. It's to our best interest to have the slayer discovered. Then we can
resune playing."

Walt Remi ngton said, "Whoever killed Luckman didn't do it for hinself; he did it for all of
us. It may have been the act of an individual, an individual decision, but we all benefited; that
person saved our hides, and as far as |I'mconcerned it's ethically |oathsome for a menber of the
group to assist the police in apprehending him" Shaking with anger, he faced Stuart Marks.

"We didn't |ike Luckman," Jean Blau said, "and we were terribly afraid of himbut that didn't
create a mandate for soneone to go out and kill him supposedly in the nane of the group. | agree
with Stuart. We should cooperate with the police in determning who did it."

"A vote," Silvanus Angst said.

"Yes," Carol agreed. "W should decide on policy. Are we to hang together or are we, as
i ndividuals, to betray one another? 1'Il tell you ny vote right now, it's thoroughly wong for any
of us to--"

The policeman Wade Hawt horne interrupted her. "You have no choice, Ms. Garden; you nust
cooperate with us. It's the law. You can be conpelled to,"

"I doubt that," Bill Calum ne said.

Joe Schilling said, "lI'mgoing to contact ny own attorney, in New Mexico." He crossed the
roomto the vidphone, clicked it on and began to dial

"I's there any way," Freya was saying to Hawt horne, "that the | apsed nenories can be
restored?"

"Not if the brain cells in question have been destroyed," Hawthorne answered. "And | assune
that's the case. It's hardly likely that these six nmenbers of Pretty Blue Fox have sinultaneously
suffered hysterical |loss of menory." He smiled briefly.

Pete said to him "My day was fairly well reconstructed by the Rushnore Effect of my car, and
it didn't put ne at any tinme near a psychiatric hospital where | could have obtai ned
el ectroshock. "

"You stopped at San Francisco State College," Hawt horne said. "And their psych departnment
possesses ETS equi pnent; you could have gotten it there."

"\What about the other five?" Pete said.

"Their days have not been reconstructed by Rushnore circuitry as has yours," Hawthorne said.
"And there are nmmjor omissions in yours; a good deal of your activity today is far fromclear."

Joe Schilling said, "I have Sharp on the vid. You want to talk to him Pete? |'ve sketched
the situation briefly."
The vug E. B. Black said suddenly, "Just a nonent, M. Garden." It conferred telepathically

for atime with its colleague, and then it said to Pete, "M. Hawthorne and | have decided not to
book any of you; there's no direct evidence involving any one of you in the crine. But if we |et
you go, you nust agree to carry tattletales with you at all times. Inquire of your attorney M.
Sharp if that will be acceptable."

"What the hell is a 'tattletale' ?" Joe Schilling asked.

"A tracing device," Hawt horne said. "It will informus where each of you are at all times."

"Does it have a telepathic content?" Pete asked.

"No," Hawt horne said. "Although | wish it had."

On the vidscreen, Laird Sharp, youthful and active-looking, said, "I heard the proposal and
without going into it any further, 1'd be inclined to label it as a clear violation of these
people's rights."
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"Suit yoursel f," Hawt horne said. "Then we'l|l have to book them™
"I"ll have them out at once," Sharp said. To Pete he said, "Don't allow themto hook any sort
of nonitoring devices to you, and if you discover they have, rip themoff. I'Il fly right out

there. It's obvious to ne that your rights are being resoundingly violated."
Joe Schilling said to Pete, "Do you want hin®"

"Yes," Pete said.
Bill Calunmine said, "I -- have to agree. He seens to have nore on the ball than Barth."
Turning to the group Calunmine said, "I offer the notion that we retain this man Sharp

collectively."

Hands went up. The notion carried.

"I"ll see you shortly, then," Sharp said, and broke the connection

"A good man," Schilling said, and reseated hinself.

Pete felt a little better now, it was a good feeling, he thought, to have sonmeone battling
hard on your side.

The group as a whol e seened | ess stunned, now. They were coning out of their stupor

"I"'mgoing to nake a notion," Freya said to the group. "I nove that we order Bill Calumne to
step down and that we el ect soneone el se, soneone nore vi gorous, as group spinner."

Ast oni shed, Bill Calumine said, "Wwhy?"

"Because you sicked that do-nothing attorney on us,
let the police walk all over us."

Freya said. "That Bert Barth who just

Jean Blau said, "True, but it's still better to et himremain as spinner than to stir up
trouble.”

"But trouble," Pete said, "is sonething we can't avoid. W're in it already." After an
interval he said, "I second Freya's notion."

Taken by surprise, the group began to murnmur.

"Vote," Silvanus Angst said. Snickering, he added, "I agree with Pete; | vote for Calumine's
renoval . "

Bill Calum ne stared at Pete and said hoarsely, "How could you second a notion |ike that? Do

you want soneone nore vigorous? | would think you wouldn't."

"Why not?" Pete said.

"Because," Calum ne said, his face red with anger, his voice trenbling, "you personally have
so much to | ose.”

"What causes you to say that?" the detective Hawt horne asked him

Cal um ne said, "Pete killed Jerone Luckman."

"How do you know t hat?" Hawt horne said, frowning.

"He called nme and told nme he was going to do it," Calumne said. "Early this nmorning. |If you
had scanned nme nore thoroughly you would have found that; it wasn't very far down in ny nind."

For a nmonent Hawt horne was silent, evidently scanning Calunine. Then he turned to the group
Thoughtful ly, he said, "Wat he says is true. The nenory is there in his mind. But -- it wasn't
there earlier when | scanned hima little while ago.” He glanced at his partner, E. B. Bl ack

"It was not there," the vug replied in agreenent. "I scanned him too. Yet it's clearly there

now.
They both turned toward Pete.

I X

JOE SCHILLING SAID, "I don't think you killed Luckman, Pete. | also don't think you called
Bill Calum ne and told himyou were going to. | think someone or something is manipul ating our
m nds. That thought was not in Calum ne's head originally; both cops scanned him" He was silent
t hen.

The two of themwere at the Hall of Justice in San Francisco, awaiting the arraignment. It
was an hour |ater.

"When do you think Sharp will be here?" Pete said.

"Any tinme." Schilling paced about. "Calunine obviously is sincere; he actually believes you
said that to him"

There was a commoti on down the corridor and Laird Sharp appeared, wearing a heavy bl ue

overcoat and carrying a briefcase; he strode toward them "I've already talked to the district
attorney. | got themto |lower the charge from homcide to sinply know edge of a hom cide and

del i berate conceal nent of the know edge fromthe police. | pointed out that you' re a Bi ndnman, you
own property in California. You can be trusted out on bail. W'Il have a bond broker in here and
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get you right out."

Pete said, "Thanks."

"It's nmy job," Sharp said, "After all, you' re paying ne. | understand you' ve had a change of
authority in your group; who's your spinner, now that Calunmine is out?"

"My quondam wi fe, Freya Garden Gaines," Pete said.

"Your quondam or your goddam wi fe?" Sharp asked, cupping his ear. "Anyhow, the real question

is can you swing the group so that they'll help pay ny fee? O are you alone in this?"

Joe Schilling said, "It doesn't matter; in any case |'l| guarantee your fee."

"l ask," Sharp said, "because ny fee would differ according to whether it's an individual or
a group."” He exami ned his watch. "Well, let's get the arrai gnnment over and the bond broker in

here, and then let's go somewhere and have a cup of coffee and talk the situation over."

"Fine," Schilling said, nodding. "W've got a good nan, here," he said to Pete. "Wthout
Laird you'd be in here on an unbail abl e of fense."

"I know, " Pete said, tensely.

"Let ne ask you point blank," Laird Sharp said, across the table to Pete. "Did you kil
Jerome Lucky Lucknan?"

Pete said, "I don't know. " He expl ai ned why.

Scow i ng, Laird Sharp said, "Six persons, you say. Name of god; what's going on, here? So you
could have killed him You or any one of you or several or even all." He fingered a sugar cube.
“I'"ll tell you. a piece of bad news. The Wdow Lucknman, Dotty, is putting great pressure on the
police to break this case. That neans they're going to try for a conviction as soon as possible,
and it'Il be before a mlitary court... it's that damm Concordat; we've never gotten out from
under it."

"I realize that," Pete said. He felt tired.

"The police have given ne a witten transcript of the investigating officers' report," Sharp
said, reaching into his briefcase. "I had to pull a few strings, but here it is." He brought a
vol um nous docunment from his briefcase and pushed his coffee cup aside to lay it out on the table.
"l1"ve already glanced at it. This E. B. Black found in your nenory an encounter with a woman namned
Patricia McC ain who told you that you were about to performan act of violence having to do with
Luckman's death."

"No," Pete said. "Having to do with Luckman and death. It's not quite the sane thing."

The | awer eyed himkeenly. "Very true, Garden." He returned to the docunent.

"Counsel or,"” Schilling said, "they have no real case against Pete. CQutside of that phony
menory that Cal um ne has--"

"They' ve got nothing." Sharp nodded. "Except the amesia, and you share that with five other
group-nmenbers. But the problemis that they'll be digging around trying to get nore dope on you
begi nning fromthe assunption that you are guilty. And by starting with that as a prenise, god
knows what they nay be able to find. You say your auto-auto said, you dropped by Berkel ey sonetine
today. .. where Luckman was staying. You don't know why or even if you nmanaged to reach him God,
you may have done it all right, Garden. But we'll presunme you didn't, for the purposes of our
case. |s there anyone that you personally suspect, and if so, why?"

"No one," Pete said.

“"Incidentally," Sharp said, "I happen to know sonethi ng about M. Calumine's attorney, Bert
Barth. He's an excellent nman. If you deposed Calumine on Barth's account you were in error; Barth
is inclined to be cautious, but once he gets started you can't pull himloose."

Pete and Joe Schilling glanced at each other

"Anyhow, " Sharp said, "the die is cast. | think your best bet, M. Garden, is to |ook up your
Psi onic wormman friend Pat McCO ain and find out what you and she did today and what she read in your
nmnd while you were with her."

"Ckay," Pete said. He agreed.

"Shall we go there now?" Sharp said, putting his document away in his briefcase and rising to
his feet. "It's only ten o' clock; we may be able to catch her before she goes to bed.”

Al so standing up, Pete said, "There's a problem She has a husband. Whom |'ve never net. If
you understand ne."

Sharp nodded. "I see." He neditated. "Maybe she'd be willing to fly here to San Franci sco;
I"1l give her a call. If not, is there any other place you can think of?"

"Not your apartnent,” Joe Schilling said. "Carol's there." He regarded Pete sonmberly. "I have
a place now. You don't renenber, but you found it for me, in your present bind, San Anselnob. It's
about two mles fromyour own apartment. If you want, I'll call Pat McC ain; she no doubt
renenbers ne. Both she and Al, her husband, have bought Jussi Bjoerling records fromme. |I'Il tell

her to neet us at ny apartnent."
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"Fine," Pete said.

Joe Schilling went to the vidphone in the back of the restaurant to call.

"He's a nice guy,"” Sharp said to Pete as they waited.

"Yes," Pete agreed.

"Do you think he killed Luckman?"

Startled, Pete jerked his head, stared at his | awer.

"Don't become unglued," Sharp said snmoothly. "I was just curious. You are ny client, Garden
as far as |'m professionally concerned, everyone else is a suspect over and above you, even Joe
Schilling whom|I've known for eighty-five years."

"You're a jerry?" Pete said, surprised. Wth such energy, Pete had assuned Sharp to be no
nmore than forty or fifty.

"Yes," Sharp said, |I'ma geriatric, like yourself. One hundred and fifteen years old." He sat
broodingly twisting a match folder up into a ball. "Schilling could have done it; he's hated
Luckman for years. You know the story of how Luckman reduced himto penury."

"Then why did he wait until now?"

d ancing at him Sharp said, "Schilling came out here to play Luckman again. Right? He was
positive he could beat Lucknman if they ever tangled again; he's been telling hinself that all this
time, ever since Lucky beat him Mybe Joe got out here, all prepared to play for your group
agai nst Luckman, then lost his nerve... discovered at the |ast nonment that when it cane right down
toit, he couldn't beat Lucknan after all -- or at |east feared he couldn't."

"I see," Pete said.

"So he was in an untenable position, conmtted to playing and beati ng Luckman, not nerely for

hinsel f but for his friends... and he knew he sinply could not do it. What other way out than to--
" Sharp broke off; Joe Schilling was crossing the near-enpty restaurant, returning to the table.
"I't's a conpelling theory, anyhow," Sharp said, and turned to greet Joe Schilling.

"What's an interesting theory?" Joe said, seating hinself.

Sharp said, "The theory that a single enornmously powerful agency is at work manipul ating the
m nds of the nenbers of Pretty Blue Fox, turning theminto a corporate instrunent of its will."

"You put it alittle grandiosely,” Joe said, "but in the main | feel that nust be the case.
As | said to Pete."

"What did Pat McC ain say?" Pete asked

"She'll meet us here," Joe said. "So let's have a second cup of coffee; it'll take her
anot her fifteen mnutes. She had gone to bed.”

A half hour later Pat McClain, wearing a light trench coat, |ow heeled slippers and sl acks,
entered the restaurant and wal ked toward their table. "Hello, Pete," she said to him she | ooked

pal e, and her eyes were unnaturally dilated. "M. Schilling." She nodded to Joe. "And--" She
studi ed Laird Sharp as she seated herself. "I'ma telepath, you know, M. Sharp. Yes, | read that
you know, you're Pete's |awer."

Pete thought, | wonder how -- if at all -- Pat's telepathic talent could assist ne, at this
point. | had no doubts about Sharp, and | don't in any way, shape, or formaccept his theory about
Joe Schilling.

d ancing at him Pat said, "I'll do all |I can to help you, Pete." Her voice was | ow but

steady; she had herself under control; the panic of a few hours ago was gone. "You don't renenber
anyt hi ng that happened between us, this afternoon.”

"No," he adnitted.

"Well," Pat said, "you and I got on astonishingly well, for two people who are narried to
soneone el se entirely."

Sharp asked her, "Was there anything in Pete's nind, when he met you this afternoon, about
Lucky Luckman?"

"Yes," she said. "A tremendous desire for Lucknman's death."

"Then he didn't know Lucknan was dead," Joe said.

"I's that correct?" Sharp asked her

Pat nodded. "He was terribly afraid. He felt that--" She hesitated. "He felt that Lucknman
woul d beat Joe again, as he did years ago; Pete was going into a psychol ogi cal fugue, a retreat
fromthe whole situation regarding Luckman."

"No plans to kill Luckman, | assune,” Sharp said.

"No," Pat said.

"If it can be established that Lucknman was dead by one-thirty,"’
that clear Pete?"

"Probably," Sharp said. To Pat he said, "You'd testify to this in court?"

"Yes." She nodded.

Joe Schilling said, "wouldn't
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"Despite your husband."

After a pause she agai n nodded.

Sharp said, "And would you |l et the tel epaths of the police scan you?"

"Ch Christ," she said, draw ng back.

"Way not?" Sharp said. "You're telling the truth, aren't you?"

"Y-yes," Pat said. "But--" She gestured. "There's so nmuch nore, so many personal matters."

Schilling said wyly, "lronic. As a telepath she's been scanning people's private rum nations
all her life. Now, when it's a question of a telepath scanning her--"

"But you don't understand!" Pat said.

"I understand," Schilling said. "You and Pete had an assignation today; you're having an
affair. Correct? And your husband isn't to know and Pete's wife isn't to know. But that's the
stuff life is made of; you know that perfectly well. If you allow the telepathic police to scan
you, possibly you

will save Pete's life; isn't that worth being scanned for? O perhaps you're not telling the
truth, and they'd find out."

"I"'mtelling the truth," Pat said angrily, her eyes blazing. "But -- | can't allow the police
telepaths to scan nme and that's that." She turned to Pete. "I'msorry. Maybe soneday you'll know

why. It has nothing to do with you, or with ny husband finding out. There really isn't anything to
find out anyhow, we net, wal ked, had | unch, then you left."

Sharp said astutely, "Joe, this girl's obviously mxed up in something extra-legal. If the
police scan her she's lost."

Pat said nothing. But the expression on her face showed that it was so; the attorney was
right.

What coul d she be involved with? Pete wondered. Strange... he would never have imagined it
about her; Pat McCl ain seened too w thdrawn, too encapsul at ed.

"Maybe it's a pose," she said, picking up his thought.

Sharp said, "So we can't get you to testify for Pete, even though it's direct evidence that
he did not know of Luck-man's death.” He eyed her intently.

"I heard on TV," she said, "that Luckman is believed to have been killed sonetine |ate today,
near dinner tinme: So," she gestured, "ny testinony wouldn't hel p anyhow. "

"Did you hear that?" Sharp said. "Odd. | listened, too, on the way here from New Mexi co. And
according to Nats Katz, the time of Luckman's death had still to be established."

There was sil ence.

"It's too bad," Sharp said acidly, "that we can't read your mnd, Ms. MCain, as you can
read ours. It mght prove sonmewhat interesting."

'"'That clown Nats Katz," Pat said. "He's not a newscaster anyhow, he's a pop singer and disc
jockey. He sonetines is six hours behind in his so-called news briefs." Wth steady fingers she
got out a cigarette and Iit up. "Go out and track down a news vendor; get a late edition of the
Chronicle. It's probably in that."

Sharp said, "It doesn't matter. Because in any case you won't testify for nmy client”
To Pete, she said, "Forgive ne."
"Hell," Pete said, "if you won't testify you won't" And anyhow he tended to believe her about

the tine of death having been established as late in the day.

"What sort of extra-legal activity would a pretty woman like you be m xed up in?" Sharp asked
her .

Pat sai d not hi ng.

"It could be noised about,"” Sharp pointed out to her. "And then the authorities would want to
scan you whether you testify in this or not."

"Let it drop," Pete said to him

Sharp gl anced his way, shrugged. "Whatever you say."

"Thank you, Pete," Pat said. She sat smoking silently.

"I have a request," Sharp said, after a time, "to make of you, Ms. MCdain. As you have
probably already gl eaned from M. Garden's mind, five other nenbers of Pretty Blue Fox have shown
up with amesia regarding the day's activities."

"Yes," Pat nodded.

"Undoubtedly they will all be attenpting to deternine what they did and did not do today in
the manner that Pete enployed, checking with various Rushnmore units and so on. Wuld you be
willing to assist us by scanning these five people in the next day or so to determ ne what they've
| ear ned?"

"Why?" Joe said.

"l don't know why," Sharp answered. "And | won't know until she gives us the information.
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But," he hesitated, chewing his lower lip and scowming, "I'd like to find out if the paths of
these six people intersected at any nonent during the day. During the nowforgotten interval."

"G ve us your operational theory," Joe said.

Sharp said, "It's possible that all six acted in concert, as part of a conplicated, far-
reachi ng plan. They may have el aborated it sonme tine in the past and had that renpved by
el ectroshock al so."

Wth a grinmace Joe Schilling said, "But they, didn't know until just the other day that Lucky
Luckman was coni ng out here."

"The death of Luckman rmay be nothing nore than a synptom of a greater strategy," Sharp said.
"Hi s presence here nmay have spoiled the effective operation of this larger plan." He eyed Pete.
"What do you say to this?"

"l say you've got a theory nuch nore ornate than the situation itself," Pete said.

"Possibly," Sharp said. "But evidently it was necessary to nentally blind six people today,
when one woul d expect two or three to be sufficient. Two in addition to the nmurderer hinmself would
have made prosecution difficult enough, | think. But |I could be wong; whoever is behind this my
simply be playing it as cautious as he can."

"The Master Gane-player," Pete said

"Pardon?" Sharp said. "Ch yes. Bluff, the gane Ms. MO ain can never play because she's too

talented. The Gane that cost Joe Schilling his status and Luckman his life. Doesn't this homcide
make you a trifle less bitter, Ms. Mdain? Maybe you're not so badly off, after all."
"How did you know that?" Pat asked him "About what you termny 'bitterness.' |'ve never seen

you before tonight, have 1? O is ny 'bitterness' that well-known?"

"It"'s all in the briefcase," Sharp said, patting the |leather side of it. "The police got it
fromPete's nind." He sniled at her. "Now |l et nme ask you sonmething, Ms. McClain. As a Psi-person
do you have contact with very many ot her Psi-individual s?"

"Sometines," Pat said.

"Do you know first hand the range of Psionic ability? For instance, we all know about the
tel epath, the pre-cog, the psycho-kinetic, but what about the rarer talents. For exanple, is there
a subvariety of Psi which deals with the alteration of the contents of other people's psyches? A
sort of mental psycho-kinesis?"

Pat said, "Not -- to ny know edge, no."

"You understand ny question."

"Yes." She nodded. "But to nmy know edge, which is limted, no Psi talents exist which could
explain the ammesia of the six nenbers of Pretty Blue Fox nor the alteration in Bill Calunine's
m nd regardi ng what Pete did or did not say to him"

"You say your know edge is limted." Sharp scrutinized her as she spoke. "Then it's not
i npossi ble that such a talent -- and such a Psi-person -- could exist."

"Way woul d a Psionic individual want to kill Luckman?" Pat asked. |

"Why woul d anyone want to?" Sharp said. "Obviously, soneone did."

"But soneone in Pretty Blue Fox. They had reasons to."

Sharp said quietly, "There is nothing in the make-up of the nenbers of Pretty Blue Fox which
woul d account for the capacity to cripple the nmenories of six people and alter the nenory of a
seventh. "

"Does such a capacity exist anywhere that you know of ?" Pat asked him

"Yes," Sharp said. "During the war both sides used techniques of that sort. It goes all the
way back to md-twentieth century Soviet brai nwashi ng procedures.™

"Horrible," Pat said with a shudder. "One of the worst periods in our history."

At the door of the restaurant an autonated news vendi ng nachi ne appeared, with a late edition
of the Chronicle. Its Rushnore Effect bleated out, "Special coverage of the Luck-nman nurder case."
The restaurant, except for their party, was enpty; the news vendi ng machi ne, bei ng honotropic,
headed toward them still bleating. "The Chronicle's own circuit investigates and discl oses
startling new details not found in the Exami ner or the News Call-Bulletin." It waved the newspaper
in their faces.

CGetting out a coin, Sharp inserted it in the slot of the nmachine; it at once presented him
with a copy of the paper and rolled back out of the restaurant, to hunt for nore people.

"What does it say?" Pat asked, as Sharp read the |lead article.

"You're correct," Sharp said, nodding. "Time of death believed to be late in the afternoon
Not too long before Ms. Garden found the body in her car. So | owe you an apol ogy."

Joe Schilling said, "Maybe Pat's also a pre-cog. The news wasn't out yet when she told you
that. She previewed this edition in advance of its rel ease. How useful she'd be in the newspaper
busi ness. "
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"Not very funny," Pat said. "That's one of the reasons why Psis becone so cynical; we're so
m strusted, no matter what we do."

"Let's go somewhere that we can get a drink,"” Joe Schilling said. To Pete, he said, "Wuat's a
good bar in the Bay Area? You nust know the situation around here; you're a sophisticate, urbane
and cosnopolitan.”

Pete said, "W can go to the Blind Lenon in Berkeley. It's alnpbst two centuries old. O
shoul d | stay out of Berkeley?" he asked Sharp

"No reason to avoid it," Sharp said. "You're not going to run into Dotty Luckman at a bar
that's certain. You don't have a bad consci ence about Berkel ey, do you?"

"No," Pete said.

"I have to go home," Pat McClain said. "Goodbye." She rose to her feet.

Acconpanyi ng her to her car, Pete said, "Thanks for coning."

On the dark San Francisco sidewal k she stood by her car, stubbing her cigarette out with the

toe of her slipper. "Pete," she said, "even if you did kill Luckman or helped kill him | -- stil
want to know you better. W were just beginning to become acquainted, this afternoon. | |ike you a
lot." She smled at him "What a nmess this all is. You crazy Gane-players; taking it so seriously.
WIlling, at |east sone of you, to kill a human being because of it. Maybe | amglad | had to | eave
it; maybe |'mbetter off." She stood on tiptoe, kissed him "I'lIl see you. |'Il vidphone you when
I can."

He wat ched her car shoot rapidly into the night sky, its signal lights wi nking red, on and
of f.

What's she mixed up in? He asked hinself as he wal ked back into the restaurant. She'll never
tell me. Perhaps | can find out through her children. For sonme reason it seened inportant for him
to know.

"You don't trust her," Joe Schilling said to him as he sat down once nore at the table.
"That's too bad. | think she's fundanmentally an honest person, but god knows what she's got
herself involved in. You' re probably right to be suspicious."

"I"mnot suspicious,” Pete said. "lI'mjust concerned."

Sharp said, "Psi-people are different fromus. You can't put your finger on exactly what it
is -- | nmean, in addition to their talent. That girl..." He shook his head, "I was sure she was

| ying. How | ong has she been your nistress, Garden, did you say?"

"She's not," Pete said. At least he didn't think so. A shane to forget sonething like that,
not to be certain in that aspect of one's life.

"I don't know whether to wish you luck or not,"” Laird Sharp said, thoughtfully.

"Wsh nme luck," Pete said. "I can always use it in that area."

"So to speak," Schilling said, and sml ed.

Wien he got hone to his apartment in San Rafael, Pete Garden found Carol standing at the
wi ndow, gazing sightlessly out. She barely greeted him her voice was distant and nut ed.

"Sharp got me out on bail," Pete said. "They've got ne charged with--"

"I know." Her armns folded, Carol nodded. "They were here. The two detectives, Hawt horne and
Bl ack. Mutt and Jeff, only |I can't figure out which is the easy-going one and which is supposed to
be tough. They both seem tough."

"What were they doing here?" he denanded.

"Searching the apartment. They had a warrant. Hawthorne told ne about Pat."

After a pause, Pete said, "That's a shane."

"No, | think it's very good. Now we know exactly where we stand, you and I, in relationship
to each other. You don't need me in The Gane; Joe Schilling does that. And you don't need ne here,
either. 1'mgoing back to my own group. |'ve decided.". She pointed toward the bedroom of the

apartment and he saw, on the bed, two suitcases. "Maybe you can help carry them downstairs to the
car," Carol said.
"I wish you'd stay,"'
"To be jeered at?"
"Nobody's jeering at you."

he sai d.

"Of course they are. Everybody in Pretty Blue Fox is, or will be. And it'll be in the
papers."

"Maybe so," he said. He hadn't thought of that.

"I'f I hadn't found Luckman's body," Carol said, "I wouldn't know about Pat. And if | didn't
know about Pat | would have tried -- and possibly succeeded -- in being a good wife of yours. So

you can bl anme whoever killed Luckman for destroying our narriage."”
"Maybe that's why they did it," he said. "Killed Luckman."
"I doubt it. Qur marriage is hardly that inportant. How many w ves have you had, in all?"
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"Ei ghteen."

Carol nodded. "I've had fifteen husbands. That's thirty-three conbinations of male and
female. And no | uck, as they say, fromany of them™

"When did you last bite into a piece of rabbit-paper?"

Carol smiled thinly. "Oh, | do all the time. It wouldn't show up fromus, yet. It's too
early."

"Not with the new East Gernman kind," Pete said. "I read about it. It records even an
i mpregnation only an hour old."

"Good grief," Carol said. "Well, | don't have any of the new kind; | didn't even know it
existed. "

"I know an all night drugstore," Pete said, "in Berkeley. Let's fly over there and pick up a
packet of the new rabbit-paper."

"\ 2"

"There's always the chance, the possibility. And if we had |luck, you wouldn't want to
di ssolve our relationship."

"All right," Carol said. "You take ny two suitcases down to the car and we'll fly over to the
all night drugstore. And if | ampregnant, 1'll cone back here with you. And If |I'mnot, then
goodbye. "

"Ckay," he said. There wasn't much el se he could say; he couldn't force her to remain.
"Do you want ne to stay?" Carol asked, as he carried the two heavy suitcases downstairs to
her car.

"Yes," he said.

"\ 2"

He didn't know why. "Well--" he began

"Forget it," Carol said, and got into her car. "You follow nme in yours. | don't feel I|ike
riding with you, Pete."

Presently he was in the air over San Rafael, riding on the beamcreated by her tail lights.

He felt nelancholy. Damm those cops, he thought. Anything to split the nmenbers of the group apart,
so they can be picked off one at a tine. But it wasn't the two police that he blaned; it was
hinself. |If she hadn't found out this way she would have run onto it by another

| let ny Iife beconme overly conplex, he decided. Too nuch for nme to keep straight and handl e.
Carol has certainly received a bad handful of cards since she came to Pretty Blue Fox. First
Luckman arrives; then | bring Schilling in to take her place at the Game-table; then Luckman's
body turns up in her car; now this. No wonder she wants to | eave.

Why shoul d she stay? he asked hinself. G ve ne one good reason

He couldn't.

They flew over the Bay and soon they were gliding dowmn to land at the deserted parking ot of
the drugstore. Carol, slightly ahead of him stood waiting as he got out of his car and wal ked
over to her.

"It's a nice night," she said. "So you used to |ive here. What a shanme you lost it. Just
think, Pete; if you hadn't lost it |I'd never have net you."

"Yeah," he said, as they ascended the ranp and entered the drugstore. That and so nuch el se
woul d never have cone about.

The Rushnore Effect of the drugstore greeted them they were its only custoners. "Good
evening, sir and madane. How may | assist you, please?" The obedi ent mechanical" voice issued from
a hundred speakers hidden throughout the great lit-up place. The entire structure had focused its
attention on the two of them

Carol said, "Do you know anythi ng about a new instant rabbit-paper?"

"Yes madane," the drugstore answered eagerly. "A recent scientific breakthrough, fromA. G
Chenmie at Bonn. 1'Il get it for you." Froman orifice at the end of the glass counter a package
tunbled; it slithered to a halt directly before themand Pete picked it up. "The sane price as the
old."

He paid the drugstore and then he and Carol wal ked back out onto the dark, deserted parking
| ot.

"Al'l for us," Carol said. "This enornous place with a thousand |ights on and that Rushnore
circuit clanoring away. It's like a drugstore for the dead. A spectral drugstore.”

"Hell," Pete said, "it's very much for the living. The only problemis, there just aren't
enough of the living."

"Maybe there's one nore than there was," Carol said; she renoved a strip of rabbit-paper from
the pack, unwrapped it, placed it between her even, white teeth and bit. "Wiat color does it
turn?" she asked, as she exanmined it. "Sane as the ol d?"
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"White for non," Pete said. "Green for positive."

In the dimlight of the parking lot it was hard to tell

Carol opened her car door; the done |light switched on and she inspected the strip of rabbit-
paper by it.

Carol |ooked up at himand said, "I'mpregnant. W've had luck." Her voice was bl eak; her
eyes filled with tears and she | ooked away. "I'l|l be goddamed," she said brokenly. "The first
time |'ve ever been in all ny whole life. And with a nman who's already--" she was silent,
breathing with difficulty and staring fixedly past himinto the night darkness.

"This calls for a celebration!" he said.

"It does?" She turned to face him

"W get to go on the radio and broadcast it to the whole world!"

"Ch," Carol said, nodding. "Yes, that's right; that's the custom Wn't everyone be jeal ous
of us? m!"

Crawm ing into her car, Pete snapped on the transnmitter of the radio to the energency all-wave
broadcast position. "Hey!" he exclainmed. "You know what? This is Pete Garden of Pretty Blue Fox at
Carnel, California. Carol Holt Garden and | have only been married a day or so, and toni ght we
made use of the new type of West Gernan rabbit-paper--"

"I wish | were dead," Carol said.

"You what?" He stared at her in disbelief. "You're nuts! This is the nost inportant event of
our lives! W've added to the popul ation. This makes up for Luckman's death, it balances it out.
Ri ght ? He caught hold of her hand and conpressed it until she nmpaned. "Say sonething into the
m ke, Ms. Garden.”

Carol said, "I wish all of you the sane luck |'ve had tonight."

"You're goddamright!" Pete shouted into the m crophone. "Every single one of you listening
to ne!”

"So now we stay together," Carol said softly.

"Yes," Pete agreed. "That's right, that's what we decided."

"And what about Patricia MOC ain?"

"The hell with everybody else in the world except you,'
baby. "

Carol snmiled a little. "Ckay. Let's drive back."

"Do you think you're able to drive? W'll |eave your car here and both go back in nine and
I"1l drive." Quickly, he carried her suitcases to his own car, then took her by the armand |ed
her. "Just sit down and take it easy,"” he said, seating her in his car and fastening the safety
belt in place.

"Pete," she said, "do you realize what this nmeans in terms of The Gane?" She had turned pale.
"Every deed in the pot belongs to us, automatically. But -- there is no Ganme right now There
aren't any deeds in the pot, because of the police ban. But we nust get sonmething. We'll have to
look it up in the manual ."

"Ckay," he said, only half-listening to her; he was busy carefully guiding his car up into
t he sky.

"Pete," she said, "maybe you wi n back Berkeley."

"Not a chance. There was at | east one Gane subsequent to that, the one we played |ast night."

"True." She nodded. "We'Il have to apply to the Rules Committee in the Jay Satellite for an

Pete said. "Except you and ne and the

interpretation, | guess."
He frankly did not care about The Gane at this nonment. The idea of a child, a son or
daughter... it obliterated everything connected with Luckman's arrival and death and everything

else in his mnd, all that had happened of | ate, the banning of the group

Luck, he thought, this late in life. One hundred and fifty years. After so many tries; after
the failure of so many, many conbi nati ons.

Wth Carol beside himhe drove his car back across the dark Bay to San Rafael and their
apartment.

When they got there, and had gone upstairs, Pete headed at once for the nedicine cabinet in
t he bat hr oom

"What are you doi ng?" Carol asked, following after him

Pete said, "I'mgoing out on a whing-ding; |'mgoing to get drunker than |I've ever before
been in ny life." Fromthe nedicine cabinet he got down five Snoozex tablets and, after
hesitating, a handful of nethanphetamnine tablets. "These will help,"” he explained to Carol
"Goodbye." He swal lowed the pills, gulping themdown all together, and then headed for the hal
door. "It's a custom" He paused briefly at the door. "Wen you learn you're going to have a
child. 1've read about it." He saluted her gravely and then shut the door after him
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A monment |ater he was downstairs, back in his car, starting out alone in the dark night,
searching for the nearest bar

As the car shot upward into the sky, Pete thought, God knows where |I'm going or when |I'I| get
back. | certainly don't know -- and don't care.

"Wheeoo! " he shouted exultantly, as the car clinbed.

The sound of his voice echoed back to himand he shouted again.

ROUSED FROM HER sl eep, Freya Gai nes groped for the switch of the vidphone; groggily she found
it and snapped it on.

" '"Lo," she munbl ed, wondering what tine it was. She nmade out the |um nous dial of the clock
besi de the bed. Three A M Good gri ef.

Carol Holt Garden's features forned on the vidscreen. "Freya, have you seen Pete?" Carol's

voi ce was jerky, anxiety-stricken. "He went out and he still hasn't cone back; | can't go to
sl eep. "

"No," Freya said. "OF course | don't know where he is. Did the police let himgo?"

"He's out on bail," Carol said. "Do -- you have any i dea what places he might stop at? The
bars are all closed, now, | was waiting for two o' clock thinking he'd show up no |ater than two-
thirty. But--"

"Try the Blind Lenon in Berkeley," Freya said, and started to cut the connection. Maybe he's
dead, she thought. Threw hinself off one of the bridges or crashed his ear-finally.

Carol said, "He's celebrating."

"Good god why?" Freya said.

"I'"'m pregnant."

Ful ly awake, Freya said, "l see. Astonishing. Right away. You nust be using that new rabbit-
paper they're selling."”

"Yes," Carol said. "I bit a piece tonight and it turned green; that's why Pete's out. | w sh
he'd cone back. He's so enptional, first he's depressed and suicidal and then--"

"You worry about your problens, I'Il worry about mine," Freya cut in. "Congratul ations,
Carol. | hope it's a baby." And then she did break the connection; the inmage faded into darkness.

The bastard, Freya said to herself with fury and bitterness. She |ay back, supine, staring up
at the ceiling, clenching her fists and fighting back the tears. | could kill him she said to
herself. | hope he's dead; | hope he never conmes back to her

Woul d he cone here? She sat up, stricken. What if he does? she asked hersel f. Beside her, in
the bed, Cem Gaines snored on. If he shows up here | won't let himin, she decided; | don't want
to see him

But, for sone reason, she knew Pete woul d not conme here anyhow. He's not |ooking for ne, she
realized. I"'mthe |ast person he's |ooking for

She |it a cigarette and sat in bed, snoking and staring straight ahead of her, silently.

The vug said, "M. Garden, when did you first begin to notice these di senbodi ed feelings, as
if the world about you is not quite real ?"

"As long ago as | can renenber," Pete said.

"And your reaction?"

"Depression. |'ve taken thousands of amtriptyline tablets and they only have a tenporary
effect.”

"Do you know who | anP" the vug asked.

"Let's see," Pete said, cogitating. The name Doctor Phel ps floated through his nind. "Doctor
Eugen Phel ps," he said hopeful ly.

"Alnmost right, M. Garden. It's Doctor E. R Philipson. And how did you happen to | ook ne up?
Do you perhaps recall that?"

Pete said, "How could I help | ooking you up?" The answer was obvi ous. "Because you're there
O rather, here."

"Stick out your tongue."

"\ 2"

"As a mark of disrespect.”

Pete stuck out his tongue. "Ahhh," he said.

"Addi tional comment is unnecessary; the point's nmade. How many tines have you attenpted
sui ci de?"

"Four," Pete said. "The first when | was twenty. The second when | was forty. The third--"
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"No need to go on. How close did you come to success?"
"Very close. Yes sir. Especially the last tinme."
"What stopped you?"

"A force greater than nyself," Pete said.
"How droll." The vug chuckl ed.
"I nmean ny wife. Betty, that was her name. Betty Jo. She and | net at Joe Schilling' s rare

record shop. Betty Jo had breasts as firmand ripe as nelons. O was her nane Mary Anne?"

"Her nane was not Mary Anne," Doctor E. R Philipson said, "because now you're speaking of
the ei ghteen-year-old daughter of Pat and Alien MO ain and she has never been your wife. | am not
qualified to describe her breasts. O her nmother's. In any case you scarcely know her; all you
know about her in fact is that she devoutly listens to Nats Katz whomyou can't stand. You and she
have nothing in common."

"You lying son of a bitch," Pete said.

"Ch no. I'mnot lying. I'"'mfacing reality and that's exactly what you've failed to do; that's
why you're here. You're involved in an intricate, sustained illusion-system of massive proportion
You and half of your Gane-playing friends. Do you want to escape fromit?"

"No," Pete said. "I nmean yes. Yes or no; what does it natter?" He felt sick at his stomach
"Can | | eave now?" he said. "I think I've spent all my noney."

The vug Doctor E. R Philipson said, "You have twenty-five dollars in tine left."

"Well, I'd rather have the twenty-five dollars."

"That raises a nice point of professional ethics in that you have already paid ne."
"Then pay nme back," Pete said.

The vug sighed. "This is a stalemate. | think | will nake the decision for both of us. Do
have twenty-five dollars worth of help left that | can give you? It depends on what you want. You
are in a situation of insidiously-growing difficulty. It will probably kill you shortly, just as

it killed M. Luckman. Be especially careful for your pregnant wife; she is excruciatingly fragile
at this point."

"Towill. I will."

Doctor E. R Philipson said, "Your best bet, Garden, is to bend with the forces of the tines.
There's little hope that you can achieve much, really; you're one person and you do, in sone
respects, properly see the situation. But physically you' re powerless. Wwo can you go to? E. B
Bl ack? M. Hawt horne? You could try. They might help you; they mght not. Now, as to the tine-
segment mssing fromyour nenory."

"Yes," Pete said. "The tine-segnent mssing fromny nmenory. How about that?"

"You have fairly well reconstructed it by nmeans of the Rushnore Effect nechanisns. So don't
fret unduly."

"But did | kill Luckman?"

"Ha ha," the vug said. "Do you think I'"mgoing to tell you? Are you out of your mi nd?"

"Maybe so," Pete said. "Maybe |I'm being naive." He felt even sicker, now, too sick to go on
any further. "Wiere's the nmen's roon?" he asked the vug. "Or should | say the human's roon?" He
| ooked around, squinting to see. The colors were all wong and when he tried to walk he felt
wei ghtl ess or at |east nuch lighter. Too light. He was not on Earth. This was not one-G pulling at
him it was only a fraction.

He thought, |I'mon Titan

"Second door to the left,"” the vug Doctor E. R Philipson said.

"Thank you," Pete said, walking with care so that he would not float up and rebound from one
of the white-painted walls. "Listen," he said, pausing. "Wat about Carol? |'mgiving up Patrici a;
not hi ng means anything to ne except the nother of ny child."

"Not hi ng means anything, you nean," Doctor E. R Philip-son said. "A joke, and a poor one.
I"mnerely conmenting on your state of mind. 'Things are sel dom what they seem Skimmilk
masquer ades as cream' A wonderful statement by the Terran humorist W S. Glbert. | wi sh you luck
and | suggest you consult E. B. Black; he's reliable. You can trust him |'mnot sure about
Hawt horne." The vug called loudly after Pete, "And cl ose the bathroom door after you so | won't
have to listen. It's disgusting, when a Terran is sick."

Pete shut the door. How do | get out of here? he asked hinself. |'ve got to escape. How d |
get here to Titan in the first place?
How rmuch tinme has passed? Days -- weeks, perhaps.

I have to get hone to Carol. God, he thought. They may have killed her by now, the way they
killed Luckman.

They? Who?

He did not know. It had been explained to him.. or had it? Had he really gotten his one
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hundred and fifty dollars' worth? Perhaps. It was his responsibility, not theirs, to retain the
know edge.

A wi ndow, high up in the bathroom He noved the great netal paper towel drum over, stood on
it and managed to reach the wi ndow. Stuck shut, painted shut. He snashed upward agai nst its wooden
frame with the heels of his hands.

Creaki ng, the w ndow rose

Room enough. He hoi sted himsel f up, squeezed through. Darkness, the Titanian night... he
dropped, fell, listening

to hinself whistle down and down like a feather, or rather like a bug with | arge surface-area
in proportion to nmass. Wiooeee, he shouted, but he heard no sound except the whistle of his
falling.

He struck, pitched forward, lay suffering the pain in his feet and legs. | broke nmy goddam
ankl e, he said to hinself. He hobbled up to his feet. An alley, trashcans and cobbl estones; he
hobbl ed toward a street light. To his right, a red neon sign. Dave's Place. A bar. He had conme out
the back, out of the men's washroom minus his coat. He | eaned agai nst the wall of a buil ding,
wai ting for the nunbing pain in his ankles to subside.

A Rushnore circuit cruising past, automatic policeman. "Are you all right, sir?"

"Yes," Pete said. "Thank you. Just stopped to -- you know what. Nature called." He |aughed.
"Thanks." The Rushnore cop wheel ed on

What city am | in? he asked hinself. The air, danp, snelled of ashes. Chicago? St. Louis?
Warm foul air, not the clean air of San Franci sco. He wal ked unsteadily down the street, away
from Dave's Place. The vug inside, cadging drinks, clipping Terran custoners, rolling themin an
educated way. He felt for his wallet in his pants' pocket. Gone. Jesus Christ! He felt at his
coat; there it was. He sighed in relief.

Those pills | took, he thought, didn't mix with the drinks, or rather did mx; that's the
problem But |'m okay, not hurt, just a little shaken up and scared. And |'mlost. |'ve |ost
mysel f and nmy car. And separately.

"Car," he called, trying to sumon its auto-auto nech system Its Rushnore Effect. Sonetines
it responded; sonetimes not. Chance factor

Lights, twin beans. His car rolled along the curb, bunped to a halt by him "M. Garden. Here
I am"

"Listen," Pete said, funbling, finding the door handle. "Were are we, for chrissakes?"
"Pocatell o, Idaho."

"For chrissakes!™

"It's god's truth, M. Garden; | swear it."

Pete said, "You' re awmfully articulate for a Rushnmore circuit, aren't you?" Qpening the car
door he peered in, blinking in the glare of the done |light. Peered suspiciously, and in fright.

Soneone sat behind the tiller.

After a pause the figure said, "Get in, M. Garden."

"Why?" he said.

"So | can drive you where you want to go."

"I don't want to go anywhere," he said. "I want to stay here."

"Why are you looking at ne so funny? Don't you renenber coming and getting nme? It was your
idea to do the town -- do several towns, as a matter of fact." She smiled. It was a woman; he saw
that now. "

"Who the hell are you?" he said. "I don't know you."

"Why, you certainly do. You net ne at Joseph Schilling's rare record shop in New Mexico."

"Mary Anne McClain," he said, then. He got slowly into the car beside her. "Wat's been going
on?"

Mary Anne said calmy, "You ve been celebrating your wife Carol's pregnancy."”

"But how d | get mixed up with you?"

"First you dropped by the apartnent in Marin County. | wasn't there because | was at the San
Franci sco public library doing research. My nother told you and you flew to San Francisco, to the
library, and picked nme up. And we drove to Pocatell o because you had the idea that an ei ghteen-
year-old girl would be served in a bar in Idaho, and she isn't in San Francisco as we found out."

"Was | right?"

"No. So you went in alone, to Dave's Place, and |'ve been sitting out here in the car waiting
for you. And you just now cane out of that alley and began yelling."

"I see," he said. He lay back against the seat. "I feel sick. I wish | was hone."

Mary Anne McClain said, "I'll drive you hone, M. Garden." The car now had lifted into the
sky; Pete shut his eyes.
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"How d | get nixed up with that vug?" he said, after a tine.

"What vug?"

“I'n the bar. | guess. Doctor sonething Philipson.”

"How woul d | know? They wouldn't let ne in."

"Well, was there a vug in there? Didn't you see in?"

"I sawin; | went in at first. But there was no vug while | was there. But of course | cane

right out; they nade ne | eave."
"I"'mquite a heel," Pete said. "Staying inside drinking while you sat out here in the car."

"I didn't mnd," Mary Anne said. "I had a nice conversation with the Rushnore unit. | |earned
a |l ot about you. Didn't I, car?"

"Yes, Mss MCain," the car said.

"It likes me," Mary Anne said. "All Rushnore Effects like ne." She |aughed. "I charmthem"

"Evidently," Pete said. "Wat tinme is it?"

" About four."

"AOM?" He couldn't believe it. How come the bar was still open? "They don't allow bars open

that late, in any state.”

"Maybe | | ooked at the clock wong," Mary Anne said.

"No," Pete said. "You |looked at it right. But sonething's wong; sonething's terribly wong."

"Ha ha," Mary Anne said.

He gl anced at her. At the tiller of the car sat the shapeless slime of the vug. "Car," Pete
said instantly. "What's at the tiller? Tell me."

"Mary Anne McClain, M. CGarden,"” the car said.

But the vug still sat there. He sawit.

"Are you sure?" Pete said.

"Positive," the car said.

The vug said, "As | said, | can charm Rushnore circuits."

"\Were are we goi ng?" Pete said.

"Hone. To take you back to your wife Carol."

"And then what ?"

"And then |I'mgoing to bed."

"What are you?" he said to it.

"What do you think? You can see. Tell soneone about it; tell M. Hawthorne the detective or
better yet tell E. B. Black the detective. E. B. Black would get a kick out of it."

Pete shut his eyes.

When he opened themagain it was Mary Anne McClain sitting there beside him at the tiller of
t he car.

"You were right," he said to the car. O were you? he wondered. God, he thought; | wish | was
hone, | wish | hadn't cone out tonight. |I'mscared. Joe Schilling, he could help nme. Al oud he
said, "Take ne to Joe Schilling's apartment, Mary Anne or whatever your name is."

"At this tine of night? You' re crazy."

"He's ny best friend. In all the world."

“It'1l be five A M when we get there."

"He'll be glad to see ne," Pete said. "Wth what | have to tell him"
"And what's that?" Mary Anne said.

Cautiously, he said, "You know About Carol. The baby."

"Ch yes," Mary Anne said. She nodded. "As Freya said, '|I hope it's a baby.'"
"Freya said that? Wo to?"
"To Carol."

"How do you know?"

Mary Anne said, "You tel ephoned Carol fromthe car before we went into Dave's Place; you
wanted to be sure she was all right. She was very upset and you asked why and she said that she
had call ed Freya, |ooking for you, and Freya had said that."

"Damm that Freya," Pete said.

"I don't blanme you for feeling like that. She's a hard, schizoid type, it sounds like. W
studi ed about that in psych."

"Do you like school ?"

"Love it," Mary Anne said.

"Do you think you could be interested in an old man of one hundred arid fifty years?"

"You're not so old, M. Garden. Just confused. You'll feel better after | get you hone." She
smled at him briefly.
"I"'mstill potent," he said. "As witness Carol's inpregnation. Wooee!" he cried.
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"Three cheers," Mary Anne said. "Just think: one nore Terran in the world. Isn't that
del i ght ful ?"

"We don't generally refer to ourselves as Terrans,
You nmade a m stake."

"Ch," Mary Anne said, nodding. "M stake noted."

Pete said, "Is your nother part of this? Is that why she didn't want the police to scan her?"

"Yep," Mary Anne said.

"How many are in it?"

"Ch, thousands," Mary Anne -- or rather the vug -- said. Despite what he saw he knew it to be
a vug. "Just thousands and thousands. All over the planet."

"But not everyone's in on it," Pete said. "Because you still have to hide fromthe
authorities. | think I will tell Haw horne."

Mary Anne | aughed.

Reaching into the glove conpartment, Pete funbled about.

"Mary Anne renoved the gun,"” the car informed him "She was afraid if the police stopped you
and they found it they'd put you back in jail."

"That's right," Mary Anne said.

"You people killed Luckman. Why?"

She shrugged. "I forget. Sorry."

"Who' s next ?"

"The thing."

"What thing?"

Mary Anne, her eyes sparkling, said, "The thing growing inside Carol. Bad |uck, M. Garden
it's not a baby."

He shut his eyes.

The next he knew, they were over the Bay Area.

"Al nost hone," Mary Anne said.

"And you're just going to let nme off?" he said.

"Why not ?"

"I don't know." He was sick, then, in the corner of the car, like an aninmal would be. Mary
Anne said nothing after that and he said nothing either. What a terrible night this had been, he
thought to hinself. It should have been wonderful; my first luck. And instead--

And now he coul d not reasonably dwell on the theme of suicide, because the situation had
beconme worse, was too bad for that to be a solution. My own probl ens are probl ens of perception
he realized. O understanding and then accepting. What | have to renenber is that they're not all
init. The detective E. B. Black isn't in it and Doctor Philipson; he or it isn't init, either. |
can get help from sonethi ng, sonewhere, sonetine.

"Right you are," Mary Anne said,

"Are you a telepath?" he said to her

"I very much certainly darn right am"”

"But," he said, "your nother said you weren't."

"My nother lied to you."

Pete said, "Is Nats Katz the center of all this?"

"Yes," she said.

"I thought so," he said, and |ay back agai nst the seat, trying not to be sick again.

Mary Anne said, "Here we are.” The car di pped down, skimred above the deserted pavenent of a
San Rafael street. "Gve nme a kiss," she said, "before you get out." She brought the car to a halt
at the curb and | ooki ng up he saw his apartnent building. The light was on in his w ndow, Caro
was still up, waiting for him or else she had fallen asleep with the lights on

"A kiss," he echoed. "Really?"

"Yes really,"” Mary Anne said, and | eaned expectantly toward him

Pete said. "W generally say 'people.’

"I can't," he said.

"Why not ?"

"Because," he said, "of what you are, the thing that you are."

"Ch how absurd," Mary Anne said. "What's the matter with you, Pete? You're lost in dreans!"

n I arTf?ll

"Yes," she said, glaring at himin exasperation. "You took dope tonight and got drunk and you

were terribly excited about Carol and also you were afraid because of the police. You ve been
hal lucinating like mad for the last two hours. You thought that psychiatrist, Doctor Philipson
was a vug, and then you thought | was a vug." To the car, Mary Anne said, "Am| a vug?"

"No, Mary Anne," the Rushnore circuit of the car answered, for the second tine.
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"See?" she said.

"I still can't do it," he said. "Just let nme out of the car." He found the door handl e,
opened t he door, stepped out on the curb, his |egs shaking under him

"Good night," Mary Anne said, eyeing him

"Good night." He started toward the door of the apartment building.

The car said, after him "You got ne all dirty."

"Too bad," Pete said. He opened the apartment building door with his key and passed on
i nside; the door shut after him

When he got upstairs he found Carol standing in the hall in a short, sheer yell ow ni ght gown.
"I heard the car drive up," she said. "Thank god you're back! | was so worried about you." She
fol ded her arns, self-consciously blushing. "I should be in ny robe, | know. "

"Thanks for waiting up." He passed on by her, went into the bathroom and washed his face and
hands with cold water.

"Can | fix you something to eat or drink? It's so late now "

"Coffee," he said, "would be fine."

In the kitchen she fixed a pot of coffee for both of them

"Do ne a favor," Pete said. "Call Pocatello information, the vidphone autocorp, and find out
if there's a Doctor EE R Philipson listed."

"All right." Carol clicked on the vidphone. She talked for a tine with a sequence of
honeostatic circuits and then she rang off. "Yes."

"I was seeing him" Pete said. "It cost ne one hundred and fifty dollars. Their rates are
hi gh. Could you tell fromwhat the vidphone said if Philipson is a Terran?"

"They didn't say. | got his nunber." She pushed the pad toward hi m

“I'"l'l call himand ask." He clicked the vidphone back on

"At five-thirty in the norning?"

"Yes," he said, dialing. Along tinme passed; the phone, at the other end, rang and rang.
"Wal kin' the dog see-bawh, see-bawh,'" Pete sang. " 'He have-umred whi sker, he have-um green
paw.' Doctors expect this,” he said to Carol. There was a sharp click, then, and on the vidscreen
a face, a winkled hunman face, forned. "Doctor Philipson?" Pete asked.

"Yes." The doctor shook his head blearily, then scrutinized Pete. "Ch, it's you."

"You renenber nme?" Pete said.

"Of course | do. You're the man Joe Schilling sent to ne; | saw you for an hour earlier
toni ght."
Joe Schilling, Pete said to hinself. | didn't know that. "You're not a vug, are you?" Pete

said to Doctor Philipson.
"I's that what you called nme up to ask?"

"Yes," Pete said. "It's very inportant."

"I amnot a vug," Doctor Philipson said, and hung up

Pete shut off the vidphone. "I think I'Il go to bed," he said to Carol. "I'mworn out. Are
you okay?"

"Yes," she said. "Alittle tired.”

"Let's go to bed together," he said to her.

Carol smiled. "All right. I'mcertainly glad to have you back; do you al ways do things |ike
this, go out on binges until five-thirty AM?"

"No," he said. And I'Il never do it again, he thought.

As he sat on the edge of the bed renoving his clothes he found sonmething, a natch fol der
stuffed into his left shoe, beneath his instep. He set the shoe down, held the natch fol der under
the lanp by the bed and exanmined it. Carol, beside him had already gotten into bed and apparently
had gone directly to sl eep.

On the match folder, in his own hand, penciled words: WE ARE ENTI RELY SURROUNDED BY BUGS RUGS

VUGS

That was mny di scovery tonight, he renenbered. My bright, crowning achi evenent, and | was
afraid |1'd sonmehow forget it. | wonder when | wote that? In the bar? On the way hone? Probably
when | first figured it out, when | was tal king to Doctor Philipson.

"Carol," he said, "I know who killed Luckman."

"Who?" she said, still awake.

"We all did," Pete said. "All six of us who've |lost our nmenories. Jani ce Remi ngton, Silvanus
Angst and his wife, dem Gines, Bill Calunmine's wife and nyself; we did it acting under the

i nfluence of the vugs." He held out the match folder to her. "Read what | wote, here. In case
didn't renenber; in case they tanpered with nmy mind again."
Sitting up, she took the match folder and studied it. " 'W are entirely surrounded by vugs.
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Excuse me -- but | have to laugh."

He glared at her grimy.

"That's why you placed that call to the doctor in Idaho and asked hi mwhat you did; now
understand. But he isn't a vug; you saw himyourself on the screen and heard him"

"Yeah, that's so," he adnmitted.

"Who else is a vug? Or, as you started to wite it--"

"Mary Anne McClain. She's the worst of themall."

"Ch," Carol said, nodding. "I see, Pete. That's who you were with, tonight. | wondered. |
knew it was someone. Sonme woman."
Pete clicked on the vidphone by the bed. "I'mgoing to call Hawthorne and Bl ack, those two

cops. They're not inonit." As he dialed he said to Carol, "No wonder Pat McCain didn't want to
be scanned by the police."

"Pete, don't do it tonight." She reached out and cut the circuit off.

"But they nay get ne tonight. Any tinme."

"Tonorrow." Carol sniled at himcoaxingly. "Please."

"Can | call Joe Schilling, then?"

"I'f you want. | just don't think you should talk to the police right now, the way you're
feeling. You' re in so nuch trouble with them al ready."

He dialed information, got Joe Schilling's new nunber in Marin County.

Presently Schilling's hairy, ruddy face formed on the screen, fully alert. "Yes? What is it?
Pete -- listen, Carol called and told ne the good news, about your luck. My god, that's terrific!"

Pete said, "Did you send ne to a Doctor Philipson in Pocatell o?"

"Who?"

Pete repeated the nane. Joe Schilling's face screwed up in bafflenent. "Okay," Pete said.
"Sorry | woke you. | didn't think you did."

"Wait a minute," Schilling said. "Listen, about two years ago when you were at ny shop in New
Mexi co we had a conversation -- what was it about? It was sonething about the side effects of a
met hanphet am ne hydrochl ori de. You were taking themthen, and I warned you agai nst them there was
an article in Scientific Anerican by a psychiatrist in ldaho; | think it was this Philipson you

nmentioned, and he said that the methanphetanm nes can precipitate a psychotic episode.”

"I have a dimnenory," Pete said.

"Your theory, your answer to the article, was that you were also taking a trifluoperazine, a
di hydrochl ori de of sone sort which you swore conpensated for the side effects of the
met hanphet am nes. "

Pete said, "I took a whole bunch of nethanphetam ne tablets, tonight. 7.5 nilligram ones,
too."
"And you al so drank?"
"Yes."
"Oy gewalt. You renenber what Philipson said in his article about a m xture of the
met hanphet am nes and al cohol . "

"Vaguel y."
"They potentiate each other. D d you have a psychotic episode, tonight?"
"Not by a long shot. | had a nonment of absolute truth. Here, I'Il read it to you." To Carol

Pete said, "Hand ne back that match folder." She passed it to himand he read fromit. "That was
my revel ation, Joe. My experience. 'There are vugs all around us.' "

Schilling was silent a nonent and then he said, "About this Doctor Philipson in lIdaho. D d
you go to hin? Is that why you ask?"

"I paid one hundred and fifty dollars to himtonight,
nmoney's worth. "

After a pause, Schilling said, "lI'mgoing to suggest sonething to you that'll surprise you.
Call that detective, Hawt horne."

"That's what | wanted to do," Pete said. "But Carol won't let ne."

Pete said. "And in ny opinion | got ny

"I want to talk to Carol," Joe Schilling said

Raising to a sitting position in the bed, Carol faced the vidscreen. "I'mright here, Joe. If
you think Pete should call Hawt horne--"

"Carol, 1've known your husband for years. He has suicidal depressions. Regularly. To be

blunt, dear, he's a manic-depressive; he has an affective psychosis, periodically. Tonight,
because of the news about the baby, he's gone into a manic phase and | for one don't blame him |

know how it feels; it's |like being reborn. I want himto call Hawthorne for a" very good reason
Hawt horne has had nore to do with vugs than anyone el se we know. There's no use ny talking to
Pete; | don't know a damm thing about vugs; nmaybe they are all around us, for all | know. |'m not
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going to try to argue Pete out of it, especially at five-thirty in the nmorning. | suggest you
foll ow the sanme course."

"All right," Carol said.

"Pete," Joe Schilling said. "Renenber this, when you talk to Hawt horne. Anything you say may
turn up later on in the prosecutor's case agai nst you; Hawhorne is not a friend, pure and sinple.
So go cautiously. Right?"

"Yes," Pete agreed. "But tell me what dp you think; was is the mxture of methanphetamn nes
and al cohol ?"

Joe Schilling said, sidestepping the question, "Tell me sonething. Wiat did Doctor Philipson
say?"

"He said a lot of things. He said, for one, that he thought this situation was going to kill
me as it had Luckman. And for ne to take special care of Carol. And he said--" He paused. "There's
little I can do to change matters."

"Did he seem friendly?"

"Yes," Pete said. "Even though he's a vug." He broke the connection, then, waited a noment
and di al ed the police energency nunber. One of the friendly ones, he said to hinself. One who's on
our side, nmaybe.

It took the police switchboard twenty mnutes to | ocate Hawthorne. During that tinme Pete
drank coffee and felt nore and nore sober

"Hawt horne?" he said at last, when the inage forned. "Sorry to bother you so late at night.
can tell you who killed Luckman."

Hawt horne said, "M . Garden, we know who killed Luckman. W've got a confession. That's where
|'ve been, at Carnel headquarters." He | ooked drawn and weary,

"Who?" Pete denmanded. "Which one of the group?"

"It was nobody in Pretty Blue Fox. We noved our investigations back to the East Coast, where
Luckman started out. The confession is by a top enployee of Luckman's, a man named Sid Mdsk. As
yet we haven't been able to establish the notive. W're working on that."

Pete clicked off the vidphone and sat in silence.

What now? he asked hinsel f. What do | do?

"Cone to bed," Carol said, |ying back down and covering herself up with the bl ankets.

Shutting off the |lanp, Pete Garden went to bed.

It was a mi stake.

Xl

HE AWOKE -- and saw, standing by the bed, two figures, a man and a wonan. "Be quiet," Pat
McCl ain said softly, indicating Carol. The nman beside her held the heat-needl e pointed steadily at
Pete. He was a man Pete had never seen before in his life.

The man said, "If you make trouble we'll kill her." The heat-needl e, now, was ained at Carol
"Do you under st and?"

The clock on the bedside table read nine-thirty; bright, pale, norning sunlight spilled into
t he bedroom from the w ndows.

"COkay," Pete said. "I understand." Patricia McClain said, "Get up and get dressed." "Were?"
Pete said, sliding fromthe bed. "Here in front of the two of you?"
@ ancing at the man, Patricia said, "In the kitchen." The two of themfollowed after him

fromthe bedroomto the kitchen; Patricia shut the door. "You stay with himwhile he dresses,” she
said to the man. "I'Il watch his wife."

Bringi ng out a second heat-needl e, she returned stealthily to the bedroom "He won't make any
trouble if Carol's in danger; | can pick that up fromhis mnd. It's acutely pronounced."

As the unfam liar man held the heat-needle on him Pete dressed.

"So your wife's had luck,"” the man said. "Congratulations."

A ancing at him Pete said, "Are you Pat's husband?"

"That's right," the man said. "Alien MCain. I"'mglad to neet you at last, M. Garden." He
smiled a thin, brief snmile. "Pat's told me so nuch about you."

Presently the three of them were wal ki ng down the corridor of the apartnent building, toward
the el evator.

"Did you daughter get hone all right |ast night?" Pete said.

"Yes," Patricia said. "Very late, however. Wat | scanned in her nmnd was interesting, to say
the least. Fortunately she didn't go to sleep right away; she lay thinking. And so | got it all."

Alien MO ain said, "Carol won't wake up for another hour. So there's no i nmedi ate probl em of
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her reporting H mmssing. Not until al nost el even."
"How do you know she won't wake up?" Pete said.
Al i en sai d not hing.
"You're a pre-cog?" Pete asked.
There was no answer. But it was obviously so.

"And," Alien MO ain said to his wife -- he jerked his head at Pete -- "M . Garden, here,
won't try to escape. At least, nost of the parallel possibilities indicate that. Five out of six
futures. A good statistic, | think." At the elevator he pressed the button

Pete said to Patricia, "Yesterday you were concerned about ny safety. Now this." He gestured
at the two heat-needl es. "Wy the change?"

"Because in the nmeantine you were out with ny daughter,"” Patricia said. "I wi sh you hadn't
been. | told you that she was too young for you; | warned you away from her."

"However," Pete pointed out, "as you read in my mind at the tinme, I found Mary Anne to be

stunningly attractive."

The el evator cane; the doors slid open

In the elevator stood the detective Wade Hawt horne. He gaped at them then funbled inside his
coat .

Alien McC ain said, "Being a pre-cog hel ps. You can never be surprised." Wth his heat-needl e
he shot Hawt horne in the head. Hawt horne crashed back against the far wall of the el evator, then
fell sloppily and lay sprawl ed face-first on the floor of the el evator

"Get in," Patricia MClain said to Pete. He got in and so did the Mcd ains; with the body of
Wade Hawt horne they descended to the ground fl oor

Pete said to the Rushnore unit of the elevator, "They're kidnapping nme and they've killed a
detective. Get help."

"Cancel that |ast request," Patricia McClain said to the elevator. "W don't need any help
t hank you."

"Al'l right, mss," the Rushnore Effect said, obediently.

The el evat or doors opened; the Mcd ains foll owed behind Pete, through the | obby and out onto
t he sidewal k.

To Pete, Patricia MO ain said, "Do you know why Hawt horne was in that elevator, riding up to
your floor? I'll tell you. To arrest you."

"No," Pete said. "He told ne on the vidphone |ast night that they'd gotten Lucknman's
mur derer, a man back East."

The Mcd ai ns gl anced at each other but said nothing.

“"You killed an innocent nan," Pete said.

“Not Hawt horne," Patricia said. "Hardly innocent. | wish we could have gotten that E. B
Bl ack at the same tinme but it wasn't along. Well, naybe later on."

"That damm Mary Anne," Alien McC ain said as they got into the car parked at the curb; it was
not Pete's car. Evidently the MO ains had conme in it. "Sonmebody ought to wing her neck." He
started the car and it spun upward into the norning haze. "That age is amazi ng. Wen you're
ei ghteen you bel i eve you know everything, you possess absolute certitude. And then when you're one
hundred and fifty you know you don't."

"You don't even know you don't," Patricia said. "You just have a queasy intimation that you
don't." She sat in the back seat, behind Pete, still holding the heat-needl e pointed at him

"I'"ll make a deal with you," Pete said. "I want to be sure Carol and the baby are all right.
What ever you want ne to do--"

Patricia interrupted, "You' ve already nade that deal; Carol and the baby are all right. So
don't worry about them Anyhow, the last thing we would want to do is hurt them"

"That's right," Alien said, nodding. "It would defeat everything we stand for, so to speak."
He snmiled at Pete. "How does it feel to have | uck?"

"You ought to know," Pete said. "You' ve got nore children than any other nman in California."

"Yes," Alien McClain agreed, "but it's been over eighteen years since that first tine, nany
years indeed. You really went out and tied one on last night, didn't you? Mary Anne said you were
in a trance. Absolutely blind."

Pet e said nothing, Gazing down at the ground below, he tried to make out the direction of the
car's notion. It seened to be heading inland, toward the hot central valley-region of California
and the Sierras beyond. The utterly desolated Sierras, where no one |ived.

"Tell us a little nore about Doctor Philipson,"” Patricia said to him "I catch sone ill-
formed thoughts. You called himlast night after you got home?"

"Yes."

To her husband, Patricia said, "Pete called himup and asked himif he -- Doctor Philipson --
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was a vug."

Ginning, Alien Mcd ain said, "Wat did he say?"

"He said that he was not a vug," Patricia said. "And then Pete called Joe Schilling and told
himthe news; you know, that we're entirely surrounded by them and Joe Schilling suggested he

call Hawt horne. Wiich he did. And, that's why Hawt horne canme over this norning."

“I'I'l tell you who you shoul d have call ed, instead of Wade Hawt horne," MCl ain said to Pete.
"Your attorney, Laird Sharp."

"Too late now," Patricia said. "But he'll probably run into Sharp sonmewhere along the line
anyhow. You can talk to himthen, Pete. Tell himthe whole story, how we're an island of hunans
swanped in a sea of non-terrestrials.” She |aughed, and so did her husband.

"I think we're scaring him" Md ain said.

"No," Patricia said. "I'mscanning himand he's not scared, at |east not |ike he was | ast
night." To Pete she said, "That was an ordeal for you, wasn't it, that trip home with Mary Anne?
I"1l bet you never get over it as long as you live." To her husband she said, "Hi s two franmes of
reference kept switching back and forth; first he'd see Mary Anne as a girl, as an attractive
ei ghteen-year-old Terran, and then he'd peek over, out of the conmer of his eye--"

"Shut up!" Pete said savagely.

Patricia continued, "And there it would be. The anorphous nass of cytoplasm spinning its web
of illusion, to mx a nmetaphor. Poor Peter Garden. It sort of takes the romance out of life,
doesn't it, Pete? First you couldn't find a bar that would serve Mary Anne and then--"

"Stop it," her husband said. "That's really enough; he's gone through enough already. This
rivalry of yours with Mary Anne, it's bad for both of you. You shouldn't be conpeting with your
own daughter.”

"Ckay," Pat said, and was silent as she |lit a cigarette.

Bel ow them the Sierras passed slowy. Pete watched them drop behi nd.

"Better call him" Patricia said to Alien

"Right." Her husband clicked on the radio transmtter. "This is Dark Horse Ferry," he said
into the mcrophone. "Calling Sea Green Lanb. Come in, Sea G een Lanb. Cone in, Dave."

A voice fromthe radio said, "This is Dave Miutreaux. I'mat the Dig Inn Mtel in Sparks,
wai ting for you."

"Okay, Dave; we'll be right there. Another five mnutes.”" Alien McClain switched his
transmitter off. "All set," he said to Patricia. "I can previewit; there won't be any gaffs."

"Splendid," Patricia said.

"By the way," Alien McClain said to Pete, "Mary Anne will be there; she canme direct, in her
own car. And several O her people, one of whomyou know. It'Il be interesting for you, | think
They're all Psis. Mary Anne, by the way, is not a telepath, as her nother is. Despite what she
told you. That was irresponsible of her. A good deal of what she told you was hogwash. For
i nstance, when she said--"

"Enough," Patricia said, firmy

McC ain shrugged. "He'll know in another half hour; | can preview that."

"I't just makes ne nervous, that's all. 1'd rather wait until we're at the Dig Inn." To Pete,
she said, "By the way, you woul d have been better off if you had |listened to her and kissed her
goodni ght, as she asked you to."

"Way?" Pete said.

"Then you woul d have known what she was." She added, "Anyhow how nany opportunities do you
get in-your lifetime to kiss stunningly-beautiful girls?" Her voice, as before, was bitter

"You're eating your heart out for nothing," Alien McClain told her. "Christ, I'"'msorry to see
you do it, Pat."

Pat said, "And I'mgoing to do it again later on with Jessica, when she's ol der."

"I know," MC ain said, nodding. "I can preview that even without ny talent." He | ooked
nor ose.

On the flat sand outside the Dig Inn Mdtel the car |anded. Wth the heat-needle the M ains
ushered Pete Garden out and toward the, single-story Spanish style adobe buil ding.

A long-linbed man, well-dressed, middle-aged, strode toward them fromthe notel, his hand
extended. "H, McCain. H, Pat." He glanced at Pete. "M . Garden, the one-tinme owner of Berkel ey,
California. You know, Garden, | darn near cane to Carnmel to play in your group. But, sorry to say,
you scared ne off with your EEG machine." He chuckled. "I'm David Miutreaux, formerly on Jerone
Luck-man's staff." He held out his hand to Pete, but Pete did not accept it. "That's right,"

Mut reaux draw ed, "you don't understand the situation. Yet I'ma little nuddl ed about what's
happened and what's shortly to come. Od age, | suppose." He led the way up the flagstone path, to
t he open doorway of the notel office. "Mary Anne got in a few m nutes ago. She's taking a swimin
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t he pool ."

Hands in her pockets, Pat wal ked over to the swi mm ng pool and stood watching her daughter
"If you could read ny mnd," she said, to no one in particular, "you d see envy." She turned away
fromthe pool. "You know, Pete, when | first nmet you | |lost sonme of that. You're one of the nobst
i nnocent people |'ve ever known. You hel ped me purge nyself of ny shadow side, as Jung -- and Joe
Schilling -- call it. Howis Joe, by the way? | enjoyed seeing himagain |last night. How d he fee
bei ng awakened at five-thirty in the norning?"

"He congratul ated ne," Pete said shortly, "On ny luck."

"Ch yes," Mitreaux said in a jolly tone of voice; he slapped Pete good-naturedly on the back
"Lots of best wi shes on the pregnancy.”

Pat said, "That was an awful remark your ex-wife nmade that to Carol about 'hoping it was a

baby.' And that daughter of nmine, she relished it; | suppose she derives that cruel streak from
me. But don't blane Mary Anne too nuch for what she said |ast night, Pete, because nobst of what
you experienced was not Mary's fault; it was in your nmind. Hallucinated. Joe Schilling was right

in what he told you; the anphetam nes were responsi ble. You had an authentic psychoptic
occl usion.”

"Did | ?" Pete said.

She net his gaze. "Yes, you did."

"l doubt it," Pete said.

"Let's go inside," Alien McC ain said. He cupped his hands and shouted, "Mary Anne, get out
of that pool!"

Spl ashing, the girl approached the rimof the pool. "Go to hell."

McC ain knelt down. "W have business; get inside! You're still my child."

In the air above the surface of the pool a ball of shiny water forned, whipped toward him
broke over his head, splattering him he junped back, cursing.

"I thought you were such a great pre-cog," Mary Anne called, laughing. "I thought you
couldn't be taken by surprise.” She caught hold of the |adder, hoisted herself lithely fromthe
pool . The m d-norni ng Nevada sun sparkled from her noist, snooth body as she ran and picked up a

white terry cloth bath towel. "Hello, Pete Garden," she said, as she ran by him "N ce to see you
again when you're not sick to your stomach; you were actually a dark green color, |like old noldy
nmoss. " Her white teeth glinted as again she | aughed.

Alien Mcd ain, brushing drops of water fromhis face and hair, wal ked over to Pete. "It's now
el even o' clock,” he said. "lI'd like you to call Carol and say you're all right. However, | can
| ook ahead and see you won't, or at |east probably won't."

"That's right," Pete said. "I won't."

McC ain shrugged. "Well, | can't see what she'll do; possibly she'll call the police,
possibly not. Tine will tell." They wal ked toward the notel building, MCain still shaking
himsel f dry. "An interesting el ement about Psionic abilities is that sonme tend to invalidate
others. For instance, ny daughter's psycho-kinesis; as she aptly denonstrated, | can't predict it.

Pauli's synchronicity cones in, an acausal connective event that throws soneone like nme entirely
of f."
To Dave Mutreaux, Patricia said, "Did Sid Mdsk actually confess to having killed Luckman?"
"Yes," Mitreaux answered. "Rothman put pressure on him to take pressure off Pretty Blue Fox;
the police out in California were probing a little too deeply, we felt."

"But they'Il know after a while that it's spurious,"” Patricia said. "That vug E. B. Bl ack
will get into his mnd telepathically.”
"I't won't natter then," Mitreaux said. "I hope."

Inside the notel office an air-conditioner roared; the roomwas dark and cool, and seated
here and there Pete saw a nunber of individuals talking together in nuted tones. It |ooked, for an
instant, as if he had stumbled onto a Game-playing group here in the nmiddl e of the norning, but of
course it was not. He had no illusions about that. These were not Bi ndnen.

He seated hinsel f, warily, wondering what they were saying. Sone of themsat utterly silent,
staring straight ahead as if preoccupi ed. Tel epaths, perhaps, comunicating with one another. They
seenmed to be in the majority. The others -- he could only guess. Pre-cogs, |like MC ain, psycho-
ki nesists, like the girl Mary Anne. And Rot hman, whoever he was. WAs Rot hman here? He had a
feeling, deep and intuitive, that Rothman was very nmuch here, and in control

From a side room Mary Anne appeared, now wearing a T shirt and blue cotton shorts and
sandal s and no bra; her breasts were high-pointed, small. She seated herself beside Pete,
vigorously rubbing her hair with a towel to dry it. "Wuat a bunch of jerks," she said quietly to
Pete. "I mean, don't you agree? They -- nmy nmother and dad -- nmade ne cone here." She frowned.
"Who's that?" Another man had entered the room and | ooked around him "I don't know him Probably
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fromthe East Coast, |ike that Mitreaux."

"You're not a vug," Pete said to her. "After all."

"No, I"'mnot. | never said | was; you asked nme what | was and | told you, 'you can see,' and
you could. It was true. See, Peter Garden, you were an involuntary telepath; you were psychotic,
because of those pills and the drinking, and you picked up nmy marginal thoughts, all ny anxieties.
What they used to call the subconscious. Didn't ny nother ever warn you about that? She ought to
know. "

"I see," Pete said. Yes, she had.

"And before me you picked up that psychiatrist's subconscious fears, too. W're all afraid of
the vugs. It's natural. They're our enemies; we fought a war with themand didn't win and now
they're here. See?" She dug himin the ribs with her sharp elbow. "Don't |ook so stupid; are you
listening or not?"

Pete said, "I am"

"Well, you gape like a guppy. | knew | ast night you were hallucinating Iike nad al ong a
paranoid line, having to do with hostile, nenacing conspiracies of alien creatures. It interfered
with your perceptions, but fundanentally you were right. | actually was feeling those fears,

t hi nki ng those thoughts. Psychotics live in a world like that all the tine. Anyhow, your interva
of being a telepath was unfortunate because it happened around ne and | know about this." She
gestured at the group of people in the notel room "See? So fromthen on you were dangerous. And
you had to go right away and call the police; we got you just in tine."

Did he believe her? He studied her thin, heart-shaped face; he could not tell. If telepathic
talent it had been, it certainly had deserted hi m now.

"See," Mary Anne said quietly, swiftly, "everyone has the potentiality for Psionic talent. In
severe illness and in deep psychic regression--" She broke off. "Anyhow, Peter Garden, you were
psychotic and drunk and on anphetamni nes and hal | uci nati ng, hut basically you perceived the reality
that confronts us, the situation this group knows about and is trying to deal with. You see?" She
smled at him her eyes bright. "Now you know. "

He did not see; he did not want to see.

Petrified, he drew away from her.

"You don't want to know," Mary Anne said thoughtfully.

"That's right," he said.

"But you do know," she said. "Already. It's too late not to." She added, in her pitiless
tone, "and this time you' re not sick and drunk and hal | uci nati ng; your perceptions are not
distorted. So you have to face it head-on. Poor Peter Garden. Were you happier |ast night?"

"No, " he said.

"You're not going to kill yourself about this, are you? Because that wouldn't hel p. You see,
we're an organi zati on, Pete. And you have to join, even though you' re non-P, not a Psi; we'll have
to take you in anyway or kill you. Naturally, no one wants to kill you. Wat would happen to

Carol ? Wul d you | eave her for Freya to tornent?”

"No," he said, "not if | could help it."

"You know, the Rushnore Effect of your car told you | wasn't a vug; | don't understand why
you didn't listen to it; they're never wong." She sighed. "Not if they're working properly,
anyhow. Haven't been tanpered with. That's how you can al ways sort out the vugs: ask a Rushnore.
See?" Again she snmiled at him cheerfully. "So things aren't really so bad. It's not the end of
the world or anything like that; we just have a little problem of knowi ng who our friends are.
They have the sane problem too; they get alittle mxed up at tinmes."

"Who killed Luckman?" Pete asked. "Did you?"

"No," Mary Anne said. "The last thing we'd do is kill a man who's had so nuch | uck, so nany
of fspring; that's the whole point." She frowned at him

"But last night," he said slowy, "I asked you if your people had done it. And you said--" He
paused, trying to think clearly, trying to sort out the confusion of those events. "I know what
you said. 'l forget,' you said. And -- you said our baby is next; you called it a thing, you said
it was not a baby."

For a long tine Mary Anne stared at him "No," she whispered, stricken and pale. "I didn't
say that; | know !l didn't."

"l heard you," he insisted. "I renenber that; it's a nmess, but honest to god, | have that

part clear."

Mary Anne said, "Then they've gotten to nme." Her words were scarcely audible; he had to bend
toward her to hear. She continued to stare at him

Openi ng the door of the sun-drenched kitchen, Carol Holt Garden said, "Pete -- are you in
t here?" She peered in
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He was not in the kitchen. Bright, yellow and warm it was enpty.

Going to the wi ndow she | ooked out at the street below Pete's car and hers, at the curb; he
had not gone in his car then.

Tying the cord of her robe she hurried out of the apartnent and down the hall to the
elevator. 1'll ask it, she decided. The el evator will know whether he went out, whether anyone was
with himand if so who. She pressed the button, waited.

The el evator arrived; the doors slid back

On the floor of the elevator lay a nman, dead. It was Haw horne.

She screaned

"The | ady said no hel p was necessary, "’
apol ogeti cal | y.

Wth difficulty Carol said, "Wat |ady?"

"The dark-haired lady." It did not el aborate.

"Did M. Garden go with then?" Carol asked.

"They came up without himbut returned with himfromhis apartrment, Ms. Garden. The nan, not
M. Garden, killed this person here. M. Garden then said, 'They've kidnapped ne and they've
killed a detective. Get help.'"

"What did you do?"

The el evator said. "The dark-haired | ady said, 'Cancel the last request. W don't need any
hel p. Thank you.' So I did nothing." The elevator was silent a noment. "Did | do wong?" it
i nqui red.

Carol whispered, "Very wong. You should have gotten help, as he said."

"Can | do anything now?" the el evator asked.

"Call the San Francisco Police Departnent and tell themto send sonmeone here. Tell them what
happened." She added, "That man and wonan ki dnapped M. Garden and you didn't do anything."

"I"'msorry, Ms. Garden," the el evator apol ogi zed.

Turni ng, she nmade her way step by step back to the apartnent; in the kitchen she seated
hersel f unsteadily at the table. Those stupid, nmaddeni ng Rushnore circuits, she thought; they seem
so intelligent and they actually aren't. Al it takes is sonething unusual, sonething unexpected.
But what did | do? Not nmuch better, | slept while they came and got Pete, the man and wonan. |t
sounds |ike Pat McC ain, she thought. Dark-haired. But how do | know?

The vi dphone rang.

She did not have the energy to answer it.

Trimmng his red beard, Joe Schilling sat by his vidphone, waiting for an answer. Strange, he
t hought. Maybe they're still asleep. It's only ten-thirty. But--

He did not think so.

Hurriedly, he finished trinmng his beard; he put on his coat and strode from his apartnent
and downstairs to Max, his car.

"Take me to the Gardens' apartment,'

"Up yours,"” the car said.

"It's curtains for you if you don't take me there," Schilling said.

The car, reluctantly, started up and drove down the street, nmaking the trip the hard way, by
surface. Schilling im

patiently watched the buildings and mai ntenance equi prent pass, one by one, until at |ast
they reached San Raf ael

"Satisfied?" the car Max said, as it pulled to a bucking, clunsy halt before the Gardens
apart nent buil di ng.

Pete's car and Carol's car were both parked at the curb, he noticed as he got out. And so
were two police cars.

By el evator he ascended to their floor, rushed down the hall. The door to the Gardens
apartment was open. He stepped inside.

A vug net him

"M. Schilling." Its thought-propagati on was questioning in tone.

"Where are Pete and Carol ?" he denmanded. And then he saw, past the vug, Carol Garden seated
at the kitchen table, her face waxen. "lIs Pete okay?" he said to her, pushing past the vug.

The vug said, "I amE B. Black; probably you remenber me, M. Schilling. Be calm | catch
fromyour thoughts a conplete innocence of this, so |l will not bother to interrogate you."

Rai si ng her head, Carol said starkly to Schilling, "Wade Hawt horne, the detective, has been
nmur dered and Pete's gone. A nman and wonan cane and got him according to the elevator. They killed
Hawt horne. | think it was Pat McC ain; the police checked at her apartment and nobody's there. And
their car is gone."

the Rushnore circuit of the el evator said,

he instructed as he slid in.
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"But -- do you know why they would take Pete?" Schilling asked her

"No, | don't know why they would take Pete; | don't even know who 'they' are, really."

Wth a pseudopodium the vug E. B. Black held sonething small; it extended it toward Joe
Schilling. "M. Garden wote this interesting inscription,” the vug said. " 'W are entirely

surrounded by vugs.' That, however, is not so, as M. Garden's di sappearance testifies to. Last
night M. Garden called ny ex-coll eague M. Hawthorne and told himthat he knew who had killed M.
Luckman. At that time we inmagined we had the killer and so we were not interested. Now we have
| earned we were in error. M. Garden did not say who had killed M. Luckman, unfortunately,
because my ex-col |l eagues refused to listen.” The vug was silent a nonment. "M . Hawthorne has paid
for his foolishness rather fully."

Carol said, "E. B. Black thinks that whoever killed Luckman cane and got Pete and ran into
Hawt horne in the elevator on their way out."

"But it doesn't know who that is," Schilling said.

"Correct," E. B. Black said. "From Ms. Garden | have nanaged to |learn a great deal, however.
For instance, | have | earned whom M. Garden saw |l ast night. A psychiatrist in Pocatello, |daho,
first of all. Also Mary Anne McCl ain; we have not been able to |l ocate her, however. M. Garden was
drunk and confused. He told Ms. Garden that the murder of M. Luckman had been committed by six
menbers of Pretty Blue Fox, the six with defective nenories. This would include hinself. Do you
have any coment on that, M. Schilling?"

"No," Joe Schilling murmured.

"W hope to get back M. CGarden alive,” E. B. Black said. It did not sound very confident.

Xl

PATRI CI A MCCLAI N pi cked up her daughter's frightened thoughts. At once she said, "Rothman,
we' ve been infiltrated. Mary Anne says so."

"I's she right?" Rothman, old hard-eyed and tough, demanded from where he, as their | eader
sat .

Looking into Pete Garden's mnd, Patricia saw his nmenory of the visit to Doctor E. R
Phili pson, the strange sense of |ightness, of fractional gravity as he wal ked down the corridor
"Yes," Patricia said. "Mary's right. He's been on Titan." She turned to the two pre-cogs, Dave
Mut reaux and her husband Alien. "Wat's going to happen?"

"A variable," Alien nmurnured, ashen-faced. "Clouds it up."

Mut r eaux sai d hoarsely, "Your daughter, she's going to do sonething; inpossible for us to
tell what."

"I have to get out of here," Mary Anne said to them all

She rose to her feet, her thoughts scattered by her terror, "I'munder vug influence. That
Doctor Philipson, Pete must have been right. He asked me what | saw in the bar and | thought he
was hallucinating. But it wasn't nmy fear he was picking up. He sawreality.” She started toward
the door of the notel room panting. "I have to get away. |'m dangerous to the organi zation."

As Mary Anne went out the door, Patricia said urgently to her husband, "The heat-needle; set
it onlow So it doesn't injure her."

“I'"ll cut her down," Alien said, and pointed the heat-needl e at his daughter's back. Mary
Anne turned for an instant, and saw the heat-needl e.

The heat-needle junped fromAlien McC ain's hand, clinbed and reversed its flight. It smashed
agai nst the wall.

"Poltergeist effect,” Alien said. "W can't stop her." Now the heat-needle in Patricia's
hands qui vered, struggled and tore |oose fromher fingers. "Rothman," he said, appealing to the
hi ghest authority in the organization present. "Ask her to stop."

"Leave ny nind alone,"” Mary Anne said to Rot hman

Pete Garden, on his feet, sprinted after Mary Anne. The girl saw that, too.

"No," Patricia called after her. "Don't!"

Rot hman, his forehead bul ging, concentrated on Mary Anne, his eyes virtually shut. But all at

once Pete Garden flopped forward, |like a rag doll, boneless, danced in the air, his |inbs
jiggling. He drifted, then, toward the wall of the notel room and Patricia MC ain screaned at
Mary Anne. The dangling figure hesitated, briefly, and then swooped into the wall; it passed

through the wall until only its outstretched armand hand remnai ned projecting absurdly.

"Mary Anne!" Patricia shouted. "For god's sake bring him back!"

At the door, Mary Anne halted, turned in panic, saw what she had done with Pete Garden, saw
t he expression on her nother's face and on Alien's face, the horror of everyone in the room

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Philip%20K%20Dick%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f%20Titan.txt (52 of 83) [1/19/03 7:58:34 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Philip%20K %20Di ck%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f %20T itan.txt

Rot hman, focusing everything which he possessed on her, was trying to persuade her. She saw that,
too. And--
"Thank god," Alien McC ain said, and sagged. Fromthe wall, Pete Garden tunbl ed back out,

fell in a heap on the floor, intact; he got up alnost at once and stood shaking, facing Mary Anne.
"I"'msorry," Mary Anne said, and sighed. Rothman said, "W hold the dom nant possibility
here, Mary Anne; believe that. Even if they have gotten in. W'Ill exam ne everyone in the

organi zati on, person by person. Shall we start with you?" To Patricia he said, "Try and find out
for me just how deeply they've penetrated her."

"I"'mtrying," Patricia said. "But it's in Pete Garden's mind that we'll find the nost."

"He's going to leave," Alien and Dave Mutreaux said, alnpbst at once. "Wth her, with Mary
Anne." Muitreaux said, "She can't be predicted but | think he's going to nake it."

Rot hman rose to his feet and wal ked toward Pete Garden. "You see our situation; we're in a
desperate match with the Titani ans and | osing ground to themsteadily. Prevail on Mary Anne
McClain to stay here so we can regain what we've |ost; we have to or we're dooned."

"I can't nake her do anything," Pete said, white and trenbling, alnost unable to speak

"Nobody can," Patricia said, and Alien nodded. "You p-ks," Rothnman said to Mary Anne. "So
wi Il ful and stubborn; nobody can tell you anything."

"Conme on, Pete," Mary Anne said to him "W have to get a long way from here, because of ne
and because of you, too; they're into you just as they are in ne." Her face was drawn with despair
and fati gue.

Pete said to her, "Maybe they're right, Mary Anne; maybe it would be wong to go. Wuldn't
that split up your organization?”

"They don't really want ne," Mary Anne said. "I'mweak; this proves it. | can't stand up
agai nst the vugs. The damm vugs, | hate them" Tears filled her eyes, tears of inpotence. The pre-
cog Dave Miutreaux said, "Garden, | can preview one thing; if you do | eave here, alone or with Mary
Anne McC ain, your car will be intercepted by the police. | foresee a vug detective nmoving toward

you; its nane is--" Mitreaux hesitated.

"E. B. Black,"” Alien McCl ain, also pre-cog, agreed, finishing for him "Wde Hawt horne's
partner, attached to their Wst Coast division of the national |aw enforcenent agency. One of the
best they have," he said to Mitreaux, and Rot h-nman nodded.

"Let's do this carefully,” Rothman said. "At what point in tinme did the vug authority
penetrate our organi zation? Last night? Previous to last night? If we could establish that, maybe
we' d have sonething to go on. | don't think they' ve gotten very deep; they haven't touched ne,
haven't reached any of our tel epaths and we have four of themin this roomand a fifth on the way
here. And our pre-cogs are free, at least so it wuld seem"”

Mary Anne said, "You're trying to probe into nme and influence me, Rothman." But she returned

slowy to where she had been sitting. "I can feel your nmind at work." She smiled a little. "It's
reassuring.”
To Pete Garden, Rothnman said, "I'mthe main bulwark against the vugs, M. Garden, and it'|

be a long tinme before they penetrate ne." Hi s leatherlike face was inpassive. "This is a dreadfu
di scovery we've namde here today, but our organization can surnmount it. Wat about you, Garden?
You're going to need our help. For an individual it's different."

Sonberly, Pete nodded.

"We nust kill E. B. Black," Patricia said.

"Yes," Dave Miutreaux said, "I agree."
Rot hman said, "Go easily, here. W' ve never killed a vug. Killing Hawt horne was bad enough
sufficiently dangerous but necessary. As soon as we destroy a vug -- any vug -- it'll becone clear

to themnot only that we exist but what our final intentions are. Isn't that so?" He | ooked around
at the organization for confirmation.

"But," Alien Mcd ain said, "they obviously know about us already. They could hardly penetrate
us w t hout knowi ng of our existence." His voice was sharp, edged with exasperation

The telepath Merle Smith spoke up fromher seat in the corner; she had taken no part in the
colloquy so far. "Roth-man, | have been scanning each person here in the notel and | find no
i ndi cation that anyone has been penetrated in addition to Mary Anne McCl ain and the non-P Garden
whom she want ed brought here, although there is a peculiar inert area in David Miutreaux' nnd
whi ch shoul d be | ooked into. | wi sh you other telepaths would do that, right now "

At once Patricia turned her attention on Dave Mitreaux.

Merl e, she discovered, was correct; there was an anonmaly in Miutreaux' nmind and she felt at
once that it inplied a situation unfavorable to the interests of the organization. "Mitreaux," she
said, "can you turn your thoughts to--" It was difficult to know what to call it. She had, in her
hundred years of scanning, never run into anything quite like it. Puzzled, she passed over
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Mut r eaux' surface thoughts and probed into the deeper levels of his psyche, into the involuntary
and repressed syndrones which had been excluded as part of his ego-character, of the conscious
sel f-system

Now she was in a region of anbivalent drives, and of nebul ous and stillborn wi shes,
anxi eties, doubts interwoven with regressive beliefs and |ibido wishes of a fantastic nature. It
was not a pleasant region but each person had it; she was accustoned to it, by now. This was what
made her existence so rife with difficulty, running into this hostile area of the human mind. Each
percepti on and observation which Dave Mitreaux had rejected in hinmself existed here, inperishable,
living on in a kind of half-life, feeding deeply on his psychic energy.

He coul d not be held responsible for these, and yet there they were anyhow, sem -aut ononous

and -- feral. Opposed to everything Miutreaux consciously, deliberately believed in. In opposition
to all his life ains.

Much coul d be | earned about Mitreaux' psyche by this examnination of what he chose to -- or
had to -- reject from consciousness.

"The area in question,"” Patricia said, "sinply will not open up to scanning. Can you contro
it, Dave?"

Mut reaux said haltingly, a bew |l dered expression on his face, "I don't understand what's
bei ng di scussed. Everything in nme is open to you, as far as | know, |I'mcertainly not deliberately
hol di ng back."

Now she had picked up the pre-cognitive region of Mutreaux' mind, and by entering it she made
herself, temporarily, a pre-cog; it was an eerie sensation to possess this talent as well as her
customary one.

She saw, as if arranged in neat boxes, a supple, viable sequence of tine-possibilities, each
one obviating all the others, strung so as to be knowabl e sinultaneously. It was pictorial, and
oddly static rather than dramatic. Patricia saw herself, frozen in a variety of actions; some she
bl anched at -- they were hideous, sequences in which she yielded to her nost deranged suspicions
and- -

My own daughter, she thought bleakly. So it's possible that I mght do that to her, possible
but not probable. The mpjority of sequences showed a rapproachenent with Mary Anne, and a healing
of the split within the organization rather than a wi dening. And yet -- it could happen

And, in addition, she saw in one swift instant a scene in which the telepaths within the
organi zati on pounced on Mutreaux. And Miutreaux hinmself certainly was aware of this; the scene
after all existed in his consciousness. But why? Patricia wondered. Wat could he do that would
warrant this? O what could we discover?

Mut r eaux' thoughts becane diffused, all at once.

"You're evading," Patricia said, and glanced at Merle and then at the other telepaths in the
room "It's the arrival of Don," she said to them Don was the missing telepath, on his way now
fromDetroit; he would arrive any tine. "In Mitreaux' pre-cog area there's a sequence in which Don
will, on his arrival here, ferret out the inlet area involved, will open and explore it. And--"
She hesitated, but the three other tel epaths had picked up her thought anyhow.

And wi |l destroy Miutreaux because of it, she thought.

But why? There was nothing to suggest the vuggi sh power about it or about him this was
sonmething else, and it conpletely baffled her

Was it certain that Don would do this? No, only probable. And how did Miutreaux feel, know ng
this, knowing that his death was inminent? What did a pre-cog do under such circunstances?

The sane as anyone el se, she di scovered as she scanned Mutreaux' mnd. The pre-cog ran

Mutreaux, rising to his feet, said huskily, "lI've got to get back to the New York Area |'m
afraid." H s manner was easy, but inside the opposite! "Sorry | can't stay," he said to Rothnan.
"Don is our best telepath,"” Rothnman said nmeditatively. "I'mgoing to have to ask you to

remain until he gets here. Qur only defense against the penetration of our organization is the
exi stence of four telepaths who can dig in and tell us what's going on. So you nust sit down,
Mut r eaux, "

Mut reaux reseated hinsel f.

Closing his eyes, Pete Garden listened to the discussion between Patricia M ain, Mitreaux
and Rot hman. This secret organi zation, conposed of Psi-people, stands between us and the Titani an
civilization, its dom nation over us or some such thing; his thoughts ran together nuddily. He
still had not recovered fromlast night and the nmanner in which he had been awakened this norning -
- that, and Hawt horne's pointl ess, shocking death.

I wonder if Carol's all right, Pete thought.

CGod, he thought, | wish | could get out of here. He thought of the noment when Mary Anne,

t hrough her psycho-kinetic talent, had nade hima floating particle, and tossed himinto and
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through the material wall of the room and then sonehow, for reasons unclear to him had et him
conme back; she had changed her mind at the l[ast instant.

I'"'mafraid of these people, he said to hinmself. O themand their talents.

He opened his eyes.

In the notel room discoursing in shrill, chattery voices, sat nine vugs. And one hunman bei ng
besi des hinsel f. Dave Mitreaux.

He and Dave Mitreaux, standing in opposition to the rest of them Hopeless and inpossible. He
did not stir; he sinply stared at the nine vugs.

One vug -- it spoke in the voice of Patricia MClain -- said agitatedly, "Rothman! [|'ve
pi cked up an incredible thought from Garden."
"I have, too," another vug said in agreenent "Garden perceives us all as--" It hesitated. "He

sees us, with the exception of Mitreaux, as vugs."

There was sil ence.

The vug whi ch spoke as Rot hman said, "Garden, this inplies then that the penetration of our
group is conplete? Is that right? Conplete with the exception of David Miutreaux, at |least."

Pet e sai d not hi ng.

"How can we consider this," the vug calling itself Rothman said, "and keep on bei ng sane?
We've already lost, if Garden's perceptions are to be believed. W nust try to consider
rationally; possibly there's sonme hope. What do you say, Mutreaux? |If Garden is right, you're the
only authentic Terran anong us."

Mut reaux said, "I have no understanding of this." He glanced at Pete. "Ask him not ne."
"We'll, M. Garden?" the vug Rothnman said, calmy. "Wat do you say?"

"Pl ease answer," the Patricia McC ain one pleaded. "Pete, in the nane of all we hold holy--"
Pete said, "I think you know now what there is in Miutreaux that your telepaths couldn't scan

He's a human being and you're not. That's the difference. And when your last telepath gets here--"
"We' || destroy Miutreaux," the Rothman vug, said slowy, thoughtfully.

Xl

JOSEPH SCHI LLI NG said to the honmeostatic informational circuit of the vidphone, "I want the
attorney-at-law Laird Sharp. He's sonmewhere on the West Coast; | don't know any nore than that."

It was past noon, now. Pete Garden had not returned

home and Joe Schilling knew that he was not going to. There was no point in contacting the
other menbers of Pretty Blue Fox; Pete wasn't with any of them Whoever had taken himlay outside
t he group.

If this identity problem has actually al ready been solved, he thought, if Pat and Al McC ain
did it, then why? And killing the detective Hawthorne, a mnistake, whatever their reasons. No one
coul d convince himof the rightness of such an action as that.

Going into the bedroom of the apartnent he asked Carol, "How are you feeling?"

She sat by the wi ndow, wearing a gaily-colored cotton print dress, listlessly watching the
street below. "I'm okay, Joe."

The detective E. B. Black had tenmporarily gone out of the apartment, so Joe Schilling shut
t he bedroom door and said to Carol, "I know sonething about the McCO ains that the police aren't to
know. "

Rai sing her eyes, Carol regarded him "Tell ne."

Joe Schilling said, "She's mxed up in some kind of extra-legal activity, has been apparently
for sone tine. That would fit in with the nurder of Hawthorne. 1'Il nmake a guess; | think it's

connected with her being a Psi. And her husband, too. But other than that, and it isn't much, |
can't account for them nurdering, especially a police detective. Now | ook what they' ve got on
their hands: a nation-w de search by all police agencies. They nust be desperate.” O fanatic, he
thought to hinself. "There's no one the police hate nore than a cop-killer," he murnured. "It was
a stupid thing to do." Fanatic and stupid, he thought. A bad nixture.

The vi dphone rang and said, "Your party, M. Schilling. The attorney Laird Sharp."

Schilling at once snapped the screen on. "Laird," he said. "Good."

"What' s happened?" Sharp said.

"Your client's gone, Pete Garden." He explained, tersely, what had happened. "And | have an
intuitive distrust of the police,"” Schilling said. "For some reason it seens to me they're not
trying. Maybe it's because of the vug, E. B. Black."

The instinctive aversion of the Terran was there, operating within hinmself, he realized.

Sharp said, "Un let's nmake a run up to Pocatello. Wat did you say the psychiatrist's nane
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i s?"

"Philipson," Joe Schilling said. "After all, I'mgetting everything third-hand, but | have a
hunch. I'll fly to San Rafael and nmeet you there; stay put for another ten minutes. I'min San
Franci sco. "

"Right," Schilling said, and broke the connection

"Where are you goi ng?" Carol asked himas he started for the door of the apartnent. "You told
Pete's attorney you'd neet himhere."

"I"'mgoing to get a gun," Schilling said. He shut the door after himand hurried down the
hall. | only need one, he realized. Because if | know Laird Sharp he's carrying his own at al
tinmes.

As he and Sharp flew northeast in Sharp's car, Schilling said, "On the vid |ast night Pete
said sone strange things. First, that this situation was going to kill Pete, as it had killed
Luckman. That he should be especially careful of Carol's safety. And--" He glanced at Sharp. "Pete
said that Doctor Philipson is a vug."

"So?" Sharp said. "There are vugs all over the planet."”

"But | know sonet hing about Philipson,"” Joe Schilling said, "lI've read his articles and read
about his therapeutic techniques. There's never been any nention of himbeing a Titanian
Somet hing's wong. | don't think Pete saw Doctor Philipson; | think he saw soneone or something
else. A man of Philipson's stature wouldn't be available in the niddle of the night, |ike a conmon
G P. And where did Pete get the one hundred and fifty dollars he renmenbers paying Philip-son?
know Pete; he never carries noney on him No Bi ndman does; they think in terns of real estate
deeds, not cash. Money is for us non-Bs."

"Did he actually say he had paid this doctor? Possibly he sinply ran up a bill for that
anmount . "

"Pete said that he had paid him and paid himlast night. And he said he'd gotten his noney's
worth." Joe Schilling brooded about it for a noment. "In Pete's condition, drunk and drug-
stimul ated and in a mani ¢ phase because of Carol's pregnancy, he woul dn't have known what he
really saw, if it actually was Philipson or not that sat facing him And it's always possible that
he hallucinated the entire episode. That he never went to Pocatello at all." He got out his pipe
and his pouch of tobacco. "The whol e epi sode doesn't ring right. Pete may be one sick cookie; that
may be the root of the whole problem”

"What do you use in your pipe these days?" Sharp asked. "Still nothing but white burl ey,
rough-cut ?"

"Not any nore. This is a mixture called Barking Dog. It never bites."

Sharp grinned briefly.

At the outskirts of Pocatello Doctor Philipson's psychiatric clinic lay bel ow, a square of
dazzling white surrounded by lawns and trees, and, in the rear, a rose garden. Sharp | anded his
car on the gravel driveway and continued by surface up into the parking ot at the side of the
| arge central building. The place, quiet and well-tended, seenmed deserted. The only car in the
parking | ot appeared to be Doctor Philip-son's own.

Peaceful, Schilling thought. But obviously it's enornobusly expensive to cone here. The rose
garden attracted himand he neandered toward it, sniffing the air and snelling the deep, heavy
scent of roses and organic fertilizers. A sprinkler, honmeostatic and efficient, rotated as it
watered a | awmn, causing himto step fromthe path and onto the thick, springy grass itself. Just
bei ng here woul d cure me, he thought. Getting the snells, feeling the textures of the pastora
community. Ahead he saw tied to a post a noddi ng gray donkey.

"Look," he said to Laird Sharp, who had foll owed behind him "Two of the finest roses ever
devel oped, Peace and Star of Holland. In the twentieth century they were rated sonething |ike nine
points in rose-growing circles." He explained, "Nine was extrenely good. And then of course they
devel oped the nore nodern patented rose, Space Voyager." He pointed to it, the huge orange and
white buds. "And Qur Land." That was a red, so dark as to be virtually black, with spatters of
lighter dots across the petals.

Wil e they were inspecting Qur Land, the door of the clinic building fl ew open and a bal d
friendly-looking elderly man stepped out, smling at themin greeting. "Can | hel p you?" he asked,
eyes twi nkling.

Sharp said, "W're | ooking for Doctor Philipson."

"That's 1," the elderly man said. "I"'mafraid the rose garden needs spraying; | see grefi on
several bushes." He brushed at a leaf with the side of his hand. "Gefi, a nmte that slipped in
here from Mars."

Joe Schilling said, "Wiere can we go that we could talk to you?"

"Ri ght here," Doctor Philipson said.
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"Did a M. Peter Garden visit you late last night?" Schilling asked.
"He certainly did." Doctor Philipson sniled wyly. "And vidphoned nme even later.""Pete Garden

has been ki dnapped,” Schilling said. "H s abductors killed a policenman on the way, so they nust be
serious."

The smile on Doctor Philipson's face vanished. "That so." He glanced at Schilling and then at
Laird Sharp. "I was worried about sonmething on this order. First Jerone Luck-man's death, now

followed by this. Cone in." He held the door to the clinic building open, then abruptly changed
his mnd. "Perhaps it would be better if we sat in the car. So no one overhears." He led the way
back to the parking lot. "There are several matters |I'd like to discuss with you."

Presently the three of themwere seated tensely in Doctor Philipson's car.

"What's your relationship to Peter Garden?" the doctor asked.

Schilling briefly, told him

"Probably," Philipson said, "you'll never see Garden alive again. |I'mdeeply sorry to say
that, but it's alnpst certainly the truth. | tried to warn him"

"I know that," Schilling said. "He told ne."

"I knew too little about Pete Garden," the doctor said. "I'd never seen himbefore in nmy M;
I couldn't get an accurate background history from hi mbecause | ast night he was drunk and sick
and scared. He phoned ne at ny hone; | had gone to bed. | nmet himin downtown Pocatell o at a bar.

| forget the nanme of it, now It was a bar at which he had stopped. He had an attractive young
girl with himbut she didn't come in. Garden was actively hallucinating and needed mgj or
psychiatric help. | could scarcely supply that to himin the mddle of the night at a bar

needl ess to say."

"His fear," Joe Schilling said, "was of the vugs. Pete believed they were -- closing in on
us. "

"Yes, | realize that. He expressed those fears last night to me. A nunber of tinmes in a
variety of ways. It was touching. At one point he very l|laboriously scratched hinmself a nmessage on
a match folder and hid it -- with great cerenmony -- in his shoe. 'The vugs are after us,' it said,

or words to that effect."” The doctor eyed Schilling and Laird Sharp. "What do you know, at this
nmonent, about the internal problens on Titan?"

Taken by surprise, Joe Schilling said, "Not a danm thing."

Doctor Philipson said, "Titan civilization is sharply divided into two factions. The reason
know this is sinple; | have, in the clinic here, several Titanians who hold high posts here on
Earth. They're undergoing psychiatric treatment with nme. It's sonmewhat unorthodox, but | discover
I can work with them well enough."”

Alertly, Sharp said, "Is that why you wanted to talk here in the car?"

"Yes," Philipson said. "Here, we're out of range of their telepathic ability. Al four of
them are noderates, politically-speaking. That's the dominant force in Titan politics and has been
for decades. But there is also a war party, a faction of extrenmists. Their power has been grow ng,
but no one, including the Titani ans thensel ves, seenms to know precisely how strong they' ve becone.

In any case, their policy toward Terra is hostile. | have a theory. | can't prove this, but 1I've
hinted at it in several papers |'ve done." He paused. "I think -- just think, mnd you -- that the
Titanians, on the instigation of their war party elenments, are tinkering with our birth rate. On
sone technol ogical level -- don't ask me quite how -- they're responsible for holding our birth
rate down."

There was silence. A long, strained one.

"As far as Lucknman goes,"” Doctor Philipson said, "lI'd guess that he was killed either

directly or indirectly by Titanians, but not for the reason you think. True, he had just cone out
to California after sewing up the East Coast thoroughly. True, he probably would have assuned
econoni ¢ domi nation of California as he did with New York. But that was not why the Titanians
killed him It was because they had been trying to get to himprobably for nonths, possibly even
years; when Luckman |eft the sanctuary of his organization and canme out to Carnel where he had no
pre-cogs, no human Psi-people to protect him-"

"Way' d they kill hinP" Sharp asked quietly.

"Because of his luck," the Doctor replied. "Hs fertility. His ability to have children
That's what nenaces the Titanians. Not his success at The Ganes; they don't give a god dann about
that."

"I see," Sharp said.

"And any other human who has |uck stands to be wiped out, if the war party has its way. Now
listen. Sonme humans know this or suspect this. There's an organization, based on the prolific
McCl ai ns of California; perhaps you' ve heard of them Patricia and Alien McC ain. They have three
children. Therefore their lives are acutely in danger. Pete Garden has denonstrated the ability to
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be fertile and that puts himand his pregnant wife also in automatic jeopardy, and | so warned
him And | warned himthat he was facing a situation about which he could do little. I firmy
believe that. And--" Doctor's Philipson's voice was steady. "I think the organization forned
around the McClains is futile if not dangerous. It has probably already been penetrated by the
Titani an authority, here, which is quite effective at that sort of business. Their telepathic

faculty works to their advantage; it's al nost inpossible to keep anything -- such as the existence
of a secret, nmilitant, patriotic organization -- secret fromthemfor |long."
Schilling said, "Are you in touch with the noderates? Through your vug patients, here?"

Hesitating, Doctor Philipson said, "To sonme extent. In the nost general way |'ve discussed
the situation with them it's come up during therapy."

Schilling said to Laird Sharp, "I think we've found out what we canme for. We know where Pete
i s, who kidnapped him and killed Hawt horne. The M ai n organi zation, whatever it's called.
Wherever it is."

Wth an expression of keen wariness, Laird Sharp said, "Doctor, your explanation is extrenely
interesting. There's another interesting matter, however, that has not as yet been raised."

"Ch?" Doctor Philipson said.

Sharp said, "Pete Garden thought you were a vug."

"I realize that," Doctor Philipson said. "To sone extent | can explain that. On an
unconscious intuitive | evel, Garden perceived the dangerous situation. H's perceptions, however,
were disordered, a mixture of involuntary tel epathy and projection, his own anxiety plus--"

"Are you a vug?" Laird Sharp asked.

"Of course not," Doctor Philipson said brusquely.

To the Rushnmore Effect of the car in which they were seated, Laird Sharp said, "lIs Doctor
Philipson a vug?"

"Doctor Philipson is a vug," the auto-auto nech replied. "That is correct."

And it was Doctor Philipson's own car

"Doctor," Joe Schilling said, "do you have any reaction to that?" He held his gun, an ancient
but efficient .32 revolver, pointed at Doctor Philipson. "I'd |ike your comment, please."

"Cbviously it's a false statenent by the circuit,” Doctor Philipson said. "But | adnit there
is nore | haven't told you. The organi zation of Psi-persons around the McC ains, |'mpart of
that."

"You're a Psi?" Schilling said

"Correct," Doctor Philipson said, nodding. "And the girl with Pete Garden | ast night is also
a nmenber, Mary Anne McClain. She and | conferred briefly as to policy regarding Garden. It was she
who arranged for ne to see Garden; at such a late hour at night |I normally--"

"What is your Psionic talent?" Sharp said, breaking in. Now he also held a gun pointed at the

doctor; it was a small .22 pistol

Doctor Philipson glanced at himand then at Joseph Schilling. He said, "An unusual one. It
will surprise you when | tell you. Basically it's related to Mary Anne's, a form of psycho-
kinesis. But it is rather specialized, conpared with hers. I formone end of a two-way underground

system between Terra and Titan. Titanians cone here, and on occasion, certain Terrans are
transmitted to Titan. This procedure is an inprovenent on the standard spacecraft nethod because
there is notine lapse." He smled at Joe Schilling and Laird Sharp. "May | show you?" He | eaned
f orwar d.

"My god," Sharp said. "Kill him"

"Do you see?" Doctor Philipson's voice cane to them but they could not nake himout; an
extinguishing curtain had blotted the fixed i mages of the objects around them had blotted them
into waste. Junk, like a billion golf balls, cascaded brightly, replacing the famliar reality of
substantial forns. It was, Joe Schilling thought, like a fundanental breakdown of the act of
perception itself. In spite of hinself, his determ nation, he felt fear

"I'"ll shoot him™" Laird Sharp's voice cane, and then the racket of a gun fired several tines

in quick succession. "Did | get hinf Joe, did I--" Sharp's voice faded. Now there was only
si | ence.
Joe Schilling said, "I'mscared, Sharp. Wat is this?" He did not understand and he reached

out, groping in the streamof atomlike sub-particles that surged everywhere. |Is this the
understructure of the universe itself? he wondered. The world outside of space and tine, beyond
t he nodes of cognition?

He saw now a great plain, on which vugs, unnoving, rested at fixed spaces. Or was it that
they noved incredibly slowly? There was an anguish to their situation; the vugs strained, but the
category of tinme did not nove and the vugs renmai ned where they were. |Is it forever? Joe Schilling
wondered. There were many of the vugs; he could not see the ternination of the horizontal surface,
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could not even imagine it.

This is Titan, a voice said inside his head.

Wei ghtl ess, Joe Schilling drifted down, wanting desperately to stabilize hinself but not
knowi ng how. Dammit, he thought, this is all wong; | shouldn't be here doing this. "Help," he
said aloud. "Get nme out of this. Are you there sone place, Laird Sharp? Wat's happening to us?"

No one answer ed.

More rapidly now he fell. Nothing stopped himin the usual sense and yet all at once he was
there; he experienced it.

Around him forned the hol | owness of a chanber, a vast encl osure of sone nebul ous sort, and
across fromhim facing himacross a table, were vugs. He counted twenty of them and then gave up
the vugs were everywhere in front of him silent and notionl ess but somehow doi ng sonet hi ng. They
were ceasel essly busy and at first he could not inagine what they were doing. And then, all at
once, he understood.

Pl ay, the vugs thought-propagat ed.

The board was so enornous that it petrified him Its sides, its two ends, faded, disappeared
into the understructure of the reality in which he sat. And yet, directly before him he nade out
cards, clear-cut and separable. The vugs waited; he was supposed to draw a card.

It was his turn.

Thank god, Joe Schilling said to hinmself, that |'mable to play, that | know how It would
not matter to themif | didn't; this Game has been going on too long for that to matter. How | ong?
Not know ng. Perhaps the vugs thenselves did not know O renenber

The card he drew read twel ve.

And now, he thought, the sequence which is the heart of The Gane. The nonent in which | bluff
or do not bluff, in which | advance ny piece either twelve or null-twelve. But they can read ny
t houghts, he realized. How can | play The Game with them then? It's not fair!

And yet he had to play anyhow.

That's the situation we're in, he said to hinmself. And we can't extricate ourselves, any of
us. And even great Gane-pl ayers, such as Jerone Luckman, can die at it. Die trying to succeed

We have been waiting a long tine for you, a vug thought-propagated to him Pl ease don't keep
us waiting any | onger.

He did not know what to do. And what was the stake? Wat deed had he put up? He | ooked around
but he saw nothi ng, no pot or hopper.

A bluffing game in which telepaths participate for stakes which do not exist, Joe Schilling
realized. Wiat a travesty. How can | get out of this? Is there a way out? He did not even know
t hat nuch.

This, the Platonic ultinate tenplate of The Gane, a reproduction of which had been inpressed
on Terra for Terrans to play; he understood. And yet it did not help himto understand because he
still could not get out of it. He picked up his piece and began to advance it, square by square.
Twel ve squares ahead. He read the inscription. Gold rush on your land! You win $50, 000, 000 in
royalties fromtwo produci ng m nes!

No need to bluff, Joe Schilling said to hinself. Wat a square; the best he had ever heard
of . No such square existed on the boards of Earth.

He pl aced his piece on that square and sat back

Woul d anyone chal | enge hi n? Accuse hi m of bl uffing?

He waited. There was no notion, no indication of life fromthe near-infinite row of vugs.
Well? he thought. I'mready. Go ahead.

It is a bluff, a voice decl ared.

He coul d not nake out which vug had chall enged hiny they seened to have expressed thensel ves
in unison. Had their telepathic ability becone faulty at this critical noment? he wondered. O had
the tal ent been deliberately suspended for the purposes of playing The Gane? "You're wong," he
said, and turned over his card. "Here it is." He glanced down.

It was no | onger a twel ve.

It was an el even.

You are a bad bluffer, M. Schilling, the corporate group of vugs thought. Is this how you
general ly play?
"I''munder tension," Joe Schilling said. "I nmisread the card." He was furious and badly

frightened. "There's sone kind of cheating going on," he said. "Anyhow, what's the stakes in
t hi s?"

The vugs answered, In this Gane, Detroit.

"I don't see the deed," Joe Schilling said, |ooking up and down the table.

Look again, the vugs said.
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In the center of the table he saw what appeared to be a glass ball, the size of a
paperwei ght. Somet hi ng conmpl ex and shiny and alive flickered within the gl obe and he bent to
scrutinize it. Acity, in mniature. Buildings and streets, houses, factories... it was Detroit.
We want that next, the vugs told him
Reaching out, Joe Schilling noved his piece back one square. "I really |anded on that," he

sai d.

The Gane expl oded.

"I cheated," Joe Schilling said. "Now it's inmpossible to play. Do you grant that? |'ve
wr ecked The Gane."

Sonething hit himover the head and he fell, dropped instantly, into the engul fing grayness
of unconsci ousness.

Y

THE NEXT HE knew Joseph Schilling stood on a desert, and feeling the reassuring tug of
Terra's gravity once nore. The sun, blinding him spilled dowm in gold-hot famliar torrents and
he squinted, trying to see, holding up his hand to ward off its rays.

"Don't stop," a voice said.

He opened his eyes and saw, wal ki ng besi de hi m across the uneven sand, Doctor Philipson; the
el derly, sprightly little doctor was smling.

"Keep noving," Doctor Philipson said in a pleasant, conventional tone of voice, "or we'll die
out here. And you wouldn't like that."

"Explain it to ne," Joe Schilling said. But he kept on

wal ki ng. Doctor Philipson renai ned beside him wal king with easy, |long strides.

"You certainly broke up The Game." Doctor Philipson chuckled. "It never occurred to themthat
you'd cheat."

"They cheated first. They changed the val ue of the card!"

"To them that's legitimte, a basic nove in The Gane. It's a favorite play by the Titanian
Gane-pl ayers to exert their extra-sensory faculties on the card; it's supposed to be a contest
bet ween the sides; the one who's drawn the card struggles to keep its value constant, you see? By
yielding to the altered value you lost, but by noving your piece in conformity to it you thwarted
them"

"What happened to the stake?"

"Detroit?" Doctor Philipson |laughed. "It renmains a stake, unclainmed. You see, the Titanian
Gane- pl ayers believe in following the rules. You nay not believe that but it's true. Their rules,
yes; but rules nonetheless. Now I, don't know what they'll do; they've been waiting to play
against you in particular for a long time, but I'msure they won't try again after what just
happened. It nust have been psychically unnerving for them it'll be a great while before they
recover."

"What faction do they represent? The extrem sts?"

"Ch no; the Titani an Gane-pl ayers are exceptionally noderate in their political thinking."

"What about you?" Schilling said.

Doctor Philipson said, "I admt to being an extrem st. That's why |I'mhere on Terra." In the
bl i ndi ng mi d-day sunlight his heat-needle sparkled as it rose and fell with his long strides.
"We're alnost there, M. Schilling. One nore hill and you'll see it. It's built lowto the ground,

attracts little attention.”

"Are all the vugs here on Earth extrem sts?"

"No," Doctor Philipson said.

"What about E. B. Black, the detective?"

Doct or Philipson said nothing.

"Not of your party,” Schilling decided.

There was no answer; Philipson was not going to say.

"I should have trusted it when | had the chance,” Schilling said.

"Perhaps so," Doctor Philipson said, nodding.

Ahead, Schilling saw a Spanish-style building with tile roof and pal e adobe walls, contained
by an ornanental railing of black iron. The Dig Inn Mdtel, the neon sign-turned off and inert --
read.

"I's Laird Sharp here?" Schilling asked.

"Sharp is on Titan," Doctor Philipson said. "Perhaps | will bring himback, but certainly not
at this tinme." Doctor Philipson, briefly, scow ed. "An agile-brained creature, that Sharp. | nust
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admit | don't care for him" Wth a white |inen handkerchi ef he nmopped his red and perspiring fore-

head, slowing down a little now, as they cane up onto the flagstone path of the motel. "And as for
your cheating, | didn't nuch care for that either.” He seened tense and irritable, now Schilling
wonder ed why.

The door of the notel office was open, and Doctor Philip-son went toward it, peering into the
darkness within. "Roth-man?" he said, in a hesitant, questioning voice.

A figure appeared, a woman. It was Patrician Md ain.

"Sorry I'"'mlate," Doctor Philipson began. "But this man here and a conpani on showed up at the-

Patricia McClain said, "She's out of control. Alien couldn't help. Get away." She ran past
Doct or Philipson and Joe Schilling, across the parking lot toward a car parked there. Then all at
once she was gone. Doctor Philipson grunted, cursed, stepped back fromthe notel door as swiftly
as if he had been seared.

High in the mid-day sky Joe Schilling saw a dot, rising and then disappearing toward
invisibility. On and on it rushed, away fromEarth, away fromthe ground until finally he could no
| onger see it. His head ached fromthe glare and the effort of seeing, and he turned to Doctor
Philipson "My god, was that--" he started to say.

"Look," Doctor Philipson said. He pointed, with his heat-needle, at the notel office, and Joe
Schilling | ooked inside; he could not see at first and then by degrees his eyes accustoned
t hensel ves to the gl oom

On the floor lay tw sted bodies of nen and wonen, tangled together like nulti-armed nonsters,
as if they had been shaken and then dropped there, discarded, the remains jamed together, forced
into an inpossible fusion. Mary Anne

McCl ain sat on the floor in the corner, curled up, her face buried in her hands. Pete Garden
and a wel | -dressed middl e-aged man whom Schilling did not know stood together, silently, their
faces bl ank.

"Rot hman, " Doctor Philipson choked, staring at one of the shattered bodies. He turned toward
Pete Garden. "Wen?" he said.

"She just nowdid it," Pete murnured.

"You're lucky," the well-dressed niddl e-aged man said to Doctor Philipson. "If you had been
here she woul d have killed you, too. You're fortunate; you m ssed your appointnent."

Doctor Philipson, shaking, lifted his heat-needle and pointed it unsteadily at Mary Anne
Med ai n.

"Don'"t," Pete Garden said. "They tried that. At the end."

"Miutreaux," Doctor Philipson said, "why didn't she--"

"He's a Terran," Pete Garden said. "The only one of you who was. So she didn't touch him"

"The best thing," the well-dressed man, Mitreaux, said, "is for none of us to do anything.
Move as little as possible-that's the safest."” He kept his eyes fixed on the huddl ed shape of Mary
Anne McClain. "She didn't even mss her father,” Mitreaux said. "But Patricia got away; | don't

know what happened to her.™

"The girl got her, too," Doctor Philipson said. "W watched; we didn't understand, then." He
tossed the heat-needle away; it rolled across the floor and cane to rest against the far wall. H's
face was gray. "Does she understand what she's done?"

Pete Garden said, "She knows. She understands the dangerousness of her talent and she doesn't
want to use it again." To Joe Schilling he said, "They couldn't seemto nanage her; they had
partial control but it kept slipping away. | watched the struggle. It's been going on here in this
roomfor the |ast few hours. Even when their |ast nenber cane." He pointed to a squashed, crunpled
body, a man with glasses and light hair. "Don, they called him They thought he'd turn the tide,
but Mutreaux threw his talent in with hers. It all happened in a second; one mnute they were
sitting in their chairs, the next she just sinply began flinging themaround like rag dolls." He
added, "It wasn't pleasant. But," he shrugged, "anyhow, that's what happened."

Doctor Philipson said, "A dreadful loss."” He glanced at Mary Anne with hatred. "Poltergeist,"”
he said. "Unmanageable. W knew but because of Patricia and Alien we accepted her as she was.

Well, we'll have to begin all over again, fromthe start. O course | have nothing personally to
fear fromher; | can return to ny primary nexus, Titan, whenever | w sh. Presumably, her talent
doesn't extend that far, and if it does there's not much we can do. 1'll take the chance. | have
to."

"I think she can freeze you here, if she wants to," Mitreaux said. "Mary Anne," he said
sharply. In the corner the girl raised her head; her cheeks, Joe Schilling saw, were tear-stained.
"Do you have any objection if this |ast one returns to Titan?"

"I don't know," she said listlessly.
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Joe Schilling said, "They've got Sharp there."

"I see," Miutreaux said. "Well, that nmakes a difference." To Mary Anne he said, "Don't |et
Phi l'i pson go."

"Al'l right," she nmurnured, noddi ng.

Doctor Philipson shrugged. "A good point. Well, it's agreeable to ne. Sharp can return here,
I"l'l goto Titan." Hi s tone was cal mbut, Schilling saw, the nan's eyes were opaque with shock and
t ensi on.

"Arrange for it now, " Mitreaux said.

"Of course,"” Doctor Philipson said. "I don't want to be around this girl; that nust be

obvi ous even to you. And | can hardly say | envy you and your people, depending on a crude,
erratic power of this sort; it's apt to rebound or be turned deliberately agai nst you any nonent."
He added, "Sharp is now back fromTitan. At ny clinic in Idaho."

"Can that be verified?" Mitreaux said to Joe Schilling.

"Place a call to your car, there," Doctor Philipson said. "He should be in it or close by it,
by now. "

Goi ng outdoors, Joe Schilling found a parked car. "\Wose are you?" he asked it, opening its
door.

"M. and Ms. MCain's," the Rushnore Effect stated. "I want to use your vidphone." Seated
within the sun-scorched interior of the car, Joe Schilling placed a call to his own car at Doctor

Philipson's clinic in the outskirts of Pocatello, |daho.
"What the hell do you want now?" the voice of Max, his car, answered after a wait.
"I's Laird Sharp there?" Joe Schilling asked.

"Who cares.”
"Listen," Schilling began, but all at once Laird Sharp's features formed on the snall
vidscreen. "You're okay?" Schilling asked him

Sharp curtly nodded. "Did you see the Titanian Gane-pl ayers, Joe? How nmany were there?
couldn't seemto count them"
"I not only saw them | conned them" Joe Schilling said. "So they right away bunped ne back

here. Take Max -- you know, ny car -- and fly back to San Francisco; |'ll neet you there." To the
old, sullen car he said, "Max, you cooperate with Laird Sharp, goddamit."

"All right!" Max said irritably. "I'm cooperating!"

Joe Schilling returned to the notel room

"I previewed your narration about the attorney,"” Mitreaux said. "W let Philipson go."

Schilling | ooked around. It was so. There was no sign of Doctor E. G Philipson

"I't's not over," Pete Garden said. "Philipson is back on Titan, Hawthorne is dead."

"But their organization," Mitreaux said. "It's abolished. Mary Anne and | are the only ones
remaining. | couldn't believe it when | saw her destroy Rothnman; he was the pivot of the

organi zation's power." He now bent down besi de Rothman's body, touching it.

"What's the wisest thing to do now?" Joe Schilling said to Pete. "W can't pursue themto
Titan, can we?" He did not want to face the Gane-players of Titan again. And yet--

Pete said, "We'd better bring in EE B. Black. It's the only thing | can think of at this
poi nt that mght help. Oherw se, we're finished."

"We can trust Black, can we?" Mitreaux said.

Schilling said, "Doctor Philipson inplied that we could." He hesitated. "Yes, | vote we take
t he chance.”

"So do I," Pete said, and Miutreaux, after a pause, brusquely nodded. "What about you, Mary?"
Pete turned to the girl, who still sat curled up in a rigid, stricken ball
"I don't know," she said, finally. "I don't know who to believe in or trust any nore; | don't

even know about nyself."

"It's got to be done,
| ooking for you; he's with Carol. If he's not reliable--

"Then he's got Carol," Pete agreed, stonily.

"Yes." Schilling nodded.

Pete said, "Call him Fromhere."

Toget her, they went outside to the McClains' parked car. Joe Schilling placed the call to the
apartment in San Rafael. If we're making a mistake, Joe Schilling thought, it probably neans
Carol's death and the death of their baby. | wonder which it is? he asked hinself. A boy or a
girl? They have those tests now, they can tell after the third week. Pete, of course, would accept
either. He smled a little.

Pete said tensely, "lI've got him" On the screen the imge of a vug forned, and Joe Schilling
reflected that it |ooked -- to himat least -- |ike any other vug. This is what Doctor Philipson

Joe Schilling said to Pete. "In ny opinion, anyhow. He or it is
" Schilling broke off and scow ed.
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really | ooks Iike, he knew. What Pete saw. And he thought he was hall uci nating.

"Where are you, M. Garden?" the vug's query cane to themfromthe speaker. "I see you have
M. Schilling there with you. What do you require fromthe Coast police authority? W are ready to
di spatch a ship when and where you tell us."

"We're coming back," Pete said. "W don't need any ship. How is Carol ?"

"Ms. Garden is anxiously concerned, but physically in satisfactory condition."

"There are nine dead vugs here," Joe Schilling said.

E. B. Black said instantly, "OfF the Wa Pei Nan? The extrem st party?”

"Yes," Schilling said. "One returned to Titan; he had been here as Doctor E. G Philipson of
Pocatel l o, Idaho. You know, the well-known psychiatrist. W urge you to take his clinic at once;
there could be others entrenched there."

"W will shortly do that," E. B. Black promised. "Are the killers of mnmy coll eague, Wade
Hawt hor ne, anong the dead?"

"Yes," Joe Schilling said.

"Arelief," E. B. Black said. "G ve us your location and we will send someone out to
undert ake what ever dispositionary chores are necessary."

Pete gave himthe information.

"That's that," Schilling said, as the screen faded. He did not know how to feel. Had they
done the right thing? W will know before very long, he said to hinself. Together, they wal ked
back to the notel room neither of them saying anything.

"If they get us," Pete said, pausing at the door of the room "I still say we did the best we
could. You can't know everything. This is all--" He gestured. "Blurred and twi sting, people and
thi ngs nmergi ng back and forth into each other. Maybe | haven't recovered fromlast night."

Joe Schilling said, "Pete, 1 saw the Gane-players of Titan. It was enough."

"What should we do?" Pete said.

"CGet Pretty Blue Fox back into being."

"And t hen what ?"

Joe Schilling said, "Play."

" Agai nst ?"

"The Titanian Gane-pl ayers,
any choice."

Toget her, they re-entered the notel room

Joe Schilling said. "W have to; they're not going to give us

As they flew back to San Francisco, Mary Anne said faintly, "I don't feel their control over
me as strongly as | did. It's waned."

Mut r eaux gl anced at her. "Let's hope so." He |looked utterly tired. "I preview," he said to
Pete Garden, "your efforts to get your group restored. Want to know the outcone?"

"Yes," Pete said.

"The police will grant it. By tonight you' Il be a |egal Gane-playing body again, as before.
You will neet at your condom nium apartment in Carnmel and plan your strategy. At this point there

is adivision into parallel futures. They hinge in a disputed fact. Wether your group permts you
to bring Mary Anne McClain in as a new Gane-pl ayi ng Bi ndnan. "

"What are the two futures branching fromthat?" Pete asked

"I can see the one without her very clearly. Let's sinply say it's not good. The other --
it's blurred because Mary is a variable and can't be previewed within causal framewrks; she
i ntroduces the acausal principle of synchronicity.” Mitreaux was silent a nonent. "I think, on the
basis of what | preview, | would advise you to nake the attenpt to bring her into the group. Even
though it's illegal."

"That's right," Joe Schilling said, nodding. "It's strictly against the bylaws of Bluff-
playing entities. No Psi of any description can be adnitted. But our antagonists aren't non-Psi
humans; they're Titans and telepaths. | see her value. Wth her in our group the telepath factor
i s bal anced. Gt herw se, they hold an absolute advantage." He recalled the alteration in the card
whi ch he had drawn, its change fromtwelve to el even. W couldn't win against that, he realized.
And even with Mary--

"I should be admtted, too, if possible," Mitreaux said. "Although, again, legally I'malso
admi ssible. Pretty Blue Fox nust be made to conprehend the issues involved, what the stakes are
this time. It's not just an exchange of property deeds, not a conpetition anong Bi ndnen to see
who's top man. It's our old struggle with an eneny, renewed after all these years. If it ever
ceased in the first place.”

"I't never did cease," Mary Anne spoke up. "W knew that, the people in our organization
Whet her we were vugs or Terrans; we agreed on that."

"What can you see us obtaining fromE. B. Black and the police power?" Pete asked Muitreaux.
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"l preview a nmeeting between the Area Conmissioner, U S. Cunmings, and E. B. Bl ack. But
can't seemto foresee the outcone. There is something which U S. Cummings is involved in that
i ntroduces another variable. I wonder. U S. Cunmmings nmay be an extremst. Wiat is it called?”

"The Wa Pei Nan," Joe Schilling said. "That's what E. B. Black called it." He had never heard
the words before the vug detective had said them he rolled themaround in his nmnd, trying to get
the flavor of them But they were inpenetrable, shut tight to him He gave up. He could not
i magi ne what such a party was like or howit felt to belong to it.

| can't enpathize with them he realized. And that's bad because if we can't put ourselves in
their places we can't predict what they're going to do. Even with the use of our pre-cog.

He did not feel very confident. However, he did not tell that to the people in the car with
hi m

Soon, he thought, we -- the augnented Gane-playing group Pretty Blue Fox -- will make our
first nove against the Titanians. W'l have, perhaps, the help of Miutreaux and Mary Anne MC ai n;
will that be enough? Miutreaux can't see, and no one can count on Mary Anne, as Doctor Philip-son
pointed out. And yet he was glad they had her. Wthout Mary Anne, he thought caustically, Pete and
I would be back there at that notel, in the mddle of the Nevada Desert. Sitting in on Titanian
strat egy.

"Il be glad to contribute title deeds to both of you," Pete said to Mary Anne and Dave
Mut reaux. "Mary, you can have San Rafael. Mitreaux, you can have San Ansel no. Those will bring you
to the table. | hope."

No one spoke; no one felt optimistic enough to.

"How do you bluff?" Pete said, "against tel epaths?"

It was a good question. It was, in fact, the question on which everything depended.

And none of themcould answer it. They can't alter the values of the cards we draw, Schilling
said to hinself, because we've got Mary Anne to exert a contra-pressure stabilizing themas we
hold them But--

"I'f we can develop a strategy,"” Pete said, "we'll need the collective mnds of everyone in
Pretty Blue Fox. Anpong all of us there nust be an idea we can use."

"You think so?" Schilling said.

"It's got to be," Pete said, harshly.

XV

AT TEN O CLOCK that night they net in the group condom nium apartnent in Carnel. First cane
Silvanus Angst, this tinme -- for perhaps the first tinme in his life -- sober and silent, but as
al ways carrying a paper bag containing a fifth of whiskey. He set it on the sideboard and turned
to Pete and Carol Garden who followed him

"I just can't see letting Psis in," Angst murmured. "l mean, you're tal king about sonething
that' Il make Game-pl aying i npossible forever."

Bill Calunmine said drily, "Wait until everyone's here." His tone, to Angst, was unfriendly.
"I want to neet the two of them" he said to Pete, "before | decide. The girl and the pre-cog,
who, | understand, is on Jerome Luckman's staff back in New York." Although now voted out as

spi nner, Calum ne automatically assunmed the position of authority. And perhaps it was well he did,
Pete reflected."That's right," Pete nurnured absently. At the sideboard he | ooked to see what
Si | vanus Angst had brought. Canadi an whi skey, this time, and very good. Pete got hinmself a glass,
held it under the ice machine.

"Thank you sir," the ice nmachine piped.

Pete mixed hinself a drink, his back to the roomas it slowy, steadily, filled with people.
Their murnuring voices cane to him

"And not just one Psi but two!"

"Yes, but the issue involved; it's patriotic."

"So what. CGane-playing ends when Psis comes in."

"It can be with the proviso that they term nate as Bindmen as soon as this fracas with the --
what're they called? The Who Poo Non? Sonething |ike that, according to the Chronicle this
eveni ng. Anyhow, the vug firebrands. You know. The ones we thought we beat."

"You saw that article? The honeopape systemat the Chronicle inferred that it's been these
Wo Poo Noners who've kept our goddam birthrate down."

"Implied.™

" Par don?"

"You said 'inferred.' That's grammatically unsound."
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"Anyhow, mny point is, without quibbling, is that it's our duty to let these two Psi-people
into Pretty Blue Fox. That vug detective, that E. B. Black, told us that it was to our nationa
advant age to--"

"You believe hin? A vug?"

"He's a good vug. Didn't you grasp that point?" Stuart Marks tapped Pete urgently on the
shoul der. "That was the whol e point you were trying to nmake to us, wasn't it?"

"I don't know," Pete said. He really didn't, now. He was worn-out. Let me drink ny drink in
peace, the thought, and turned his back once nore on the roonful of arguing men and wonmen. He
wi shed Joe Schilling would arrive.

"Let themin this once, | say. It's for our own protection; we're not playing agai nst each
other, we're all on the sane side in this, playing against the vug-bugs. And they can read our
m nds so they automatically win unless we can corme up with sonmet hing new. And anythi ng new woul d
have to be derived fromthe two Psi-people, right? Because where else is it going to cone fronf
Strai ght ozone?"

"We can't play against vugs. They'll just laugh at us. Look, they got six of us right here in
this roomto gang together and kill Jerome Luckman; if they can do that--"
“"Not nme. | wasn't one of the six."

"But it could have been. They just didn't happen to choose you."

"Anyhow, if you read the article in the honmeopape you know t he vugs nean busi ness. They
sl aught ered Luckman and that detective Hawt horne and ki dnapped Pete Garden and then--"

"But newspapers exaggerate."

"Aw, there's no use talking to you." Jack Bl au stal ked away; he appeared besi de Pete and
said, "When are they getting here? These two Psi-people."

Pete said, "Any time now. "

Conmi ng up, slipping her smooth, bare armthrough his, Carol said, "Wat are you drinking,
darling?"

"Canadi an whi skey. "

"Everyone's been congratulating ne," Carol said. "About the baby. Except of course Freya. And
I think even she woul d, except--"

"Except she can't stand the idea," Pete said.

"Do you actually think it's been the vugs -- or at |east a segnent of them-- who've been
keepi ng our birthrate down?"

"Yes," Pete said.

"So if we win, our birthrate m ght go up."

He nodded.

"And our cities would have sonething in them besides a billion Rushnore circuits all saying,
"Yes sir, no sir."" Carol squeezed his arm

Pete said, "And if we don't win, there pretty soon won't be any births on our planet at all
And the race will die out."

"Ch." She nodded wanly.

"It's a big responsibility,"” Freya Garden Gaines said, frombehind him "To hear you tell it,
anyhow. "

Pet shrugged.

"And Joe was on Titan, too? You both were?"

"Joe and | and Laird Sharp," Pete said.

"Instantly.”

"Yes."

"Quaint," Freya said.

Pete said, "Get away."

"I"'mnot going to vote to admit the two Psi-people,” Freya said. "I can tell you that now,
Pete."

"You're an idiot, Ms. Gaines," Laid Sharp said; he had been standi ng nearby, listening. "I
can tell you that, at least. Anyhow, | think you'll be outvoted."

"You're fighting against a tradition
one hundred years."

"Not even to save their species?" Laird Sharp asked her

"No one's seen these Gane-playing Titans except Joe Schilling and you," Freya said. "Even
Pete doesn't claimto have seen them"™

"They exist," Sharp said quietly. "And you'd better believe it. Because soon you're going to
see them too."

Carrying his glass, Pete wal ked through the apartnment and outside, into the cool California

Freya said. "People don't lightly and easily set aside
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evening air; he stood

by hinself in the seni-darkness, his drink in his hand, waiting. He did not know for what.
For Joe Schilling and Mary Anne to arrive? Perhaps that was it.

O perhaps it was for sonething el se, sonething even nore neaningful to himthan that. |I'm
wai ting for The Game to begin, he said to hinmself. The last Gane we Terrans nmay ever play.

He was waiting for the Titanian Gane-players to arrive.

He thought, Patricia McClain is dead, but in a sense she never really existed; what | saw was
a sinmulacrum a fake. What | was in love with, if that's the proper word... it wasn't there
anyhow, so howcan | really say |I've lost it? You have to possess it first to lose it.

Anyhow we can't think about that, he decided. W' ve got other matters to worry about. Doctor
Philipson said that the Gane-players are noderates; it's an irony that what we ultinately have to
defeat is not the fringe of extremists but the great center group itself. Maybe it's just as well;
we're taking on the core of their civilization, vugs not like E. G Philipson but nore like E. B.
Bl ack. The reputable ones. The ones who play by the rules.

That's all we can count on, Pete realized, the fact that these players are |awabiding. If
they weren't, if they were like Philipson and the Mcd ai ns--

We woul d not be facing them across a Gane-board. They would sinply kill us, as they killed
Luckman and Hawt horne, and that would be that.

A car descended, now, its headlights flashing;, it came to rest at the curb, behind the other
cars, and its lights switched off. The door opened and shut and a single figure, a man, cane
striding toward Pete.

Who was this? He strained to see, not recogni zing him

"H," the nan said. "I dropped by. After | read the article in the honmeopape. It | ooks
interesting, here. No fnool, | say, buddy-friend. Correct?"

"Who are you?" Pete said.

The man said coolly, "You don't recognize ne? | thought everyone knew who I am Awop, awop
woom May | sit in on your group, tonight. Buddy, buddy, buddy; | knowl'd enjoy it." He
approached the porch, stood now beside Pete, his novenents confident and alert, hand extended.
"I'"'mNats Katz."

Bill Calunine said, "OF course you can sit in on our Game, M. Katz. It's an honor to have
you here." He waved the nmenbers of Pretty Blue Fox into nonentary silence. "This is the world-
renowned di sc jokey and recording star Nats Katz, whomwe all watch on TV; he's asked to sit in on
our neeting tonight. Does anybody m nd?"

The group was watchi ng, uncertain how to react.

VWhat was it Mary Anne had said about Katz? Pete thought. Is Nats Katz the center of all this?
he had asked her. And she had said yes. And, at the tine, it had seened true.

Pete said, "Wait."

Turning, Bill Calumine said, "Surely there's no valid reason to object to this man's presence
here. | can't believe you'd seriously--"

"Wait until Mary Anne gets here,"” Pete said. "Let her decide about Katz."

"She's not even a part of the group,” Freya Gai nes said.

There was sil ence.

"I'f he comes in," Pete said, "I go out."

"Qut where?" Cal um ne said.

Pet e sai d not hi ng.

"Agirl who isn't even part of our group--" Calum ne began

"What's your basis for opposing hinP" Stuart Marks asked Pete. "lIs it rational ? Sonething you
are able to express?" They were all watching him now, wondering what his reason was.

Pete said, "W're in a much worse position than any of you realize. There's very little
chance that we can win against our opponents."

"So?" Stuart Marks said. "What's that have to do--"

"I think," Pete said, "that Katz is on their side."

After a nonment Nats Katz | aughed. He was handsone, dark, with sensuous |ips and strong,

intelligent eyes. "That's a new one," he said. "I've been accused of just about everything, but
hardly that. Awmop wooml | was born in Chicago, M. Garden. | assure you; |I'ma Terran. Whom woom
woorm " Hi's round, aninmated face radi ated a potent cheerful ness. Katz did not seem of fended, only
surprised. "What will you see, ny birth certificate? You know, buddy-friend Garden woom | really
am wel | - known here and there, no fnool. If | were a vug it probably would have cone to |ight
before now. Wuldn't you think? Correct?"

Pet e sipped his drink; his hands, he found, were shaking. Have | lost contact with reality?

he asked hinsel f. Maybe so. Maybe | never fully recovered fromny binge, ny tenporary psychotic
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interlude. Am| the person to judge about Katz?

Should | be here at all? he wondered.

Maybe this is the end for nme, he said to hinself. Not for them for nme. Personally. At |ast.

Al oud, he said, "I'mgoing out. I'll be back later." Turning, he set his drink glass down and
|l eft the room he descended the porch steps and arrived at his car. Getting in, he slammed the
door and sat in silence for a long, long tinmne.

Maybe I'm nore of a detrinment to the group than an asset at this point, he said to hinself.
He Iit a cigarette, then abruptly dropped it into the disposal chute of the car. For all | know,
Nats m ght even cone up with the idea we need; he's an inaginative guy.

Soneone was standing on the porch, calling him the voice drifted to himfaintly. "Hey, Pete,
what're you doi ng? Cone on back inside!"

Pete started up the car. "Let's go," he ordered it.

"Yes, M. Garden." The car noved forward, then lifted fromthe pavenent, skinmed above the
ot her parked cars, beep-beeping, then above the rooftops of Carnel; at last, it headed toward the
Pacific, a quarter mle west.

Al'l 1 have to do, Pete thought idly, is give it the command to |and. Because in another
mnute we'll be over water.

Wul d the Rushnore circuit do that? Probably.

"Where are we?" he asked it, to see if it knew

"Over the Pacific Ccean, M. Garden."

"What woul d you do," he said, "If | asked you to set down?"

There was a nonent of silence. "Call Doctor Macy at--" It hesitated; he heard the unit
clicking, trying different conbinations. "I would set down," it decided. "As instructed."

It had chosen. Had he?

| shouldn't be this depressed, he told himself." | shouldn't be doing things like this; it

isn't reasonable.

But he was.

For a time he managed to | ook down at the dark water below. And then, with a turn of the
tiller, he steered the car into a wide arc until it was skinmmng back toward |and. This way isn't
for me, Pete said to hinself. Not the ocean. 1'll pick up sonmething at the apartnent, sonething I
can take; a bottle or so of phenobarbital, maybe. O Enphytal

He flew above Carnel, going north, and presently his car was passing above South San
Franci sco. And a few minutes later he was over Marin County. San Rafael lay directly ahead. He
gave the Rushnore circuit the instructions to land at his apartnent building; settling back, he
wai t ed.

"Here we are, sir." The car bunped the curb slightly. The notor clicked itself off; the car
dutifully opened its door.

Pete stepped out, walked to the building door, put his key in the I ock and then entered.

Upstairs, he reached the door of his and Carol's apartnent; the door was unl ocked and he
opened it and passed on inside.

The lights were on. In the living rooma |anky, niddle-aged nan sat in the center of the
couch, legs crossed, reading the Chronicle.

"You forget," the man said, tossing the newspaper down, "that a pre-cog previews every
possibility that he's later going to know about. And a suicide on your part would be big news."
Dave Mutreaux rose to his feet, hands in his pockets; he seemed conpletely at ease. "This would be
an especially unfortunate tinme for you to kill yourself, Garden."

"Why?" Pete denmanded

Mut reaux said quietly, "Because if you don't, you're on the verge of finding an answer to the

Gane- probl em The answer to how one bluffs a race of telepaths. | can't give it to you; only you
can think it up. But it's going to be there. Not, however, if you're dead ten mnutes from now "
He nodded in the direction of the bathroomand its nedicine cabinet. "lI've done a little rigging

along the lines of the alternate future I'd like to see becone actual; while |I've been here |'ve
di sposed of your pills. The nedicine cabinet is enpty."

Pete went at once into the bathroom and | ooked.

Not even the aspirin remai ned. He saw only bare shel ves.

To the medicine cabinet he said, angrily, "You let himdo this?"

Its Rushnore Effect answered cringingly, "He said it was for your own good, M. Garden. And
you know how you are when you're depressed.”

Sl amm ng the cabi net door, Pete wal ked back into the living room

"You' ve got nme, Mutreaux," he conceded. "At |least in one respect. The way | had in mind--"

"You can find some other way, of course," Mitreaux said calmy. "But enotionally you | ean
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toward suicide by oral neans. Poisons, narcotics, sedatives, hypnotics and so forth." He sniled.
"There's a resistance to doing it by any other nmeans. For instance, by dropping into the Pacific."
Pete said, "Can you tell ne anything about ny solution to the Game-pl ayi ng probl en?"

"No," Miutreaux said. "I can't. That's entirely up to you."
"Thanks," Pete said sardonically.
"I'"ll tell you one thing, however. A hint. One which may cheer you or it may not. | can't

preview it because you aren't going to show your reaction visibly. Patricia MCain is not dead."

Pete stared at him

"Mary Anne didn't destroy her. She set her down somewhere. Don't ask ne where because | don't
know. But | preview Patricia's presence in San Rafael within the next few hours. At her
apartnment."

Pete could think of nothing to say; he continued to stare at the pre-cog.

"See?" Miutreaux said. "No pal pable reaction of any sort. Perhaps you're anbivalent." He
added, "She'll only be there a short time; then she's going to Titan. And not by Doctor
Philipson's Psionic neans but in the nore conventional manner, by interplan ship."

"She's really on their side, isn't she? There's no doubt of that?"

"Ch yes," Mitreaux said, nodding. "She's really on their side. But that's not going to stop
you fromgoing, is it?"

"No," Pete said, and started fromthe apartnent.

"May | come al ong?" Mitreaux asked.

"\ 2"
"To keep her fromkilling you."

Pete was silent a nmonent. "It's really like that, is "it?"

Mut r eaux nodded. "It certainly is, and you know it. You watched them shoot Hawt horne."

"Ckay," Pete said. "Come with me." He added, "Thanks." It was hard to say it.

They left the apartnment buil ding together, Pete slightly ahead of David Mitreaux.

As they reached the street, Pete said, "Did you know that Nats Katz, the disc jockey, showed
up at the con-apt in Carnel ?"

Noddi ng, Dave Mutreaux said, "Yes. | nmet himan hour or so ago and talked to him he | ooked
me up. It was the first time | had ever run into him although of course | had heard of him" He
added, "It's because of himthat | crossed over."

"Crossed over?" Halting, Pete turned toward Mutreaux, who followed after him

And found hinself, incredibly, facing a heat-needle.

"Wth Katz," Miutreaux said calmy. "The pressure sinply was too much on nme, Pete. | couldn't
effectively resist it. Nats is extraordinarily powerful. He was chosen to be | eader of the Wa Pei
Nan here on Terra for a good reason. Cone on, let's continue on our way to Patricia McCain's
apartnment." He gestured with the heat-needle.

After a nmonent Pete said, "Wiy didn't you just let me kill nyself? Wiy intervene at all?"

"Because," Dave Miutreaux said, "you're com ng over to our side, Pete. W can make good use of
you. The WA Pei Nan doesn't approve of this Gane-pl ayi ng sol ution; once we nmanage to penetrate
Pretty Blue Fox by neans of you, we can call The Gane off from this end." He added, "W've
al ready discussed it with the noderate faction on Titan and they're deternined to play; they like
to play and they feel this controversy between the two cultures ought to be resolved within a
| egal framework. Needl ess to say, the WA Pei Nan does not agree."

They continued al ong the dark sidewal k, toward the Mc-Cl ain apartnment, Dave Miutreaux slightly
behi nd Pete.

"I should have guessed," Pete said. "Wien Katz showed up. | had an intuition but | didn't act
on it." They had penetrated the group and directly, it seenmed, through him He w shed now t hat he
had managed to find the courage to drop his car into the sea; he had been right; it would have
been better for everyone concerned. Everyone and everything he believed in.

"When The Gane begins," Mitreaux said, "I will be there and you, too, Pete, and we wll
decline to play. And perhaps by that tine Nats will have nanaged to persuade others. | can't see
that far ahead; the alternative courses are obscure to ne, for reasons | can't nmake out." They had
al nost reached the Mcd ain apartnment, now.

When t hey opened the door to the apartment they found Pat MO ain busy packing two suitcases
she hardly paused to acknow edge their presence

"I picked up your thoughts as you canme down the hall," she said, carrying an arm oad of
clothes to the suitcases fromthe dresser in the bedroom Her face, Pete saw, had a craven, caved-
in look onit; in every way she had coll apsed fromthe disastrous clash with Mary Anne. She worked
feverishly to conplete her packing, as if struggling against an inexorable and yet unclearly seen
deadl i ne.
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"Where are you goi ng?" Pete asked. "Titan?"

"Yes," Patricia answered. "As far away fromthat girl as | possibly can get. She can't hurt
me there; I'lIl be safe.” Her hands, Pete saw, shook as she tried, and failed, to close the
suitcases. "Help nme," she said, appealing to Mitreaux.

ol igingly, Dave Miutreaux closed the suitcases for her

"Before you |l eave," Pete said to her, "let ne ask you sonething. How do the Titanians play
The Gane being tel epat hs?"
"Do you think you' re going to care?" Patricia said, pausing, lifting her head and regarding

him bl eakly. "After Katz and Philipson are through with you?"

"I care now," he said. "They' ve been playing The Gane for a long tine, so evidently they've
found a way to incorporate their faculty or--"

Patricia said, "They hobble it, Pete."

"l see," he said. But he did not see. Hobble it how? And to what extent?

Patricia said, "Through drug-ingestion. The effect is sinmilar to what the phenothiazine class
does to a Terran."

"Phenot hi azi nes," Mitreaux said. "In big doses that's given" to schizophrenics; in quantity
it becones an anti-psychotic nmedication."

"It | essens the schizophrenic delusions," Patricia said, "because it obliterates the
i nvoluntary tel epathic sense; it eradicates the paranoi ac response to the picking up of
subconsci ous hostilities in others. The Titani ans possess nedi cation' which acts al ong the sane
lines on themand the rules of The Ganme, as they practice it, require themto lose their talent or
at least to abort it by sone extent.”

Mut reaux, glancing at his watch, said, "He should be here any tine now, Patricia. Surely
you're going to wait for him™"

"Why?" she said, still gathering up articles here and there in the apartnent. "I don't want
to stay; | just want to get out. Before sonething el se happens. Sonmething nore that has to do with
her. "

"We'll need all three of us to exert sufficient influence on Garden, here,” Mitreaux pointed
out .

"You get Nats Katz, then," Patricia said. "I'"'mtelling you I'mnot going to stay one minute
| onger than | have to!"

"But right now Katz is in Carnel," Mitreaux said, patiently. "And we want to have Garden

thoroughly with us when we go there.”

"I can't help,"” Patricia said, paying no attention to him she could not seemto stop her
headl ong flight, her rushing blindly. "Listen, Dave, honest to god, there's only one thing that
matters to me; | don't want to undergo again what we went through in Nevada. You were there, you
know what |'mtal ki ng about. And next time she won't spare you, because now you're with us. |
really advise you to get out, too; let E. G Philipson handle this, since he's inmne to her. But
it's your life; you have to decide."” She went on, then, and Miutreaux sonberly seated hinmself, with
the heat-needle, waiting for Doctor Philipson to show up

To hinself Pete thought, Hobble it. Hobble the Psionic talents on both sides, as Patricia
said. It could be an agreenent with them we nake use of the phenothiazines, they use whatever it
is they're accustoned to. So they were cheating when they read ny nmind. And then he thought, And
they'll cheat again. We can't trust themto hobble thensel ves. They seemto feel that their noral
obligations end when they encounter us.

"That's right,"” Patricia said, picking up his thoughts. "They're not going to hobble
t hensel ves when they play you, Pete. And you can't conpel themto because in your own playing you
don't recognize such a stipulation; you can't show thema | egal basis on your side for denmandi ng
that."

"W can show them that we've never allowed Psionic talents at the board," he said.

"But you are now. Your group is voting that daughter of mine in and Dave Mitreaux in, right?"
She smled at himcrookedly, heartlessly, her eyes lusterless and black. "So that's that, Pete
Garden. Too bad. At |least you nade the try."

Bl uffing, he thought. Tel epaths. Hobbling through medication that acts as a thalanic
suppresser, dulls the extrasensory area of the brain. It could be dulled to various degrees,
danped to sone extent but not entirely; gradations can be obtained, depending on the anount of
medi cation. Ten nilligrans of a phenothiazine would danpen it; sixty would obliterate it.

And t hen he thought, his mnd careening, Suppose we didn't |look at the cards we drew? There
woul d be nothing in our mnds for the Titanians to read because we woul dn't know what nunber we'd
obt ai ned. ..

To Mutreaux, Patricia said, "He's alnost managed it, Dave. He forgets that he's not going to
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be playing on the Terran side, that he's going to belong to us by the time he seats hinself at the

Gane board." She brought out a little overnight bag, now, hurrying to fill it.
Pete thought, If we had Mutreaux, if we could regain him we could wi n. Because | know how,
finally.

"You know," Patricia said, "but howis it going to help you?"

Al oud, Pete said, "W could danpen his pre-cog faculty to an undeterm ned degree. So that it
becomes unpredi ctable." Through the use of phenothi azi ne spansul es he realized, which act over a
peri od of hours at a variable rate. Miutreaux hinmself would not know if he were bluffing or not,
how accurate his guess was. He would draw a card, and, wi thout |ooking at it, nove our piece. If
his pre-cog faculty were operating at naxi numforce at that instant his guess would be accurate
it would not be a bluff. But if at that instant the nedication had a greater rather than a | esser
effect on him-

It would be a bluff. And Mutreaux hinself would not know. That could easily be arranged,;
soneone el se woul d prepare the phenot hi azi ne spansule, fix the rate at which it would release its
medi cati on.

"But," Patricia said softly, "Dave isn't on your side of the Gane-table, Pete."

Pete said, "But I'mright. That's how we could play against the Titanian tel epaths and win."

"Yes," Patricia said, and nodded.

"He's worked it out now, has he?" Mitreaux asked her

"He has," she said. "I feel sorry for you, Pete, because you've got it and it's too late in
com ng. Your people would have a lot of fun, wouldn't they? Preparing the grains of nedication
within the spansule, using all kinds of conplex tables and fornulae to work out the rate of
rel ease. It could be random too, if you wanted it that way, or at a fixed but so el aborate rate
that--"

To Mutreaux, Pete said, "How can you sit there and know you're betraying us? You're not a
Titani an national; you're a Terran."

Cal My, Mitreaux said, "Psychic dynam sns are real, Pete, as real as any other kind of force.
| foresaw ny neeting with Nats Katz; | foresaw what was goi ng to happen, but | couldn't prevent
it. Remenber, | didn't seek himout, he found ne."

"Way didn't you warn us?" Pete said. "Wen you were still on our side of the board."

"You woul d have killed ne," Miutreaux said. "I previewed that particular alternative future.
In several, | did tell you. And--" He shrugged. "I don't blanme you; what other course would you
have? My going over to Titan determ nes the outcone of The Ganme. Qur acquiring you proves that."

"He wishes,"” Patricia said, "that you had left the Enphytal in his nedicine cabinet; he
wi shes he had taken them Poor Pete, always a potential suicide, aren't you? Al ways, as far as
you' re concerned, that's the ultimte way out. The one solution to everything."

Mutreaux said restlessly, "Doctor Philipson should have been here by now. Are you certain the
arrangenents were understood? Coul d the npderates have sequestered his services? Legally, they
hold the--"

"Doctor Philipson would never yield to the cowards in our mdst,"” Patricia said. "You're
famliar with his attitude." Her voice was sharp, |laden with dread and concern

"But he's not here," Mitreaux said. "Something' s wong"

They | ooked at each other, silently.

"What do you preview?" Patricia denanded.

"Not hi ng," Mitreaux said. H s face, now, was pale.

"Why not ?"

"I'f I could preview, |I could preview, period," Mitreaux said bitingly, "lIsn't that obvious? I
don't know and | wish | did." He got to his feet and went over to the window to | ook out. For a
nmoment he had forgotten Pete; he held the heat-needl e slackly, squinting to see in the evening
darkness that lay outside. His back was to Pete, and Pete junped toward him

"Dave!" Patricia barked, dropping her arm oad of books.

Mut reaux turned, and a bolt fromthe heat-needl e zoonmed past Pete; he felt the periphera
effects fromit, the dehydrating envel ope that surrounded the | aser beamitself, the narrow,
ef fective beamthat was so useful both in close quarters and at a di stance.

Rai sing his arms, Pete struck the man with both el bows, in the unprotected throat.

The heat-needle rolled away fromboth of themacross the floor. Patricia MO ain, sobbing
scranbl ed after it. "Why? Wiy couldn't you predict this?" She clutched at the small cylinder
frantically.

Hi s face sickly and dark, Mitreaux shut his eyes and dwi ndled into physical collapse, paw ng
at hinself, inhaling raucously, no | onger concerned with anything el se beyond the nmassive,
difficult effort to live.
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"I'mkilling you, Pete," Patricia Md ain gasped, backing away from him holding the heat-
needl e waveringly pointed at him Sweat, he saw, stood out on her upper lip; her mouth quivered
violently and tears filled her eyes. "I can read your nmind," she said huskily, "and | know, Pete,
I know what you'll do if | don't. You've got to have Dave Miutreaux back on your side of the board
to win and you can't have hi mback; he's ours."

Throwi ng hinsel f away from her he tunbl ed out of the path of the |laser, snatching at
anything. His fingers closed over a book and he hurled it; the book fluttered open and dropped at
Patricia McC ain's feet, harnl essly.

Panting, Patricia backed away, still. "Dave will recover," she whispered. "If you had killed
him perhaps it wouldn't matter so nuch, because then you couldn't get himfor your side and we
woul dn' t--"

She broke off. Swiftly turning her head she |istened, not breathing.

"The door," she said.

The knob turned.

Patricia raised the heat-needle. Slowy, her armbent and twi sted, inch by inch, until the
muzzl e of the heat-needl e was pointing at her face. She stared down at it, unable to take her eyes
fromit. She said, "Please don't, okay? | gave birth to you. Please--"

Her fingers, against her will, noved the stud. The | aser beam flicked on

Pet e | ooked away.

When he | ooked back at |ast the door of the apartnment stood open. Mary Anne, framed in the
outline of darkness, walked in, slowy, hands deep in the pockets of her long coat. Her face was
expressionl ess. She said to Pete, "Dave Miutreaux is alive, isn't he?"

"Yes." He did not |ook at the heap which had been Patricia MO ain; he averted his eyes from
it and said, "We need himso | eave himalone, Mary." H's heart |abored slowy, horribly.

"I realize that," Mary Anne said

"How di d you know about -- this?"
Mary Anne said, after an interval, "Wen | got to the condomi niumapartnent in Carnel, with
Joe Schilling I saw Nats and of course | understood. | knew that Nats was the organization's

overal | superior. He outranked even Rothnan."

"What did you do there?" Pete said.

Joe Schilling, his face puffy with tension, entered the apartnent and went up to Mary Anne;
he put his hand on her shoul der but she jerked away, going alone over to the corner to stand and
wat ch. "When she canme in," Schilling said. "Katz was fixing hinself a drink. She--" He hesitated

Mary Anne said tonelessly, "I noved the glass which he held. | made it go five inches, that's
all. He was -- holding it at chest |evel."

"The glass is inside him" Schilling said. "It very sinply cut his heart, or part of his
heart, out of his circulatory system There was a good deal of blood, because the glass didn't go
inall the way." He was silent then; neither he nor Mary Anne spoke.

On the floor, Dave Miutreaux, gargling, struggled, his face blue, trying to get air into his
I ungs. He had stopped stroking his throat now, and his eyes were open. But he did not seemable to
see.

"What about hin?" Schilling said.

Pete said, "Wth Patricia dead and Nats Katz dead, and Philipson--" He understood, now, why
Doctor Philipson had failed to appear. "He knew you would be here," he said to Mary Anne. "So he
was afraid to | eave Titan. Philipson saved hinself, at their expense."

"l guess so," Mary Anne rmurnured.

Joe Schilling said, "I can hardly blame him"

Bendi ng down, Pete said to Mutreaux, "WII| you be all right?"

Mut el y, Dave Mutreaux nodded.

Pete said to him "You nust show up at the Gane-board. On our side. You know why; you know
what | intend to do."

Staring at him Mitreaux nodded.

"I can nmanage him" Mary Anne said, wal king over to watch. "He's too nuch afraid of ne to do
anything nore for them Aren't you?" she said to Miutreaux in the sanme inert, neutral tone. And
prodded himwi th her toe.

Mut reaux, dully, nanaged to nod

"Be glad you're alive," Schilling said to him

"He is," Mary Anne said. To Pete she said, "WII| you do sonething about my nother, please?"

"Sure," Pete said. He glanced at Joe Schilling. "Wiy don't you go downstairs and wait in the
car?" he said to Mary Anne. "W'Il call E. B. Black; we don't need you for a while."

"Thank you," Mary Anne said. Turning, she walked slowmy out of the apartnent; Pete and Joe
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Schilling watched her until she was gone.

"Because of her," Joe Schilling said, "we're going to win, there at the board."

Pet e nodded. Because of her and because Mutreaux was still alive. Alive -- and no longer in a
position to act for the Titanian authority.

"We're lucky," Joe Schilling said. "Soneone had | eft the door of the con-apt open; she saw
Katz before he could see her. She was standing outside and he couldn't rmake her out until too
late. | think he had counted on Miutreaux' pre-cog faculty, forgetting or not understanding that

she's a variable as far as that faculty is concerned. He was as unprotected by Miutreaux' talent as
i f Mutreaux had never existed."

And so are we, Pete thought to hinmsel f. That unprotected.

But he could not bother to worry about that now. The Gane against the Titanians lay directly
ahead; he did not need to be a pre-cog to see that. Everything el se would have to wait.

Joe Schilling said, "I have confidence in her. I'mnot concerned about what she might do,
Pete."

"Let's hope you're right," Pete said. He bent down beside the body of Patricia McClain. This
was Mary's nother, he realized. And Mary Anne did this to her. And yet we have to depend on Mary
Anne; Joe is right. W have no choi ce.

XVI

To MUTREAUX, Pete Garden said, "This is what you have to face and accept. As we play, Mry
Anne McClain will be at the board beside you at all times. If we lose, Mary will kill you."

Miut reaux said woodenly, "I know. It was obvious as soon as Pat died that ny |life now depends
on our wi nning." He sat nmassaging his throat and drinking hot tea. "And nore indirectly, so do
your lives, too."

"That's so," Joe Schilling said.

"It should begin any tine," Mary Anne said, "if | understand them anyhow. They shoul d begin
to arrive on Terra within the next half hour." She had seated herself at the far end of the
kitchen of the McC ain apartnent; in the Iiving roomthe anorphous shape of E. B. Black could be
made out through the open door, consulting with human menbers of the West Coast police agency. At
| east six people were active in the living roomnow, and nore were arriVving.

"We've got to start for Carnel," Pete said. By vidphone he had arranged with his
psychi atrist, Doctor Macy at Salt Lake City, for the phenothiazine spansules to be prepared; the
spansul es woul d be flown to Carnel from one of the pharnmaceutical houses in San Francisco direct
to the condoni nium apartnent, to be received by Bill Calunmine acting for the group, as he al ways
had.

"How | ong does it take for the phenothiazine to begin acting?" Joe Schilling asked Pete.

"Once he's taken it into his systemit should take effect i mediately." Pete said. "Assum ng
Mut reaux hasn't been taking any up to now." And, since it acted to blunt his Psi-talent, that was
hi ghl'y unlikely.

The four of them checked out by E. B. Black, left San

Rafael for Carmel in Joe Schilling's ill-tenpered old car, Pete's followi ng directly behind
them enmpty. On the trip al nost nothing was said. Mary Anne stared bl ankly out the wi ndow. Dave
Mut reaux sat slunped inertly, occasionally touching his injured throat. Joe Schilling and Pete sat

together in the front seat.

This may be the final tinme we make this trip, Pete realized.

They reached Carnel reasonably quickly. Pete parked the car, shut off the notor and the
creaky Rushnore circuit, and the four of them got out.

Standing in the dark, waiting for them he saw a group of people.

Sonet hi ng about themchilled him There were four of them three nen and a woman. Getting a
flashlight fromthe gl ove conpartnment of his own car, which had cone to a halt at the curb behind
Max, he shone the light on the soundl ess, waiting group

After a long pause Joe Schilling nmuttered, "I see."

"That's right," Dave Miutreaux said. "That's exactly howit will be played. | hope for all our
sakes you can go on."

"Hell," Pete said shortly, "we can."

The four noiseless figures waiting for themwere Titani an sinul acra.

O thensel ves. A vug Peter Garden, a vug Joe Schilling, a vug Dave Mutreaux, and, slightly
behi nd the others, a vug Mary Anne McCl ain. The |last was not as effective, not as substantial, as
the others. Mary Anne was a problemfor the Titanians. Even in this regard.
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To the four sinulacra, Pete said, "And if we |ose?"

Hi s counterpart, the vug Pete Garden, said in precisely the same tone, "If and when you | ose,
M. Garden, your presence is no longer required in The Gare and | replace you. It's as sinple as
that."

"Canni balism" Joe Schilling said gratingly.

"No," the vug Joe Schilling contradicted. "Cannibalismoccurs when a nenber of a species
feeds on other nenbers of that species. We are not of the same species as you." The vug Joe
Schilling smled, and it was the smile fanmiliar fromyears back to Pete Garden; it was a superb
imtation.

The group upstairs in the apartnent, Pete thought, the others of Pretty Blue Fox, have
si mul acra appeared for them too?

"Correct," the vug Peter Garden answered. "So shall we proceed on up? The Gane shoul d begin
at once; there is no reason for further delay." It started toward the stairs, know ng the way.

That was the terrible part, the part which sickened Pete Garden; the alacrity of the vug as
it ascended the stairs. Its certitude, as if it had nade this clinb a thousand tinmes before.

It was already at honme, here on Terra, in the nmidst of their customary lives. Shuddering, he
wat ched the other three sinulacra follow equally rapidly. And then he and his conmpanions started
into reluctant notion.

Above them the door opened; the vug Peter Garden entered the con-apt of the Game-playing
group Pretty Bl ue Fox.

"Hello!" it greeted those within the room

Stuart Marks -- or was it the sinmulacrumof Stuart Marks? -- regarded it with horror and then
stamered, "I guess everybody's here, now" He -- or it -- stepped out onto the porch and peered
down. "Hi."

"Greetings," Pete Garden said, l|laconically.

They faced one another across the table, the Titanian sinulacra on one side, Pretty Blue Fox
pl us Dave Miutreaux and Mary Anne McC ain on the other

"Cigar?" Joe Schilling said to Pete

“No thanks," Pete nurnmnured.

Across fromthemthe vug simulacrumof Joe Schilling turned to the Pete Garden beside it and
said, "Cigar?"

"No thanks," the vug Pete Garden answer ed.

Pete Garden said to Bill Calumine, "Did the shipnment arrive fromthe San Franci sco
pharmaceuti cal house? W' ve got to have it before we can begin. | hope no one intends to dispute
that."

The vug Pete Garden said, "A noteworthy idea you have fastened onto, in this erratic
crippling of your pre-cog's sensory apparatus. You are absolutely correct; it will go a great
di stance toward evening our relative strengths.” It grinned at the group Pretty Blue Fox, up and
down the Gane-table. "W have no objection to waiting until your nedication arrives; anything el se
woul d be unfair."”

Answering it, Pete Garden said, "I believe you've got to wait; we obviously won't begin to
play until then. So don't make it appear that you're doing us a big favor." Hi s voice shook
slightly.

Leaning over, Bill Calumine said, "Sorry. It's already there, in the kitchen."

Ri sing fromhis chair, Pete Garden went with Dave Mutreaux into the kitchen of the
condom nium apartnent. In the center of the kitchen table, with trays of half-nelted ice, |enons,
bottles of m xer, glasses and bitters, he saw a package w apped in brown paper, sealed with tape

"Just think," Mitreaux said neditatively, as Pete unw apped the package. "If this doesn't
wor k, what happened to Patricia and the others in the organization, there in Nevada, w |l happen
to me." He seened relatively calm however. "I don't sense the omi nous disregard of all order and
legality in these noderates,"” he said, "that | do in the WA Pei Nan, with Doctor Philipson and
those like him O rather, like it." He scrutinized Pete as Pete took a phenothi azi ne spansul e
fromthe bottle. "If you know the tine-phasing of the granules within," he said, "the vugs will be
able to--"

"I don't," Pete said shortly, as he filled a glass with water at the tap. "The ethical house
maki ng up these spansules was told that the range woul d vary between instantaneous full-action to
any sequence of partial action to no action whatsoever. In addition, it was told to make up
several spansul es, one varying fromanother." He added, "And |'ve picked a spansule at random
Physically it's identical in appearance to the others." He held out the spansule and the gl ass of
water to Mitreaux.

Sonberly, Mitreaux swall owed the spansul e.
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"I will tell you one thing," Mitreaux said, "for your own information. Several years ago, as
an experinment, | tried a phenothiazine derivative. It had a col ossal effect on ny pre-cognitive
ability." He smiled fleetingly at Pete. "As | told you before we went over to Pat McCain's this
i dea of yours is an adequate solution to our problens, as nearly as | can foresee.

Congratul ations. "

"Do you say that," Pete asked, "as soneone genuinely with us, or nerely as soneone forced to
play on this side of the table?"

"I don't know," Mutreaux said. "I'min transition, Pete. Tinme will tell." Turning, he wal ked
back into the living roomw thout another word. Back to the great Game-board and the two opposing
parties.

The vug Bill Calumine rose to its feet and announced, "I suggest our side roll first and then
your side." It took the spinner and spun with expert vigor

The pointer stopped at nine.

"Al'l right," Bill Calunine said, also rising and facing his sinulacrum he, too, rolled. For

himthe pointer slowed as it cane close to twelve, then started to pass on toward one.

To Mary Anne, Pete said, "Are you resisting any efforts on their part at psycho-kinesis?"

"Yes," she said, concentrating on the barely-noving pointer

The pointer stopped on one.

"It's fair," Mary Anne said, in a scarcely audible voice.

"You Titanians initiate play, then," Pete conceded. He managed to suppress his
di scouragenent; he kept it out of his voice.

"Good," his simulacrumsaid. It regarded him grinning nockingly. "Then we will transport the
field of interaction fromTerra to Titan." It added, "W trust that you Terrans will not object."

"What ?" Joe Schilling said. "Wait!" But the transform ng activity had begun; it was al ready
too |l ate.

The room trenbl ed and becane hazed over. And the sinulacra seated opposite them had, Pete
t hought, begun to attain a disrupted, oblique quality. As if, he thought, their physical shapes no
| onger functioned adequately, as if, |ike archaic, malfornmed exoskel etons, they were now in the
process of being di scarded.

Hi s simulacrum seated directly across fromhim all at once lurched hideously. Its head
lolled and its eyes becane glazed, enpty of light, filned over with a destructive nenbrane. The
si mul acrum shivered, and then, up its side, a long rent appeared.

The sane process was occurring in the other sinulacra. The Pete Garden simul acrum qui vered,

vi brated, and then, fromthe head-to-foot rent, sonething tentative popped quaveringly.

Qut of the rent squeezed the protoplasm c organismw thin. The vug, in authentic shape, no
| onger requiring the artificial hull, was energing. Forcing its way out into the gray-yellow |ight
of the weakened sun

Qut of each discarded hunman husk a vug energed, and the husks teetered and one by one, as if
bl own by an inpal pable wind, withed and then danced away, weightless, already without color. Bits
and flakes of the discarded husks blewin the air; particles drifted across the Ganme-board, and
Pete Garden, horrified, hurriedly brushed them away.

The Titani an Gane-pl ayers had appeared in their actual shapes, at |last. The business of The
Gane had begun in earnest. The fraud of the sinulated Terran appearance had been abolished; it was
no | onger needed because The Game was no | onger being played on Earth.

They were now on Titan

In as cal ma voice as possible, Pete Garden said, "All our plays will be made by David
Mut r eaux. Al though we will, in turn, draw the cards and performthe other chores of The Gane."

The vugs, opposite them seened to thought-propagate a derisive, neaningless |aughter. Wy?
Pete wondered. It was as if, once the sinmulacra shapes had been di scarded, comruni cati on between
the two races had at once suffered an inpairment.

"Joe," he said to Joe Schilling, "if it's all right with Bill Calumne, 1'd |ike you to nmove
our pieces."

"Ckay," Joe Schilling said, nodding.

Tendrils of gray snoke, cold and danp, sifted onto the Gane-table and the vug shapes opposite
themdimred into an irregular obscurity. Even physically, the Titanians had retreated, as if
desiring as little contact with the Terrans as possible. And it was not out of aninmosity; it
seermed to be a spontaneous withdrawal .

Maybe, Pete thought, we were doonmed to this encounter fromthe very start. It was the
absol utel y-determ ned outcone of the initial neeting of our two cultures. He felt hollow and grim
More determ ned than ever to win The Gane before them

"Draw a card," the vugs declared, and their propagations seened to nmerge, as if there was in
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actuality only one vug agai nst whomthe group played. One nmassive, inert organi smopposing them
ancient and slowin its actions, but infinitely determ ned.

And wi se.

Pete Garden hated it. And feared it.

Mary Anne said al oud, "They are beginning to exert influence on the deck of cards!"

"All right," Pete said. "Keep your attention as fully formed as you can." He hinself felt
overwhel mingly tired. Have we |ost already? he wondered. It felt like it. It felt as if they had
been playing for an endless tine now And yet they had barely begun

Reaching out, Bill Calum ne drew a card.
"Don't look at it," Pete warned.
"I understand," Bill Calunmine said irritably. He slid the card, unexam ned, to Dave Mitreaux.

Mutreaux, in the flickering half-light, sat with the card face down before him his face
winkled with concentration

"Seven squares," he said, then.

Joe Schilling, on a signal from Calum ne, noved their piece ahead seven squares. The square
on which it cane to rest read: Rise in fuel costs. Pay bill to utility conpany of $50.

Rai sing his head, Joe Schilling faced the Titanian authority squatting opposite themon the
far side of the board.

There was no call. The Titanians had decided to allow the nove to pass; they did not believe
it to consist of a bluff.

Al'l at once Dave Miutreaux turned to Pete Garden and said, "W've lost. That is, we're going
to lose; | preview it absolutely, it's there in every alternative future.”

Pete Garden stared at him

"But your ability," Joe Schilling pointed out. "Have you forgotten? It's now highly inpaired.
A new experience for you; you're disoriented. Isn't that it?"

Mutreaux said haltingly, "But it does not feel inpaired."

The vug authority facing themsaid, "Do you wish to withdraw from The Gane?"

"Not at this point," Pete answered, and Bill Calunine, white and stricken, reflexively nodded
in agreenent.

What is this? Pete asked hinsel f. Wat's going on? Has Dave Miutreaux, despite the threat from
Mary Anne, betrayed us?

Mut reaux said, "I spoke al oud because they--
my mnd anyhow. "

That was true; Pete nodded, his mnd |aboring furiously. Wiat can we sal vage here? he asked
hinself. He tried to control his plunging panic, his intuition of defeat.

Joe Schilling, lighting a cigar, |eaned back and said, "I think we'd better go on." He did
not appear worried. And yet of course he was. But Joe Schilling, Pete realized, was a great Gane-
pl ayer; he would not show his enptions or capitulate in any way. Joe would go on to the end, and
the rest of themwould, too. Because they had to. It was as sinple as that.

"If we win," Pete said to the vug opponent, "we obtain control of Titan. You have as nuch to
| ose. You have as much at stake as we do."

The vug drew itself up, shivered, replied, "Play."

He indicated the vug opponent. "They can read

"It's your turn to draw a card,"” Joe Schilling reninded it.
"True." Adnoni shed, the vug now drew a card. It paused, and then on the board its piece,
advanced one, two, three... nine squares in all.

The square read: Planetoid rich in archeol ogical treasures, discovered by your scouts. Wn
$70, 000.

Was it a bluff? Pete Garden turned toward Joe Schilling, and now Bill Cal um ne | eaned over to
confer. The others of the group, too, bent closer, nurnuring.
Joe Schilling said, "lI'd call it."

Up and down the table the menbers of Pretty Blue Fox hesitantly voted. The vote ran in favor
of calling the nove as a bluff. But it was close.

"Bluff," Joe Schilling stated, aloud.

The vug's card at once flipped over. It was a nine.

"It's fair," Mary Anne said in a | eaden voice. "lI'msorry, but it is; no Psi-force that |
coul d detect was exerted on it."

The vug said, "Prepare your paynent, please." And again it |aughed, or seenmed to |augh; Pete
could not be certain which.

In any case it was a violent and quick defeat for Pretty Blue Fox. The vuggi sh side had won
$70,000 fromthe bank for having | anded on the square and an additional $70,000 fromthe group's
funds due to the inaccurate call of bluff. $140,000 in all. Dazed, Pete sat back, trying to keep
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hi msel f conposed, at |east externally. For the sake of the others in the group he had to.

"Again," the vug said, "I ask your party to concede."

"No, no," Joe Schilling said, as Jack Blau shakily counted out the group's funds and passed
t hem over.

"This is a calamty,” Bill Calumine stated quietly.

"Haven't you survived such | osses in The Gane before?" Joe Schilling asked him scow i ng.

"Have you?" Cal um ne retorted.

"Yes," Schilling said.

"But not in the end," Calumne said. "In the end, Schilling, you didn't survive; in the end
you were defeated. Exactly as you're losing for us, now, here at this table."

Schilling said nothing. But his face was pal e.

"Let's continue," Pete said.

Calumine said bitterly, "It was your idea to bring this jinx here; we never would have had

this bad luck without him As spinner--"

"But you're not our spinner any longer," Ms. Angst spoke up in a | ow voice.

"Play," Stuart Marks snapped.

Anot her card was drawn, passed unread to Dave Miutreaux; he sat with it face down before him
and then, slowy, he noved their piece ahead el even places. The square read: Pet cat uncovers
val uabl e ol d stanp albumin attic. You win $3,000

The vug said, "Bluff."

Dave Miutreaux, after a pause, turned over the card. It was an el even; the vug had | ost and
therefore had to pay. ' It was not a huge sum but it proved sonething to Pete that nmade him
trenble. The vug could be wong, too.

The phenot hi azi ne-cri ppling was working effectively.

The group had a chance.

Now t he vug drew a card, examined it, and its piece noved ahead ni ne spaces. Error in old tax
return. Assessed by Federal CGovernnent for $80, 000.

The vug shuddered convul sively. And a faint, barely audi ble nbpan seened to escape fromit.

This, Pete knew at once, could be a bluff. If it was, and they did not call it, the vug --

i nstead of losing that sumcollected it. Al it had to do was turn over its card, showthat it had
not drawn a nine.

The vote of Pretty Blue Fox, nmenber by nenber, was taken

It was in favor of not calling the nove as a bl uff.

"We decline to call,” Joe Schilling stated.

Rel uctantly, with agonized sl owness, the vug paid fromits pile of noney $80,000 to the bank
It had not been a bluff, and Pete gasped with relief. The vug had now | ost back over half of what
it had won on its great previous nove. It was in no sense whatsoever an infallible player

And, like Pretty Blue Fox, the vug could not conceal its dismay at a major setback. It was
not human, but it was alive and it had goals and desires and anxieties. It was nortal

Pete felt sorry for it

"You're wasting your affect,
edge over you, Terran."

"For now," Pete agreed. "But you're involved in a declining process. The process of |osing."

Pretty Blue Fox drew another card, which, as before, was passed to Dave Mitreaux. He sat,
this time, for an interval that seemed forever.

"Call it!" Bill Calumine blurted, at |ast

Mut r eaux nurnured, "Three."

the vug said tartly to him "if you pity me. | still hold the

The Terran piece was noved by Joe Schilling. And Pete read: Mid slide endangers house
foundations. Fee to construction firm $14, 000.
The vug did not stir. And then, suddenly, it stated, "I -- do not call."

Dave Mutreaux gl anced at Pete. He reached out and turned over the card.

It was not a three. It was a four

The group had won-not | ost-$14, 000. The vug, had failed to call the bluff.

"Astoni shing," the vug said, presently, "that such a handi capping of your ability would
actually enable you to win. That you should profit by it." It savagely drew a card, then shoved
its piece ahead seven squares. Postman injured on your front walk. Protracted |awsuit settled out
of court for the sum of $300, 000.

Good god in heaven, Pete thought. It was a sum so staggering that The Ganme certainly hinged
on it. He scrutinized the vug, as everyone else in Pretty Blue Fox was doing, trying to discover
sonme indication. Was it bluffing or was it not?

If we had one single telepath, he thought bitterly. If only--
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But they could never have had Patricia, and Hawt horne was dead. And, had they possessed a
tel epath, the vug authority woul d undoubtedly have sunmoned up some system of neutralizing it,
just as they had neutralized its telepathic factor; that was obvious. "Both sides had played The
Gane too long to be snared as sinply as that; both were prepared.

If we lose, Pete said to hinmself, | will kill nmyself before | let nyself fall into the hands
of the Titanians. He reached into his pocket, wondering what he had there. Only a coupl e of
met hanphet am nes, perhaps left over from his | uck-binge.

How | ong ago had it been? One day? Two? It seened |ike nonths ago, now. Another world away.

Met hanphet am ne hydrochl ori de.

On his binge it had made himtenporarily into an involuntary tel epath; a neager one, bat to a
deci si ve degree. Methanphetam ne was a thalanmic stinulator; its effect was precisely the opposite
fromthat of the phenothiazi nes.

He t hought, Yes!

W thout water he managed -- gagging -- to gulp down the two small pink net hanphet ani ne
tabl et s.
"Wait," he said hoarsely to the group. "Listen; | want to nmake the decision on this play.

Wait!" They would wait at |east ten mnutes he knew for the nmethanphetamne to take effect.

The vug said, "There is cheating on your side. One nenber of your group has ingested drug-
stimulants. "

At once, Joe Schilling said, "You previously accepted the phenothi azine class; in principle
you accepted the use of nmedication in this Gane."

"But | amnot prepared to deal with a telepathic faculty emanating fromyour side," the vug

protested. "I scanned your group initially and saw none in evidence. And no plan to obtain such a
faculty."

Joe Schilling said, "That appears to have been an acute error on your part." He turned to
wat ch Pete; all the nenbers of Pretty Blue Fox were watching Pete, now "Well?" Joe asked him
tensel y.

Pete Garden sat waiting, fists clenched, for the drug to take effect.

Five m nutes passed. No one spoke. The only sound was Joe Schilling drawi ng on his cigar

"Pete," Bill Calumine said abruptly, "we can't wait any longer. W can't stand the strain."

"That's true," Joe Schilling said. H's face was wet and florid, shiny with perspiration; now
his cigar had gone out, too. "Make your decision. Even if it's the wong one."

Mary Anne said, "Pete!l The vug is attenpting to shift the value of its card!"

"Then it was a bluff,” Pete said, instantly. It had to be, or the vug would have left the
value strictly alone. To the vug he said, "W call your bluff."

The vug did not stir. And then, at last, it turned over the card.

The card was a six.

It had been a bl uff.

Pete said, "It gave itself away. And," he was shaking wildly, "the anphetam nes didn't help
me and the vug can tell that it can read ny mind, so I'mhappy to say it aloud. It turned out to

be a bluff on our part, on ny part. | didn't have enough of the anphetam nes and there wasn't any
al cohol to speak of in ny system It was not successfully developing a telepathic faculty in ny
system | wouldn't have been able to call it. But |I had no way of knowi ng that."

The vug, palpitating and a dark slate color, now, bill by bill paid over the sum of $300, 000
to Pretty Bl ue Fox.

The group was extrenmely close to winning The Gane. They knew it and the vug opposing them
knew it. It did not have to be said.

Joe Schilling murnured, "If it hadn't lost its nerve--" Wth trenbling fingers he nanaged to
relight his cigar. "It would at |east have had a fifty-fifty chance. First it got greedy and then
it got scared." He snmiled at the nenbers of the group on both sides of him "A bad conbination, in

Bluff." H's voice was low, intense. "It was the conbination in ne, many years ago, that hel ped
wipe nme out. In ny final play agai nst Bi ndman Lucky Luckman.”

The vug said, "It seenmed to ne that | have, for all intents and purposes, |ost this Gane
agai nst you Terrans."

"You don't intend to continue?" Joe Schilling demanded, renoving his cigar fromhis |lips and
scrutinizing the vug; he had hinself conpletely under control. H s face was hard.

To him the vug said, "Yes, | intend to continue."

Everything burst in Pete Garden's face; the board dissolved and he felt dreadful pain and at
the sane tine he knew what had happened. The vug had given up, and in its agony it intended to
destroy them along with it. It was continuing -- but in another dinension. Another context
entirely.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Philip%20K%20Dick%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f%20Titan.txt (77 of 83) [1/19/03 7:58:35 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Philip%20K .Dick/Philip%20K %20Di ck%20-%20The%20Game-Players%200f %20T itan.txt

And they were here with it, on Titan. On its world, not their own.
Their luck had been bad in that respect. Decisively so.

XVI |

MARY ANNE' S VO CE reached him coolly and placidly. "It's attenpting to manipulate reality,
Pete. Using the faculty by which it brought us to Titan. Shall | do what | can?"

"Yes," he grated. He could not see her; he lay in darkness, in a darkened pool which was not
the presence of matter around himbut its absence. Wiere are the others? he wondered. Scattered,
everywhere. Perhaps over millions of mles of vacant, neaningless space. And -- over mll enniumns.

There was sil ence.

"Mary," he said al oud.

No answer.

"Mary!" he shouted in desperation, scratching at the darkness. "Are you gone, too?" He
i stened. There was no response.

And then he heard sonething, or rather felt it. In the darkness, sone living entity was
probing in his direction. Some sensory extension of it, a device feeling its way; it was aware of
him Curious about himin a dim limted, but shrewd, way.

Sonet hi ng even ol der than the vug agai nst which they had pl ayed.

He thought, It's sonething that lives here between the worlds. Between the | ayers of reality
whi ch make up our experience, ours and the vugs'. Get away fromne, he thought. He tried to
scranble, to nove rapidly or at |east repel it.

The creature, interested even nore now, came cl oser

"Joe Schilling," he called. "Help nme!"

"I am Joe Schilling," the creature said. And it made its way toward hi murgently, now,
unwi ndi ng and extending itself greedily. "Greed and fear," it said. "A bad conbination."

"The hell you're Joe Schilling,” he said in terror; he slapped at it, twisting, trying to
roll away.

"But greed alone," the thing continued, "is not so bad; it's the prine notivating pressure of
the self-system Psychol ogically speaking."

Pete Garden shut his eyes. "God in heaven," he said. It was Joe Schilling. Wat had the vugs
done to hin®

What had he and Joe become, out here in the darkness?

O had the vugs done this? Was it, instead, just showi ng themthis?

He bent forward, found his foot, began feverishly to unlace his shoe; he took off the shoe
and, reaching back, clouted the thing, Joe Schilling, as hard as he could with it.

"Hmm " the thing said. "I'Il have to null this over." And it withdrew

Panting, he waited for it to return.

He knew that it woul d.

Joe Schilling, floundering in the innmense vacuity, rolled, seened to fall, caught hinself,
choked on the snoke of his cigar and struggled to breathe. "Pete!" he said loudly. He |istened.
There was no direction, no up or dowmm. No here. No sense of what was himand not him No division
into the | and the not-|I

Si | ence.
"Pete Garden,"” he said again, and this time he sensed sonething, sensed it but did not
actually hear it. "lIs that you?" he demanded.

"Yes, it's ne," the answer cane. And it was Pete.

Yet, it was not.

"What's going on?" Joe said. "Wat's the dam thing doing to us? It's cheating away a nile a
mnute, isn't it? But we'll get back to Earth; | have faith we'll find our way back. After all, we
won The Game, didn't we? And we were positive we weren't going to be able to do that." Again he
|istened.

Pete said, "Come closer."

"No," Schilling said. "For sone darn reason | -- don't trust you. Anyhow, how can | cone
closer? I"'mjust rolling around here, right? You, too?"

"Cone closer," the voice repeated, nonotonously.

No, Joe Schilling said to hinself.

He did not trust the voice; he felt frightened. "Get away,"” he said, and, paralyzed,
I'istened.

It had not gone away.
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In the darkness, Freya Gaines thought. It's betrayed us; we won and got nothing. That bastard
organi sm-- we never should have trusted it or put any faith in Pete's idea of playing it.

| hate him she said to herself. It's his and Joe's fault.

I'd kill them both of them she thought, furiously. 1'd crunch themto death. She reached

out, groping with both hands in the darkness. 1'd kill anyone, right now.

| want to kill!

Mary Anne McClain said to Pete, "Listen, Pete; it's deprived us of all our nodes of
apprehending reality. It's MSthat it's changed. I'msure of it. Can you hear me?" She cocked her

head, strained to hear

There was not hing. No answer.

It's atomi zed us, she thought. As if we're each of us in an extrenme psychosis, isolated from
everyone el se and every fanmiliar attribute in our nethod of perceiving tinme and space. This is
frightened, hating isolation, she realized. It nust be that. What else can it be?

It can't be real. And yet-Perhaps this is fundanental reality, beneath the conscious "layers
of the psyche; nmaybe this is the way we really are. They're showing us this, killing us with the
truth about ourselves. Their telepathic faculty and their ability to nold and reformmnds, to
i nfuse them she retreated fromthe thought.

And then, bel ow her, she saw sonething that Iived.

Stunted, alien creatures, warped by enornous forces into niserably mal forned, distorted
shapes. Crushed down until they were blinded and tiny. She peered at them the waning light of a
huge, dying sun Iit and relit the scene and then, even as she watched, it faded into dark red and
at last utter blackness snuffed it out once nore.Faintly [um nous, |ike organisns inhabitating a
vast depth, the stunted creatures continued to live, after a fashion. But it was not pleasant.

She recogni zed t hem

That's us. Terrans, as the vugs see us. Close to the sun, subject to inmense gravitationa
forces. She shut her eyes.

| understand, she thought. No wonder they want to fight us; to themwe're an old, waning race
that's had its period, that nust be conpelled to abandon the scene.

And then, the vugs. A glowi ng creature, weightless, drifted far above, beyond the range of
the crushing pressures, the blunted, dying creatures. On a little noon, far fromthe great,
anci ent sun.

You want to show us this, she realized. This is howreality appears to you, and it's just as
real as our own view

But -- no nore so.

Do you grasp that? she asked the gl ow ng wei ghtl ess presence that was the spiraling Titanian.
That our view of the situation is equally true? Yours can't replace ours. O can it? |Is that what
you want ?

She waited for the answer, her eyes squeezed shut with fear

"ldeally," a thought cane to her drily, "both views can be nade to coi ncide. However, in
practicality, that does not work."

Openi ng her eyes she saw a bl ob, a nound of sagging, gelatinous protoplasm-- |udicrously,
with its name stitched to its front, in red thread. E. B. Bl ack.

"What ?" she dermanded, and | ooked around.

E. B. Black thought-radiated to her, "There are difficulties. W have not resolved them
oursel ves; hence, the contradictions within our culture.” It added, "l've prevailed over the Gane-
pl ayers whom your group was pitted against. You' re here on Terra, in your famly's apartnent in
San Rafael where | amcurrently conducting ny crimnal investigation."

Light, and the force of gravity; both were acting on them She sat up, warily. "I saw-"

"You saw the vi ew which obsesses us. W can't repudiate it." The vug flowed cl oser to her
anxious to nake its thoughts truly clear. "W're aware that it's partial, that it's unfair to you
Terrans because you have, as you say, an equal and opposite and as conpletely binding a view of us
in return. However, we continue to perceive as you just now experienced." It added, "It would have
been unfair to leave you in that frame of reference any |onger."

Mary Anne said, "W won The Gane. Agai nst you."

"Qur citizens are aware of that. We repudiate punitive efforts by our distraught Gane-
pl ayers. Logically, having won, you nust be returned to Terra. Anything else is unthinkable.
Except of course to our extrem sts.”

"Your CGame-pl ayers?"

"They will not be punished. They are too highly-placed in our culture. Be glad you' re here;
be content, Mss McCain." Its tone was harsh.

Mary Anne said, "And the other nmenbers of our group? Were are they now?" They were not here
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in San Rafael, obviously. "At Carnel ?"

"Scattered," E. B. Black said, irritably. She could not tell if it were angry at her, at the
menbers of the group, or at its fellow vugs. The whol e situation appeared to annoy it. "You'll see
themagain, Mss McClain. Now, if | may return to ny investigation..."

It noved toward her and she retreated, not wanting to conme into bodily contact with it. E B.
Bl ack rem nded her too much of the other, the one against which they had played -- played and won
and then been cheated out of their victory.

"Not cheated," E. B. Black contradicted. "Your victory has nerely been -- held back fromyou
It is still yours and you will obtain it." It added, "In tinme." There was a faint tinge of relish
inits tone. E. B. Black was not particularly saddened by the plight of Pretty Blue Fox, the fact
that its nenbers were scattered, frightened and confused. In chaps.

"May | go to Carnel ?" she asked.

"Of course. You may damm well go anywhere you wi sh

Mss M ain. But Joe Schilling is not in Carnel; you'll have to search el sewhere."

"I will,"” she said. "I'lIl look until I find him Pete Garden, too." Until the group is back
t oget her again, she thought. As it was before, when we sat across the board fromthe Titani an Gare-
pl ayers; as we were in Carnel, just a little while ago this evening.

Alittle while -- and a | ong way ago.

Turning, she left the apartment. And did not | ook back

A voi ce, eager and querul ous, prodded at Joe Schilling; he nmoved away fromit -- tried to,
anyhow -- but it crept after him

"Un," it gibbered. "Uh, say, M. Schilling, you got a mnute?" In the darkness he floated
closer, always closer until it was right on him throttling hinm he was unable to breathe. "I'l|
just take a little of your tine. Okay?" It paused. He said nothing. "Well," the voice resuned,

“I'"1l tell you what I'd like. As long as you're here, visiting us and | nean, it's really a
di stinct honor, you know. "

Schilling said, "Get away fromnme." He pawed at it and it was as if his hands broke through
webs, sticky, mslinked sections of webs. And acconpli shing not hing.

The voice bleated, "Uh, here's what we both wanted to ask, Es and |. | nean, you hardly ever
get out to Portland, right? So by any chance do you have that Erna Berger recording of -- what's

it called? 'From Di e Zauberfl ote you know. "

Breat hi ng heavily, Joe Schilling said, "The Queen of the Night aria.”

"Yes! That's it!" Geedily, the voice crept over him pressing himinexorably; it would never
turn back now.

"Da dum dum DUM da dee-dee da-da dum dum " another voice, a wonan's, joined in; both voices
clanored at him

"Yes, | have it," Joe Schilling said. "On Swiss HW. Both of the Queen of the Night arias.
Back to back."

"Can we have then?" the voices chined together.

"Yes," he said.

Light, gray and fragnented, fluttered before him he nmanaged to get to his feet. My record
shop in New Mexi co? he asked hinmself. No. The voices had said he was in Portland, Oregon. Wat am
| doing here? he asked hinmself. Wy did the vug set ne down here? He | ooked around.

He stood in the unfamiliar living roomof an old house, on bare, soft wooden floors, facing a
nmot h- scavenged ol d red and white couch on which sat two famliar figures, short, squat, with ill-
cut hair, a man and worman leering at himwith avidity.

"You don't actually have the record with you, by any chance?" Es Sibley squawked. Besi de her
Les Sibley's eyes glowed with eagerness; he could not sit still and he got to his feet to pace
about the barren, echoing living room

In the corner a phonograph played, |oudly, The Cherry Duet; Joe Schilling, for once in his
life, wished he could stuff his fingers in his ears, could cut out all such sound. It was too
screechy, too blaring; it made his head ache and he turned away, taking a deep, unsteady breath.

"No," he said. "It's back at ny shop." He wished like hell for a cup of hot black coffee or
tea; for good ooh |ong tea.

Es Sibley said, "You all right, M. Schilling?"

He nodded. "I'm okay." He wondered about the rest of the group; had all of them been
di spersed, dropped like dry leaves to flutter over the plains of Earth? Evidently so. The Titanian
could not quite give up.

But at |east the group was back. The Gane was over

Schilling said, "Listen." He phrased his question carefully, word by word. "Is -- ny -- car --
out si de?" He hoped so. Prayed so.
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"No," Les Sibley said. "W picked you up and brought you out here to Oregon; don't you
renenber ?" Besi de him Es giggled, showi ng her |arge, sturdy teeth. "He doesn't renmenber how he got
here,” Les said to her and they both | aughed, now, together.

"I want to call Max," Joe Schilling said. "I have to go. |I'msorry."'
his feet. "Goodbye."

"But the Erna Berger record!" Es Sibley protested, disnayed.

"Il mail it." He made his way step by step toward the front door; he had a vague nenory --
or sense -- of its location. "I have to find a vidphone. Call Max."

"You can call fromhere," Les Sibley said, guiding himtoward the hall to the dining room
"And then maybe you can stay a little--"

"No." Schilling found the vidphone and, snapping it on, dialed the nunber of his car

Presently Max's voi ce sounded. "Yeah?"

"This is Joe Schilling. Cone and get ne."

"Come and get your fat-assed self," the car said.

Joe Schilling gave it the address. And then he nmade his way back down the hall to the living
roomonce nore. He reseated hinself on the chair where he had been sitting and groped reflexively,
hopefully, for a cigar or at |least his pipe. The nusic, even nore than before, filled his ears and
made him cringe.

He sat, hands cl asped together, waiting. But, each minute, feeling alittle better. Alittle
nmore certain what had happened to them How they had cone out.

Standing in the grove of eucal yptus trees, Pete Garden knew where he was; the vugs had
rel eased himand he was in Berkeley. In his old, original bind, which he had |lost to Walt
Rem ngt on who had turned it over to Pendl eton Associates who had in turn sold it to Lucknan who
now was dead.

On a rough-hewn bench, anong the trees, directly ahead of himsat a silent, notionless girl
It was his wife.

He said, "Carol. Are you all right?"

He got totteringly to

She nodded thoughtfully. "Yes, Pete. |I've been here a long tine, going over things in ny
m nd. You know, we're very fortunate to have had her on our side, that Mary Anne McClain, | mean."
"Yes," he agreed. He wal ked up to her, hesitated, and then seated hinself beside her. He was

glad, nmore so than he could say, to see her

Carol said, "Have you any idea what she could have done to us, if she were malevolent? Il
tell you, Pete; she could have whi sked the baby out frominside ne. Do you realize that?"

He had not; he was sorry, now, to even hear about it. "True," he admtted, his heart becom ng
cold with fear again.

"Don't be afraid," Carol said. "She's not going to do it. Any nore than you go about running

peopl e down and killing themwi th your car. After all, you could do it. And as a Bindnan you m ght
even get away with it." She sniled at him "Mary Anne isn't a danger to either of us. In nany
ways, Pete, she's nmore sensible than we are. Mrre reasonable and mature. 1've had a lot of time to

think this out, sitting here. It seens |like years."

He patted her on the shoul der, then bent and ki ssed her

Carol said, "I hope you can win Berkeley back. | guess Dotty Luckman owns it, now. You should
be able to. She's not such a good player."

"l guess Dotty could spare it," Pete said. "She's got all the East Coast titles that Lucky
left her."

"Do you think we'll be able to keep Mary Anne in the group?”

"No, " he said.

"That's a shane." Carol |ooked around her, at the huge old eucal yptus grove. "It's nice, here
in Berkeley. | can see why you were so unhappy at losing it. And Luckman didn't really enjoy it
for itself; he just wanted it as a base for playing and wi nning." She paused. "Pete, | wonder if
the birthrate will return to normal, now. Since we beat them"”

"God help us," he said, "if it doesn't."

"It will," Carol said. "I knowit will. I"'mthe first of nany wonen. Call it a Psionic
talent, pre-cognition on ny part, but |'mpositive of it. What'll we call our child?"

“I'n my opinion, it depends on whether it's a boy or a girl." Carol snmiled. "Muybe
it'll be both."

"Then," he said, "Freya would be right, in her schizoid jibe when she said she hoped it was a
baby, inplying she wasn't convinced of it."

"I mean of course one of each. Twins. Wen was the last pair of tw ns born?"

He knew t he answer by heart. "Forty-two years ago. In Ceveland. To a M. and Ms. Toby
Perata."
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"And we could be the next," Carol said.

"It's not likely."

"But we won," Carol said softly. "Renenber?"

"I remenber," Pete Garden said. And put his arns around his wife

Stunbling in the darkness, over what appeared to be a curb, David Mitreaux reached the nain
street of the small Kansas country town in which he found hinsel f. Ahead, he saw |ights; he sighed
with relief and hurried.

What he needed was a car; he did not even bother to call his own. God knew where it was and
how | ong he woul d have to wait for its arrival, assuming he could contact it. Instead, he strode
up the single main street of the town -- Fernley, it was called -- until he cane to a honeostatic
car-rental agency.

There, he rented a car, drove it away at once and then parked at the curb and sat, by
hi msel f, getting his courage together

To the Rushnmore Effect of the car, Miutreaux said, "Listen, aml a vug or a Terran?"

"Let's see," the car said, "you're a M. David Mutreaux of Kansas City." Briskly, the
Rushnore continued, "You are a Terran, M. Mitreaux. Does that answer your question?"

"Thank god," Mutreaux said. "Yes, that answers nmy question."

He started up the car then, and headed by air toward the Wst Coast and Carnel, California.

It's safe for ne to go back to them he said to hinmself. Safe in regards to them safe
peri od. Because |'ve thrown off the Titanian authority. Doctor Philipson is on Titan, Nats Katz
was destroyed by the psychokinetic girl Mary Anne McC ain, and the organization -- which was
subverted fromthe start -- has been obliterated. | have nothing to fear. In fact | hel ped w n;
pl ayed ny part well in The Gane.

He previewed his reception. There they woul d be, the menbers of Pretty Blue Fox, trickling in
one by one fromthe various points on Earth at which the Titanians had sunmarily deposited them
The group refornmed, everyone back together; they would open a bottle of Jack Daniel's Tennessee
whi skey and a bottle of Canadi an whi skey- -

As he piloted his car toward California he could taste it, hear the voices, see the nenbers
of the group, now.

The celebration. O their victory. Everyone was there.

O was it everyone? Al nost everyone, anyhow. That was good enough for him

Tranpi ng across the sand, the wastel and which was the Nevada Desert, Freya Garden Gai nes knew
that it would be a long tinme before she got back to the condom nium apartnment in Carnel

And anyway, she thought to herself, what did it natter? Wat did she have to | ook forward to?
The thoughts she had had as she floundered in the intermediate regions into which the Titanian

Gane-pl ayers had hurled them.. | don't repudi ate those thoughts, she said to herself with
envenonmed bitterness. Pete has his pregnant mare, his wife Carol; he'll never notice nme again as
long as | live.

In her pocket she found a strip of rabbit-paper; getting it out, she renoved the w apper and
bit it. Wth the light cast by her cigarette |lighter she examned it and then crunpled it up and
violently flung it away fromher. Nothing, she realized. And it'll always be like this for ne.
It's Pete's fault; if he made it with that Carol Holt creature he could have made it with me. CGod
knows we tried it enough tines; it nust have been several thousand. Evidently he just didn't want
to succeed.

Twin lights flashed ahead of her. She halted, cautiously, gasping for, breath. Wndering what
she had arrived at.

A car lowered itself warily to the surface of the desert, its signal lights flashing on and
off. It landed, stopped.

The door opened.

"Ms. CGaines!" a cheerful voice called.

Peering, Freya wal ked toward the car

Behi nd the wheel sat a balding, friendly-looking elderly man. "I"'mglad | found you," the
elderly man said. "Get in and we'll drive out of this dreadful desert-area. Were exactly do you
want to go?" He chuckl ed. "Carnel ?"

"No," Freya said. "Not Carnel." Never again, she thought.

"Where, then? What about Pocatello, |daho?"

"Why Pocatell 0?" Freya demanded. But she got into the car; it was better than continuing to

wander aim essly across the desert, alone in the darkness, with no one -- certainly none of the
group -- to help her. To give a damm about what happened to her
The el derly nan, as he started up the car, said pleasantly, "I'mDoctor E. G Philipson."

She stared at him She knew -- she was positive she knew -- who he was. O rather, who it
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was.

"Do you want to get out?" Doctor Philipson asked her. "I could, if you wish, set you back
down t here again where | found you."

"N-no," Freya nurnured. She sat back in her seat, scrutinized himthoroughly, thinking to
hersel f nmany thoughts.

Doctor E. G Philipson said to her, "Ms. Gaines, how would you like to work for UK, for a
change?" He gl anced her way, smiling, a snmle without warmth or hurmor. A snmile utterly cold.

Freya said, "It's an interesting proposal. But 1'd have to think it over. | couldn't decide
just like that, right now " Very interesting indeed, she thought.
"You'll have tine," Doctor Philipson said. "We're patient. You'll have all the tine in the

world." His eyes tw nkled.

Freya smil ed back.

Hurmmi ng confidently to hinself, Doctor Philipson drove the car toward |daho, skinm ng across
the dark ni ght sky of Earth.
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