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THE THREE STI GVATA OF PALMER ELDRI TCH

I mean, after all; you have to consider we're only nade out of dust. That's admittedly not nuch to
go on and we shouldn't forget that. But even considering, | nmean it's a sort of bad beginning,
we're not doing too bad. So | personally have faith that even in this lousy situation we're faced
with we can nake it. You get ne?

-- _Froman interoffice audio-neno circul ated
to Pre-Fash level consultants at Perky Pat
Layouts, Inc., dictated by Leo Bul ero inme-
diately on his return fromMars_.

ONE

Hi s head unnaturally aching, Barney Mayerson woke to find hinself in an unfamliar bedroom
in an unfam liar conapt building. Beside him the covers up to her bare, snooth shoul ders, an
unfam liar girl slept on, breathing lightly through her nmouth, her hair a tunble of cottonlike
whi te.

['I'l bet I"'mlate for work, he said to hinself, slid fromthe bed, and tottered to a
standi ng position with eyes shut, keeping hinmself from being sick. For all he knew he was several
hours' drive fromhis office; perhaps he was not even in the United States. However he was on
Earth; the gravity that made himsway was fam liar and nornal.

And there in the next roomby the sofa a fam liar suitcase, that of his psychiatrist Dr.
Sni | e.

Bar ef oot, he padded into the living room and seated hinself by the suitcase; he opened
it, clicked switches, and turned on Dr. Smile. Meters began to register and the mechani sm humred.
"Where am | ?" Barney asked it. "And how far am| from New York?" That was the main point. He saw
now a clock on the wall of the apt's kitchen; the tine was 7:30 AM Not late at all.

The nmechani sm which was the portable extension of Dr. Smile, connected by mcro-relay to
the conputer itself in the basenent |evel of Barney's own conapt building in New York, the Renown
33, tinnily declared, "Ah, M. Bayerson."

“"Mayerson," Barney corrected, snoothing his hair with fingers that shook. "Wat do you
remenber about |ast night?" Now he saw, with intense physical aversion, half-empty bottles of
bourbon and sparkling water, |enons, bitters, and ice cube trays on the sideboard in the kitchen.
"Who is this girl?"

Dr. Smile said, "The girl in the bed is Mss Rondinella Fugate. Roni, as she asked you to
call her."

It sounded vaguely fanmiliar, and oddly, in sone manner, tied up with his job. "Listen," he
said to the suitcase, but then in the bedroomthe girl began to stir; at once he shut off Dr.
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Smile and stood up, feeling hunble and awkward in only his underpants.

"Are you up?" the girl asked sleepily. She thrashed about, and sat facing him quite
pretty, he decided, with lovely, large eyes. "Wiat tine is it and did you put on the coffee pot?"

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

Again in the living roomhe switched Dr. Snile back on. "What's she got to do with P. P
Layout s?" he asked.

"M ss Fugate is your new assistant; she arrived yesterday from Peopl e' s Chi na where she
worked for P. P. Layouts as their Pre-Fash consultant for that regi on. However, M ss Fugate,
al t hough talented, is highly inexperienced, and M. Bulero decided that a short period as your
assistant, | would say 'under you,' but that m ght be nisconstrued, considering--"

"Great," Barney said. He entered the bedroom found his clothes--they had been deposited,
no doubt by him in a heap on the floor--and began with care to dress; he still felt terrible, and
it remained an effort not to give up and be violently sick. "That's right," he said to Dr. Smle
as he cane back to the living roombuttoning his shirt. "I renmenber the nmeno from Friday about
M ss Fugate. She's erratic in her talent. Picked wong on that U S. Cvil War Picture Wndow item

if you can imagine it, she thought it'd be a smash hit in People's China." He | aughed.

The bat hroom door opened a crack; he caught a glinpse of Roni, pink and rubbery and cl ean
drying herself. "Did you call nme, dear?"

"No," he said. "I was talking to ny doctor."

"Everyone makes errors,” Dr. Smle said, a trifle vacu ously.

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

atime."
"Chemi stry," Dr. Smile said.
"Cone on."
"Well, you're both precogs. You previewed that you' d eventually hit it off, become

erotically involved. So you both decided--after a few drinks--that why should you wait? 'Life is
short, art is--" The suitcase ceased speaki ng, because Roni Fugate had appeared fromthe bathroom
naked, to pad past it and Barney back once nore into the bedroom She had a narrow, erect body, a

truly superb carriage, Barney noted, and snall, up-jutting breasts with nipples no |arger than
mat ched pink peas. O rather matched pink pearls, he corrected hinself.
Roni Fugate said, "I nmeant to ask you | ast night--why are you consulting a psychiatrist?

And ny lord, you carry it around everywhere with you; not once did you set it down--and you had it
turned on right up until--" She raised an eyebrow and gl anced at hi m searchingly.

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

"Do you think I'mpretty?" Rising on her toes she all at once stretched, reached above her
head, then, to his amazenent, began to do a brisk series of exercises, hopping and | eaping, her
br east s bobbi ng.

"I certainly do," he nurmured, taken aback

“I"d weigh a ton," Roni Fugate panted, "if | didn't do these UN Weapons W ng exerci ses
every norning. Go pour the coffee, will you, dear?"

Barney said, "Are you really ny new assistant at P. P. Layouts?"

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

"Ch," he said vaguely, "l guess everything."

"Listen. The only reason why you'd be canying a psychiatrist around with you is that you
must have gotten your draft notice. R ght?"

After a pause he nodded. _That_ he remenbered. The faniliar el ongated bl ue-green envel ope
had arrived one week ago; next Wednesday he would be taking his nmental at the UN military hospita
in the Bronx.

"Has it hel ped? Has he--" She gestured at the suitcase. "--Made you sick enough?”

Turning to the portable extension of Dr. Snile, Barney said, "Have you?"

The suitcase answered, "Unfortunately you're still quite viable, M. Myerson; you can
handl e ten Freuds of stress. Sorry. But we still have several days; we've just begun.”

Going into the bedroom Roni Fugate picked up her underwear, and began to step into it.
"Just think," she said reflectively. "If you're drafted, M. Mayerson, and you're sent to the
colonies . . . maybe I'll find nyself with your job." She smled, show ng superb, even teeth.

It was a gl oony possibility. And his precog ability did not assist him the outcone hung
nicely, at perfect balance on the scal es of cause-and-effect to be.
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"You can't handle nmy job," he said. "You couldn't even handle it in People's China and
that's a relatively sinple situation in ternms of factoring out pre-elenents." But someday she
could; without difficulty he foresaw that. She was young and overflowing with innate talent: al
she required to equal him-and he was the best in the trade--was a few years' experience. Now he
becanme fully awake as awareness of his situation filtered back to him He stood a good chance of
being drafted, and even if he was not, Roni Fugate might well snatch his fine, desirable job from
him a job up to which he had worked by slow stages over a thirteen-year period.

A peculiar solution to the grimess of the situation, this going to bed with her; he
wonder ed how he had arrived at it.

Bendi ng over the suitcase, he said in a lowvoice to Dr. Snile, "I wish you'd tell nme why
the hell with everything so dire | decided to--"

"l can answer that," Roni Fugate called fromthe bedroom she had now put on a sonewhat
tight pale green sweater and was buttoning it before the mirror of her vanity table. "You informed
me | ast night, after your fifth bourbon and water. You said--" She paused, eyes sparkling. "It's
i nel egant. Wat you said was this. '"If you can't lick "em join 'em' Only the verb you used,
regret to say, wasn't 'join.'"

"Hrm " Barney said, and went into the kitchen to pour hinself a cup of coffee. Anyhow, he
was not far from New York; obviously if Mss Fugate was a fell ow enpl oyee at P. P. Layouts he was
wi thin conmute distance of his job. They could ride in together. Charm ng. He wondered if their
enpl oyer Leo Bul ero would approve of this if he knew Was there an official conpany policy about
enpl oyees sl eeping together? There was about al nost everything else. . . although how a man who
spent all his time at the resort beaches of Antarctica or in German E Therapy clinics could find
time to devise dogma on every topic eluded him

Sonmeday, he said to himself, I'lIl live like Leo Bulero; instead of being stuck in New York
City in 180 degree heat--

Beneat h hi m now a throbbi ng began; the floor shook. The building' s cooling system had cone
on. Day had begun

Qutsi de the kitchen wi ndow the hot, hostile sun took shape beyond the other conapt
buil dings visible to him he shut his eyes against it. Going to be another scorcher, all right,
probably up to the twenty Wagner mark. He did not need to be a precog to foresee this.

In the mserably high-nunber conapt building 492 on the outskirts of Marilyn Monroe, New
Jersey, Richard Hnatt ate breakfast indifferently while, with something greater than indifference,
he gl anced over the norning honeopape's weat her-syndrone readi ngs of the previous day.

The key glacier, Q' Skintop, had retreated 4.62 G ables during the |ast twenty-four-hour
period. And the tenperature, at noon in New York, had exceeded the previous day's by 1.46 \Wagners.
In addition the hum dity, as the oceans evaporated, had increased by 16 Sel kirks. So things were
hotter and wetter; the great procession of nature clanked on, and toward what? Hnatt pushed the
' pape away, and picked up the nmail which had been delivered before dawn . . . it had been sone
time since mail men had crept out in daylight hours.

The first bill which caught his eye was the apt's cooling pro-rated sw ndle; he owed
Conapt 492 exactly ten and a half skins for the last nonth--a rise of three-fourths of a skin over
April. Soneday, he said to hinself, it'll be so hot that nothing wll keep this place from
melting; he recalled the day his I-p record collection had fused together in a |unmp, back around
'04, due to a nmonentary failure of the building s cooling network. Now he owned iron oxide tapes;
they did not nelt. And at the same nonent every parakeet and Venusian nming bird in the building
had dropped dead. And his neighbor's turtle had been boiled dry. O course this had been during
the day and everyone--at |east the nmen--had been at work. The wi ves, however, had huddl ed at the
| owest subsurf ace level, thinking (he renenbered Enmily telling himthis) that the fatal nonment
had at |ast arrived. And not a century fromnow but now. The Caltech predictions had been wong .

only of course they hadn't been; it had just been a broken power-lead fromthe N Y. utility
peopl e. Robot wor knen had qui ckly shown up and repaired it.

In the living roomhis wife sat in her blue snock, painstakingly painting an unfired
ceram c piece with glaze; her tongue protruded and her eyes glowed . . . the brush noved expertly
and he could see already that this was going to be a good one. The sight of Emly at work recall ed
to himthe task that lay before him today: one which he did not relish.

He said, peevishly, "Maybe we ought to wait before we approach him"

Wthout |ooking up, Enmily said, "W'll never have a better display to present to himthan
we have now. "

What if he says no?"
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"W'll go on. What did you expect, that we'd give up just because my onetine husband can't
foresee--or won't foresee--how successful these new pieces will eventually be in ternms of the
mar ket ?"

Ri chard Hnatt said, "You know him | don't. He's not vengeful, is he? He wouldn't carry a

grudge?" And anyhow what sort of grudge could Emly's former husband be carrying? No one had done
himany harm if anything it had gone the other way, or so he understood fromwhat Emily had
rel at ed.

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

Looki ng out the wi ndow he saw with aversion that already it had becone too hot for human
endurance; the footer runnels were abruptly enpty as everyone ducked for cover. The tinme was eight-
thirty and he now had to | eave; rising, he went to the hall closet to get his pith helnet and his
mandat ory cooling-unit; by |law one had to be strapped to every commuter's back until nightfall.

"CGoodbye," he said to his wife, pausing at the front door

"Goodbye and lots of luck." She had becone even nore involved in her el aborate glazing and
he realized all at once that this showed how vast her tension was; she could not afford to pause
even a nonent. He opened the door and stepped out into the hall, feeling the cool w nd of the
portable unit as it chugged frombehind him "Ch," Enily said, as he began to shut the door; now
she rai sed her head, brushing her |ong brown hair back fromher eyes. "Vid ne as soon as you're
out of Barney's office, as soon as you know one way or another."

"Ckay," he said, and shut the door behind him

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

Shortly, he was aboard a thernoseal ed interbuilding comute car, on his way to downt own
New York City and P. P. Layouts, the great pale synthetic-cenent building fromwhich Perky Pat and

all the units of her miniature world originated. The doll, he reflected, which had conquered man
as man at the same tinme had conquered the planets of the Sol system Perky Pat, the obsession of
the colonists. Wiat a commentary on colonial life . . . what nore did one need to know about those

unfortunates who, under the selective service |aws of the UN, had been kicked off Earth, required
to begin new, alien lives on Mars or Venus or Ganynede or wherever else the UN bureaucrats
happened to inagi ne they could be deposited . . . and after a fashion survive.

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

The individual in the seat next to him a mddl e-aged man wearing the gray pith hel met,

sl eevel ess shirt, and shorts of bright red popular with the busi nessman class, remarked, "It's
going to be another hot one."
"Yes."

"What you got there in that great big carton? A picnic lunch for a hovel of Mrtian
col oni st s?"

"Ceranics," Hnatt said.

"I"l'l bet you fire themjust by sticking themoutdoors at high noon."” The busi nessman
chuckl ed, then picked up his norning 'pape, opened it to the front page. "Ship from outside the
Sol systemreported crash-landed on Pluto," he said. "Team being sent to find it. You suppose it's
_things?_ | can't stand those things fromother star systens."

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

"Ever seen a Proxinma thing?"

"Only pics.”

"Gisly," the businessman said. "If they find that wecked ship on Pluto and it is a thing
I hope they laser it out of existence; after all we do have a | aw agai nst them coming into our
system "

"Right."

"Can | see your ceramics? |'min neckties, nyself. The Wrner simul at ed- handw ought 1i vi ng
tiein a variety of Titanian colors--1 have one on, see? The colors are actually a prinitive life
formthat we inport and then grow in cultures here on Terra. Just how we induce themto reproduce
is our trade secret, you know, like the fornmula for Coca-Cola."

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

"Werner handw ought ties are part of the Perky Pat |ayouts," the man informed him "Her
boyfriend Walt has a closetful of them" He beamed. "Wen P. P. Layouts decided to mn our ties--"

"I't was Barney Myerson you tal ked to?"

"1 _didn't talk to him it was our regional sales manager. They say Mayerson is
difficult. Goes on what seens |ike inpulse and once he's decided it's irreversible."

"I's he ever wong? Declines itens that becone fash?"

"Sure. He nay be a precog but he's only human. 1'Il tell you one thing that m ght help.
He's very suspicious of wonen. His marriage broke up a couple of years ago and he never got over
it. See, his wife became pregnant twi ce, and the board of directors of his conapt building,
think it's 33, net and voted to expel himand his wife because they had violated the building
code. Well, you know 33; you know how hard it is to get into any of the buildings in that |ow
range. So instead of giving up his apt he elected to divorce his wife and |let her nove, taking
their child. And then later on apparently he decided he nade a mi stake and he got enbittered; he
bl anmed hinsel f, naturally, for nmaking a mistake like that. A natural m stake, though; for God's
sake, what wouldn't you and | give to have an apt in 33 or even 34? He never remarried; maybe he's
a Neo- Christian. But anyhow when you go to try to sell himon your ceramnics, be very careful about
how you deal with the fem nine angle; don't say 'these will appeal to the ladies' or anything |like
that. Most retail items are purchased--"

"Thanks for the tip," Hnatt said, rising; carrying his case of ceram cs he nmade his way
down the aisle to the exit. He sighed. It was going to be tough, possibly even hopel ess; he wasn't
going to be able to lick the circunstances which | ong predated his relationship with Enmily and her
pots, and that was that.

Fortunately he managed to snhare a cab; as it carried himthrough downtown cross-traffic he
read his own norning 'pape, in particular the | ead story about the ship believed to have returned
fromProxima only to crash on Pluto's frozen wastes--an understatenent! Already it was conjectured
that this mght be the well-known interplan industrialist Palner Eldritch, who had gone to the
Prox system a decade ago at the invitation of the Prox Council of humanoid types; they had wanted
himto nodernize their autofacs along Terran |ines. Nothing had been heard fromEl dritch since.
Now t hi s.

It would probably be better for Terra if this wasn't Eldritch com ng back, he decided.

Pal mer Eldritch was too wild and dazzling a solo pro; he had acconplished niracles in getting
aut of ac production started on the colony planets, but--as always he had gone too far, schened too
nmuch. Consumer goods had piled up in unlikely places where no colonists existed to make use of
them Muntains of debris, they had becone, as the weather corroded thembit by bit, inexorably.
Snowstorns, if one could believe that such still existed sonewhere . . . there were places which
were actually cold. Too cold, in actual fact.

"Thy destination, your em nence,” the autonomc cab inforned him halting before a | arge
but nostly subsurface structure. P. P. Layouts, with enployees handily entering by its nmany
t her mal - prot ect ed ranps.

He paid the cab, hopped fromit, and scuttled across a short open space for a ranp, his
case held with both hands; briefly, naked sunlight touched himand he felt-- or inagined--hinself
sizzle. Baked like a toad, dried of all life-juices, he thought as he safely reached the ranp.

Presently he was subsurface, being allowed into Mayerson's office by a receptionist. The
roons, cooi and dim invited himto relax but he did not; he gripped his display case tighter and
tensed hinmself and, although he was not a Neo-Christian, he nunbled a prolix prayer.

"M . Mayerson," the receptionist, taller than Hnatt and inpressive in her open-bodice
dress and resort-style heels, said, speaking not to Hnatt but to the man seated at the desk. "This
is M. Hnatt," she inforned Mayerson. "This is M. Myerson, M. Hnatt." Behind Mayerson stood a
girl in a pale green sweater and with absolutely white hair. The hair was too |ong and the sweater
too tight. "This is Mss Fugate, M. Hnatt. M. Mayerson's assistant. Mss Fugate, this is M.

Ri chard Hnatt."

At the desk Barney Mayerson continued to study a docunent without acknow edgi ng the
entrance of anyone and Richard Hnatt waited in silence, experiencing a mxed bag of enptions;
anger touched him |odged in his w ndpi pe and chest, and of course Angst, and then, above even
those, a tendril of growing curiosity. So this was Enily's forner husband, who, if the living
neckti e sal esman could be believed, still chewed nournfully, bitterly, on the regret of having
abol i shed the marriage. Mayerson was a rather heavy-set man, in his late thirties, with unusually--
and not particularly fashionabl e--1o0ose and wavy hair. He | ooked bored but there was no sign of

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20Three%20Stigmata%200f%20Palmer%20Eldritch.txt (5 of 90) [1/19/03 7:56:00 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20T hree%20Stigmata%200f %20Pal mer%20El dritch.txt

hostility about him But perhaps he had not as yet--

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

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

After a pause Barney Mayerson said, "No."

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

Mayer son said, "They won't nmake it." He picked up his docunent and resuned reading it.

"You nmean you decided just like that?" Hnhatt said, unable to believe that it was al ready
done.

"Exactly like that," Mayerson agreed. He had no further interest in the display of
ceramcs; as far as he was concerned Hnatt had al ready packed up his pots and |eft.

M ss Fugate said, "Excuse ne, M. Myerson."

d ancing at her Barney Mayerson said, "Wat is it?"

"I"'msorry to say this, M. Myerson," M ss Fugate said; she went over to the pots, picked
one up and held it in her hands, weighing it, rubbing its glazed surface. "But | get a distinctly
different inpression than you do. | feel these ceramic pieces will make it."

Hnatt | ooked fromone to the other of them

"Let me have that." Mayerson pointed to a dark gray vase; at once Hnatt handed it to him

Mayerson held it for a time. "No," he said finally. He was frowning, now "I still get no
i mpression of this itemnaking it big. In my opinion you re m staken, Mss Fugate." He set the
vase back down. "However," he said to Richard Hnatt, "in view of the di sagreenent between nyself

and M ss Fugat e- -
I"I'l give it further attention

He scratched his nose thoughtfully. "Leave this display with ne for a few days;
" Cbviously, however, he woul d not.

Reaching, M ss Fugate picked up a small, oddly shaped piece and cradled it agai nst her
bosom al nost tenderly. "This one in particular. | receive very powerful emanations fromit. This
one will be the nmpst successful of all."

In a quiet voice Barney Mayerson said, "You' re out of your mnd, Roni." He seened really
angry, now, his face was violent and dark. "I'Il vid you," he said to Richard Hnatt. "Wen |'ve
made ny final decision. | see no reason why | should change ny nind, so don't be optinmistic. In

fact don't bother to |leave them" He shot a hard, harsh glance toward his assistant, M ss Fugate.

TWO

In his office at ten that norning Leo Bul ero, chairman of the board of directors of P. P
Layouts, received a vidcall--which he had been expecting--from Tri-Planetary Law Enforcenent, a
private police agency. He had retained it within mnutes of |earning of the crash on Pluto by the
i ntersystem ship returning from Prox

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

It was idiotic, in view of the fact that P. P. Layouts paid an enornous yearly tribute to
the UN for inmmunity, but idiotic or not a UN Narcotics Control Bureau warship had seized an entire
| oad of Can-D near the north polar cap of Mars, alnmost a mllion skins' worth, on its way fromthe
heavi |y guarded plantations on Venus. Obviously the squeeze noney was not reaching the right
people within the conplicated UN hierarchy.

But there was nothing he could do about it. The UN was a wi ndow ess nonad over which he
had no influence.

He could without difficulty perceive the intentions of the Narcotics Control Bureau. It
wanted P. P. Layouts to initiate litigation ainmed at regaining the shipl oad. Because this woul d
establish that the illegal drug Can-D, chewed by so many col onists, was grown, processed, and
distributed by a hidden subsidiary of P. P. Layouts. So, valuable as the shipload was, better to
let it go than to make a stab at claimng it.

"The honeopape conjectures were correct,"” Felix Blau, boss of the police agency, was
saying on the vidscreen. "It is Palmer Eldritch and he appears to be alive although badly injured.
We understand that a UN ship of the line is bringing himback to a base hospital, |ocation of
cour se undi scl osed. "

"Hm " Leo Bul ero said, nodding.

"However, as to what Eldritch found in the Prox system-"

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

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

"I's there any way those lichen cultures can be destroyed?" It was an instinctive inpulse

"Unfortunately Eldritch enpl oyees have already reached the renains of the ship. They
undoubtedly would resist efforts in that direction.” Blau | ooked synpathetic. "W could of course
try . . . not a forceful solution but perhaps we could buy our way in."

"Try," Leo said, although he agreed; it was undoubtedly a waste of tinme and effort. "lIsn't
there that |aw, that major UN ordi nance, against inporting life forns fromother systems?" It
woul d certainly be handy if the UN military could be induced to bonmb the remains of Elditch's
ship. On his note pad he scratched a nenbo to hinself: call |awers, |odge conplaint with UN over
import of alien lichens. "I'Il talk to you later," he said to Blau and rang off. Maybe I|'|
conplain directly, he decided. Pressing the tab on his intercomhe said to his secretary, "Get ne
UN, top, in New York. Ask for Secretary Hepburn-G lbert personally."

Presently he found hinself connected with the crafty Indian politician who | ast year had
become UN Secretary. "Ah, M. Bulero." Hepburn-Glbert smled slyly. "You wish to conplain as to
the seizure of that shipnent of Can-D which--"

"I know not hi ng about any shipnment of Can-D," Leo said. "This has to do with another
matter conpletely. Do you people realize what Palner Eldritch is up to? He's brought non-So
lichens into our system it could be the beginning of another plague Iike we had in '98."

"W realize this. However, the Eldritch people are claining it to be a Sol |ichen which
M. Eldritch took with himon his Prox trip and is now bringing back . . . it was a source of
protein to him they claim" The Indian's white teeth shone in gleeful superiority; the neager
pretext anused him

"You believe that?"

"Of course not." Hepburn-Glbert's snmile increased. "What interests you in this matter,
M. Bul ero? You have an, ah, special concern for |ichens?"

“I"'ma public-spirited citizen of the Sol system And | insist that you act."
"W are acting," Hepburn-Glbert said. "W have made inquiries . . . we have assigned our
M. Lark--you know him-to this detail. You see?"

The conversation droned to a frustrating conclusion and Leo Bulero at |ast hung up
feeling irked at politicians; they nmanaged to take forceful steps when it canme to himbut in
connection with Palmer Eldritch . . . ah, M. Bulero, he mmcked to hinself. That, sir, is
sonet hi ng el se agai n.

Yes, he knew Lark. Ned Lark was chief of the UN Narcotics Bureau and the nan responsible
for the seizure of this last shipment of Can-D; it had been a ploy on the part of the UN
Secretary, bringing Lark into this hassle with Eldritch. Wat the UN was angling for here was a
quid pro quo; they would drag their feet, not act against Eldritch unless and until Leo Bulero
made sone nove to curtail his Can-D shipnments; he sensed this, but could not of course prove it.
After all, Hepburn-G lbert, that dark-skinned sneaky little unevolved politician, hadn't exactly
_said_ that.

That's what you find yourself involved in when you talk to the UN, Leo reflected. Afro-
Asian politics. A swanp. It's run, staffed, directed by foreigners. He glared at the blank
vi dscreen.

Wil e he was wondering what to do his secretary Mss d eason clicked on the intercom at
her end and said, "M. Bulero, M. Myerson is in the outer office; he'd like a few nonments with
you. "

"Send himin." He was glad for a respite.

A nmonment later his expert in the field of tonorrow s fashions cane in, scowWing. Silently,
Bar ney Mayerson seated hinself facing Leo.

"What's eating you, Mayerson?" Leo denmanded. "Speak up; that's what |I'mhere for, so you

can cry on ny shoulder. Tell me what it is and I'll hold your hand." Re nade his tone withering.
"My assistant. Mss Fugate."
"Yes, | hear you're sleeping with her."

"That's not the issue."

"Ch | see," Leo said. "That's just a mnor aside."

"I just meant |'m here about another aspect of M ss Fugate's behavior. W had a basic
di sagreement a little while ago; a sal esman--"

Leo said, "You turned sonething down and she di sagreed."

"Yes."

"You precogs." Renarkable. Maybe there were alternate futures. "So you want ne to order
her in the future always to back you up?"

Bar ney Mayerson said, "She's ny assistant; that neans she's supposed to do as | direct."
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"Well . . . isn't sleeping with you a pretty fair nove in that direction?" Leo |aughed.
"However, she should back you up while salesnmen are present, then if she has any qual ms she shoul d
air themprivately later on."

"I don't even go for that." Barney scow ed even nore.

Acutely, Leo said, "You know because | take that E Therapy |'ve got a huge frontal | obe;

I"mpractically a precog nyself, 1'mso advanced. Was it a pot sal esman? Cerani cs?"
Wth massive reluctance Barney nodded.
"They're your ex-wife's pots,"” Leo said. Her ceranmics were selling well; he had seen ads

in the honeopapes for them as retailed by one of New Ol eans' nobst exclusive art-object shops,
and here on the East Coast and in San Francisco. "WII| they go over, Barney?" He studied his
precog. " Was M ss Pu gate right? "

"They' Il never go over; that's God's truth." Barney's tone, however, was | eaden. The w ong
tone, Leo decided, for what he was saying; it was too lacking in vitality. "That's what |
foresee," Barney said doggedly.

"Ckay." Leo nodded. "I'll accept what you're saying. But if her pots becone a sensation
and we don't have nins of themavailable for the colonists' |layouts--" He pondered. "You m ght

find your bed-partner also occupying your chair," he said.

Ri sing, Barney said, "You'll instruct Mss Fugate, then, as to the position she should
take?" He colored. "I'll rephrase that," he nurnured, as Leo began to guffaw

"Ckay, Barney. I'Il lower the fnard on her. She's young; she'll survive. And you're aging;

you need to keep your dignity, not have anyone disagree with you." He, too, rose; walking up to
Bar ney, he sl apped himon the back. "But listen. Stop eating your heart out; forget that exw fe of
yours. Okay?"

“I'"ve forgotten her."

"There are always nore wonen," Leo said, thinking of Scotty Sinclair, his nmstress at the
monent; Scotty right now, frail and bl onde but huge in the bal cony, hung out at his satellite
villa five hundred mles at apogee, waiting for himto knock off work for the week. "There's an
infinite supply; they're not like early U S. postage stanps or the truffle skins we use as
money." It occurred to him then, that he could snoboth matters by maki ng avail abl e to Barney one
of his discarded--but still serviceable--fornmer mstresses. "l tell you what," he began, but
Barney at once cut himoff with a savage sw pe of his hand. "No?" Leo asked.

"No. Anyhow I'm wound up tight with Roni Fugate. One at a tine is enough for any nornal
Barney eyed his enpl oyer severely.

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

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

man.

"Ch well. Parties. That's sonething el se; you don't count what goes on during parties." He
acconpani ed Barney to the door of the office. "You know, Mayerson, | heard a runmor about you, one
I didn't like. Someone saw you | uggi ng one of those suitcase-type extensions of a conapt
psychiatric conputer around with you . . . _did you get a draft notice? "

There was silence. Then, at |ast, Barney nodded.

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

"I"'mgoing to beat it."

"Sure you are. Everyone does; that's the way the UN s managed to popul ate four planets,
si X nmoons--"

“"I'mgoing to fail nmy mental," Barney said. "My precog ability tells nme | am it's hel ping
me. | can't endure enough Freuds of stress to satisfy them-look at ne." He held up his hands;
they perceptibly trenbled. "Look at ny reaction to Mss Fugate's harm ess remark. Look at ny
reaction to Hnatt bringing in Emily's pots. Look at--"

"Ckay," Leo said, but he still was worried. Generally the draft notices gave only a ninety-
day period before induction, and Mss Fugate would hardly be ready to assune Barney's chair that
soon. OF course he could transfer Mac Ronston from Paris--but even Ronston, after fifteen years,
was not of the sane caliber as Barney Mayerson; he had the experience, but talent could not be
stored up: it had to be there as God-given

The UNis really getting to me, Leo thought. He wondered if Barney's draft notice, comning
at this particular nonent, was only a coincidence or if this was another probe of his weak points.
If it is, he decided, it's a bad one. And there's no pressure | can put on the UN to exenpt him

And sinply because | supply those colonists with their Can-D, he said to hinself. | nean,
sonmebody has to; they've got to have it. Ot herwi se what good are the Perky Pat |ayouts to thenf
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And in addition it was one of the nobst profitable trading operations in the Sol system
Many truffle skins were involved.
The UN knew that, too

At twelve-thirty New York tine Leo Bulero had lunch with a new girl who had joined the
secretary pool. Pia Jurgens, seated across fromhimin a secluded chanber of the Purple Fox, ate
with precision, her small, neat jaw working in an orderly manner. She was a redhead and he |iked
redheads; they were either outrageously ugly or alnpst supernaturally attractive. Mss Jurgens was
the latter. Now, if he could find a pretext by which to transfer her to Wnnie-ther-Pooh Acres .

assum ng that Scotty didn't object, however. And such did not at the present seemvery likely;
Scotty had a will of her own, which was al ways dangerous in a woman

Too bad | couldn't wangle Scotty off onto Barney Mayerson, he said to hinmself. Solve two
probl ens at once; nake Barney nore psychol ogically secure, free nyself for--

Nut s! he thought. Barney needs to be _insecure_ , otherw se he's as good as on Mars; that's
why he's hired that talking suitcase. | don't understand the nodern world at all, obviously. |I'm
living back in the twentieth century when psychoanal ysts nade people _less_ prone to stress.

"Don't you ever talk, M. Bulero?" Mss Jurgens asked.

"No." He thought, Could | dabble successfully in Barney's pattern of behavior? Help himto-
-what's the word?--becone | ess viable?

But it was not as easy as it sounded; he instinctively appreciated that, expanded fronta
| obe-wi se. You can't nmke healthy people sick just by giving an order

O can you?

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

A few nonments later he was in touch with Mss G eason back at the office. "Listen, | want
to see Mss Rondinella Fugate, from M. Muyerson's staff, as soon as | get back. And M. Mayerson
is not to know. Understand?"

"Yes sir," Mss deason said, making a note.

"I heard,” Pia Jurgens said, when he had hung up. "You know, | could tell M. Mayerson;
see himnearly every day in the--"

Leo | aughed. The idea of Pia Jurgens throw ng away the burgeoni ng future opening for her
vis-a-vis hinself amused him "Listen," he said, patting her hand, "don't worry; it's not within
t he spectrum of human nature. Finish your Ganymedean wap-frog croquette and let's get back to the
of fice."

"What | neant,"” Mss Jurgeris said stiffly, "is that it seens a little odd to ne that
you'd be so open in front of soneone el se, soneone you don't hardly know. " She eyed him and her
bosom al ready overextended and enticing, becane even nore so; it expanded w th indignation

"Cbviously the answer is to know you better," Leo said, greedily. "Have you ever chewed
Can-D?" he asked her, rhetorically. "You should. Despite the fact that it's habitforning. It's a
real experience." He of course kept a supply, grade AA, on hand at Wnnie-ther-Pooh Acres; when
guests assenbled it often was brought out to add color to what otherw se night have passed as
dull. "The reason | ask is that you look |like the sort of woman who has active imagi nati on, and
the reaction you get to Can-D depends--varies wth--your inmaginative-type creative powers."

“I'd enjoy trying it sonetinme," Mss Jurgens said. She glanced about, |owered her voice,
and | eaned toward him "But it's illegal."

"It is?" He stared at her

"You know it is." The girl |ooked nettled.

"Listen," Leo said. "I can get you sone."” He would, of course, chewit with her; in
concert the users' ninds fused, becane a new unity--or at |east that was the experience. A few
sessions of Can-D chewing in togetherness and he woul d know all there was to know about Pia
Jurgens; there was sonet hi ng about her--beyond the obvious physical, anatonical enornity--that
fascinated him he yearned to be closer to her. "W won't use a layout." By an irony he, the
creator and manufacturer of the Perky Pat mcroworld, preferred to use Can-D in a vacuuny what did
a Terran have to gain froma layout, inasnmuch as it was a mll of the conditions obtaining in the
average Terran city? For settlers on a howing, gale-swept noon, huddled at the bottom of a hovel
agai nst frozen nethane crystals and things, it was sonething el se again; Perky Pat and her |ayout
were an entree back to the world they had been born to. But he, Leo Bulero, he was dam tired of

the world he had been born to and still dwelt on. And even Wnnie-ther-Pooh Acres, with all its
quai nt and not-so-quai nt diversions did not fill the void. However--
"That Can-D," he said to Mss Jurgens, "is great stuff, and no wonder it's banned. It's
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like religion; Can-Dis the religion of the colonists." He chuckled. "One plug of it, wouzzled for
fifteen minutes, and--" He nmade a sweeping gesture. "No nore hovel. No nore frozen nethane. It
provides a reason for living. Isn't that worth the risk and expense?"

But what is there of equal value for us? he asked hinself, and felt nelancholy. He had, by
manuf acturing the Perky Pat layouts and raising and distributing the Iichenbase for the fina
packaged product Can-D, nade |life bearable for over one million unwilling expatriates from Terra
But what the hell did he get back? My life, he thought, is dedicated to others, and |I'm beginning
to kick; it's not enough. There was his satellite, where Scotty waited; there existed as al ways
the tangled details of his two | arge business operations, the one |legal, the other not . . . but
wasn't there nmore in life than this?

He did not know. Nor did anyone el se, because |ike Barney Mayerson they were all engaged
in their various imtations of him Barney with his Mss Rondinella Fugate, snall-tinme replica of
Leo Bulero and M ss Jurgens. Werever he |ooked it was the sane; probably even Ned Lark, the
Narcotics Bureau chief, lived this sort of life--probably so did Hepburn-G I bert, who probably
kept a pale, tall Swedish starlet with breasts the size of bowing balls-- and equally firm Even
Pal ner Eldritch. No, he realized suddenly. Not Palner Eldritch; he's found sonething else. For ten
years he's been in the Prox systemor at |east coning and going. What did he find?_ Sonething
worth the effort, worth the terminal crash on Pluto?

"You saw t he honeopapes?" he asked M ss Jurgens. "About the ship on Pluto? There's a man
inabillion, that Eldritch. No one else Iike him"

"I read,"” Mss Jurgens said, "that he was practically a nut."

"Sure. Ten years out of his life, all that agony, and for what?"

"You can be sure he got a good return for the ten years," Mss Jurgens said. "He's crazy
but smart; he looks out for hinself, |ike everyone else does. He's not _that_ nuts."

“I"'d like to neet him" Leo Bulero said. "Talk to him even if only just a mnute." He
resol ved, then, to do that, go to the hospital where Palmer Eldritch lay, force or buy his way
into the man's room |earn what he had found.

"I used to think," Mss Jurgens said, "that when the ships first left our systemfor
anot her star--renmenber that?--we'd hear that--" She hesitated. "It's so silly, but | was only a
kid then, when Arnoidson nmade his first trip to Prox and back; | was a kid when he got _back , |
mean. | actually thought maybe by going that far he'd--" She ducked her head, not neeting Leo
Bul ero's gaze. "He'd find God."

Leo thought, | thought so, too. And | was an adult, then. In ny md-thirties. As |'ve
menti oned to Barney on nunerous occasions.

And, he thought, | still believe that, even now. About the ten-year ffight of Pal ner
El dritch.

After lunch, back in his office at P. P. Layouts, he net Rondinella Fugate for the first
time; she was waiting for himwhen he arrived.

Not bad- | ooki ng, he thought as he shut the office door. Nice figure, and what glorious,
| um nous eyes. She seemned nervous; she crossed her |egs, snoothed her skirt, watched himfurtively
as he seated hinself at his desk facing her. Very young, Leo realized. A child who would speak up
and contradi ct her superior when she thought he was wong. Touching

"Do you know why you're here in ny office?" he inquired.

"l guess you're angry because | contradicted M. Muyerson. But | really experienced the
futurity in the life-line of those ceranmics. So what else could I do?" She half-rose inploringly,
then reseated herself.

Leo said, "I believe you. But M. Mayerson is sensitive. If you're living with himyou
know he has a portable psychiatrist that he | ugs wherever he goes." Opening his desk drawer he got
out his box of Cuesta Reys, the very finest; he offered the box to Mss Fugate, who gratefully
accepted one of the slender dark cigars. He, too, took a cigar; he lit hers and then his, and
| eaned back in his chair. "You know who Palner Eldritch is?"

"Yes."

"Can you use your precog powers for something other than Pre-Fash foresight? In another
month or so the honeopapes will be routinely nmentioning Eldritch's location. 1'd like you to | ook
ahead to those 'papes and then tell nme where the man is at this monent. | know you can do it." You

had better be able to, he said to hinmself, if you want to keep your job here. He waited, snoking
his cigar, watching the girl and thinking to hinmself, with a trace of envy, that if she was as
good in bed as she | ooked--

M ss Fugate said in a soft, halting voice, "I get only the nost vague inpression, M.
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Bul ero."

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

It took her several mnutes, and, as she reiterated, her inpression was not distinct.
Nonet hel ess he presently had on his note pad the words: Janes Riddle Veterans' Hospital, Base ||
Ganynmede. A UN establishnent, of course. But he had anticipated that. It was not decisive; he
still mght be able to find a way in.

"And he's not there under that name," Mss Fugate said, pale and enervated fromthe effort
of foreseeing; she relit her cigar, which had gone out; sitting straighter in her chair, she once
nmore crossed her supple | egs. "The honeopapes will say that Eldritch was listed in the hospita
records as a M.--" She paused, squeezed her eyes shut, and sighed. "Oh hell," she said. "I can't
make it out. One syllable. Frent. Brent. No, | think it's Trent. Yes, it's Eldon Trent." She
smled in relief; her large eyes sparkled with naive, childlike pleasure. "They really have gone
to a lot of trouble to keep himhidden. And they're interrogating him the 'papes will say. So
obvi ously he's conscious." She frowned then, all at once. "Wait. |I'mlooking at a headline; I"'min
my own conapt, by myself. It's early norning and |' mreading the front page. Ch dear.”

"What's it say?" Leo demanded, bending rigidly forward; he could catch the girl's di smay.

M ss Fugate whi spered, "The headlines say that Palnmer Eldritch is dead." She blinked,
| ooked around her with anazenent, then slowy focused on him she regarded himw th a confused
m xture of fear and uncertainty, alnost pal pably edgi ng back; she retreated from him huddl ed
agai nst her chair, her fingers interlocked. "And you're accused of having done it, M. Bulero.
Honest; that's what the headline says."

"You nean |'mgoing to _murder_ hinP"

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

"I know." He was familiar with precogs; Barney Mayerson had, after all, worked for P. P
Layouts thirteen years, and sone of the others even longer. "It could happen,"” he said gratingly.
Wy would | do a thing Iike that? he asked hinself. No way to tell now Perhaps after he reached
Eldritch, talked to him. . . as evidently he woul d.

M ss Fugate said, "I don't think you ought to try to contact M. Eldritch in view of this

possi ble future; don't you agree, M. Bulero? | mean, the risk is there--it hangs very |arge.
About --1'd guess--in the nei ghborhood of forty."

"What's 'forty' ?"

"Percent. Alnost half the possibilities.” Now, nore conposed, she snoked her cigar and
faced him her eyes, dark and intense, ffickered as she regarded him undoubtedly speculating with
vast curiosity why he would do such a thing.

Ri sing, he wal ked to the door of the office. "Thank you, Mss Fugate; | appreciate your
assistance in this matter." He waited, indicating clearly his expectations that she woul d | eave.

However, M ss Fugate remmi ned seated. He was encountering the sane peculiar streak of
firmess that had upset Barney Mayerson. "M . Bulero,"” she said quietly, "I think I1'd really have
to go to the UN police about this. W precogs--"

He reshut the office door. "You precogs," he said, "are too preoccupi ed w th other
people's lives." But she had him He wondered what she woul d manage to do with her know edge.

"M . Mayerson may be drafted," Mss Fugate said. "You knew that, of course. Are you going
to try to influence themto let himoff?"

Candidly, he said, "I had sonme intentions in the direction of helping himbeat it, yes."

"M. Bulero,” she said in a snall, steady voice, "I'l|l nake a deal with you. Let them
draft him And then I'lIl be your New York Pre-Fash consultant." She waited; Leo Bulero said
not hi ng. "Wat do you say?" she asked. Obviously she was unaccustoned to such negoti ati ons.
However, she intended to nake it stick if possible; after all, he reflected, everyone, even the
smartest operator, had to begin sonewhere. Perhaps he was seeing the initial phase of what woul d
be a brilliant career

And then he renenbered somet hi ng. Renenbered why she had been transferred fromthe Peking
office to cone here to New York as Barney Mayerson's assistant. Her predictions had proved
erratic. Sone of them-too many of them in fact--had proved erroneous.

Per haps her preview of the headline relating his indictnent as the all eged nurderer of
Pal mer Eldritch--assuming that she was being truthful, that she had really experienced it--was
only another of her errors. The faulty precognition which had brought her here.

Al oud he said, "Let ne think it over. Gve nme a couple of days."

"Until tomorrow norning," Mss Fugate said firnly.

Leo laughed. "I see why Barney was so riled up." And Barney probably sensed with his own
precog faculty, at |east nebulously, that Mss Fugate was going to make a decisive strike at him
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jeopardi zing his whole position. "Listen." He wal ked over to her. "You're Mayerson's mistress.
How d you like to give that up? | can offer you the use of an entire satellite." Assum ng, of
course, that he could pry Scotty out of there.

"No thank you," M ss Fugate said.

"Why?" He was anmnmzed. "Your career--"

“I like M. Myerson," she said. "And | don't particularly care for bub--" She caught
hersel f. "Men who've evolved in those clinics.”

Agai n he opened the office door. "I'lIl let you know by tonorrow norning." As he watched
her pass through the doorway and out into the receptionist's office he thought, That'll give ne
tinme to reach Ganynede and Pal mer Eldritch; I'Il know nore, then. Know if your foresight seens

spurious or not.

Shutting the door behind the girl, he turned at once to his desk, and clicked the vidphone
button connecting himw th the outside. To the New York City operator he said, "Get me the Janes
Ri ddl e Veterans' Hospital at Base Ill on Ganynmede; | want to speak to a M. Eldon Trent, a patient
there. Person to person.” He gave his nane and nunber, then rang off, jiggled the hook, and dial ed
Kennedy Spaceport.

He booked passage for the express ship | eaving New York for Ganynede that evening, then
paced about his office, waiting for the call-back from Janes R ddl e Veterans' Hospital

Bubbl ehead, he thought. She'd call even her enployer that.

Ten minutes later the call cane.

"I"'msorry, M. Bulero," the operator apologized. "M. Trent is not receiving calls, by
doctors' orders.”

So Rondinella Fugate was right; an Eldon Trent did exist at Janes Riddle and in al
probability he was Palmer Eldritch. It was certainly worth making the trip; the odds | ooked good.

--Looked good, he thought wyly, that 1'lIl encounter Eldritch, have sonme kind of
altercation with him God knows what, and eventually bring about his death. A man that at this
point intime | don't even know And I'lIl find nyself arraigned; | won't get away with it. \Wat a
pr ospect .

But his curiosity was aroused. In all his manifold operations he had never found the need
of killing anyone under any circunstances. Whatever it was that would occur between him and Pal mer
Eldritch had to be unique; definitely a trip to Ganynede was i ndi cat ed.

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

Convicting a nan of his stature of a capital crinme, even through the UN authorities, would
t ake some doi ng.

He was willing to let themtry.

THREE

In a bar hard by P. P. Layouts, R chard Hnatt sat sipping a Tequila Sour, his display case
on the table before him He knew goddam wel| there was nothing wong with Enmly's pots; her work
was sal eable. The problemhad to do with her ex-husband and his position of power.

And Bar ney Mayerson had exercised that power.

| have to call Enmily and tell her, Hnhatt said to hinself. He started to his feet.

A man bl ocked his way, a peculiar round specinmen nmounted on spindly |egs.

"Who are you?" Hnatt said.

The man bobbed toylike in front of him meanwhile digging into his pocket as if scratching
at a familiar microorgani smthat possessed parasitic proclivities that had survived the test of
time. However, what he produced at |ast was a business card. "We're interested in your ceramc
ware, M. Hatt. Natt. However you say it."

"Icholtz,” Hnatt said, reading the card; it gave only the name, no further info, not even
a vidnunber. "But what | have with me are just sanples. I'Il give you the nanes of retail outlets
stocking our line. But these--"

"Are for minning," the toylike man, M. Icholtz, said, nodding. "And that's what we want.
W intend to min your ceramics, M. Hnatt; we believe that Mayerson is wong-- they will becone
fash, and very soon."

Hnatt stared at him "You want to nmin, and you're not fromP. P. Layouts?" But no one el se
m nned. Everyone knew P. P. Layouts had a nonopoly.

Seating hinself at the table beside the display case, M. Icholtz brought out his wall et
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and began counting out skins. "Very little publicity will be attached to this at first. But
eventual ly--" He offered Hnatt the stack of brown, winkled, truffle-skins which served as tender
in the Sol system the only nolecule, a unique protein amno acid, which could not be duplicated
by the Printers, the Biltong life fornms enployed in place of automated assenbly |ines by nmany of
Terra's industries.

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

"Aren't you the representative of your firnP"

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

"The contract."” Icholtz produced a docunent, spread it flat on the table; he extended a

pen. "It gives us an exclusive."

As he bent to sign, Richard Hnatt saw the nane of Icholtz' firmon the contract. ChewZ
Manuf acturers of Boston. He had never heard of them ChewZ. . . it rem nded himof another
product, exactly which he could not recall. It was only after he had signed and |choltz was
tearing |l oose his copy that he renmenbered

The illegal hallucinogenic drug Can-D, used in the colonies in conjunction with the Perky

Pat | ayouts.
He had an intuition conpounded of deep unease. But it was too late to back out. Icholtz
was gathering up the display case; the contents bel onged to Chew Z Manufacturers of Boston
US A, Terra, now.
"How-can | get in touch with you?" Hnatt asked, as Icholtz started away fromthe table.
"You won't be getting in touch with us. If we want you we'll call you." Icholtz smled
briefly.

How in hell was he going to tell Emly? Hnatt counted the skins, read the contract,
realized by degrees exactly how nuch Icholtz had paid him it was enough to provide himand Emly
with a five-day vacation in Antarctica, at one of the great, cool resort cities frequented by the
rich of Terra, where no doubt Leo Bulero and others like himspent the sutmer . . . and these days
sunmmer |asted all year round

Or--he pondered. It could do even nore; it could get hinself and his wife into the nost
excl usi ve establishnment on the planet--assuning he and Emily wanted it. They could fly to the
Germani es and enter one of Dr. WIlIly Denkmal's E Therapy clinics. Ww e, he thought.

He shut himself up in the bar's vidphone booth and called Emily. "Pack your bag. W're
going to Munich. To--" He picked the nanme of a clinic at random he had seen this one advertised
in exclusive Paris magazines. "To Eichenwald," he told her. "Dr. Denkmal is--"

"Barney took them" Enmily said.

"No. But there's soneone else in the field of minning, now, besides P. P. Layouts." He
felt elated. "So Barney turned us down; so what? We did better with this new outfit; they nust

have plenty. 1'lIl see you in half an hour; 1'll arrange for accommodati ons on TWA' s express
ffight. Think of it: E Therapy for both of us."

In a low voice Emily said, "I"'mnot sure | want to evolve, when it comes right down to
it."

St aggered, he said, "Sure you do. | nean, it could save our lives, and if not ours then
our Kkids'--our potential kids that we might be having, sonmeday. And even if we're only there a
short tinme and only evolve a little, look at the doors it'll open to us; we'll be personae gratae
everywhere. Do you personally know anyone who's had E Therapy? You read about so-and-so in the
honeopapes all the tine, society people . . . but--"

"I don't want that hair all over ne," Enmly said. "And | don't want to have ny head
expand. No. | won't go to Eichenwald Clinic." She sounded conpl etely deci ded; her face was pl acid.

He said, "Then I'Il go alone.” It would still be of econonmic value; after all, it was he
who dealt with buyers. And he could stay at the clinic twice as long, evolve tw ce as nuch .
assum ng that the treatnents took. Sone people did not respond, but that was hardly Dr. Denkmal's
fault; the capacity for evolution was not bestowed on everyone alike. About hinself he felt
certitude; he'd evolve remarkably, catch up with the big shots, even pass sone of them in terns
of the famliar horny rind which Emly out of m staken prejudice had called "hair."

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

"Right," he said. Because orders would be arriving thick and fast; otherw se ChewZ
Manuf act urers of Boston would have no interest in the min. Qoviously they enployed their own Pre-
Fash precogs as P. P. Layouts did. But then he remenbered; Icholtz had said _very little publicity
at first_. That meant, he realized, that the new firmhad no network of disc jockeys circling the
col ony noons and planets; unlike P. P. Layouts, they had no Allen and Charlotte Faine to flash the
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news to.

But it took tinme to set up disc jockey satellites. This was natural

And yet it made hi muneasy. He thought all at once in panic, Could they be an illega
firn? Maybe ChewZ, |like Can-D, is banned; nmamybe |'ve got us into sonething dangerous.

"ChewZ," he said aloud to Enily. "Ever heard of it?"

"No. "

He got the contract out and once nore exanmined it. What a mess, he thought. How d | get
intoit? If only that danm Mayerson had said yes on the pots

At ten in the norning a terrific horn, familiar to him hooted Sam Regan out of his sleep
and he cursed the UN ship upstairs; he knew the racket was deliberate. The ship, circling above
t he hovel Chicken Pox Prospects, wanted to be certain that col onists--and not nerely indi genous
ani mal s--got the parcels that were to be dropped.

W'l |l get them Sam Regan muttered to hinself as he zipped his insulated overalls, put his
feet into high boots, and then grunpily sauntered as slowy as possible toward the ranp.

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

Putting his shoul ders against the lid at the top of the ranp, Norman Schei n pushed; bright
cold sunlight spilled down on them and they blinked.

The UN ship sparkl ed overhead, set against the black sky as if hanging from an uneasy
thread. Good pilot, this drop, Tod deci ded. Knows the Fineburg Crescent area. He waved at the UN
ship and once nore the huge horn burst out its din, making himclap his hands to his ears.

A projectile slid fromthe underpart of the ship, extended stabilizers, and spiraled
toward the ground.

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

How mi serabl e the upstairs | ooked today, he thought as he surveyed the | andscape of Mars.
Dreary. Wiy did we conme here? Had to, were forced to.

Already the UN projectile had | anded; its hull cracked open, torn by the inpact, and the
three col onists could see cannisters. It |ooked to be five hundred pounds of salt. Sam Regan felt
even nore despondent.

"Hey," Schein said, walking toward the projectile and peering. "I believe | see sonething
we can use."

"Looks like radios in those boxes," Tod said. "Transistor radios." Thoughtfully he
foll owed after Schein. "Maybe we can use them for sonething newin our |layouts."

"Mne's already got a radio," Schein said.

“"Well, build an electronic self-directing law nower with the parts," Tod said. "You don't
have that, do you?" He knew the Scheins' Perky Pat layout fairly well; the two couples, he and his
wife with Schein and his, had fused together a good deal, being conpati bl e.

Sam Regan said, "Dibs on the radios, because | can use them" H s |layout |acked the
automati ¢ garage-door opener that both Schein and Tod had; he was considerably behind them O
course all those itens could be purchased. But he was out of skins. He had used his conplete
supply in the service of a need which he considered nore pressing. He had, froma pusher, bought a
fairly large quantity of Can-D; it was buried, hidden out of sight, in the earth under his sleep-
conmpartnent at the bottom |l evel of their collective hovel

He hinself was a believer; he affirmed the miracle of translation--the near-sacred nonent
in which the miniature artifacts of the |layout no |longer nerely represented Earth but _became_
Earth. And he and the others, joined together in the fusion of doll-inhabitation by neans of the
Can-D, were transported outside of tinme and | ocal space. Many of the colonists were as yet
unbel i evers; to themthe | ayouts were nerely synbols of a world which none of themcould any
| onger experience. But, one by one, the unbelievers canme around.

Even now, so early in the norning, he yearned to go back down bel ow, chew a slice of Can-D
fromhis hoard, and join with his fellows in the nost sol etm nonment of which they were capable.

To Tod and Norm Schein he said, "Either of you care to seek transit?" That was the
technical termthey used for participation. "I'mgoing back bel ow," he said. "W can use ny Can-D;
I"lIl share it with you."

An inducenent |ike that could not be ignored; both Tod and Norm | ooked tenpted. "So
early?" Norm Schein said. "W just got out of bed. But | guess there's nothing to do anyhow " He
ki cked glumy at a huge sem -autonom c sand dredge; it had remai ned parked near the entrance of
the hovel for days now. No one had the energy to conme up to the surface and resune the clearing
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operations inaugurated earlier in the nonth. "It seems wong, though," he nmuttered. "W ought to
be up here working in our gardens."

"And that's some garden you' ve got,’
you' ve got growing there? Got a name for it?"

Norm Schei n, hands in the pockets of his coveralls, wal ked over the sandy, |oose soil wth
its sparse vegetation to his once carefully maintai ned vegetabl e garden; he paused to | ook up and
down the rows, hopeful that nore of the specially prepared seeds had sprouted. None had.

"Swiss chard," Tod said encouragingly. "Right? Mutated as it is, | can still recognize the
| eaves. "

Breaking off a leaf Normchewed it, then spat it out; the leaf was bitter and coated with

Sam Regan said, with a grin. "What is that stuff

sand.

Now Hel en Morris energed fromthe hovel, shivering in the cold Martian sunlight. "W have
a question," she said to the three nen. "I say that psychoanal ysts back on Earth were charging
fifty dollars an hour and Fran says it was for only forty-five mnutes." She expl ai ned, "W want
to add an analyst to our layout and we want to get it right, because it's an authentic item nmade
on Earth and shipped here, if you renenber that Bulero ship that came by |ast week--"

"W renenber," Norm Schein said sourly. The prices that the Bul ero sal esman had want ed
And all the tine in their satellite Allen and Charlotte Faine talked up the different itens so,
whetting everyone's appetite.

"Ask the Faines," Helen's husband Tod said. "Radio themthe next time the satellite passes

over." He glanced at his wistwatch. "In another hour. They have all the data on authentic itens;
in fact that particul ar datum shoul d have been included with the itemitself, right in the
carton." It perturbed himbecause it had of course been his skins--his and Hel en's together--that

had gone to pay for the tiny figure of the human-type psychoanal yst, including the couch, desk,
carpet, and bookcase of incredibly well-mnned inpressive books.

"You went to the anal yst when you were still on Earth," Helen said to Norm Schein. "Wat
was t he charge?”
"Well, | nostly went to group therapy,” Normsaid. "At the Berkeley State Mental Hygi ene

Clinic, and they charged according to your ability to pay. And of course Perky Pat and her
boyfriend go to a private analyst." He wal ked down the I ength of the garden solemmly deeded to
him between the rows of jagged |eaves, all of which were to sone extent shredded and devoured by
m croscopi c native pests. If he could find one healthy plant, one untouched--it woul d be enough to
restore his spirits. Insecticides fromEarth sinmply had not done the job, here; the native pests
thrived. They had been waiting ten thousand years, biding their tine, for soneone to appear and
make an attenpt to raise crops.

Tod said, "You better do sonme watering."

“Yeah," Norm Schein agreed. He neandered gloonmily in the direction of Chicken Pox
Prospects' hydro-punping system it was attached to their now partially sand-filled irrigation
networ k which served all the gardens of their hovel. Before watering cane sand-renmoval, he
realized. If they didn't get the big O ass-A dredge started up soon they wouldn't be able to water
even if they wanted to. But he did not particularly want to.

And yet he could not, |ike Sam Regan, sinply turn his back on the scene up here, return
below to fiddle with his layout, build or insert newitens, nake inprovements . . . or, as Sam
proposed, actually get out a quantity of the carefully hidden Can-D and begin the comuni cation
We have responsibilities, he realized.

To Helen he said, "Ask my wife to cone up here.” She could direct himas he operated the
dredge; Fran had a good eye.

“I"1l get her," Sam Regan agreed, starting back down below. "No one wants to cone al ong?"

No one followed him Tod and Hel en Morris had gone over to inspect their own garden, now,
and Norm Schein was busy pulling the protective wapper fromthe dredge, preparatory to starting
it up.

Back bel ow, Sam Regan hunted up Fran Schein; he found her crouched at the Perky Pat | ayout
whi ch the Morrises and the Scheins nmintai ned together, intent on what she was doi ng.

Wt hout |ooking up, Fran said, "W've got Perky Pat all the way downtown in her new Ford
hardtop convert and parked and a dinme in the nmeter and she's shopped and now she's in the
anal yst's office reading _Fortune_. But what does she pay?" She gl anced up, snoothed back her |ong
dark hair, and smiled at him Beyond a doubt Fran was the handsonest and nobst dramatic person in
their collective hovel; he observed this now, and not for anything like the first tine.

He said, "How can you fuss with that |layout and not chew-" He gl anced around; the two of
them appeared to be al one. Bending down he said softly to her, "Cone on and we'll chew sone first-
rate Can-D. Like you and | did before. Okay?" H s heart |abored as he waited for her to answer;
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recol l ections of the last tinme the two of them had been translated in unison nmade himfeel weak

"Hel en Morris will be--"

"No, they're cranking up the dredge, above. They won't be back down for an hour." He took
hold of Fran by the hand, led her to her feet. "What arrives in a plain browm wapper,” he said as
he steered her fromthe conpartnent out into the corridor, "should be used, not just buried. It
gets old and stale. Loses its potency." And we pay a lot for that potency, he thought norbidly.
Too nmuch to let it go to waste. Although some--not in this hovel-claimed that the power to insure
translation did not come fromthe Can-D but fromthe accuracy of the layout. To himthis was a
nonsensi cal view, and yet it had its adherents.

As they hurriedly entered Sam Regan's conpartnment Fran said, "I'Il chew in unison with
you, Sam but let's not do anything while we're there on Terra that--you know. W wouldn't do
here. | nean, just because we're Pat and Walt and not ourselves that doesn't give us license." She

gave hima warning frow, reproving himfor his fornmer conduct and for |eading her to that yet
unasked.

"Then you admit we really go to Earth."” They had argued this point--and it was cardinal --
many tinmes in the past. Fran tended to take the position that the translation was one of
appear ance only, of what the colonists called _accidents --the nere outward nanifestations of the
pl aces and objects involved, not the essences.

"I believe," Fran said slowy, as she disengaged her fingers fromhis and stood by the
hal | door of the cornpartment, "that whether it's a play of imagination, of druginduced
hal I uci nation, or an actual translation fromMars to Earth-as-it-was by an agency we know not hi ng

of --" Again she eyed himsternly. "I think we should abstain. In order not to contam nate the
experi ence of conmmunication." As she watched himcarefully renove the netal bed fromthe wall and
reach, with an el ongated hook, into the cavity reveal ed, she said, "It should be a purifying

experi ence. W |ose our fleshly bodies, our corporeality, as they say. And put on inperishable
bodi es instead, for a tine anyhow O forever, if you believe as sone do that it's outside of tine
and space, that it's eternal. Don't you agree, San?" She sighed. "I know you don't."

"Spirituality,” he said with disgust as he fished up the packet of Can-D fromits cavity
beneath the conpartnent. "A denial of reality, and what do you get instead? Nothing."

"I admit," Fran said as she cane closer to watch hi mopen the packet, "that | can't prove
you get anything better back, due to abstention. But | do know this. Wat you and ot her
sensual i sts anmong us don't realize is that when we chew Can-D and | eave our bodies _we die_. And
by dying we | ose the weight of--" She hesitated.

"Say it," Samsaid as he opened the packet; with a knife he cut a strip fromthe nass of
brown, tough, plant-like fibers.

Fran said, "Sin."

Sam Regan howl ed with |aughter. "Ckay--at |east you're orthodox." Because nost colonists
woul d agree with Fran. "But," he said, redepositing the packet back in its safe place, "that's not
why | chewit; | don't want to lose anything . . . | want to gain sonmething." He shut the door of
the conpartnent, then swiftly got out his own Perky Pat |ayout, spread it on the floor, and put
each object in place, working at eager speed. "Sonmething to which we're not normally entitled," he
added, as if Fran didn't know.

Her husband--or his wife or both of themor everyone in the entire hovel --could show up
while he and Fran were in the state of translation. And their two bodi es woul d be seated at proper
di stance one fromthe other; no wong-doing could be observed, however prurient the observers
were. Legally this had been ruled on; no cohabitation could be proved, and | egal experts anobng the
ruling UN authorities on Mars and the other colonies had tried--and failed. Wiile translated one
could commit incest, nurder, anything, and it remained froma juridical standpoint a nmere fantasy,
an i nmpotent wi sh only.

This highly interesting fact had long inured himto the use of Can-D; for himlife on Mars
had few bl essi ngs.

"I think," Fran said, "you're tenpting ne to do wong." As she seated herself she | ooked
sad; her eyes, large and dark, fixed futilely on a spot at the center of the layout, near Perky
Pat's enornous wardrobe. Absently, Fran began to fool with a nin sable coat, not speaking.

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

Still 1ooking nmournful, Fran al so chewed.

He was Walt. He owned a Jaguar XXB sports ship with a fiatout velocity of fifteen thousand
mles an hour. His shirts cane fromltaly and his shoes were nmade in England. As he opened his
eyes he | ooked for the little GE clock TV set by his bed; it would be on automatically, tuned to
the norning show of the great newsclown JimBriskin. In his flanming red wig Briskin was al ready
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formi ng on the screen. Walt sat up, touched a button which swng his bed, altered to support him
in a sitting position, and lay back to watch for a nmonment the programin progress.

"I"'mstanding here at the corner of Van Ness and Market in downtown San Francisco,"”
Briskin said pleasantly, "and we're just about to view the opening of the exciting new subsurface
conapt building Sir Francis Drake, the first to be _entirely underground . Wth us, to dedicate
the building, standing right by me is that enchanting fenal e of ballad and--"

Wal't shut off the TV, rose, and wal ked barefoot to the wi ndow, he drew t he shades, saw out
then onto the warm sparkling early-norning San Francisco street, the hills and white houses. This
was Saturday norning and he did not have to go to his job down in Palo Alto at Anpex Corporation
instead--and this rang nicely in his mnd--he had a date with his girl, Pat Christensen, who had a
nmodern little apt over on Potrero Hill

It was al ways Saturday.

In the bat hroom he splashed his face with water, then squirted on shave cream and began
to shave. And, while he shaved, staring into the mirror at his famliar features, he saw a note
tacked up, in his own hand.

THIS IS AN I LLUSI ON.  YOU ARE SAM REGAN, A
COLONI ST ON MARS. MAKE USE OF YOUR TI ME OF
TRANSLATI ON, BUDDY BOY. CALL UP PAT PRONTO

And the note was signed Sam Regan

An illusion, he thought, pausing in his shaving. In what way? He tried to think back; Sam
Began and Mars, a dreary colonists' hovel . . . yes, he could dimMy make the inmage out, but it
seened renpte and vitiated and not convincing. Shrugging, he resuned shaving, puzzled, now, and a
little depressed. Al right, suppose the note was correct; maybe he did renenber that other world,
that gloony quasi-life of involuntary expatriation in an unnatural environnent. So what? Wy did
he have to weck this? Reaching, he yanked down the note, crunmpled it and dropped it into the
bat hr oom di sposal chute.

As soon as he had finished shaving he vidphoned Pat.

"Listen,"” she said at once, cool and crisp; on the screen her blonde hair shinmered: she
had been drying it. "I don't want to see you, Walt. Please. Because | know what you have in mnd
and I'mjust not interested; do you understand?" Her blue-gray eyes were col d.

"Hm " he said, shaken, trying to think of an answer. "But it's a terrific day--we ought
to get outdoors. Visit Golden CGate Park, naybe."

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

"No," he disagreed, nettled. "That's later. Hey, we could wal k al ong the beach, splash
around in the waves. Ckay?"

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

"There was no conversation. | haven't seen you in a week, not since |ast Saturday." He
made his tone as firmand full of conviction as possible. "I'Il drop by your place in half an hour
and pick you up. Wear your swi nsuit, you know, the yellow one. The Spani sh one that has a halter."”

"Ch," she said disdainfully, "that's conpletely out of fash now. | have a new one from
Sweden; you haven't seen it. I'Il wear that, if it's permtted. The girl at A & F wasn't sure."

“"It's a deal," he said, and rang off.

A half hour later in his Jaguar he | anded on the elevated field of her conapt buil ding.

Pat wore a sweater and slacks; the swinsuit, she explained, was on underneath. Carrying a
pi cni ¢ basket, she followed himup the ranp to his parked ship. Eager and pretty, she hurried
ahead of him pattering along in her sandals. It was all working out as he had hoped; this was

going to be a swell day after all, after his initial trepidations had evaporated . . . as thank
God t hey had.

"Wait until you see this swinsuit," she said as she slid into the parked ship, the basket
on her lap. "lIt's really daring; it hardly exists: actually you sort of have to have faith to
believe init." As he got in beside her she | eaned against him "I've been thinking over that
conversation we had--let nme finish." She put her fingers against his lips, silencing him "I know
it took place, Walt. But in a way you're right; in fact basically you have the proper attitude. W
should try to obtain as nmuch fromthis as possible. Qur tinme is short enough as it is . . . at

| east so it seenms to ne.
ocean."

Al nost at once they were setting clown in the parking lot at the edge of the beach

"It's going to be hotter,"” Pat said soberly. "Every day. Isn't it? Until finally it's
unbearabl e.” She tugged off her sweater, then, shifting about on the seat of the ship, nmanaged to

She sniled wanly. "So drive as fast as you can; | want to get to the
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struggl e out of her slacks. "But we won't live that long. . . it'll be another fifty years before
no one can go outside at noon. Like they say, beconme nmad dogs and Englishnmen; we're not that yet."
She opened the door and stepped out in her swinsuit. And she had been correct; it took faith in
things unseen to nake the suit out at all. It was perfectly satisfactory, to both of them

Toget her, he and she pl odded al ong the wet, hardpacked sand, examning jelly fish, shells,
and pebbl es, the debris tossed up by the waves.

"What year is this?" Pat asked hi msuddenly, halting. The wind blew her untied hair back
it lifted in a mass of cloudlike yellow, clear and bright and utterly clean, each strand separate.

He said, "Well, | guess it's--" And then he could not recall; it eluded him "Damn," he
sai d crossly.
"Well, it doesn't matter." Linking arnms with him she trudged on. "Look, there's that

little secluded spot ahead, past those rocks." She increased her tenpo of notion; her body rippled
as her strong, taut nuscles strained against the wind and the sand and the old, famliar gravity
of a world lost |Iong ago. "Am | what's-her-nane--Fran?" she asked suddenly. She stepped past the
rocks; foamand water rolled over her feet, her ankles; |aughing, she |eaped, shivered fromthe
sudden chill. "Or am| Patricia Christensen?" Wth both hands she snpothed her hair. "This is
bl onde, so | nust be Pat. Perky Pat." She di sappeared beyond the rocks; he quickly foll owed,
scranmbling after her. "I used to be Fran," she said over her shoul der, "but that doesn't nmatter
now. | could have been anyone before, Fran or Helen or Mary, and it wouldn't matter now Right?"
"No," he disagreed, catching up with her. Panting, he said, "It's inportant that you're
Fran. In essence."
"'In essence.” She threw herself down on the sand, lay resting on her el bow, draw ng by
means of a sharp black rock in savage sw pes which | eft deeply gouged |lines; alnbst at once she

tossed the rock away, and sat around to face the ocean. "But the accidents . . . they're Pat." She
put her hands beneath her breasts, then, languidly lifting them a puzzled expression on her face.
"These," she said, "are Pat's. Not nmine. Mne are snaller; | remenber.”

He seated hinmself beside her, saying nothing.

"W're here,"” she said presently, "to do what we can't do back at the hovel. Back where
we' ve |left our corruptible bodies. As long as we keep our layouts in repair this--" She gestured
at the ocean, then once nore touched herself, unbelievingly. "It can't decay, can it? W' ve put on
imortality." Al at once she lay back, flat against the sand, and shut her eyes, one arm over her
face. "And since we're here, and we can do things denied us at the hovel, then your theory is we
_ought _ to do those things. W ought to take advantage of the opportunity.”

He | eaned over her, bent and kissed her on the nouth.

Inside his mnd a voice thought, "But | can do this any tine." And, in the linbs of his
body, an alien mastery asserted itself; he sat back, away fromthe girl. "After all," Norm Schein
thought, "I"'mmnarried to her." He | aughed, then

"Who said you could use ny |ayout?" Sam Regan thought angrily. "Get out of my conpartment.
And | bet it's ny Can-D, too."

"You offered it to us,
you up on it."

“I'"'mhere, too," Tod Morris thought. "And if you want ny opinion--"

"Nobody asked you for yours," Norm Schein thought angrily. "In fact nobody asked you to
conme al ong; why don't you go back up and nmess with that rundown no-good garden of yours, where you
ought to be?"

Tod Morris thought calmy, "I"'mwith Sam | don't get a chance to do this, except here."
The power of his will conbined with Sami's; once nore Walt bent over the reclining girl; once again
he ki ssed her on the nouth, and this tinme heavily, with increased agitation

Wt hout opening her eyes Pat said in a |low voice, "I'"'mhere, too. This is Helen." She
added, "And also Mary. But we're not using your supply of Can-D, Sam we brought sorme we had
al ready." She put her arms around himas the three inhabitants of Perky Pat joined in unison in
one endeavor. Taken by surprise, Sam Regan broke contact with Tod Morris; he joined the effort of
Norm Schein, and Walt sat back away from Perky Pat.

The waves of the ocean | apped at the two of themas they silently reclined together on the
beach, two figures conprising the essences of six persons. Two in six, Sam Regan thought. The
nystery repeated; howis it acconplished? The old question again. But all | care about, he
thought, is whether they're using up ny Can-D. And | bet they are; | don't care what they say: |
don't believe them

Rising to her feet Perky Pat said, "Well, | can see | mght just as well go for a swm
not hing's doing here." She padded into the water, splashed away fromthemas they sat in their
body, watching her go.

the co-inhabitant of his m ndbody answered. "So | decided to take
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"W mi ssed our chance," Tod Mrris thought wyly.

"My fault," Samadm tted. By joining, he and Tod nanaged to stand; they wal ked a few steps
after the girl and then, ankle-deep in the water, halted.

Al ready Sam Regan could feel the power of the drug wearing off; he felt weak and afraid
and bitterly sickened at the realization. So goddamm soon, he said to hinself. Al over; back to
the hovel, to the pit in which we twist and cringe like wornms in a paper bag, huddl ed away from
the daylight. Pale and white and awful. He shudder ed.

- - Shudder ed, and saw, once nore, his conpartnment with its tinny bed, washstand, desk
kitchen stove . . . and, in slunped, inert heaps, the enpty husks of Tod and Helen Morrris, Fran
and Norm Schein, his owmn wife Mary; their eyes stared enptily and he | ooked away, appall ed.

On the fl oor between themwas his |ayout; he | ooked down and saw the dolls, Walt and Pat,
pl aced at the edge of the ocean, near the parked Jaguar. Sure enough, Perky Pat had on the near-

i nvisible Swedi sh swinsuit, and next to themreposed a tiny picnic basket.

And, by the layout, a plain brown wapper that had contained Can-D; the five of them had
chewed it out of existence, and even now as he | ooked--against his will-- he saw a thin trickle of
shiny brown syrup energe fromeach of their slack, wll-Iless nouths.

Across fromhimFran Schein stirred, opened her eyes, npaned; she focused on him then
wearily sighed.

"They got to us," he said.

"W took too long." She rose unsteadily, stumbled, and alnost fell; at once he was up
too, catching hold of her. "You were right; we should have done it right away if we intended to.
But--" She let himhold her, briefly. "I like the prelimnaries. Wal king al ong the beach, show ng
you the swinsuit that is no swinsuit." She smiled a little.

Sam said, "They'll be out for a few nore minutes, | bet."

W de-eyed, Fran said, "Yes, you're right." She skipped away fromhim to the door; tugging
it open, she disappeared out into the hall. "In our conpartment,"” she called back. "Hurry!"

Pl eased, he followed. It was too amusing; he was convul sed with | aughter. Ahead of himthe
girl scanpered up the ranp to her level of the hovel; he gained on her, caught hold of her as they
reached her conpartnent. Together they tunbled in, rolled giggling and struggling across the hard
metal floor to bunp against the far wall.

We won after all, he thought as he deftly unhooked her bra, began to unbutton her shirt,
unzi pped her skirt, and renmoved her | acel ess slipperlike shoes in one swift operation; he was busy
everywhere and Fran sighed, this time not wearily.

"I better lock the door." He rose, hurried to the door and shut it, fastening it securely.
Fran, meanwhile, struggled out of her undone cl ot hes.

"Conme back," she urged. "Don't just watch." She piled themin a hasty heap, shoes on top
i ke two paperweights.

He descended back to her side and her swift, clever fingers began on him dark eyes alit
she worked away, to his delight.

And right here in their dreary abode on Mars. And yet--they had still nanaged it in the
old way, the sole way: through the drug brought in by the furtive pushers. Can-D had nade this
possi bl e; they continued to require it. In no way were they free.

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

FOUR

At the reception desk at Janes Riddle Veterans' Hospital at Base Ill on Ganynmede, Leo
Bul ero tipped his expensive hand-fashi oned wubfur derby to the girl in her starched white uniform
and said, "I'mhere to see a patient, a M. Eldon Trent."

"I"'msorry, sir,"” the girl began, but he cut her off.

"Tell himLeo Bulero is here. Got it? Leo Bulero." And he saw past her hand, to the
regi ster; he saw the nunber of Eldritch's room As the girl turned to the switchboard he strode in
the direction of that nunber. The hell with waiting, he said to hinself; | came mllions of mles
and | expect to see the man or the thing, whichever it is.

An armed UN soldier with a rifle halted himat the door, a very young man with clear, cold
eyes like a girl's; eyes that enphatically said no, even to him

"Ckay," Leo grunbled. "I get the picture. But if he knew who it was out here he'd say |et
me in."
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Beside him at his ear, startling him a sharp female voice said, "How did you find out ny
father was here, M. Bul ero?"

He turned and saw a rather heavy-set woman in her md-thirties; she regarded himintently
and he thought, This is Zoe Eldritch. | ought to know, she's on the society pages of the
honeopapes enough

A UN official approached. "M ss Eldritch, if you' d like we can evict M. Bulero fromthis
building;, it's up to you." He snmiled pleasantly at Leo and all at once Leo identified him This
was the chief of the UN s Iegal division, Ned Lark's superior, Frank Santina. Dark-eyed, alert,
somatically vibrant, Santina | ooked quickly fromLeo to Zoe Eldritch, waiting for a response.

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

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

Presently Leo, reluctantly, nodded.

"You see, Mss Eldritch," Santina explained, "a man |ike Bulero can hire anything he
wants, any formof talent. So we expected him" He indicated the two uniformed, arned guards at
Pal ner Eldritch's door. "That's why we require both of them at all times. As | tried to explain."

“I'sn't there any way | can do business with Eldritch?" Leo denmanded. "That's what | cane

here for; I've got nothing illegal in nmind. | think all of you are nuts, or else you're trying to
hi de sonet hi ng; naybe you've got guilty consciences." He eyed them but saw nothing. "lIs it really
Pal mer Eldritch in there?" he asked. "I bet it isn't." Again he got no response; neither of them

rose to the jibe. "I"'mtired,"” he said. "It was a long-type trip here. The hell with it; |I'm going

to go get sonething to eat and then I'"'mgoing to find a hotel roomand sleep for ten hours and
forget this." Turning, he stal ked off.

Neit her Santina nor Mss Eldritch tried to stop him D sappointed, he continued on
feeling oppressive disgust.

Qovi ously he would have to reach Pal mer Eldritch through some nmedi an agency. Perhaps, he
reflected, Felix Blau and his private police could gain entry here. It was worth a try.

But once he becane this depressed, nothing seened to matter. Why not do as he had said,
eat and then get sone needed rest, forget about reaching Eldritch for the tine being? The hel
with all of them he said to hinself as he |left the hospital building and marched out onto the
sidewal k to search for a cab. That daughter, he thought. Tough-|ooking, |ike a |esbian, with her
hair cut short and no makeup. Ugh.

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

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

"I"'mglad you called," Felix Blau said, as soon as he nade out who it was. "There's an
organi zation that's come into existence in Boston under strange circum stances; it seenms to have
sprung up overnight conpletely intact, including--"

"What's it doi ng?"

"They're preparing to market sonething; the machinery is there, including three ad
satellites, simlar to your own, one on Mars, one on lo, one on Titan. The runor we hear is that
they're preparing to approach the narket with a comodity directly conpeting with your own Perky
Pat layouts. It'lIl be called Connie Conpanion Doll." He smiled briefly. "lIsn't that cute?"

Leo said, "Wat about--you know. The additive."

"No information on that. Assunming there is one, it would be beyond the |egal scope of

mer chandi si ng operations, presumably. Is a mn |layout any use mnus the-- 'additive' ?"

"No. "

"Then that would seemto answer that."

Leo said, "I called you to find out if you can get nme in to see Palnmer Eldritch. |'ve
| ocated himhere at Base |IIl on Ganynede."

"You recall ny report on Eldritch's inportation of a lichen simlar to that used in the
manuf acture of Can-D. Has it occurred to you that this new Boston outfit may have been set up by
El dritch? Although it would seemrather soon for that; however, he could have radi oed ahead years
ago to his daughter.”

"I've got to see him" Leo said.

"It's James Riddle Hospital, | assune. W thought he night be there. By the way; you ever
heard of a man named Ri chard Hnhatt?"
"Never."

"Arep fromthis new Boston outfit net with himand transacted sone kind of business deal
This rep, Icholtz--"

"What a nmess," Leo said. "And | can't even get to Elditch; Santina is hanging around at
the door, along with that di ke daughter of Palnmer's." No one would get past the two of them he
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deci ded.

He gave Felix Blau the address of a hotel at Base Ill, the one at which he had left his
baggage, and then rang off.

| bet he's right, he said to hinself. Palmer Eldritch is this conpetitor. Just ny luck: |
have to be in the particular line that Eldritch, on his way back from Prox, decides to enter. Wy
couldn't | be making rocket guidance systens and be only conpeting with G E. and General Dynam cs?

Now he really wondered about the |ichen which Elditch had brought with him An inprovenent
on Can-D, perhaps. Cheaper to produce, capable of creating translation of |onger duration and
intensity. Jeez!

Mul I'ing, here and now a bizarre recollection cane to him An organization, emanating from
the United Arab Republic; trained assassins for hire. Fat chance they woul d have agai nst Pal ner
Eldritch . . . a man like that, once he had nade his nind up--

And yet Rondinella Fugate's precognition remained; in the future he would be arraigned for
the murder of Palner Eldritch

Evidently he would find a way despite the obstacles.

He had with hima weapon so small, so intangible, that even the npbst thorough search
couldn't disclose it. Some tine ago a surgeon at Washington, D.C. had sewn it into his tongue: a
sel f-gui ding, high-velocity poison dart, nodeled on Soviet Russian lines . . . but vastly
i mproved, in that once it had reached its victimit obliterated itself, |eaving no renains. The
poi son, too, was original; it did not curtail heart or respiratory action; in fact it was not a
poi son but a filterable virus which multiplied in the victims blood stream causing death within
forty-eight hours. It was carci nomatous, an inmportation fromone of Uranus's noons, and stil
general |y unknown; it had cost hima great deal. Al he needed to do was stand within arnis |ength
of his intended victimand manual ly squeeze the base of his tongue, protruding the sane
simul taneously in the victims direction. So if he could _see_ Eldritch--

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

When he reached his hotel roomhe placed a call to P. P. Layouts to see if any vital-type
nmessages or events were awaiting his attention

"Yes," Mss deason said, as soon as she recognized him "There's an urgent call froma
M ss Inpatience Wiite-- if that's her nanme, if | did get it right. Here's the nunber. It's on
Mars." She held the slip to the vidscreen

At first Leo could not place any worman narmed White. And then he identified her--and felt
fright. Wiy had _she_called?

"Thanks," he munbl ed, and at once rang off. God, if the UN | egal division had nonitored
the call . . . because Inpy Wite, operating out of Mars, was a top pusher of Can-D

Wth great reluctance he called the nunber.

Smal | -faced and sharp-eyed, pretty in a short sort of way, Inpy Wite obtained on the
vi dscreen. He had i magi ned her as nuch nore brawny; she | ooked quite bantanli ke, but fierce,
though. "M. Bulero, as soon as | say it--"

"There's no other way? No channel s?" A method exi sted by which Conner Freeman, chief of
t he Venusi an operation, could contact him Mss Wite could have worked t hrough Freeman, her
superi or.

"I visited a hovel, M. Bulero, at the south of Mars this nmorning with a shipment. The
hovel i sts declined. On the grounds they had spent all their skins for a new product. In the sane

class as--what we sell. ChewZ. " She went on, "And--"

Leo Bulero rang of f. And sat shakily in silence, thinking.

|'ve got to not get rattled, he told hinseif. After all, |I'man evol ved human variety. So
this is it; this is that Boston firm s new product. Derived fromEldritch's Iichen; | have to

assune that. He's lying there on his hospital bed not a mile fromme, giving the orders no doubt
through Zoe, and there's not a fligging thing I can do. The operation is all set up and
functioning. I'malready too late. Even this thing in ny tongue, he realized. It's futile, now.

But I'Il think of sonething, he knew. | always do.

This was not the end of P. P. Layouts, exactly.

The only thing was, what _could_ he do? It eluded him and this did not decrease his
sweaty, nervous al arm

Come to e, artificially accelerated cortical -devel opnent idea, he said in prayer. God
hel p ne to overcone ny enem es, the bastards. Maybe if | nmake use of ny Pre-Fash precogs, Ron
Fugate and Barney . . . maybe they can cone up with sonething. Especially that old pro Barney; he
hasn't been brought in on this at all, as yet.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20Three%20Stigmata%200f%20Palmer%20Eldritch.txt (21 of 90) [1/19/03 7:56:00 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20T hree%20Stigmata%200f %20Pal mer%20El dritch.txt

Once nore he placed a vidcall to P. P. Layouts back on Terra. This tinme he requested
Bar ney Mayerson's departnent.

And then he renenbered Barney's problemw th the draft, his need of devel opi ng an
inability to endure stress, in order not to wind up in a hovel on Mars.

Gimy, Leo Bulero thought, I'Il provide that proof; for himthe danger of being drafted
is already over.

When the call came from Leo Bul ero on Ganynede, Barney Mayerson was alone in his office.

The conversation did not |ast |ong; when he had hung up he glanced at his watch, and
marvel ed. Five mnutes. It had seemed a major interval in his life.

Ri sing, he touched the button of his intercomand said, "Don't |et anyone in for a while.
Not even--especially not even--Mss Fugate." He wal ked to the wi ndow and stood gazi ng out at the
hot, bright, enpty street.

Leo was dunmping the entire problemin his lap. It was the first tine he had seen his
enpl oyer coll apse; imagine, he thought, Leo Bulero baffled--by the first conpetition that he had
ever experienced. He very sinply was not used to it. The new Boston conpany's exi stence had
totally, for the time being, disoriented him the man becane the child.

Eventual ly Leo would snap out of it, but neanwhile-- what can | get fromthis?_Barney
Mayer son asked hinself, and did not immedi ately see any answer. | can help Leo . . . but exactly
what can Leo do for me? That was a question nore to his liking. In fact he had to think of it that
way; Leo hinself had taught himto, over the years. His enployer would not have wanted it any
ot her way.

For a tinme he sat neditating and then, as Leo had directed, he turned his attention to the
future. And while he was at it he poked once nore into his ow draft situation; he tried to see
preci sely how that would finally resolve itself.

But the topic of his being drafted was too small, too nmuch an iota, to be recorded in the
public annals of the great; he could scan no honmeopape headlines, hear no newscasts . . . in Leo's
case, however, it was sonething el se again. Because he previewed a nunber of 'pape lead articles
pertaining to Leo and Pal ner Eldritch. Everything of course was blurred, and alternates presented
thensel ves in a chaos of profusion. Leo would neet Eldritch; Leo would not. And--at this he
focused intently-- Leo arraigned for the nmurder of Palnmer Eldritch; good lord, what did _that
mean?

It neant, he discovered fromcloser scrutiny, just what it said. And if Leo were arrested,
tried, and sentenced, it mght nean the term nation of P. P. Layouts as a sal arypayi ng enterprise.
Hence the end of a career to which he had already sacrificed everything else in his life, his
marri age and the wonan he--even now --| oved.

Qoviously it was to his advantage, a necessity in fact, to warn Leo. And yet even this
datum coul d be turned to advant age.

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

"CGood." Leo beaned, his florid, elongated, rind-topped face suffused with relief. "CGo
ahead, Barney."

Barney said, "There will soon be a situation which you can exploit. You can get in to see

Pal mer Eldritch--not there at the hospital but el sewhere. He'll be renpved from Ganynede by his
own order." He added with caution, not wanting to give away too nmuch of the data he had coll ected,
"There'll be a falling-out between himand the UN, he's using them now, while he's incapacitated,

to protect him But when he's well--"

"Details,” Leo said at once, cocking his big head alertly.

"There is sonmething I'd |ike in exchange."

"For what?" Leo's pal pably evol ved face cl ouded.

Barney said, "In exchange for ny telling you the exact date and | ocus at which you can
successfully reach Pal mer Eldritch."

Gunbling, Leo said, "And what d'ya want, for chrissakes?" He eyed Barney apprehensively;
E Therapy had not brought tranquillity.

"One quarter of one percent of your gross. O P. P. Layout's . . . not including revenue
fromany other source." Meaning the plantati on network on Venus where Can-D was obt ai ned.

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

"There's nore."

"What nore? | mean, you'll be rich!"

"And | want a restructuring of your use of Pre-Fash consultants. Each will stay at his
post, nomnally handle the job he has now, but with this alteration. Al their decisions will be
referred to me for final review, I'll have the ultimte say-so on their determ nations. So | no
I onger will represent any one region; you can turn New York over to Roni as soon as--"
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"Power hungry," Leo said in a grating voice.

Bar ney shrugged. Who cared what it was called? It represented the cul mination of his
career; this was what counted. And they were all in it for this, Leo included. In fact Leo first
of allL

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

"You can nmeet Palnmer Eldritch in three days. One of his own ships, unmarked, will take him
of f Ganymede the day after tonorrow, to his demesne on Luna; there he'll continue to recuperate,
but no longer in UNterritory. Frank Santina won't have any nore authority in this matter so you
can forget about him On the twenty-third at his denesne Eldritch will neet 'pape reporters, and

give them his version of what took place on his trip; he'll be in a good nood--at |east so they'l
report. Apparently healthy, glad to be back, recovering satisfactorily . . . he'll give a long
story about--"

"Just tell me howto get in. There'll still be a security systemby his own boys."

Barney said, "P. P. Layouts--get this--puts out a trade journal four times a year. _The
Mnd of Mnning . It's such a small-scale operation you probably don't even know it exists."

"You nmean | should go as a reporter fromour house organ?" Leo stared at him "I can get
entry to his denesne on _that_basis?" He | ooked disgusted. "Hell. | didn't have to pay you for
such garbagey information; it would have been announced in the next day or so--1 nean, if 'pape

reporters are going to be there it nust be nade public."

Bar ney shrugged. He did not bother to answer.

"l guess you got ne," Leo said. "I was too eager. Well," he added phil osophically, "maybe
you can tell ne what he's going to give the 'pape reporters by way of an explanation. Wat _did_
he find in the Prox systen? Does he nmention the |ichens he brought back?"

"He does. He clains they're a benign form approved by the UN s Narcotics Control Bureau,
which will replace--" He hesitated. "Certain dangerous, habit-form ng derivatives nowin w de use.
And- - "

"And," Leo finished stonily, "he's going to announce the formation of a company to peddl e
his narcotic-exenpt commodity."

“"Yes," Barney said. "Called ChewZ, with the slogan: _be choosy. Chew ChewZ ."

"Aw frgawdsake!"

“I't was all set up by intersystemradio-laser |ong ago, through his daughter and with the
approval of Santina and Lark at the UN, in fact with Hepburn-Glbert's own approval. They see this
as a way of putting a finish to the Can-D trade.”

There was sil ence.

"Ckay," Leo said hoarsely, after atinme. "It seems a shame you couldn't have previ ened
this a couple of years ago, but hell--you're an enpl oyee and no one told you to."

Bar ney shrugged.

Gimfaced, Leo Bulero rang off.

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

The vi dphone all at once cane back on; once again Leo Bulero's clouded features fornmed.
"Listen, Barney. | just had a thought. This is going to make you sore, so get set."

"I"'mset." He prepared hinself.

"I forgot, and I shouldn't have, that | previously talked to Mss Fugate and she knows
about--certain events in the future pertaining to nyself and Palner Eldritch. Events which in any
case, if she were to get disturbed--and having you ride herd on her woul d nake her di sturbed--she
mght fly into a fit and do us harm In fact | got to thinking that potentially all ny Pre-Fash
consul tants could cone across this information, so the idea of you supervising all of them-"

"The 'events,'" Barney interrupted, "have to do with your arraignnent for the first-degree
mur der of Palner Eldritch; correct?”

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

“I"'mnot going to let you pull out of the agreenment you just now nade with ne," Barney
said. "You nade nme certain pronmises and | expect you to--"

"But," Leo bleated, "that fool girl--she's erratic, she'll run to the UN cops; Barney,
she's got ne!"

"So have |I," he pointed out quietly.

"Yeah, but |'ve known you for years." Leo appeared to be thinldng rapidly, appraising the
situation with what he enjoyed calling his next-stage-in-the-Honp-sapi ens-typeevol ved- know edge
powers, or sone such thing. "You're a pal. You wouldn't do that, what she'd do. And anyhow | can
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still offer you the percentage of the gross you asked for. Ckay?" He eyed Barney anxiously, but
with form dabl e determ nati on; he had made up his mnd. "Can we finalize on that, then?"
"W al ready finalized."

"But danmmt, like | said, |I forgot about--"

"I'f you don't come through," Barney said, "I'll quit. And go somewhere else with ny
ability." He had worked too many years to turn back at this point.

"You?" Leo said unbelievingly. "I mean, you're not just talking about going to the UN

police; you're talking about--swtching sides and going over to Palmer El dritch!"

Bar ney sai d not hi ng.

"You darn snink," Leo said. "So this is what trying to stay afloat in tines |like this has
done to us. Listen; I'"'mnot so sure Palmer would accept you. Probably he's got his Pre-Fash people
al ready set up. And if he does he knows the news al ready, about ny--" He broke off. "Yeah, |l
take the chance; | think you have that Greek sin--what did they call it? Hubris? Pride, |ike Satan
had, reaching too far. Go ahead and reach, Barney. In fact do anything you want; it doesn't matter
to me. And lots of luck, fella. Keep ne posted on how you make out, and the next time you fee
inclined to blacknmail sonebody--"

Barney cut the connection. The screen becane a formess gray. Gray, he thought, like the
world inside me and around ne, like reality. He rose and wal ked stiffly back and forth, hands in
his trouser pockets.

My best bet, he decided, at this point--CGod forbid--is to join with Roni Fugate. Because
she's the one Leo is scared of, and for good reason. There nust be a whol e gal axy of things she'd
do that I wouldn't. And Leo knows it.

Reseating hinself he had Roni paged, brought at last into his office.

"Hi," she said brightly, colorful in her Peking-style silk dress, sans bra. "Wat's up? |
tried to reach you a minute ago, but--"

“You just never," he said, "never have on all your clothes. Shut the door."

She shut the door

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

"Thank you." Her youthful, clear face gl owed.

Barney said, "Do you foresee clearly_ that our enployer will nurder Palner Eldritch? O
is there doubt?"

Swal | owi ng, she ducked her head and nurmured, "You just reek with talent." She seated
hersel f and crossed her |egs, which were, he noticed, bare. "Of course there's doubt. First of al
I think it's noronic of M. Bulero, because of course it nmeans the end of his career. The ' papes
don't--will not--know his notives for it, so | can't guess; it mnmust be sonething enornous and
dreadful, don't you think?"

"The end of his career," Barney said, "and al so yours and mnine."

"No," Roni said, "I don't think so, dear. Let's consider a monment. M. Palner Eldritch is
going to replace himin the min field; isn't that M. Bulero's probable notive? And doesn't that
tell us sonething about the economic reality to cone? Even with M. Eldritch dead it woul d appear
that his organization will--"

"So we go over to Eldritch? Just |ike that?"

Screwi ng up her face in concentration, Roni said |aboredly, "No, | don't _quite_ nean
that. But we nmust be wary of losing with M. Bulero; we don't want to find ourselves dragged down
with him. . . | have years ahead of nme and to sone |esser extent so do you."

"Thanks, " he said acidly.

"What we rmust do nowis to plan carefully. And if precogs can't plan for the future--"

|'ve provided Leo with info that'll lead to a nmeeting between himand Eldritch. Had it
occurred to you that the two of them m ght forma syndicate together?" He eyed her intently.

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

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

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

"And if that happened,” he said, "we'd be nowhere, once we |left Leo and narched over to
Eldritch. He'd have us back and on his own terns; we'd be better off getting out of the Pre-Fash
busi ness entirely." That was obvious to himand he saw by the expression on Roni Fugate's face
that it was obvious to her, too. "If we approach Palnmer Eldritch--"

"If.'" We've got to."

Barney said, "No we don't. W can stunble along |ike we are.

As enpl oyees of Leo Bul ero,

whet her he sinks or rises or even conpletely disappears, he thought to hinself. "I'Il tell you
what el se we can do; we can approach all the other Pre-Fash consultants that work for P. P.
Layouts and forma syndicate of our owmn." It was an idea he had toyed with for years. "A guild, so
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to speak, with a nonopoly. Then we can dictate terns to both Leo and Eldritch."

"Except," Roni said, "that Eldritch has Pre-Fash consultants of his own, evidently." She
snmled at him "You have no clear conception of what to do, have you, Barney? | can see that. Wat
a shane. And you've worked so nmany years." She shook her head sadly.

"I can see," he said, "why Leo was hesitant at the idea of crossing you."

"Because | tell the truth?" She raised her eyebrows. "Yes, perhaps so; everybody's afraid
of the truth. You, for instance--you don't like to face the fact that you said no to that poor pot
sal esman just to get back at the woman who--"

"Shut up," he said savagely.

"You know where that pot sal esman probably is right now? Signed up by Palner Eldritch. You
did him-and your ex-wife--a favor. Wereas if you'd said yes you' d have chained himto a
declini ng conpany, cut both of themout of their chance to--" She broke off. "I'm naking you fee
bad. "

Gesturing, he said, "This is just not relevant to what | called you in here for."

"That's right." She nodded. "You called nme in here so we could work out a way of betraying
Leo Bul ero together."

Baffl ed, he said, "Listen--"

"But it's so. You can't handle it alone; you need ne. | haven't said no. Keep calm
However, | don't think this is the place or the tinme to discuss it; let's wait until we're hone at
the conapt. Ckay?" She gave him then, a brilliant smile, one of absolute warnth.

"Ckay," he agreed. She was right.

"Wuldn't it be sad,” Roni said, "if this office of yours were bugged? Perhaps M. Bulero

is going to get a tape of everything we've said just now." Her smile continued, even grew, it
dazzled him The girl was afraid of no one and nothing on Earth or in the whole Sol system he
realized.

He wi shed he felt the sane way. Because there was one problemthat haunted him one he had
not discussed with either Leo or her, although it was certainly bothering Leo, too . . . and
should, if she were as rational as she seened, be bothering her

It had yet to be established that what had cone back from Prox, the person or thing that
had crashed on Pluto, was really Palnmer Eldritch

FI VE

Set up financially by the contract with the Chew Z people, Richard Hnatt placed a call to
one of Dr. WIly Denknmal's E Therapy clinics in the Gernmani es; he picked the central one, in
Muni ch, and began maki ng arrangenments for both hinself and Emly.

["mup with the greats, he said to hinmself as he waited, with Emly, in the swanky gnoff-
hi de decorated | ounge of the clinic; Dr. Denkmal, as was his custom proposed to interview them
initially personally, although of course the therapy itself would be carried out by nmenmbers of his
staff.

"I't nmakes ne nervous," Emly whispered; she held a nagazine on her |lap but was unable to
read. "It's so--unnatural."

"Hel |l ," Hnatt said vigorously, "that's what it's not; it's an acceleration of the
_natural _ evolutionary process that's going on all the time anyway, only usually it's so slow we
don't perceive it. | nean, | ook at our ancestors in caves; they were covered with body-hair and

they had no chins and a very limted frontal -area brain-wi se. And they had huge fused nolars in
order to chew uncooked seeds."

"Ckay," Emily said, nodding.

"The farther away we can get fromthemthe better. Anyhow, they evolved to neet the Ice
Age; we have to evolve to neet the Fire Age, just the opposite. So we need that chitinous-type
skin, that rind and the altered netabolismthat lets us sleep in nmidday and al so the inproved
ventilation and the--"

Fromthe inner office Dr. Denknal, a small, round style of middle-class German with white
hair and an Al bert Schweitzer nustache, energed. Wth himcane another nman, and Richard Hnatt saw
for the first time close-up the effects of E Therapy. And it was not |ike seeing pics on the
soci ety pages of the honmeopape. Not at all

The man's head rem nded Hnatt of a photograph he had once seen in a textbook; the photo
had been | abel ed _hydrocephalic_. The same enl argenent above the browine; it was clearly donelike
and oddly fragile-looking and he saw at once why these well-to-do persons who had evol ved were
popul arly cal |l ed _bubbl eheads . Looks about to burst, he thought, inpressed. And--the nmassive
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rind. Hair had given way to the darker, nore uniformpattern of chitinous shell. Bubbl ehead? Mre
i ke a coconut.
"M. Hnatt,"” Dr. Denknal said to Richard Hnatt, pausing. "And Frau Hnatt, too. I'll be

with you in a nonent." He turned back to the nan beside him "It's just chance that we were able
to squeeze you in today, M. Bulero, on such short notice. Anyhow you haven't lost a bit of
ground; in fact you've gained."

However, M. Bulero was gazing at Richard Hnatt. "I've heard your name before. Ch, yes.
Felix Blau nentioned you." His suprenely intelligent eyes becane dark and he said, "Did you
recently sign a contract with a Boston firmcalled--" The elongated face, distorted as if by a
permanent optically inpaired mrror, twi sted. "Chew Z Manufacturers?"

"N-nuts to you," Hnatt stamered. "Your Pre-Fash consultant turned us down."

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

"Two! But--" Denkmal gestured protestingly.

"I can't nake it next week; I'Il be off Terra again." Again Bulero eyed Richard and Enily
Hnatt, lingeringly, then strode off.

Wat ching hi mgo, Dr. Denknmal said, "Very evolved, that man. Both physically and
spiritually."” He turned to the Hnatts. "Wl conme to Eichenwald dinic." Re beaned.

"Thank you," Enily said nervously. "Does--it hurt?"

"Qur therapy?" Dr. Denkmal tittered with anmusenent. "Not in the slightest, although it may
shock--in the figurative sense--at first. As you experience a growh of your cortex area. You'l
have many new and exciting concepts occur to you, especially of a religious nature. Ch, if only
Lut her and Erasnus were alive today; their controversies could be solved so easily now, by neans
of E Therapy. Both would see the truth, as zum Bei szspiel regard transubstantiation--you know, the
_Blut und_--" He interrupted hinmself with a cough. "In English, blood and wafer; you know, in the
Mass. |Is very nuch like the takers of Can-D; have you noticed that affinity? But cone on; we
begin." He slapped Richard Hnatt on the back and led the two of theminto his inner office, eying
Emily with what seenmed to Richard to be a rather unspiritual, covetous | ook

They faced a gigantic chamber of scientific gadgets and two Dr. Frankenstein tables,
conplete with armand | eg brackets. At the sight Enmly npaned and shrank back

"Nothing to fear, Frau Hnatt. Like el ectra-convul sive shock, causes certain nuscul ature
reactions; reflex, you know?" Denkmal giggled. "Now you rust, ah, you know take off your clothes.
Each of you in private, of course; then don snmocks and auskomen--understand? A nurse will assi st
you. We have your nedical charts from Nord Aneri ka al ready; we know your histories. Both quite
healthy, virile; good Nord Anerikani sche people." He led Richard Hnhatt to a side room secluded by
a curtain; there he left himoff and returned to Emily. As he entered the side roomRi chard heard
Dr. Denkmal talking to Enmily in a soothing but conmandi ng tone; the conbination was a neat bit of
busi ness and Hnatt felt both envious and suspicious and then, at last, glum It was not quite as
he had pictured it, not quite big-time enough to suit him

However, Leo Bulero had energed fromthis roomso that proved it was authentic big-tine;
Bul ero woul d never have settled for |ess.

Heart ened, he began to undress.

Somewhere out of sight Emily squeaked.

He redressed and left the side room boiling with concern. However, he found Denkmal at a
desk, reading Emly's nmedical chart; she was off, he realized, with a fermal e nurse, so everything
was all right.

Crimny, he thought, |I certainly amedgy. Once nore entering the side room he resuned
undr essi ng; his hands, he found, were shaking.

Presently he lay strapped to one of the twin tables, Emly in a sinilar state beside him
She, too, seened frightened; she was very pale and quiet.

"Your glands," Dr. Denkmal explained, jovially rubbing his hands together and wantonly
eying Emly, "will be stinulated by this, especially Kresy's @ and, which controls rate of
evolution, _nicht Wahr?_ Yes, you know that; every school child knows that, is taught now what
we' ve di scovered here. Today what you will notice is no growh of chitinous shell or brain-shield
or loss of fingernails and toenails--you didn't know that, | bet!--but only a slight but very,
very inportant change in the frontal lobe . . . it will smart; that is a pun, you know? It smarts
and you becone, ah, smart." Again he giggled. Richard Hnatt felt nmiserable; he waited like sone
hog-tied animal for whatever they had in store for him Wat a way to make busi ness contacts, he
said ruefully to hinself, and shut his eyes.

A mal e attendant naterialized and stood by him | ooking blond, Nordic, and wi thout
intelligence.
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"We play soothing _Musik_," Dr. Denknmal said, pressing a button. Miltiphonic sound, from
every corner of the room filtered out, an insipid orchestral version of sonme popular Italian
opera, Puccini or Verdi; Hnatt did not know "Now _htére_, Herr Hnatt." Denkmal bent down beside

him suddenly serious. "I want you to understand; every now and then this therapy--what do you
say?-- _blasts back ."
"Backfires," Hnatt said gratingly. He had been expecting this.

"But nostly we have successes. Here, Herr Hnatt, is what the backfires consist of, | am
afraid; instead of evolving the Kresy @and is very stimulated to--regress. Is that correct in
Engl i sh?"

"Yes," Hnatt nuttered. "Regress how far?"

"Just a trifle. But it could be unpleasant. W would catch it quickly, of course, and
cease therapy. And generally that stops the regression. But--not always. Sonetines once the Kresy
d and has been stinmulated to--" He gestured. "It keeps on. | should tell you this in case you
m ght have scruples. Right?"

"I"l'l take the chance,” Richard Hnhatt said. "I guess. Everyone el se does, don't they?
Ckay, go ahead." He squirned, saw Em |y, even paler now, alnost inperceptibly nodding; her eyes
were gl assy.

What' || probably happen, he thought fatalistically, is that one of us will evolve--
probably Emly--and the other, nme, will devolve back to Sinanthropus. Back to fused nolars, tiny
brain, bent legs, and cannibalistic tendencies. I'll have a hell of a time closing sales that way.

Dr. Denknmal clanped a switch shut, whistling along with the opera happily to hinself.
The Hnatts' E Therapy had begun

He seenmed to feel a | oss of weight, nothing nore, at |east not at first. And then his head
ached as if rapped by a hanmmer. Wth the ache cane alnost instantly a new and acute conprehension
it was a dreadful risk he and Enily were taking, and it wasn't fair to her to subject her to this,
just to further sales. Qbviously she didn't want this; suppose she evol ved back just enough to
| ose her ceranmic talent? And they both would be ruined; his career hung on seeing Emly remain one
of the planet's top ceram sts.

"Stop," he said aloud, but the sound did not seemto energe; he did not hear it, although
his vocal apparatus seenmed to function--he felt the words in his throat. And then it came to him
He was evolving; it was functioning. Hs insight was due to the change in his brain nmetabolism
Assuming Emly was all right then everything was all right.

He perceived, too, that Dr. WIlly Denknal was a cheap little pseudo-quack, that this whole
busi ness preyed off the vanity of nortals striving to beconme nore than they were entitled to be,
and in a purely earthly, transitory way. The hell with his sales, his contacts; what did that
matter in conparison to the possibility of evolving the human brain to entire new orders of
conception? For instance--

Below lay the tomb world, the inmutable cause-andeffect world of the denmonic. At medi an
extended the | ayer of the human, but at any instant a nman could plunge--descend as if sinking--
into the hell-layer beneath. O: he could ascend to the ethereal world above, which constituted
the third of the trinary layers. Always, in his niddle |level of the hunman, a nman risked the
sinking. And yet the possibility of ascent lay before him any aspect or sequence of reality
_could becone either_, at any instant. Hell and heaven, not after death but now Depression, al
mental illness, was the sinking. And the other . . . how was it achi eved?

Thr ough enpathy. G asping another, not fromoutside but fromthe inner. For exanple, had
he ever really |looked at Emily's pots as anything nore than nerchandi se for which a market
exi sted? No. What | ought to have seen in them he realized, is the artistic intention, the spirit
she's revealing intrinsically.

And that contract with Chew Z Manufacturers, he realized; | signed w thout consulting her--
how unet hi cal can one becone? | chained her to a firmwhich she nay not want as a m nner of her
products . . . we have no know edge of the worth of their layouts. They may be shoddy.

Subst andard. But too late, now, the road to the hell-layer is paved with second-guessing. And they
may be involved in the illegal manufacture of a translation drug; that would explain the nane Chew
Z . . . it wuld correspond with Can-D. But--the fact that they've selected that nanme openly
suggests they have nothing illegal in nind

Wth a lightning leap of intuition it cane to him soneone had found a translation drug
whi ch satisfied the UN s narcotics agency. The agency had al ready passed on ChewZ, would allow it
on the open market. So, for the first tine, a translation drug would be avail abl e on thoroughly
policed Terra, not in the renpote, unpoliced col onies only.
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And this neant that Chew Z's |ayouts--unlike Perky Pat--would be marketable on Terra,
along with the drug. And as the weat her worsened over the years, as the home pl anet became nore of
an alien environment, the layouts would sell faster. The nmarket which Leo Bulero controlled was
pitifully neager conpared to what |ay eventual |l y--but not now -before Chew Z Manuf acturers.

So he had signed a good contract after all. And--no wonder Chew Z had pai d himso nuch.
They were a big outfit, with big plans; they had, obviously, unlimted capital backing them

And where would they obtain unlinited capital ? Nowhere on Terra; he intuited that, too.
Probably from Pal mer Eldritch, who had returned to the Sol system after having joined economically
with the Proxers; it was they who were behind ChewZ. So, for the chance to ruin Leo Bulero, the
UN was allowing a non-Sol race to begin operations in the system

It was a bad, perhaps even term nal, exchange.

The next he knew, Dr. Denknal was sl apping himinto wakeful ness. "How goes it?" Denkna
demanded, peering at him "Broad, all-inclusive preoccupations?"

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

"Then we have nothing to fear,"” Denkmal said, and beaned, his white nustache tw tching
li ke antennae. "Now we will consult with Frau Hhatt." A femal e attendant was al ready unstrapping
her; Emly sat up groggily and yawned. Dr. Denkrnal |ooked nervous. "How do you feel, Frau?" he
i nqui red.

"Fine," Emly nmurnmured. "I had all sorts of pot ideas. One after another.'
timdly at first himand then at Ri chard. "Does that nean anythi ng?"

"Paper," Dr. Denkmal said, producing a tablet. "Pen." He extended themto Emly. "Put down
your ideas, Frau."

Trenblingly, Emily sketched her pot ideas. She seened to have difficulty controlling the
pen, Hnatt noticed. But presumably that woul d pass.

"Fine," Dr. Denknmal said, when she had finished. He showed the sketches to Richard Hnatt.
"Hi ghly organi zed cephalic activity. Superior inventiveness, right?"

The pot sketches were certainly good, even brilliant. And yet Hnatt felt there was
somet hi ng wong. Sonet hi ng about the sketches. But it was not until they had left the clinic, were
standi ng together under the antithernmal curtain outside the building, waiting for their jet-
express cab to land, that he realized what it was.

The ideas were good--but Enmly had done them al ready. Years ago, when she had desi gned her
first professionally adequate pots: she had shown hi m sketches of them and then the pots
t hensel ves, even before the two of themwere married. Didn't she renenber this? Cbviously not.

He wondered why she didn't renenber and what it nmeant; it nmade hi m deeply uneasy.

However, he had been continually uneasy since receiving the first E Therapy treatnent,
first about the state of mankind and the Sol systemin general and now about his wife. Maybe it's
merely a sign of what Denkmal calls "highly organized cephalic activity," he thought to hinself.
Brai n nmetabolism stimulation

O - -maybe not .

She gl anced

Arriving on Luna, with his official press card fromP. P. Layout's house journal clutched,
Leo Bul ero found hinmself squeezed in with a gaggle of honeopape reporters on their way by surface
tractor across the ashy face of the noon to Palner Eldritch's denesne.

“Your ident-pape, sir," an arned guard, but not wearing the colors of the UN, yapped at
himas he prepared to exit into the parking area of the demesne. Leo Bul ero was thereupon wedged
in the doorway of the tractor, while behind himthe | egitimte homeopape reporters surged and
clanored restively, wanting to get out. "M . Bulero,"” the guard said leisurely, and returned the
press card. "M. Eldritch is expecting you. Conme this way." He was i medi ately replaced by anot her
guard, who began checking the i.d. of the reporters one by one.

Nervous, Leo Bul ero acconpanied the first guard through an air-filled pressurized and
confortably heated tube to the denesne proper

Ahead of him bl ocking the tube, appeared another uniforned guard fromPalmer Eldritch's
staff; he raised his armand pointed sonmething snmall and shiny at Leo Btilero.

"Hey," Leo protested feebly, freezing in his tracks; he spun, ducked his head, and then
stunbl ed a few steps back the way he had cone.

The beam -of a variety he knew not hi ng about-- touched himand he pitched forward, trying
to break his fall by throwi ng his arns out.

The next he knew he was once nore conscious and swaddl ed--absurdly--to a chair in a barren
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room H s head rang and he | ooked blearily around, but saw only a snmall table in the center of the
room on which an el ectronic contraption rested.

"Let ne out of here,"” he said.
At once the electronic contraption said, "Good norning, M. Bulero. | am Palnmer Eldritch
You wanted to see ne, | understand."

"This is cruel conduct," Bulero said. "Having ne put to sleep and then tying me up |like

this."

"Have a cigar." The electronic contraption sprouted an extension which carried in its
grasp a long green cigar; the end of the cigar puffed into flame and then the el ongated

pseudopodi um presented it to Leo Bulero. "I brought ten boxes of these back from Prox, but only
one box survived the crash. It's not tobacco; it's superior to tobacco. Wiat is it, Leo? Wiat did
you want ?"

Leo Bulero said, "Are you in that thing there, Eldritch? O are you sonewhere el se,
speaki ng through it?"

"Be content,"” the voice fromthe netal construct resting on the table said. It continued
to extend the lighted cigar, then withdrew it, stubbed it out, and dropped the remains from sight
within itself. "Do you care to see color slides of ny visit to the Prox systen®"

"You' re kidding."

"No," Palmer Eldritch said. "They'll give you sone idea of what | was up against there.
They're 3-D tine-lapse slides, very good."
"No thanks."

Eldritch said, "W found that dart enbedded in your tongue; it's been renpved. But you may
have sonething nore, or so we suspect."

“"You're giving ne a lot of credit," Leo said. "Mdre than | ought to get."

“"In four years on Prox | learned a lot. Six years in transit, four in residence. The
Proxers are going to invade Earth."

"You're putting ne on," Leo said.

Eldritch said, "I can understand your reaction. The UN, in particular Hepburn-G I bert,
reacted the sanme way. But it's true--not in the conventional sense, of course, but in a deeper
coarser manner that | don't quite get, even though | was anong themfor so long. It may be

involved with Earth's heating up, for all | know. O there may be worse to cone.”

"Let's tal k about that lichen you brought back."

"I obtained that illegally; the Proxers didn't know | took any of it. They use it
thensel ves, in religious orgies. As our Indians nade use of nescal and peyotl. Is that what you
wanted to see ne about?"

"Sure. You're getting into ny business. | know you've already set up a corporation

haven't you? Nuts to this business about Proxers invading our system it's you |I'm sore about,
what you're doing. Can't you find sone other field to go into besides nin |ayouts?"

The roomblew up in his face. Wiite |ight descended, blanketing him and he shut his eyes.
Jeez, he thought. Anyhow | don't believe that about the Proxers; he's just trying to turn our
attention away fromwhat he's up to. | nean, it's strategy.

He opened his eyes, and found hinmself sitting on a grassy bank. Beside hima snmall gir
pl ayed with a yo-yo.

"That toy," Leo Bulero said, "is popular in the Prox system" H's arns and | egs, he
di scovered, were untied; he stood up stiffly and noved his linbs. "What's your nanme?" he asked.

The little girl said, "Mnica."

"The Proxers," Leo said, "the hunmanoi d types anyhow, wear w gs and have false teeth." He
took hold of the bulk of the child' s |umnous bl onde hair and pull ed.

"Quch," the girl said. "You' re a bad man." He let go and she retreated, still playing with
her yo-yo and glaring at himdefiantly.

"Sorry," he murnured. Her hair was real; perhaps he was not in the Prox system Anyhow,
wherever he was Palmer Eldritch was trying to tell himsomething. "Are you planning to invade

Eart h?" he asked the child. "I mean, you don't look as if you are.” Could Eldritch have gotten it
wrong? he wondered. M sunderstood the Proxers? After all, to his know edge Pal ner hadn't evol ved,
didn't possess the powerful, expanded conprehension which came with E Therapy.

"My yo-yo," the child said, "is magic. | can do anything | want with it. Wuat'll | do? You

tell me; you look like a kindly man."

"Take me to your |eader,"” Leo said. "An old joke; you wouldn't understand it. Went out a
century ago." He | ooked around himand saw no signs of habitation, only the grassy plain. Too coo
for Earth, he realized. Above, the blue sky. Good air, he thought. Dense. "Do you feel sorry for
me," he asked, "because Palnmer Eldritch is horning into ny business and if he does |'ll probably
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be ruined? 1'mgoing to have to nake sonme kind of a deal with him" It now |l ooks like killing him
is out, he said to hinself norosely. "But," he said, "I can't figure out any deal he'll take; he
seens to hold all the cards. Look for instance how he's got nme here, and | don't even know where
this is.”" Not that it matters, he realized. Because where it is it's a place Eldritch controls.

"Cards," the child said. "I have a deck of cards, in ny suitcase."

He saw no suitcase. "Were?"

Kneeling, the girl touched the grass here and there. Al at once a section slid snoothly
back; the girl reached into the cavity and brought out a suitcase. "| keep it hidden," she
expl ai ned. "Fromthe sponsors.”

"What's that nean, that 'sponsors'?"

"Well, to be here you need a sponsor. Al of us have them | guess they pay for
everything, pay until we're well and then we can go hone, if we have hones." She seated herself by
the suitcase, and opened it--or at least tried to. The lock did not respond. "Darn," she said.
"This is the wong one. This is Dr. Snile."

"A psychiatrist?" Leo asked, alertly. "Fromone of those big conapts? Is it working? Turn
it on."

oligingly the girl turned the psychiatrist on. "Hello, Mnica," the suitcase said
tinnily. "Hello to you, too, M. Bulero." It pronounced his name wong, getting the stress on the
final syllable. "Wat are you doing here, sir? You' re nuch too old to be here. Tee-hee. O are you
regressed, due to mal appropriate so-called E Therpay rggggg _click! " It whirred in agitation
"Therapy in Minich?" it finished.

"I feel fine," Leo assured it. "Look, Snmile; who do you know that | know that could get ne
out of here? Nane soneone, anyone. | can't stay here any nore, get it?"

"I know a M. Bayerson," Dr. Smle said. "In fact I'"'mwth himright now, via portable
extension, of course, right in his office."”

"There's nobody | know named Bayerson," Leo said. "Wiat is this place? Goviously it's a

rest canp of some sort for sick kids or kids with no noney or some danmthing. | thought this was
maybe in the Prox systembut if you' re here obviously it isn't. Bayerson.” It came to him then
"Hel |, you nean Mayerson. Barney. Back at P. P. Layouts."

"Yes, that's so," Dr. Snile said

"Contact him" Leo said. "Tell himto get in touch with Felix Blau right away, that Tri-
Pl anet Police Agency or whatever they call thenselves. Have himhave Bl au do research, find out
where exactly | amand then send a ship here. CGot it?"

"All right,” Dr. Smle said. "I'Il address M. Mayerson right away. He's conferring with
M ss Fugate, his assistant, who is also his mstress and who today is wearing-- hmm They're
tal ki ng about you this very mnute. But of course | can't report what they're saying; seal of the
medi cal profession, you realize. She is wearing--"

"Ckay, who cares?" Leo said irritably.

"You'll excuse ne a nmoment," the suitcase said. "Wile | sign off." It sounded huffy. And
then there was sil ence.

"I have bad news for you," the child said.

"What is it?"

"I was kidding. That's not really Dr. Smile; it's just pretend, to keep us from
loneliness. It's alive but it's not connected with anything outside itself; it's what they cal
being on intrinsic."

He knew what that neant; the unit was self-contained. But then how could it have known
about Barney and M ss Fugate, even down to details about their personal life? Even as to what she
had on? The child was not telling the truth, obviously. "Wwo are you?" he denmanded. "Mnica what?
I want to know your full nane." Something about her was faniliar.

“I'"'m back," the suitcase announced suddenly. "Well, M. Bulero--" Again the faulty
pronunci ation. "1've discussed your dilema with M. Mayerson and he will contact Felix Blau as
you requested. M. Mayerson thinks he recalls reading in a honmeopape once about a UN canp nuch as
you are experiencing, sonewhere in the Saturn region, for retarded children. Perhaps--"

"Hell," Leo said, "this girl isn't retarded." If anything she was precocious. It did not
make sense. But what did make sense was the realization that Pal nmer Eldritch wanted sonet hi ng out
of him this was not merely a matter of edifying him it was a question of intimdation

On the horizon a shape appeared, i mense and gray, bloating as it rushed at terrffic speed
toward them 1t had ugly spi ked whi skers.

"That's a rat," Mnica said calny

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

"Ch," Monica said, "l suppose it'll kill us."
"And that doesn't frighten you?" He heard his own voice rise in a shriek. "I nean, you
want to die like that, and right now? Eaten by a rat the size of--" He grabbed the girl with one

hand, picked up Dr. Smile the suitcase in the other, and began | unbering away fromthe rat.

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

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

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

Eldritch had given himan intravenous injection of a translating drug, no doubt Chew Z.
This place was a nonexi stent world, analogous to the irreal "Earth" to which the translated
col oni sts went when they chewed his own product, Can-D

And the rat, unlike everything el se, was genuine. Unlike thenselves; he and this girl--
they were not real, either. At |east not here. Sonewhere their enpty, silent bodies lay like
sacks, discarded by the cerebral contents for the tine being. No doubt their bodies were at Pal ner
Eldritch's Lunar demesne.

"You're Zoe," he said. "Aren't you? This is the way you want to be, a little girl-child
agai n, about eight. Right? Wth Iong blonde hair." And even, he realized, with a different name.

Stiffly, the child said, "There is no one nanmed Zoe."

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

Wth great reluctance the child nodded.

"I's this a special place for you?" he asked. "To which you conme often?"

"This is _ny_ place," the girl said. "No one conmes here without nmy permssion."

"Why did you let nme come here, then?" He knew that she did not Iike him Had not fromthe
very start.

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

"That again," he said, sinply not believing her. "Your father--"

"My father," the child said, "is trying to save us. He didn't want to bring back Chew Z
they made him ChewZ is the agent by which we're going to be delivered over to them You see?"

" How?"
"Because they control these areas. Like this, where you go when you' re given ChewZ."
"You don't seem under any sort of alien control; |ook what you're telling ne."

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

"Prove all this to me," Leo said. "In fact prove any of it, even one part; give ne
sonet hi ng actual to go on."

The suitcase, which he still held, now said, "Wat Mnica says is true, M. Bulero."

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

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

"You did nothing," Leo said. He set the suitcase down. "Dam that Chew Z," he said, to
both of them the suitcase and the girl. "It's nade everything confused; | don't know what the

hell's going on. You' re not Zoe--you don't even know who she is. And you--you're not Dr. Snile,

and you didn't call Barney, and he wasn't talking to Roni Fugate; it's all just a drug-induced

hal luci nation. It's my own fears about Palner Eldritch being read back to ne, this trash about him
bei ng under Prox influence, and you, too. Wio ever heard of a suitcase being dom nated by m nds
froman alien star-systen?" Hi ghly indignant, he wal ked away from t hem

| know what's going on, he realized. This is Palnmer's way of gaining dom nation over ny
mnd; this is a formof what they used to call brai nwashing. He's got me running scared. Carefully
measuring his steps, he continued on without |ooking back

It was a near-fatal nistake. Sonething--he caught sight of it out of the corner of his eye-
-launched itself at his legs; he | eaped aside and it passed him circling back at once as it
reoriented itself, and picked himup again as its prey.

"The rats can't see you," the girl called, "but the glucks can! You better run!"

Wthout clearly seeing it--he had seen enough--he ran.

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

Behind him |eaving the suitcase, the girl ran, too.
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"What about me?" Dr. Snmile called anxiously.
No one came back for him

On the vidscreen the image of Felix Blau said, "I've processed the material you gave ne,
M. Mayerson. It adds up to a convincing case that your enployer M. Bulero--who is also a client
of mine--is at present on a snall artificial satellite orbiting Earth, legally titled Sigm 14-B
| have consulted the records of ownership and it appears to belong to a rocket-fuel nanufacturer
in St. CGeorge, Utah." He inspected the papers before him "Robard Lethane Sal es. Lethane is their
trade-name for their brand of--"

"Ckay," Barney Myerson said. "I'll contact them"™ How in God' s name had Leo Bul ero gotten

t here?

"There is one further item of possible interest. Robard Lethane Sal es incorporated the
same day, four years ago, as Chew Z Manufacturers of Boston. It seenms nore than a coincidence to
ne. "

"What about getting Leo off the satellite?"

"You could file a wit of mandanus with the courts demandi ng--"

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

Felix Blau said, "I can supply you with about a hundred nen, fromvarious offices of ny
organi zation. And you ought to be able to raise fifty nore fromP. P. Layouts. You could try to
i nvest the satellite.”

"And find himdead."

"True." Blau appeared to pout. "Well, you could go to Hepburn-Glbert and plead for UN
assistance. Or try to contact--and this sticks in the craw even worse--contact Pal mer or
what ever's taking Pal mer's place, and deal directly with _it_. See if you can buy Leo back."

Barney cut the circuit. He at once dialed for an outplan line, saying, "Get me M. Pal mer
Eldritch on Luna. It's an energency; |'d like you to hurry it up, mss.”

As he waited for the call to be put through, Roni Fugate said fromthe far end of the
office, "Apparently we're not going to have time to sell out to Eldritch."

"It does look that way." How snoothly it had all been handl ed; Eldritch had let his
adversary do the work. And us, too, he realized, Roni and I; he'll probably get us the sane way.
In fact Eldritch could indeed be waiting for our ffight to the satellite; that would explain his
supplying Leo with Dr. Smle.

"I wonder," Roni said, fooling with the clasp of her blouse, "if we want to work for a man
that clever. If it is a man. It | ooks nore and nore to me as if it's not actually Pal ner who cane
back but one of them | think we're going to have to accept that. The next thing we can | ook
forward to is Chew Z flooding the market. Wth UN sanction." Her tone was bitter. "And Leo, who at
| east is one of us and who just wants to nake a few skins, will be dead or driven out--" She
stared straight ahead in fury.

"Patriotism" Barney said.

"Self-preservation. | don't want to find nyself, sone norning, chewing away on the stuff,
doi ng whatever you do when you chew it instead of Can-D. Going--not to Perky Pat land; that's for
sure."

The vi dphone operator said, "I have a Mss Zoe Eldritch on the line, sir. WII you speak
to her?"

"Ckay, " Barney said, resigned.

A smartly dressed wonan, sharp-eyed, with heavy hair pulled back in a bun, gazed at himin
nm niature. "Yes?"

"This is Mayerson at P. P. Layouts. Wiat do we have to do to get Leo Bul ero back?" He
wai ted. No response. "You do know what |'mtalking about, don't you?" he said.

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

"May | dispatch an official conpany physician to exam ne hinP"

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

"Why didn't you notify us?"

"It just now occurred. My father was about to call. It seenms to be nothing nore than a
reaction to the change of gravity; actually it's very common with ol der persons who arrive here.
W haven't tried to approximate Earth gravity as M. Bulero has at his satellite, Wnnie-ther-Pooh
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Acres. So you see it's really quite sinple." She snmiled slightly. "You'll have himback sonetinme
| ater today at the very latest. Did you suspect sonething else?"

"l suspect,"” Barney said, "that Leo is not on Luna any |longer. That he's on an Earth-
satellite called Sigm 14-B which belongs to a St. George firmthat you own. Isn't that the case?
And what we'll find in your infirmiiy at the denesne will not be Leo Bulero."

Roni stared at him

"You're welcone to see for yourself," Zoe said stonily. "It _is_Leo Bulero, at |east as
far as we know. It's what arrived here with the honeopape reporters.”

"I'"'l'l come to the denmesne,"” Barney said. And knew he was naking a mistake. H s precog
ability told himthat. And, at the far end of the office, Roni Fugate hopped to her feet and stood
rigid; her ability had picked it up, too. Shutting off the vidphone he turned to her and said, "P
P. Layouts enployee conmts suicide. Correct? Or sone such wording. The 'papes tonorrow norning."

"The exact wording--" Roni began

"I don't care to hear the exact wording." But it would be by exposure, he knew. Man's body
found on pedestrian ranp at noon; dead from excessive sol ar radiation. Downtown New York
somewhere. At whatever spot the Eldritch organi zation had dropped himoff. Wuld drop him off.

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

What disturbed himthe nost was the pic on the 'pape page, a close-up view of his sun-
shrivel ed body.

At the office door he stopped and sinply stood.

"You can't go," Roni said.

“"No." Not after previewing the pic. Leo, he realized, will have to take care of hinself.
Returning to his desk he reseated hinself.

"The only problem" Roni said, "is that if he does get back he's going to be hard to
explain the situation to. That you didn't do anything."

"I know." But that was not the only problem in fact that was barely an issue at all.

Because Leo woul d probably not be getting back.

SI X

The gluck had himby the ankle and it was trying to drink him it had penetrated his flesh
with tiny tubes like cilia. Leo Bulero cried out--and then, abruptly, there stood Pal mer Eldritch.

"You were wong," Eldritch said. "I did not find God in the Prox system But | found
sonet hing better." Wth a stick he poked at the gluck; it reluctantly withdrewits cilia, and
contracted into itself until at last it was no |longer clinging to Leo; it dropped to the ground
and travel ed away, as Eldritch continued to prod it. "God," Elditch said, "prom ses eternal life.
| can do better; _|I can deliver it _."

"Deliver it how?" Trenbling and weak with relief, Leo dropped to the grassy soil, seated
hi nsel f, and gasped for breath.

"Through the Iichen which we're narketing under the nane Chew Z," Elditch said. "It bears
very little resenblance to your own product, Leo. Can-D is obsol ete, because what does it do?
Provi des a few nonents of escape, nothing but fantasy. Wwo wants it? Wo needs that when they can
get the genuine thing fromnme?" He added, "W're there, now. "

"So | assuned. And if you imagi ne people are going to pay out skins for an experience like
this--" Leo gestured at the gluck, which still |urked nearby, keeping an eye on both hinself and
Eldritch. "You're not just out of your body; you're out of your nind, too."

"This is a special situation. To prove to you that this is authentic. Nothing excels
physical pain and terror in that respect; the glucks showed you with absolute clarity that this is
_not_ a fantasy. They could actually have killed you. And if you died here that would be it. Not
like Can-D, is it?" Eldritch was pal pably enjoying the situation. "Wen | discovered the lichen in

the Prox system | couldn't believe it. I've lived a hundred years, Leo, already, using it in the
Prox systemunder the direction of their nedical people; I've taken it orally, intravenously, in
suppository form-1've burned it and inhaled the funes, nade it into a water-soluble solution and
boiled it, sniffed the vapors: |'ve experienced it every way possible and it hasn't hurt nme. The

effect on Proxers is minor, nothing like what it does to us; to themit's less of a stinulant than
their very best grade tobacco. Want to hear nore?"

"Not particularly.™

Eldritch seated hinself nearby, rested his artificial armon his bent knees, and idly
swung his stick fromside to side, scrutinizing the gluck, which had still not departed. "Wen we
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return to our forner bodies--you notice the use of the word 'forner,' a termyou wouldn't apply
with Can-D, and for good reason--_you'll find that no tine has passed_. W could stay here fifty
years and it'd be the sane; we'd energe back at the denesne on Luna and find everything unchanged,
and anyone wat ching us would see no | apse of consciousness, as you have with Can-D, no trance, no
stupor. Oh, maybe a flicker of the eyelids. A split second; I'mwlling to concede that."

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

"Qur attitude. Not the quantity taken. W can return whenever we want to. So the anount of
the drug need not be--"

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

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

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

"I willed you to energe here exactly as you are in our universe," Eldritch said. "You see,
that's the point that appealed to Hepburn-Glbert, who of course is a Buddhist. You can
reincarnate in any formyou w sh, or that's wished for you, as in this situation."

"So that's why the UN bit," Leo said. It explained a great deal

"Wth ChewZ one can pass fromlife to life, be a bug, a physics teacher, a hawk, a
protozoon, a sline nold, a streetwalker in Paris in 1904, a--"

"Even," Leo said, "a gluck. Wich one of us is the gluck, there?"

"I told you; | nade it out of a portion of nyself. You could shape sonething. Go ahead--
project a fraction of your essence; it'll take material formon its own. Wiat you supply is the
| ogos. Renenber that?"

"I remenber," Leo said. He concentrated, and presently there formed not far off an

unwi el dy mass of wires and bars and gridlike extensions.

"What the hell is that?" Eldritch demanded.

"A gluck trap."”

Eldritch put his head back and | aughed. "Very good. But please don't build a Pal ner
Eldritch trap; | still have things | want to say." He and Leo watched the gl uck suspiciously
approach the trap, sniffing. It entered and the trap banged shut. The gl uck was caught, and now
the trap dispatched it; one quick sizzle, a small plune of snoke, and the gluck had vani shed.

In the air before Leo a snmall section shimered; out of it emerged a bl ack book, which he
accepted, thunbed through, then, satisfied, put down on his |ap.

"What's that?" Eldritch asked.

"A King Janes Bible. |I thought it mght help protect ne."

"Not here," Elditch said. "This is ny domain." He gestured at the bible and it vani shed.
"You coul d have your own, though, and fill it with bibles. As can everyone. As soon as our
operations are underway. W're going to have |ayouts, of course, but that cones later with our
Terran activities. And anyhow that's a formality, a ritual to ease the transition. Can-D and Chew
Z wll be marketed on the sanme basis, in open conpetition; we'll claimnothing for ChewZ that you
don't claimfor your product. We don't want to scare people away; religion has becone a touchy
subject. It will only be after a fewtries that they realize the two different aspects: the |ack
of a tine |apse and the other, perhaps the nore vital. That it isn't fantasy, that they enter a
genui ne new uni verse."

"Many persons feel that about Can-D," Leo pointed out. "They hold it as an article of
faith that they're actually on Earth.'

"Fanatics," Eldritch said with disgust. "Obviously it's illusion because there is no Perky
Pat and no Walt Essex and anyhow the structure of their fantasy environment is limted to the
artifacts actually installed in their layout; they can't operate the automatic di shwasher in the
kitchen unless a min of one was installed in advance. And a person who doesn't participate can
wat ch and see that the two dolls don't go anywhere; no one is in them It can be denonstrated--"

"But you're going to have trouble convincing those people,"” Leo said. "They' |l stay |oya
to Can-D. There's no real dissatisfaction with Perky Pat; why should they give up--"

“I'"1l tell you," Eldritch said. "Because however wonderful being Perky Pat and Walt is for
a while, eventually they're forced to return to their hovels. Do you know how that feels, Leo? Try
it sonetime; wake up in a hovel on Ganynede after you've been freed for twenty, thirty m nutes.

It's an experience you'll never forget."

" Hm "

"And there's sonething el se--and you know what it is, too. Wien the little period of
escape is over and the colonist returns . . . he's not fit to resune a nornmal, daily life. He's
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denoralized. But if instead of Can-D he's chewed--"

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

A short flight of stairs appeared, leading into a | um nous hoop. The far end of the flight
of stairs could not be seen

"Where does that go?" Eldritch demanded, an irritated expression on his face.

"New York City," Leo said. "It'Il take me back to P. P. Layouts." He rose and wal ked to
the ffight of stairs. "I have a feeling, Eldritch, _that something's wong_ , sonme aspect of this
Chew Z product. And we won't discover what it is until too late." He began clinbing the stairs and
then he renenbered the girl, Monica; he wondered if she was all right, here in Palnmer Eldritch's
worl d. "What about the child?" He stopped his clinb. Below him but seenmingly far off, he could
make out Eldritch, still seated with his stick on the grass. "The glucks didn't get her, did
t hey?"

Eldritch said, "I was the little girl. That's what I'mtrying to explain to you; that's
why | say it means genui ne reincarnation, triunph over death."”

Bl i nki ng, Leo said, "Then the reason she was faniliar--" He ceased, and | ooked agai n.

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

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

Slowy, Leo wal ked back down the stairs and out onto the grass once nore.

The child, Mnica, said, "I'mglad you're not leaving, M. Bulero. It's nice to have
sonmeone snart and evolved like you to talk to." She patted the suitcase resting on the grass
besi de her. "I went back and got him he was terrified of the glucks. | see you found sonething
that woul d handl e them" She nodded toward his gluck trap, which now, enpty, awaited another
victim "Very ingenious of you. | hadn't thought of it; | just got the hell out of there. A
di encephal i ¢ pani c-reaction."

To her Leo said hesitantly, "You're Palnmer, are you? | nmean, down underneath? Actually?"

"Take the medi eval doctrine of substance versus accidents,” the child said pleasantly. "M
accidents are those of this child, but nmy substance, as with the wine and the wafer in
transubstantiation--"

"Ckay," Leo said. "You're Eldritch; | believe you. But | still don't Iike this place.
Those gl ucks--"

"Don't blane themon Chew Z," the child said. "Blame themon me; they're a product of ny

m nd, not of the lichen. Does every new universe constructed have to be nice?_ 1| like glucks in
m ne; they appeal to sonething in ne.
"Suppose | want to construct ny own universe," Leo said. "Maybe there's something evil in

me, too, some aspect of ny personality | don't know about. That woul d cause ne to produce a thing
even nore ugly than what you've brought into being." At least with the Perky Pat |ayouts one was
limted to what one had provided in advance, as Eldritch hinmself had pointed out. And--there was a
certain safety in this.

"Whatever it was could be abolished,” the child said indifferently. "If you found you
didn't like it. And if you did like it--" She shrugged. "Keep it, then. Wiy not? Wo's hurt?
You're alone in your--" Instantly she broke off, clapping her hand to her nouth.

"Alone," Leo said. "You nean each person goes to a different subjective world? It's not
like the layouts, then, because everyone in the group who takes Can-D goes to the |ayout, the men
to Valt, the wonen into Perky Pat. But that neans you're not here.” O, he thought, I'mnot here
But in that case--

The child watched himintently, trying to gauge his reaction

"We haven't taken Chew Z," Leo said quietly. "This is all a hypnogogic, absolutely
artificially induced pseudoenvironment. W' re not anywhere except where we started from we're
still at your demesne on Luna. Chew Z doesn't create any new universe and you know it. There's no
bona fide reincarnation with it. This is all just one big snowjob."

The child was silent. But she had not taken her eyes fromhim her eyes burned, cold and
bright, unwi nking.

Leo said, "Cone on, Pal nmer; what does ChewZ really_ do?"

“I told you." The child's voice was harsh

"This is not even as real as Perky Pat, as the use of our own drug. And even _that_ is
open to the question as regards the validity of the experience, its authenticity versus it as
purely hypnogogi c or hallucinatory. So obviously there won't be any di scussion about this; it's
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patently the latter."

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

"You can't die in a hallucination," Leo said. "Any nore than you can be born again. I'm
goi ng back to P. P. Layouts." Once nore he started toward the stairs.

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

Leo clinmbed the stairs, and passed through the | um nous hoop

Bl i ndi ng, ferociously hot sunlight descended on him he scuttled fromthe open street to a
near by doorway for shelter

A jet cab, fromthe towering high buildings, swooped down, spying him "Aride, sir?
Better get indoors; it's al nost noon."

Gaspi ng, al nmost unable to breathe, Leo said, "Yes, thanks. Take nme to P. P. Layouts." He
unsteadily got into the cab, and fell back at once against the seat, panting in the cool ness
provided by its antithermal shield.

The cab took off. Presently it was descending at the enclosed field of his conpany's
central building.

As soon as he reached his outer office he said to Mss G eason, "CGet hold of Mayerson
Find out why he didn't do anything to rescue nme."

"Rescue you?" M ss deason said, in consternation. "Wat was the matter, M. Bul ero?" She
followed himto the inner office. "Wiere were you and in what way--"

"Just get Mayerson." He seated hinself at his famliar desk, relieved to be back here. The
hell with Palmer Elditch, he said to hinself, and reached into the desk drawer for his favorite
English briar pipe and hal f-pound can of Sail tobacco, a Dutch cavendi sh nix

He was busy lighting his pipe when the door opened and Barney Mayerson appeared, | ooking
sheepi sh and worn.

"Wel |l ?" Leo said. He puffed energetically on his pipe.

Barney said, "I--" He turned to Mss Fugate, who had conme in alter him gesturing, he
turned again to Leo and said, "Anyhow you're back."

"OfF course |'mback. | built nyself a stairway to here. Aren't you going to answer as to
why you didn't do anything? | guess not. But as you say, you weren't needed. |'ve now got an idea
of what this new Chew Z substance is like. It's definitely inferior to Can-D. | have no qualns in

saying that enmphatically. You can tell without doubt that it's merely a hall uci nogenic experience
you' re undergoing. Now let's get down to business. Eldritch has sold ChewZ to the UN by cl ai m ng
that it induces genuine reincarnation, which ratifies the religious convictions of nore than half
t he governi ng nenbers of the General Assenbly, plus that |ndian skunk Hepburn-G | bert hinself.
It's a fraud, because Chew Z doesn't do that. But the worst aspect of ChewZ is the solipsistic
quality. Wth Can-D you undergo a valid interpersonal experience, in that the others in your hove
are--" He paused irritably. "Wat is it, Mss Fugate? Wat are you staring at?"

Roni Fugate murnmured, "I'msorry, M. Bulero, but there's a creature under your desk."

Bendi ng, Leo peered under the desk.

A thing had squeezed itself between the base of the desk and the floor; its eyes regarded
hi m greenly, unwi nking.

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

Barney left the office.

"Danmit, Mss Fugate," Leo said, snoking rapidly on his pipe, "I hate to think what that
is under there. And what it signifies." Because it might signify that Eldritch-- within the little
girl Monica--had been right when she said See if | care. Wit and see where it gets you_.

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

It was even worse than the glucks. He got one good |look at it.

Leo said, "Well, that's that. I"'msorry, Mss Fugate, but you mght as well return to your
office; there's no point in our discussing what actions to take toward the inm nent appearance of
Chew Z on the market. Because |I'mnot talking to anyone; |I'msitting here bl abbing away to

nyself." He felt depressed. Eldritch had himand also the validity, or at |east the seening
validity, of the Chew Z experience had been denonstrated; he hinmself had confused it with the
real. Only the malign bug created by Pal mer Eldritch--deliberately--had given it away.

O herwi se, he realized, I mght have gone on forever.
Spent a century, as Eldritch said, in this ersatz universe.
Jeez, he thought. I"'mlicked. "M ss Fugate," he said, "please don't just stand there; go
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back to your office." He got up, went to the water cooler, and poured hinself a paper cup of
m neral water. Drinking unreal water for an unreal body, he said to hinmself. In front of an unrea
enpl oyee. "M ss Fugate,"” he said, "are you really M. Myerson's m stress?"

"Yes, M. Bulero," Mss Fugate said, nodding. "As | told you

"And you won't be mine." He shook his head. "Because |'mtoo old and too evol ved. You know
-or rather you don't know-that | have at least a linmted power in this universe. | could nmake
over my body, make nyself young." O, he thought, make you ol d. How woul d you |ike that? he
wondered. He dank the water, and tossed the cup in the waste chute; not |ooking at Mss Fugate he
said to hinmself, You' re ny age, Mss Fugate. In fact older. Let's see; you' re about ninety-two,
now. In this world, anyhow, you've aged, here . . . tine has rolled forward for you because you
turned me down and | don't like being turned down. In fact, he said to hinself, you're over one
hundred years old, wthered, juiceless, without teeth and eyes. A thing.

Behi nd him he heard a dry, rasping sound, an intake of breath. And a wavering, shril
voice, like the cry of a frightened bird. "Oh, M. Bulero--"

|'ve changed nmy mind, Leo thought. You' re the way you were; | take it back, okay? He
turned, and saw Roni Fugate or at |east sonething standing there where she had | ast stood. A
spi der web, gray fungoid strands w apped one around another to forma brittle colum that swayed

he saw t he head, sunken at the cheeks, with eyes |ike dead spots of soft, inert white sline

that | eaked out gummy, slow noving tears, eyes that tried to appeal but could not because they
could not make out where he was.

"You're back the way you were,

Leo said harshly, and shut his own eyes. "Tell me when

it's over."
Footsteps. A man's. Barney, re-entering the office. "Jesus," Barney said, and halted.
Eyes shut, Leo said, "lIsn't she back the way she was yet?"

" She?_ Wiere's Roni ? What's this?"

Leo opened his eyes.

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

The thick, oozing naterial of the puddle flowed gradually outward, then shuddered, and
retracted into itself; in the center the fragments of hard gray nmatter swam together, and cohered
into a roughly shaped ball with tangled, matted strands of hair floating at its crown. Vague
eyesockets, enmpty, formed; it was becom ng a skull, but of sonme life-formation to cone: his
unconsci ous desire for her to experience evolution in its horrific aspect had conjured this
nonstrosity into being.

The jaw cl acked, opening and shutting as if jerked by w cked, deeply inbedded wires;
drifting here and there in the fluid of the puddle it croaked, "But you see, M. Bulero, she
didn't live that long. You forgot that." It was, renotely but absolutely, the voice--not of Roni
Fugate-- but Mnica, as if drummng at the far-distant end of a waxed string. "You nade her past
one hundred but she only is going to live to be seventy. So she's been dead thirty years, except
you nmade her alive; that was what you intended. And even worse--" The toothl ess jaw waggl ed and
t he uni nhabited pockets for eyes gaped. "She evolved not while alive but there in the ground." The
skul | ceased piping, then by stages disintegrated; its parts once nore floated away and the
senbl ance of organization again dissipated.

After a time Barney said, "Get us out of here, Leo."

Leo said, "Hey, Palnmer."” Hs voice was uncontrolled, babylike with fear. "Hey, you know
what? | give up; | really do."

The carpet of the office beneath his feet rotted, becane nushy, and then sprouted, grew,
alive, into green fibers; he saw that it was becom ng grass. And then the walls and the ceiling
caved in, collapsed into fine dust; the particles rained noiselessly down |ike ashes. And the
bl ue, cool sky appeared, untouched, above.

Seated on the grass, with the stick in her lap and the suitcase containing Dr. Smile
besi de her, Monica said, "Did you want M. Mayerson to remain? | didn't think so. | let himgo
with the rest that you nade. Okay?" She smiled up at Leo.

"Ckay," he agreed chokingly. Looking around himhe saw now only the plain of green; even
the dust which had conposed P. P. Layouts, the building and its core of people, had vani shed,
except for a dimlayer that remained on his hands, on his coat; he brushed it off, reflexively.

Moni ca said, "Fromdust thou art come, oh man; to dust shalt--'"

"Ckay!" he said loudly. "I get it; you don't have to hammer ne over the noggin with it. So
it was irreal; so what? | nmean, you made your goddam point, Eldritch; you can do anything here you
want, and |I'mnothing, |I'mjust a phantom" He felt hatred toward Palmer Eldritch and he thought,
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If | ever get out of here, if |I can escape fromyou, you bastard

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

Leo said, "Right." He wal ked off a few steps, got out his handkerchi ef, and nopped the
perspiration fromhis upper lip and neck, the hollow beneath his adam s apple where it was so
hard, in the nornings, to shave. Cod, he thought, help me. WII You? And if You do, if You can
reach into this world, I'll do anything, whatever You want; I'mnot afraid now, I'msick. This is
going to kill ny body, even if it's just an ectoplasm c, phantomtype body.

Hunched over, he was sick; he vomted onto the grass. For a long tine--it seened a | ong
tinme--that kept up and then he was better; he was able to turn, and wal k slowy back toward the
seated child with her suitcase.

"Terns," the child said flatly. "We're going to work out an exact business rel ationship
bet ween ny conpany and yours. W need your superb network of ad satellites and your transportation
system of | ate-nodel interplan ships and your God-knows-how extensive plantations on Venus; we
want everything, Bulero. We're going to grow the lichen where you now grow Can-D, ship it in the
same ships, reach the colonists with the sane well-trained, experienced pushers you use, advertise
through pros like Allen and Charlotte Faine. Can-D and ChewZ won't be conpeting because there'll
just be the one product, Chew Z; you're about to announce your retirenent. Understand me, Leo?"

"Sure," Leo said. "I hear."

"WIlIl you do it?"

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

Hi s hands cl osed about her wi ndpi pe; he squeezed. She stared into his face, rigidly, her
mout h pursed, saying nothing, not even trying to struggle, to claw himor get away. He conti nued
squeezing, for atime so long that it seenmed as if his hands had grown fast to her, becone fixed
in place forever, like gnarled roots of some ancient, diseased, but still-living plant.

VWen he |l et go she was dead. Her body settled forward, then twisted and fell to one side,
to come to rest supine on the grass. No blood. No sign even of a struggle, except that her throat
was a dark, nottled, blackish red.

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

But the simulated world remai ned. He had expected it to dwi ndle away as her--Eldritch's--
life dw ndl ed awnay.

Puzzl ed, he stood wi thout nmoving an inch, sneffing the air, listening to a far-off wi nd.
_Not hi ng_ had changed except that the girl had died. Wiy? Wat ailed the basis on which he had
acted? Incredibly, it was wong.

Bendi ng, he snapped on Dr. Snile. "Explain it to me," he said

oligingly, Dr. Snile tinnily declared, "He is dead here, M. Bulero. But at the demesne
on Luna--"

"Ckay," Leo said roughly. "Well, tell me howto get out of this place. How do | get back
to Luna, to--" He gestured. "You know what | nean. Actuality."

"At this monent," Dr. Smile explained, "Palner Eldritch, although considerably upset and
angered, is intravenously providing you with a substance which counters the injectable ChewZ
previously adninistered; you will return shortly."” It added, "That is, shortly, even instantly, in
terns of the time-flowin that world. As to this--" It chuckled. "It could seem | onger."

" _How_ | onger?"

"Ch, years," Dr. Smile said. "But quite possibly |ess. Days? Months? Tine sense is
subjective, so let's see howit feels to you; do you not agree?"

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

"Il keep you conpany,” Dr. Smile said, "if | can. But I'mafraid without M. Eldritch's
ani mating presence--" Its voice, Leo realized, had becone feeble, as well as slowed down. "Nothing
can sustain this world,” it intoned weakly, "but M. Elditch. So | amafraid . "

Its voice faded out entirely.

There was only silence. Even the distant w nd had ceased.

How | ong? Leo asked hinself. And then he wondered if he could, as before, nmke sonething.

Gesturing in the manner of an inspired synmphony conductor, his hands withing, he tried to
create before himin the air a jet cab

At | ast a neager outline appeared. |Insubstantial, it remained w thout color, al npost
transparent; he rose, wal ked closer to it, and tried with all his strength once nore. For a nonent
it seemed to gain color and reality and then suddenly it became fixed; |ike a hard, discarded
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chitinous shell it sagged, and burst. Its sections, only twodi mensi onal at best, blew and
fluttered, tearing into ragged pieces--he turned his back on it and wal ked away in disgust. \Wat a
mess, he said to hinself dismally.

He continued, w thout purpose, to walk. Until he cane, all at once, to sonething in the
grass, sonething dead; he saw it lying there and warily he approached it. This, he thought. The
final indication of what |'ve done.

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

Goi ng on, hands deep in his pockets, he shut his eyes and once nore prayed but this tinme
vaguely; it was only a wish, inchoate, and then it becane clear. 1'mgoing to get himin the real
world, he said to hinself. Not just here, as |'ve done, but as the 'papes are going to report. Not
for nmyself; not to save P. P. Layouts and the Can-D trade. But for--he knew what he neant.
Everyone in the system Because Palner Eldritch is an invader and this is howwe'll all w nd up,
here like this, on a plain of dead things that have become nothing nore than random fragnents;
this is the "reincarnation” that he promni sed Hepburn-G | bert.

For a tine he wandered on and then, by degrees, he nmade his way back to the suitcase which
had been Dr. Snile.

Somet hi ng bent over the suitcase. A human or quasi human fi gure.

Seeing himit at once straightened; its bald head glistened as it gaped at him taken by
surprise. And then it |eaped and rushed off.

A Proxer.
It seened to himas he watched it go that this put everything in perspective. Pal ner
El dritch had peopled his | andscape with things such as this; he was still highly involved with

them even now that he had returned to his hone system This, which had appeared just now, gave an
insight into the man's nmind at the deepest level; and Palmer Eldritch hinmself mght not have known
that he had so popul ated his hallucinatory establishment--the Proxer m ght have been just as much
a surprise to him

Unl ess of course this was the Prox system

Perhaps it would be a good idea to follow the Proxer

He set off in that direction and trudged for what seened to be hours; he saw nothing, only
the grass underfoot, the |level horizon. And then at |ast a shape fornmed ahead; he made for it and
found himself all at once confronting a parked ship. Halting, he regarded it in amazenment. For one
thing it was not a Terran ship and yet it was not a Prox ship either

Sinply, it was not fromeither system

Nor were the two creatures |ounging nearby it Proxers or Terrans; he had never seen such
life forns before. Tall, slender, with reedlike |linbs and grotesque, egg-shaped heads which, even
at this distance, seened oddly delicate, a highly evolved race, he decided, and yet related to
Terrans; the resenbl ance was closer than to the Proxers.

He wal ked toward them hand raised in greeting.

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

"Yeah," the other creature agreed.

"WAit," Leo Bulero said. "You' re speaking the | anguage of Terra, twenty-first-century
Engli sh--so you nust have seen a Terran before."

"Terran?" the one named Alec said. "W're Terrans. Wat the hell are you? A freak that

di ed out centuries ago, that's what. Wl I, nmaybe not centuries but anyhow a long tinme ago."

"An encl ave of themnmust still exist on this moon," the first said. To Leo he said, "How
many dawn nen are there besides you? Cone on, fella; we won't treat you bad. Any wonmen? Can you
reproduce?" To his conpanion he said, "It just seens like centuries. | nean, you've got to

renenber we been evolving in terns of a hundred thousand years at a crack. If it wasn't for
Denknal these dawn nmen would still be--"

"Denkmal ," Leo said. Then this was the end-result of Denkmal's E Therapy; this was only a
little ahead in tinme, perhaps nerely decades. Like themhe felt a gulf of a million years, and yet
it was in fact an illusion; he hinmself, when he finished with his therapy, might resenble these.
Except that the chitinous hide was gone, and that had been one of the prime aspects of the
evolving types. "I go to his clinic," he said to the two of them "Once a week. At Miunich. |'m

evolving; it's working on nme." He came up close to them and studied themintently. "Were's the
hi de?" he asked. "To shield you fromthe sun?"

"Aw, that phony hot period's over," the one naned Al ec said, with a gesture of derision
"That was those Proxers, working with the Renegade. You know. Or maybe you don't."
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"Pal mer Eldritch," Leo said.

"Yeah," Al ec said, nodding. "But we got him Right here on this nmoon, in fact. Nowit's a
shrine--not to us but to the Proxers; they sneak in here to worship. Seen any? W' re supposed to
arrest any we find; this is Sol systemterritory, belongs to the UN "

"What planet's this a noon of ?" Leo asked.

The two evol ved Terrans both grinned. "Terra," Alec said. "It's artificial. Called Sigm
14-B, built years ago. Didn't it exist in your tinme? It nmust have; it's a real old one.

"I think so," Leo said. "Then you can get me to Earth."

"Sure." Both of the evolved Terrans nodded in agreenent. "As a matter of fact we're taking
off in half an hour; we'll take you along--you and the rest of your tribe. Just tell us the
| ocation."

“"I'mthe only one," Leo said testily, "and we would hardly be a tribe anyhow, we're not
out of prehistoric tines." He wondered how he had gotten here to this future epoch. O was this an
illusion, too, constructed by the master hallucinator, Palnmer Eldritch? Wiy should he assune this
was any nore real than the child Mnica or the glucks or the synthetic P. P. Layouts which he had
visited--visited and seen coll apse? This was Palmer Eldritch imagi ning the future; these were
meanderings of his brilliant, creative nmind as he waited at his denesne on Lina for the effects of
the intravenous injection of ChewZ to wear off. Nothing nore.

In fact, even as he stood here, he could see, faintly, the horizon-line through the parked
ship; the ship was slightly transparent, not quite substantial enough. And the two evol ved
Terrans; they wavered in a mild but pervasive distortion which rem nded himof the days when he
had had astigmatic vision, before he had received, by surgical transplant, totally healthy eyes.
The two of them had not exactly | ocked in place

He reached his hand out to the first Terran. "I'd |ike to shake hands with you
Al ec, the Terran, extended his hand, too, with a snile.

Leo's hand passed through Al ec's and energed on the far side.

"Hey," Al ec said, frowning; he at once, pistonlike, wthdrew his hand. "Wat's going on?"
To his companion he said, "This guy isn't real; we should have suspected it. He's a--what did they
used to call then? Fromchew ng that diabolical drug that Eldritch picked up in the Prox system A
_chooser _; that's what. He's a phantasm" He glared at Leo.

"I anP" Leo said feebly, and then realized that Alec was right. H's actual body was on
Luna; he was not really here.

But what did that make the two evol ved Terrans? Perhaps they were not constructs of
Eldritch's busy m nd; perhaps they, alone, were genuinely here. Meanwhile, the one naned Al ec was
now staring at him

"You know," Alec said to his conpanion, "this _chooser_|looks famliar to ne. |'ve seen a
pic in the '"papes of him I'msure of it." To Leo he said, "Wuat's your nane, _chooser? " Hs
stare becane harsher, nore intense.

“I'"'mLeo Bulero," Leo said.

Both the evolved Terrans junped with shock. "Hey," Al ec exclainmed, "no wonder | thought I
recogni zed him He's the guy who killed Palner Eldritch!" To Leo he said, "You're a hero, fella.
bet you don't know that, because you're just a nmere _chooser ; right? And you've conme back here to
haunt this place because this is historically the--"

"He didn't come back," his conpanion broke in. "He's fromthe past."

"He can still come back," Alec said. "This is a second coning for him after his own tine;
he's returned--okay, can | say that?" To Leo he said, "You' ve returned to this spot because of its
association with Palnmer Eldritch's death.” He turned, and started on a run toward the parked ship
"I"'mgoing to tell the 'papes,"” he called. "Maybe they can get a pic of you--the ghost of Sigma 14-
B." He gestured excitedly. "Now the tourists really will want to visit here. But |ook out: nmaybe
Elditch's ghost, his chooser, will show up here, too. To pay you back." At that thought he did not
| ook too pl eased.

Leo said, "Elditch already has."

Al ec halted, then cane slowy back. "He has?" He | ooked around nervously. "Were is he?
Near here?"

"He's dead," Leo said. "I killed him Strangled him" He felt no enotion about it, just
weari ness. How coul d one becone el ated over the killing of any living person, especially a child?

"They've got to re-enact it through eternity," Al ec said, inpressed and w de-eyed. He
shook his great egglike head.

he sai d.

Leo said, "I wasn't re-enacting anything. This was the first tine." Then he thought, And
not the real one. That's still to cone.
"You nean," Alec said slowy, "it--"
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"I've still got to do it," Leo grated. "But one of ny Pre-Fash consultants tells ne it
won't be long. Probably." It was not inevitable and he could never forget that fact. And Eldritch
knew it, too; this would go a long way in explaining Eldritch's efforts here and now. he was
staving off--or so he hoped--his own death.

"Conme on," Alec said to Leo, "and take a | ook at the nmarker comenorating the event." He
and his conpanion |ed the way; Leo, reluctantly, followed. "The Proxers," Alec said over his
shoul der, "al ways seek to--you know. Desiccate this."

"Desecrate,"” his conpani on corrected.

"Yeah," Al ec said, nodding. "Anyhow, here it is." He stopped.

Ahead of themjutted an imtation--but inpressive-- granite pillar; on, it a brass plaque
had been bolted securely at eye-level. Leo, against his better judgment, read the plaque.

IN MEMORIUM 2016 A.D. NEAR THI S
SPOI THE ENEMY OF THE SOL SYSTEM
PALMER ELDRI TCH WAS SLAIN IN FAI R
COVBAT WTH THE CHAMPI ON OF OUR
NI NE PLANETS, LEO BULERO OF TERRA.

"Hoopl a," Leo ejacul ated, inpressed despite hinself. He read it again. And again. "I

he said, half to hinself, "if Palner's seen this."
"If he's a _chooser_," Alec said, "he probably has. The original formof Chew Z produced
what the manufacturer--Eldritch hinself--called 'tinme-overtones.' That's you right now, you occupy

wonder , '

a locus years alter you' re dead. | guess you're dead by now, anyhow. " To his conpani on he said,
"Leo Bulero's dead by now, isn't he?"

"Ch hell, sure," his conmpanion said. "By several decades."

“In fact | think | read--" Al ec began, then ceased, |ooking past Leo; he nudged his

conmpani on. Leo turned to see what it was.

A scraggly, narrow, ungainly white dog was approachi ng.

"Yours?" Al ec asked.

"No," Leo said.

"It looks like a _chooser dog," Alec said. "See, you can look through it a little." The
three of themwatched the dog as it marched up to them then past themto the nonunent itself.

Pi cking up a pebble, Alec chucked it at the dog; the pebble passed through the dog and
| anded in the grass beyond. It was a _chooser_ dog.

As the three of them watched, the dog halted at the nonunment, seenmed to gaze up at the
pl aque for a brief interval, and then it--.

"Defecation!" Alec shouted, his face turning bright red with rage. He ran toward the dog,
waving his arns and trying to kick it, then reaching for the |aser pistol at his belt but m ssing
its handle in his excitenent.

"Desecration," his conpani on corrected.

Leo said, "It's Palner Eldritch.” Eldritch was showing his contenpt for the nmonunent, his
|l ack of fear toward the future. There woul d never be such a nmonunment. The dog leisurely strolled
off, the two evolved Terrans cursing futilely at it as it departed.

"You're sure that's not your dog?" Al ec demanded suspiciously. "As far as | can nake out
you're the only _chooser_ around." He eyed Leo.

Leo started to answer, to explain to themwhat had happened; it was inportant that they
understand. And then wi thout harbinger of any kind the two evol ved Terrans di sappeared; the grassy
pl ai n, the monument, the departing dog--the entire panorana evaporated, as if the nethod by which
it had been projected, stabilized, and maintained had clicked to the off position. He saw only an
enpty white expanse, a focused glare, as if there were nowno 3-D slide in the projector at all
The light, he thought, that underlies the play of phenonena which we call "reality."

And then he was sitting in the barren roomin Pal ner Elditch's demesne on Luna, facing the
table with its el ectronic gadget.

The gadget or contraption or whatever it was said, "Yes, |'ve seen the nmonunment. About 45
percent of the futures have it. Slightly |less than equal chances obtain so I'mnot terribly
concerned. Have a cigar." Once again the nmachine extended a |ighted cigar to Leo.

"No, " Leo said.

“I"'mgoing to let you go," the gadget said, "for a short tine, for about twenty-four
hours. You can return to your little office at your ninuscule conpany on Terra; while you're there
I want you to ponder the situation. Now you' ve seen ChewZ in force; you conprehend the fact that
your antediluvian product Can-D can't even renptely conpare to it. And furthernore--"
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"Bull," Leo said. "Can-D is far superior.”

"Well, you think it over," the electronic contraption said, w th confidence.

"All right,"” Leo said. He stood stiffly. Had he actually been on the artificial Earth-
satellite Sigma i4-B? It was a job for Felix Blau; experts could trace it down. No use worrying
about that now The inmedi ate probl em was serious enough; he still had not gotten out from under
Pal ner Eldritch's control

He coul d escape only when--and if--Eldritch decided to release him That was an
undi sgui sed piece of factual reality, hard as it was to face.

"I"'d like to point out," the gadget said, "that |I've shown nercy to you, Leo. | could have
put an--well, let's say a period to the sentence that constitutes your rather short life. And at
any time. Because of this | expect--1 insist-- that you consider very seriously doing the sane."

"As | said, I'Il think it over," Leo answered. He felt irritable, as if he had dunk too

many cups of coffee, and he wanted to | eave as soon as possible; he opened the door of the room
and nade his way out into the corridor.

As he started to shut the door after himthe el ectronic gadget said, "If you don't decide
tojoin me, Leo, I'mnot going to wait_ . I'mgoing to kill you. | nust, to save ny own self. Do
you under st and?"

"I understand," Leo said, and shut the door after him And | have to, too, he thought.
Must kill you . . . or couldn't we both put it in a less direct way, sonething |like they say about
ani mal s: put you to sleep

And | have to do it not just to save nyself but everyone in the system and that's ny
staff on which I'm | eaning. For exanple, those two evolved Terran soldiers | ran into at the
monunment. For them so they'll have sonething to guard.

Slowmy he wal ked up the corridor. At the far end stood the group of 'pape reporters; they
had not left yet, had not even obtained their interview-alnost no tine had passed. So on that
poi nt Pal mer was right.

Joining the reporters Leo rel axed, and felt considerably better. Maybe he woul d get away,
now, maybe Palnmer Eldritch was actually going to let himgo. He would live to snell, see, drink in
the worl d once nore.

But underneath he knew better. Eldritch would never |et himgo; one of themwould have to
be destroyed, first.

He hoped it would not be hinself. But he had a terrible intuition, despite the nonument,
that it could well be.

SEVEN

The door to Barney Mayerson's inner office, flung open, reveal ed Leo Bul ero, hunched with
weari ness, travelstained. "You didn't try to help ne."

After an interval Barney answered, "That's correct.” There was no use trying to explain
why, not because Leo would fail to understand or believe but because of the reason itself. It was
simply not adequat e.

Leo said, "You are fired, Mayerson."

"Ckay." And he thought, Anyhow |'malive. And if 1'd gone after Leo | wouldn't be, now He
began with nunbed fingers gathering up his personal articles fromhis desk, dropping theminto an
enpty sanpl e case.

"Where's M ss Fugate?" Leo denanded. "She'll be taking your place.” He cane close to
Barney, and scrutinized him "Wy didn't you cone and get ne? Nane ne the goddam reason, Barney."

"I | ooked ahead. It would have cost nme too nuch. My life."

"But you didn't have to cone personally. This is a big conpany--you could have arranged
for a party fromhere, and stayed behind. Ri ght?"

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

"So," Leo said, "you nust have wanted sonmething fatal to happen to ne. No other
interpretation is possible. Maybe it was unconscious. Yes?"

"l guess so," Barney admitted. Because certainly he hadn't been aware of it. Anyhow Leo
was right; why else would he not have taken the responsibility, seen to it that an arned party, as
Felix Blau had suggested, energed fromP. P. Layouts and headed for Luna? It was so obvi ous, now.
So sinple to see.

"I'"ve had a terrible experience,"” Leo said, "in Palner Eldritch's domain. He's a damed
magi ci an, Barney. He did all kinds of things with ne, things you and | never dreaned of. Turned
hinself for instance into a little girl, showed nme the future, only maybe that was unintentional
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made a conpl ete universe up anyhow including a horrible animal called a gluck along with an
illusional New York City with you and Roni. Wat a ness." He shook his head blearily. "Were you
going to go?"

"There's only one place | can go."

"Where's that?" Leo eyed hi m apprehensively.

"Only one other person would have use for ny Pre-Fash talent."

"Then you're ny eneny!"

"I amalready. As far as you' re concerned.” And he was willing to accept Leo's judgment as
fair, Leo's interpretation of his failure to act.

"Il get you, too, then," Leo said. "Along with that nutty magician, that so-called
Pal mer Elditch."”

"Why so-cal |l ed?" Barney glanced up quickly, and ceased his packing.

"Because |'meven nore convinced he's not human. | never did lay eyes on himexcept during
the period under the effect of Chew Z; otherw se he addressed ne through an el ectronic extension."

"Interesting," Barney said.

"Yes, isn't it? And you're so corrupt you' d go ahead and apply to his outfit for a job.
Even though he nmay be a wi g- headed Proxer or sonething worse, sone damm thing that got into his
ship while it was com ng or going, out in deep space, ate him and took his place. If you had seen
t he gl ucks--"

"Then for chrissakes," Barney said, "_don't make ne do this_. Keep me on here."

"I can't. Not after what you failed to do loyalty-wi se.” Leo glanced away, swall ow ng

rapidly. "I wish | wasn't so sore in this cold, reasonable way at you, but--" He clenched his
fists, futilely. "It was hideous; he virtually did it, broke ne. And then | ran onto those two
evol ved Terrans and that helped. Up until Eldritch appeared in the formof a dog that peed on the
monurent . " He grimaced starkly. "I have to admit he denpbnstrated his attitude graphically; there

was no mstaking his contenpt." He added, half to hinmself, "H s belief that he's going to w n,
that he has nothing to fear even after seeing the plaque.”

"Wsh me |uck,"” Barney said. He held out his hand; they briefly, ritualistically shook and
then Barney wal ked fromhis office, past his secretary's desk, out into the central corridor. He
felt hollow, stuffed with sone unoccupied, tasteless waste-material, |ike straw. Nothing nore.

As he stood waiting for the el evator Roni Fugate hurried up, breathless, her clear face
animated with concern. "Barney--he fired you?"

He nodded.

"Ch dear," she said. "Now what?"

"Now, " he said, "over to the other side. For better or worse."

"But how can you and | go on living together, with ne working here for Leo and you--"

"l don't have the foggiest notion," Barney said. The elevator had arrived, self-regulated;
he stepped into it. "I'lIl see you," he said, and touched the button; the doors shut, cutting off
his view of Roni. I'lIl see you in what the Neo-Christians call hell, he thought to hinself.
Probably not before. Not unless this already is, and it nay be, hell right now.

At street level he energed fromP. P. Layouts, and stood under the antithernal protective
shiel d searching for signs of a cab

As a cab halted and he started toward it a voice called to himurgently fromthe entrance
of the building, "Barney, wait."

"You're out of your mind," he said to her. "Go back on in. Don't abandon your buddi ng,
bright career along with what was | eft of mine.”

Roni said, "W were about to work together, renmenber? To as | put it betray Leo; why can't
we go on cooperating now?"

"It's all changed. By ny sick and depraved unwillingness or inability or whatever you care
tocall it to go to Luna and help Leo." He felt differently about hinself, now, and no |onger
viewed hinself in the sanme ultrasynpathetic light. "God, you don't want to stay with me," he said
to the girl. "Soneday you'd be in difficulty and need ny help and I'd do to you exactly what | did
to Leo; I'd let you sink without moving ny right arm"

"But your own life was at--"

"I't always is," he pointed out. "Wen you do anything. That's the nane of the conedy we're
stuck in." It didn't excuse him at least not in his own eyes. He entered the cab, automatically
gave his conapt address, and | ay back agai nst the seat as the cab rose into the fire-drenched
m dday sky. Far bel ow, under the antithernmal curtain, Roni Fugate stood shielding her eyes,
wat chi ng hi m go. No doubt hopi ng he woul d change his mnd and turn back

However, he did not.

It takes a certain anpbunt of courage, he thought, to face yourself and say wi th candor
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I"mrotten. |'ve done evil and | will again. It was no accident; it emanated fromthe true,
aut hentic ne.

Presently the cab began to descend; he reached into his pocket for his wallet and then
di scovered with shock that this was not his conapt building; in panic he tried to figure out where
he was. Then it canme to him This was conapt 492. He had given Enly's address to the cab

Whi sk! Back to the past. Were things made sense. He thought, Wen | had ny career, knew
what | wanted fromthe future, knew even in ny heart what | was willing to abandon, turn against,
sacrifice--and what for. But now

Now he had sacrificed his career, in order as it seened at the tine to save his life. So
by logic he had at that forner time sacrificed Emily to save his life; it was as sinple as that.
Not hi ng could be clearer. It was not an idealistic goal, not the old Puritan, Calvin-style high
duty to vocation; it was nothing nore than the instinct that inhabited and conpelled every
flatwormthat crept. Christ! he thought. |'ve done this: |'ve put nyself ahead first of Enily and
now of Leo. What kind of human am|1? And, as | was honest enough to tell her, next it would be
Roni . Inevitably.

Maybe Emily can help me, he said to hinself. Maybe that's why |'m here. She was al ways
smart about things like this; she saw through the self-justifying delusions that | erected to
obscure the reality inside. And of course that just nade ne nore eager to get rid of her. In fact
that al one was reason enough, given a person like ne. But-- maybe |'m better able to endure it
now.

A few nonents |ater he was at Emily's door, ringing the bell.

If she thinks I should join Palnmer Eldritch's staff | will, he said to hinmself. And if not
then not. But she and her husband are working for Eldritch; how can they, with norality, tell ne
not to? So it was decided in advance. And maybe | knew that, too.

The door opened. Wearing a blue snock stained with both wet and died clay, Enmly stared at
hi m | ar ge- eyed, astoni shed.

"Hi," he said. "Leo fired ne." He waited but she said nothing. "Can | conme in?" he asked

"Yes." She led himinto the apt; in the center of the living roomher famliar potter's
wheel took up, as always, enornmous space. "l was potting. It's nice to see you, Barney. |If you
want a cup of coffee you'll have to--"

"l came here to ask your advice," he said. "But now |'ve decided it's unnecessary." He
wandered to the wi ndow, set his bul ging sanpl e case down, and gazed out.

"Do you mind if I go on working? | had a good idea, or at least it seenmed good at the
tinme." She rubbed her forehead, then massaged her eyes. "Now | don't know . and |I feel so tired.
wonder if it has to do with E Therapy."

"Evol ution therapy? You' re taking that?" He spun at once to scrutinize her; had she
changed physically?

It seened to him-but this was perhaps because he had not seen her for so |ong--that her
features had coarsened.

Age, he thought. But--

"How s it working?" he asked.

"Well, I've just had one session. But you know, nmy mnd feels so nuddy. | can't seemto
think properly; all ny ideas get scranbled up together."

"l think you had better knock off on that therapy. Even if it is the rage; even if it is
what everybody who is anybody does."

"Maybe so. But they seem so satisfied. Richard and Dr. Denknal .
fam liar response. "They'd know, wouldn't they?"

"Nobody knows; it's uncharted. Knock it off. And you always | et people walk all over you."
He made his tone comrandi ng; he had used that tone with her countless tinmes during their years
together, and generally it had worked. Not al ways.

And this tine, he saw, was one of them she got that stubborn | ook in her eyes, the
refusal to be nornmally passive. "I think it's up to nme," she said with dignity. "And | intend to
continue."

Shruggi ng, he roaned about the conapt. He had no power over her; nor did he care. But was
that true? Did he really not care? An image appeared in his nmind, of Enmly devolving. . . and at
the sane time trying to work on her pots, trying to be creative. It was funny--and dreadful

"Listen," he said roughly. "If that guy actually I oves you--"

"But | told you," Enmily said. "It's nmy decision.” She returned to her wheel; a great tal
pot was being thrown, and he wal ked over to get a good look at it. A nice one, he decided. And yet-
-famliar. Hadn't she done such a pot already? He said nothing, however; he nerely studied it.
"What do you suppose you're going to do?" Enmily asked. "Wo could you work for?" She seened

She hung her head, an old
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synpathetic and it made hi mrenmenber how, recently, he had bl ocked the sale of her pots to P. P
Layouts. Easily, she could have held a great aninmpsity toward him but it was typical of her not
to. And of course she knew that it was he who had turned Hnatt down.

He said, "My future may be decided. | got a daft iiotice."

"Good grief. You on Mars; | can't picture it."

"I can chew Can-D," he said. "Only--" Instead of having a Perky Pat |ayout, he thought,
maybe |1'Il have an Enmily layout. And spend tinme, in fantasy, back with you, back to the life
del i berately, noronically, turned ny back on. The only really good period of ny life, when | was
genui nely happy. But of course | didn't knowit, because |I had nothing to conpare it to . . . as |
have now. "lIs there any chance," he said, "that you'd like to cone?"

She stared at himand he stared back, both of them dunfounded by what he had proposed.

"I nmean it," he said.

“"When did you decide that?"

"It doesn't matter when | decided it," he said. "All that matters is that that's how
feel ."

"It also matters how | feel,"” Emly said quietly; she then resuned potting. "And |I'm
perfectly happy narried to Richard. W get along just swell." Her face was placid; beyond doubt
she nmeant every word of it. He was dammed, dooned, consigned to the void which he had hol | owed out
for hinself. And he deserved it. They both knew that, w thout either saying it.

"I guess I'll go," he said.

Emily didn't protest that, either. She merely nodded.

"I hope in the nane of God," he said, "that you' re not devolving. | think you are,
personally. | can see it, in your face for instance. Look in the mrror." Wth that he departed;

the door shut after him Instantly he regretted what he had said, and yet it mnmight be a good thing
it might help her, he thought. Because | could see it. And | don't want that; nobody does.

Not even that jackass of a husband of hers that she prefers over me . . . for reasons |I'll never

know, except perhaps that marriage to himhas the aspect of destiny. She's fated to live with

Ri chard Hnatt, fated never to be nmy wife again; you can't reverse the flow of tine.

You can when you chew Can-D, he thought. O the new product, ChewZ. Al the col onists do.
It's not available on Earth but it is on Mars or Venus or Ganynede, any of the frontier colonies.

If everything else fails, there's that.

And perhaps it already had fail ed. Because--

In the last analysis he could not go to Palnmer Eldritch. Not after what the man had done--
or tried to do--to Leo. He realized this as he stood outdoors waiting for a cab. Beyond himthe
m dday street shinmmered and he thought, Maybe I'I|l step out there. Wuld anyone find ne before
di ed? Probably not. It would be as good a way as any . .

So there goes ny |ast hope of enploynment. It would anuse Leo that |1'd balk here. He'd be
surprised and probably pleased.

Just for the hell of it, he decided, I'lIl call Eldritch, ask him see if he would give ne
a job.

He found a vi dphone booth and put through a call to Eldritch's denesne on Luna.

"This is Barney Myerson," he explained. "Previously top Pre-Fash consultant to Leo
Bul ero; as a matter of fact | was second in command at P. P. Layouts."

Eldritch's personnel manager frowned and said, "Wll? What do you want ?"

“"I"'d like to see about a job with you."

"We're not hiring any Pre-Fash consultants. Sorry."

"Wuld you ask M. Eldritch, please?"

"M. Eldritch has al ready expressed hinself on the matter."

Barney hung up. He left the vidphone boot h.

He was not really surprised.

If they had said, Cone to Luna for an interview, would | have gone? Yes, he realized. I'd
have gone but at sone point |I'd have pulled out. Once | had firmly established that they'd give ne
t he j ob.

Returning to the vidphone booth he called his UN sel ective service board. "This is M.
Barney Mayerson." He gave them his official code-ident nunber. "I received ny notice the other
day. I'd like to waive the formalities and go right in. I'manxious to emgrate."

"The physical can't be bypassed,"” the UN bureaucrat inforned him "Nor can the nental. But
if you choose you may conme by any tinme, right nowif you wi sh, and take both."

"Ckay," he said. "I will."

"And since you are volunteering, M. Mwyerson, you get to pick--"

"Any planet or nmoon is fine with ne," he said. He rang off, left the booth, found a cab
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and gave it the address of the selective service board near his conapt buil ding.

As the cab humed above downt own New York anot her cab rose and zi pped ahead of it, w g-
wagging its side fins in a rocking notion

"They are trying to contact us," the autonomic circuit of his own cab inforned him "Do
you wi sh to respond?"

"No," Barney said. "Speed up." And then he changed his nmind. "Can you ask them who they
are?"

"By radio, perhaps." The cab was silent a noment and then it stated, "They claimto have a
message for you fromPalnmer Eldritch; he wants to tell you that he will accept you as an enpl oyee
and for you not to--"

"Let's have that again," Barney said.

"M. Palmer Elditch, whomthey represent, will enploy you as you recently requested.

Al t hough they have a general rule--"

"Let me talk to them" Barney said.

A m ke was presented to him

"Who is this?" Barney said into it

An unfamiliar man's voice said, "This is Icholtz. From Chew Z Manufacturers of Boston. My
we | and and discuss the matter of your enploynent with our firn®"

“I"'mon nmy way to the draft board. To give nyself up."

"There's nothing in witing, is there? You haven't signed."

"No. "

"Good. Then it's not too late.”

Barney said, "But on Mars | can chew Can-D."

"Why do you want to do that, for godssake?"

"Then | can be back with Enily."

"Who's Emily?"

"My previous wife. Wio | kicked out because she becane pregnant. Now | realize it was the
only happy tine of ny life. In fact | love her nore now than | ever did; it's grown instead of
faded. "

"Look," Icholtz said. "W can supply you with all the ChewZ you want and it's superior

you can live forever in an eternal unchanging perfect now with your ex-wife. So there's no
probl em "

"But maybe | don't want to work for Palmer Eldritch."

"You applied!"

"I've got doubts," Barney said. "Grave ones. | tell you; don't call ne, I'Il call you. If
I don't go into the service." He handed the m ke back to the cab. "Here. Thanks."

"It's patriotic to go into the service," the cab said.

"M nd your own business," Barney said.

"I think you' re doing the right thing," the cab said, anyhow

"If only I had gone to Sigma 14-B to save Leo,"” he said. "O was it Luna? Werever he was;
I can't even renenber now. It all seens like a disfigured dream Anyhowif | had I'd still be
wor ki ng for himand everything would be all right."

"We all make mistakes," the cab said piously.

"But sone of us," Barney said, "nake fatal ones.
children, and then about our enployer, he said to hinself.

The cab hunmed on.

And then, he said to hinself, we nake one | ast one. About our whole life, sunmming it al
up. Whether to take a job with Eldritch or go into the service. And whi chever we choose we can
know t hi s:

It was the wong alternative.

First about our | oved ones, our w fe and

An hour l|ater he had taken his physical; he had passed and thereupon the nmental was
adm ni stered by sonething not unlike Dr. Smile

He passed that, too.

In a daze he took the oath ("I swear to | ook upon Earth as the nother and | eader," etc.)
and then, with a folio of greetings!-type information, was ejected to go back to his conapt and
pack. He had twenty-four hours before his ship left for--wherever they were sending him They had
not as yet uttered this. The notification of destination, he conjectured, probably began, " _ Mene,
mene, tekel ." At least it should, considering the possible choices to which it was limted.

I"'min, he said to hinmself with every sort of reaction: gladness, relief, terror, and then
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the nel ancholy that came with an overwhel ni ng sense of defeat. Anyhow, he thought as he rode back
to his conapt, this beats stepping out into the midday sun, beconing, as they say, a mad dog or an
Engl i shrman.

O didit?

Anyhow, this was slower . It took longer to die this way, possibly fifty years, and that
appeal ed to himnore. But why, he did not know.

However, he reflected, | can always decide to speed it up. On the colony world there are

undoubt edly as many opportunities for that as there are here, perhaps even nore.

Wi | e he was packi ng his possessions, ensconced for the last time in his bel oved, worked-
for conapt, the vidphone rang.

"M. Bayerson--" A girl, sone mnor official of sone sub-front-office departnent of the
UN s col oni zi ng apparatus. _Smiling_.

"Mayerson."

"Yes. What | called for, you see, is to tell you your destination, and--lucky you, M.
Mayerson!--it will be the fertile area of Mars known as Fineburg Crescent. | know you'll enjoy it
there. Well, so goodbye, sir, and good |uck." She kept right on smling, even up until he had cut

off the image. It was the snile of soneone who was not going.

"Good luck to you, too," he said.

Fi neburg Crescent. He had heard of it; relatively, it actually was fertile. Anyhow the
coloni sts there had gardens: it was not, |ike sone areas, a waste of frozen nethane crystals and
gas descending in violent, ceaseless stornms year in, year out. Believe it or not he could go up to
the surface fromtime to tinme, step out of his hovel

In the corner of the living roomof his conapt rested the suitcase containing Dr. Snile
he switched it on and said, "Doctor, you'll have a bit of trouble believing this, but |I have no
further need of your services. Goodbye and good luck, as the girl who isn't going said." He added
by way of explanation, "I volunteered."

"Cdryxxxxx," Dr. Smile blared, slipping a cog down below in the conapt building' s
basenment. "But for your type--that's virtually inpossible. Wat was the reason, M. Myerson?”

"The death wi sh," he said, and shut the psychiatrist off; he resuned his packing in
silence. God, he thought. And a little while ago Roni and | had such big plans; we were going to
sell out Leo on a grand scale, go over to Eldritch with an enornous splash. \Wat happened to al
that? I'lIl tell you what happened, he said to hinself; Leo acted first.

And now Roni has ny job. Exactly what she wanted.

The nore he thought of it the angrier it nmade him in a baffled sort of way. But there was
not hi ng he could do about it, at least not in this world. Maybe when he chewed Can-D or Chew Z he
coul d inhabit a universe where--

There was a knock at the door

"Hi," Leo said. "Can | cone in?" He entered the apt, w ping his imense forehead with a
f ol ded handkerchief. "Hot day. | looked in the 'pape and it's gone up six-tenths of--"

"If you came to offer me ny job back," Barney said, pausing in his packing, "it's too late
because |'ve entered the service. |'mleaving tonorrow for the Fineburg Crescent." It would be a
final irony if Leo wanted to nmake peace; the ultimate turn of the blind wheels of creation

"I"'mnot offering you your job back. And |I know you've been inducted; |'ve got informants
in the selective service and anyhow Dr. Snile notified ne. | was paying him-you didn't know this

of course--to report to me on your progress in declining under stress.”

"What do you want, then?"

Leo said, "I want you to accept a job with Felix Blau. It's all worked out."

"The rest of ny life," Barney said quietly, "will be spent at Fineburg Crescent. Don't you
under st and?"

"Take it easy. I'mtrying to nake the best of a bad situation and you'd better, too. Both
of us acted too hastily, nme in firing you, you in giving yourself up to your Dracul a-type
sel ective service board. Barney, | think I know a way to ensnare Palnmer Eldritch. |'ve hashed it
out with Blau and he likes the idea. You're to pose as a colonist--" Leo corrected hinself. "O

rat her go ahead, |ive your actual colonist-type life, beconme one of the group. Now, one of these
days, probably in the next week, Eldritch is going to start peddling ChewZ in your area. They nmay
ri ght away approach you; anyhow we hope so. We're counting on it."

Barney rose to his feet. "And |I'm supposed to junmp to and buy."

"Right."

"\ 2"

"You file a conplaint--our legal boys will draw it up for you--with the UN. Declaring that
t he goddam mi serabl e unholy crap produced highly toxic side effects in you; never mind what, now.
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W'l escalate you into a test case, conpel the UN to ban Chew Z as harnful, dangerous--we'll keep
it off Terra conpletely. Actually it's ideal, you quitting your job with P.P. and going into the
service; it couldn't have happened at a better tine."

Bar ney shook hi s head.

"What's that mean?" Leo said.

“I"'mout of it."

n \le?ll
Bar ney shrugged. Actually he did not know. "After the way | let you down--"
"You pani cked. You didn't know what to do; it's not your job. | should have had Snile

contact the head of our conpany police, John Seltzer. Al right, so you nade a nistake. It's
over."

"No," Barney said. Because, he thought, of what | |learned fromit about nmyself; | can't
forget that. Those insights, they only go one way, and that's straight at your heart. And they're
poi son-fill ed.

"Don't brood, for chrissakes. | nmean, it's norbid; you still have a whole lifetinme ahead,
even if it is at Fineburg Crescent; | nean, you' d probably have been drafted anyhow. Ri ght? You
agree?" Agitated, Leo paced about the living room "Wat a ness. Al right, don't help us out; |et
Eldritch and those Proxers do whatever it is they're up to, taking over the Sol systemor even
worse, the entire universe, starting with us." He halted, glared at Barney.

"Let me--think it over."

"Wait'll you take ChewZ. You'll find out. It's going to contamnate us all, starting
i nside and working to the surface--it's utter derangenent."” Weezing with exertion, Leo paused to
cough violently. "Too nmany cigars," he said, weakly. "Jeez." He eyed Barney. "The guy's given ne a
day, you know that? |'m supposed to capitulate and if not--" He snapped his fingers.

"I can't be on Mars that soon," Barney said. "Let alone be set up to buy a bindle of Chew
Z froma pusher."

"I know that." Leo's voice was hard. "But he can't destroy me that soon; it'll take him
weeks, maybe even nonths. And by then we'll have sonmeone in the courts who can show danages. |
recogni ze this doesn't sound to you |like nuch, but--"

Barney said, "Contact ne when |'mon Mars. At ny hovel ."

“I"1l do that! I'lIl do that!" And then, half to hinself, Leo said, "And it'll give you a
reason.”

" Par don?"

"Not hi ng, Barney."

"Explain."

Leo shrugged. "Hell, | know the spot you're in. Roni's got your job; you were right. And
had you traced; | know you went beeline-wise to your ex. You still love her and she won't come
with you, will she? | know you better than you know yourself. | know exactly why you didn't show

up to bail me out when Pal mer had me; your whole life has led up to your replacing me and now
that's col |l apsed, you have to start over with sonething new. Too bad, but you did it to yourself,

by overreaching. See, | don't plan to step aside, never did. You're good, but not as an executive,
only as a Pre-Fash boy; you're too petty. Look at how you turned down those pots of Richard
Hnatt's. That was a dead gi veaway, Barney. |'msorry."

"Ckay," Barney said finally. "Possibly you're right."

"Well, so you learned a | ot about yourself. And you can start again, Fineburg Crescent-
wi se."” Leo sl apped himon the back. "Beconme a | eader in your hovel; nake it creative and
producti ve or whatever hovels do. And you'll be a spy for Felix Blau; that's big-tinme."

Barney said, "I could have gone over to Eldritch."

"“Yeah, but you didn't. Who cares what you _night_ have done?"

"You think I did the right thing to volunteer for the service?"

Leo said quietly, "Fella, what the hell else could you do?"

There was no answer to that. And they both knew it.

"When the urge strikes you," Leo said, "to feel sorry for yourself, remenber this. _Palner
Eldritch wants to kill me_ . . . I'"'ma lot worse off than you."

"l guess so." It rang true, and he had one nore intuition to acconpany that.

Hi s situation would becone the sane as Leo's the nonment he initiated litigation against
Pal mer Eldritch.

He did not look forward to it.

That night he found hinmself on a UN transport sighted on the planet Mars as its
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destination. In the seat next to himsat a pretty, frightened, but desperately cal m darkhaired
girl with features as sharply etched as those of a nagazi ne nodel. Her nane, she told him al nost
as soon as the ship had attained escape velocity--she was patently eager to break her tension by
conversation with anyone, on any topic--was Anne Hawt horne. She coul d have avoi ded the draft, she
declared a trifle wistfully, but she hadn't; she believed it to be her patriotic duty to accept
the chilling UN greetings! summons.

"How woul d you have avoided it?" he asked, curious.

"A heart murmur," Anne said. "And an arrhythmi a, paroxysmal tachycardia."

"How about premature contractions such as auricular, nodal, and ventricular, auricular
tachycardia, auricular flutter, auricular fibrillation, not to mention night cranps?" Barney
asked, having hinself |ooked--w thout result--into the topic.

"I could have produced docunents from hospitals and doctors and insurance conpani es

testifying for me." She gl anced himover, up and down, then, very interestedly, "It sounds as if
you coul d have gotten out, M. Payerson."
"Mayerson. | volunteered, Mss Hawthorne." But | couldn't have gotten out, not for |ong,

he said to hinself.

"They're very religious in the colonies. So | hear, anyhow What denonination are you, M.
Mayer son?"

"Un " he said, stuck

"I think you' d better find out before we get there. They'Il ask you and expect you to
attend services." She added, "It's primarily the use of that drug--you know. Can-D. It's brought
about a lot of conversions to the established churches . . . although many of the colonists find
inthe drug itself a religious experience that's adequate for them | have relatives on Mars; they
wite ne so | know |'mgoing to the Fineburg Crescent; where are you goi ng?"

Up the creek, he thought. "The sane," he said, aloud.

"Possibly you and I'lIl be in the sane hovel ," Anne Hawt horne said, with a thoughtfu
expression on her precisely cut face. "I belong to the Reformed Branch of the NeoAmerican Church
the New Christian Church of the United States and Canada. Actually our roots are very old: in A D
300 our forefathers had bishops that attended a conference in France; we didn't split off fromthe
other churches as late as everyone thinks. So you can see we have Apostolic Succession." She
smiled at himin a solem, friendly fashion

"Honest," Barney said. "I believe it. Watever that is."

"There's a Neo- Anerican mission church in the Fineburg Crescent and therefore a vicar, a
priest; | expect to be able to take Holy Communi on at | east once a nonth. And confess twi ce a
year, as we're supposed to, as |'ve been doing on Terra. Qur church has nmany sacranments . . . have

you taken either of the two Greater Sacranents, M. Myerson?"

"Uh--" he hesitated.

"Christ specified that we observe two sacranents,” Anne Hawt horne expl ai ned patiently.
"Baptism-by water--and Holy Comruni on. The latter in nmenory of Hm. . . it was inaugurated at
the Last Supper.”

"Ch. You nean the bread and the wine."

"You know how the eating of Can-D translates--as they call it--the partaker to another
world. It's secular, however, in that it's tenporary and only a physical world. The bread and the
W ne--"

"I"'msorry, Mss Hawt horne," Barney said, "but I'mafraid | can't believe in that, the
body and bl ood business. It's too nystical for ne."” Too much based on unproved prem ses, he said
to hinmsel f. But she was right; sacral religion had, because of Can-D, becone common in the col ony
noons and pl anets, and he woul d be encountering it, as Anne said.

"Are you going to try Can-D?" Anne asked.

"Sure."

Anne said, "You have faith in that. And yet you know that the Earth it takes you to isn't
the real one.”

"I don't want to argue it,"'

"So are dreans."

"But this is stronger," he pointed out. "Clearer. And it's done in--" He had started to
say _conmunion_. "lIn conmpany with others who really go along. So it can't be entirely an illusion.
Dreans are private; that's the reason we identify themas illusion. But Perky Pat--"

"I't would be interesting to know what the people who nake the Perky Pat |ayouts think
about it all,"” Anne said reflectively.

"I can tell you. To themit's just a business. As probably the manufacture of sacranenta
wi ne and wafers is to those who--"

he said. "It's experienced as real; that's all | know "
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"If you're going to try Can-D," Anne said, "and put your faith for a newlife into it, can
| induce you to try baptismand confirmation into the Neo-American Christian Church? So you coul d
see if your faith deserves to be put into that, too? O the First Revised Christian Church of
Eur ope whi ch of course al so observes the two Greater Sacranents. Once you've participated in Holy
Conmuni on--"

"I can't," he said. | believe in Can-D, he said to hinself, and, if necessary, Chew Z. You
can put your faith in sonmething twenty-one centuries old; I'll stick with sonething new And that
is that.

Anne said, "To be frank, M. Myerson, | intend to try to convert as many colonists as

possi ble away from Can-D to the traditional Christian practices; that's the central reason |
declined to put together a case that would exempt me fromthe draft." She smiled at him a lovely
smile which, in spite of hinmself, warned him "Is that wong? |'Il tell you frankly: | think the
use of Can-D indicates a genui ne hunger on the part of these people to find a return to what we in
t he Neo- Anerican Church--"

"I think," Barney said, gently, "you should let these people alone."” And ne, too, he
thought. 1've got enough troubles as it is; don't add your religious fanaticismand nmake it worse.
But she did not look like his idea of a religious fanatic, nor did she talk |like one. He was
puzzl ed. Wiere had she gotten such strong, steady convictions? He could imagine it existing in the
col oni es, where the need was so great, but she had acquired it on Earth.

Therefore the exi stence of Can-D, the experience of group translation, did not fully
explain it. Mybe, he thought, it's been the transition by gradual stages of Earth to the hell-

li ke bl asted wastel and which all of themcould foresee--hell, experience!--that had done it; the
hope of another life, on different terns, had been reawakened.

Mysel f, he thought, the individual |'ve been, Barney Mayerson of Earth, who worked for P
P. Layouts and lived in the renown conapt building with the unlikely | ow nunber 33, is dead. That
person is finished, wiped out as if by a sponge

_Whether | like it or not i've been born again_.

"Being a colonist on Mars,"” he said, "isn't going to be like living on Terra. Maybe when |

get there--" He ceased; he had intended to say, Maybe I'l|l be nore interested in your dogmatic
church. But as yet he could not honestly say that, even as a conjecture; he rebelled froman idea
that was still foreign to his makeup. And yet--

"Go ahead," Anne Hawt horne said. "Finish your sentence."
"Talk to me again," Barney said, "when |'ve lived down in the bottom of a hovel on an

alien world for a while. Wien |'ve begun ny new life, if you can call it alife, as a colonist."
H's tone was bitter; it surprised him the ferocity . . . it bordered on being anguish, he
realized with shane.

Anne said placidly, "Al right. 1'll be glad to."

After that the two of themsat in silence; Barney read a homeopape and, beside him Anne
Hawt horne, the fanatic girl nissionary to Mars, read a book. He peered at the title, and saw t hat
it was Eric Lederman's great text on colonial living, _Pilgrimw thout Progress_. God knew where
she had gotten a copy; the UN had condemmed it, nmade it incredibly difficult to obtain. And to
read a copy of it here on a UN ship--it was a singular act of courage; he was inpressed.

@ ancing at her he realized that she was really overwhelmngly attractive to him except
that she was just a little too thin, wore no nakeup, and had as nuch of her heavy dark hair as
possi bl e covered with a round, white, veil-like cap; she | ooked, he decided, as if she were
dressed for a long journey which would end in church. Anyhow he |iked her manner of speaking, her
conpassi onate, nodul ated voice. Whuld he run into her again on Mars?

It cane to himthat he hoped so. In fact--was this inproper?--he hoped even to find
hi msel f participating with her in the corporate act of taking Can-D

Yes, he thought, it's inproper because | know what | intend, what the experience of
translation with her would signify to ne.

He hoped it anyhow.

El GHT

Ext endi ng his hand, Norm Schein said heartily, "H there, Mayerson; |'mthe official
greeter fromour hovel. Wl cone--ugh--to Mars."

"I"'mFran Schein,” his wife said, also shaking hands wi th Barney Mayerson. "W have a very
orderly, stable hovel here; | don't think you'll find it too dreadful." She added, half to
hersel f, "Just dreadful enough." She sniled, but Mayerson did not smile back; he | ooked grim
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tired, and depressed, as nost new colonists did on arrival to a life which they knew was difficult
and essentially meaningless. "Don't expect us to sell you on the virtues of this," she said.
"That's the UN s job. W' re nothing nore than victins |ike yourself. Except that we've been here a
while."

"Don't nmake it sound so bad," Norm said in warning.

"But it is," Fran said. "M . Myerson is facing it; he isn't going to accept any pretty
story. Right, M. Myerson?"

"I could do with a little illusion at this point," Barney said as he seated hinmself on a
metal bench within the hovel entrance. The sand-pl ow whi ch had brought him neanwhile, unloaded
his gear; he watched dully.

"Sorry," Fran said.

"Ckay to snpke?" Barney got out a package of Terran cigarettes; the Scheins stared at them
fixedly and he then offered them each a chance at the pack, guiltily.

"You arrived at a difficult time," Norm Schein explained. "W're right in the mddle of a

debate." He glanced around at the others. "Since you re now a nmenber of our hovel | don't see why
you shouldn't be brought into it; after all it concerns you, too."
Tod Morris said, "Maybe he'll--you know. Tell."

"W can swear himto secrecy,
M. GCeyerson--"

"Mayerson," Barney corrected.

"--Has to do with the drug Can-D, which is the old reliable translating agent we' ve
depended on, versus the newer, untried drug ChewZ;, we're debating whether to drop Can-D once and
for all and--"

"Wait until we're below, " Norm Schein said, and scow ed.

Seating hinself on the bench beside Barney Mayerson, Tod Mrris said, "Can-D is kaput;
it's too hard to get, costs too many skins, and personally I'mtired of Perky Pat--it's too

Sam Regan said, and his wife Mary nodded. "CQur discussion

artificial, too superficial, and matterialistality in--pardon; that's our word here for--" He
groped in difficult explanation. "Well, it's apartnents, cars, sunbathing on the beach, ritzy
clothes . . . we enjoyed it for a while, but it's not enough in sone sort of unmatterialistality
way. You see at all, Mayerson?"

Norm Schei n said, "Ckay, but Mayerson here hasn't had that; he isn't jaded. Maybe he'd
appreci ate going through all that."

"Li ke we did," Fran agreed. "Anyhow, we haven't voted; we haven't deci ded which we're
going to buy and use fromnow on. | think we ought to let M. Myerson try both. O have you
already tried Can-D, M. Mayerson?"

"I did," Barney said. "But a long tinme ago. Too long for ne to renenber clearly." Leo had
given it to him and offered himnore, big amounts, all he wanted. But he had declined; it hadn't
appeal ed to him

Norm Schein said, "This is rather an unfortunate wel come to our hovel, I'mafraid, getting
you enbroiled in our controversy like this. But we've run out of Can-D; we either have to restock
or switch: this is the critical nonent. O course the Can-D pusher, Inpy Wite, is after us to
reorder through her. . . by the end of tonight we'll have deci ded one way or another. And it will
affect all of us . . . for the rest of our lives."

"So be glad you didn't arrive tonorrow," Fran said. "After the vote is taken." She snmled
at him encouragingly, trying to nake himfeel welcone; they had little to offer himexcept their
mut ual bond, the fact of their rel atedness one to another, and this was extended now to him

What a place, Barney Mayerson was thinking to hinself. _The rest of nmy life_ . . . it
seened i npossi bl e, but what they said was true. There was no provision in the UN sel ective service
Il aw for nmustering out. And the fact was not an easy one to face; these people were the
bodycorporate for himnow, and yet--how nuch worse it could be. Two of their wonen seened
physically attractive and he could tell--or believed he could--that they were, so to speak
interested; he sensed the subtle interaction of the manifold conplexities of the interpersona
rel ati onships which built up in the cranped confines of a single hovel. But--

"The way out," Mary Regan said quietly to him seating herself on the side of the bench

opposite Tod Morris, "is through one or the other of the translating drugs, M. Myerson
O herwi se, as you can see--" She put her hand on his shoul der; the physical touch was there
already. "It would be inpossible. W'd sinmply wind up killing one another in our pain."

"Yes," he said. "I see.” But he had not learned that by coming to Mars; he had, like every
other Terran, known that early in life, heard of colony life, the struggle against the lure of
internecine termnation to it all in one swift surrender

No wonder induction was fought so rabidly, as had been the case with himoriginally. It
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was a fight to hold onto life.

"Tonight," Mary Regan said to him "we'll procure one drug or the other; Inmpy will be
stoppi ng by about 7 P.M, Fineburg Crescent tinme; the answer will have to be in by then."

"I think we can vote now," Norm Schein said. "I can see that M. Myerson, even though
he's just arrived, is prepared. AmI| right, Mayerson?"

"Yes," Barney said. The sand-dredge had conpleted its autononic task; his possessions sat
in a neager heap, and | oose sand bill owed across themalready--if they were not taken bel ow t hey
woul d succunb to the dust, and soon. Hell, he thought; maybe it's just as well. Ties to the past

The other hovelists gathered to assist him passing his suitcases fromhand to hand, to
the conveyer belt that serviced the hovel below the surface. Even if he was not interested in
preserving his forner goods they were; they had a know edge superior to his.

“"You learn to get by fromday to day," Sam Regan said synpathetically to him "You never
think in longer terms. Just until dinner or until time for bed; very finite intervals and tasks
and pl easures. Escapes."

Tossing his cigarette away, Barney reached for the heaviest of his suitcases. "Thanks." It
was profound advice.
"Excuse me," Sam Regan said with polite dignity and went to pick up the discarded

cigarette for hinself.

Seated in the hovel -chanber adequate to receive themall, the collective nenbers,

i ncl udi ng new Barney Myerson, prepared to solemmly vote. The time: six o' clock, Fineburg Crescent
reckoni ng. The evening neal, shared as was customary, was over; the dishes now |ay | athered and
rinsed in the proper nmachine. No one, it appeared to Barney, had anything to do now, the weight of
enpty tinme hung over them all

Examining the coll ection of votes, Norm Schein announced, "Four for Chew Z. Three for Can-
D. That's the decision, then. Ckay, who wants the job of telling Inpy Wite the bad news?" He
peered around at each of them "She's going to be sore; we better expect that."

Barney said, "I'll tell her."

Ast oni shed, the three coupl es who conprised the hovel's inhabitants in addition to hinself
stared at him "But you don't even know her," Fran Schein protested.

"Il say it's ny fault," Barney said. "That | tipped the bal ance here to Chew Z." They
woul d et him he knew, it was an onerous task.

Hal f an hour later he lounged in the silent darkness at the lip of the hovel's entrance,
snoking and listening to the unfam liar sounds of the Martian night.

Far of f some lunary object streaked the sky, passing between his sight and the stars. A
monent |ater he heard retrojets. Soon, he knew, he waited, arnms folded, nore or |ess rel axed,
practicing what he intended to say.

Presently a squat female figure dressed in heavy coveralls trudged into view "Schein?

Morris? Well, Regan, then?" She squinted at him using an infrared lantern. "I don't know you."
Warily, she halted. "I have a laser pistol.” It nmanifested itself, pointed at him "Speak up."
Barney said, "Let's nove off out of earshot of the hovel."
Wth extrenme caution |Inpatience Wite acconpanied him still pointing the |aser pisto

nmenaci ngly. She accepted his ident-pak, reading it by nmeans of her lantern. "You were with
Bul ero," she said, glancing up at him appraisingly. "So?"

"So," he said, "we're switching to ChewZ, we at Chicken Pox Prospects."

" \Why?_ "

"Just accept it and don't push any farther here. You can check with Leo at P.P. O through
Conner Freeman on Venus."

"I will," Inpatience said. "ChewZ is garbage; it's habitform ng, toxic, and what's worse
|l eads to lethal, escape-dreans, not of Terra but of--" She gestured with the pistol. "G otesque,
baroque fantasies of an infantile, totally deranged nature. Explain to ne why this decision."

He said nothing; he merely shrugged. It was interesting, however, the ideol ogical devotion
on her part; it anmused him In fact, he reflected, its fanaticismwas in sharp contrast to the
attitude which the girl mssionary aboard the Terra--Mars ship had shown. Evidently subject natter
had no bearing; he had never realized this before.

"I'l'l see you tonorrow night at this same tinme," Inpatience Wite decided. "If you're
being truthful, fine. But if you're not--"

"What if I'mnot?" he said slowy, deliberately. "Can you force us to consume your
product? After all, it is illegal; we could ask for UN protection."
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"You're new. " Her scorn was enornpus. "The UNin this region is perfectly aware of the Can-

Dtraffic; | pay a regular stipend to them to avoid interference. As far as Chew Z goes--" She
gestured with her gun. "If the UNis going to protect them and they're the com ng thing--"
"Then you'll go over to them" Barney said.

She did not answer; instead she turned and strode off. Al nbst at once her short shape
vani shed into the Martian night; he renained where he was and then he nade his way back to the
hovel , orienting hinself by the | oom ng, opaque shape of a huge, apparently discarded tractortype
farm machi ne parked cl ose by.

"Wel 1 ?" Norm Schein, to his surprise, said, nmeeting himat the entrance. "I came up to see
how many hol es she had | asered in your cranium™

"She took it philosophically."

"l mpy White?" Norm | aughed sharply. "It's a nmillionskin business she runs--
" philosophically' my ass. Wat really happened?"
Barney said, "She'll be back after she gets instructions fromabove." He began to descend

into the hovel

"Yeah, that makes sense; she's small-fry. Leo Bulero, on Terra--"

"I know." He saw no reason to conceal his previous career; in any case it was public
record; the hovelists would run across the datumeventually. "I was Leo's Pre-Fash consultant for
New Yor k. "

"And you voted to switch to Chew Z?" Norm was incredul ous. "You had a falling-out with
Bul ero, is that right?"

"I"l'l tell you sonetine." He reached the bottomof the ranp and stepped out into the
comunal chanber where the others waited

Wth relief Fran Schein said, "At |east she didn't stew you with that little |aser pistol
she waves around. You nust have outstared her."

"Are we rid of her?" Tod Morris asked.

"Il have that news tonorrow night," Barney said.

Mary Regan said to him "W think you re very brave. You're going to give this hovel a
great deal, M. Mayerson. Barney, | nean. To mi x a netaphor, a good sw ft goose to our norale."

"My, ny," Helen Morris nocked. "Aren't we getting a little inelegant in our dithering
attenpt to inpress the new citizen?"

Fl ushing, Mary Regan said, "I wasn't trying to inpress him"

"Flatter him then," Fran Schein said softly.

"You, too," Mary said with anger. "You were the first to fawn over hi mwhen he stepped off
that ranmp--or anyhow you wanted to; you would have, if we hadn't all been here. If your husband
especially hadn't been here."

To change the subject, Norm Schein said, "Too bad we can't transl ate ourselves tonight,
get out the good old Perky Pat |ayout one final tine. Barney nmight enjoy it. He could at |east see
what he's voted to give up." Meaningfully, he gazed fromone of themto the next, pinning each
down. "Now cone on . . . surely one of you has sone Can-D you've held back, staffed in a crack in
the wall or under the septic tank for a rainy year. Aw, cone on; be generous to the new citizen
show himyou're not--"

"Ckay," Helen Morris burst in, flushed with sullen resentnment. "I have a little, enough
for three-quarters of an hour. But that's absolutely all, and suppose that ChewZ isn't ready for
distribution in our area yet?"

"Get your Can-D," Norm said. As she departed he said, "And don't worry; _ChewZ is here_.
Today when | was picking up a sack of salt fromthat last UNdrop | ran into one of their pushers.
He gave ne his card." He displayed the card. "All we need do is light a commobn strontiumnitrate
flare at 7:30 P.M and they'll be down fromtheir satellite--"

"Satellite!" Everyone squawked in amazenent. "Then," Fran said excitedly, "it nust be UN
sanctioned. O do they have a layout and the disc jockeys on the satellite advertise their new
m ns?"

"I don't know, yet," Normadnitted. "I nean, at this point there's a |ot of confusion
Wait' Il the dust settles.”
"Here on Mars," Sam Regan said hollowy, "it'll never settle."”

They sat in a circle. Before themthe Perky Pat |ayout, conplete and el aborate, beckoned;
they all felt its pull, and Norm Schein reflected that this was a sentinmental occasion because
they woul d never be doing this again . . . unless, of course, they did it--nade use of the |ayout--
with Chew Z. How woul d that work out? he wondered. Interesting
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He had a feeling, unaccountably, that it would not be the sane.

And--they might not like the difference

"You understand,” Sam Regan said to the new nenber Barney Mayerson, "that we're going to
spend the translated period listening to and watching Pat's new Great Books ani nator--you know,
the device they've just brought out on Terra . . . you're surely nore famliar with it than we
are, Barney, so maybe you ought to explain it to us."

Barney, dutifully, said, "You insert one of the Great Books, for instance _Mby Dick_,
into the reservoid. Then you set the controls for _long_ or _short_. Then for _funny_ version, or
_same-as-book_ or _sad_ version. Then you set the style-indicator as to which classic Geat Artist
you want the book animated like. Dali, Bacon, Picasso . . . the nediumpriced G eat Books ani mator
is set up to render in cartoon formthe styles of a dozen systemfanous artists; you specify which
ones you want when you originally buy the thing. And there are options you can add | ater that
provi de even nore."

"Terrific," Norm Schein said, radiating enthusiasm "So what you get is a whole evening' s
entertainnent, say _sad_ version in the style of Jack Wight of like for instance Vanity Fair _.
Vow! "

Si ghing, Fran said dreamly, "How it nust have resounded in your soul, Barney, to have
lived so recently on Terra. You seemto carry the vibrations with you still."

"Heck, we get it all,"” Normsaid, "when we're translated." Inpatiently he reached for the
undersi ze supply of Can-D. "Let's start." Taking his own slice he chewed with vigor. "The G eat
Book I"'mgoing to turn into a fulllength _funny_ cartoon version in the style of De Chirico wll
be--" He pondered. "1Jm _The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius_."

"Very witty," Helen Murris said cuttingly. "I was going to suggest Augustine's
_Confessions_ in the style of Lichtenstein--_funny_, of course.”

“I mean it! Inagine: the surrealistic perspective, deserted, ruined buildings with Done
columms lying on their sides, hollow heads--"

"Everybody el se better get chewing," Fran advised, taking her slice, "so we'll be in
synch. "

Barney accepted his. The end of the old, he reflected as he chewed; |I'mparticipating in
what, for this particular hovel, is the final night, and in its place cones what? If Leo is right

it will be intolerably worse, in fact no conparison. O course, Leo is scarcely disinterested. But
he is evolved. And wi se

M nned objects which in the past | judged favorably, he realized. I'lIl in a noment be
imrersed in a world conmposed of them reduced to their dinension. And, unlike the other hovelists,
I can conpare ny experience of this layout with what | so recently | eft behind.

And fairly soon, he realized soberly, | will be required to do the sane with Chew Z.

"You're going to discover it's an odd sensation,” Norm Schein said to him "to find
yoursel f inhabiting a body with three other fellas; we all have to agree on what we want the body
to do, or anyhow a domi nant nmajority has to form otherwise we're just plain stuck.”

"That happens,” Tod Mxrris said. "Half the tine, in fact.”

One by one the rest of thembegan to chew their slices of Can-D; Barney Mayerson was the
| ast and nost reluctant. Aw hell, he thought all at once, and strode across the roomto a basin
there he spat out the half-chewed Can-D without having swallowed it.

The others, seated at the Perky Pat |ayout, had already collapsed into a cona and none of
them now paid any attention to him He was, for all intents and purposes, suddenly al one. The
hovel for a time was his.

He wandered about, aware of the silence

| just can't do it, he realized. Can't take the damm stuff I|ike the rest of themdo. At
| east not yet.

A bel | sounded.

Soneone was at the hovel entrance, requesting pernmission to enter; it was up to himto
admt them So he made his way in ascent, hoping he was doing the proper thing, hoping that it was
not one of the UN s periodic raids; there would not be much he could do to keep them from
di scovering the other hovelists inert at their layout and, flagrante delicto, Can-D users.

Lantern in hand, at the ground-level entrance, stood a young wonan wearing a bul ky heat -
retention suit and clearly unaccustoned to it; she | ooked enornously confortable. "Hello, M.
Mayer son, " she said. "Remenber nme? | tracked you down because |'mjust terribly lonely. May | cone
in?" It was Anne Hawt horne; surprised, he stared at her. "O are you busy? | could cone back
another tinme." She half-turned, starting away.

"I can see," he said, "that Mars has been quite sone shock to you."

“It's a sin on ny part," Anne said, "but | already hate it; | really do--1 know | should
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adopt a patient attitude of acceptance and all that, but--" She flashed the lantern at the
| andscape beyond the hovel and in a quavering, despairing voice said, "All | want to do nowis
find some way to get back to Earth; | don't want to convert anybody or change anything, | just

want to get away from here.
visit you. See?"

Taki ng her by the hand he led her down the ranp and to the conpartment which had been
assigned to himas his living quarters.

"Where' re your co-hovelists?" She | ooked about alertly.

"Qut."

"Qut si de?" She opened the door to the comunal room and saw the |ot of them slunped at
the layout. "Oh, out that way. But not you." She shut the door, frowning, obviously perplexed.
"You amaze ne. |'d have gladly accepted sone Can-D, tonight, the way | feel. Look how well you're
standi ng up under it, conpared with nme. |I'm so-- inadequate."

Barney said, "Maybe | have nore of a purpose here than you."

"I had plenty of purpose.” She renopved her bul ky suit and seated herself as he began
fixing coffee for the two of them "The people in ny hovel--it's half a mle to the north of this
one--are out, too, the same way. Did you know | was so close? Wuld you have | ooked ne up?"

"Sure | would have." He found plastic, insipidly styled cups and saucers, laid themon the
fol daway table, and produced the equally fol daway chairs. "Maybe," he said, "God doesn't extend as
far as Mars. Maybe when we left Terra--"

"Nonsense, " Anne said sharply, rousing herself.

"I thought that would succeed in getting you angry."

"Of course it does. He's everywhere. Even here." She glanced at his partially unpacked
possessions, the suitcases and sealed cartons. "You didn't bring very much, did you? Mst of
mne's still on the way, on an autonomc transport." Strolling over, she stood studying a pile of
paper back books. " De Imtatione Christi_," she said in amazenent. "You're readi ng Thomas &
Kenpi s? This is a great and wonderful book."

"I bought it," he said, "but never read it."

"Did you try? | bet you didn't." She opened it at random and read to herself, her |ips
nmovi ng. "Think the least gift that he giveth is great; and the nost despisable things take as
special gifts and as great tokens of love.' That would include life here on Mars, wouldn't it?
This despisable life, shut up in these--hovels. Wll-named, aren't they? Wiy in the nane of God--"
She turned to him appealing to him "Couldn't it be a finite_period here, and then we could go
hone?"

She added norosely, "But | know |l can't. So | thought instead I'd

Barney said, "A colony, by definition, has to be permanent. Think of Roanoke Island."

"Yes." Anne nodded. "I have been. | wi sh Mars was one bi g Roanoke Island, with everyone
goi ng hone. "

"To be slowly cooked."

"We can evolve, as the rich do; it could be done on a nass basis." She put down the &
Kenpi s book abruptly. "But | don't want that, either; a chitinous shell and the rest. Isn't there
any answer, M. Mayerson? You know, Neo-Christians are taught to believe they're travelers in a
foreign land. Wayfaring strangers. Now we really are; Earth is ceasing to become our natura
world, and certainly this_never will be. W've got no world left!" She stared at him her
nostrils flaring. "No hone at all!"

"Well," he said unconfortably, "there's always Can-D and Chew Z."

"Do you have any?"

"No. "

She nodded. "Back to Thonas & Kenpis, then." But she did not pick the book up again;
i nstead she stood head-down, lost in dreary meditation. "I know what's going to happen, M.
Mayer son. Barney. |'m not going to convert anyone to Neo-Ammerican Christianity; instead they'l

convert me to Can-D and Chew Z and whatever other vice is current, here, whatever escape presents
itself. Sex. They're terribly prom scuous here on Mars, you know, everyone goes to bed with

everyone else. I'll even try that; in fact I"'mready for it right now-1 just can't stand the way
things are . . . did you get a really good |look at the surface before nightfall?"
"Yes." It hadn't upset himthat nuch, seeing the hal fabandoned gardens and fully abandoned

equi prent, the great heaps of rotting supplies. He knew from edu-tapes that the frontier was
al ways |ike that, even on Earth; Al aska had been like that until recent times and so, except for
the actual resort towns, was Antarctica right now

Anne Hawt horne said, "Those hovelists in the other roomat their |ayout. Suppose we lifted
Perky Pat entirely fromthe board and snashed it to bits? Wat woul d becone of thenP"

"They'd go on with their fantasy." It was established, now, the props were no |onger
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necessary as foci. "Wiy would you want to do that?" It had a decided sadistic quality to it and he
was surprised; the girl had not struck himthat way at first neeting.

"I conoclasm"” Anne said. "I want to snmash their idols and that's what Perky Pat and Walt
are. | want to because I--" She was silent, then. "I envy them It's not religious fervor; it's
just a very nmean, cruel streak. | knowit. If | can't join them-"

“You can. You will. So will I. But not right away." He served her a cup of coffee; she
accepted it reflexively, slender now w thout her heavy outer coat. She was, he saw, alnost as tal
as he; in heels she would be, if not taller. Her nose was odd. It ended in a near ball, not quite
hunmorously but rather--earthy, he decided. As if it ties her to the soil; it made himthink of
Angl o- Saxon and Norman peasants tilling their square, small fields.

No wonder she hated it on Mars; historically her people undoubtedly had | oved the
aut hentic ground of Terra, the snell and actual texture, and above all the nmenory it contained,
the remmants in transmuted form of the host of critters who had wal ked about and then at | ast
dropped dead, in the end perished and turned back--not to dust--but to rich hunus. Well, she could
start a garden here on Mars; naybe she could nake one grow where previous hovelists had pointedly
failed. How strange that she was so absolutely depressed. Was this nornal for new arrival s?
Sonehow he hinself did not feel it. Perhaps on sone deep |evel he inmagined he would find his way
back to Terra. In which case it was he who was deranged. Not Anne.

Anne said suddenly, "I have sone Can-D, Barney." She reached into the pockets of her UN
i ssue canvas wor ksl acks, groped, and brought a small packet out. "I bought it alittle while ago,
in my own hovel. Flax Back Spit, as they call it. The hovelist who sold it to nme believed that
Chew Z woul d nake it worthless so he gave nme a good price. | tried to take it--1 practically had
it inm nmouth. But finally like you |l couldn't. Isn't a mserable reality better than the nost
interesting illusion? O is it illusion, Barney? | don't know anythi ng about philosophy; you
explain it to me because all | knowis religious faith and that doesn't equip me to understand
this. These translation drugs." Al at once she opened the packet; her fingers squirmed
desperately. "I can't go on, Barney."

"Wait," he said, putting his owmn cup down and starting toward her. But it was too |ate;
she had already taken the Can-D. "None for ne?" he asked, a little anused. "You're mssing the
whol e point; you won't have anyone to be with, in translation." Taking her by the armhe | ed her
fromthe conpartment, tugging her hurriedly out into the corridor and across into the |arge
communal room where the others lay; seating her anmong them he said, with conpassion, "At |east
this way it'll be a shared experience and | understand that helps."

"Thank you," she said drowsily. Her eyes shut and her body becane, by degrees, |inp.

Now, he realized, she's Perky Pat. In a world without trouble.

Bendi ng, he kissed her on the nouth.

"I"'mstill awake," she murmnured.
"But you won't renenber anyhow," he said.
"Ch yes | will,"” Anne Hawt horne said faintly. And then she departed; he felt her go. He

was al one with seven uni nhabited physical shells and he at once nade his way back to his own
quarters where the two cups of hot coffee steaned.

| could fall inlove with that girl, he said to hinmself. Not |ike Roni Fugate or even like
Enily but something new Better? he wondered. O is this desperation? Exactly what | saw Anne do
just now with the Can-D, gulp it down because there is nothing el se, only darkness. It is this or
the void. And not for a day or a week but--forever. So |I've got to fall in love with her.

By hinself he sat surrounded by his partly unpacked bel ongi ngs, drinking coffee and
meditating until at |ast he heard groanings and stirrings in the conmunal room Hs fell ow
hovel i sts were returning to consciousness. He put his cup down and wal ked out to join them

"Why' d you back out, Mayerson?" Norm Schein said; he rubbed his forehead, scowing. "God,

what a headache |'ve got." He noticed Anne Hawt horne, then; still unconscious, she lay with her
back against the wall, her head dropped forward. "Wo's she?"

Fran, rising to her feet unsteadily, said, "She joined us at the end; she's a pal of
Mayerson's: he nmet her on the flight. She's quite nice but she's a religious nut; you'll see.”
Critically, she eyed Anne. "Not too bad looking. | was really curious to see her; | inmagined her
as nore, well, austere.”

Conming up to Barney, Sam Regan said, "Get her to join you, Mayerson; we'd be glad to vote
to admit her, here. W've got lots of roomand you should have a--shall we say--wife." He, too,
scrutinized Anne. "Yeah," he said. "Pretty. Nice long black hair; | like that."

"You do, do you,"” Mary Regan said tartly to him
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"Yeah | do; so what?" Sam Regan gl ared back at his wife

Barney said, "She's spoken for."

They all eyed himcuriously.

"That's odd," Helen Mrris said. "Because when we were together with her just now she
didn't tell us that, and as far as we coul d nake out you and she had only--"

Interrupting, Fran Schein said to Barney, "You don't want a Neo-Christian nut to live with
you. We've had experience with that; we ejected a couple of themlast year. They can cause
terrible trouble here on Mars. Renenber, we shared her mind . . . she's a dedicated nenber of
some high church or other, with all the sacranments and the rituals, all that old outdated junk;
she actually believes init."

Barney said tightly, "I know "

In an easy-going way Tod Mirris said, "That's true, Myerson; honest. W have to live too
cl ose together to inmport any kind of ideological fanaticismfrom Terra. It's happened at ot her
hovel s; we know what we're talking about. It has to be live and let live, with no absol uti st
creeds and dogma; a hovel is just too snall." He |lit a cigarette and gl anced down at Anne
Hawt horne. "Strange that a pretty girl would pick that stuff up. Well, it takes all kinds." He
| ooked puzzl ed.

"Did she seemto enjoy being transl ated?" Barney asked Hel en Morris.

"Yes, to a certain extent. O course it upset her . . . the first tine you have to expect
that; she didn't know how to cooperate in handling the body. But she was quite eager to |l earn. Now
obviously she's got it all to herself so it's easier on her. This is good practice."

Bendi ng down, Barney Mayerson picked up the small doll, Perky Pat in her yellow shorts and
red-striped cotton t-shirt and sandals. This now was Anne Hawt horne, he realized. In a sense that
no one quite understood. And yet he could destroy the doll, crush it, and Anne, in her synthetic

fantasy life, would be unaffected.

“I'd l'ike to marry her," he said al oud, suddenly.

"Who?" Tod asked. "Perky Pat or the new girl?"

"He means Perky Pat,"” Norm Schein said, and snickered.

"No he doesn't," Helen said severely. "And | think it's fine; now we can be four couples
i nstead of three couples and one nan, one odd nan."

"I's there any way," Barney said, "to get drunk around here?"

"Sure," Normsaid. "W've got liquor--it's dull ersatz gin, but it's eighty proof; it'll
do the job."

"Let ne have sone,"” Barney said, reaching for his wallet.

"It's free. The UN supply ships drop it in vats.” Normwent to a | ocked cupboard, produced
a key, and opened it.

Sam Regan said, "Tell us, Myerson, why you feel the need to get drunk. Is it us? The
hovel ? Mars itsel f?"

"No." It was none of those; it had to do with Anne and the disintegration of her identity.
Her use of Can-D all at once, a synptomof her inability to believe or to cope, her giving up. It
was an omen, in which he, too, was involved; he saw hinself in what had happened.

If he could help her perhaps he could help hinmself. And if not--

He had an intuition that otherwi se they were both finished. Mars, for both hinself and
Anne, woul d nean death. And probably soon

NI NE

After she emerged fromthe experience of translation Anne Hawt horne was taciturn and
moody. It was not a good sign; he guessed that she, too, now had a prenonition simlar to his.
However, she said nothing about it; she nmerely went at once to get her bulky outer suit fromhis
conpart nent .

"I have to get back to Flax Back Spit," she expl ained. "Thank you for letting nme use your
| ayout," she said to the hovelists who stood here and there, watching her as she dressed. "I'm
sorry, Barney." She hung her head. "It was unkind to |l eave you the way | did."

He acconpani ed her, on foot, across the flat, nocturnal sands to her own hovel; neither of
t hem spoke as they pl odded al ong, keeping their eyes open, as they had been told to, for a |loca
predator, a jackal-like telepathic Martian life form However, they saw not hing.

"How was it?" he asked her at |ast.

"You nean being that little brassy blonde-haired doll with all her damm cl othes and her
boyfriend and her car and her--" Anne, beside him shuddered. "Awful. Well, that's not it. Just--
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pointless. | found nothing there. It was |ike going back to ny teens."

"Yeah," he agreed. There was that about Perky Pat.

"Barney," she said quietly, "I have to find something else and soon. Can you help nme? You
seem smart and grown-up and experienced. Being translated is not going to help ne . . . ChewZ
won't be any better because sonmething in nme rebels, won't take it--see? Yes, you see; | can tell.
Hel I, you wouldn't even try it _once_, so you nust understand." She squeezed his arm and clung
tightly to himin the darkness. "I know sonething else, Barney. _They're tired of it, too_; al

they did was bicker while they--we--were inside those dolls. They didn't enjoy it for a second,
even. "
"Gosh," he said.

Fl ashing her |antern ahead, Anne said, "It's a shame; | wish they did. | feel sorrier for
themthan | do for--" She ceased, walked on for a time in silence, and then abruptly said, "I've
changed, Barney. | feel it in nmyself. | want to sit down here--wherever we are. You and | alone in
the dark. And then you knowwhat . . . | don't have to say, do | ?"

"No," he admitted. "But the thing is, you' d regret it afterward. | would, too, because of
your reaction."

“"Maybe I'Il pray," Anne said. "Praying is hard to do; you have to know how. You don't pray
for yourself; you pray what we call an intercessive prayer: for others. And what you pray to isn't
the God Who's in the heavens out there somewhere . . . it's to the Holy Spirit within; that's
different, that's the Paraclete. Did you ever read Paul ?"

"Paul who?"

"In the New Testanent. His letters to for instance the Corinthians or the Romans . . . you

know. Paul says our eneny is death; it's the final eneny we overcone, so | guess it's the
greatest. We're all blighted, according to Paul, not just our bodies but our souls, too; both have
to die and then we can be born again, with new bodies not of flesh but incorruptible. See? You

know, when | was Perky Pat, just now. . . | had the oddest feeling that | was--it's wong to say
this or believe it, but--"
"But," Barney finished for her, "it seened |ike a taste of that. But you expected it,

t hough; you knew t he resenbl ance--you nentioned it yourself, on the ship.
reflected, had noticed it, too.

"Yes," Anne adnitted. "But what | didn't realize is--" In the darkness she turned toward
him he could just barely make her out. " _Being translated is the only hint we can have of it this
side of death_. So it's a tenptation. If it wasn't for that dreadful doll, that Perky Pat--"

"ChewZ," Barney said.

A lot of people, he

"That's what | was thinking. If it was like that, |ike what Paul says about the
corruptible man putting on incorruption--1 couldn't stop nyself, Barney; |'d have to chew Chew Z.
| wouldn't be able to wait until the end of ny life. . . it might be fifty years living here on

Mars--half a century!" She shuddered. "Wy wait when | could have it _now?_"

"The | ast person | talked to," Barney said, "who had taken Chew Z, said it was the worst
experience of his life."

That startled her. "In what way?"

"He fell into the domain of sonmeone or sonething he considered absolutely evil, soneone he
was terrified of. And he was |ucky--and he knew it--to get away again."

"Barney," she said, "why are you on Mars? Don't say it's because of the draft; a person as
smart as you coul d have gone to a psychiatrist--"

"I"'mon Mars," he said, "because | nade a mistake." In your termi nology, he reflected, it
woul d be called a sin. And in ny term nol ogy, too, he decided.

Anne said, "You hurt sonmeone, didn't you?"

He shrugged.

"So now for the rest of your life you' re here," Anne said. "Barney, can you get ne a
supply of Chew z?"

"Pretty soon.” It would not be |ong before he ran into one of Palner Eldritch's pushers;
he was certain of that. Putting his hand on her shoul der he said, "But you can get it for yourself
just as easily."

She | eaned agai nst himas they wal ked, and he hugged her; she did not resist--in fact she
sighed with relief. "Barney, | have sonething to show you. A leaflet that one of the people in ny
hovel gave me; she said a whol e bundl e had been dropped the other day. It's fromthe Chew Z
peopl e.” Reaching into her bul ky coat she rummged about, then; in the glare of the lantern he saw
the folded paper. "Read it. You'll understand why | feel as | do about ChewZ . . . why it's such
a spiritual problemfor ne."

Hol ding the paper to the light he read the top line; it blazed out in huge black letters.
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GOD PROM SES ETERNAL LI FE. WE CAN DELIVER I T.

"See?" Anne said.

"I see." He did not even bother to read the rest; folding the paper back up he returned it
to her, feeling heavyhearted. "Quite a slogan.”

"A true one."

"Not the big lie," Barney said, "but instead the big truth." Which, he wondered, is worse?
Hard to tell. ldeally, Palnmer Eldritch would drop dead for the _blasphem a_ shouted by the
panphl et, but evidently that was not going to occur. An evil visitor oozing over us fromthe Prox
system he said to hinself, offering us what we' ve prayed for over a period of two thousand years.
And why is this so pal pably bad? Hard to say, but nevertheless it is. Because maybe it'll nean
bondage to Elditch, such as Leo experienced; Eldritch will be with us constantly from now on
infiltrating our lives. And He who has protected us in the past sinply sits passive.

Each time we're transl ated, he thought, we'll see--not God--but Palnmer Elditch

Al oud he said, "If ChewZ fails you--"

"Don't say that."

"If Palnmer Eldritch fails you, then maybe--" He stopped. Because ahead of themlay the
hovel Flax Back Spit; its entrance light glowed dimMy in the Martian gloom "You're hone." He did
not like to let her go; his hand on her shoul der, he clung to her, thinking back to what he had
said to his fellow hovelists about her. "Cone back with ne," he said. "To Chicken Pox Prospects.
We'll get formally, legally married."”

She stared at him and then--incredi bly--she began to | augh.

"Does that nean no?" he asked, woodenly.

"What ," Anne said, "is 'Chicken Pox Prospects'? Ch, | see; that's the code nanme of your
hovel. I'msorry, Barney; | didn't mean to |augh. But the answer of course is no." She noved away
fromhim and opened the outer door of the hovel's entrance-chanber. And then she set down her
| antern and stepped toward him arns held out. "Make love to me," she said.

"Not here. Too close to the entrance." He was afraid.

"Wherever you want. Take ne there." She put her arms around his neck. "Now," she said.
"Don't wait."

He didn't.

Pi cking her up in his arnms, he carried her away fromthe entrance.

"CGolly," she said, when he laid her down in the darkness; she gasped, presently, perhaps
fromthe sudden cold that spilled over them penetrating their heavy suits which no | onger served,
which in fact were a hindrance to true warnth.

One of the laws of thermal dynamics, he thought. The exchange of heat; nol ecul es passing
bet ween us, hers and mne mingling in--entropy? Not yet, he thought.

"Ch ny," she said, in the darkness.

"l hurt you?"

"No. I"'msorry. Please."

The cold nunbed his back, his ears; it radiated down fromthe sky. He ignored it as best
he coul d, but he thought of a blanket, a thick wool |ayer--strange, to be preoccupied with that at
such a tine. He dreaned of its softness, the scratch of its fibers against his skin, its
heavi ness. Instead of the brittle, frigid, thin air which made him pant in huge gulps, as if
fini shed.

"Are--you dyi ng?" she asked.

"Just can't breathe. This air."

"Poor, poor--good lord. |I've forgotten your nane.”
"Hell of a thing."
"Bar ney!"

He cl utched her
"No! Don't stop!" She arched her back. Her teeth chattered.
"I wasn't going to," he said.
" _Oooaugh! _
He | aughed.
"Don't please |laugh at ne.
"Not meant unkindly."
A long silence, then. Then, "Qof." She | eaped, galvanized as if lost to the shock of a
formal experinment. His pale, dignified, unclothed possession: becone a tall and very thin
greenl ess nervous systemof a frog; probed to life by outside neans. Victimof a current not her
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own but not protested, in any way. Lucid and real, accepting. Ready this long tine.
"You all right?"
"Yes," she said. "Yes Barney. | certainly very nuch am Yes!"

Later as he tranped back al one, leadenly, in the direction of his own hovel he said to
hi nsel f, Maybe |'m doing Pal ner Eldritch's work. Breaking her down, denoralizing her . . . as if
she weren't already. As if we all weren't.

Somet hi ng bl ocked his way.

Halting, he located in his coat the side arm which had been provided him there were,
especially at night, in addition to the fearsome tel epathic jackal, vicious donestic organisns
that stung and ate--he flashed his light warily, expecting some bizarre nulti-arned contraption
conposed perhaps of sline. Instead he saw a parked ship, the snall, swift type with slight mass;
its tubes still snoked, so evidently it had just now | anded. Must have coasted down, he realized,
since he hadn't heard any retro noi se.

From the ship a man crept, shook hinself, snapped on his own | antern, nmade out Barney
Mayerson, and grunted. "I'm Allen Faine. |I've been |ooking all over for you; Leo wants to keep in
touch with you through me. 1'll be telecasting in code to you at your hovel; here's your code
book." Faine held out a slender volunme. "You know who | am don't you?"

"The disc jockey." Weird, this neeting here on the open Martian desert at ni ght between
hinself and this man fromthe P. P. Layouts satellite; it seenmed unreal. "Thanks," he said,
accepting the code book. "What do | do, wite it down as you say it and then sneak off to decode
it?"

"There'll be a private TV receiver in your conpartment in the hovel; we've arranged for it
on the grounds that being new to Mars you crave--"

"Ckay," Barney said, nodding.

"So you have a girl already," Faine said. "Pardon ny use of the infrared searchlight, but--

"I don't pardon it."

"You'l | find that there's little privacy on Mars in matters of that nature. It's like a
small town and all the hovelists are starved for news, especially any kind of scandal. | ought to
know, it's nmy job to keep in touch and pass on what | can--naturally there's a lot | can't. Wo's
the girl ?"

"l don't know," Barney said sardonically. "It was dark; | couldn't see." He started on

then, going around the parked ship

"Wait. You're supposed to know this: a ChewZ pusher is already operating in the area and
we cal culate that he'll be approaching your particular hovel as early as tonorrow norning. So be
ready. Make sure you buy the bindle in front of witnesses; they should see the entire transaction
and then when you chew it nake sure they can clearly identify what you're consunming. Got it?"
Fai ne added, "And try to draw the pusher out, get himto give as conplete a warranty, verbally of
course, as you possibly can. Make himsell you on the product; don't ask for it. See?"

Barney said, "And what do | get for doing this?"

" Par don?"

"Leo never at any tinme bothered to--"

“I"1l tell you what," Faine said quietly. "W'Il|l get you off Mars. That's your paynent."

After a time Barney said, "You nean it?"

“It"ll be illegal, of course. Only the UN can legally route you back to Terra and that's
not going to happen. Wat we'll do is pick you up sone night and transfer you to Wnnie-ther-Pooh
Acres."

"And there I'll stay."

"Until Leo's surgeons can give you a new face, fingerand footprints, cephalic wave
pattern, a new identity throughout; then you'll energe, probably at your old job for P. P
Layouts. | understand you were their New York man. Two, two and a half years from now, you'll be

at that again. So don't give up hope."

Barney said, "Maybe | don't want that."

"What ? Sure you do. Every colonist wants--"

“I'"l1l think it over," Barney said, "and |let you know. But maybe I'll want sonething else."
He was thinking about Anne. To go back to Terra and pick up once again, perhaps even with Ron
Fugat e--at sone deep, instinctive stratumit did not have the appeal to himthat he would have
expected. Mars--or the experience of |ove with Anne Hawt horne--had even further altered him now,
he wondered which it was. Both. And anyhow, he thought, | asked to cone here--1 wasn't really
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drafted. And | nust never let mnyself forget that.

Al en Faine said, "I know sone of the circunstances, Mayerson. \Wat you're doing is
atoni ng. Correct?"

Surprised, Barney said, "You, too?" Religious inclinations seened to perneate the entire
mlieu, here.

"You nmay object to the word," Faine said, "but it's the proper one. Listen, Mayerson; by
the tine we get you to Wnnie-ther-Pooh Acres you'll have atoned sufficiently. There's sonething
you don't know yet. Look at this.” He held out, reluctantly, a small plastic tube. A container

Chilled, Barney said, "Wuat's this?"

“Your illness. Leo believes, on professional advice, that it's not enough for you nerely
to state in court that you've been damaged; they'll insist on thoroughly exani ning you

"Tell me specifically what it is in this thing."

"It's epilepsy, Mayerson. The Qform the strain whose causes no one is sure of, whether
it's due to organic injury that can't be detected with the EEG or whether it's psychogenic."

"And the synptons?'

Faine said, "Grand nal ." After a pause he said, "Sorry."

"I see," Barney said. "And how long will | have thenP"

"We can administer the antidote after the litigation but not before. A year at the nost.
So now you can see what | nmeant when | said that you're going to be in a position to nore than
atone for not bailing out Leo when he needed it. You can see howthis illness, clainmed as a
si deeffect of Chew2Z, wll--"

"Sure," Barney said. "Epilepsy is one of the great scarewords. Like cancer, once. People
are irrationally afraid of it because they know it can happen to them any tine, with no warning.

"Especially the nore recent Q form Hell, they don't even have a theory about it. Wat's
inmportant is that with the Q formno organic alteration of the brain is involved, and that neans
we can restore you. The tube, there. It's a metabolic toxin sinilar in action to netrazol
simlar, but unlike nmetrazol it continues to produce the attacks--with the characteristically
deranged EEG pattern during those intervals--until it's neutralized--which as | say we're prepared
to do."

"Wn't a blood-fraction test show the presence of this toxin?"

“I't will show the presence of a toxin, and that's exactly what we want. Because we wl|l
sequester the docunents pertaining to the physical and nmental induction exans which you recently

took . . . and we'll be able to prove that when you arrived on Mars there was no Qtype epil epsy
and no toxicity. And it'll be Leo's--or rather your--contention that the toxicity in the blood is
a derivative of ChewZ."

Barney said, "Even if | lose the suit--"

"It will still greatly damage Chew Z sal es. Most col oni sts have a naggi ng feeling anyhow

that the translation drugs are in the long run biochenically harnful." Faine added, "The toxin in
that tube is relatively rare. Leo obtained it through highly specialized channels. It originates
on lo, | believe. One certain doctor--"

"WIly Denknal," Barney said.

Fai ne shrugged. "Possibly. In any case there it is in your hand; as soon as you've been
exposed to ChewZ you're to take it. Try to have your first grand nmal attack where your fellow
hovelists will see you; don't be off somewhere on the desert farmi ng or bossing autonom c dredges.
As soon as you've recovered fromthe attack, get on the vidphone and ask the UN for nedica
assi stance. Have their disinterested doctors exam ne you; don't apply for private nedication."

“I't would probably be a good idea," Barney said, "if the UN doctors could run an EEG on ne
during an attack."

"Absolutely. So try if possible to get yourself into a UN hospital; in all there're three
on Mars. You'll be able to put forward a good argument for this because--" Faine hesitated.
"Frankly, with this toxin your attacks will involve severe destructiveness, toward yourself and to
others. Technically they' Il be of the hysterical, aggressive variety concluding in a nore or |ess
conpl ete | oss of consciousness. It'll be obvious what it is right fromthe start, because--or so
I"'mtold--you'll reveal the typical tonic stage, with great nuscul ar contractions, and then the

clonic stage of rhythm c contraction alternating with relaxation. After which of course the coma
supervenes. "

"I'n other words," Barney said, "the classic convulsive form™

"Does it frighten you?"

"I don't see where that natters. | owe Leo sonething; you and | and Leo know that. | stil
resent the word 'atonenment,' but | suppose this is that." He wondered how this artificially
i nduced illness would affect his relationship with Anne. Probably this would term nate the thing.

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20Three%20Stigmata%200f%20Palmer%20Eldritch.txt (61 of 90) [1/19/03 7:56:01 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20T hree%20Stigmata%200f %20Pal mer%20El dritch.txt

So he was giving up a good deal for Leo Bulero. But then Leo was doing sonething for him too;
getting himoff Mars was no mnor consideration.

"We're taking it for granted,” Faine said, "that they'll nake an attenpt to kill you the
nmonent you retain an attorney. In fact they'Il--"

“I"'d like to go back to ny hovel, now. " He noved off. "Okay?"

"Fine. Go pick up the routine there. But let nme give you a word of advice as regards that
girl. Doberman's Law -renmenber, he was the first person to nmarry and then get divorced on Mars?--
states that in proportion to your enotional attachment to someone on this danm place the
relationship deteriorates. I'd give you two weeks at the nost, and not because you'll be ill but
because that's standard. Martian nusical chairs. And the UN encourages it because it neans,
frankly, if | may say so, nore children to populate the colony. Catch?"

"The UN," Barney said, "might not sanction ny relationship with her because it's on a
sonewhat different basis than you're describing."

"No it's not," Faine said calmy. "It may seemso to you, but | watch the whol e planet,
day in, night out. I'mjust stating a fact; I'mnot being critical. In fact |'m personally
synpat hetic."

"Thanks, " Barney said, and wal ked away, flashing his light ahead of himin the direction
of his hovel; tied about his throat the snall bl eeper signal which told himwhen he was nearing--
and nore inportant when he was not nearing--his hovel began to sound | ouder: a one-frog pond of
confort close to his ear.

"Il take the toxin, he said to hinself. And I'Il go into court and sue the bastards for
Leo's sake. Because | owe that to him But I'mnot returning to Earth; either I nake it here or
not at all. Wth Anne Hawt horne, | hope, but if not, then alone or with soneone else; |I'Il live
out Doberman's Law, as Faine predicts. Anyhow it'll be here on this mserable planet, this
"prom sed | and."

Tomor row norni ng, he decided, |I'll begin clearing away the sand of fifty thousand

centuries for ny first vegetable garden. That's the initial step

TEN

Next day both Norm Schein and Tod Morris spent the early hours with him teaching himthe
knack of operating the bulldozers and dredges and scoops which had fallen into various stages of
ruin; nmost of the equipnent, like old tontats, could be coaxed into one nore effort. But the
results did not anmpunt to nuch; they had been discarded for too |ong.

By noon he was exhausted. So he treated hinself to a break, resting in the shade of a
mammot h, rusty tractor, eating a cold-rations lunch and drinking tepid tea froma thernos which
Fran Schein had been kind enough to bring up to him

Bel ow, in the hovel, the others did whatever it was they customarily did; he didn't care

On all sides of himtheir abandoned, decayi ng gardens could be seen and he wondered if
soon he would forget his, too. Maybe each new col onist had started out this way, in an agony of
effort. And then the torpor, the hopel essness, clained them And yet, was it so hopel ess? Not
real ly.

It's an attitude, he decided. And we--all of us who conprised P. P. Layouts--contributed
willingly to it. W gave them an out, sonething painless and easy. And now Pal ner Eldritch has
arrived to put the finish on the process. W laid the path for him nyself included, and so what
now? Is there any way that | can, as Faine put it, atone?

Approaching him Helen Mrris called cheerfully, "How s the farm ng com ng?" She dropped
down besi de himand opened a fat seed catalog with the UN stanp plainly marked throughout.

"Cbserve what they'll provide free_; every seed known to thrive here, including turnips." Resting
agai nst him she turned the pages. "However, there's a little nouselike burrowi ng manmmal t hat
shows up on the surface late at night; be prepared for that. It eats everything. You'll have to

set out a few self-propelling traps.”

"Ckay," Barney said.

"I't's quite sonme sight, one of those honeostatic traps taking off across the sand in
pursuit of a nmarsle-nmouse. God, they go fast. Both the nmouse and the trap. You can nmeke it nore
interesting by placing a bet. | usually bet on the trap. | adnire them"

"I think I'd probably bet on the trap, too." I've got a great respect for traps, he
reflected. In other words a situation in which none of the doors |ead out. No matter how they
happen to be narked.

Hel en said, "Also the UNw |l supply two robots free of charge for your use. For a period
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not to exceed six nmonths. So better plan ahead wisely as to how you want to enploy them The best
is to set themto work constructing irrigation ditches. Qurs is nostly no good now. Sonetines the
ditches have to run two hundred mles, even nmore. Or you can hatch out a deal--"

"No deal s," Barney said.

"But these are _good_deals; find soneone nearby in one of the other hovels who's started
his own irrigation systemand then abandoned it: buy it fromhimand tap it. Is your girl at Flax
Back Spit going to cone over here and join you?" She eyed him

He did not answer; he watched, in the black Martian sky with its noontine stars, a
circling ship. The ChewZ man? The tine, then, had cone for himto poison hinmself so that an
econom ¢ nonopoly could be kept alive, a sprawling, interplan enpire fromwhich he now derived
not hi ng.

Amazi ng, he thought, how strong the self-destructive drive can be.

Helen Morris, straining to see, said, "Visitors! It's not a UN ship, either." She started
toward the hovel at once. "I'Il go tell them"™

Wth his left hand he reached into his coat and touched the tube deep in the interior
pocket, thinking to hinself, Can | actually do this? It didn't seem possible; there was nothing in
his makeup historically which would explain it. Maybe, he thought, it's fromdespair at having
| ost everything. But he didn't think so; it was sonething el se.

As the ship landed on the flat desert not far off he thought, Maybe it's to revea
sonet hing to Anne about ChewZ. Even if the denpbnstration is faked. Because, he thought, if I
accept the toxin into nmy system _she won't try ChewZ . He had a strong intuition of that. And it
was enough.

From the ship stepped Pal ner Eldritch

No one could fail to identify him since his crash on Pluto the honeopapes had printed one
pic after another. OF course the pics were ten years out of date, but this was still the man. G ay
and bony, well over six feet tall, with swinging arns and a peculiarly rapid gait. And his face.
It had a ravaged quality, eaten away; as if, Barney conjectured, the fat-1layer had been consuned,
as if Elditch at sone tinme or other had fed off hinself, devoured perhaps with gusto the
superfluous portions of his own body. He had enornous steel teeth, these having been installed
prior to his trip to Prox by Czech dental surgeons; they were welded to his jaws, were pernanent:
he would die with them And--his right armwas artificial. Twenty years ago in a hunting accident
on Callisto he had lost the original; this one of course was superior in that it provided a
speci al i zed variety of interchangeable hands. At the nmoment Eldritch made use of the five-finger
humanoi d manual extremty; except for its netallic shine it m ght have been organic.

And he was blind. At |least fromthe standpoint of the natural-born body. But repl acenents
had been nmade-- at the prices which Eldritch could and woul d pay; that had been done just prior to
his Prox voyage by Brazilian oculists. They had done a superb job. The replacenents, fitted into
t he bone sockets, had no pupils, nor did any ball nove by muscul ar action. Instead a panorarmc
vi sion was supplied by a wide-angle |lens, a permanent horizontal slot running from edge to edge.
The accident to his original eyes had been no accident; it had occurred in Chicago, a deliberate
acid-throwi ng attack by persons unknown, for equally unknown reasons . . . at least as far as the
public was concerned. Eldritch probably knew. He had, however, said nothing, filed no conplaint;

i nstead he had gone straight to his teamof Brazilian oculists. H's horizontally slotted
artificial eyes seened to please him alnost at once he had appeared at the dedication cerenonies
of the new St. George opera house in Utah, and had nixed with his near-peers w thout

enbarrassnent. Even now, a decade later, the operation was rare and it was the first tinme Barney
had ever seen the Jensen w de-angle, luxvid eyes; this, and the artificial armwith its enornously
vari abl e manual repertory, inpressed himnore than he would have expected . . . or was there
sonet hi ng el se about Eldritch?

"M . Mayerson," Palmer Eldritch said, and sniled; the steel teeth glinted in the weak,
cold Martian sunlight. He extended his hand and automatically Barney did the sane.

Your voice, Barney thought. It originates somewhere other than--he blinked. The entire
figure was insubstantial; dimMy, through it, the |l andscape showed. It was a fignment of sone sort,
artificially produced, and the irony came to him so nuch of the nan was artificial already, and
now even the flesh and bl ood portions were, too. Is this what arrived hone from Prox? Barney
wondered. |f so, Hepburn-G | bert has been deceived; this is no human being. In no sense
what soever .

"I"'mstill in the ship,” Palmer Eldritch said; his voice boomed froma | oudspeaker nounted
on the ship's hull. "A precaution, in as nuch as you're an enployee of Leo Bulero." The fignment-
hand touched Barney's; he experienced a pervasive col dness slop over to him obviously a purely
psychol ogi cal aversi on-reaction since nothing was there to produce the sensation
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"An ex-enpl oyee," Barney said.

Behind him now, the others of the hovel emerged, the Scheins and Mrrises and Regans;
they approached |i ke wary children as one by one they identified the nebul ous nan confronting
Bar ney.

"What's going on?" Norm Schein said uneasily. "This is a simulacrum | don't like it."
St andi ng besi de Barney he said, "W're living on the desert, Mayerson; we get mirages all the
time, ships and visitors and unnatural life forns. That's what this is; this guy isn't really here
and neither is that ship parked there."

Tod Morris added, "They're probably six hundred mles away; it's an optical phenonenon
You get used to it."

"But you can hear ne," Palnmer Eldritch pointed out; the speaker booned and echoed. "I'm
here, all right, to do business with you. Wio's your hovel team captain?"

"I am" Norm Schein said.

"My card." Eldritch held out a snmall white card and refl exively Norm Schein reached for
it. The card fluttered through his fingers and cane to rest on the sand. At that Eldritch sniled
It was a cold, hollowsmle, an inplosion, as if it had drawn back into the man everythi ng near by,
even the thin air itself. "Look down at it," Eldritch suggested. Norm Schein bent, and studied the
card. "That's right," Eldritch said. "I'"mhere to sign a contract with your group. To deliver to
you--"

"Spare us the speech about your delivering what God only pronises,” Norm Schein said.
"Just tell us the price."

"About one-tenth that of the conpetitor's product. And nuch nore effective; you don't even
require a layout." Eldritch seened to be talking directly to Barney; his gaze, however, could not

be plotted because of the structure of the |lens apertures. "Are you enjoying it here on Mars, M.

Mayer son?"

“It's great fun," Barney said

El ditch said, "Last night when Allen Faine descended fromhis dull little satellite to
meet with you . . . what did you di scuss?”

Ri gidly, Barney said, "Business." Fle thought quickly, but not quite quickly enough; the
next question was already blaring fromthe speaker

"So you do still work for Leo. In fact it was deliberately arranged to send you here to
Mars in advance of our first distribution of Chew Z Wy? Have you sone idea of blocking it? There
was no propaganda in your |luggage, no leaflets or other printed nmatter beyond ordi nary books. A
runor, perhaps. Wrd of nmouth. ChewZ is--what, M. Mayerson? Dangerous to the habitual user?”

"I don't know. I'mwaiting to try sone of it. And see."

"W're all waiting," Fran Schein said; she carried in her arns a |oad of truffle skins,
clearly for inmredi ate paynent. "Can you nake a delivery right now, or do we have to keep on
wai ti ng?"

"I can deliver your first allocation,” Eldritch said.

A port of the ship snapped open. Fromit popped a small jet-tractor; it sped toward them
A yard away it halted and ejected a carton wapped in famliar plain brown paper; the carton |ay
at their feet and then at |ast Norm Schein bent and picked it up. _It_was not a phantasm
Cautiously Normtore the wappings off.

"ChewZ," Mary Regan said breathlessly. "Ch, what a lot! How rmuch, M. Eldritch?"

"In toto," Eldritch said, "five skins." The tractor extended a small drawer, then
precisely the size to receive the skins.

After an interval of haggling the hovelists came to an arrangenent; the five skins were
deposited in the drawer--at once it was withdrawn and the tractor swi veled and zi pped back to the
nmot her ship. Palner Eldritch, insubstantial and gray and | arge, remained. He appeared to be
enjoying hinself, Barney decided. It did not bother himto know that Leo Bul ero had sonething up
his sleeve; Eldritch thrived on this.

The realization depressed himand he wal ked, alone, to the nmeager cleared place which was
eventually to be his garden. H's back to the hovelists and Eldritch, he activated an autononic
unit; it began to wheeze and hum sand di sappeared into it as it sucked noisily, having
difficulty. He wondered how long it woul d continue functioning. And what one did here on Mars to
obtain repairs. Perhaps one gave up; nmaybe there were no repairs.

From behi nd Barney, Palmer Eldritch's voice came. "Now, M. Myerson, you can begin to
chew away for the rest of your life."

He turned, involuntarily, because this was not a phantasm the man had finally cone forth.
"That's right," he said. "And nothing could delight ne nore." He continued, then, tinkering with
t he autononic scoop. "Where do you go to get equipnent fixed on Mars?" he asked Elditch. "Does the
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UN take care of that?"

Eldritch said, "How would I know?"

A portion of the autonom c scoop broke | oose in Barney's hands; he held it, weighed it.
The piece, shaped like a tire iron, was heavy and he thought, | could kill himwth this. R ght
here, in this spot. Wuldn't that solve it? No toxin to produce grand rmal seizures, no litigation

but there'd be retaliation fromthem I'd outlive Elditch by only a few hours.

But--isn't it still worth it?

He turned. And then it happened so swiftly that he had no valid concept of it, not even an
accurate perception. Fromthe parked ship a | aser beamreached forth and he felt the intense
impact as it touched the nmetal section in his hands. At the sane tine Palnmer Eldritch danced back
lithely, bounding upward in the slight Martian gravity; like a balloon--Barney stared but did not
believe--he floated off, grinning with his huge steel teeth, waggling his artificial arm his |ank
body slowy rotating. Then, as if reeled in by a transparent line, he progressed in a jerky sine-
wave notion toward the ship. Al at once he was gone. The nose of the ship clanped shut after him
Eldritch was inside. Safe.

"Why'd he do that?" Norm Schein said, eaten with curiosity, where he and the other
hovel i sts stood. "Wat in God' s nane went on, there?"

Barney sai d nothing; shakily he set the remains of the netal piece down. They were ashlike
remmants only, brittle and dry; they crunbled away as they touched the ground.

"They got into a hassle,” Tod Morris said. "Mayerson and Eldritch; they didn't hit it off,
not one bit."

"Anyhow, " Norm said, "we got the Chew Z. Mayerson, you better stay away fromEldritch in
the future; let me handle the transaction. If | had known that because you were an enpl oyee of Leo
Bul ero--"

"Former," Barney said reflexively, and resumed his tinkering with the defective autononic
scoop. He had failed in his first try at killing Palmer Eldritch. Wuld he ever have a chance
agai n?

Had he really had a chance just now?
The answer to both, he decided, was no.

Late that afternoon the hovelists of Chicken Pox Prospects gathered to chew. The npbod was
one of tension and solemity; scarcely anything was said as the bindles of Chew Z, one by one,
wer e unw apped and passed around.

"Ugh," Fran Schein said, making a face. "It tastes _awful _."

"Taste, schmmaste,” Normsaid inpatiently. He chewed, then. "Li ke a decayed rmushroom you
sure are right." Stoically, he swallowed, and continued chewi ng. "Gak," he said, and retched.

"To be doing this without a layout--" Helen Morris said. "Wiere will we go, just anywhere?
I'"mscared," she said all at once. "WII we be together? Are you positive of that, Norn®"

"Who cares,"” Sam Regan said, chew ng

"Watch ne," Barney Mayerson said.

They glanced at himwith curiosity; sonmething in his tone made them do as he said.

"I put the Chew-Z in ny nouth,"” Barney said, and did so. "You see ne doing it. R ght?" He
chewed. "Now |I'mchewing it." H's heart |abored. God, he thought. Can | go through with this?

"Yeah, we see you," Tod Morris agreed, nodding. "So what? | nean, are you going to bl ow up
or float off like Eldritch or something?" He, too, began on his bindle, then. They were al
chewi ng, all seven of them Barney realized. He shut his eyes.

The next he knew, his wife was bendi ng over him

"I said," she said, "do you want a second Manhattan or not? Because if you do | have to
request the refrig for nore cracked ice."

"Emly," he said.

"Yes, dear," she said tartly. "Wenever you say ny nane like that | know you're about to
I aunch in on one of your lectures. Wat is it this tinme?" She seated herself on the arm of the
couch opposite him smoothing her skirt; it was the striking blue-and-white hand-printed Mexican
wr aparound that he had gotten her at Christmas. "I'mready,"” she said.

"No--lecture,"” he said. Am| really that way? he asked hinself. A ways delivering tirades?
Goggily, he rose to his feet; he felt dizzy and he steadied hinself by holding onto the nearby
pol e | anp.

Bying him Enmly said, "You' re blamred."

_Blamed_. He hadn't heard that termsince college; it was long out of style, and
naturally Emly still used it. "The word,"” he said as distinctly as possible, "is now fnugled. Can
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you renenber that? Fnugled." He wal ked unsteadily to the sideboard in the kitchen where the |iquor
was.
"Fnugled,” Emly said and sighed. She | ooked sad; he noticed that and wondered why.

"Barney," she said, then, "don't drink so nuch, okay? Call it blammed or fnugled or anything you
want, it's still the sane. | guess it's my fault; you drink so nmuch because |I'm so i nadequate."
She wi ped briefly with her knuckle at her right eye, an annoying, famliar, ticlike notion.

"It's not that you' re so inadequate," he said. "lIt's just that |I have high standards." |
was taught to expect a lot fromothers, he said to hinself. To expect they'd be as reputable and
stable as | am and not sloppily enotional all the tinme, not in control of thenselves.

But an artist, he realized. O rather so-called artist. Bohemi an. That's closer to it. The
artistic life without the talent. He began fixing hinself a fresh drink, this one bourbon and
wat er, without ice; he poured directly fromthe bottle of O d Crow, ignoring the shot gl ass.

"When you pour that way," Emily said, "I know you're angry and we're in for it. And | just
hate it."

"So then | eave," he said.

"Goddam you," Emily said. "I don't want_to leave! Couldn't you just--" She gestured with
hopel ess futility. "Be a little nicer, nore charitable or sonething? Learn to overlook . . ." Her
voi ce sank; al nost inaudibly she said, "My shortconings."

"But," he said, "they can't be overlooked. I'd like to. You think | want to live with

sonmeone who can't finish anything they start or acconplish anything socially? For instance when--
aw, the hell with it." What was the use? Emily couldn't be reformed; she was purely and sinply a
sl ob. Her idea of a well-spent day was to wallow and putter and fool with a ness of greasy,
excretionlike paints or bury her arns for hours on end in a great crock of wet gray clay. And
meanwhi | e- -.

Time was escaping fromthem And all the world, including all of M. Bulero's enployees,
especially his Pre-Fash consultants, grew and augmented thensel ves, bloomed into maturity. ']l
never be the New York Pre-Fash consultant, he said to hinself. 1'll always be stuck here in
Detroit where _nothing_, absolutely nothing new originates.

If he could snare the position of New York Pre-Fash consultant--ny |ife would nean
sonmet hing, he realized. |1'd be happy because |I'd be doing a job that nmade full use of ny ability.
What the hell else would | need? Nothing else; _that's all | ask_.

“"I"'mgoing out," he said to Emly and set down his glass; going to the closet, he got his
coat .

"WIIl you be back before I go to bed?" Murnfully, she followed himto the door of the
conapt, here in building 11139584--counting outward from downt own New York--where they had |ived
two years, now.

"W'll see," he said, and opened the door

In the hallway stood a figure, a tall gray man with bul ging steel teeth, dead pupil ess
eyes, and a gleanming artificial hand extended fromhis right sleeve. The man said, "Hello,
Mayerson." He smiled; the steel teeth shone.

"Palmer Eldritch,"” Barney said. He turned to Enily. "You've seen his pics in the
honeopapes; he's that incredibly fanbus big industrialist.” Naturally he had recogni zed Eldritch
and at once. "Did you want to see ne?" he asked hesitantly; it all had a nysterious quality to it,
as if it had all somehow happened before but in another way.

"Let me talk to your husband a noment," Eldritch said to Enmily in a peculiarly gentle
voi ce; he notioned and Barney stepped out into the hail. The door shut behind him Enmly had
closed it obediently. Now Eldritch seenmed grim no |longer gentle or smling he said, "Myerson
you're using your tine badly. You' re doing nothing but repeating the past. Wat's the use of ny
selling you Chew Z? You're perverse; |'ve never seen anything like it. I'll give you ten nore
m nutes and then |I'm bringing you back to Chicken Pox Prospects where you bel ong. So you better
figure out very damn fast what you want and if you understand anything finally."

"What the hell,"” Barney said, "is Chew Z?"

The artificial hand lifted; with enornous force Palner Elditch shoved himand he toppl ed.

"Hey," Barney said weakly, trying to fight back, to nullify the pressure of the man's
i mense strength. "Wat--"

And then he was flat on his back. Hs head rang, ached; with difficulty he nanaged to open
his eyes and focus on the roomaround him He was waki ng up; he had on, he discovered, his
paj amas, but they were unfamiliar: he had never seen them before. WAs he in sonmeone el se's conapt,
wearing their clothes? Sone other man

I n panic he exam ned the bed, the covers. Beside him-

He saw an unfamiliar girl who slept on, breathing lightly through her nouth, her hair a
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tunbl e of cottonlike white, shoulders bare and snoot h.
"I'mlate," he said, and his voice canme out distorted and husky, al nost unrecogni zabl e.

"No you're not," the girl murnured, eyes still shut. "Relax. W can get in to work from
here in--" She yawned and opened her eyes. "Fifteen mnutes." She smled at him his disconfort
anused her. "You always say that, every norning. Go see about coffee. |'ve got to have coffee."

"Sure," he said, and scranbled out of bed.

"M. Rabbit," the girl said nockingly. "You' re so scared. Scared about ne, about your job--
and al ways running."

"My God," he said. "lI've turned nmy back on everything."

"What everyt hi ng?"

"Emly." He stared at the girl, Roni Sonething-orother, at her bedroom "Now |I've got
" he said.

"Ch fine," Roni said with enbittered sarcasm "Now maybe | can say sonme nice things to
you, to make you feel good."

He said, "And | did it just now. Not years ago. Just before Palnmer Eldritch cane in."

"How coul d Pal ner Elditch '"cone in'? He's in a hospital bed out in the Jupiter or Saturn
area; the UN took himthere after they pried himfromthe weck of his ship." Her tone was
scornful, and yet there was a note of curiosity init.

“"Pal mer Elditch appeared to nme just now," he said, doggedly. He thought, _|I have to get
back to Emily_. Sliding, stooping, he grabbed up his clothes, stunbled with themto the bat hroom
and sl anmed the door behind him Rapidly he shaved, changed, energed, and said to the girl, who
still lay in bed, "I have to go. Don't be sore at ne; | have to do it."

A nmonment |ater, wi thout having had breakfast, he was descending to the ground-I|evel floor
and after that he stood under the antithermal shield, searching up and down for a cab

The cab, a fine, shiny new nodel, whipped himin alnmpst no tinme to Enily's conapt
building; in a blur he paid it, hurried inside, and in a mtter of seconds was ascending. It
seened as if no tine had passed, as if time had ceased and everything waited, frozen, for him he
was in a world of fixed objects, the sole noving thing.

At her door he rang the buzzer

The door opened and a man stood there. "Yes?" The man was dark, reasonably good-| ooking,
with heavy eyebrows and carefully conbed, somewhat curly hair; he held the norning 'pape in one
hand- - behi nd hi m Barney saw a tabl e of breakfast dishes.

Barney said, "You're--Richard Hnatt."

"Yes." Puzzled, he regarded Barney intently. "Do |I know you?"

Em |y appeared, wearing a gray turtle-neck sweater and stained jeans. "Good heavens. It's
Barney," she said to Hnatt. "My forner. Come in." She held the door w de open for himand he
entered the apt. She seenmed pleased to see him

"Gad to nmeet you," Hnatt said in a neutral tone, starting to extend his hand and then
changi ng his mind. "Coffee?"

"Thanks." Barney seated hinmself at the breakfast table at an unset place. "Listen," he
said to Emily; he couldn't wait: it had to be said now even with Hnatt present. "I made a m st ake
in divorcing you. I'd like to remarry you. Go back on the old basis."

Enmily, in a way which he remenbered, |aughed with delight; she was overcone and she went
off to get hima cup and saucer, unable to answer. He wondered if she would ever answer; it was
easier for her--it appealed to the lazy slob in her--just to laugh. Christ, he thought and stared
strai ght ahead, fixedly.

Across fromhimHnatt seated hinself and said, "We're narried. Did you suppose we were
just living together?" His face was dark but he seened in control of hinself.

Barney said, speaking to Emly and not to Hnatt, "Marriages can be broken. WII you
remarry nme?" He rose and took a few hesitant steps in her direction; at that noment she turned
and, calmy, handed himhis cup and saucer.

"Ch no," she said, still smling; her eyes poured over with light, that of conpassion. She
under st ood how he felt, that this was not an inpulse only. But the answer was still no, and, he
knew, it would always be; her m nd was not even made up--there was, to her, sinply no reality to
whi ch he was referring. He thought, | cut her down, once, cut her off, |opped her, with thorough
know edge of what | was doing, and this is the result; | am seeing the bread as they say which was
cast on the water drifting back to choke nme, water-soaked bread that will |odge in ny throat,
never to be swall owed or disgorged, either one. It's precisely what | deserve, he said to hinself;
I _nmade_ this situation.

Returning to the kitchen table he nunbly seated hinself, sat as she filled his cup; he
stared at her hands. Once these were ny wife's, he said to hinself. And | gave it up. Self-

not hi ng,
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destruction; | wanted to see nyself die. That's the only possible satisfactory explanation. O was
| that stupid? No; stupidity wouldn't enconpass such an enormity, so conplete a willful--

Emly said, "How are things, Barney?"

"Ch hell, just plain great." H s voice shook

"I hear you're living with a very pretty little redhead," Enmly said. She seated herself
at her own place, and resuned her neal

"That's over," Barney said. "Forgotten."

"Who, then?" Her tone was conversational. Passing the time of day with nme as if | were an
old pal or perhaps a neighbor fromanother apt in this building, he thought. Madness! How can she--

can she--feel like this? Inpossible. It's an act, burying sonethi ng deeper

Al oud he said, "You're afraid that if you get mixed up with me again I'll--toss you out
agai n. Once burned, twice warned. But | won't; 1'll never do anything |like that again."

In her placid, conversational voice Enmly said, "I'msorry you feel so bad, Barney. Aren't

you seei ng an anal yst? Sonebody said they saw you carrying a psychiatric suitcase around with
you. "

"Dr. Smile," he said, renenbering. Probably he had | eft himat, Roni Fugate's apt. "I need
hel p," he said to Emly. Isnt there any way-- He broke off. Can't the past be altered? he asked
hinsel f. Evidently not. Cause and effect work in only one direction, and change is real. So what's
gone is gone and | might as well get out of here. He rose to his feet. "I nust be out of ny mnd,"
he said to both her and Richard Hnatt. "I'msorry; I"'monly half awake--this nmorning |I'm
disoriented. It started when | woke up."

"Drink your coffee, why don't you?" Hnhatt suggested. "How about sone bear's claw to go

with it?" The darkness had left his face; he, like Emly, was now tranquil, uninvolved.

Barney said, "I don't understand it. Palmer Eldritch said to cone here." O had he?
Sonething like that; he was certain of it. "This was supposed to work out, | thought," he said,
hel pl essly.

Hnatt and Enily gl anced at each other.

"Eldritch is in a hospital sonewhere--" Em |y began

"Sonet hing's gone wong," Barney said. "Eldritch nust have lost control. | better find
him he can explain it to me." And he felt panic, mercury-swift, fluid, pervasive panic; it filled
himto his fingertips. "Goodbye," he managed to say, and started toward the door, groping for
escape.

From behi nd himRi chard Hnhatt said, "Wit."

Barney turned. At the breakfast table Emly sat with a fixed, faint smle on her face,
si ppi ng her coffee, and across fromher Hnatt sat facing Barney. Hnatt had one artificial hand,
with which he held his fork, and when he lifted a bite of egg to his nouth Barney saw huge,
jutting stainless steel teeth. And Hnatt was gray, hollowed out, with dead eyes, and nuch | arger
than before; he seened to fill the roomwith his presence. But it was still Hnatt. | don't get it,
Barney said, and stood at the door, not |eaving the apt and not returning; he did as Hnatt
suggested: he waited. Isn't this sonething |ike Palner Eldritch? he asked hinmself. In pics

he has an artificial linb and steel teeth and Jensen eyes, but this was not Eldritch.
“I't'"s only fair to tell you," Hnatt said matter-of-factly, "that Emly is a | ot fonder of
you t han what she says suggests. | know because she's told ne. Many tines." He glanced at Emly,

then. "You're a duty type. You feel it's the noral thing to do at this point, to suppress your
enotions toward Barney; it's what you've been doing all al ong anyhow But forget your duty. You
can't build a marriage on it; there has to be spontaneity there. Even if you feel it's wong to--"
He nade a gesture. "Well, let's say _deny_ nme . . . still, you should face your feelings honestly
and not cover themwith a self-sacrificing facade. That's what you did with Barney here; you | et
hi m ki ck you out because you thought it was your duty not to interfere with his career." He added,
"You're still behaving that way and it's still a mistake. Be true to yourself." And, all at once,
he grinned at Barney, grinned--and one dead eye flicked off, as if in a mechanical w nk.

It was Palner Eldritch now Conpletely.

Em |y, however, did not appear to notice; her snile had faded and she | ooked confused,
upset, and increasingly furious. "You nake ne so dam angry," she said to her husband. "I _said_
how | feel and I'mnot a hypocrite. And | don't like to be accused of being one."

Across from her the seated nan said, "You have only one life. If you want to live it with
Barney instead of me--"

"I don't." She glared at him

"“I'"'mgoing," Barney said; he opened the hall door. It was hopel ess.

"Wait." Palnmer Elditch rose, and sairntered after him "I'Il walk downstairs with you."

Toget her the two of themtrudged down the hall toward the steps.
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"Don't give up," Eldritch said. "Remenber: this is only the initial time you ve nade use
of ChewZ; you'll have other tines later. You can keep chipping away until eventually you get it."
Barney said, "Wat the hell is Chew zZ?"

From cl ose beside hima girl's voice was repeating, "Barney Mayerson. Cone on." He was
bei ng shaken; he blinked, squinted. Kneeling, her hand on his shoul der, was Anne Hawt horne. "Wat
was it like? | stopped by and | couldn't find anyone around; then |I ran across all of you here in
acircle, conpletely passed out. What if | had been a UN official ?"

"You woke ne," he said to Anne, realizing what she had done; he felt massive, resentfu
di sappoi nt nent. However, the translation for the tine being was over and that was that. But he
experienced the craving within him the yearning. To do it again, and as soon as possible.
Everything el se was uni nportant, even the girl beside himand his inert very quiet fellow
hovel i sts sl unped here and there.

"I't was that good?" Anne said perceptively. She touched her coat. "He visited our hovel,
too; | bought. That nman with the strange teeth and eyes, that gray, big man."

"Eldritch. O a sinulacrumof him" Hs joints ached, as if he had been sitting doubl ed up
for hours, and yet, examining his watch, he saw that only a few seconds, a mnute at the nost, had
passed. "Eldritch is everywhere," he said to Anne. "G ve ne your ChewZ," he said to her

"No. "
He shrugged, concealing his disappointnent, the acute, physical inpact of deprivation
Vel |, Palmer Eldritch would be returning; he surely knew the effects of his product. Possibly even

| ater today.

"Tell me about it," Anne said

Barney said, "lIt's an illusory world in which Eldritch holds the key positions as god; he
gi ves you a chance to do what you can't really ever do--reconstruct the past as it ought to have
been. But even for himit's hard. Takes tine." He was silent, then; he sat rubbing his aching
f or ehead.

"You nmean he can't--and you can't--just wave your arms and get what you want? As you can
in a dreanf"

"It's absolutely not like a dream" It was worse, he realized. Mre like being in hell, he
thought. Yes, that's the way hell nust be: recurrent and unyielding. But Eldritch thought in tinme,
with sufficient patience and effort, _it could be changed .

"If you go back--" Anne began

"'"1f." He stared at her. "I've got to go back. | wasn't able to acconplish anything this
tinme." Hundreds of times, he thought. It might take that. "Listen. For God' s sake give ne that
Chew Z bindle you've got there. I know | can convince her. |'ve got Eldritch hinself on ny side,
pl uggi ng away. Right now she's nmad, and | took her by surprise--" He becane silent; he stared at

Anne Hawt horne. There's sonet hing wong, he thought. Because--

Anne had one artificial armand hand; the plastic and metal fingers were only inches from
hi m and he coul d discern themclearly. And when he | ooked up into her face he saw the hol | owness,
the enptiness as vast as the intersystem space out of which Eldritch had energed. The dead eyes,
filled with space beyond the known, visited worlds.

"You can have nore later," Anne said calmy. "One session a day is enough." She sml ed.
"Qtherwi se you'd run out of skins; you wouldn't be able to afford any nore, and then what the hel
woul d you do?"

Her smle glinted, the shiny opul ence of stainless steel

The ot her hovelists, on all sides of him groaned into wakeful ness, recovering by sl ow,
angui shed stages; they sat up, nunbled, and tried to orient thenselves. Anne had gone sonewhere.
By hinself he nanaged to get to his feet. Coffee, he thought. 1'Il bet she's fixing coffee.

"Wow, " Norm Schei n sai d.

"Where'd you go?" Tod Morris demanded, thicktongued; blearily he too stood, then assisted
his wife Helen. "I was back in nmy teens, in high school, when | was on ny first conplete date--
first, you get nme, successful one, you follow?" He glanced nervously at Helen, then

Mary Regan said, "It's _much_ better than Can-D. Infinitely. Ch, if | could tell you what
I was doing--" She giggled self-consciously. "I just can't, though." Her face shone hot and red.

CGoing off to his own conpartnent Barney Mayerson | ocked the door, and got out the tube of
toxin that Allen Faine had given him he held it in his hand, thinking, Nowis the time. But--are
we back? Did | see nothing nore than a residual view of Eldritch, superinposed on Anne? O perhaps
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it had been genuine insight, perception of the actual, of their unqualified situation; not just
his but all of theirs together.

If soit was not the time to receive the toxin. Instinct offered himthat point of
observati on.

Nevert hel ess he unscrewed the Iid of the tube.

Atiny, frail voice, emanating fromthe opened tube, piped, "You' re being watched,
Mayerson. And if you're up to some kind of tactic we'll be required to step in. You will be
severely restricted. Sorry."

He put the lid back on the tube, and screwed it tight with shaking fingers. And the tube
had been--enpty!

"What is it?" Anne said, appearing; she had been in the kitchen of his conpartnent; she
wore an apron whi ch she had di scovered sonewhere. "Wat's that?" she asked, seeing the tube in his
hand.

"Escape," he grated. "Fromthis."

"From exactly what?" Her normal appearance had reasserted itself; nothing now was aniss.
"You | ook positively sick, Barney; you really do. Is it an after-effect of the Chew zZ?"

"“A hangover." |s Palmer Eldritch actually inside this? he wondered, exam ning the closed
tube; he revolved it in the palmof his hand. "Is there any way to contact the Faines' satellite?"
"“Ch, | imagine so. You probably just put in a vidcall or whatever their neans of--"

"Go ask Norm Schein to make the contact for nme," he said.

ol igingly, Anne departed; the compartnment door shut after her

At once he dug the code book which Faine had presented himfromits hiding place beneath
the kitchen stove. This would have to be encoded.

The pages of the code book were bl ank

Then it won't go in code, he said to hinmself, and that's that. 1'll have to do the best |
can and let it go, however unsatisfactory.

The door swung open; Anne appeared and said, "M . Schein is placing the call for you. They
request particular tunes all the tine, he says.”

He foll owed her down the corridor and into a cranped little roomwhere Normsat at a
transmitter; as Barney entered he turned his head and said, "I've got Charlotte--will that do?"

"Al'len," Barney said.

"Ckay." Presently Normsaid, "Now |'ve got Q' Eggplant Al. Here." He handed the
m crophone to Barney. On the tiny screen Allen Faine's face, jovial and professional, appeared. "A
new citizen to talk to you,” Norm expl ai ned, reclutching the m crophone briefly. "Barney Mayerson
meet hal f of the teamthat keeps us alive and sane here on Mars." To hinself he nuttered, "God,
have | got a headache. Excuse ne." He vacated the chair at the transmtter and di sappeared
totteringly down the hall.

"M. Faine," Barney said carefully, "I was speaking with M. Palner Elditch earlier today.
He nentioned the conversation that you and | had. He was aware of it so as far as | can see
there's no--"

Coldly, Allen Faine said, "Wat conversation?"

For an interval Barney was silent. "Evidently they had an infrared canera going," he
continued at last. "Probably in a satellite that was nmaking its pass. However, the contents of our

conversation, it would appear, is still not--"
"You're a nut," Faine said. "I don't know you; | never had any conversation with you
Well, man, have you a request or not?" H's face was inpassive, oblique with detachnent, and it did

not seem si nul at ed.

"You don't know who | an?" Barney said, unbelievingly.

Fai ne cut the connection at his end and the tiny vidscreen fused over, now showi ng only
enptiness, the void. Barney shut off the transmitter. He felt nothing. Apathy. He wal ked past Anne
and out into the corridor; there he halted, got out his package--was it the last?--of Terran
cigarettes, and lit up, thinking, What Eldritch did to Leo on Luna or Signa 14-B or wherever he's

done to ne, too. And eventually he'll snare us all. Just like this. Isolated. The conmunal world
is gone. At least for me; he began with ne.
And, he thought, |'m supposed to fight back with an enpty tube that once may or nmay not

have contained a rare, expensive, brain-disorganizing toxin--but which now contains only Pal mer
Eldritch, and not even all of him Just his voice.
The match burned his fingers. He ignored it.

ELEVEN
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Referring to his bundle of notes Felix Blau stated, "Fifteen hours ago a UN-approved Chew
Z-owned ship | anded on Mars and distributed its initial bindles to the hovels in the Fineburg
Crescent."

Leo Bulero | eaned toward the screen, folded his hands, and said, "Including Chicken Pox
Pr ospect s?"

Briefly, Felix nodded.

"By now," Leo said, "he should have consuned the dose of that brain-rotting filth and we
shoul d have heard fromhimvia the satellite system"™

"I fully realize that."

"Wlliam C. Carke is still standing by?" darke was P. P. Layout's top |legal man on Mars.
"Yes," Felix said, "but Mayerson hasn't contacted himeither; he hasn't contacted
_anybody_." He shoved his docunents aside. "That is all, absolutely all, | have at this point."

"Maybe he died,"” Leo said. He felt norose; the whole thing depressed him "Mybe he had
such a severe convul sion that--"

"But then we'd have heard, because one of the three UN hospitals on Mars woul d have been
notified."

"Where is Palner Eldritch?"

"No one in my organi zation knows," Felix said. "He |l eft Luna and di sappeared. W sinply
lost him"

"I'd give ny right arm" Leo said, "to know what's going on down in that hovel, that
Chi cken Pox Prospects where Barney is."

"Go to Mars yoursel f."

"Ch no," Leo said at once. "I'mnot |leaving P. P. Layouts, not after what happened to me
on Luna. Can't you get a man in there from your organizati on who can report directly to us?"

"W have that girl, that Anne Hawt horne. But she hasn't checked in either. Maybe I'll go
to Mars. If you're not."

“I"'mnot," Leo repeated.

Felix Blau said, "It'll cost you."

"Sure," Leo said. "And I'Il pay. But at least we'll have sone sort of chance; | nean, as
it stands we've got nothing." And we're finished, he said to hinself. "Just bill me," he said.

"But do you have any idea what it would cost you if | died, if they got me there on Mars?
My organi zati on woul d--"

"Please," Leo said. "I don't want to talk about that; what is Mars, a graveyard that
Eldritch is digging? Eldritch probably ate Barney Mayerson. Ckay, you go; you show up at Chicken
Pox Prospects." He rang off.

Behi nd hi m Roni Fugate, his acting New York Pre-Fash consultant, sat intently listening.
Taking it all in, Leo said to hinself.

"Did you get a good earful ?" he demanded roughly.

Roni said, "You're doing the same thing to himthat he did to you."

"Who? What ?"

"Barney was afraid to foll ow you when you di sappeared on Luna. Now you're afraid--"

"It's just not wise. Al right," he said. "I'mtoo goddam scared of Palner to set foot
outside this building; of course I'mnot going to Mars and what you say is absolutely true."

"But no one," Roni said softly, "is going to fire you. The way you did Barney."

“I"'mfiring nyself. Inside. It hurts."

"But not enough to nmake you go to Mars."

"All right!" Savagely he snapped the vidset back on again and dialed Felix Blau. "Blau, |
take it all back. 1'mgoing nyself. Although it's insane."

"Frankly," Felix Blau said, "in my opinion you re doing exactly what Palmer Eldritch
wants. All questions of bravery versus--"

"Elditch's power works through that drug,"” Leo said. "As long as he can't adm nister any

tone I'mfine. I'll take a few conpany guards along to watch that |I'mnot slipped an injection
like last time. Hey, Blau. You still come al ong; okay?" He swung to face Roni. "Is that al
right?"

"Yes." She nodded.
"See? She says it's okay. So will you conme along with nme to Mars and you know, hold ny

hand?"

"Sure, Leo," Felix Blau said. "And if you faint 1'll fan you back to consciousness. |'I]
meet you at your office in--" He exam ned his wistwatch. "Two hours. W'Ill map out details. Have
a fast ship ready. And I'Il bring a couple of nen along |I have confidence in, too."
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"That's it," Leo said to Roni as he broke the connection. "Look what you got me to do. You
sei zed Barney's job and if | don't get back from Mars nmaybe you can nail down ny job, too." He
glared at her. Wnen can get a nman to do anything, he realized. Mther, wife, even enployee; they
twist us like hot little bits of thernoplastic.

Roni said, "lIs that really why | said it, M. Bulero? Do you really believe that?"

He took a good, long, hard | ook at her. "Yes. Because you're insatiably anbitious.
really believe that."

"You're wong."

"If I _don't come back fromMars will you cone after nme?" He waited but she did not
answer; he saw hesitation on her face, and at that he loudly |laughed. "Of course not," he said.
Stonily, Roni Fugate said, "I nust get back to nmy office; | have new flatware to judge.

Modern patterns from Capetown." Rising, she departed; he watched her go, thinking, She's the real
one. Not Palmer Eldritch. If | do get back |I've got to find some nmethod of quietly dunping her.
don't like to be mani pul at ed.

Pal mer Eldritch, he thought suddenly, appeared in the formof a small girl, alittle child-
-not to nention |later on when he was that dog. Maybe there is no Roni Fugate; maybe it's Eldritch

The thought chilled him

What we have here, he realized, is not an invasion of Earth by Proxnmen, beings from
anot her system Not an invasion by the |egions of a pseudo human race. No. It's Palnmer Eldritch
who's everywhere, growi ng and growing like a nmad weed. |Is there a point where he'll burst, grow
too much? Al the manifestations of Eldritch, all over Terra and Luna and Mars, Palmer puffing up
and bursting--pop, pop, POP!' Like Shakespeare says, some danmthing about sticking a mere pin in
t hrough the arnor, and goodbye ki ng.

But, he thought, what in this case is the pin? And is there an open spot into which we can
thrust it? | don't know and Felix doesn't know and Barney; 1'l|l nake book that he doesn't have the
foggi est idea of howto cope with Eldritch. Kidnap Zoe, the man's elderly, ugly daughter? Pal mer
woul dn't care. Unless Palner is also Zoe; naybe there is no Zoe, independent of him And that's
the way we'll all wind up unless we figure out how to destroy him he realized. Replicas,
extensions of the nan, inhabiting three planets and six noons. The man's a protoplasm spreading
and reproduci ng and dividing, and all through that dam |ichen-derived non-Terran drug, that
horri bl e, mserable Chew Z

Once nore at the vidset he dialed Allen Faine's satellite. Presently, a trifle
i nsubstantial and weak but neverthel ess there, the face of his prinme disc jockey appeared. "Yes,
M. Bulero.™

"You're positive Mayerson hasn't contacted you? He's got the code book, hasn't he?"

"CGot the book, but still nothing fromhim W've been nonitoring every transm ssion from
Chi cken Pox Prospects. W saw Eldritch's ship | and near the hovel --that was hours ago--and we saw
Eldritch get out and go up to the hovelists, and although our caneras didn't pick this up |I'msure
the transaction was consunmmated at that instant." Fai ne added, "And Barney Mayerson was one of the
hovel i sts who nmet Eldritch at the surface.”

"I believe | know what happened," Leo said. "Okay, thanks, Al." He rang off. Barney went
below with the ChewZ, he realized. And right away they all sat down and chewed; that was the end,
just as it was for nme on Luna. Qur tactics required that Barney chew away, Leo realized, and so we
pl ayed right into Palner's dirty, seninechanical hands; once he had the drug in Barney's system we
were through. Because Eldritch somehow controls each of the hallucinatory worlds induced by the
drug; | knowit--_knowit! --that the skunk is in all of them

The fantasy world that Chew Z i nduces, he thought, are in Palmer Eldritch's head . As |
found out personally.

And the trouble is, he thought, that once you get into one of themyou can't quite
scranmbl e back out; it stays with you, even when you think you re free. It's a one-way gate, and
for all I knowIl'mstill init _now.

However that did not seemlikely. And yet, he thought, it shows how afraid | am-as Ron

Fugate pointed out. Afraid enough to (I'lIl admt it) abandon Barney there |ike he abandoned ne.
And Barney was using his precog ability, so he had foresight, alnost to the point where it was
i ke what | have now, |ike hindsight. He knew in advance what | had to | earn by experience. No

wonder he bal ked.

_Who gets sacrificed?_ Leo asked hinself. Me, Barney, Felix Blau--which of us gets nelted
down for Palmer to guzzle? Because that's what we are potentially for him food to be consuned.
It's an oral thing that arrived back fromthe Prox system a great nouth, open to receive us.

But Palmer's not a cannibal. Because | know he's not human; that's not a man there in that
Pal ner Eldritch skin.
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But what it was he had no concept at all. So much coul d happen in the vast expanses
bet ween Sol and Proxima, either going or com ng. Maybe it happened, he thought, when Pal ner was
goi ng; nmaybe he ate the Proxmen during those ten years, cleaned the plate there, and so then cane
back to us. Ugh. He shivered.

Wel |, he thought, two nore hours of independent |ife, plus the tine it takes to travel to
Mars. Maybe ten hours of private existence, and then--swallowed. And all over Mars that hideous
drug is being distributed; think, picture, the nunbers confined to Palner's illusory worlds, his
nets that he casts. Wiat do those Buddhists in the UN |ike Hepburn-Glbert call it? Maya. The vei
of illusion. Sheoot, he thought disnmally, and reached to snap on his intercomin order to
requisition a fast ship for the ffight. And I want a good pilot, he renenbered; too many autonomc
| andi ngs of late have been failures: | don't intend to be splattered all over the countryside--

especially _that_ countryside.

To M ss G eason he said, "Who's the best interplan pilot we have?"

"Don Davis," Mss deason said pronptly. "He has a perfect record in--you know His
ffights fromVenus." She did not refer explicitly to their Can-D enterprise; even the intercom
m ght be tapped.

Ten minutes |ater the travel arrangenents had all been nade.

Leo Bulero |l eaned back in his chair, lit a |arge green Havana-leaf claro cigar which had
been housed in a heliumfilled humidor, probably for years . . . the cigar, as he bit the end off,
seermed dry and brittle; it cracked under the pressure of his teeth and he felt disappointnent. It
had appeared so good, so perfectly preserved in its coffin. Well, you never know, he infornmed
himsel f. Until you get right to it.

His office door opened. Mss d eason, the ship-requisition papers in her hands, entered.

The hand which held the papers was artificial; he nade out the glint of undisguised netal
and at once he raised his head to scrutinize her face, the rest of her. Neanderthal teeth, he
thought; that's what those giant stainless steel nolars |ook |like. Reversion, two hundred thousand
years back; revolting. And the luxvid or vidlux or whatever they were eyes, w thout pupils, only
slits. Jensen Labs of Chicago's product, anyhow.

"Goddam you, Eldritch," he said.

“"I"'myour pilot, too," Palmer Eldritch, fromwthin the shape of Mss d eason, said. "And
I was thinking of greeting you when you land. But that's too nuch, too soon."

"G ve nme the papers to sign," Leo said, reaching out.

Surprised, Palmer Eldritch said, "You still intend to nake the trip to Mars?" He | ooked
deci dedl y taken aback.

"Yes," Leo said, and waited patiently for the requisition papers.

Once you' ve taken Chew Z you're delivered over. At |east that's how dognatic, devout,
fanati cal Anne Hawt horne woul d phrase it. Like sin, Barney Mayerson thought; it's the condition of
slavery. Like the Fall. And the tenptation is simlar.

But what's nissing here is a way by which we can be freed. Wuld we have to go to Prox to
find it? Even there it may not exist. Not in the universe anywhere.

Anne Hawt horne appeared at the door of the hovel's transmtter room "Are you all right?"

"Sure," Barney said. "You know, we got ourselves into this. No one _nade_ us chew Chew Z."
He dropped his cigarette to the floor and erased its life with the toe of his boot. "And you won't
give me your bindle," he said. But it was not Anne denying it to him It was Palmer Eldritch
operating through her, holding back.

Even so, | can take it fromher, he realized

"Stop,"” she said. O rather it said.

"Hey," Norm Schein yelled fromthe transmtter room junping to his feet, amazed. "Wat
are you doi ng, Mayerson? Let her--"

The strong artificial armstruck him the netal fingers clawed and it was al nbst enough
they pried at his neck, knowingly, alert to the spot where death could nost effectively be
adm ni stered. But he had the bindle and that was it; he let the creature go.

"Don't take it, Barney," she said quietly. "It's just too soon after the first dose.

Pl ease. "

Wthout answering he started off, toward his own cornpartnent.

"WIIl you do one thing for nme?" she called after him "Divide it in half, let me take it
with you. So | can be along."

"Why?" he said.

"Maybe | can help you by being there.”
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Barney said, "I can make it on ny own." If | can reach Enily before the divorce, before
Ri chard Hnatt shows up--as | first did, he thought. That's the only place | have any real chance
Agai n and agai n, he thought. Try! Until I'm successful

He | ocked the door

As he devoured the Chew Z he thought about Leo Bul ero. You got away. Probably because
Pal mer Eldritch was weaker than you. Is that it? O was Eldritch sinply paying out the line,
letting you dangle? You could cone here and stop ne; now, though, there's no stopping. Even
Eldritch warned ne, speaking through Anne Hawt horne; it was too much even for him and now what ?
Have | gone so far that |1've plunged to the bottom out of even _his_ sight? Were even Pal ner
Eldritch can't go, where nothing exists.

And of course, he thought, | can't get back up

H s head ached and he shut his eyes involuntarily. It was as if his brain, alive and
frightened, had physically stirred; he felt it trenble. Altered netabolism he realized. Shock
I"msorry, he said to hinmself, apologizing to his somatic part. Ckay?

"Hel p," he said, aloud.

"Aw, help--ny ass,"” a man's voice grated. "Wat do you want ne to do, hold your hand? QOpen
your eyes or get out of here. That period you spent on Mars, it ruined you and |I'mfed up. Cone
on!"

"Shut up," Barney said. "I'msick; | went too far. You nmean all you can do is baw ne
out ?" He opened his eyes, and faced Leo Bulero, who sat at his big, littered oak desk. "Listen,"
Barney said. "I"'mon ChewZ; | can't stop it. If you can't help me then I'mfinished.” H s | egs

bent as if nelting as he made his way to a nearby chair and seated hinself.

Regardi ng himthoughtfully, snmoking a cigar, Leo said, "You're on ChewZ now? " He
scow ed. "As of two years ago--"

"It's banned?"

"Yeah. Banned. My God. | don't know if it's worth my talking to you; what are you, sone
ki nd of phantasm fromthe past?"

"You heard what | said; | saidIl'monit_." He clenched his fists.

"Ckay, okay." Leo puffed nmasses of heavy gray snoke, agitatedly. "Don't get excited. Hell
I went ahead and saw the future, too, and it didn't kill nme. And anyhow, for chrissakes, you're a
precog--you ought to be used to it. Anyhow-" He | eaned back in his chair, sw veled about, then
crossed his legs. "I saw this nmonunent, see? Guess to who. To ne." He eyed Barney, then shrugged.

Barney said, "I have nothing to gain, nothing at all, fromthis tine period. I want rmny
wife back. I want Emly." He felt enraged, upsurging bitterness. The bile of disappointnent.

"Emly." Leo Bul ero nodded. Then, into his intercom he said, "Mss d eason, please don't
| et anything bother us for a while." He again turned his attention to Barney, surveying him
acutely. "That fellow Hnatt--is that his nane?--got hauled in by the UN police along with the rest
of the Eldritch organi zation; see, Hnatt had this contract that he signed with Eldritch's business
agent. Well, they gave himthe choice of a prison sentence--okay, | admt it's unfair, but don't
bl ane nme--or emigrating. He emgrated.”

"What about her?"

"Wth that pot business of hers? How the hell could she conduct it froma hovel underneath
the Martian desert? Naturally she dunped the dunb jerk. Well so see if you had waited--"

Barney said, "Are you really Leo Bulero? O are you Palner Eldritch? And this is to make
me feel even worse--is that it?"

Rai si ng an eyebrow, Leo said, "Palner Eldritch is dead."

"But this isn't real; this is a drug-induced fantasy. Translation."

"The hell it isn't real." Leo glared at him "Wat does that make nme, then? Listen." He
pointed his finger angrily at Barney. "There's nothing unreal about ne; you're the one who's a
goddam phantasm |ike you said, out of the past. | nean, you've got the situation conpletely
backward. You hear this?" He banged on the surface of his desk with all the strength in his hands.
"The sound reality nakes. And | say that your ex-wife and Hnatt are divorced; | know because she
sells her pots to us for mnning. In fact she was in Roni Fugate's office |ast Thursday."
G unpily, he snoked his cigar, still glaring at Barney.

"Then all | have to do," Barney said, "is look her up." It was as sinple as that.

"Ch yeah," Leo agreed, nodding. "But just one thing. What are you going to do with Ron
Fugate? You're living with her in this world that you seemto like to i magi ne as unreal ."

Ast ounded, Barney said, "After _two years?_ "

"And Emily knows it because since she's been selling her pots to us through Roni the two
of them have becone buddies; they tell each other their secrets. Look at it fromEnmly's
viewpoint. If she lets you conme back to her Roni'll probably stop accepting her pots for ninning.
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It's arisk, and | bet Emwon't want to take it. | mean, we give Roni absolute say-so, like you
had in your tinme."

Barney said, "Emily would never put her career ahead of her own life."

" You_ did. Maybe Em |l earned fromyou, got the nessage. And anyhow, even without that
Hnatt guy, why would Emily want to go back to you? She's leading a very successful life, with her
career; she's planet-fanmous and she's got skin after skin salted away . . . you want the truth?
She's got all the men she wants. Any darn time. Emdoesn't need you; face it, Barney. Anyhow,
what's | acki ng about Roni? Frankly | wouldn't mind--"

I think youre Pal mer El dntch, Barney said.

"Me?" Leo tapped his chest. "Barney, | killed Eldritch; that's why they put up that
monunment to nme." His voice was iow and quiet but he had flushed deep red. "Do | have stainless
steel teeth? | have an artificial arn?" Leo lifted up both his hands. "Well? And ny eyes--"

Barney nmoved toward the door of the office.

"Where are you goi ng?" Leo demanded

"I know," Barney said as he opened the door, "that if | can see Enily even for just a few
m nut es--"

"No you can't, fella," Leo said. He shook his head, firmy

Waiting in the corridor for the el evator Barney thought, Maybe it really was Leo. And
maybe it's true

So | can't succeed wthout Palnmer Eldritch

Anne was right; | should have given half the bindl e back to her and then we could have
tried this together. Anne, Palner . . . it's all the same, it's all him the creator. That's who
and what he is, he realized. The owner of these worlds. The rest of us just inhabit them and when
he wants to he can inhabit them too. Can kick over the scenery, manifest hinself, push things in
any direction he chooses. Even be any of us he cares to. Al of us, in fact, if he desires.
Eternal, outside of tine and splicedtogether segments of all other dinensions . . . _he can even
enter a world in which he's dead_.

Pal mer Eldritch had gone to Prox a man and returned a god.

Al oud, as he stood waiting for the elevator, Barney said, "Palmer Eldritch, help ne. Get
ny wife back for ne." He | ooked around; no one was present to overhear him

The el evator arrived. The doors slid aside. Inside the elevator waited four nen and two
worren, silently.

Al of themwere Palner Eldritch. Men and wonen alike: artificial arm stainless stee
teeth . . . the gaunt, hollowed-out gray face with Jensen eyes.

Virtually in unison, but not quite, as if conpeting with each other for first chance to
utter it, the six people said, "You' re not going to be able to get back to your own world from
here, Mayerson; you've gone too far, this time, taken a nassive overdose. As | warned .you when
you snatched it away from ne at Chicken Pox Prospects."

"Can't you help nme?" Barney said. "l've got to get her back."

"You don't understand,” the Palner Eldritches all said, collectively shaking their heads;
it was the sane notion that Leo had just now made, and the sane firmno. "As was pointed out to
you: since this is your future you' re already established here. So there's no place for you
that's a natter of sinple logic. W' mI| supposed to snare Enmily for? You? Or the legitimte
Barney Mayerson who lived naturally up to this time? And don't think he hasn't tried to get Enmily
back. Don't you suppose--and obviously you haven't--that as the Hnatts split up _he nmade his
move?_ | did what | could for him then; it was quite a few nonths ago, just after Richard Hnatt
was shipped to Mars, kicking and protesting the whole way. Personally | don't blame Hnatt; it was
a dirty deal, all engineered by Leo, of course. And | ook at yourself." The six Palmer Eldritches
gestured contenptuously. "You're a phantasm as Leo said; | can see through you, literally. I"l
tell you in nore accurate term nol ogy what you are."” Fromthe six the calm dispassionate
statement cane, then. "You're a ghost."

Barney stared at them and they stared back placidly, unnoved.

"Try building your Iife on that prem se," the Eldritches continued. "Well, you got what
St. Paul prom ses, as Anne Hawt horne was bl abbi ng about; you're no longer clothed in a perishable,
fleshly body--you've put on an ethereal body in its place. How do you like it, Mayerson?" Their
tone was nocking, but conpassi on showed on the six faces; it showed in the weird, slitted
mechani cal eyes of each of them "You can't die; you don't eat or drink or breathe air . . . you
can, if you wish, pass directly through walls, in fact through any material object you care to.
You'll learn that, in time. Evidently on the road to Damascus Paul experienced a vision relating
to this phenonenon. That and a | ot nore besides." The Eldritches added, "I'minclined, as you can
see, to be somewhat synpathetic to the Early- and Neo-Christian point of view, such as Anne hol ds.
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It assists in explaining a great deal."

Barney said, "Wat about you, Eldritch? You' re dead, killed two years ago by Leo." And I
know, he thought, that you're suffering what | am the sane process must have overtaken you
somewhere along the route. You gave yourself an overdose of ChewZ and now for you there's no
return to your own tine and world, either

"That monunment,” the six Eldritches said, nurnuring together like a rattling, far-off
wind, "is highly inaccurate. A ship of mine had a running gun-battle with one of Leo's, just off
Venus; | was aboard, or supposed to be aboard, ours. Leo was aboard his. He and | had just held a
conference together with Hepburn-G Il bert on Venus and on the way back to Terra Leo took the
opportunity to junmp our ship. It's on that prem se that the nonunent was erected--due to Leo's
astute econom c pressure, applied in all the proper political bodies. He got hinself into the
hi story books once and for all."

Two persons, a well-dressed executive-type young man and a girl who was possibly a
secretary, strolled down the hall; they glanced curiously at Barney and then at the six creatures
within the el evator.

The creatures ceased to be Palner Eldritch; the change took place before him Al at once
they were six individual, ordinary nen and wonen. Utterly heterogeneous.

Barney wal ked away fromthe el evator. For a neasureless interval he roamed the corridors
and then, by ranp, descended to ground |l evel where the P. P. Layouts directory was situated.
There, reading it, he located his own name and office nunber. Ironically--and this bordered on
being just too much--he held the title he had tried to pry by force out of Leo not so |ong ago; he
was |isted as Pre-Fash Supervisor, clearly outranking every individual consultant. So again, if he
had only waited--

Beyond doubt Leo had managed to bring himback from Mars. Rescued himfromthe world of
the hovel. And this inplied a great deal

The planned litigation--or sone substitute tactic--had succeeded. Wuld, rather. And
per haps soon.

The mi st of hallucination cast up by Palnmer Eldritch, the fisherman of human souls, was
enornously effective, but not perfect. Not in the long run. So had he stopped consuni ng Chew Z
after the initial dose--

Per haps Anne Hawt horne's possession of a bindle had been deliberate. A neans of
maneuvering himinto taking it once again and very quickly. If so, her protests had been spurious;
she had intended that he seize it, and, like a beast in a superior naze, he had scranbled for the
glinpsed way out. Manipul ated by Pal mer Eldritch through every inch of the way.

And there was no path back

_If_he was to believe Eldritch, speaking through Leo. Through his congregation
everywhere. But that was the key word, if.

By el evator he ascended to the floor of his own office.

VWhen he opened the office door the man seated at the desk raised his head and said, "C ose
that thing. W don't have a lot of tinme."” The nman, and it was hinself, rose; Barney scrutinized
himand then, reflexively, shut the door as instructed. "Thanks," his future self said, icily.
"And stop worrying about getting back to your own tinme; you will. Mst of what Eldritch did--or
does, if you prefer to regard it that way--consists of manufacturing surface changes: he nakes
things _appear_ the way he wants, but that doesn't nean they are. Follow nme?"

"I"1l--take your word for it."

Hs future self said, "I realize that's easy for nme to say, now, Eldritch still shows up
fromtinme to time, sonetines even publically, but I know and everyone el se right down to the nost
i gnorant readers of the |owest |evel of 'papes knowthat it's nothing but a phantasm the actua
man is in a grave on Sigma 14-B and that's verified. You're in a different spot. For you the
actual Palnmer Eldritch could enter at any mnute; what would be actual for you woul d be a phantasm
for me, and the same is going to be true when you get back to Mars. You'll be encountering a
genuine living Palmer Eldritch and I don't frankly envy you."

Barney said, "Just tell nme how to get back."

"You don't care about Emily any nore?"

“"I"'mscared." And he felt his own gaze, the perception and conprehensi on of the future,
sear him "Okay," he blurted, "what am | supposed to do, pretend otherwi se to i npress you? Anyhow
you'd know. "

"Where Eldritch has the advantage over everyone and anyone who's consumed Chew Z is that
recovery fromthe drug is excessively retarded and gradual; it's a series of |evels, each
progressively less an induced illusion and nore conpounded of authentic reality. Sometinmes the
process takes years. _This_ is why the UN belatedly banned it and turned agai nst Eldritch; Hepburn-
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Glbert initially approved it because he honestly believed that it aided the user to penetrate to
concrete reality, and then it becane obvious to everyone who used it or witnessed it being used
that it did exactly the--"

"Then | never recovered fromny first dose."

"Ri ght; you never got back to clear-cut reality. As you would have if you had abstai ned
anot her twenty-four hours. Those phantasns of Eldritch, inposed on nornmal matter, woul d have faded
away entirely; you would have been free. But Eldritch got you to accept that second, stronger
dose; he knew you had been sent to Mars to operate against him although he didn't have any idea
in what way. He was afraid of you."

It sounded strange to hear that; it did not ring right. Eldritch, with all he had done and
could do--but Eldritch had seen the monunment of the future; he knew that sonmehow, in some nanner,
they were going to kill himafter all

The door of the office abruptly opened.

Roni Fugate | ooked in and saw the two of them she said nothing--she sinply stared, open-
mout hed. And then at |last murnured, "A phantasm | think it's the one standing, the one nearest
me." Shakily, she entered the office, shutting the door after her

"That's right," his future self said, scrutinizing her sharply. "You can test it out by
putting your hand into it."

She did so; Barney Mayerson saw her hand pass into his body and di sappear. "I've seen
phant asns before,"” she said, w thdrawi ng her hand; now she was nore conposed. "But never of you,
dear. Everyone who consuned that abom nati on became a phantasm at one time or another, but
recently they' ve becone |l ess frequent to us. At one time, about a year ago, you saw them everytimnme
you turned around." She added, "Hepburn-Glbert finally saw one of hinself; just what he
deserved. "

"You realize," his future self said to Roni, "that he's under the dom nation of Eldritch
even though to us the man is dead. So we have to work cautiously. Eldritch can begin to affect his
perception at any tinme, and when that happens he'll have no choice but to react accordingly."

Speaki ng to Barney, Roni said, "Wat _can_ we do for you?"

"He wants to get back to Mars," his future self said. "They've got an enornously
conpl i cated schenme screwed together to destroy Eldritch via the interplan courts; it involves him
taking an lonian epilepsygenic, KY-7. O can't you renenber back to that?"

"But it never got into the courts," Roni said. "Eldritch settled. They dropped
litigation."

"W can transport you to Mars,"” his future self said to Barney, "in a P. P. Layouts ship.
But that won't acconplish anything because Eldritch will not only follow you and be with you on
the trip; he'll be there to greet you-- a favorite outdoor sport of his. Never forget that a

phant asm can go anywhere; it's not bounded by time or space. That's what nmkes it a phantasm that
and the fact that it has no netabolism at |east not as we understand the word. COddly, however, it
is affected by gravity. There have been a nunber of studies lately on the subject; anyhow not mnuch
is yet known." Meaningfully he finished, "Especially on the subtopic, How does one return a
phantasmto its own space and tine--exorcise it."

Barney said, "You're anxious to get rid of me?" He felt cold.

"That's right," his future self said calmy. "Just as anxious as you are to get back; you
know now you made a mistake, you know that--" He glanced at Roni and i medi ately ceased. He did
not intend to refer to the topic of Emily in front of her

"They' ve nade sone attenpts wi th high-voltage, |ow anperage el ectroshock,” Roni said. "And
with magnetic fields. Colunbia University has--"

"The best work so far," his future self said, "is in the physics departnent at Cal, out on
the West Coast. The phantasmis bonbarded by Beta particles which disintegrate the essenti al
protein basis for--"

"Ckay," Barney said. "I'Il leave you alone. 1'Il go to the physics departnent at Cal and
see what they can do." He felt utterly defeated; he had been abandoned even by hinsel f, the
ultimate, he thought with inpotent, wild fury. Christ!

"That's strange," Roni said.

"What's strange?" his future self said, tipping his chair back, folding his arms and
regardi ng her.

"Your saying that about Cal," Roni said. "As far as | know they've never done any work
wi th phantasns out there."” To Barney she said quietly, "Ask to see both his hands."

Barney said, "Your hands." But already the creeping alteration in the seated nan had
begun, in the jaw especially, the idiosyncratic bulge which he recogni zed so easily. "Forget it,"
he said thickly; he felt dizzy.
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His future self said nmockingly, "God hel ps those who hel p thensel ves, Mayerson. Do you
really think it's going to do any good to go knocking all around trying to dream up someone to
take pity on you? Hell, I _pity you; | told you not to consune that second bindle. |I'd rel ease
you fromthis if I knew how, and | know nore about the drug than anyone else alive."

"What's going to happen to hinP" Roni asked his future self, which was no | onger his
future self; the metanorphosis was conplete and Palmer Eldritch sat tilted back at the desk, tall
and gray, rocking slightly in the wheeled chair, a great nmass of tineless cobwebs shaped, al nost
as a cavalier gesture, in quasi-human form "M good God, is he just going to wander around here
_forever?_ "

"Good question,” Palnmer Eldritch said gravely. "I wish | knew, for nyself as well as him
I"'min it a lot deeper than he, remenber." Addressing Barney he said, "You grasp the point, don't
you, that it isn't necessary for you to assume your normal Gestalt; you can be a stone or a tree
or a jet-hopper or a section of antithernmal roofing. |'ve been all those things and a lot nore. If
you becore inanimate, an old |l og for instance, you' re no |onger conscious of the passage of tine.
It's an interesting possible solution for soneone who wants to escape his phantasm c exi stence.
don't." H's voice was |l ow. "Because for ne, returning to nmy own space and tine neans death, at Leo
Bulero's instigation. On the contrary; | can live on only in this state. But with you--" He
gestured, snmiling faintly. "Be a rock, Mayerson. Last it out, however long it is before the drug
wears off. Ten years, a century. A nmillion years. O be an old fossil bone in a museum" H s gaze
was gentle.

After a tine Roni said, "Maybe he's right, Barney."

Barney wal ked to the desk, picked up a glass paperwei ght, and then set it down.

"We can't touch him" Roni said, "but he can--"

"The ability of phantasns to mani pul ate material objects," Palmer Eldritch said, "nakes it
clear that they _are_present and not nerely projections. Renenber the poltergeist phenonmenon .

they were capable of hurling objects all around the house, but they were incorporeal, too."

Mounted on the wall of the office gleaned a plaque; it was an award which Em |y had
received, three years before his owm tine, for ceranics she had entered in a show Here it was; he
still kept it.

"I want to be that plaque," Barney decided. It was nade of hardwood, probably nahogany,
and brass; it would endure a long tinme and in addition he knew that his future self would never
abandon it. He wal ked toward the plaque, wondering how he ceased being a nan and became an obj ect
of brass and wood nounted on an office wall.

Pal mer Eldritch said, "You want ny hel p, Mayerson?"

"Yes," he said.

Sonet hi ng swept himup; he put out his arns to steady hinmself and then he was diving,
descendi ng an endl ess tunnel that narrowed--he felt it squeeze around him and he knew t hat he had
nm sjudged. Palnmer Eldritch had once nore thought rings around him denonstrated his power over
everyone who used Chew Z; Eldritch had done sonething and he could not even tell what, but anyhow
it was not what he had said. Not what had been proni sed.

"Goddam you, Eldritch," Barney said, not hearing his voice, hearing nothing; he descended
on and on, weightless, not even a phantasm any |longer; gravity had ceased to affect him so even
t hat was gone, too.

Leave me sonet hing, Palmer, he thought to hinself. Please. A prayer, he realized, which
had al ready been turned down; Palnmer Eldritch had | ong ago acted--it was too late and it al ways
had been. Then I'll go ahead with the litigation, Barney said to hinself; 1'Il find nmy way back to
Mars sonehow, take the toxin, spend the rest of my life in the interplan courts fighting you--and
wi nning. Not for Leo and P. P. Layouts but for ne.

He heard, then, a laugh. It was Palner Eldritch's laugh but it was emerging from-

Hi nsel f.

Looki ng down at his hands, he distinguished the left one, pink, pale, nmade of flesh
covered with skin and tiny, alnost invisible hair, and then the right one, bright, glow ng,
spotless in its nmechanical perfection, a hand infinitely superior to the original one, long since
gone.

Now he knew what had been done to him A great translation--fromhis standpoint, anyhow -
had been acconplished, and possibly everything up to now had worked with this end in nind

It will be ne, he realized, that Leo Bulero will kill. Me the monunent will present a
narration of.

Now | am Pal ner Eldritch

In that case, he thought after a while as the environnent surrounding himseened to
solidify and clear, | wonder how he is making out with Enmly
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| hope pretty badly.

TWELVE

Wth vast trailing arns he extended fromthe Proxima Centaurus systemto Terra itself, and
he was not hunman; this was not a man who had returned. And he had great power. He could overcone
deat h.

But he was not happy. For the sinple reason that he was alone. So he at once tried to make
up for this; he went to a lot of trouble to draw others along the route he had foll owed.

One of them was Barney Mayerson

“"Mayerson," he said, conversationally, "what the hell have you got to |lose? Figure it out
for yourself; you' re washed up as it stands--no wonan you | ove, a past you regret. You realize you
took a decisively wong course in your life and nobody _nmade_ you do it. And it can't be repaired.

Even if the future lasts for a mllion years it can't restore what you |l ost by, so to speak, your
own hand. You grasp mny reasoni ng?"
No answer.

"And you forget one thing," he continued, after waiting. "She's devolved, fromthat
ni serabl e evol ution therapy that ex-Nazi-type German doctor runs in those clinics. Sure, she--
actual |l y her husband--was smart enough to discontinue the treatnents right away, and she can stil
turn out pots that sell; she didn't devolve that nmuch. But--you wouldn't |ike her. You'd know,
she'd be just a little nore shallow, a shade sillier. It would not be |like the past, even if you
got her back; _it'd be changed ."

Again he waited. This time there was an answer. "All right!"

"Where woul d you like to go?" he continued, then. "Mars? |I'll bet. Okay, then back to
Terra."

Bar ney Mayerson, not hinself, said, "No. | left voluntarily; | was through; the end had

cone. "

"Okay. Not Terra. Let's see. HMm " He pondered. "Prox," he said. "You've never seen the
Prox systemand the Proxers. |'ma bridge, you know. Between the two systens. They can cone here
to the Sol systemthrough me any tinme they want--and | allow them But | haven't allowed them But
how t hey are eager." He chuckled. "They're practically lined up. Like the kiddies' Saturday
af t ernoon novie matinee."

"Make nme into a stone.”

"\ 2"

Barney Mayerson said, "So | can't feel. There's nothing for ne anywhere."

"You don't even like being translated i nto one honbgeneous organismw th nme?"

No answer .

"You can share ny anbitions. |'ve got plenty of them big ones--they make Leo's | ook I|ike
dirt." O course, he thought, Leo will kill me not long fromnow At |least as time is reckoned
outside of translation. "I'll acquaint you with one. A mnor one. Maybe it'll fire you up."

"I doubt it," Barney said.

"“I'mgoing to becone a planet."

Bar ney | aughed.

"You think that's funny?" He felt furious.

"I think you' re nuts. Wether you're a man or a thing fromintersystem space; you're stil
out of your mnd."

"I haven't explained," he said with dignity, "precisely what | nmeant when | said that.

What | nmean is, |'mgoing to be everyone on the planet. You know what planet |'mtalking about."

"Terra."

"Hell no. Mars."

"Why Mars?"

"It's--" He groped for the words. "New. Undevel oped. Full of potential. |I'mgoing to be
all the colonists as they arrive and begin to live there. I'lIl guide their civilization; I'll _be_
their civilization!"

No answer .

"Cone on. Say sonething."

Barney said, "How come, if you can be so nuch, including a whole planet, | can't be even

that plaque on the wall of ny office at P. P. Layouts?”
"Um" he said, disconcerted. "Ckay, okay. You can be that plaque; what the hell do | care?
Be anything you want--you took the drug; you're entitled to be translated into whatever pleases
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you. It's not real, of course. That's the truth. I'"'mletting you in on the innernost secret; it's
an hal luci nati on. What nakes it seemreal is that certain prophetic aspects get into the
experience, exactly as with dreanms. |'ve walked into and out of a mllion of them these so-called
"translation' worlds; |I've seen themall. And you know what they are? They're nothing. Like a
captive white rat feeding electric inpulses again and again to specific areas of his brain--its

di sgusting. "

"l see," Barney Mayerson said.

"You want to wind up in one of them know ng this?"

After a tine Barney said, "Sure."

"Ckay! I'lIl make you a stone, put you by a seashore; you can lie there and listen to the
waves for a couple of million years. That ought to satisfy you." You dunb jerk, he thought
savagel y. A stone! Christ!

"Am | softened or sonething?" Barney asked, then; in his voice were for the first time
strong overtones of doubt. "Is this what the Proxers wanted? |Is this why you were sent?"

"I wasn't sent. | showed up here on nmy own. It beats living out in dead space between hot
stars." He chuckled. "Certainly you' re soft--and you want to be a stone. Listen, Mayerson; being a
stone isn't what you really want. Wat you want is death."

" Deat h?"

“You nmean you didn't know?" He was incredul ous. "Aw, come on!"

"No. | didn't know. "

"It's very sinple, Mayerson; I'll give you a translation world in which you're a rotting
corpse of a run-over dog in sonme ditch--think of it: what a goddamrelief it'Il be. You' re going
to be ne; you are nme, and Leo Bulero is going to kill you. That's the dead dog, Mayerson; that's
the corpse in the ditch." And I'Il live on, he said to hinself. That's ny gift to you, and
renenmber: in Gernan G ft means poison. I'Il let you die in nmy place a few nonths from now and t hat
monurmrent on Sigma 14-B will be erected but I'lIl go on, in your living body. Wen you cone back
fromMars to work at P. P. Layouts again you'll be me. And so | avoid ny fate.

It was so sinple.

"Ckay, Mayerson," he concluded, weary of the colloquy. "Up and at 'em as they say.
Consi der yoursel f dunped off; we're not a single organismany nore. W've got distinct, separate
destinies again, and that's the way you wanted it. You're in a ship of Conner Freeman's | eaving

Venus and |I'm down in Chicken Pox Prospects; |1've got a thriving vegetable garden up top, and
get to shack up with Anne Hawt horne any time | want--it's a good life, as far as |I'm concerned. |
hope you like yours equally well." And, at that instant, he energed.

He stood in the kitchen of his conpartnent at Chicken Pox Prospects; he was frying hinself
a panful of local nmushroons. . . the air snelled of butter and spices and, in the living room his
portabl e tape recorder played a Haydn synphony. Peaceful, he thought with pleasure. Exactly what |
want; a little peace and quiet. After all, | was used to that, out in intersystern space. He
yawned, stretched with luxury, and said, "I didit."

Seated in the living room reading a honeopape taken fromthe news-service emanating from
one of the UN satellites, Anne Haw horne gl anced up and said, "You did what, Barney?"

"CGot just the right anpbunt of seasoning in this," he said, still exulting. | am Pal ner
Eldritch and |'m here, not there. I'll survive Leo's attack and I know how to enjoy, use, this
life, here, as Barney didn't or wouldn't.

Let's see how he prefers it when Leo's fighter guns his merchant ship into particles. And
he sees the last of alife bitterly regretted.

In the glare of the overhead |ight Barney Mayerson blinked. He realized after a second
that he was on a ship; the room appeared ordi nary, a conbi nati on bedroom and parlor, but he
recogni zed it by the bolteddown condition of the furniture. And the gravity was all wong;
artificially produced, it failed to duplicate Earth's.

And there was a viewout. Limted, no larger in fact than a conb of bees' wax. But stil
the thick plastic reveal ed the enpti ness beyond, and he went over to fixedly peer. Sol, blinding,
filled a portion of the panorama and he reflexively reached up to click the black filter into use.
And, as he did so, he perceived his hand. His artificial, netallic, superbly efficient nmechanica
hand.

At once he stalked fromthe cabin and down the corridor until he reached the | ocked
control booth; he rapped on it with his steel knuckles and after an interval the heavy reiaforcec
bul khead door opened.

"Yes, M. Eldritch.” The young bl ond-haired pilot, nodding with respect.
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He said, "Send out a nessage.”

The pilot produced a pen and poised it over his notepad nounted at the rimof the
i nstrument board. "Wwo to, sir?"

“"To M. Leo Bulero."

"To Leo. . . Bulero.

The pilot wote rapidly. "lIs this to be relayed to Terra, sir? If so-
"No. Leo is near us in his own ship. Tell him-"

"You want to talk with him sir?"

"I don't want himto kill me," he answered. "That's what I'mtrying to say. And you with
me. And whoever else is on this slowtransport, this idiotically huge target." But it's hopel ess,
he realized, Sonebody in Felix Blau's organization, carefully planted on Venus, saw ne board this
ship; Leo knows I'mhere and that's it.

"“You nmean business conpetition is that tough?" the pilot said, taken by surprise; he
bl anched.

Zoe Eldritch, his daughter in dirndl and fur slippers, appeared. "Wat is it?"

He said, "Leo's nearby. He's got an arned ship, by UN permi ssion; we were lured into a
trap. W& never should have gone to Venus. Hepburn-Glbert was in on it." To the pilot he said,
"Just keep trying to reach him 1'mgoing back to nmy cabin." There's nothing | can do here, he
said to hinmself, and started out.

"Hell," the pilot said, "you talk to him it's you he's after.’
leaving it pointedly vacant.

Si ghi ng, Barney Mayerson seated hinself and clicked on the ship's transnmitter; he set it
to the enmergency frequency, lifted the m crophone, and said into it, "You bastard, Leo. You've got
me; you coaxed me out where you could get at nme. You and that damn fleet of yours, already set up
and operating before |I got back from Prox-- you had the head start." He felt nore angry than
frightened, now "W've got nothing on this ship. Absolutely nothing to protect ourselves wth--
you' re shooting down an unarned target. This is a cargo carrier." He paused, trying to think what
else to say. Tell him he thought, that |I'm Barney Mayerson and that Eldritch will never be caught

He pondered rapidly.

He slid fromhis seat,

and killed because he'll translate hinself fromlife to life forever? And that in actuality you're
killing someone you know and | ove?

Zoe said, "_Say_sonething."

"Leo," he said into the nicrophone, "let me go back to Prox. Please." He waited, |istening
to the static fromthe receiver's speaker. "Ckay," he said, then. "I take it back. I'll never
| eave the Sol system and you can never kill me, even with Hepburn-Glbert's help, or whoever it is
in the UN you're operating in conjunction with." To Zoe he said, "How s that? You |ike that?" He
dropped the m crophone with a clatter. "I'mthrough."”

The first bolt of laser energy nearly cut the ship in half.

Barney Mayerson |lay on the floor of the control booth, listening to the racket of the
energency air punps wheezing into shrill, clacking life. | got what | wanted, he realized. O at
| east what Palnmer said | wanted. |'mgetting death.

Beyond his ship Leo Bulero's UN-nodel trimfighter maneuvered for the placing of a second,
final bolt. He could see, on the pilot's viewscreen, the flash of its exhausts. It was very close
i ndeed.

Lying there he waited to die.

And then Leo Bul ero wal ked across the central room of his conpartment toward him

I nterested, Anne Hawt horne rose fromher chair, said, "So you're Leo Bulero. There're a
nunber of questions, all pertaining to your product Can-D--"

"I don't produce Can-D," Leo said. "I enphatically deny that runmor. None of ny comercia
enterprises are in any way illegal. Listen, Barney; did you or did you not consune that--" He
| owered his voice; bending over Barney Mayerson, he whi spered hoarsely. "You know "

"Il step outside,"” Anne said, perceptively.

"No," Leo grunted. He turned to Felix Blau, who nodded. "W realize you' re one of Blau's
people," Leo said to her. Again he prodded Barney Mayerson, irritably. | don't think he took it,"
he said, half to hinself. "I'lIl search him" He began to rummage in Barney's coat pockets and then
in his inside shirt. "Here it is." He fished out the tube containing the brain-netabolismtoxin
Unscrewi ng the cap he peered in. "Unconsunmed," he said to Blau, with massive disgust. "So
natural ly Faine heard nothing fromhim He backed out."

Barney said, "I didn't back out.” 1've been a long way, he said to hinself. Can't you
tell? "ChewZ," he said. "Very far."

"Yeah, you've been out about two minutes,” Leo said with contenpt. "W got here just as
you | ocked yourself in; sonme fella--Normsonething--let us in with his master key; he's in charge
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of this hovel, | guess.”

"But renenber," Anne said, "the subjective experience with ChewZ is disconnected to our
tine-rate; to himit may have been hours or even days." She | ooked synmpathetically in Barney's
direction. "True?"

"I died," Barney said. He sat up, nauseated. "You killed ne."

There was a remarkabl e, nonplused sil ence.

"You nmean nme?" Felix Blau asked at |ast.

"No," Barney said. It didn't matter. At least not until the next time he took the drug.
Once that happened the finish would arrive; Palner Eldritch would be successful, would achieve
survival. And that was the unbearable part; not his own death--which eventually would arrive
anyhow -but Palner Eldritch's putting on imortality. Grave, he thought; where's your victory over
t hi s--thing?

"I feel insulted," Felix Blau conplained. "I mean, what's this about soneone killing you,
Mayer son? Hell, we roused you out of your coma. And it was a long, difficult trip here and for M.
Bul ero--ny client--in ny opinion a risky one; this is the region where Eldritch operates.” He
gl anced about apprehensively. "Get himto take that toxic substance,"” he said to Leo, "and then
let's get back to Terra before something terrible happens. | can feel it." He started toward the
door of the conpartnent.

Leo said, "WII you take it, Barney?"

"No, " he said.

"Why not?" Wariness. Even patience.

"My life neans too nuch to ne."” |'ve decided to halt in ny atoning, he thought. At |ast.

"What happened to you while you were transl ated?"

He rose to his feet; he barely nade it.

"He's not going to say," Felix Blau said, at the doorway.

Leo said, "Barney, it's all we've cone up with. |I'Il get you off Mars; you know that. And
Qtype epilepsy isn't the end of--"

"You're wasting your tine," Felix said, and disappeared out into the hail. He gave Barney
one final envenoned gl ance. "What a m stake you nade, pinning your hopes on this guy."

Barney said, "He's right, Leo."

"You'll never get off Mars," Leo said. "I'lIl never wangl e a passage back to Terra for you
No matter what happens from here on out."
"I know it."

"But you don't care. You're going to spend the rest of your life taking that drug." Leo
glared at him baffl ed.
"Never again," Barney said.

"Then what ?"

Barney said, "I'll live here. As a colonist. I'll work on ny garden up top and whatever
el se they do. Build irrigation systens and like that." He felt tired and the nausea had not |eft
him "Sorry," he said

"So am|l," Leo said. "And | don't understand it." He gl anced at Anne Hawt horne, saw no

answer there either, shrugged, then wal ked to the door. There he started to say sonething nore but
gave up; with Felix Blau he departed. Barney listened to the sound of them clanking up the steps
to the mouth of the hovel and then finally the sound died away and there was silence. He went to
the sink and got hinmself a glass of water.

After a time Anne said, "I understand it."

"Do you?" The water tasted good; it washed away the | ast traces of Chew Z

"Part of you has becone Palnmer Eldritch," she said. "And part of him becane you. Neither
of you can ever becone conpletely separated again; you'll always be--"

"You're out of your mind," he said, |leaning with exhaustion against the sink, steadying
hinself; his |l egs were too weak, still.

"Eldritch got what he wanted out of you," Anne said.

"No," he said. "Because | cane back too soon. | would have had to be there another five or
ten mnutes. Wien Leo fires his second shot it'll be Palner Eldritch there in that ship, not ne."
And that's why there is no need for ne to derange ny brain netabolismin a hasty, crackpot schene
concocted out of desperation, he said to hinmself. The nman will be dead soon enough . . . or rather
it will be.

"I see,"” Anne said. "And you're sure this glinpse of the future that you had during
translation--"

"I't's valid." Because he was not dependent on what had been available to himduring his
experience with the drug.
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In addition he had his own precog ability.

"And Pal mer Eldritch knows it's valid, too," he said. "He'll do, is doing, everything
possible to get out of it. But he won't. Can't.” O at least, he realized, it's _probable_ that he
can't. But here was the essence of the future: interlaced possibilities. And | ong ago he had
accepted this, learned howto deal with it; he intuitively knew which tine-line to choose. By
_that _ he had held his job with Leo.

"But because of this Leo won't pull strings for you," Anne said. "He really won't get you
back to Earth; he nmeant it. Don't you conprehend the seriousness of that? |I could tell by the
expression on his face; as long as he lives he'll never--"

"Earth," Barney said, "lI've had." He too had neant what he had said, his anticipations for
his own Iife which | ay ahead here on Mars.

If it was good enough for Palnmer Eldritch it was good enough for him Because Eldritch had
lived many lives; there had been a vast, reliable wi sdomcontained within the substance of the nman
or creature, whatever it was. The fusion of hinmself with Eldritch during translation had left a
mark on him a brand for perpetuity: it was a form of absol ute awareness. He wondered, then, if
El dritch had gotten anything back fromhimin exchange. Did | have sonething worth his know ng? he
asked hinsel f. Insights? Mods or nenories or val ues?

Good question. The answer, he decided, was no. Qur opponent, something admttedly ugly and
foreign that entered one of our race like an ailnment during the | ong voyage between Terra and Prox

and yet it knew much nore than | did about the nmeaning of our finite lives, here; it sawin
perspective. Fromits centuries of vacant drifting as it waited for sonme kind of life formto pass
by which it could grab and becone . . . maybe that's the source of its know edge: not experience
but unending solitary brooding. And in conparison | knew -had done--not hi ng.

At the door of the conpartnment Nonn and Fran Schei n appeared. "Hey, Mayerson; how was it?
What' d you think of ChewZ the second tine around?" They entered, expectantly awaiting his answer.

Barney said, "It'Il never sell."
Di sappoi nted, Norm said, "That wasn't ny reaction; | liked it, and a ot better than Can-
D. Except--" He hesitated, frowned, and glanced at his wife with a worried expression. "There was

a creepy presence though, where | was; it sort of marred things." He explained, "Naturally | was
back--"

Fran interrupted, "M . Mayerson |ooks tired. You can give himthe rest of the details
later."

Eyi ng Barney, Norm Schein said, "You're a strange bird, Barney. You came out of it the
first tinme and snatched this girl's bindle, here, this Mss Hawthorne, and ran off and | ocked
yoursel f in your conpartnent so you could take it, and now you say--" He shrugged phil osophically.
"Wel |, naybe you just got too nmuch in your craw all at once. You weren't noderate, man. Me, |
intend to try it again. Carefully, of course. Not like you." Reassuring hinself he said loudly, "I
mean it; | liked the stuff."

"Except," Barney said, "for the presence that was there with you."

"I felt it, too," Fran said quietly. "I'"mnot going to try it again. I'm-afraid of it.
What ever it was." She shivered and noved closer to her husband; automatically, fromlong habit, he
put his arm around her wai st.

Barney said, "Don't be afraid of it. It's just trying to live, like the rest of us are."

"But it was so--" Fran began

"Anything that old," Barney said, "would have to seem unpl easant to us. W have no
conception of age to that dinmension. That enormty."

"You talk like you know what it was," Norm sai d.

| know, Barney thought. Because as Anne said, part of it's here inside me. And it will,

until it dies a few nmonths fromnow, retain its portion of me incorporated within its own
structure. So when Leo kills it, he realized, it will be a bad instant for ne. | wonder how it
will feel

"That thing," he said, speaking to themall, especially to Norm Schein and his w fe, "has
a nane which you'd recognize if | told it to you. Although it would never call itself that. W're

the ones who've titled it. Fromexperience, at a distance, over thousands of years. But sooner or
later we were bound to be confronted by it. Wthout the distance. O the years."

Anne Hawt horne said, "You nean God."

It did not seemto himnecessary to answer, beyond a slight nod.

"But--_evil?_ " Fran Schei n whi spered.

"An aspect,"” Barney said. "Qur experience of it. Nothing nore." O didn't | nake you see
that al ready? he asked hinself. Should |I tell you how it tried to help ne, in its ow way? And yet-
-how fettered it was, too, by the forces of fate, which seemto transcend all that |ive, including
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it as nmuch as ourselves
"Cee whiz," Normsaid, the corners of his mouth turning down in alnost tearfu
di sappoi ntrrent; he | ooked, for a nonment, |ike a cheated small boy.

THI RTEEN

Later, when his | egs had ceased coll apsing under him he took Anne Hawthorne to the
surface and showed her the begi nnings of his garden

"You know," Anne said, "it takes courage to |l et people down.

"You nean Leo?" He knew what she neant; there was no dispute about what he had just now
done to Leo and to Felix Blau and the whole P. P. Layouts and Can-D organi zation. "Leo's a grown
man," he pointed out. "He'll get over it. He'll recognize that he has to handle Eldritch hinself
and he will." And, he thought, the litigation against Eldritch would not have acconplished that
much; my precog ability tells ne that, too.

"Beets,"” Anne said. She had seated herself on the fender of an autonom c tractor and was
exam ni ng packages of seeds. "I hate beets. So please don't plant any, even nutant ones that are
green, tall, arid skinny and taste like |ast year's plastic doorknob."

"Were you thinking," he said, "of conming here to |ive?"

"No." Furtively, she inspected the honmeostatic control box of the tractor, and picked at
the frayed, partially incinerated insulation of one of its power cables. "But | expect to have
dinner with your group every once in a while; you' re the closest neighbor we have. Such as you
are.

"Listen," he said, "that decayed ruin that you inhabit--" He broke off. ldentity, he
thought; I'malready acquiring it in terns of this substandard conmmnal dwelling that could use
fifty years of constant, detailed repair work by experts. "My hovel," he said to her, "can lick

your hovel. Any day of the week."
"What about Sunday? Can you do it tw ce, then?"
"Sunday," he said, "we're not allowed to. W read the Scriptures.”
"Don't joke about it," Anne said quietly.
"I wasn't." And he hadn't been, not at all
"What you said earlier about Palner Eldritch--"

Barney said, "I only wanted to tell you one thing. Maybe two at the nost. First, that he--
you know what | refer to--really exists, really is there. Al though not like we've thought and not
Iike we've experienced himup to now-not |ike we'll perhaps ever be able to. And second--" He
hesi t at ed.

"Say it."

"He can't help us very much," Barney said. "Sone, maybe. But he stands with enpty, open
hands; he understands, he wants to help. He tries, but . . . it's just not that sinple. Don't ask
me why. Maybe even he doesn't know. Maybe it puzzles him too. Even after all the time he's had to
mull over it." And all the tinme he'll have later on, Barney thought, if he gets away from Leo
Bul ero. Human, one-of-us Leo. Does Leo know what he's up against? And if he did. . . would he try

anyhow, keep on with his schenmes?

Leo woul d. A precog can see sonething that's foreordained.

Anne said, "Wat net Eldritch and entered him what we're confronting, is a being superior
to ourselves and as you say we can't judge it or nmake sense out of what it does or wants; it's
mysteri ous and beyond us. But | know you're wong, Barney. Sonething which stands with enpty, open
hands is not God. It's a creature fashioned by sonething higher than itself, as we were; God
wasn't fashioned and He isn't puzzled."

"I felt," Barney said, "about hima presence of the deity. It was there." Especially in
that one nonent, he thought, when Eldritch shoved ne, tried to make me try.

"Of course,” Anne agreed. "l thought you understood about that; He's here inside each of
us and in a higher life formsuch as we're tal king about He would certainly be even nore nanifest.
But--let me tell you nmy cat joke. It's very short and sinple. A hostess is giving a dinner party
and she's got a lovely five-pound T-bone steak sitting on the sideboard in the kitchen waiting to
be cooked while she chats with the guests in the living room-has a few drinks and whatnot. But
then she excuses herself to go into the kitchen to cook the steak--and it's gone. And there's the
famly cat, in the corner, sedately washing its face."

"The cat got the steak,"” Barney said.

"Did it? The guests are called in; they argue about it. The steak is gone, all five pounds
of it; there sits the cat, |ooking well-fed and cheerful. 'Wigh the cat,' someone says. They've
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had a few drinks; it looks |ike a good idea. So they go into the bathroom and wei gh the cat on the
scales. It reads exactly five pounds. They all perceive this reading and one guest says, 'Ckay,
that's it. There's the steak.' They're satisfied that they know what happened, now, they've got
enpirical proof. Then a qual mcones to one of them and he says, puzzled, 'But where's the cat?'"

"I heard that joke before," Barney said. "And anyhow | don't see its application."

Anne said, "That joke poses the finest distillation of the problem of ontol ogy ever
invented. |If you ponder it |ong enough--"

"Hell," he said angrily, "it's five pounds of cat; it's nonsense--there's no steak if the
scal e shows five pounds.”

"Renenber the wine and the wafer,"” Anne said quietly.

He stared at her. The idea, for a nonent, seened to cone through

"Yes," she said. "The cat was not the steak. But--the cat might be a manifestation which
the steak was taking at that nmonent. The key word happens to be _is_ . Don't tell us, Barney, that
what ever entered Palner Eldritch _is_ God, because you don't know that rmuch about Hi m no one can.
But that living entity fromintersystem space nmay, |like us, be shaped in H's inmage. A way He
sel ected of showing Hinself to us. If the map is not the territory, the pot is not the potter_.
So don't tal k ontol ogy, Barney; don't say is." She sniled at himhopefully, to see if he
under st ood.

"Someday, " Barney said, "we may worship at that nmonunent." Not the deed by Leo Bul ero, he

thought; as admirable as it was--will be, nore accurately--that won't be our object. No, we'll all
of us, as a culture, do as | already amtending toward: we'll invest it wanly, pitifully, with our
conception of infinite powers. And we'll be right in a sense because those powers are there. But
as Anne says, as to its actual nature--

"I can see you want to be alone with your garden," Anne said. "I think I'lIl start back to

my hovel. Good |uck. And, Barney--" She reached out, took himby the hand, and held onto him
earnestly. "Never grovel. God, or whatever superior being it is we've encountered--it woul dn't
want that and even if it did you shouldn't do it." She |eaned forward, kissed him and then
started off.

"You think I"'mright?" Barney called after her. "Is there any point in trying to start a
garden here?" O will we go the famliar way, too

"Don't ask me. I'mno authority."

"You just care about your spiritual salvation," he said savagely.

"I don't even care about that any nore," Anne said. "I'mterribly, terribly confused and

everything upsets me, here. Listen." She wal ked back to him her eyes dark and shaded, w thout
Iight. "Wen you grabbed nme, to take that bindle of Chew Z, you know what | saw? | nean actually
_saw_, not just believed."

"An artificial hand. And a distortion of nmy jaw And ny eyes--"

"Yes," she said tightly. "The mechanical, slitted eyes. Wat did it nean?"

Barney said, "It meant that you were seeing into absolute reality. The essence beyond the
mere appearance.” In your term nology, he thought, what you sawis called--stigmta.

For an interval she regarded him "That's the way you really are?" she said, then, and
drew away fromhim with aversion nmanifest on her face. "Wiy aren't you what you seen? You're not
like that now | don't understand." She added, tremulously, "I wish | hadn't told that cat joke."

He said, "I saw the sane thing in you, dear. At that instant. You fought me off wth
fingers decidedly not those you were born with." And it could so easily slip into place again. The
Presence abides with us, potentially if not actually.

"I's it a curse?" Anne asked. "I nean, we have the account of an original curse of God; is
it like that all over again?"

"“You ought to be the one who knows; you renenber what you saw. All three stigmata--the
dead, artificial hand, the Jensen eyes, and the radically deranged jaw " Synbols of its
i nhabitation, he thought. In our midst. But not asked for. Not intentionally sumobned. And--we
have no medi ati ng sacranents through which to protect ourselves; we can't conpel it, by our
careful, tinme-honored, clever, painstaking rituals, to confine itself to specffic elenents such as
bread and water or bread and wine. It is out in the open, ranging in every direction. It |ooks
into our eyes; and it |ooks out of our eyes.

"It's a price," Anne decided. "That we nust pay. For our desire to undergo that drug
experience with that Chew Z. Like the apple originally." Her tone was shockingly bitter

"Yes," he agreed, "but | think | already paid it.” O came within a hair of paying it, he
deci ded. That thing, which we know only in its Terran body, wanted to substitute ne at the instant
of its destruction; instead of God dying for man, as we once had, we faced--for a nonent-- a
superior--_the_ superior power asking us to perish for _it .
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Does that make it evil? he wondered. Do | believe the argument | gave Norm Schei n? Wl |
it certainly nakes it inferior to what cane two thousand years before. It seens to be nothing nore
or less than the desire of, as Anne puts it, an out-of-dust created organismto perpetuate itself;
we all have it, we all would like to see a goat or a lanmb cut to pieces and incinerated instead of
ourselves. (bl ations have to be made. And we don't care to be them In fact our entire lives are
dedicated to that one principle. And so is its.

"CGoodbye," Anne said. "I'Il |eave you alone; you can sit in the cab of that dredge and dig
away to your heart's content. Maybe when | next see you, there'll be a conpleted water-system
installed here.” She smiled once nore at him briefly, and then hiked off in the direction of her
own hovel .

After a tinme he clinbed the steps to the cab of the dredge which he had been using and
started the creaky, sand-inpregnated nechanism It how ed mournfully in protest. Happier, he
decided, to remain asleep; this, for the nachine, was the ear-splitting sumons of the |ast
trunpet, and the dredge was not yet ready.

He had scooped perhaps a half nmle of irregular ditch, as yet void of water, when he
di scovered that an indigenous life form a Martian sonething, was stalking him At once he halted
the dredge and peered into the glare of the cold Martian sun to nake it out.

It looked a little like a | ean, fanished old grandnother on all fours and he realized that
this was probably the jackal -creature which he had been warned repeatedly about. In any case,
whatever it was, it obviously hadn't fed in days; it eyed himravenously, while keeping its
di stance--and then, projected telepathically, its thoughts reached him So he was right. This was
it.

"May | eat you?" it asked. And panted, avidly slackjawed.

“Christ no," Barney said. He funbled about in the cab of the dredge for sonething to use
as a weapon; his hands cl osed over a heavy wrench and he displayed it to the Martian predator
letting it speak for him there lay a great nmessage in the wench and the way he gripped it.

"CGet down off that contraption,"” the Martian predator thought, in a m xture of hope and

need. "I can't reach you up there.” The last was intended, certainly, to be a private thought,
retained in canera, but sonehow it had gotten projected, too. The creature had no finesse. "I'l|
wait," it decided. "He has to get down eventually."

Barney swung the dredge around and started it back in the direction of Chicken Pox
Prospects. Groaning, it clanked at a maddeningly slowrate; it appeared to be failing with each
yard. He had the intuition that it was not going to nmake it. Maybe the creature's right, he said
to hinmself; it is possible I'll have to step down and face it.

Spared, he thought bitterly, by the enornously higher life formthat entered Pal ner
Eldritch that showed up in our systemfromout there--and then eaten by this stunted beast. The
term nation of a long ffight, he thought. A final arrival that even five m nutes ago, despite ny
precog talent, | didn't anticipate. Maybe I didn't want to . . . as Dr. Snile, if he were here
woul d triunphantly bl eat.

The dredge wheezed, bucked violently, and then, painfully contracting itself, curled up
its life flickered a nonment and then it died to a stop

For a tine Barney sat in silence. Placed directly ahead of himthe ol d-grandnot her jackal
Martian fl esh-eater watched, never taking its eyes fromhim

"All right," Barney said. "Here | cone." He hopped fromthe cab of the dredge, flailing
with the wrench.

The creature dashed at him

Alnost to him five feet away, it suddenly squeal ed, veered, and ran past, not touching

him He spun, and watched it go. " Unclean_," it thought to itself; it halted at a safe distance
and fearfully regarded him tongue lolling. "You're an unclean thing," it informed himdismally.
Uncl ean, Barney thought. How? \Wy?
"You just are," the predator answered. "Look at yourself. | can't eat you; |1'd be sick."

It remai ned where it was, drooping with di sappoi ntnent and--aversion. He had horrified it.
"Maybe we're all unclean to you,"” he said. "All of us fromEarth, alien to this world.
Unfamiliar."
"Just you," it told himflatly. "Look at--ugh!--your right arm your hand. There's
sonmet hing intolerably wong with you. How can you live with yourself? Can't you cl eanse yoursel f
somre way?"
He did not bother to look at his armand hand; it was unnecessary.
Calmy, with all the dignity that he could nanage, he wal ked on, over the |oosely packed
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sand, toward his hovel.

That night, as he prepared to go to bed in the cranped bunk provided by his conpartnent at
Chi cken Pox Prospects, someone rapped on his closed door. "Hey, Mayerson. Cpen up."

Putting on his robe he opened the door

"That trading ship is back," Norm Schein, excited, grabbing himby the |apel of his robe,
declared. "You know, fromthe Chew Z people. You got any skins left? If so--"

"I'f they want to see ne," Barney said, disengaging Norm Schein's grip fromhis robe,
“they'll have to come down here. You tell themthat." He shut the door, then

Norm | oudl y depart ed.

He seated hinself at the table on which he ate his neals, got a pack--his last--of Terran
cigarettes fromthe drawer, and Iit up; he sat snoking and neditating, hearing above and around
his conpartment the scanpering noises of his fell ow hovelists. Large-scale nice, he thought. Who
have scented the bait.

The door to his conpartnent opened. He did not |ook up; he continued to stare down at the
tabl e surface, at the ashtray and matches and pack of Canels.

"M . Myerson."

Barney said, "I know what you're going to say."

Entering the conpartment, Palmer Eldritch shut the door, seated hinmself across from
Barney, and said, "Correct, ny friend. | let you go just before it happened, before Leo fired the
second tinme. It was ny carefully considered decision. And |I've had a long tine to dwell on the
matter; a little over three centuries. | won't tell you why."

"I don't care why," Barney said. He continued to stare down.

"Can't you | ook at nme?" Palner Eldritch said.

“I'"'munclean," Barney inforned him

"WHO TOLD YOQU THAT?"

"An aninmal out in the desert. And it had never seen me before; it knew it just by comng

close to ne." Wiile still five feet away, he thought to hinself. Wich is fairly far.
"Hm Maybe its notive--"
"I't had no goddam notive. In fact just the opposite-- it was half-dead from hunger and

yearning to eat me. So it nust be true."
"To the primtive mnd," Eldritch said, "the unclean and the holy are confused. Merged
nerely as taboo. The ritual for them the--"

"Aw hell," he said bitterly. "lIt's true and you know it. I'malive, | won't die on that
ship, but I"'mdefiled.”

"By me?"

Barney said, "Make your own guess."

After a pause Eldritch shrugged and said, "All right. | was cast out froma star system-|

won't identify it because to you it wouldn't matter--and | took up residence where that wild, get-
rich-quick operator fromyour system encountered ne. And sonme of that has been passed on to you.
But not nuch. You'll gradually, over the years, recover; it'll dimnish until it's gone. Your
fellow colonists won't notice because it's touched them too; it began as soon as they
participated in the chewing of what we sold them"

“I"d like to know," Barney said, "what you were trying to do when you introduced ChewZ to
our people."

"Perpetuate nyself," the creature opposite himsaid quietly.

He gl anced up, then. "A formof reproduction?”

"Yes, the only way | can.”

Wth overwhel mi ng aversion Barney said, "My God. W would all have beconme your children.”

"Don't fret about that now, M. Myerson," it said, and |laughed in a hunmanlike, jovial
way. "Just tend your little garden up top, get your water systemgoing. Frankly | |ong for death;
"1l be glad when Leo Bul ero does what he's already contenplating . . . he's begun to hatch it,

now t hat you' ve refused to take the brain-nmetabolismtoxin. Anyhow, | w sh you |uck here on Mars;
I would have enjoyed it, nyself, but things didn't work out and that's that.” Eldritch rose to his
feet, then.

“"You could revert," Barney said. "Resune the formyou were in when Pal ner encountered you
You don't have to be there, inhabiting that body, when Leo opens fire on your ship."

"Could I?" Its tone was nocking. "Maybe sonething worse is waiting for ne if | fail to
show up there. But you wouldn't know about that; you're an entity whose lifespan is relatively
short, and in a short span there's a lot less--" It paused, thinking.
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"Don't tell ne," Barney said. "I don't want to know. "

The next time he | ooked up, Palnmer Eldritch was gone.

He lit another cigarette. Wiat a nmess, he thought. This is how we act when finally we do
contact at long |l ast another sentient race within the galaxy. And how _it_ behaves, badly as us
and in sone respects nuch worse. And there's nothing to redeemthe situation. Not now.

And Leo thought that by going out to confront Eldritch with that tube of toxin we had a
chance. 1ronic.

And here | am w thout having even consummated the miserable act for the courts' benefit,
physi cal ly, basically, unclean

Maybe Anne can do sonething for ne, he thought suddenly. Maybe there are nmethods to
restore one to the original condition--dinmy remenbered, such as it was--before the late and nore
acute contam nation set in. He tried to renenber but he knew so little about Neo-Christianity.
Anyhow it was worth a try; it suggested there might be hope, and he was going to need that in the
year s ahead.

After all, the creature residing in deep space which had taken the form of Palner Eldritch
bore sone relationship to God; if it was not God, as he hinself had decided, then at least it was
a portion of God's Creation. So sone of the responsibility lay on Hm And, it seened to Barney,
He was probably mature enough to recogni ze this.

Getting Hmto adnit it, though. That night be sonething el se again.

However, it was still worth talking to Anne Hawt horne; she mi ght know of techni ques for
acconpl i shing even that.

But he sonmehow doubted it. Because he held a ternfying insight, sinple, easy to think and
utter, which perhaps applied to hinmself and those around him to this situation

There was such a thing as sal vation. But--

Not for everyone.

On the trip back to Terra fromtheir unsuccessful mission to Mars, Leo Bulero endlessly
nitpi cked and conferred with his coll eague, Felix Blau. It was now obvious to both of them what
they woul d have to do.

"He's all the tinme traveling between a naster-satellite around Venus and the other
pl anets, plus his denesne on Luna," Felix pointed out in sumation. "And we all recognize how
vul nerable a ship in space is; even a small puncture can--" He gestured graphically.

"We'd need the UN s cooperation," Leo said gloonmly. Because all he and his organization
were allowed to possess were side arns. Nothing that could be used by one ship agai nst another

"I'"ve got what nay be some interesting data on that," Felix said, rumaging in his
briefcase. "Qur people in the UN reach into Hepburn-Glbert's office, as you may or may not know.
We can't _conpel _ himto do anything, but we can at |east discuss it." He produced a docunent.
"Qur Secretary-General is worried about the consistent appearance of Palnmer Eldritch in every one
of the so-called 'reincarnations' that users of Chew Z experience. He's smart enough to correctly
interpret what that inplies. So if it keeps happeni ng undoubtedly we can get nore cooperation from
him at |east on a sub rosa basis; for instance--"

Leo broke in, "Felix, let me ask you something. How | ong have you had an artificial arn®P"

d ancing down, Felix grunted in surprise. And then, staring at Leo Bulero, he said, "So do
you, too. And there's sonething the matter with your teeth; open your nouth and let's see.”

W thout answering, Leo got to his feet and went into the nen's roomof the ship to survey
hinself in the floorlength nmirror

There was no doubt of it. Even the eyes, too. Resignedly he returned to his seat beside
Felix Blau. Neither of themsaid anything for a while; Felix rattled his docunents nechanically--
oh God, Leo thought; _literally_ nechanically!--and Leo alternated between watching himand dully
staring out the window at the blackness and stars of interplan space.

Finally Felix said, "Sort of throws you at first, doesn't it?"

"It does," Leo agreed hoarsely. "I nean, hey Felix-- what do we do?"

"W accept it," Felix said. He was gazing with fixed intensity down the aisle at the
people in the other seats. Leo | ooked and saw, too. The sanme deformty of the jaw. The sane
brilliant, unfleshly right hand, one hol ding a honeopape, another a book, a third its fingers
restlessly tapping. On and on and on until the ternination of the aisle and the begi nning of the
pilot's cabin. In there, too, he realized. It's all of us.

"But | just don't quite get what it means," Leo conplained helplessly. "Are we in--you
know. Translated by that foul drug and this is--" He gestured. "We're both out of our minds, is
that it?"
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Felix Blau said, "Have you taken Chew Z?"
"No. Not since that one intravenous injection on Luna."

"Neither have |," Felix said. "Ever. So it's spread. Wthout the use of the drug. He's
everywhere, or rather it's everywhere. But this is good; this'|ll decidedly cause Hepburn-G | bert
to reconsider the UNs stand. He'll have to face exactly what this thing amounts to. | think

Pal mer Eldritch made a mi stake; he went too far."
"Maybe it couldn't help it," Leo said. Maybe the damm organismwas |like a protoplasm it

had to ingest and grow-instinctively it spread out farther and farther. Until it's destroyed at
the source, Leo thought. And we're the ones to do it, because |'m personally Honpo sapi ens

evol vens: |I'mthe human of the future right here sitting in this seat now _If_we can get the
UN s help

I'mthe Protector, he said to himself, of our race.

He wondered if this blight had reached Terra, yet. A civilization of Palnmer Eldritches,
gray and holl ow and stooped and i mensely tall, each with his artificial armand eccentric teeth
and nmechanical, slitted eyes. It would not be pleasant. He, the Protector, shrank fromthe
envisioning of it. And suppose it reaches our m nds? he asked hinself. Not just the anatony of the
thing but the nentality as well. . . what would happen to our plans to kill the thing?

Say, | bet this still isn't real, Leo said to himself. | know I'mright and Felix isn't;
I"'mstill under the influence of that one dose; | never came back out--that's what's the matter
Thinking this he felt relief, because there was still a real Terra untouched; it was only hinself
that was affected. No matter how genui ne Felix beside himand the ship and the menory of his visit
to Mars to see about Barney Mayerson seened.

"Hey, Felix," he said, nudging him "You're a fignent. Get it? This is a private world of
mne. | can't prove it, naturally, but--"

"Sorry," Felix said laconically. "You' re wong."

"Aw, cone on! Eventually |I'mgoing to wake up or whatever it is you finally do when that
m serable staff is out of your system |I'mgoing to keep drinking a lot of |iquids, you know,
flush it out of ny veins."” He waved. "Stewardess." He beckoned to her urgently. "Bring us our
drinks now. Bourbon and water for ne." He glanced inquiringly at Felix.

"The sane," Felix nmurnured. "Except | want a little ice. But not too nuch because that way
when it nelts the drink is no good."

The stewardess presently approached, tray extended. "Yours is with ice?" she asked Feli x;
she was bl onde and pretty, with green eyes the texture of good polished stones, and when she bent
forward her articul ated, spherical breasts were partially exposed. Leo noticed that, liked that;
however, the distortion of her jaw ruined the total inpression and he felt disappointed, cheated
And now, he saw, the |l ovely |ong-lashed eyes had vani shed. Been replaced. He | ooked away,

di sgruntl ed and depressed, until she had gone. It was going to be especially hard, he realized,
regardi ng wonen; he did not for instance anticipate with any pleasure the first sight of Ron
Fugat e.

"You saw?" Felix said as he drank his drink

"Yes, and it proves how quickly we've got to act,
York we | ook up that wily, no-good nitwit Hepburn-G |l bert."

"What for?" Felix Blau asked.

Leo stared at him then pointed at Felix's artificial, shiny fingers holding his glass.

"I rather like themnow " Felix said neditatively.

Leo said. "As soon as we land in New

That's what | thought, Leo thought. That's exactly what | was expecting. But | still have
faith I can get at the thing, if not this week then next. If not this nonth then sonetinme. | know
it; I know nyself now and what | can do. It's all up to ne. Wiich is just fine. | saw enough in
the future not to ever give up, even if I'mthe only one who doesn't succunmb, who's still keeping

the old way alive, the pre-Palnmer Eldritch way. It's nothing nore than faith in powers inplanted
in me fromthe start which | can--in the end--draw on and beat himwith. So in a sense it isn't
me; it's sonething _in_ me that even that thing Palner Eldritch can't reach and consune because

since it's not ne it's not mne to lose. | feel it growing. Wthstandi ng the external
nonessential alterations, the ann, the eyes, the teeth--it's not touched by any of these three,
the evil, negative trinity of alienation, blurred reality, and despair that Eldritch brought back

with himfromProxima. O rather fromthe space in between.

He t hought, We have lived thousands of years under one old-time plague already that's
partly spoiled and destroyed our holiness, and that froma source higher than Eldritch. And if
that can't conpletely obliterate our spirit, howcan this? Is it nmaybe going to finish the job? If
it thinks so--if Palnmer Eldritch believes that's what he arrived here for--he's wong. Because
that power in ne that was inplanted without ny know edge--_it wasn't even reached by the origina

file:/l/F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20Three%20Stigmata%200f%20Palmer%20Eldritch.txt (89 of 90) [1/19/03 7:56:01 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Philip%20K.Dick/Dick%20The%20T hree%20Stigmata%200f %20Pal mer%20El dritch.txt

ancient blight_. How about that?
My evolved nind tells ne all these things, he thought. Those E Therapy sessions weren't in

vain. . . | may not have lived as long as Eldritch in one sense, but in another sense | have; |'ve
lived a hundred t housand years, that of ny accel erated evolution, and out of it |I've becone very
wise; | got ny noney's worth. Nothing could be clearer to ne now. And down in the resorts of
Antarctica I'll join the others like nyself; we'll be a guild of Protectors. Saving the rest.

"Hey Bl au," he said, poking with his non-artificial elbow the sem -thing beside him "I'm

your descendant. Elditch showed up from another space but | came from another tine. CGot it?"

"Um" Felix Blau murnured.

"Look at my doubl e-done, ny big forehead; |'m a bubbl ehead, right? And this rind; it's not
just on top, it's all over. So in ny case the therapy really took. So don't give up yet. Believe
inme."

"Ckay, Leo."
"Stick around for a while. There'll be action. | nmay be |ooking out at you through a
coupl e of Jensen luxvid artificial-type eyes but it's still me inside here. Ckay?"

"Ckay," Felix Blau said. "Anything you say, Leo."

"Leo' ? How cone you keep calling ne 'Leo" ?"

Sitting rigidly upright in his chair, supporting hinself with both hands, Felix Bl au
regarded himinploringly. "Think, Leo. For chrissakes _think_."

"Ch yeah." Sobered, he nodded; he felt chastened. "Sorry. It was just a tenporary slip. |
know what you're referring to; | know what you're afraid of. But it didn't mean anything." He
added, "I'Il keep thinking, like you say. | won't forget again." He nodded sol emmly, prom sing.

The ship rushed on, nearer and nearer Earth.

ABQUT THE AUTHOR
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