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      Enter the SF Gateway …


      In the last years of the twentieth century (as Wells might have put it), Gollancz, Britain’s oldest and most distinguished science fiction imprint, created the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series. Dedicated to re-publishing the English language’s finest works of SF and Fantasy, most of which were languishing out of print at the time, they were – and remain – landmark lists, consummately fulfilling the original mission statement:


      

      ‘SF MASTERWORKS is a library of the greatest SF ever written, chosen with the help of today’s leading SF writers and editors. These books show that genuinely innovative SF is as exciting today as when it was first written.’


      


      Now, as we move inexorably into the twenty-first century, we are delighted to be widening our remit even more. The realities of commercial publishing are such that vast troves of classic SF & Fantasy are almost certainly destined never again to see print. Until very recently, this meant that anyone interested in reading any of these books would have been confined to scouring second-hand bookshops. The advent of digital publishing has changed that paradigm for ever.


      The technology now exists to enable us to make available, for the first time, the entire backlists of an incredibly wide range of classic and modern SF and fantasy authors. Our plan is, at its simplest, to use this technology to build on the success of the SF and Fantasy Masterworks series and to go even further.


      Welcome to the new home of Science Fiction & Fantasy. Welcome to the most comprehensive electronic library of classic SFF titles ever assembled.


      Welcome to the SF Gateway.


      






      Introduction


One of the annoyingly recurrent questions (albeit a distant third to ‘Where do you get your ideas from?’ and ‘Do you believe in all that, then?’) frequently asked of SF writers is: ‘Which SF predictions have come true?’ As the questioner is likely to be driving you fast through traffic, cutting your hair, holding a microphone in your face, or being nice to you at some social occasion, it’s best to be polite. The usual answer to FAQ #3 is that SF isn’t about prediction but possibilities. That a small number of these manifold possibilities have ‘come true’ is neither here nor there. But, as The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction’s article on the topic admits, we SF readers still point proudly at the few shots that hit the target, even as we wave a disclaiming and diverting hand past the shredded shrubbery around it.


There are, however, some novels that are hard to discuss without taking the question of prediction seriously. This is one of them. Furthermore, it’s one I can’t help taking personally. I first read this novel within two or three years of its publication in 1968. The novel is set in 2010. It’s an odd experience to live through the immediate impact of a vision of the future, and then to live on past that future’s date. It’s enough to make you feel old. (Living past the dates in my own novels doesn’t have that effect, possibly because I’m kicking myself for having been so improvident as to put the dates in in the first place.)


John Brunner (1934 – 1995) had a long and prolific career, in which four novels stand out for their length, ambition, and technique. Stand on Zanzibar, The Jagged Orbit (1969), The Sheep Look Up (1972) and The Shockwave Rider (1975) all deploy multi-viewpoint narratives jump-cut with excerpts from real and imaginary documents: scientific journals, television newscasts, popular sociology tracts, rants, sermons, poems, and even in one case a medicine-bottle label. Each novel is focused on a particular social theme, respectively overpopulation, militarism, pollution, and communication/surveillance. The focus is unblinking but not blinkered: each presents a partial (in every sense) view of a world that we see complete.


In that sense, they aren’t dystopias. Dystopias usually work as satires in which a single trend, aspect or institution of society is taken to an extreme. There’s an element of that in Brunner’s dark quartet, to be sure, but it never overwhelms the whole. They’re more like disaster novels, with the difference that the disasters are socially self-inflicted, and are not arbitrary. Nothing here comes out of the blue.


These points apply most strongly to Stand on Zanzibar. Today, it reads like an alternate history set in the present rather than one of yesterday’s tomorrows revisited. Noting where it diverges from the real 2010 is more a case of respecting Brunner’s well-researched and considered futurology, based as it was on what seemed at the time sound science and sharp observation, than of scoring his predictions as successful or failed.


Relations between races and sexes, sex and sexuality, nations and corporations, plans and markets, East and West, North and South have evolved in directions Brunner didn’t foresee. He got the global population right – seven billion – but its local distribution and standard of living spectacularly wrong. There aren’t fifty million starving people in Calcutta and Delhi, or thirteen million affluent but stressed-out citizens of New York. Spree killers – ‘muckers’ in the book – are spawned in the spacious suburbs, not the crowded core. Politically motivated mass killers – ‘partisans’ – in the United States have been Islamists or (by their own lights) strict US constitutionalists. Brunner’s imagined nation of Yatakang is clearly a projection of Indonesia under the left-leaning President Sukarno, but by the time the book was being written Sukarno had lost power, his Communist allies massacred in one of the century’s worst peacetime bloodbaths.


Nevertheless, much of what Brunner wrote was indeed prescient: the increasingly fragmentary and hysterical tone of networked news, the public acceptance of homosexuality, the technical procedures of genetic engineering, the converse fortunes of tobacco and marijuana. America would, as the novel clearly implies but never quite states, lose the war in Vietnam – an outcome by no means widely expected before the Tet Offensive of 1968. The pro-Chinese partisans operating inside US territory were very much what the Weathermen – the terrorist splinter of the New Left – would within a year strive (ineffectually) to become. Brunner’s transcript of a zock music video could be shot today as punk or death metal without changing a word. The well-off but subtly malnourished and deeply debt-laden New Poor are with us now. Even the mistaken projections have a logic: New York is overcrowded because without private cars there can be no suburbia. His hollowed-out Detroit, echoing with angry, amplified music, may have a back-story different from that of ours, but its endpoint is the same.


Stand on Zanzibar was not only the longest and most technically adventurous genre SF novel to date: it was also one of the first to strive for a truly global view, giving (however problematically in some respects) non-Western countries and non-White protagonists full recognition as major players in their own right, rather than as exotic setting and alien Other (or assimilated American). The novel was written before the upheavals of 1968, but reads as if it came after them and was responding to their impact, and to extrapolate their long after-shocks into the next century.


The sources of information for, and the precise timing of the composition of, the book are therefore crucial to understanding its vision of the future. According to Jad Smith’s important and detailed study John Brunner (University of Illinois Press, 2012) after spending a late summer month travelling in the United States, Brunner began drafting Stand on Zanzibar in the autumn and winter of 1966, three years after conceiving the general idea for the book, and after two years of ‘casual research, clipping articles from magazines such as New Society and New Scientist on topics ranging from the possible link between population growth and urban violence to the role of heredity in disease.’ He mailed in the manuscript in February 1967.


Brunner was (like many SF writers) an assiduous reader of New Scientist, contributing a number of letters to it over many years and a final, gloomy article on SF in April 1993. Thanks to Google’s Advanced Book Search, it’s now easy to browse and search New Scientist from 1957 to 1989. Even a cursory survey of issues from the early- to mid-1960s demonstrates that Brunner’s views on (e.g.) the relevance of animal behaviour to understanding human behaviour, the world’s incapacity to feed its growing population in the remainder of the 20th Century, the likely persistence of mass poverty and starvation in the underdeveloped countries, and the efficacy and indeed indispensability of computer-assisted planning in rapid economic development, were all based on facts and arguments that were widely accepted and authoritatively endorsed in its pages.


In the issue of 16 January 1964, for example, Professor Abdus Salam, FRS, wrote: ‘I would like to live to regret my words but twenty years from now, I am positive, the less-developed world will be as hungry, as relatively undeveloped, and as desperately poor, as today.’ Happily, the distinguished Pakistani physicist did live to see (and indeed -- by his own tireless work in research, development, education and public advocacy -- contribute to) the falsification of his grim prophecy. Salam’s view was all too typical of the magazine: the great plant geneticist Norman Borlaug gets only one passing mention in the 1960s, and the Green Revolution, which he pioneered in those very years and that radically increased food production across much of the world, none at all (and short shrift thereafter, I might add).


Likewise, the promising prospect of applying the new computer-enabled management techniques on a wide scale in underdeveloped countries is fascinatingly outlined in ‘Network Planning and Economic Development’ (27 June 1963) by Bohdan O. Szuprowicz, a consultant for a New York corporation. His worked-through example of a possible application, to the Nigerian Federal Government’s Development Programme for 1962-68, reads like a prototype of the novel’s AI-guided programme for Brunner’s fictional West African nation, Beninia. 


Brunner’s world-building was thus firmly grounded in the best available popularizations of current scientific thinking in many fields. His novel found a readership already open to, or at least aware of, this apparent consensus of informed opinion. Around the time of Stand on Zanzibar’s production and publication, several bestsellers brought biological interpretations of human behaviour and gloomy projections for population growth to a wider public than the readership of New Scientist: notably The Territorial Imperative (1966) by Robert Ardrey, Desmond Morris’s The Naked Ape (1967) and The Human Zoo (1969), and The Population Bomb (1968) by Paul R. Ehrlich and Anne Ehrlich. Their paperbacks were soon in most bookshops (and in the case of The Naked Ape many newsagents, to be bought by schoolboys who perhaps mistook the book’s cover for its content). Readers at the time – as I well remember – found the biologically-rooted social criticisms voiced by the novel’s most engaging character, the gonzo sociologist Chad C. Mulligan, both resonant and persuasive.


SF readers, meanwhile, had become used to (if not always pleased with) radical innovations in the genre’s technique and content. Bold departures from the pulp narrative style and conservative social defaults of traditional SF had been pioneered by the New Wave, most strikingly for British readers through Michael Moorcock’s editorship of New Worlds. Much of the New Wave’s technical innovation was a simple matter of applying to science fiction techniques and narrative forms (stream-of-consciousness, fake artefact, condensation, fragmentation) long since assimilated in mainstream literary fiction. Seeking a technique to delineate an entire society, Brunner found it in the Modernist work of John Dos Passos, decades earlier, and an update in the communications theories of Marshall McLuhan.


After giving us due warning of his technique and its purpose (‘Context (0) The Innis Mode’) Brunner throws us in at the deep end, with a brief transcript of a frenetic newscast followed by a long chapter of soundbite introductions to his cast and setting. We may flail at first, but soon learn to swim. An early chapter, ‘Context (4) The Subject Matter’, tabulates the world of Brunner’s 2010, divided into Developed, Developing and Underdeveloped countries. Whatever the differences with our world, the division is familiar and some of its details can still raise a dark laugh of recognition: ‘Government by public apathy. Government by “revolutionary parties”. “Broken-backed” government’ is one line in the matrix.


The chapters are divided into four streams braided through the text: ‘Context’, which provides in-depth background information; ‘The Happening World’, which supplies updates and news items on surface events; ‘Tracking with Closeups’, which traces the fates of minor characters; and ‘Continuity’, which carries the plotline: a complex intertwining of two straightforward stories that knot together at the end.


Brunner’s 2010 is, as I’ve emphasised more than enough, not ours, but in its distorted mirror we can see ourselves. Overpopulation may not be the root cause of our problems, but with our easy distraction, mutual indifference, fractal divisions, chasmic inequalities, and obsolete hatreds we too find ourselves ‘by the tens of thousands … knee-deep in the water around Zanzibar.’


Ken MacLeod
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http://www.sf-encyclopedia.com/entry/brunner_john


The Encyclopedia of Science Fiction Prediction


http://www.sf-encyclopedia.com/entry/prediction


http://readingenvy.blogspot.co.uk/2011/09/review-stand-on-zanzibar-by-john.html (Jenny Colvin, citing Brunner’s article in New Scientist 138:1868, 10 April 1993)




   






      

      context (0)


      THE INNIS MODE


      

      “There is nothing wilful or arbitrary about the Innis mode of expression. Were it to be translated into perspective prose,

         it would not only require huge space, but the insight into the modes of interplay among forms of organisation would also be

         lost Innis sacrificed point of view and prestige to his sense of the urgent need for insight A point of view can be a dangerous

         luxury when substituted for insight and understanding. As Innis got more insight he abandoned any mere point of view in his

         presentation of knowlege. When he interrelates the development of the steam press with ‘the consolidation of the vernaculars’

         and the rise of nationalism and revolution he is not reporting anybody’s point of view, least of all his own. He is setting

         up a mosaic configuration or galaxy for insight … Innis makes no effort to ‘spell out’ the interrelations between the components

         in his galaxy. He offers no consumer packages in his later work, but only do-it-yourself kits …”

      


      

      —Marshall McLuhan: The Gutenberg Galaxy


      







      

      context


     






      

      context (1)


      

      
SCANALYZE MY NAME



      

      

      Stock cue SOUND: “Presenting SCANALYZER, Engrelay Satelserv’s unique thrice-per-day study of the big big scene, the INdepth INdependent INmediate

         INterface between you and your world!”

      


      

      Stock cue VISUAL: cliptage, splitscreen, cut in bridge-melder, Mr. & Mrs. Everywhere depthunder (today MAMP, Mid-Atlantic Mining Project),

         spaceover (today freefly-suiting), transiting (today Simplon Acceleratube), digging (today as every day homimage with autoshout).

      


      

      Autoshout cue: “It’s happening it’s happening! SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER SCANALYZER—”

      


      

      Stock cue VISUAL: cliptage, wholescreen, planet Earth turning jerk-jerk-jerk and holding meridians for GMT, EST, PCT, Pacific Conflict Zone

         Time.

      


      

      Live cue SOUND: “And it’s six poppa-momma for the happening people keeping it straight and steady on that old Greenwich Mean Time—how mean

         can time get, you tell me, hm? Zee for zero, bee for base, counting down to one after ess ee eks—sorree—ess EYE eks! We know what’s happening happening HAPPENING but that piece of the big big scene is strictly up to you, Mr. and Mrs. Everywhere—or Mr. and Miss, or Miss and

         Miss, or Mister and Mister, take your pick, hah-hah! Counting down to one after one poppa-momma for that good old Eastern Standard tie-yum, one after ten anti-matter for the Pacific Coast, and for all of you fighting

         the good fight in lonely midocean one after seven anti-matter—PIPS!”

      


      

      Clock cue: 5 × 1-sec. countdown pips on G in alt, minute signal on C in alt.

      


      

      Plug cue: “No time like the present for things to happen in, no better way to keep time straight and steady than by the signal from

         General Technics’ critonium clock, so accuright it serves to judge the stars.”

      


      

      Script cue VISUAL: cliptage, splitscreen, excerpts from day’s news.

      


      

      Live cue SOUND: “And no better way to keep abreast—pardon—than with SCANALYZER!”

      


      

      Cut autoshout cue. (If they haven’t made it by this time they’ve switched off.)

      


      

      Plug cue: “SCANALYZER is the one single, the ONLY study of the news in depth that’s processed by General Technics famed computer Shalmaneser,

         who sees all, hears all, knows all save only that which YOU, Mr. and Mrs. Everywhere, wish to keep to yourselves.”

      


      

      Script cue: the happening world.

      


   






      

      the happening world


      

   






      

      the happening world (1)


      

      
READ THE DIRECTIONS



      

      

      For toDAY third of MAY twenty-TEN ManhatTEN reports mild spring-type weather under the Fuller Dome. Ditto on the General Technics

         Plaza.

      


      

      But Shalmaneser is a Micryogenic ® computer bathed in liquid helium and it’s cold in his vault.


      

      (DITTO Use it! The mental process involved is exactly analogous to the bandwidth-saving technique employed for your phone.

         If you’ve seen the scene you’ve seen the scene and there’s too much new information for you to waste time looking it over

         more than once. Use “ditto”. Use it!

      


      

      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)

      


      

      Less of a machine, more of a human being, but partaking of the nature of both, Georgette Tallon Buckfast is largely supported

         by prosthetics in her ninety-first year.

      


      

      When the strain becomes TOO MUCH it’s because Hitrip of California bred it to have less stalk per ounce, more clean-queen

            leaf. Ask “The Man who’s Married to Mary Jane”!


      

      Eric Ellerman is a plant geneticist with three daughters who’s scared because his wife has developed a permanent pot-belly.

      


      

      “… and Puerto Rico today became the latest state to ratify the controversial dichromatism provision of United States eugenic

         legislation. This leaves only two havens for those who wish to bear disadvantaged children: Nevada and Louisiana. The defeat

         of the baby-farming lobby removes along-time stigma from the fair brow of the Junior-but-One State—a congenital stigma, one

         may say, since the J-but-O State’s accession to hoodness coincided almost to the day with the first eugenic legislation concerned

         with haemophilia, phenylketonuria and congenital imbecility …”

      


      

      Poppy Shelton has believed in miracles for years, but now there’s one happening right inside her body and the real world is

         leaning on her dreams.

      


      

      THE DIFFICULT WE DO AT ONCE. THE IMPOSSIBLE TAKES A LITTLE LONGER.


      

      —Base version of General Technics motto


      

      Norman Niblock House is junior VP in charge of personnel and recruitment at General Technics.


      

      “One fraction of a second, please—participant breakin coming up. Remember that only SCANALYZER’s participant breakin service

         is processed by General Technics’ Shalmaneser, the more correct response in the shorter quantum of time…”

      


      

      Guinevere Steel’s real name is Dwiggins, but do you blame her?


      

      Do your slax sufficiently convey your natural power—at a glance?


      

      If you’re wearing MasQ-Lines, the answer’s yes. Tired of half measures, we at MasQ-Line Corp. have put the codpiece back where

            it belongs, to say to the shiggies not kidder but codder.


      

      

      Sheena and Frank Potter are all packed ready to leave for Puerto Rico because a green and a red light are just lights to him.


      

      “Two participant breakins! Number one: sorree, friend, but no—we are not wrong to say Puerto Rico’s decision leaves a mere two

         havens for the dissident. Isola does enjoy statehood, but the whole area of the Pacific its islands occupy is under martial

         law and you don’t get a pass for other than martial reasons. Thanks for asking us, though, it’s the way of the world, you’re

         my environment and I am yours, which is why we operate SCANALYZER as a two-way process …”

      


      

      Arthur Golightly doesn’t mind not being able to remember where he put things. Looking for them, he always finds other things

         he’d forgotten he had.

      


      

      THE DIFFICULT WE DID YESTERDAY. THE IMPOSSIBLE WE’RE DOING RIGHT NOW.


      

      —Current version of General Technics motto


      

      Donald Hogan is a spy.


      

      “Number the other: dichromatism is what’s commonly called colourblindness, and it is sure as sidereal time a congenital disability.

         Thank you, participant, thank you.”


      

      Stal (short for Stallion) Lucas is a yonderboy, weighed, measured, and freeflying all the way.


      

      (IMPOSSIBLE Means: 1 I wouldn’t like it and when it happens I won’t approve; 2 I can’t be bothered; 3 God can’tbe bothered. Meaning 3 may perhaps be valid but the others are 101% whaledreck.

      


      

      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)

      


      

      Philip Peterson is twenty years old.


      

      Are you undermined by an old-style autoshout unit, one that needs constant reprogramming by hand if it’s not to call you for

            items that were descheduled last week?


      

      GT’s revolutionary new autoshout reprograms itself!


      

      

      Sasha Peterson is Philip’s mother.


      

      “Turning to a related subject, rioting crowds today stormed a Right Catholic church in Malmö, Sweden, while early mass was

         in progress. Casualty lists suggest a death toll of over forty including the priest and many children. From his palace in

         Madrid Pope Eglantine accused rival Pope Thomas of deliberately fomenting this and other recent uprisings, a charge vigorously

         denied by Vatican authorities.”

      


      

      Victor and Mary Whatmough were born in the same country and have been married twenty years—she for the second time, he for

         the third.

      


      

      What you want to do when you see her in her Forlon&-Morler Maxess costumelet


      

      Is what she wants you to do when you see her in her Forlon&Morler Maxess costumelet


      

      If she didn’t, she wouldn’t have put it on


      

      Maximal access is no exaggeration when you spell it MAXESS


      

      Style illustrated is “Courtesan”


      

      But you should see “Tart”


      

      What there is of it


      

      Elihu Masters is currently United States Ambassador to the one-time British colony of Beninia.


      

      “Speaking of accusations, Dixierep Senator Lowell Kyte this anti-matter charged that dicties were now responsible for nine-tenths

         of the felonies committed per anum—sorree!—per annum in his home state of Texas and that Fed efforts to quell the problem

         were a failure. Privately, officials of the Nark Force have been heard to express concern at the way GT’s new product Triptine

         is catching the dicties’ fancy.”

      


      

      Gerry Lindt is a draftee.


      

      When we say “general” at GT we mean GENERAL. We offer the career of a lifetime to anyone interested in astranautics,  biology, chemistry, dynamics, eugenics, ferromagnetism, geology, hydraulics, industrial administration, jet propulsion, kinetics,

            law, metallurgy, nucleonics, optics, patent rights, quarkology, robotics, synthesis, telecommunications, ultrasonics, vacuum

            technology, work, X-rays, ylem, zoology …


      

      No, we didn’t miss out your speciality. We just didn’t have room for it in this ad.


      

      Professor Doctor Sugaiguntung is head of the Tectogenetics Department at Dedication University in the Guided Socialist Democracy

         of Yatakang.

      


      

      “The incidence of muckers continues to maintain its high: one in Outer Brooklyn yesterday accounted for 21 victims before

         the fuzzy-wuzzies fused him, and another is still at large in Evanston, Ill., with a total of eleven and three injured. Across

         the sea in London a woman mucker took out four as well as her own three-month baby before a mind-present standerby clobbered

         her. Reports also from Rangoon, Lima and Auckland notch up the day’s toll to 69.”

      


      

      Grace Rowley is seventy-seven and going a bit weak in the head.


      

      Here today and gone tomorrow isn’t good enough for us in this modern age.


      

      Here today and gone today is the pidgin we pluck.


      

      The Right Honourable Zadkiel F. Obomi is the president of Beninia.


      

      “Westaway a piece or two, a stiff note was received in Washington this anti-matter from the Yatakangi government, claiming

         naval units working out of Isola had trespassed into Yatakang’s territorial waters. Officials will be polite, but it’s an

         open secret Yatakang’s hundred-island territory gives refuge all the time to Chinese aquabandits who sneak out from so-called

         neutral ports and ambush U.S. patrols in mid-ocean …”

      


      

      

      Olive Almerio is the most successful baby-farmer in Puerto Rico.


      

      You know the codders who keep one, two, three shiggies on the string. You know the shiggies who every weekend blast off with

            a different codder. Envy them?


      

      Needn’t.


      

      Like any other human activity this one can be learned. We teach it, in courses tailored to your preferences.


      

      Mrs. Grundy Memorial Foundation (may she spin in her grave).


      

      Chad C. Mulligan was a sociologist. He gave it up.


      

      “Last week’s State Forest fires on the West Coast that laid low hundreds of square miles of valuable timber destined for plastics,

         paper and organic chemicals were today officially attributed to sabotage by Forestry Commissioner Wayne C. Charles. As yet

         it is uncertain to whom the guilt belongs: treacherous so-called partisans among our own, or infiltrating reds.”

      


      

      

         Jogajong is a revolutionary.


         The word is EPTIFY.


         Don’t look in the dictionary.


         It’s too new for the dictionary.


         But you’d better learn what it implies.


         EPTIFY.


         We do it to you.


      

      Pierre and Jeannine Clodard are both the children of pieds-noirs, unsurprisingly as they are brother and sister.

      


      

      “Tornado warnings are out in the following states …”


      

      Jeff Young is “the man to go to” anywhere west of the Rockies for the rather specialised goods he handles: timefuzes, explosives,

         thermite, strong acids and sabotage bacteria.

      


      

      

      “Turning to the gossipy side: once again the rumour goes the rounds that the small independent African territory of Beninia

         is in economic chaos. President Kouté of Dahomaliain a speech at Bamako warned the RUNGs that if they attempted to exploit

         the situation all necessary steps to counter …”

      


      

      Henry Butcher is an enthusiastic proselytiser for the panacea he believes in.


      

      (RUMOUR Believe all you hear. Your world may not be a better one than the erne the blocks live in but it’ll be a sight more

         vivid.

      


      

      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)

      


      

      It is definite that the man known as Begi is not alive. On the other hand, in at least one sense he isn’t dead either.


      

      “Also it’s noised that Burton Dent is bivving it again, in that he was seen scorting former fuel supply Edgar Jewel into the

         particulate stages of this anti-matter. Meantime, Pacific time, it looks like Fenella Koch his spouse of three years may be

         turning spousiness into spiciness with creamdream Zoë Laigh. Like the slogan says—why not equals why ker-not!”

      


      

      Mr. & Mrs. Everywhere are construct identities, the new century’s equivalent of the Joneses, except that with them you don’t

         have to keep up. You buy a personalised TV with homimage attachment which ensures that Mr. & Mrs. Every-where look, and talk,

         and move like you.

      


      

      (HIPCRIME You committed one when you opened this book. Keep it up. It’s our only hope.


      

      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)

      


      

      Bennie Noakes sits in front of a set tuned to SCANALYZER orbiting on Triptine and saying over and over, “Christ what an imagination

         I’ve got!”

      


      

      “And to close on, the Dept of Small Consolations. Some troubledome just figured out that if you allow for every codder and shiggy and appleofmyeye a space one foot by two you could

         stand us all on the six hundred forty square mile surface of the island of Zanzibar. ToDAY third MAY twenty-TEN come aGAIN!”

      


   






      

      

      tracking with closeups


   






      

      

      tracking with closeups (1)


      

      
MR. PRESIDENT



      

      The Right Honourable Zadkiel F. Obomi could feel the weight of the night pressing on his grey-wire scalp like the oppressive

         bulky silence of a sensory deprivation tank. He sat in his large official chair, hand-carved into a design that recreated

         without copying the sixteenth-century style of the master craftsmen some of whom had been his ancestors … presumably. There

         had been a long interval when no one had time to care about such things.

      


      

      Both his hands lay on the edge of the desk before him, as lax as vegetables. The left one showed its pinkish palm to the ceiling,

         with the creased lines that once, when he was a very small boy, had led a woman of half-French and half-Shango breeding to

         predict he would be a great hero. The other was turned to show its mahogany back, its tree-knot knuckles, as though poised

         to rap out a nervous fingertip rhythm.

      


      

      It did not stir.


      

      The deep intellectual forehead and the arch of his nose were probably Berber. But below the bridge on either side the nostrils

         flared out and the broad flat lips matched the plump cheeks and round chin and heavy pigmentation. That was all Shinka. He

         had often said jokingly in the days when his life had room for jokes that his face was a map of his country: invader down to the eyes, native from there on south.

      


      

      But the eyes themselves, that made the dividing line, were simply human.


      

      The left one was almost hidden under its drooping lid; it had been useless since the assassination bid of 1986, and a long

         scar still puckered the skin of his cheek and temple. The right one was bright, sharp, darting—at present unfocused, for he

         was not looking at the other occupant of the room.

      


      

      The dead night suffocated him: Zadkiel F. Obomi, seventy-four years old, first and thus far only president of the former British

         colony of Beninia.

      


      

      Not seeing, he was feeling. At his back, the huge empty nothing of the Sahara—the best part of a thousand miles away, yet

         so monstrous and so dominant it loomed in his brain like a thunderhead. Before him, beyond the walls, beyond the busy city,

         beyond the port, the early-night breeze of the Bight, smelling of ocean salt and spices from the ships standing to at the

         harbour bar. And to either side, forming the shackles that anchored his wrists on the desk against his half-formed desire

         to move them and turn the next page of the sheaf of documents awaiting his attention, the deadweight of the prosperous lands

         on whom fortune had smiled.

      


      

      The population of the planet Earth was numbered in many billions.


      

      Beninia, thanks to the slashed-on-a-map boundaries of the colonial government, had only nine hundred thousand of them.


      

      The wealth of the planet Earth was inconceivable.


      

      Beninia, for the same reason, had a little less than enough to save its people from starving.


      

      The size of the planet Earth was … large enough, so far.


      

      Beninia was pitted and pendulumed, and the walls were closing in.


      

      He heard in memory the soft wheedling arguments.


      

      With a French accent: Geography is on our side; the lie of the land indicates that Beninia should logically pin the Dahomalians; the river valleys,

            the hill passes, the …


      

      With an English accent: History is on our side; we share the same common language; in Beninia Shinka speaks to Holaini, Inoko to Kpala, in the same tongue as Yoruba speaks to Ashanti; join the Republican Union of Nigeria with Ghana

            and be another RUNG …


      

      Abruptly rage claimed him. He slapped the pile of papers with his open palm and leapt to his feet. The other man in the room

         jumped up also, face betraying alarm. But he had no time to speak before Mr. President strode out of the door.

      


      

      In one of the palace’s four high towers, on the inland side where one could look towards the lush green of the Mondo Hills

         and feel the bleak desolation of the Sahara far beyond, there was a room to which only Mr. President had the key. A guard

         at the intersection of two corridors saluted him with a quick wave of his ceremonial spear; he nodded and went on by.

      


      

      As always, he closed and locked the door behind him before he turned on the light. He stood a few seconds in total darkness;

         then his hand fell to the switch and he blinked his one good eye at the sudden glare.

      


      

      To his left, resting on a low table adjacent to a flat padded hassock, a copy of the Koran bound in green leather and tooled

         by hand with golden Arabic script listing the nine-and-ninety honourable names of the Almighty.

      


      

      To his right, a prie-dieu in traditional Beninian carved ebony, facing a wall on which hung a crucifix. The victim nailed to the wood was as dark as

         the wood itself.

      


      

      And facing the door, black masks, crossed spears, two drums, and a brazier of a type only the initiates of the Leopard Claw

         Brand might see without its disguise of leopard’s fur.

      


      

      Mr. President took a deep breath. He walked to the low table, picked up the Koran, and methodically shredded each of its pages

         into confetti. Last, he ripped the leather binding down the spine.

      


      

      He turned on his heel, removed the crucifix from its peg, and snapped it across. The crucified one fell to the floor and he

         ground the doll-shape underfoot.

      


      

      He dragged from the wall each in turn of the masks. He tore away the coloured straw hair from them, poked out the jewelled eyes, broke loose the ivory teeth. He stabbed through the sounding heads of both the drums with one of the spears.

      


      

      The task complete, he turned off the light, left and locked the room, and at the first disposall chute he came to throw away

         the one and only key.

      


   






      

      context (2)


      

      EDITORIAL SLOT


      

      

      Stock cue VISUAL: cliptage, wholescreen, atmospheric type, orchestrated, first favouring copter views and MCU’s New Jersey Turnpike Jam 1977

         (¾ million cars o/w 16,-000-odd had to be crushed in situ) intercut w crush-hour shots Fifth Ave., Oxford St, Red Sq.; later

         favouring cretins, morons, phocomeli.

      


      

      Live cue SOUND: “Today we congratulate Puerto Rico on the defeat it’s inflicted on the baby-farming lobby. People who have celebrated their

         twenty-first find it hard to believe that a mere thirty years ago highways and cities were choked to strangulation point with

         masses of allegedly moving metal that got in each other’s way so much we finally saw sense. Why worry about two tons of complicated

         steel gadgetry you won’t need when you get where you’re going—that won’t even get you there in reasonable time? Worse yet—which

         measurably shortens your life through cancer or bronchitis thanks to the stench it emits!

      


      

      “Like living creatures, automobiles expired when their environment became saturated with their own excreta. We ourselves are living creatures. We don’t want the same to happen to us. That’s why we have eugenic legislation. Praise the J-but-O State

         for joining the majority of us who have seen the danger coming and resolved to put up with the minor inconveniences it entails when we decide to control the human

         elements of the big scene we inhabit.

      


      

      “This has been a Greater New York Times editorial slot.”


   






      

      

      continuity


      

      

   






      

      

      continuity (1)


      

      
THE GUILT-EDGED SECURITY



      

      Everything about Norman Niblock House was measured: as measured as a foot-rule, as measured as time. Item the degree to which he allowed himself to lighten his skin and straighten the kinks in his hair and beard, so that he could

         exploit the guilt-reaction of his colleagues while still managing to get next to the shiggies who did most for his cod. Item the soupçon of eccentricity he manifested in his behaviour, as much as could ordinarily be tolerated in a junior VP of a big

         corporation and that much over the limit which said he was not a man to trifle with. Item the amount and nature of the work he arranged to have channelled to his office, selected so the visits of other zecks found

         him engaged in vastly important transactions.

      


      

      He had been recruited to the company under the provisions of the Equal Opportunity Act which bound corporations like General

         Technics to employ the same ratio of whites to Aframs as was found in the country at large, plus or minus five per cent. Unlike

         some of his intake, he’d been welcome with a sigh of relief by the then vice-president in charge of personnel and recruitment,

         who had almost given up hope of finding enough Aframs willing to accept the standards, of their host society. (A doctorate?

         What’s a doctorate? A piece of paleass’s toilet-paper.)

      


      

      

      Norman N. House, D.Sc., was a prize. Knowing that, he’d made the race to win him long and hard.


      

      Perceptive for the third time in his life (the first time: picking his parents; the second: sideswiping the only other contender

         for the post he now held down), the VP noticed that his new subordinate had a talent for impressing his personality on people

         he had never met before and was unlikely to meet again. They said later that he had House style. It meant that while he could

         bear to forget others he hated the idea that they should forget him.

      


      

      The VP, envying this talent, took to cultivating Norman House in the hope that some of it might rub off on him. The hope was

         unfounded. Either a man is born with the gift or he learns it by conscious application over twenty years. Norman was then

         twenty-six and had been applying himself for the requisite two decades.

      


      

      But the VP was tossed a few glib, helpful snippets.


      

      “What I think of him? Well, his papers are good” (spoken judiciously, willing to make allowances) “but to my mind the man

         who has to wear MasQ-Lines is basically unsure of his own competence. They pad the frontal area, you know.”

      


      

      The VP, who had six pairs, never wore them again.


      

      “What do I think of her? Well, she profiles okay on the testing sheet, but to my mind any girl who wears a Forlon&-Morler

         Maxess top over a pair of impervious slax is the type who won’t go through with what she starts.”

      


      

      The VP, who had invited her to dinner and expected to be paid in the current contemporary coin, excused himself on grounds

         of imaginary illness and went grumpily home to his wife for the night.

      


      

      “What I think of the annual report? Well, the graphing is up on last year’s, but the noise level generated by this operation

         suggests it could be fifteen to eighteen per cent higher than it is. I’m wondering if it’ll last.”

      


      

      The VP, who had been dithering, decided to retire at fifty with the Grade One bonus stock issue instead of hanging onto collect

         the Grade Three entitlement, double the size, due at sixty. He sold the stock as soon as he acquired it and chewed his nails

         while he watched its value creep up month by month. Eventually he shot himself.

      


      

      

      It was his suspicion that the rise of GT stock might be due to his own replacement by Norman which killed him.


      

      Norman walked briskly towards the general elevator. He declined to use the one that led directly from street-level to the

         wall behind his desk: “It’s ludicrous for someone who deals with people not to mingle with the people he’s dealing with, isn’t

         it?”

      


      

      At least one of the senior VP’s had lately stopped using his private elevator too.


      

      But in any case, he was going up.


      

      Waiting, there was one of the company shiggies. She smiled at him, not because they were acquainted—he preferred to let it

         be felt that someone who relied on the firm to get him shiggies was less of a man than Norman House—but because the time and

         effort he invested in trifles like not using a private elevator paid off in the common belief that of all the twenty VP’s

         in the company the most approachable and sociable was Mr. House. Stockboys toting crates in GT’s West Virginia electronics

         plant shared the opinion, never having set eyes on him.

      


      

      The smile he automatically returned was forced. He was edgy. An invitation to take lunch on the presidential floor with the

         senior zecks might be accounted for in two main ways: there might be promotion in the offing, although the grapevine he assiduously

         cultivated had brought him no hint of it; or, far more likely, they might be planning yet another review of the staffing system.

         He had endured two such since inheriting his present job, but they were a nuisance, and sometimes he could not hang on to

         people he had schemed for months to slot into influential posts.

      


      

      The hole! I can cope with these paleasses. I did it before.


      

      The descending light of the elevator showed and a soft chime rang out. Norman returned his attention to the here and now.

         A clock over the door, keyed like all those in the GT tower to the famous critonium master clock, indicated 12-44 poppa-momma.

         If he let the shiggy take the car down, he’d be a measured minute late for lunch with the Highly Important Personages.

      


      

      That should be about right.


      

      

      When the car arrived, he waved the girl past him. “I’m going up,” he told her.


      

      Promotion in the offing or not, he meant it.


      

      The predicted few moments behind schedule, he emerged on the presidential floor. Synthetic grass hushed under his feet as

         he walked towards the group gathered alongside the swimming-pool. Four of the shapeliest of the company shiggies were disporting

         themselves nude in the water. He thought of the recurrent joke question—”Why doesn’t GT pioneer company codders?”—and had

         trouble masking his amusement as he was greeted by Old GT herself.

      


      

      Merely by looking at Georgette Tallon Buckfast one could not have guessed she was both an extraordinary person and an extraordinary

         artifact. One had to be told that she was ninety. She looked at worst sixty: plump, well-favoured, crowned with enough of

         her own brown hair to belie the old charge that she was more male than female. True, close study of her bosom might reveal

         the inequality which betrayed her use of a cardiac pacemaker, but nowadays many people wore such accessories by the time they

         were seventy or even younger. Only intensive prying had led Norman to knowledge of the lung-tissue transplant, the plastic

         venous valves, the kidney graft, the pinned bones, the vocal cords replaced because of cancer.

      


      

      According to reliable estimates she was somewhat richer than the British royal family. Wealth like that could buy health,

         even if only by instalments.

      


      

      With her were Hamilcar Waterford, the company treasurer, much younger than Old GT but looking older; Rex Foster-Stern, senior

         VP in charge of projects and planning, a man of Norman’s own height and build who affected Dundreary whiskers and what the

         Children of X sneeringly termed a “non-partisan tan”; and an Afram whose features had a tantalisingly familiar cast, though

         he was not someone Norman had seen around the GT tower before—fiftyish, stocky, bald, Kenyatta beard, looking tired.

      


      

      Norman considered a new explanation for his having been invited to this luncheon. Last time he had encountered a middle-aged

         stranger at such a function it had been a retired admiral GT was thinking of adding to the board for the sake of his service contacts. He had gone to a hovercraft manufacturer

         instead, so nothing had come of it But if this was another of the same, Norman was going to be as insolent as he could manage

         without jeopardising his career. No kinky-knobbed Uncle Tom was going to be slotted into a high board chair above Norman House.

      


      

      Then Old GT said, “Elihu, let me introduce Norman House, who’s our VP i/c personnel and recruitment,” and the world shifted

         to a different axis.

      


      

      Elihu. Elihu Rodan Masters, career diplomat, U. S. Ambassador to Beninia. But whatinole could GT want with a snake’s-tongue

            scrap of land like that, stuck wedgewise into Africa with neither skills nor natural resources to be exploited?


      

      There was no time for speculation, though. He put out his hand, cutting short GT’s introduction with the gesture. “No real

         need to introduce anyone to Mr. Masters, ma’am,” he said briskly. “Someone with his kind of personal distinction is environment-forming

         for all of us, and I feel I know him well though I never had the chance to shake with him before.”

      


      

      In Old GT’s face—for a woman who had built herself both a giant corporation and a huge personal fortune, she was surprisingly

         bad at controlling her expression—Norman could see annoyance at being interrupted struggling with satisfaction at the prettiness

         of the compliment.

      


      

      “Drink?” she said finally, the latter winning out.


      

      “No thanks, ma’am,” Norman answered. “It’s against the word of the Prophet, you know.”


      

      Beninia, hm? Something to do with opening an African market for MAMP? Over half a billion bucks tied up in that, and no place

            to sell the produce of the richest mineral strike since Siberia—it can’t go on. But Beninia can’t even afford to feed its

            own population from what I hear …


      

      Plainly embarrassed at having forgotten or not known that one of her own VP’s was a Muslim, Old GT took refuge in testiness.

         The House style was proof against that. Pleased with the turn the talk was taking, extremely aware of Master’s eyes on him,

         Norman thoroughly enjoyed the ten minutes of conversation which preluded their adjournment to table. In fact he took it so much for granted that the buzz of the phone

         a minute or two after one o’clock was to herald the serving of the meal that he continued with the story he’d been telling—a

         mild anti-Afram joke suitable for mixed company, well salted with the derogatory term “brown-nose”—until GT shouted at him

         the second time.

      


      

      “House! House! There’s trouble with a gang of visitors being shown over Shalmaneser! On your orbit, isn’t it?”

      


      

      Preserving his exterior calm by reflex, Norman rose from his polychair.


      

      If this is something they’ve laid on to screw me, I’ll give them dreck for dinner. I’ll—


      

      “Forgive me, Mr. Masters,” he said in a slightly bored tone. “I’ll only be a minute or two, I’m sure.”


      

      And headed for the elevator, seething.


   






      

      

      tracking with closeups (2)


      

      
YONDERBOY



      

      “Talk about launch windows all it means some pudding-hole zeck knotted his strings Shalmaneser-pizzleteaser whyinole waste

         the time come all this way to New York better weather even without a dome fit to freeze your cod off in here better shiggies

         wearing less and better pot to cap the lot eight today already here it is not yet one poppa-momma and hardly a heist in a

         haywagon”

      


      

      Inside the vault housing Shalmaneser: cool. Waiting for the launch window, which is a decorative way of saying when the GT

         guide is good and ready to start, this fact has already decided several of the crowd one hundred nine strong (some of whom

         are tourists some of whom are genuine potential recruits lured by the handouts and TV plugs of the GT Corp. some of whom have

         seen themselves here so often in the personae of Mr. & Mrs. Everywhere that they couldn’t tell you why they bothered to make

         the visit in reality and some of whom are GT’s own plantees primed to speak up at the right moments and give the impression

         of Things Happening) that they aren’t going to be interested in what they’re shown. Cold! In May! Under the Manhattan Fuller

         Dome! And clad in Nydofoam sneakers, MasQ-Lines, Forlon&Morler skirtlets and dresslets; strung about with Japind Holocams

         with Biltin g’teed Norisk LazeeLaser monochrome lamps, instreplay SeeyanEar recorders; pocket-heavy with Japind Jettiguns, SeKure Stunnems, Karatands to be slipped on as easily as your grandmother drew on her glove.


      

      Uneasy, watching their accidental companions on this guided tour.


      

      Well-fed.


      

      Shifty-eyed, slipping tranks into their chomp-chomp jaws.


      

      Damned good-looking.


      

      Thinking that any one of these crowding-near neighbours could be a mucker.


      

      The New Poor of the happening world.


      

      Stal Lucas didn’t like the way the guide looked over the party when he finally deigned to show. Someone looking over that

         many people wouldn’t notice Stal Lucas, individual: age twenty, height six, wearing SirFer S-Pad-Drills, Mogul slax and a

         freeflying Blood Onyx shirjack with real gold fastener tags.

      


      

      He’d see, rather, a vaguely milling bunch of misfits, vagabonds and pseudos, out of which some subgroups could be separated.

         Like Stal and his sparewheels from California, in New York on a two-night-one-day Jettex Cursion for the lift and not getting

         any. The world shrunk so tight you couldn’t pull it on over your shoes and still this distancing effect between the coasts

         …

      


      

      On the entire one hundred and, there were four shiggies to fine-focus: one orbiting, probably by now ignorant not only of

         what building she was in but of what astral plane she was inhabiting; two with codders they hung to the arms of undetachablike;

         one like she just blew in from RUNG with African hair and bilberry skin which it wouldn’t do for Stal to be seen counting

         down with.

      


      

      The rest were so drecky it was hard to believe, going right down to one in a shapeless brown bag of a garment toting a big

         heavy sacking purse, hair cropped to a crewcut, nervous face shiny except where it was chapped or spotted—a Divine Daughter,

         probably. Nothing short of religion could persuade a normal girl to make herself look so awful.

      


      

      “Whereinole the shiggies?” Stal said half under his breath. In company jobs, of course. Of all the megalopoli New York ate most and paid best. Same problem Ellayway, though there the hirer was government, drecking the draftees to the Pacific

         Conflict Zone, but who’s richer than a government?

      


      

      So kill time. So put up with this sheeting notion of being dragged around a cold vault. So wait until tomorrow anti-matter

         when the plane will take Stal and sparewheels back to love on her and oh Bay.

      


      

      “Where they keep Teresa, say?” muttered Zink Hodes, sparewheel nearest to Stal. He alluded to Shalmaneser’s legendary girl-friend,

         source of endless dirty jokes. Stal didn’t deign to reply. Zink had gone storehopping last night and was wearing a Nytype

         outfit. Stal was unpleased.

      


      

      A couple up ahead with not one or two but count ’em three prodgies trailing along: embarrassed at the attention they attracted

         from envious neighbours in the crowd, explaining in loud voices that the three weren’t all theirs but they were taking a cousin’s

         appleofmyeye out for the day as well as their own two, mollifying the people around them but not so readily that they weren’t

         the last to shush when the guide finally called the visitors towards him.

      


      

      “Good afternoon and welcome to the General Technics tower. I don’t have to tell anyone about GT—”


      

      “So why you don’t get the mouth sewn shut?” whispered Zink.


      

      “—because it’s environment-forming for everyone in this hemisphere and even beyond, from Moonbase Zero to the Mid-Atlantic

         Mining Project on the deep ocean floor. But there’s one element of our manifold operations which always fascinates you, Mr.

         and Mrs. Everywhere, and that’s what you’re going to be shown.”

      


      

      “He should fascinate good and tight, such as weld it,” Zink said.


      

      Stal cracked fingers at the two other sparewheels a pace distant and gestured they should shut Zink in from both sides.


      

      “Leave you behind,” Stal said. “Nylover. Or get on that plane we put you out at thirty thousand, no ass-padding for you land.”


      

      “But I—”


      

      

      “Fascinate,” Stal said, and Zink complied, eyes round with dismay.


      

      “Notice the granite slab you’re passing under with the lettering engraved by GT’s high-precision explosive forming process.

         They said nobody could work natural stone explosively so we went ahead and did it, thus bearing out the company motto at the

         head of the list.”

      


      

      A dropout near Stal moved lips in an audible whisper as he struggled to interpret the obliquely viewed writing.


      

      “Underneath are listed prime examples of human short sightedness, like you’ll see it’s impossible for men to breathe at over

         thirty miles an hour, and a bumblebee cannot possibly fly, and interplanetary spaces are God’s quarantine regulations. Try

         telling the folk at Moonbase Zero about that!”

      


      

      A few sycophantic laughs. Several places ahead of Stal the Divine Daughter crossed herself at the Name.


      

      “Why is it so sheeting cold in here?” yelled someone up the front near the guide.


      

      “If you were wearing GT’s new Polyclime fabrics, like me, you wouldn’t feel it,” the guide responded promptly.


      

      Drecky plantees, yet. How much of this crowd are GT staff members hired by government order and kept hanging about on makeweight

            jobs for want of anything better to do?


      

      “But that cues me in to another prime instance of how wrong can you be? Seventy or eighty years back they were saying to build

         a computer to match a human brain would take a skyscraper to house it and Niagara Falls to cool it. Well, that’s not up on

         the slab there because they were only half wrong about the cooling bit—in fact Niagara Falls wouldn’t do, it’s not cold enough.

         We use liquid helium by the ton load. But they were sheeting wrong about the sky-scraper. Spread around this balcony and I’ll

         show you why.”

      


      

      Passive, the hundred and nine filed around a horseshoe gallery overlooking the chill sliced-egg volume of the vault. Below

         on the main floor identical-looking men and women came and went, occasionally glancing upwards with an air of incuriosity.

         Resentful, another score or so of the hundred and nine decided they weren’t going to be interested no matter what.

      


      

      

      Stal remained in two minds. His eyes darted across the equipment laid out below. There was eighty or ninety feet of it, at

         least—cables, piping, keyboards, readins and readouts, state-of-action banks, shelving loaded with gleaming metal oddments.

      


      

      “It’s pretty big even if it doesn’t use a whole skyscraper,” someone called. Another drecky plantee, doubtless. Stal refrained

         from objecting when Zink scuffed his feet noisily.

      


      

      “Wrong,” the guide said, and swivelled a spotlight head-high beside him. The beam leapfrogged-over machinery and people and

         came to rest on an unimpressive frustrum of dull white metal.

      


      

      “That,” he said solemnly, “is Shalmaneser.”


      

      “That thing?” the plantee exclaimed dutifully.


      

      ‘That thing. Eighteen inches high, diameter at the base eleven inches, and it’s the world’s largest computer thanks to GT’s

         unique patented and registered system know as Micryogenics. In fact it’s the first computer estimated to fall in the megabrain

         range!”

      


      

      “That’s a damned lie,” someone up the front said.


      

      Thrown out of orbit, the guide hesitated.


      

      “What about K’ung-fu-tse?” the someone went on.


      

      “What? I’m afraid I don’t—” The guide gave a meaningless smile. This wasn’t an interruption by a plantee, Stal concluded,

         and raised on tiptoe to see what was happening.

      


      

      “Confucius! You’d say Confucius! At the University of Peking they’ve had a megabrain computer in operation since—”


      

      “Shut his hole! Traitor! Dirty lying bleeder! Throw him over the side!”


      

      The yells were instant, reflex, automatic. Zink pushed forward and shouted with the others. Stal’s eyes narrowed as he drew

         a pack of Bay Golds from his pocket and set one at the corner of his mouth. Only four left in the pack, spin them out with

         some of this Nytype dreck, this son-of-Manhattan-green which was what you could get on this coast. He bit down hard on the

         automatic aerating tip.

      


      

      What was so important about what the Chinese did, unless the draft got your balls? Nothing to shout about, for def.


      

      Corporation police dragged the little red brother out before anyone had a chance to do more than punch his head, and the guide, relieved, went back into his standard flight pattern.

      


      

      “See where I’m focusing the light now? That’s the SCANALYZER input. We feed all the news from every major beam agency through

         that readin unit Shalmaneser is the means whereby Engrelay Satelserv can tell us where we are in the happening world.”

      


      

      “Yes, but surely you don’t operate Shalmaneser just for that” another plantee said loudly, making Stal squirm in his shirjack.


      

      “Of course not. Shalmaneser’s main task is to achieve the impossible again, a routine undertaking here at GT.” The guide paused

         for effect. “It has been shown theoretically that with a logical system as complex as Shalmaneser consciousness, self-awareness,

         will eventually be generated if enough information is fed it. And we can proudly claim that there have already been signs—”

      


      

      Commotion. Several people pressed forward to get a sight of what was going on, including Zink. Stal stood his ground with

         a sigh. Another planted distraction was the likeliest. Whyinole should these blocks believe people couldn’t tell a fake event

         from the real?

      


      

      But—


      

      “Blasphemers! Devilspawn! Consciousness is the gift of God and you can’t build a soul into a machine!”


      

      —a GT plantee wouldn’t be invited to scream that.


      

      There was a block in his way: some elderly codder inches shorter and pounds lighter than Stal. He shoved him aside and put

         Zink between himself and recriminations while he leaned over the balcony’s rail. Clambering hand over hand down one of the

         twenty-foot pillars supporting the gallery was the shiggy in the shapeless brown outfit, jumping the last five feet now and

         rounding on the alarmed staff as they hurried to intercept her.

      


      

      “It’s Teresa!” someone shouted, attempting wit and was answered by a few half-hearted chuckles. But most of the people on

         the gallery were at once showing signs of fright. Nothing like this had ever happened during a visit by Mr. & Mrs. Everywhere.

         People who wanted a better view started shoving against people who wanted out, and almost immediately tempers began to rise and voices with them.

      


      

      Interested, Stal considered and rejected possibilities. No Divine Daughter would carry anything that would work at a safe

         distance—no bolt-gun, no firearms, no grenades. So the blocks who were shrieking towards the exit or hurling them-selves flat

         on the floor were wasting their energy. On the other hand, there was room in that sack affair slung from her shoulder to hold

         quite a—

      


      

      A telescopic axe with a blade the full length of the folded handle. Hmmm!


      

      Screaming: “Devil’s work! Smash it and repent before you’re damned to all eternity! Don’t presume to infringe God’s—”


      

      She flung the bag in the face of the nearest machine-tender and charged at Shalmaneser. Some mind-present codder threw a heavy

         service manual at her and it struck her on the leg, making her stumble and almost fall. In that instant defenders grouped,

         arming themselves with handleless whips of multicore cable and shelf-struts awaiting installation which made six-foot bludgeons.

      


      

      But, cowardly, they only circled and didn’t close in. Stal curled his lip in contempt.


      

      “Go it shiggy!” whooped Zink, and Stal didn’t comment. He might have said the same but that it was unbefitting.


      

      A clash of metal on metal resounded through the vault as the girl squared up to the boldest of her opponents, wielding one

         of the shelf-struts. He yelped and dropped it as if it had stung him and she followed through wildly with the axe.

      


      

      His hand—Stal saw it clearly in mid-flight—looped free in the air like a shuttlecock and there was blood on the axe’s blade.


      

      “Hey-hey,” he said under his breath, and leaned another two inches over the balcony rail.


      

      From behind her someone else lashed out with a length of cable, leaving a red brand across her cheek and neck. She flinched

         but disregarded the pain and slammed the axe down on one of the readin tables. It shattered into fragments of plastic and

         bright little electronic parts.

      


      

      

      “Hey-hey,” Stal repeated with a little more enthusiasm. “Who next?”


      

      “Let’s us all go out this evening and raise a little whaledreck,” Zink proposed excitedly. “I didn’t see a shiggy with this

         much offyourass in years!”

      


      

      The girl dodged another onslaught and seized something from a trolley with her left hand. She hurled it in the direction of

         Shalmaneser and a flurry of sparks marked the impact.

      


      

      Stal considered Zink’s proposal thoughtfully, inclined to agree. The blood from the axe had spattered the girl’s brown clothing

         and the injured man was lying howling on the floor.

      


      

      He sucked at the tip of his Bay Gold, feeling decision gather as the smoke automatically diluted with four parts of air swirled

         into his lungs. But he was still holding it there—he could hold it for ninety seconds without trouble—when the sceneshifter

         moved in.

      


   






      

      

      context (3)


      

      
YOU HAVE TO PUSH HIM OVER



      

      “It’s no coincidence”


      

      (COINCIDENCE You weren’t paying attention to the other half of what was going on.


      

      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)

      


      

      “that we have muckers. Background: ‘mucker’ is an Anglicisation of ‘amok’. Don’t believe anyone who says it’s a shifted pronunication

         of ‘mugger’. You can survive a mugger, but if you want to survive a mucker the best way is not to be there when it happens.

      


      

      “Prior to the twentieth century the densest concentration of human beings was almost certainly found in Asian cities. (Except

         Rome and I’m coming to Rome later.) When too many people got in your way you armed yourself with a panga or a kris and went

         out to cut some throats. It didn’t matter if you were educated in their use or not—the people you came up against were in

         their normal frame of reference and died. You were in the berserk frame of reference. Background: the berserkers developed

         from communities who for a large part of the year sat on their asses in Norwegian fjordal valleys with an unclimbable mountain

         range on each side, a lid of horrible grey cloud on top, and you couldn’t get away by sea either because of the winter storms.

      


      

      

      “There’s a saying among the Nguni of South Africa that you didn’t only have to kill a Zulu warrior—you had to push him over

         to make him lie down. Background: Chaka Zulu made it a policy to take his assegai-fodder from their parents in early childhood

         and raise them in barrack-like conditions owning no possessions bar a spear, a shield and a sheath to hide the penis, with

         absolutely no privacy. He made independently the same discovery the Spartans made.

      


      

      “Also it was when Rome had already become the world’s first million-city that the Eastern mystery religions with their concomitant

         self-privation and self-mutilation took hold. You fell in behind the procession honouring Cybele, you seized a knife from

         one of the priests, you cut your balls off and ran through the streets waving them till you came to a house with the door

         open when you threw them over the threshold. They gave you an outfit of women’s clothing and you joined the priesthood. Reflect

         on the pressure that drove you to think that that was the easy way out!”

      


      

      —You’re an Ignorant Idiot by Chad C. Mulligan

      


   






      

      continuity (2)


      

      
THE DEAD HAND OF THE PAST



      

      

      Norman strode out of the elevator door prepared to let go one of his rare, always calculated blasts of temper, under which

         any of his subordinates would cringe into guilt. He had hardly seen the interior of Shalmaneser’s vault when his toe struck

         something on the floor.

      


      

      He glanced at it.


      

      It was a human hand severed at the wrist.


      

      “Now my grandfather on my mother’s side,” Ewald House said, “was a one-arm man.”


      

      Age six, Norman looked up at his great-grandfather with circular eyes, not understanding everything that the old man told

         him, but aware that this was important in the same way as not wetting his bed or not getting too friendly with Curtis Smith’s

         boy of his own age but white.

      


      

      “Not sort of neat and tidy like you see nowadays,” said Ewald House. “Not an ampytee. Not done surgical in a hospital. He

         was born a slave, see, and …

      


      

      “He was a lef’-handed man, see. What he did, he—he raised the fist of wrath against his bawss. Hit him ears over ankles inter

         the crick. So the bawss called up five-six field-han’s chain him to a stump they had in the forty-acre field and just natcherly

         took a saw and …

      


      

      

      “And sawed it. ‘Bout here.” He touched his own scrawny pipe-stem of an arm three inches below the elbow.


      

      “Nothing he coulda done about it. He was born a slave.”


      

      This time, very still, very calm, Norman looked at the interior of the vault. He saw the hand’s owner writhing and moaning on the floor, clutching his wrist and trying to

         find pressure points on the leaking bloodvessels through a fog of intolerable agony. He saw the smashed readin table whose

         fragments were crunching under the feet of the panicky, mind-absent staff. He saw the light in the eyes of the pallid white

         girl, breathing orgasmically deep, who was standing off her attackers with her bloody blade.

      


      

      Also he saw, up there on the balcony, more than a hundred idiots.


      

      He disregarded what was happening in the middle of the floor and walked over to a panel set into the wall of the vault. Two

         quick twists of the fastenings and it fell away, revealing a network of heavy insulated pipes as tangled as the tails of a

         king rat.

      


      

      He hauled on a quadrant valve; struck a union a sharp blow with the side of his hand, too quick for the chill of it to penetrate

         his skin; and put one of the hoses under his arm so he could lean on it and drag it after him. There would be enough free

         length for his purposes.

      


      

      He stared at the girl as he approached her.


      

      Divine Daughter. Probably called Dorcas or Tabitha or Martha. Thinking of killing. Thinking of smashing. A typical Christian

         reaction.

      


      

      You murdered your Prophet. Ours died old and full of honour. You would kill yours again, and cheerfully. If ours came back

            I could speak to him like a friend.


      

      Six feet from her, the pipe scritching across the floor like the scales of a monstrous snake, he stopped. Uncertain about

         this man with the dark skin and the cold, dead stare, she hesitated, poising the axe to chop at him, then having second thoughts

         and thinking: this must be a distraction, a trap.

      


      

      She glanced wildly about her, expecting to find someone preparing to take her from the rear. But the staff had recognised what Norman had brought with him, and were sidling away.

      


      

      “Nothing he coulda done about it…”


      

      Convulsively he opened the valve on the end of the pipe and held it to a count of three.


      

      There was a hiss, and snow fell, and something laid white ice on the axe, and the hand holding it, and the arm above the hand.

         There was an endless instant of nothing happening.

      


      

      And then the weight of the axe broke the girl’s hand off her arm.


      

      “Liquid helium,” Norman said briefly for the benefit of the watchers, and let the pipe fall clang to the floor. “Dip your

         finger in it, it snaps off like a dry stick. Don’t try it is my advice. And don’t believe what you hear about Teresa, either.”

      


      

      He didn’t look at the girl, who had keeled over—fainting or possibly dead from the shock—but only at the frosted form of the

         hand still gripping the axe’s haft. There should have been some sort of response, if no more than pride in his own quick thinking.

         There was nothing. His mind, his heart, seemed as frozen as that meaningless object on the floor.

      


      

      He turned on his heel towards the elevator again, aware of a terrible disappointment.


      

      Zink moved closer to Stal.


      

      “Hey-hey!” he said. “Made it worth coming, huh? Let’s go raise a bushel of whaledreck tonight, clear from the floor of the

         ocean. That put me square on the proper orbit!”

      


      

      “No,” Stal said, eyes fixed on the door through which the brown-nose had disappeared. “Not in this town. I don’t like the

         kind of enforcement they keep here.”

      


   






      

      the happening world (2)


      

      
THE SOFT CELL



      

      

      “It has been more than a decade since the contents of the New York Public Library were actually in New York. Their exact location

         is now classified, but this has not reduced—rather, it has enhanced—user-access.”

      


      

      The most versatile copying system ever developed is Eastman Kodak’s Wholographik. Turn the print over, cut along the lines

            with ordinary scissors, distribute the pieces—and each of up to 24 sections will return up to 98% of the base information!


      

      Donald Hogan sat among 1235 other people any or all of whom might be consulting the same book or magazine as he was at any

         given instant.

      


      

      It was highly improbable, though, that anyone else would consult two consecutive items the same as his choice. His search

         pattern had been scrambled by Shalmaneser, and as an added precaution the transcript of it he carried with him had been copied

         out in Yatakangi—a difficult and unpopular language resembling Japanese in that it combined a welter of Chinese ideograms

         with two complete syllabaries, not, how-ever, home-grown like the Japanese katakana but a bastard offshoot of Arabic script

         imported to the islands of South-East Asia in the late middle ages by Muslim proselytisers.

      


      

      

      SUMMARY The authors describe a number of cases of debatable genealogy encountered by the New Jersey State Eugenic Processing

         Board. A successful method of detecting the genes responsible for recessive dichromatism is

      


      

         CELL STRUCTURE ABSTRACTS


      

      REVIEW OF BIOCHEMICAL ABSTRACT JOURNALS


      

      PROCEEDINGS OF THE INSTITUTE FOR CEREBROCHEMICAL STUDIES


      

      If you’re looking for a tailored bacterium capable of turning those low-grade slurries into a profitable source of sulphur,

            ask Minnesota Mining for a sample of their strain UQ-141. Your first million organisms: $1000 postage paid.


      

      SUMMARY Computer testing of a tentative formula for the egg of Nannus troglodytes. The evaluation indicates

      


      

The most useful one-volume reference work available to the contemporary student of addiction is Friberg and Mahler’s DEFORMATION OF SUBJECTIVE PERCEPTS. It covers: opium and derivatives; coca and derivatives; peyote and derivatives; cannabis and derivatives; pituri, caapi, etc.; synthetics from lysergic acid to Yaginol ® and Skulbustium ®. Includes a specially written appendix on Triptine®. One spool micro: $75 to the medical profession only.


      

   SOMATIC ECOLOGY JOURNAL


      SPORTS AND MUTATION REPORT


      REPTILIAN HEREDITY REVIEW


      SUMMARY A case is presented for the interpretation of cross-economic relationships in a Bolivian mountain village as a manifestation of Mergendahler’s Syndrome with the energising factors deweighted by religious, nutritional and


      Isolated genetic material is now available from GT for Rana palustris as well as Rattus norvegicus albus. Crosssexual contamination g’teed held to less than 0.01%.


      

      

      SUMMARY Occasionally when orbiting Bennie Noakes punches an encyclopedia connection on his phone and marvels at what it tells

         him, saying, “Christ what an imagination

      


      

         COMMUNICATIONS SYSTEMS


	TECTOGENETICS DIGEST


      

      ABSTRACTS OF SUMMARIES OF BIOCHEMICAL PAPERS


      

      SUMMARY Susceptibility to the carcinogenic effect of commercial-grade carbon tetrachloride is shown to be correlable with

         the known sex-linked heritable ability to detect by taste, in solutions of less than 1 ppm, the presence of

      


      

      Nothing is more frustrating in the modern world than to be entitled to bear children and yet lack the capacity. We specialise

            in the reimplantation of externally fertilised ova.


      

         BULLETIN OF THE SOCIETY FOR ABSOLUTE ORGASM


      

      GRAUNCH: :prosoversepix

      


      

      ANT, BEE AND TERMITE SOCIOLOGY JOURNAL


      

      SUMMARY When ugly, frustrated dropout HANK OGMAN raped his mother and made her pregnant with what was almost certain to be

         a phocomelic foetus owing to her Yaginol addiction, things looked pretty black for responsible block father WALT ADLESHINE.

         However, thanks to nick-of-time intervention by gorgeous passion-panted surgeon IDA CAPELMONT, the tragedy was averted. “How

         can I ever repay you?” Walt demanded, and she named a price that

      


      

      Donald Hogan, yawning, vacated his chair. It never took him more than three hours to get through the day’s assigned schedule.

         He pocketed the notebook in which he kept the search pattern and wandered towards the elevators.

      


   






      

      context (4)


      

      
THE SUBJECT MATTER



      

      

      

         


            

            	Developed

            

            	Developing

            

            	Underdeveloped

            

         


         

         

         

         

            

            	U.S.A., Common Europe, U.S.S.R., Australia (e.g.)

            

            	China, Yatakang, Egypt, Repub. Union of Nigeria w. Ghana (e.g.)

            

            	Ceylon, Beninia, Afghanistan, Mozambique (e.g.)

            

         


         

         

            

            	Govt. by public apathy

            

            	Govt. by “revolutionary parties”

            

            	“Broken-backed” govt.

            

         


         

         

            

            	Currency subject to frequent revaluation through inflation

            

            	Artificially supported by official action

            

            	Subject to arbitrary fluctuations

            

         


         

         

            

            	Employment by private contract

            

            	Controlled by state

            

            	A matter of luck

            

         


         

         

            

            	News and entertainment media support govt, owing to patronage and political inertia 

            

            	Directly controlled by govt. agencies, monolithic viewpoint 

            

            	Run on amateur basis and subject to lapses of taste and reliability

            

         


         

         

            

            	Diet varied but factory-or battery-produced, requiring expensive supplements

            

            	Less varied but distributed by efficient rationing system ensuring balanced quality 

            

            	Below subsistence level, rationing inefficiently administered

            

         


         

         

            

            	Medicare: some free (maternity, child welfare, old age), rest paid for but of high standard

            

            	All medicare free irrespective of nature but of generally lower quality

            

            	All paid for but of minimal standard; some states employ witch-doctors


            

         


         

         

         

            

            	Military service by draft; selective, much evasion; loyalty of inductees reinforced by psychol. Techniques

            

            	Universal draft, negligible evasion, loyalty enforced by social climate

            

            	Army and navy escape routes for poverty victims, subject to revolutionary outbursts and largely indep. of govt.

            

         


         

         

            

            	Apts universal in cities, houses in low-density areas, street-sleeping permissive though discouraged

            

            	Apts universal, houses for those in govt. favour, street-sleeping punishable

            

            	Houses, shacks, hovels, no relevant legislation, much overcrowding

            

         


         

         

            

            	Expressplane, acceleratube, rapitrans, copter, fuel-cell taxi, flywheel bus, etc.

            

            	Expressplane, fly-wheel bus, fuel-cell taxi, pedal-cab, bicycle, etc.

            

            	Bus, truck, bicycle, draft animals, etc.

            

         


         

         

            

            	Phones efficient with viewscreens

            

            	Efficient in towns but not outside, some circuits sound only

            

            	Unreliable

            

         


         

         

            

            	Eugenic legislation agst. idiocy, phenyl-ketonuria, haemo-philia, diabetes, dichromatism, etc.; enforcement strict

            

            	Idiocy, phenylketo-nuria, haemophilia, etc.; enforcement limited by lack of resources

            

            	None enforced or enforceable

            

         


         

         

            

            	Clothes subject to fashion, many disposables for cheapness

            

            	Clothes state-chosen and made, disposables regarded as luxury

            

            	Robes to rags; 1 garment often has several wearers

            

         


         

         

            

            	Homosexuality tolerated, ambivalence taken for granted

            

            	Extreme intolerance; biwing punishable and socially discouraged

            

            	Attitudes dictated by tradition and custom

            

         


         

         

            

            	Tobacco banned owing to carcinogenic effects

            

            	Tolerated subj. to exclusion of carcinogens

            

            	Smoked

            

         


         

         

            

            	Marijuana legal, becoming socialized

            

            	Tolerated

            

            	Traditionally socialised

            

         


         

         

            

            	Liquor socialised irresp. of legality

            

            	Legal in many countries but discouraged

            

            	Made at home

            

         


         

         

            

            	Psychedelics illegal, tolerated

            

            	Illegal, fierce enforcement

            

            	Too expensive


            

         


         

         

         

            

            	Resources running low

            

            	Vigorously exploited

            

            	Sold abroad or in-competently handled

            

         


         

         

            

            	Population human

            

            	Population human

            

            	Population human

            

         


         

         

         

      




      

      HUMAN BEING You’re one. At least, if you aren’t, you know you’re a Martian or a trained dolphin or Shalmaneser.


      

      (If you want me to tell you more than that, you’re out of luck. There’s nothing more anybody can tell you.

      


      

      —The Hipcrime Vocab by Chad C. Mulligan)

      


   






      

      tracking with closeups (3)


      

      
NO YOU DON’T!



      

      

      “So what do we do?” Sheena Potter demanded for the umpty-fourth time. “And don’t take another trank—it’s all I can do to get

         through to you as it is!”

      


      

      “You’re trying to give me ulcers,” said her husband Frank.


      

      “You sheeting liar.”


      

      “Then you’re doing it inadvertently, and that means you’re not fit to be allowed loose on the street, let alone breed your

         species.” Frank spoke from the elevated, almost Olympian level of dispassion due to the five tranks he’d taken already this

         anti-matter.

      


      

      “You think I want to breed? That’s a different song you’re singing from the usual, isn’t it? Let’s have you carry the little

         bastard—they can do that now, pump you full of female hormones and implant in the visceral cavity.”

      


      

      “You’ve been watching Viewers’ Digest. No, that’s wrong. You must have taken it off SCANALYZER. That’s even more sensational.”

      


      

      “Dreck! It was Felicia who told me when I was last down at the night-school—”


      

      “Lot of good your classes are doing you! You’re still as stiff as Teresa! When do they progress you to elementary Kama Sutra?”


      

      

      “If you were more than half a man you’d have taught me yourself—”


      

      “The lack of response is in the patient not the agent, which is why I—”


      

      “Now you’re quoting ad copy, not even a news programme but a plug put out by some dribbling—”


      

      “I should have had more sense than to marry a block who’d only had a few clumsy highschool—”


      

      “I should have had more sense than to marry a man with colourblindness in the family—”


      

      There was a pause. They looked around at the apartment. On the wall between the windows there was a pale patch, the same colour

         as the paint had been originally when they moved in. The picture which had occupied the pale area was in the red plastic crate

         near the door. Next to the red plastic crate were five green ones (may be tubed with padding); next to them were a dozen black

         ones (may be tubed without padding); and there were also two white ones which were a moderately convenient height for sitting

         on—the purpose Frank and Sheena were putting them to.

      


      

      There was nothing in the drinks cabinet. Except a little dust and some dried spilt wine.


      

      There was nothing in the icebox except a thin frosting on the deepfreeze section which would automatically be melted off the

         next time the comptroller cycled to “defrost.”

      


      

      There were no clothes in the bedroom closet. The disposal was grinding quietly to itself, half-choking on a batch of disposable

         paper garments and the twenty-odd pounds of unused perishables from the freeze.

      


      

      The auto-seals had clicked across the power sockets; no child had ever lived here, but it was against the law for any socket

         not to be auto-sealed when the appliance connected to it was removed.

      


      

      There was a file of documents lying on the floor at Frank’s feet. It included a two-person tourist-class ticket for Puerto

         Rico; two ID cards of which one was stamped HEREDICHRO and the other SUSTOHEREDICHRO; twenty thousand dollars’ worth of travellers’

         cheques; and a report from the New York State Eugenic Processing Board which began “Dear Mr. Potter, I regret to have to inform you that inception of pregnancy by your wife with or without you as the father

         is punishable under Para. 12, Section V, of the New York State Parenthood Code as at present enforced …”

      


      

      “How did I know the J-but-O’s were going to ban me? The baby-farming lobby must be worth trillions of dollars and that amount

         of money talks!”

      


      

      He was a vaguely good-looking man, rather lean, rather dark, his air and bearing older than one would expect from his chronological

         age of thirty.

      


      

      “Well, I’ve always said I’d be willing to adopt! We could get on an adoption list and have an unwanted child in less than

         five years for sure!”

      


      

      She was an exceptionally lovely natural blonde, plumper than her husband, dieted to the currently fashionable dimensions,

         and aged twenty-three.

      


      

      “What’s the point of going?” she added.


      

      “Well, we can’t stay here! We’ve sold the apt and spent some of the money!”


      

      “Can’t we go somewhere else?”


      

      “Of course we can’t go somewhere else! You heard about the people they shot last week trying to sneak into Louisiana—and how

         far would twenty thousand bucks go in Nevada?”

      


      

      “We could go there and get pregnant and come home—”


      

      “To what? We’ve sold the apartment, don’t you understand? And if we’re here past six poppa-momma they can jail us!” He slapped his thigh with his open palm. “No, we’ve got to make the best of it. We’ll have to go to Puerto Rico and

         save up enough to make it over to Nevada, or maybe bribe someone to give us a passport for Peru, or Chile, or—”

      


      

      There was a clang from the front door.


      

      He looked at her, not moving. At last he said, “Sheena, I love you.”


      

      She nodded, and eventually managed a smile. “I love you desperately,” she said. “I don’t want somebody else’s secondhand child.

         Even if it didn’t have any legs, I’d love it because it was yours.”

      


      

      

      “And I’d love it because it was yours.”


      

      Another clang. He rose to his feet. On the way past her, to let the moving gang in, he kissed her lightly on the forehead.


   






      

      continuity (3)


      

      
AFTER ONE DECADE



      

      

      Emerging from the library, Donald Hogan looked first north, then south, along Fifth Avenue, debating which of half a dozen

         nearby restaurants he should go to for lunch. The decision seemed unreachable for a moment. He had been holding down his present

         job for ten years, almost; sooner or later he was bound to go stale.

      


      

      Perhaps one shouldn’t have one’s greatest ambition realized in full at the age of twenty-four … ?”


      

      He had, very probably, another fifty years to go; he had a calculable chance of a decade beyond that. And when he accepted

         the offer they’d made him he hadn’t raised the matter of retirement, or even resignation.

      


      

      Oh, they’d have to let him retire eventually. But he had no idea whether he’d be permitted to resign.


      

      Lately, several of his acquaintances—he made a policy of not having friends—had noticed that he was looking older than his

         age and had developed a tendency to lapse into brown studies. They had wondered what on earth could be the matter with him.

         But if someone had been in a position to say, “Donald’s wondering if he can quit his job,” even the most intimate of all those

         acquaintances, the man with whom he shared an apartment and an endless string of shiggies, would have looked blank.

      


      

      

      “Job? What job? Donald doesn’t work. He’s a self-employed dilettante!”


      

      Approximately five people, and a Washington computer, knew otherwise.


      

      “Sit down, Donald,” the Dean said, waving an elegant hand. Donald complied, his attention on the stranger who was also present:

         a woman of early middle age possessed of delicate bone-structure, good taste in clothes and a warm smile.

      


      

      He was a trifle nervous. In the last issue of the university’s student journal he had published some remarks which he later

         regretted making public, though if pressed honesty would compel him to admit that he had meant them and still did mean them.

      


      

      “This is Dr. Jean Foden,” the Dean said. “From Washington.”


      

      The alarming possibility of having his post-graduate grant discontinued on the grounds that he was an ungrateful subversive

         loomed up in Donald’s mind. He gave the visitor a chilly and rather insincere nod.

      


      

      “Well, I’ll leave you to get on with it, then,” the Dean said, rising. That confused Donald even more. He would have expected

         the old bastard to want to sit in on the discussion and giggle silently—here’s one more intransigent pupil up for the axe.

         His mind was therefore barren of possible reasons for summoning him when Dr. Foden produced and displayed the student journal

         in question.

      


      

      “I was very struck by the article of yours in here,” she said briskly. “You feel there’s something wrong with our teaching

         methods, don’t you, Don? Mind if I call you Don?”

      


      

      “Not if you don’t mind my calling you Jean,” Donald said in a sullen tone.


      

      Musing, she looked him over. Four-fifths of the contemporary population of North America counted as handsome or beautiful;

         balanced diet and adequate inexpensive medical care had finally seen to that. And now that the first eugenic legislation was

         beginning to bite, the proportion was liable to increase. Nonetheless, there was something out of the ordinary about Donald

         Hogan. His women usually said it was “character”. Once an English exchange student had told him it was “bloody-mindedness”, and he had accepted the term as a

         compliment.

      


      

      He had brown hair and beard, he was a little below average height, he was well-muscled, he wore the typical clothes of a turn-of-the-century

         student. Externally, then, he conformed. But somewhere underneath …

      


      

      Dr. Foden said, “I’d like to hear your views.”


      

      “They’re on the page for you to read.”


      

      “Rephrase them for me. Seeing something in print often helps one to make a fresh assessment.”


      

      Donald hesitated. “I haven’t changed my mind, if that’s what you’re getting at,” he said at length. The stench and crackle

         of burning boats was vivid to him.

      


      

      “I’m not asking for that. I’m asking for maximum concision instead of this—this rather rambling complaint.”


      

      “All right. My education has turned me, and practically everyone else I know, into an efficient examination-passing machine.

         I wouldn’t know how to be original outside the limited field of my own speciality, and the only reason I can make that an

         exception is that apparently most of my predecessors have been even more blinkered than I am. I know a thousand per cent more

         about evolution than Darwin did, that’s taken for granted. But where between now and the day I die is there room for me to

         do something that’s mine and not a gloss on someone else’s work? Sure, when I get my doctorate the spiel that comes with it will include something

         about presenting a quote original unquote thesis, but what it’ll mean is the words are in a different order from last time!”

      


      

      “You have a fairly high opinion of your own ability,” Dr. Foden commented.


      

      “You mean I sound conceited? I guess I probably do. But what I’m trying to say is I don’t want to take credit for being massively

         ignorant. You see—”

      


      

      “What are you going to do for a career?”


      

      Diverted from his orbit, Donald binked. “Well, something which uses up a minimum of my time, I imagine. So I can use the rest

         to mortar up the gaps in my education.”

      


      

      

      “Ah-hah. Interested in a salary of fifty thousand per to do—essentially—nothing but complete your education?”

      


      

      There was one talent Donald Hogan did possess which the majority of people didn’t: the gift of making right guesses. Some

         mechanism at the back of his mind seemed ceaselessly to be shifting around factors from the surrounding world, hunting for

         patterns in them, and when such a pattern arose a silent bell would ring inside his skull.

      


      

      Factors: Washington, the absence of the Dean, the offer of a salary competitive with what he could hope to earn in industry,

         but for studying, not for working … There were people, extremely top people, whom specialists tended to refer to disparagingly

         as dilettanti but who dignified themselves with the title “synthesist”, and who spent their entire working lives doing nothing

         but making cross-references from one enclosed corner of research to another.

      


      

      It seemed like too much to hope for, coming on top of his expectation, moments back, that his grant was to be discontinued.

         He had to put his hands together to stop them trembling.

      


      

      “You’re talking about synthesis, aren’t you?”


      

      “Yes, I’m from the Dilettante Dept—or more officially, from the Office of Research Co-ordination. But I doubt if you have

         in mind exactly what I’m going to propose. I’ve seen the graphs of your scholastic career, and I get the impression that you

         could make yourself into a synthesist if you wanted to badly enough, with or without a doctorate.” Dr. Foden leaned back in

         her chair.

      


      

      “So the fact that you’re still here—griping, but putting up with things—makes me suspect you don’t want to badly enough. It’ll take a good fat bribe to make you opt for it. I think nonetheless you may be honest enough to

         stay bribed. Tell me, given the chance, what would you do to round out your education?”

      


      

      Donald stammered over his answer, turning crimson at his own inability to utter crisp, decisive plans. “Well—uh—I guess …

         History, particularly recent history; nobody’s taught me about anything nearer to home than World War II without loading it

         full of biased dreck. All the fields which touch on my own, like crystallography and ecology. Not omitting human ecology. And to document that I’d like to delve into the written record of our species, which is now about

         eight thousand years deep. I ought to learn at least one non-Indo-European language. Then—”

      


      

      “Stop. You’ve defined an area of knowledge greater than an individual can cover in a lifetime.”


      

      “Not true!” Donald was gathering confidence by the moment. “Of course you can’t if you’ve been taught the way I have, on the basis of

         memorising facts, but what one ought to learn is how to extract patterns! You don’t bother to memorise the literature—you learn to read and keep a shelf of books. You don’t memorise log and sine

         tables; you buy a slide-rule or learn to punch a public computer!” A helpless gesture. “You don’t have to know everything.

         You simply need to know where to find it when necessary.”

      


      

      Dr. Foden was nodding. “You seem to have the right basic attitude,” she acknowledged. “However, I must put on my Mephistopheles

         hat at this point and explain the conditions that attach to the offer I’m making. First, you’d be required to read and write

         fluent Yatakangi.”

      


      

      Donald blanched slightly. A friend of his had once started on that language and switched to Mandarin Chinese as an easier

         alternative. However …

      


      

      He shrugged. “I’d be willing to shoot for that,” he said.


      

      “And the rest of it I can’t tell you until you’ve been to Washington with me.”


      

      Where a man called Colonel—Donald was not told if he had a name of his own—said, “Raise your right hand and repeat after me:

         ‘I Donald Orville Hogan … do solemnly declare and attest …’ ”

      


      

      Donald sighed. Back then, it had seemed like the fulfillment of his wildest dreams. Five mornings a week doing nothing but

         read, under no compulsion to produce any kind of results—merely requested to mention by mail any association or connection

         he spotted which he had reason to believe might prove helpful to somebody: advise an astronomer that a market research organisation

         had a new statistical sampling technique, for instance, or suggest that an entomologist be informed about a new air-pollution

         problem. It sounded like paradise, especially since his employers not only did not care what he did with the rest of his time but suggested he make

         his experience as varied as possible to keep himself alert.

      


      

      And in under ten years—he had to face the truth—he was getting bored. He could almost wish that they’d pull the second string

         attached to his work, the one which had caused him so much heart-searching.

      


      

      Lieutenant Donald Orville Hogan, you are hereby activated and ordered to report immediately repeat IMMEDIATELY to—


      

      “Oh, no!”


      

      “Something wrong with you, blockbottom?” a harsh voice rasped inches from his ear. A sharp elbow jostled him and a scowling

         face stared into his. Confused, he discovered that without realising he must have made his decision about what restaurant

         to patronise today, and wandered down into the milling crowd that streamed the whole length of Fifth Avenue.

      


      

      “What? Oh—no, I’m all right.”


      

      “Then stop acting like you’re off your gyros! Look where you’re going!”


      

      The angry man he’d collided with pushed past. Mechanically, Donald put one foot in front of the other, still rather dazed.

         After a few moments, he concluded that the advice was worth taking. Perhaps part of his trouble was that he’d fallen into

         such an automatic routine he had lost the alertness and interest in the world around which had attracted Dr. Foden to him

         ten years back, in which case he was unlikely to get the option of resigning his job. More probable was what he’d half-feared

         when with a flourish of trumpets and a ruffle of drums they declassified Shalmaneser, and he’d foreseen automation making

         even synthesists obsolete.

      


      

      And if he was going to give up his job, he wanted it to be on his own terms, not because he’d been fired for incompetence.


      

      With a slight shudder he surveyed the avenue. Buildings tall as canyon walls closed it in, channelling the human traffic under

         the diffusely bright cover of the Fuller Dome. Of course, that didn’t protect the whole of Greater New York, only Manhattan,

         which it had re-endowed with its former attraction and enabled to win back more inhabitants than it had lost in the late-twentieth-century rush to the suburbs. Doming

         the entire city would have been out of the question on grounds of cost alone, though engineering studies had shown the feasibility

         of the project.

      


      

      New York with its thirteen million people, however, was falling further and further back from the status it had once enjoyed

         as the world’s largest city. It could not be compared with the monstrous conurbations stretching from Frisco to Ellay or from

         Tokyo to Osaka, let alone the true giants among modern megalopoli, Delhi and Calcutta with fifty million starving inhabitants

         apiece: not cities in the old sense of grouped buildings occupied by families, but swarming antheaps collapsing into ruin

         beneath the sledgehammer blows of riot, armed robbery and pure directionless vandalism.

      


      

      Nonetheless, though it had shrunk to medium size by contemporary standards, this was still as large a city as Donald felt

         he could stand, and it still possessed a certain magnetism. The biggest employer of them all, State, dominated the West Coast;

         here were the next biggest, the super-corporations that were countries within a country. Ahead loomed the colossal ziggurat

         of the General Technics tower bridging three complete blocks, and it filled him with a sense of gloom. If he did quit—if it

         were possible for him to quit when they had pumped going on three-quarters of a million dollars of public money into him—his

         only future would lie in just such a mausoleum as that.

      


      

      And look what it’s done to Norman House!


      

      Across the hugely enlarged sidewalks the people thronged like insects, milling at the access points to underpasses and the

         subway. On the central, official-business-only emergency lane prowl cars cruised or paused, occasionally pulling over to make

         way for ambulances and fire trucks. Either side of the centre, the huge humming buses without engines—drawing their power

         from flywheels spun up to maximum revolutions when they turned around at the end-points of their journey—hauled their loads

         of up to two hundred passengers, sliding at two-block intervals into pickup bays and allowing the electric cabs to overtake.

         No internal combustion engine had been legal in the city since they put up the dome; the disposal of CO2 and anthropotoxins from the people themselves was as much as the ventilation system could handle, and on warm days their

         exuded moisture sometimes overloaded the conditioners, precipitating a kind of drizzle underneath the dome.

      


      

      How do we stand it?


      

      He had chosen to live in New York because he had been born here, and because it headed the short list of suitable residences

         they gave him to choose from—cities possessing the kind of library facilities needed in his job. But this was the first time

         he had looked at it, really looked with both eyes and full attention, in perhaps as long as seven years, and everywhere he

         turned he found that another straw had been piled on the camelback of the city. He had noticed the street-sleepers when he

         came back from college, but he hadn’t noticed that there were hundreds of them now, pushing their belongings on little makeshift

         trolleys and being moved on, moved on by the police. He hadn’t noticed the way people, when they were jostled, sometimes spun

         around and shot their hands to bulging pockets before they realized it wasn’t a mucker on their heels. And speaking of muckers:

         he hadn’t really connected with the world he knew when the news reports described one who’d taken out seven victims in Times

         Square on a busy Saturday night…

      


      

      Panic clawed at him, the same kind of panic he’d experienced on the only occasion when he ventured to try Skulbustium, the

         sense that there was no such person as Donald Hogan but only one among millions of manikins, all of whom were versions of

         a Self without beginning or end. Then, he had screamed, and the man who had given him the drug advised against a repetition,

         saying he was his persona and without it would dissolve.

      


      

      In other words: there was nothing inside.


      

      Just ahead of him, two girls paused to examine a display in the window of a store. They were both in the height of fashion,

         one wearing a radio-dresslet whose surface pattern formed a printed circuit so that by shifting her buckled belt to right

         or left she could have her choice of broadcasts fed into the earpiece nestling under her purple hair, the other in a skintight fabric as harshly metallic as the case of a scientific instrument. Both had chromed nails, like the power terminals

         of a machine.


		The display that had caught their attention was of genetically moulded pets. Processes that already worked well

         with viruses and bacteria had been applied to their germ-plasm, but on this more complex level the side-effects were excessively

         random; each pet on show probably stood proxy for five hundred that never left the lab. Even so, the solemn, over-sized bushbaby

         in the window looked miserably unhappy for all the splendour of its purple pelt, and the litter of bright-red Chihuahua pups

         below staggered continually as though on the verge of epilepsy.

      


      

      All that seemed to concern the girls, however, was that the bushbaby’s colour almost exactly matched the hair of the one in

         the radio-dresslet.

      


      

      First you use machines, then you wear machines, and then …


      

      Shaking all over, Donald changed his mind about a restaurant and turned blindly into a bar to drink instead of eat his lunch.


      

      In the afternoon he called on an out-of-work poetess he knew. She was sympathetic, asked no questions, and allowed him to

         sleep off his drunk in her bed. The world looked a little better when he woke.

      


      

      But he wished desperately that there could be someone—not this girl necessarily, not even a girl at all, just a person— to whom he could explain why it was he had been moaning in his sleep.

      


   






      

      the happening world (3)


      

      
DOMESTICA



      

      

      Straight well-pos’ned Afram seeks roomie view long lse luxy 5-rm apt Box NZL4


      

      “Yes I do have three rooms but no you can’t even if you have been evicted. Whatinole would I do with that gang of sheeting lizzies you tail behind you? I don’t

         care if you are equipoised! I don’t share with anyone who’s not flying my strictly straight-type orbit!”

      


      

      In Delhi, Calcutta, Tokyo, New York, London, Berlin, Los Angeles; in Paris, Rome, Milan, Cairo, Chicago … they can’t jail

         you any longer for sleeping rough, so it’s no use hoping.

      


      

      There just isn’t that much room in the jails.


      

      Afram girl seeks lodg’g. Versatile. Box NRT5


      

      LUXY APTS IDEAL FAMILIES ONLY $100,000 MINIMUM 3 RMS ALL DIVISIBLE!


      

      Acceleratube Commuterservice makes it possible for YOU to work in Los Angeles, reside in the fresh-air expand-your-chest atmosphere of Arizona, transit time ninety minutes!


      

      

      “This is Laura. Natural blonde, of course—honey, slip ’em down and demonstrate. Ah—the sharing bit is understood, presumably?”

      


      

      “I hope so.”


      

      “So do I.”


      

      Laura giggled.


      

      Jettex is practical as well as luxy—ask the folk from the Mountain States who can hold down city-centre jobs thanks to our

            five-minutely crush-hour service!


      

      “Just a formality, if you don’t mind. Young lady, hold out your hand … Thanks. It’ll take five minutes. Hang on … Sorry, we

         can only give you a transient’s pass for this state. Congratulations, though—hope it’s a baby.”

      


      

      WHEN THE PRESSURE GETS TO THE BLOWOFF POINT YOU’LL BE GRATEFUL FOR GT’S KEYS TO EASIER LIVING. TRANKS, PROPHYLACTICS, ARE

         ONLY THE START OF THE STORY. OUR AIDS TO NORMAL FEMALE BIOLOGICAL FUNCTIONING ARE APPROVED BY ALL STATE CODES.

      


      

      “Prophet’s beard, Donald, if I’d known you had a thing about dark meat I could have had my pick of—”


      

      “Then why don’t you try a brunette some time, say an Italian type? Someone who’s fed nothing but stark white sliced-and-wrapped

         is apt to want some wholemeal granary now and then!”

      


      

      But in any household problems like this are bound to arise.


      

      Olive Almeiro Agency offers you the chance of a lifetime. We have a wider range of good-heredity adoptables than any other

            agency in our field. Offer not good in following states: New York, Illinois, California …


      

      BE IT ENACTED THAT: carriage of the genes listed in Appendix A below shall ipso facto be grounds for abortion upon presentation of the mother at any Eugenics Processing Board in the following …

      


      

      

      “Who are you going to get in to replace Lucille?”


      

      “Don’t know. Haven’t thought about it yet.”


      

      POPULATION STRETCHING TO LIMIT. Reports today from official sources hint that immigrants to this state with residents’ qualifications

         more recent than 30th March last will be given choice of sterilisation or removal.

      


      

      We’ve celebrated our twenty-first. Have you? Liberal association seeks broadminded couples, triples, to enlarge the scope

            of our activities. We have FOURTEEN children in the group already!


      

      “Prophet’s beard, Donald …!”


      

      “I’m sorry, I’ve said I’m sorry! But can I help getting bored with your line of shiggies? Laura was Scandahoovian, Bridget

         was Scandahoovian, Hortense was and Rita was and Moppet was and Corinne was. I think you’re in a rut, to be frank.”

      


      

      Reliable couple seek babyminding opportunities, one or several days p.w. (Certificates avlble. Webtoe only drawback) Box NPP2


      

      BE IT ENACTED THAT: carriage of the genes listed in Appendix B below shall ipso facto be grounds for sterilization of any male child achieving the age of puberty after …

      


      

      “Ah, go to hell!”


      

      “That’s a remarkably Christian attitude, Donald. Both meaningless and barbaric.”


      

      “Stop trying to play on my WASP guilt feelings. Sometimes I wonder how you’d make out in a genuinely nonracial society.”


      

      “There aren’t any. Give you another generation, you’ll add the genes for dark skin-pigment to the list of—”


      

      Leo Branksome! Come home! Being sterilised isn’t going to make us love you any the less! You’re our boy, our only son, and running away was a stupid thing to do! And you’re only fourteen, remember! Your adoring but miserable parents.


      

      “Thirty-four? And you have a clean genotype? My God, I ought to push this glass in your face! All we’ve got is a suspicion,

         not even proof but a suspicion, that Harold’s mother had sickle-cell anaemia and I’d give my right arm for children and you

         smug bastard can stand there and—”

      


   






      

      

      tracking with closeups (4)


      

      
MASKER AID



      

      Conscious that she was a walking advertisement for her own processes, conscious that not even the brilliant lights of the

         video technicians would reveal a flaw in her cosmetic garb, conscious with particular pleasure of the fact that the woman

         they had sent to interview her was conspicuously less well turned-out, Guinevere Steel cooed at the microphone.

      


      

      “Why, the success of my Beautiques is due to two factors: the ability of my customers to recognise who does and who doesn’t

         keep that quantum-jump ahead of transient fashions, and equally their ability to judge what does and what does not offer real

         value for money!”

      


      

      She preened.


      

      Indeterminably aged, she wore a bluzette of shimmering yellow because her complexion was in the Goyaesque-tan range; it moulded

         her bosom into almost perfect cycloidal curves, peaked on either side with a pair of her own remote controlled Nipicaps—activated

         at the moment because they would show to excellent advantage on a video screen. They were always at the wearer’s disposal;

         should she be interested in the man—or woman—she was talking to, she could dilate them without doing more than press her arm

         to her side; conversely she could deflate them, and there were few more ego-undermining things a woman could do to a block than let it be seen how her erogenous tissue lost interest.

      


      

      She wore a skirtlet that was no more than an overgrown belt because she had extremely graceful legs. They tapered to jewelled

         slippers because she had high, springy arches, but not to bare feet because those arches had been reconstructed and on the

         left foot one of the scars still showed.

      


      

      She had her hair in four parallel rolls, dyed silver; her finger- and toe-nails were chromed more brilliantly than mirrors

         and flashed back the light of the lamps at the camera’s lens.

      


      

      About seventy per cent of her skin was revealed, but none of it was bare except perhaps among the roots of her hair. Apart

         from the pearly masking on her face, she wore whole-body matting, a personal blend of her own Beautique’s skin tinter, and

         altogether nearly thirty other products which left a detectable deposit on the epidermis. As a final touch her surface veins

         had been delicately traced in blue.

      


      

      “Why, I think it’s contemporary in the way it ought to be,” she told the microphone. “We don’t live in the world of our ancestors,

         where dirt, and disease, and—and what one might call general randomness dictated how we lived. No, we have taken control of

         our entire environment, and what we choose by way of fashion and cosmetics matches that achievement.”

      


      

      “But the current trend towards a more—more natural look,” the interviewer ventured.


      

      “What counts is how the person looking at you is affected,” Guinevere said complacently. “It affects you, too, of course—to

         be totally confident, as we make our clients, of the impression you’re going to create is the only thing that really matters.”

      


      

      “Thank you, Miss Steel,” the interviewer murmured.


      

      That much out of the way, Guinevere marched back into her private office. With the door safely shut, she could drop into her

         chair and let the bitterness leak out into the set of her mouth, the narrowness of her eyes.

      


      

      Lighting a Bay Gold, she stared at her reflection.


      

      

      Totally confident? In this business, where tomorrow the man in the case or the girl-friend, whichever, might decide to get

         to closer quarters? The more elaborate and fragile and lovely the cosmetic job, the greater the effect—and the worse the letdown

         when it had been kissed, and caressed, and wrestled with. There were seventeen Beautiques now, one for every year she had

         been in the business, each licensed after careful appraisal to a manager who had to have worked for three months directly

         under Guinevere herself, who was trained to exacting standards and had contracted to pay a fat commission for the privilege

         of using the name. Every rational precaution had been taken, but who should know better than a cosmetician that human beings

         are less than rational creatures?

      


      

      Got to distract myself. Got to have some new ideas.


      

      She thought for a while.


      

      Eventually she scribbled a list and reached for the switch of the phone, after another quick glance at herself to make sure

         the image on the screen would be fitting.

      


      

      A forfeits party. Always a good way to make other people look small. And at the head of the list that haughty brown-nose Norman

         House—which meant having his dismal roomie along. Plus everyone else who had failed to fall down and worship lately.
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