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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.



      
      
      CHAPTER I

      
      IN THOSE last few months Lars Talibrand traveled far and fast—from system to system, from star to star, backtracking, making false
         trails whenever he could spare a precious day or two. But he could not elude the patient death that dogged his footsteps.
      

      
      He went from Vernier to Arthworld to Creew ’n Dith; from Creew ’n Dith to Newholme to Mars. He came at the last to Earth in
         carnival time, when all the world was making holiday, and there, in a high chamber in a hotel overlooking on the one side
         a fairground’s tumult and on the other a placid inlet of the sea, he met his destiny.
      

      
      When that was done which certain people had decreed must be done, the news of its doing went the way Lars Talibrand had come.
         This news traveled faster than he had been able to, even in the knowledge that more than his life depended on speed.
      

      
      And on worlds scattered across the galaxy certain men, certain women, breathed easier because Lars Talibrand breathed no more.

      
      Blasting bands, chanting choirs, performing animals with expressions of patient tolerance at the foolishness of the antics
         their human masters forced them to exhibit, hordes of feverish revelers shouting, throwing streamers, laughing as though the
         whole world was the stage for a vast slapstick comedy—the carnival processions paraded past the hotel in which Lars Talibrand
         could not hear them.
      

      
      Why not? After all, tonight and for the week to come, this planet Earth would be the stage for a comedy, the farce of carnival in which all could become Pantaloon, Harlequin, Columbine, by turns.
      

      
      Processions such as these were winding through the streets of every town on the terminator; as the sunset moved around the
         planet, others would join them.
      

      
      Now, down by the beach, androids were making the last checks before turning on the colored lights, setting loose the tiny
         organisms which would make the very ocean glow; the service robots tested each other’s circuits, making sure beyond doubt
         they would not fail during the coming week. In the fairgrounds the concessionaries—all amateurs, those who preferred to enjoy
         themselves by helping others to do so—were setting up their booths, marquees, stalls, their gyrodromes, switchbacks, grav-free
         dancehalls. Trucks full of miscellanea lumbered up, bringing the last batches of sweetmeats, novelties, practical joke kits,
         flasks of wine, masks, dueling swords, aphrodisiacs and a thousand other things.
      

      
      Householders were taking the last of their valuables to the public repositories to be stored behind time-locked doors until
         carnival was over. People had been known to lose themselves so completely in the frenzied half-world of the week-long festival
         that they pledged away everything they owned and woke next Oneday into the dismal universe of the grey-clad Dispossessed,
         there to mourn away two statutory years as the most miserable of conscious beings, less lucky than robots, less secure than
         androids. So the prudent, aware of their own fallibility, insured against the possibility.
      

      
      Owners of family groundcars and helis were likewise time-locking the controls. During carnival no one could possibly want
         to go anywhere in a hurry, of course—unless, for instance, to hospital after a heart attack. There was no business, no urgent
         appointments to be kept apart from romantic rendezvous … and it was a dedicated lover indeed who could maintain his fidelity in face of hundreds of fresh and willing partners. Along the streets, on the
         beaches and the lawns of the many parks, robots were distributing the free bubbletaxis, little open two- and four-seater drifters,
         which could be relied on to take their passengers somewhere, but which could not be directed until daybreak. After dawn it was permitted to give them an address—your own, or anyone else’s—but
         until then it was up to random robot selectors to choose their destinations.
      

      
      The sky above shone a luminescent darkening blue, with hardly a cloud to be seen. It would have to rain, here and there across
         the face of Earth, some time during carnival week, in order to preserve the meteorological balance of the atmosphere. But
         it would rain so far as possible out to sea, and at a local time when most of the revelers would be sleeping.
      

      
      Catering wagons were falling in behind the carnival processions—thousands of them. There had to be thousands. No place of
         business remained open during carnival save the fairground concessions, and that included food shops and restaurants.
      

      
      Now, as the sun went down, the luxury stores which had remained open to meet the last-moment demand for wigs, cosmetics, perfumes
         and fancy dress, began to resonate to the subtle low-frequency sonics that made the clients vaguely uncomfortable and encouraged
         them to depart from the premises. Much relieved, leaving the problem of working out their accounts for the fantastically profitable
         few days just past, until their return to work, the human staff hurried to change and join the crowds. A little wistful, their
         android assistants locked up behind them, taking their time, wondering what could be done with the next seven empty days.
      

      
      Merriment and rejoicing like a river of wine, a day of sunshine, a breaking wave of light, engulfed the world, and there were few who noticed that—like a temperate summer—it was
         here and there patched with grey.
      

      
      Derry Horn drew back from the window overlooking the roadway. The last of the processions had streamed into the fairground,
         and electric organs were drowning the strains of the parade bands. Time now to dress and go to join the fun.
      

      
      At a curt command the windows went opaque, matt-surfaced so as not to spoil the carefully planned indirect lighting with accidental
         reflections. He gave another direction, and closet doors slid back to reveal the selection of costumes he had ordered for
         carnival. There was something for every possible mood in the range he had chosen—or so he had thought. But now, as he fingered
         the silks, the stiff parchments, the glitter-weaves, he found himself oddly at a loss.
      

      
      No: not “oddly.” He made the admission with a weary sigh. Rather the phrase should be: “as usual.”

      
      Irritated, he seized one of the outfits at random and threw it across a chair. At once he began to wonder what in the world
         had made him choose that one. Once more … “as usual”!
      

      
      Resolving to put the costume on anyway—and the hell with it—he slipped out of his ordinary day-clothes and crossed to the
         bathroom at the side of his suite to freshen up. When he left the shower he stepped into the drying cabinet adjacent, switched
         one of its walls to a mirror setting, and regarded himself thoughtfully as gentle warmth sucked the moisture off his body.
      

      
      This is you, he told himself. This is Derry Horn at twenty-two.

      
      He saw a dark-haired young man with pale skin and dark blue eyes. Around his full mouth there was a noticeable slackness,
         a quarter-way towards being a pout. The flesh of his arms and thighs was unfirm, shaking just a little to his movements. The paleness of his skin and the darkness
         of his hair combined to make his cheeks and chin almost—not quite—blue, like watered milk, shadowed by roots of beard that
         not even the most efficient modern depilatory could remove.
      

      
      He touched his face, wondering what atavistic compulsion still made men think it unmanly not to be able to grow beards even
         though they spent so much time trying to prevent them from showing. Maybe it was just that they had to have something which
         opposed their will? There certainly wasn’t much else in this disciplined world which resisted their whims.
      

      
      He grew aware that he was thoroughly dried, and left the cabinet. With the removal of his weight from its floor, the soft
         blasts of hot air ceased their hissing.
      

      
      On his return, the costume he had laid out looked even more ridiculous. But when he glanced at the still-open closets, he
         could see nothing that was more to his present taste. Naked, he threw himself down in a padded chair and struck a smokehale.
         This was a lunatic state to be in, the first night of carnival!
      

      
      It crossed his mind that a drink might help, and he called for a waiter, which came swiftly. This hotel where he was staying
         offered perhaps the best service in the world—and since the world was Earth, that meant the best in the galaxy. Naturally,
         too, its robots were by Horn & Horn.…
      

      
      Prompt, silent, the waiter emerged from the service aperture and halted before his chair in mute inquiry, its lean plastic
         body glistening under the lights. For a moment he felt inclined to compare its rather beautiful quasi-human form with his
         own flabby nudity, but the notion was stillborn; he had been surrounded by robots since he was born, and nothing could make
         him regard them as more than mechanical conveniences.
      

      
      
      “I want something to snap me out of a fit of depression,” he said abruptly. “What do you recommend?”

      
      The waiter hesitated. “I’m not programmed to prescribe for illness, sir,” it said apologetically. “Might—?”

      
      ‘I’m not ill!” Horn snapped. “I just want a euphoric of some kind. The best you’ve got.”

      
      “I could get you the most expensive,” suggested the waiter diffidently. “I presume that would be the best. Although, to be
         honest, I’ve heard from various clients that others in a lower price-bracket were more to their taste …?” It let the words
         die away, cocking its head.
      

      
      Oh, for—! Horn fought the temptation to curse aloud. What had possessed his father and grandfather to discontinue the nice uncomplicated
         robots of his early childhood, which could be relied on to do what you told them to without argument, in favor of these “sophisticated”
         new models that puzzled and prevaricated over the simplest request?
      

      
      “It’d make things a sight easier if the management put androids on waiter duty instead of robots!” he exclaimed. “At least
         they’d have some idea of how the stock tastes!”
      

      
      With a faint air of protest, the waiter said, “If you’ll permit me to correct you, sir, it wouldn’t help at all. Androids
         are prohibited from indulging in liquor or any other stimulant, as you doubtless know.”
      

      
      “One could get around that,” said Horn, with the certitude of a man who has got around many regulations. He had. He belonged
         to a wealthy family, even by the standards of a wealthy age. “But all a drink would do to you would be to short your circuits
         out.”
      

      
      Suddenly the ridiculousness of arguing with a robot struck him, and he began to chuckle. The waiter made a solicitous move
         forward, and he waved it away.
      

      
      “You didn’t tell me which euphoric you desire,” it said.

      
      “Doesn’t matter,” Horn said, getting to his feet. “Forget it.”

      
      
      “I’m physically unable to forget anything,” said the waiter proudly. “In fact it took me a long time to calculate the implications
         of the concept.” Then it was struck by the possibility that such an admission might be taken to reflect on the quality of
         its parent company’s products, hesitated again, assigned the problem—as it had been designed to do—to the category “dilemma,”
         and returned to the service aperture, its plastic feet hushing on the heavy pile of the carpet.
      

      
      When it had vanished, Horn put on his carnival costume and gave a final glance around the room, his headquarters for the week.
         Well, that was a change, anyway. Maybe the change would make the difference. Somehow or other he had got to enjoy himself! If he didn’t re-awaken that ability he might lose it forever, and his whole life would monotone down to
         the same flat round of boredom from which he was trying to escape. Last year’s carnival had been so far from the memories
         of the ones he had enjoyed as a child—or even as an adolescent. They had been marvelous; memory swore that to him. Last year’s
         had been—in a word—dull.
      

      
      This year, therefore, a different city. A hotel room instead of his family’s home to come back to when he was worn out. No
         one related to him within a thousand miles. Maybe it was the cloying circle of his family which had ruined his fun last year.
      

      
      Maybe.

      
      He hated to think of what his future would be like if it was not his surroundings that were at fault—if the flaw lay in himself.
         To face a hundred more years of mere existence; never to experience excitement; grey day after grey day …
      

      
      Perhaps he should have had that euphoric after all.

   




      
      
      CHAPTER II

      
      HE WENT reflexively to the personal elevator connected to his suite, and had called for it before he remembered: carnival week had
         officially started now. Instead of the elevator rising in its shaft, a speaker on the wall came to life and with dulcet tones
         gave him a recorded reminder.
      

      
      “It’s carnival week, sir! In the interests of good fellowship and companionability, the hotel has withdrawn the personal elevator
         service in favor of the main elevators. Please leave your suite and turn left along the corridor to locate the nearest operating
         elevator. We hope you meet congenial acquaintances there even before you join the merry throng outside!”
      

      
      When he was sixteen or seventeen, he and a bunch of student friends had discovered this custom of hotel managements, and had
         spent half an evening making absolutely certain that hotel residents did meet interesting company in the elevators. They had got themselves up to look like decaying corpses—blue-faced, puffy-handed,
         with wall-white contact lenses on their eyeballs—and laid themselves down on the floors of empty elevators to await results.
         Their score had included four cases of hysteria and a heart attack. They had thoroughly enjoyed themselves.
      

      
      Somehow, though, it didn’t seem so funny now he looked back on it. He hoped no one here had had the same idea—or at any rate,
         that no one would put it into practice this early in carnival week.
      

      
      He had not used the corridor outside his suite since his arrival. Presumably the robots which had brought his baggage had come that way, but he himself had come up in the personal elevator. Anyone booking a suite the size of his
         was entitled to expect that much privacy. Consequently there was an indefinable deserted air about the corridors, not in any
         form so perceptible as dust on ledges, or an echo—simply an absence of human passage.
      

      
      He walked quickly because the sensation his surroundings induced in him was disturbing. He pressed the call button and looked
         uneasily along both the passages which met at right angles close to the elevator well. A few paces distant in the corridor
         which he had not taken a pile of baggage belonging to some late arrival was waiting to be put into store; otherwise there
         was no hint of occupation. He shivered slightly, cursing the compulsoriness of carnival.
      

      
      Abruptly there was a movement among the stacked empty cases. An arm shot into view, as though thrown out by a man lying on
         his back. At the same moment he heard a low moan.
      

      
      It might have been a word. It might have been, “Help!”

      
      So someone had had the same idea as he and his student friends. Oh well: it was a standard gag, only funny the first time
         around. He pressed the call button again, wishing the elevator would hurry.
      

      
      The arm drew back. A leg was flung wildly into the air and came down on the floor with a slamming noise. The violence of the
         movement was insane. There was a hint of a crunch mingled with the impact, as though a bone had broken. And a scream.
      

      
      The agony behind the cry cut through Horn’s assumptions. This was no carnival joke! That sound had its roots in pain!

      
      He found himself already moving towards the source of it.

      
      
      The skin on the back of the hand which showed beside the baggage pile was blue. Android. But nonetheless a feeling being,
         capable of suffering. Heavy-looking cases were piled over and around his body; others, formerly laid on his legs, had been
         spilled aside. Inch by inch the victim was drawing back the leg he had kicked out, as though in preparation for another wild
         spasm.
      

      
      “Service!” Horn yelled, throwing back his head. The call vanished into the length of the corridor. Then he bent to haul the
         concealing cases clear. Empty, they were quite light, but he was unused to lifting even light objects—that was a job for robots.
         He was sweating before he had swept aside half a dozen of them. Only then did he look down at what he had uncovered … and
         came close to vomiting.
      

      
      In the shadow, the android’s blue skin looked grey, like a sick human being’s. His features, of course, were altogether human.
         Had been, rather. Someone had beaten him savagely about the head until his eyes burst, his nose was mashed flat on his left
         cheekbone, and his teeth were broken from their sockets. It was the eyes that were the most revolting.
      

      
      Horn had never felt so helpless in his life. Half of him insisted that he go away, quickly, get to the elevator and so out
         to the street to join the carnival. The other half of him ached to do something to relieve the pain the mutilated android
         must be suffering. One ought not to leave even a dog or cat in such dreadful agony, let alone a creature which could stand
         up and talk to you, whatever the color of its skin. But he did not know how to begin—or whether it was worth beginning.
      

      
      He was staring sickly around when a voice hailed him from behind.

      
      “Say, friend! Was it you called the elevator before I did?”

      
      He turned his head. A pudgy man of middle age in a parti-colored jester’s suit was hailing him from the door of the elevator car. It must have arrived a moment previously.
      

      
      “Yes! Yes—but … look, come here, will you?”

      
      The pudgy man chuckled. He had the indefinable air of a person of great wealth—though if he was spending carnival here on
         this floor of this hotel, that went without saying.
      

      
      “Oh-oh! At it already, are you? What’s behind that stack of baggage—a booby-trap of some sort?” He shrugged. ‘Well, I’ll buy
         it. It’s carnival time, after all.”
      

      
      He trotted from the elevator and came to peer over Horn’s shoulder. From the sudden catch in his breathing Horn knew he had
         canceled his assumption about booby-traps.
      

      
      “Hey!” the pudgy man said in a low voice. “That’s messy, isn’t it? Wonder why the garbage robots haven’t cleared it up.”

      
      “He was hidden under these cases,” Horn gestured. “It looks as though he was beaten unconscious, and only recovered enough
         to push the cases away and call for help just as I came by.”
      

      
      The pudgy man drew back a couple of steps, unable to tear his gaze away from the hideous spectacle, as though at once repelled
         and fascinated by it. “I should—ah—I should leave it, young fellow,” he muttered. “It’ll be cleared away soon enough, no doubt.”
      

      
      “But why should anyone want to do such a thing?” Horn burst out, clenching and unclenching his fists in frustration as the android gave another sobbing moan.
      

      
      “You’re young,” said the pudgy man. “But you’re not that young, surely! Looks to me”—condensing into the phrase implications of superior maturity and worldliness—“as if some sadist got started on his carnival
         fun early. Must be rich, too; he’ll get a whopping bill for this from the management!” He shuddered. “I hope he confines himself to androids, damn it—wouldn’t recommend my worst enemy to help whoever did this to get his kicks!”
      

      
      “But I can’t just leave him lying here!” Horn exploded.

      
      “What else can you do? If you have a dueling sword with you, I guess you can fetch it and put him out of his misery, seeing
         you’re so worried. I’m not the dueling type—don’t own a sword. Ah, don’t fret, young fellow!” He laid a comforting hand on Horn’s shoulder. “Service
         is pretty good in this hotel, you know. They’ll get rid of it soon.”
      

      
      A speaker by the elevator announced that there was another call, and unless a passenger entered within thirty seconds the
         car would go to another floor. The pudgy man muttered, “Excuse me,” and hastened back the way he had come.
      

      
      He just made it before the door shut.

      
      Alone once more, Horn felt tears starting into his eyes as the android, conscious enough to have realized that there were
         voices nearby, tried to lift his hands and clutch at the world he could no longer see. His mouth had been torn at the corners;
         he attempted to articulate words, but they were shapeless and muffled with blood.
      

      
      That blood was as red as any human being’s. Overcoming his revulsion, Horn took the blue-skinned hand within his own. The
         android whimpered like a frightened child and pressed it feebly, drawing at least a shred of comfort from the contact.
      

      
      Why the hell hadn’t robots come running when he shouted for service? He swung around angrily to call again, and was startled
         to find someone—who had approached unheard—already standing only a few feet away. Beginning with the well-pressed cuffs in
         front of him, his eyes took in the dark business clothing, not of good quality but neat enough and well cleaned. By this simple fact, that here was somebody still in working garb when everyone human in the city had changed into carnival rig, he
         knew that at the top he must encounter the blue face of another android.
      

      
      “It was good of you to do that much for him,” the newcomer said in a soft voice. I’m afraid it doesn’t look as though there’s
         much else that can be done—is there?”
      

      
      “What?” Horn was briefly confused. Nothing in his entire life had so rocked his personality as this encounter with the victim
         of a sadist’s lusts … if he was to believe the explanation offered by the pudgy man.
      

      
      “I mean holding his hand like that,” the newcomer said. “If you’ll excuse me, sir …?”

      
      Dazed, Horn drew back. With swift economical movements the android dropped on one knee beside his fellow, produced a diadermic
         syringe as neat and deadly looking as a pistol, and applied it to the upturned veins of his wrist. In a moment the writhing
         and moaning stopped.
      

      
      Meanwhile, Horn had risen to his feet, unsteadily. “You—ah—you’re on the hotel staff?” he asked. His voice was brusquer than
         he intended, but otherwise it might have broken.
      

      
      Wary, as though expecting a complaint about the quality of the service which permitted a guest to encounter such a shocking
         sight as this, the android nodded.
      

      
      “I’m the manager’s secretary, sir,” he said. “For the duration of carnival, of course, that makes me effectively the manager—my
         chief went to the fairground half an hour ago. On his behalf, I’d like to apologize for this unfortunate incident.”
      

      
      “Unfortunate!” The word burst out at the shrill top of Horn’s vocal register. “But this is terrible!” And, catching the android’s
         threatened renewal of apology before it could be spoken, he plunged on. “No, I don’t mean my finding the poor devil beaten up and lying here! I mean that anyone should
         want to do such a horrible thing!”
      

      
      There was a moment of tense silence, during which the android seemed to be evaluating what he had just heard. At length he
         said, “It’s kind of you to express such concern, sir. But no doubt the perpetrator will be charged for what he has done.”
      

      
      “Is that all you can think of—someone having the cost of his fun added to his bill?”

      
      Once more the android hesitated. Abruptly he relaxed. He said in a tone which bordered on the confidential, “Frankly, sir,
         no. That’s the last thing which concerns me. But the—is culprit too strong a word?—the person responsible hasn’t committed a crime, you know. We may be expensive, but we are replaceable.”
      

      
      “But surely—”

      
      “Oh, certainly my colleague was trained, and valuable to the hotel. He was the floor manager, incidentally. He—”

      
      “Was?”

      
      “I gave him a shot of comatine.” The android hefted his diadermic, glanced down at it thoughtfully, and returned it to his
         pocket. “One learns to judge whether an android is damaged beyond hope of economical repair. Latchbolt would need new eyes,
         and that is usually the break-even point.”
      

      
      “This happens all the time?” Horn was pale with horror.

      
      “I wouldn’t say that”—in a judicious tone. “But during carnival one generally reckons to lose two or three of the staff.”

      
      Horn stared at the expressionless blue face. His bowels were churning, and the straight lines of the corridor seemed to be
         twisting at the limits of his field of vision. After a short eternity he managed to say, “But do you know who did it?”
      

      
      “We may find out. We may not. There’s also insurance to cover this kind of risk.” The android sounded bored, but under the
         veneer of calm Horn thought he could detect bitterness, veiled as if by smoke. “And now, sir, if you’ll excuse me, I hear
         the cleaning robots approaching to dispose of Latchbolt’s remains.”
      

      
      Ironically he concluded, “No doubt you will be wishing to get out on the street and join in the fun.”

      
      Horn shook his head. “No—uh—no! With this fresh in my mind, how the hell do you think I could enjoy carnival? I guess I’ll
         get back to my room and give myself a chance to recover from the shock.”
      

      
      Very conscious of the android’s gaze following him, he started along the corridor. He had gone twenty paces before he realized
         he was heading in the wrong direction. Of course—he had turned a corner by the elevator.
      

      
      Furious at his own stupidity, embarrassed at being seen to make a mistake by this android whose coolness and composure made
         him feel like a blundering teenager again, he swung around intending to retrace his steps. As he turned, he caught a quick
         glimpse through the partly open door of the nearest suite. Beyond that door …
      

      
      Gasping, he strode forward and slammed the door aside. “Here!” he called. “Come here!”

      
      This body was not as ugly as the mutilated android, but it reinforced ugliness already in his mind, and his head swam.

      
      Unhurriedly, the android came after him. “What is it, sir?” he inquired.

      
      “Your chance to catch the culprit who beat your colleague to death!” Horn stepped across the threshold of the suite. It was identical with the one he himself
         had been assigned. Except for its occupant.
      

      
      
      “The chances are the same man did both, aren’t they?” he pressed on, having to lick lips suddenly gone hot and dry. “And even
         in carnival week I guess the lawforce has to take an interest in murder.”
      

      
      He was red-haired, this man, and his skin was a human shade. He lay on his back on the carpet, whose pile had spread out a
         little under his weight, like grass. His eyes were open and fixed unseeing on the ceiling. A large sharp wooden-handled knife
         protruded from his chest just over his heart, and—presumably because with his last dying strength he had tried to pull the
         blade free—his hands were loosely disposed around it, as though folded on his chest by a compassionate hospital attendant.
      

   




      
      
      CHAPTER III

      
      AFTER MUCH DELAY lawforce headquarters furnished a team of investigators: four android technicians under the leadership of a human superintendent
         named Coolin whose every movement demanded silently why he should have to be on the job while everyone else was out having
         fun. He struck smokehale after smokehale as his subordinates probed the suite and the adjacent corridor, and chewed the mouthpiece
         of each into fragments before it had burned down.
      

      
      A few minutes before their arrival, the comatine shot administered to the dying android had depressed his metabolism to the
         point of no return. Apparently unconcerned at losing the chance to have the attacker named by the victim, Coolin confined
         his work to having solidos taken of the dead man and the battered android, and a few curt questions addressed to Horn and
         the android acting-manager—whose name, Horn had by now established, was Dordy. Earth had for long been so rich that her authorities
         could afford to be lenient with the citizens, and many of the ancient motives for crime had vanished, for example poverty—no
         one on the planet was underprivileged bar the Dispossessed who brought their fate upon themselves. Nonetheless, Horn had retained
         from childhood a romanticized conception of the efficiency of the lawforce, and this first-ever encounter with the casual
         reality shocked him almost as much as the discovery of Latchbolt’s mangled body.
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