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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.









Ah, I cast indeed my net into their sea, and meant to catch good fish; but always I did draw up the head of some ancient God.


Nietzsche









PART ONE


The Departure from Earth









CHAPTER 1


It had been a typically unsatisfactory day. Carmody had gone to the office, flirted mildly with Miss Gibbon, disagreed respectfully with Mr Wainbock, and spent fifteen minutes with Mr Blackwell, discussing the outlook for the football Giants. Towards the end of the day he had argued with Mr Seidlitz – argued vehemently and with a total lack of knowledge – about the steady depletion of the country’s natural resources, and the remorseless advance of destructive agencies such as Con Ed, the Army Engineering Corps, tourists, fire ants, and pulp-paper manufacturers. All of these, he contended, were responsible in varying degrees for the spoliation of the landscape and the steady obliteration of the remaining pockets of natural loveliness.


‘Well, Tom,’ sardonic, ulcerated Seidlitz had said, ‘you’ve really thought about this, haven’t you?’


He hadn’t!


Miss Gibbon, an attractive young lady without much chin, had said, ‘Oh, Mr Carmody, I really don’t think you should say that.’


What had he said, and why shouldn’t he say it? Carmody couldn’t remember, and thus remained unrepentant, though vaguely guilty.


His superior, plump, mild Mr Wainbock, had said, ‘There really may be something in what you say, Tom. I’ll look into it.’


Carmody was aware that there was very little in what he had said, and that it didn’t bear looking into.


Tall, sardonic George Blackwell, who could speak without moving his upper lip, had said, ‘I think you’re right, Carmody, I really do. If they switch Voss from free safety to strongside cornerback, we’ll really see a pass rush.’


Upon further reflection, Carmody decided that it wouldn’t make any difference.


Carmody was a quiet man, of a predominantly melancholic humour, with a face that neatly matched the elegiac contours of his disposition. He was somewhat above the average in height and self-deprecation. His posture was bad, but his intentions were good. He had a talent for depression. He was cyclothymic – tall, beagle-eyed men of vaguely Irish antecedents usually are, especially after the age of thirty.


He played a decent game of bridge, even though he tended to undervalue his hands. Nominally he was an atheist, but more by rote than conviction. His avatars, which can be viewed in the Hall of Potentialities, were uniformly heroic. He was a Virgo, dominated by Saturn when it was in the House of the Sun. This alone could have made him outstanding. He shared the common human hallmark: he was simultaneously predictable and unfathomable – a routine miracle.


He left the office at 5:45 and caught the subway uptown. There he was pushed and jostled by many people whom he wished to think of as underprivileged, but whom he suspected of being acutely and irrevocably undesirable.


He emerged at 96th Street station and walked the few blocks to his apartment on West End Avenue. The doorman greeted him cheerfully and the lift operator gave him a friendly nod. He unlocked his apartment door, went in and lay down on the couch. His wife was vacationing in Miami; therefore, with impunity he propped his feet on the nearby marble table.


A moment later there was a clap of thunder and a flash of lightning from the middle of the living room. Carmody sat upright and clutched at his throat for no particular reason. The thunder rumbled for several seconds, then was replaced by a paean of trumpets. Carmody hastily removed his feet from the marble table. The trumpets ceased, and were replaced by a brave skirling of bagpipes. There was another flash of lightning, and a man appeared in the middle of the brilliance.


The man was of medium height, stocky, had curly blond hair and wore a golden-coloured cloak and orange leggings. His features appeared normal except that he had no ears. He took two steps forward, stopped, reached into the empty air and plucked forth a scroll, tearing it badly as he did so. He cleared his throat – a sound like a ball bearing failing under a combination of weight and friction – and said, ‘Greetings!’


Carmody did not reply, being struck by a temporary hysterical muteness.


‘We are come,’ the stranger said, ‘as the fortuitous respondent of an ineffable desire. Yours! Do any men? No so, then! Shall it?’


The stranger waited for a reply. Carmody convinced himself by several proofs known only to himself that what was happening to him was indeed happening to him, and replied on a reality level:


‘What in God’s name is this all about?’


The stranger said, still smiling: ‘It is for you, Car-Mo-Dee! Out of the effluvium of what-is you have won a small but significant portion of what-might-be. Rejoicings, not? Specifically: your name has led the rest; the fortuitous is again vindicated, and rosy-limbed Indeterminacy rejoices with drug-stained mouth as ancient Constancy is barred again within his Cave of Inevitability. Is this not a cause for? Then why do you not?’


Carmody rose to his feet, feeling quite calm. The unknown is frightening only antecedent to the phenomenon of perseveration. (The Messenger knew this, of course.)


‘Who are you?’ Carmody demanded.


The stranger considered the question, and his smile faded. He muttered, half to himself, ‘The fog-minded squirms! They have processed me wrong again!’ I could mutilate myself from sheer mortification. May they haunt themselves unerringly! Never mind, I reprocess, I adapt, I become …’


The stranger pressed his fingers to his head, allowing them to sink in to a depth of five centimetres. His fingers rippled like those of a man playing a very small piano. Immediately he changed into a short dumpy man of average height, balding, wearing an unpressed business suit and carrying a bulging briefcase, an umbrella, a cane, a magazine, and a newspaper.


‘Is this correct?’ he asked. ‘Yes, I can see it is,’ he answered himself. ‘I really must apologize for the sloppy work done by our Similitude Centre. Only last week I appeared on Sigma IV as a giant bat with the Notification in my beak, only to discover that my recipient was a member of the water-lily family. And two months before (I am using local equivalent terms, of course) while on a mission to Thagma the Old World, those fools in Similitude processed me to appear as four virgins, when the correct procedure was obviously –’


‘I don’t understand a word you’re saying,’ Carmody said. ‘Will you kindly explain what this is all about?’


‘Of course, of course,’ the stranger said. ‘Let me just check the local referents …’ He closed his eyes, then opened them again. ‘Strange, very strange,’ he muttered. ‘Your language doesn’t seem to contain the containers which my product requires; metaphorically, I mean. But then, who am I to judge? Inexactitude can be aesthetically pleasing, I suppose; everything is a matter of taste.’


‘What is all of this?’ Carmody asked, in a low, ominous voice.


‘Well, sir, it’s the Intergalactic Sweepstakes, of course! And you are a winner, of course! The proposition is inherent in terms of my appearance, is it not?’


‘No, it is not,’ Carmody said, ‘and I don’t know what you’re talking about.’


An expression of doubt crossed the stranger’s face, then was erased as if by an eraser. ‘You do not know! But of course! You had, I suppose, despaired of winning, and therefore had set the knowledge aside to avoid its contemplation. How unfortunate that I have come at the time of your mental hibernation! But no insult was intended, I can assure you. Your data file is not readily available? I feared not. Then I shall explain; you, Mr Carmody, have won a Prize in the Intergalactic Sweepstakes. Your coefficients were pulled by the Random Selector for Part IV, Class 32 Lifeforms. Your Prize – a very handsome Prize, I believe – is waiting for you at Galactic Centre.’


Carmody found himself reasoning with himself in the following manner: ‘Either I am insane or I am not insane. If insane, I can reject my delusions and seek psychiatric aid; but this would leave me in the absurd position of trying to deny what my senses tell me is true in favour of a dimly remembered rationality. This might well compound my conflicts, thus deepening my insanity to the point where my sorrowing wife would have to put me in an institution. On the other hand, if I accept this presumed delusion as real, I might also end up being institutionalized.’


‘If, on the other hand, I am not insane, then all of this is actually happening. And what is actually happening is a strange, unique occurrence, an adventure of the first magnitude. Evidently (if this is actually happening) there are beings in the Universe superior in intelligence to humans, just as I have always suspected. These individuals hold a sweepstakes in which names are drawn at random. (They are certainly entitled to do this; I see no manner in which a sweepstakes is inconsistent with superior intelligence.) Finally, in this presumed sweepstakes, my name has been drawn. This is a privileged occurrence, and may well be the first time that the sweepstakes has been extended to Earth. I have won a Prize in this contest. Such a Prize might bring me wealth, or prestige, or women, or knowledge, any or all of which would be worth having.’


‘Therefore, all things considered, it will be better for me to believe that I am not insane and go with this gentleman to collect my Prize. If I am wrong, I shall wake up in an institution. There I will apologize to the doctors, state that I recognize the nature of my delusion, and perhaps win my freedom.’


This was what Carmody thought, and that was the conclusion he reached. It was not a surprising one. Very few humans (except the insane ones) accept the premise of insanity in favour of a startling new hypothesis.


There were certain things wrong with Carmody’s reasoning, of course; and these things were to rise up and plague him later on. But one might say that he did very well, under the circumstances, to reason at all.


‘I don’t know much about what all of this is about,’ Carmody said to the Messenger. ‘Are there any conditions attached to my Prize? I mean, am I supposed to do anything or buy anything?’


‘There are no conditions,’ the Messenger said. ‘Or at least, none worth speaking about. The Prize is free; if not free, it would not be a Prize. If you accept it, you must accompany me to Galactic Centre, which is in itself a trip worth the taking. There you will be given your Prize. Then, at your pleasure, you may take your Prize back to this, your home. If you require any help for the journey back, we will of course assist you to the fullest extent of our abilities. And that’s all there is to it.’


‘Sounds good to me,’ Carmody said, in exactly the same tones that Napoleon used when he was shown Ney’s dispositions for the Battle of Waterloo. ‘How do we get there?’


‘This way,’ the Messenger said. And he led Carmody into a hall closet and out through a crack in the space-time continuum.


It was as easy as that. Within seconds of subjective time, Carmody and the Messenger had traversed a considerable distance and arrived at Galactic Centre.









CHAPTER 2


The trip was brief, lasting no more than Instantaneity plus one microsecond squared; and it was uneventful, since no meaningful experience was possible in so thin a slice of duration. Therefore, after no transition to speak of, Carmody found himself among the broad plazas and outlandish buildings of Galactic Centre.


He stood very still and looked, taking particular note of the three dim dwarf suns that circled each other overhead. He observed the trees, which muttered vague threats to the green-plumaged birds in their branches. And he noticed other things, which, for lack of analogizing referents, failed to register.


‘Wow,’ he said at last.


‘Beg pardon?’ the Messenger asked.


‘I said “wow,”’ Carmody said.


‘Oh. I thought you said “ow.”’


‘No, I said “wow.”’


‘I understand that now,’ the Messenger said, somewhat testily. ‘How do you like our Galactic Centre?’


‘It’s very impressive,’ Carmody said.


‘I suppose so,’ the Messenger said carelessly. ‘It was built specifically to be impressive, of course. Personally, I think that it looks very much like any other Galactic Centre. The architecture, you will note, is just about what you would expect – Neo-Cyclopean, a typical government style, lacking any aesthetic imperatives, designed solely to impress the constituents.’


‘Those floating staircases are certainly something,’ Carmody said.


‘Stagey,’ the Messenger commented.


‘And those immense buildings –’


‘Yes, the designer made a rather neat use of compound reverse curves with transitional vanishing points,’ the Messenger said knowledgeably. ‘He also utilized temporal edge distortion to evoke awe. Rather pretty, I suppose, in an obvious sort of way. The design for that cluster of buildings over there, you will be interested to know, was lifted bodily from a General Motors Exhibition from your own planet. It was judged an outstanding example of Primitive Quasi-Modernism; quaintness and cosiness are its main virtues. Those flashing lights in the middle foreground of the Drifting Multiscraper are pure Galactic Baroque. They serve no useful purpose.’


Carmody could not grasp the entire group of structures at one time. Whenever he looked at one, the others seemed to change shape. He blinked hard, but the buildings continued to melt and change out of the corners of his eyes. (‘Peripheral transmutation,’ the Messenger told him. ‘These people will quite literally stop at nothing.’)


‘Where do I get my Prize?’ Carmody asked.


‘Right this way,’ the Messenger said, and led him between two towering fantasies to a small rectangular building nearly concealed behind an inverted fountain.


‘This is where we actually conduct business,’ the Messenger said. ‘Recent researches have shown that a rectilinear form is soothing to the synapses of many organisms. I am rather proud of this building, as a matter of fact. You see, I invented the rectangle.’


‘The hell you did,’ Carmody said. ‘We’ve had it for centuries.’


‘And who do you think brought it to you in the first place?’ the Messenger asked scathingly.


‘Well, it doesn’t seem like much of an invention.’


‘Does it not?’ the Messenger asked. ‘That shows how little you know. You mistake complication for creative self-expression. Are you aware that nature never produces a perfect rectangle? The square is obvious enough, I’ll grant you; and to one who has not studied the problem, perhaps the rectangle appears to be a natural outgrowth of the square. But it is not! The circle is the evolutionary development from the square, as a matter of fact.’


The Messenger’s eyes grew misty. In a quiet, faraway voice, he said, ‘I knew for years that some other development was possible, starting from the square. I looked at it for a very long time. Its maddening sameness baffled and intrigued me. Equal sides, equal angles. For a while I experimented with varying the angles. The primal parallelogram was mine, but I do not consider it any great accomplishment. I studied the square. Regularity is pleasing, but not to excess. How to vary that mind-shattering sameness, yet still preserve a recognizable periodicity! Then it came to me one day! All I had to do, I saw in a sudden flash of insight, was to vary the lengths of two parallel sides in relationship to the other two sides. So simple, and yet so very difficult! Trembling, I tried it. When it worked, I confess, I went into a state of mania. For days and weeks I constructed rectangles, of all sizes and shapes, regular yet varied. I was a veritable cornucopia of rectangles! Those were thrilling days.’


‘I suppose they were,’ Carmody said. ‘And later, when your work was accepted –’


‘That was also thrilling,’ the Messenger said. ‘But it took centuries before anyone would take my rectangle seriously. “It’s amusing,” they would say, “but once the novelty wears off, what have you got? You’ve got an imperfect square, that’s what you’ve got!” I argued that I had deduced an entirely new and discrete form, a form as inevitable as that of the square. I suffered abuse. But at last, my vision prevailed. To date, there are slightly more than seventy billion rectangular structures in the galaxy. Each one of them derives from my primal rectangle.’


‘Well,’ Carmody said.


‘Anyhow, here we are,’ the Messenger said. ‘You walk in right there. Give them the data they require and collect your Prize.’


‘Thank you,’ Carmody said.


He entered the room. Immediately, steel bands snapped shut around his arms, legs, waist and neck. A tall, dark individual with a hawk nose and a scar down his left cheek approached Carmody and looked at him with an expression that could only be described as a compound of murderous glee and unctuous sorrow.









CHAPTER 3


‘Hey!’ Carmody cried.


‘And so, once again,’ the dark individual said, ‘the criminal has escaped into his doom. Behold me, Carmody! I am your executioner! You pay now for your crimes against humanity as well as for your sins against yourself. But let me add that this execution is provisional, and implies no value judgement.’


The executioner slipped a knife from his sleeve. Carmody gulped and found his voice.


‘Hold it!’ he cried. ‘I’m not here to be executed!’


‘I know, I know,’ the executioner said soothingly, sighting along his knife blade on Carmody’s jugular vein. ‘What else could you say?’


‘But it’s true!’ Carmody shrieked. ‘I’m supposed to collect a Prize!’


‘A what?’ the executioner asked.


‘A Prize, damn you, a Prize! I was told I’d won a Prize! Ask the Messenger, he brought me here to collect a Prize!’


The executioner studied him, then looked away sheepishly. He pushed a switch on a nearby switchboard. The steel bands around Carmody turned into paper streamers. The executioner’s black garments changed to white. His knife turned into a fountain pen. The scar on his cheek was replaced by a wen.


‘All right,’ he said, with no hint of repentance. ‘I warned them not to combine the Department of Petty Crime with the Office of the Sweepstakes, but no, they wouldn’t listen to me. It would serve them right if I had killed you. Wouldn’t that have been a pretty mess, eh?’


‘It would have been messy for me,’ Carmody said shakily.


‘Well, no sense crying over unspilt blood,’ the Prize Clerk said. ‘If we took full account of our eventualities, we’d soon run out of eventualities to take full account of … What did I say? Never mind, the construction is right even if the words are wrong. I’ve got your prize here somewhere.’


He pressed a button on his switchboard. Immediately a large, messy desk materialized in the room two feet above the floor, hung for a moment, then dropped with a resounding thud. The Clerk pulled open the drawers and began to throw out papers, sandwiches, carbon ribbons, file cards and pencil stubs.


‘Well, it has to be here somewhere,’ he said, with a tone of faint desperation. He pushed another button on the switchboard. The desk and the switchboard vanished.


‘Damn it, I’m all nerves,’ the Clerk said. He reached into the air, found something and squeezed it. Apparently, it was the wrong button, for, with an agonizing scream, the Clerk himself vanished. Carmody was left alone in the room.


He stood, humming tunelessly under his breath. Then the Clerk reappeared, looking none the worse for his experience except for a bruise on his forehead and an expression of mortification on his face. He carried a small, brightly wrapped parcel under his arm.


‘Please excuse the interruption,’ he said. ‘Nothing seems to be going right just at present.’


Carmody essayed a feeble joke. ‘Is this any way to run a galaxy?’ he asked.


‘Well, how did you, expect us to run it? We’re only sentient, you know.’


‘I know,’ Carmody said. ‘But I had expected that here, at Galactic Centre –’


‘You provincials are all alike,’ the Clerk said wearily. ‘Filled with impossible dreams of order and perfection, which are mere idealized projections of your own incompletion. You should know by now that life is a sloppy affair, that power tends to break things up rather than put things together, and that the greater the intelligence, the higher the degree of complication which it detects. You may have heard Holgee’s Theorem; that Order is merely a primitive and arbitrary relational grouping of objects in the chaos of the Universe, and that, if a being’s intelligence and power approached maximum, his coefficient of control (considered as the product of intelligence and power, and expressed by the symbol ing) would approach minimum – due to the disastrous geometric progression of objects to be comprehended and controlled outstripping the arithmetic progression of Grasp.’


‘I never thought of it that way,’ Carmody said politely enough. But he was beginning to grow annoyed at the glib civil servants of Galactic Centre. They had an answer for everything; but the fact was, they simply didn’t do their jobs very well, and they blamed their failures on cosmic conditions.


‘Well, yes, that’s also true,’ the Clerk said. ‘Your point (I took the liberty of reading your mind) is well made. Like all other organisms, we use intelligence to explain away disparity. But the fact is, things are forever just a little beyond our grasp. It is also true that we do not extend our grasp to the utmost; sometimes we do our work mechanically, carelessly, even erroneously. Important data sheets are misplaced, machines malfunction, whole planetary systems are forgotten. But this merely points out that we are subject to emotionality, like all other creatures with any measure of self-determination. What would you have? Somebody has to control the galaxy; otherwise everything would fly apart. Galaxies are reflections of their inhabitants; until everyone and everything can rule himself and itself, some outer control is necessary. Who would do the job if we didn’t?’


‘Couldn’t we build machines to do the work?’ Carmody asked.


‘Machines!’ the Clerk said scornfully. ‘We have many of them, some exquisitely complex. But even the best of them are much like idiot savants. They do adequately on tedious straightforward tasks like building stars or destroying planets. But give them something tough, like solacing a widow, and they simply go to pieces. Would you believe it, the largest computer in our section can landscape an entire planet; but it cannot fry an egg or carry a tune, and it knows less about ethics than a newborn wolf cub. Would you want something like that to run your life?’


‘Of course not,’ Carmody said. ‘But couldn’t someone build a machine with creativity and judgement?’


‘Someone has,’ the Clerk said. ‘It has been designed to learn from experience, which means that it must make errors in order to arrive at truths. It comes in many shapes and sizes, most of them quite portable. Its flaws are readily apparent, but seem to exist as necessary counterweights to its virtues. No one has yet improved on the basic design, though many have tried. This ingenious device is called “intelligent life.”’


The Clerk smiled the self-satisfied smile of the aphorism-maker. Carmody felt like hitting him square on his smug pug nose. But he restrained himself.


‘If you are quite through lecturing,’ Carmody said, ‘I would like my Prize.’


‘Just as you wish,’ the Clerk said. ‘If you are quite sure that you want it.’


‘Is there any reason why I shouldn’t want it?’


‘No particular reason,’ the Clerk said. ‘Just a general one; the introduction of any novel object into one’s life pattern is apt to be disrupting.’


‘I’ll take my chances on that,’ Carmody said. ‘Let’s have the Prize.’


‘Very well,’ the Clerk said. He took a large clipboard out of a small rear pocket and produced a pencil. ‘We must fill this in first. Your name is Car-Mo-Dee, you’re of Planet 73C, System BB454C252, Left Quadrant, Local Galactic System referent LK by CD, and you were picked at random from approximately two billion contestants. Correct?’


‘If you say so,’ Carmody said.


‘Let me see now,’ the Clerk said, scanning the page rapidly, ‘I can skip the stuff about you accepting the Prize on your own risk and recognizance, can’t I?’


‘Sure, skip it,’ Carmody said.


‘And then there’s the section on Edibility Rating, and the part on Reciprocal Fallibility Understandings between you and the Sweepstakes Office of the Galactic Centre, and the part about Irresponsible Ethics, and, of course, the Termination Determinant Residue. But all of that is quite standard, and I suppose you adhere to it.’


‘Sure, why not?’ Carmody said, feeling lightheaded. He was very eager to see what a Prize from Galactic Centre would look like, and he wished that the Clerk would stop quibbling.


‘Very well,’ the Clerk said. ‘Now simply signify your acceptance of the terms to this mind-sensitive area at the bottom of the page, and that’ll be it.’


Not quite knowing what to do, Carmody thought, Yes, I accept the Prize and the conditions attached to it. The bottom of the page grew pink.


‘Thank you,’ the Clerk said. ‘The contract itself is witness to the agreement. Congratulations, Carmody, and here is your Prize.’


He handed the gaily wrapped box to Carmody, who muttered his thanks and began eagerly to unwrap it. He didn’t get far, though; there was a sudden, violent interruption. A short, hairless man in glittering clothes burst into the room.


‘Hah!’ he cried. ‘I’ve caught you in the act, by Klootens! Did you really think you could get away with it?’


The man rushed up to him and grabbed at the Prize. Carmody held it out of arm’s reach.


‘What do you think you’re doing?’ he asked.


‘Doing? I’m here to claim my rightful Prize, what else? I am Carmody!’


‘No, you aren’t,’ Carmody said. ‘I am Carmody.’


The little man paused and looked at him with curiosity. ‘You claim to be Carmody?’


‘I don’t claim, I am Carmody.’


‘Carmody of Planet 73C?’


‘I don’t know what that means,’ Carmody said. ‘We call the place Earth.’


The shorter Carmody stared at him, his expression of rage changing to one of disbelief.


‘Earth?’ he asked. ‘I don’t believe I’ve heard of it. Is it a member of the Chlzerian League?’


‘Not to the best of my knowledge.’


‘What about the Independent Planetary Operators Association? Or the Scagotine Stellar Co-operative? Or the Amalgamated Planet-Dwellers of the Galaxy? No? Is your planet a member of any extrastellar organization?’


‘I guess it isn’t,’ Carmody said.


‘I suspected as much,’ the short Carmody said. He turned to the Clerk. ‘Look at him, you idiot! Look at the creature to whom you have awarded my Prize! Observe the dull piggish eyes, the brutish jaw, the horny fingernails!’


‘Now just a minute,’ Carmody said. ‘There’s no reason to be insulting.’


‘I see, I see,’ the Clerk replied. ‘I never really looked before. I mean, one hardly expects –’


‘Why, damn it,’ the alien Carmody said, ‘anyone could tell at once that this creature is not a Class 32 Life-Form. As a matter of fact, he’s not even close to Class 32, he hasn’t even attained Galactic status! You utter imbecile, you have awarded my Prize to a nonentity, a creature from beyond the pale!’
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