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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.


      
      
      
      “… the time of experience, apprehended with true freshness, … consists of a blurred sequence of memories, culminating in the
         budding and unfolding present…. An integral component of this budding and unfolding present is an attitude of expectancy toward
         the future, no matter what it brings…. If someone could invent a figure for speaking of the flight of time, in which the idea
         is prominent that in our thought we recognize that the germinating present contains the seeds of a complete break with the
         past, he might alter the future course of thinking.”
      

      
      P. W. Bridgman: The Nature of Physical Theory

   
      
      chapter one
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      WHISPERS IN THE EARTH

      
      Danny Caiden was reasonably sure that there was nothing wrong with him.
      

      
      He had an average income, and enough education to handle the packaging section of a food-industry trade paper; even enough
         to write a poem or two on the side. Danny’s poetry was certainly not very good yet, despite the interest the office aesthete
         took in it, but did serve as an outlet for the way he felt on good days and bad ones. He was a little under six feet, big-boned,
         with yellow hair, a friendly face with a nose that was slightly too large for it, and no obligations to anybody but himself.
      

      
      He was like many of the people in the world he occupied, and he liked both the people and the world. On the rare days when
         he got sick of writing enthusiastically about the latest way of wrapping something basically inedible so that people would
         eat it, his stories became a little more acid than Henry Mall, the paper’s senior editor, would allow anyone’s stories but
         his own to be, and he had a beer or so before going back to his room-and-a-half on 13th Street. On the nights when he loved everybody and had Saturday or Sunday to look forward to, he had a lot of beers and
         slept until the next noon.
      

      
      A normal guy, Danny thought. He lay on his bed and wriggled his stockinged toes in the yellow lamplight. He had no anxieties,
         no woman trouble, no compulsive political convictions. He didn’t care who got elected this year or any year, and he didn’t
         even have a cold.
      

      
      But all the same, he was lying awake on his bed at three in the morning of a work-day, wondering why he had visions.

      
      He turned the word over a few times. It was so remote from his thinking vocabulary that it probably never would sound right
         to him in any context; but it was the only word that gave him any handle at all for what had been happening to him. Actually,
         of course, what he had been having lately was voices—except that one didn’t “have” voices, and besides, they weren’t voices.
         They were just noises.
      

      
      Noises that he heard twice, once inside his head, and once outside. Like double vision. Double audition? There might just
         be such a term, but it didn’t sound right either.
      

      
      He wriggled his toes and went over the day for at least the eighth time, trying to see what there was about it that he had
         missed so far which would allow him to label the experience in familiar terms.
      

      
      Now then: He had come out of Childs after lunch, feeling a little too full, and had started to turn the corner to go back
         to the office. He remembered being in the middle of a step; remembered wishing that his other suit would get back from the
         cleaners; remembered wishing that lunch-hour could be followed by another hour for a cat-nap. He remembered wondering whether or not the man from the orange-growers’ association would confirm that idiotic report that had
         come in from Food Chronicler’s Florida correspondent; and whether or not Mall would let Danny’s caption for the bread-eating campaign picture go through.
         It wouldn’t be fair, after all, to let the baking industry get away with bragging about putting back into bread half of the
         nutrients they’d taken out of it, without at least a mild dig …
      

      
      Just around the corner, someone had screamed. There had been a shearing squeal of brakes and rubber. Then something metallic
         had hit something else. The impact was sudden and quickly over, almost as if a truck full of brass ingots had been run off
         a high building.
      

      
      Then there were more screams, a dull boom, and … more screams, round and full and impossible to listen to. People were running.

      
      Danny had not run. He had stopped abruptly, and put his back against the cool concrete flank of the building. A month ago—about
         that—he had been coming around this same corner, and had heard those same noises. He had run then.
      

      
      But he’d found nothing around the corner but the usual agitated rivers of people trudging back from their lunch hours. No
         accident—no horrified crowd—nothing.
      

      
      And so, this time, he had been afraid to go around the corner. The original illusion had gradually faded from his memory,
         but the fact brought it back. The exact, one-for-one correspondence of the sequences of sounds scared him. It was not the
         déjà vu, the momentary “recognition” of a place or event one actually has never seen before; Danny had experienced that as often as most normal persons, and knew that it was upsetting only because it was impossible to trace
         the false memory back to any real experience. But this—there was a real memory of all these shocking noises in Danny’s mind,
         a memory he could place and date.
      

      
      Which was why he was afraid to turn the corner; for he had no evidence yet that the second experience was any more real than
         the first one had been. Hard as it was to believe that his stable, basically untroubled mind was capable of handing him the
         first illusion, two such would be enough to upset the most phlegmatic of men.
      

      
      People continued to run past Danny. He could not remember, then or now, seeing anybody running before; only hearing the sound of running. Something really had happened, then. Fried scallops clumping in
         his stomach, he went around the corner.
      

      
      There had been an accident, all right. A cab, trying to beat a light, had hit an avenue bus amidships, and the gas tank of
         one of the two vehicles—it was hard to tell which—had burst. There was a pyre at the intersection. Carbonized bodies twitched
         feebly, some still managing to scream now and then. The mob was drawing in slowly, murmuring with fascination, but held off
         by the heat.
      

      
      Danny, sick, had detoured, and stumbled his way to his elevator. He got off on the wrong floor, and was good for nothing for
         the rest of the afternoon.
      

      
      It had been bad enough to have the sounds of that collision stored in his head—but for Danny, every one of those sounds had
         an echo. He had heard them all a month before they had happened.
      

      
      He was bawled out twice by Mall for being sarcastic about the merits of free enterprise, and failed dismally to respond to a gambit offered by the new redhead in the typing pool.
         He left the office ten minutes too early, and afterwards had taken aboard more than enough beer to put him back into a cheerful
         and uncritical state.
      

      
      But still, at 3:00 A.M., Danny was sober, awake, and twitching his toes speculatively in the lamplight. For him, that collision had happened twice.
         Something had made him hear it before it had actually happened.
      

      
      Now that he came to think of it, his mind had played him some tricks before—if they were tricks. At least, he could think
         of one odd gift, unimportant until now in his universe, for which he had no explanation, and which seemed to involve prediction
         of a sort: the thing he had always called “the finding trick.”
      

      
      He had been kidded about the finding trick for as long as he could remember, but it worked. It still did, or at least it had
         still been working the last time he had used it, in the middle of the winter just ended. Bill Emers had phoned him long-distance
         from Banff, drunker than Silenus, demanding to know where he’d misplaced his ski-wax.
      

      
      Without bothering to think, Danny had said, “You put it on the right-hand corner of the mantel, but it’s been dumped off somehow.
         It’s probably in the scuttle with the fire-tools.”
      

      
      Which was where it was. Danny could still hear Emers chortling to his friends as he put the phone down, but he himself was
         bored with the finding trick, and more than bored by being forced to prove that he had it, every time some casual acquaintance
         wanted to liven up a party. He had never been to Banff, let alone to the lodge where Bill Emers had been staying at the time; furthermore, he knew nothing about skiing except that it was a sport for people who, unlike
         Danny, didn’t hate cold weather. He had simply spoken on impulse, as he always did when people asked him to find things they
         had lost.
      

      
      And, he had always been right—every time.

      
      So there it was. He took no stock in the supernatural; he was not much inclined to think even gods necessary, let alone spectres.
         But it was too late to ignore the fact that there was something strange about himself. Prophetic noises, and a long-range
         sensitivity to where things were …
      

      
      Was that it, then? A sensitivity—a special ability to detect coming events, like a street wreck or the loss of some object
         like a can of ski-wax? It seemed useless, if that was what it was, but it was at least a start toward understanding. The daily
         papers often printed wide-eyed stories, especially in the mid-summer “silly season” when real news was suffering from the
         doldrums, about people who could pull off tricks that other people couldn’t—women who glowed in the dark, girls who went floating
         unconscious out of their bedroom windows, little boys who attracted gushes of water or oil or even “flows” of mysterious rocks.
         As a newspaperman of a rather low grade, Danny had seen his fair share of such reports; the great press associations had odd
         ideas about what a paper dealing with food processing and packaging might like to print.
      

      
      Danny got up on his elbows and reached for a cigarette. Maybe there was really a line there. It was probably foolish, but
         he could no longer just let these things happen to him. They were too hard on the nerves. And there might just be the chance that a special ability to guess right—not only about
         where things were, but when they would be there—could be brought under control, and used at will.
      

      
      Danny didn’t need too much imagination to think of ways to use a prophetic sense. It was time now to find out what he had
         and why he had it.
      

      
      If he didn’t find out pretty soon, there wouldn’t be much left of his sanity. He wondered again if he were already slightly
         off his chump—the strange noises just the first signs of a crackup, not really related to outside events except through faulty
         memory or an irritated imagination …
      

      
      But had he imagined Bill Emers’ ski-wax, nestling there in the coal-scuttle among the fire-tools, or Bill’s crow when he found
         it? That seemed unlikely. No, he’d have to go ahead on the assumption that he was still sane—find some of these people with
         weird talents—talk to them—run down whatever had been written about them, in newspapers or anywhere else. He could start at
         the library. There had to be a lead somewhere.
      

      
      Relaxed by the decision, he snubbed out the cigarette and began to loosen his tie. At the same instant, while he was still
         propped up on his elbows with his chin pointing at the ceiling, for the first time he heard voices.
      

      
      He knew at once, without knowing how he knew, that they were not the voices of passersby on the street below. They were soundless;
         they were inside his head. And yet, at the same time, they came from below—a subterranean whispering, as if the very bedrock
         of the city had found a way to speak.
      

      
      “There has been a Decision.”

      
      “Yes. I have estanned the tension.”

      
      “And I. The threshold has been crossed.”

      
      Soundless voices, whispering together, meaningless things. Danny felt the sweat coming out all over his body. The empty words
         had a cold tang of menace. And—they were about him. In the maddening way that he knew things these days, he could tell.
      

      
      “So many paths—may we never interfere?”

      
      “No, my brother. All go to the same goal.”

      
      “Let the finder beware.”

      
      “Let him then beware. Let us wait.”

      
      “Since the way is long, we must wait.”

      
      After that, there was a long inner silence. It took a while for Danny to realize that there was to be no more. It was as if
         he had heard so much only because it had touched upon him—as if the whisperers droned now of things incomprehensible and remote,
         though they still stood at his aching elbows. The words were still being spoken, but they were not for him.
      

      
      Danny had the indefensible notion that he would have heard nothing even had he been imbedded in the rock with the whisperers,
         or they seated on the bed beside his pillow. Their lips would move meaninglessly for him, as if in an old silent film.
      

      
      Or did the whisperers even have lips—or faces?

      
      He put the question aside. The voices, for all their strange soundlessness, had been human. Their language had been English,
         except for that one strange word estanning, which might have been a word labelling the nature of their conversation itself. Danny was not ready to believe in ghosts—not
         yet.
      

      
      He realized suddenly that he was utterly exhausted. Above and beyond the tiredness brought on by his night’s vigil, he felt
         drained, half dead, as if the mere act of listening to that silent colloquy had been a feat of endurance. His heart thudded
         in a slow, leaden rhythm.
      

      
      He fell back, trembling. One thing was sure—there was something abroad in the world that normal people like Danny Caiden had
         never suspected. Something that Danny Caiden was being driven to find, blindly, unwillingly, driven by an unmanageable irruption
         of wild talents. Something huge—unthinkable.
      

      
      Let the finder beware …

   
      
      chapter two
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      THE COMMITMENT

      
      Except for a giddy tiredness, a sort of poisonous residue of last night’s drained sensation, Danny felt much better by the
         next afternoon. It was one thing to be alone in a dark room, already overtired and upset, a prey to all sorts of dreams and
         delusions—and quite another to be thirty-four stories up in clear air, in bright sunlight, in one of the most modern office
         buildings in the whole city.
      

      
      Prophetic sounds, whispering voices—the battering of Al Randall’s typewriter at his back was rough on them. Every noisy impact
         of key on platen pushed them further into the fogs of unreality.
      

      
      I’ll have to start getting to bed earlier, Danny thought. I’m not a kid in college any longer. When it gets to the point where
         a simple street accident throws me for a loop, it’s time to take steps. Hell, I saw worse things under worse conditions in
         the Army without going into any Section Eight spins afterwards. Still it wouldn’t pay to invite it all to start adding up
         on me.
      

      
      Joan Keyes, the senior editor’s chief factotum, leaned over his shoulder and tossed a sheaf of clippings and advertising agency releases onto his desk.
      

      
      “Looks like a bad week,” she said resignedly. “Nothing coming in so far but junk, and not much of that. There’s a follow-up
         on your wienie-wrapper story in there.”
      

      
      “There is? You should give me big news like that in small doses. My heart isn’t what it used to be.”
      

      
      Joan took off her pixie glasses and looked at Danny critically.

      
      “Come to think of it,” she said, “you do look a little wrung out today, Danny. Got a new girl? Or is the food business getting
         you down?”
      

      
      “Sean would call it the Tantalus complex,” Al said cheerfully, rearing back in his chair and putting on an intensely serious
         expression. Al came from a family of road-show actors, and his imitation of Sean Hennessy, the assistant news editor, was
         so exact that for a moment even his bushy brown moustache looked thinner and darker. “All day long we write about things to
         eat, and there’s nothing to chew on in the office but the erasers on the pencils.”
      

      
      At this even Sean grinned; Danny was a notorious pencil-biter.

      
      “I didn’t get much sleep last night,” Danny said. It made him uneasy again to have to talk about it, as if talking about it
         somehow made it a little more real once more. “That accident yesterday made me nervous, and then I had funny dreams.”
      

      
      “Dreams?” said Sean, pricking up his ears. As Al had indicated, Sean was something of a parlor Freudian, given to spot analyses
         of everyone he met; he had once declared Pat Rickey, the big boss, to be an “oral personality.” “What kind of dreams?”
      

      
      “He dreamt he was Drew Pearson,” an angry voice snapped from the door. A prickly lump in his throat, Danny looked over his
         shoulder.
      

      
      The voice belonged to Rickey, who in addition to being officially The editor of all eight trade papers put out by the Delta
         Publishing Company, was also one of the firm’s few owners. It was only the second time he’d been in the Food Chronicler’s editorial cubby since Danny had been working there. In one hand he shook a copy of the Chronicler, crumpled into a rough tube. Danny couldn’t see which issue it was.
      

      
      Rickey said, “Where’s Mall?”

      
      “He’s talking to Mr. Masciarelli in Accounting,” Joan said. “Is something wrong, Mr. Rickey?”

      
      “Something wrong! I’ve got a twenty-four EOM insertion advertiser on my wire, burning hot and ready to cancel, that’s all.”

      
      Rickey jerked Joan’s extension from its crutch and growled into it.

      
      Joan looked inquiringly at Danny. He had nothing to offer but a miserable shrug.

      
      Almost before Rickey put the phone down, Mall, the senior editor, was in the office, looking faintly green and stuttering
         slightly with excitement. Mall had never quite got over his first fear of being fired, though he had been with the firm eighteen
         years and drew ten thousand a year plus profit-sharing.
      

      
      “Now let’s get to the bottom of this,” Rickey said grimly. “Your by-line is on this story, Caiden. According to you, International Wheat is due to be hit for price-fixing this week. International is going to cancel its contract with us. It
         may also sue us for libel, and small wonder. Mall, how did this get past you?”
      

      
      Mall turned a little greener.

      
      “That’s the issue that came out last week?” he said. “I was at the Canners’ Convention during m-most of the time when it was
         b-being put together. Joan was in charge.”
      

      
      Joan looked at the editor, her glance darting over the tops of her glasses like a schoolteacher pinning down an unmannerly
         boy.
      

      
      “That’s right,” she said primly. “I saw the story, and passed the statement Why shouldn’t I have? Danny had no reason to make
         up a thing like that.”
      

      
      “I don’t know,” Mall said. “He’s like m-most of the rest of you—thinks the day’s wasted if he c-can’t be sarcastic about big
         business at least once. I’d like just once to get s-somebody in here who doesn’t think the food business should be c-conducted
         at the United Nations level.”
      

      
      Joan looked more like a schoolteacher than ever.

      
      “Don’t be ridiculous, Henry,” she said. “You’d think price-fixing was Danny’s personal invention, to hear you talk. There’s
         been an indictment a week for it, ever since the multiple-basing-point decision was handed down.”
      

      
      “What kills me,” Rickey said, “is that there was no need to bring the subject up in a packaging story at all—and if it’s actually true, it belongs in a five-column banner across page one. Instead, it’s just dropped in here, as if it were common
         knowledge. Listen: ‘One probable result of general adoption of the new machinery will be increased conservation of American-Egyptian
         wheat, which is expected to be in short supply after the price-fixing indictment against the International Wheat Corp is filed. At last reports, the
         indictment was still due Sept 2nd.’ In other words, this Friday!”
      

      
      “That’s ridiculous,” Mall said.

      
      “Of course it’s ridiculous. My only chance to keep the Wheat ads in the book is to convince the agency that anybody who happens
         to spot the buried reference will automatically discount it as hogwash. Hell, I’ve even had a call from the SEC, wanting to
         know who over here was responsible for such nonsense!”
      

      
      “Why not get the source material out of the files?” Al suggested practically. “If it says International was due to be indicted,
         Danny was within his rights in reporting it. The food business is a big industry—I’m always running across things that make
         my hair stand on end that turn out to be common knowledge. I’ll never forget my first encounter with the Danville decision,
         for instance.”
      

      
      “It’d be no less libelous legally for being the truth,” Rickey muttered; but he seemed to be willing enough to look at the
         evidence.
      

      
      Danny tried to remember what had happened to the source material on the story. The “files” to which Al had referred were actually
         a set of bins, into which dead releases, clippings, and stories from field correspondents were thrown after an issue was put
         to bed, stuffed in kraft envelopes bearing the date of the issue in question. As soon as a bin was six months dead, its contents
         were baled and sold to be re-pulped.
      

      
      As far as Danny could remember, the original of the story—a release, with pictures, one of which he had used, from the Packaging Machinery Institute—hadn’t been binned. He’d put it in his bottom desk drawer, along with the carbon of
         his story, to await a possible three-em add—a paragraph to be added to the Chronicler’s account, under a three-em dash, at the last minute, should the actual indictment come through earlier than expected.
      

      
      As he pawed through the papers in the drawer, he felt a sick certainty that the release wouldn’t justify him. He hadn’t made
         the part of the story that had upset Rickey out of whole cloth, but out of absolute certainty—the kind of certainty Rickey
         had accurately ticketed as a feeling of “common knowledge.”
      

      
      What if that “certainty?” had been just another wild, uncontrollable phantasm, unbackable by anything in the source files?
         If Mall didn’t know about the indictment, it was a cinch that it was not common knowledge, even among experts.
      

      
      “Here it is,” he said shakily. He was afraid to look at it. He passed it to Sean, who was closest. Sean immediately began
         to read it with unabashed curiosity, but Rickey jerked it from his hands.
      

      
      Rickey devoured the mimeographed sheets slowly, line by line, word by word, his eyes bulging gluttonously, mumbling key phrases
         under his breath. Danny began to understand better what Sean meant by an “oral” personality. Rickey took in that pompously
         unimportant announcement as if he were a cannibal and it were a fat missionary. At the end, he emitted a sigh of fierce repletion.
      

      
      “Not a word,” he said. “Not one single damned word. Anything to say, Caiden?”

      
      Danny swallowed. “The week isn’t over yet,” he said. “They’ll be hit on or before Friday—on nine counts, price-fixing being one, all under the ‘discriminatory sales practices’
         provisions of the Robinson-Patman Act.”
      

      
      It was Joan who actually asked the lethal question, but it might just as well have been anyone in the tense little office.
         She said:
      

      
      “Danny, how do you know?”

      
      All five of them looked at him: Joan, Al and Sean with hope, Mall with indifference, Rickey with a sort of moral indignation.

      
      Danny’s tired brain raced, but somehow the clutch wasn’t in. He knew that he knew. International Wheat would get its indictment
         tomorrow or Friday. It was the original leadpipe cinch.
      

      
      But he did not know how he knew.

      
      The silence ran out like sand. Rickey said:

      
      “All right, Caiden. Pick up your check as you leave.”

   
      
      chapter three
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      ENTER DR. FREUD

      
      Danny packed up his property in complete silence—necessarily, because Rickey remained in the cubby to see to it that he left
         the premises promptly. Joan and Al fiddled aimlessly with pencils, and would not look at each other, or at Danny. Sean ripped
         the long yellow sheet of copy paper out of his typewriter, collapsed the typewriter into the desk and glared belligerently
         at Mall.
      

      
      Mall stood up under Sean’s Irish indignation for a moment, then sat down at his own desk, pulled his typewriter stand between
         himself and the rest of the office, and ostentatiously began to type. His machine was a “noiseless,” but it seemed inordinately
         loud.
      

      
      Danny took a manila envelope from the supply shelf and dumped his papers and his 25¢ dictionary into it. He was beginning
         to be angry. In the middle drawer of what had been his desk he found a pica rule and the remains of a box of soft blue pencils,
         all strictly the property of Delta Publishing Co., and dropped them in too.
      

      
      Rickey said nothing. He waited until Danny had closed the flap on the envelop, sprung the metal clasp, and had begun to take his topcoat off the hanger snubbed over the top of
         the open door of the cubby. Then he left, trailing a faint aroma of executive satisfaction.
      

      
      Mall continued to type. Sean got up.

      
      “Going my way, Danny?” he said.

      
      Mall stopped typing abruptly. “Did you get that Coffee Bureau story, Hennessy?” he said. His eyes were directed toward a spot
         about two feet over Sean’s left shoulder.
      

      
      “Yes,” Sean said. “I got it. I have a place to put it, too, if you’re interested. Bean by bean, so to speak.”

      
      Danny plucked at Sean’s sleeve. “Don’t,” he said. “It’s all over now, anyhow. It isn’t your fight, Sean. There’s more to it
         than you can see.”
      

      
      “I don’t give a damn. I’m sick of trying to be subservient, especially on my salary. Mall palls on me, all of a sudden. He’s
         too timid to stand up for his own staff. What are you writing, pall Mall? An editorial?”
      

      
      “I—” Mall said.

      
      “Full of resounding clichés—blow hot, blow cold, say nothing, eh?” Sean said. His young face, as dark and beardless as a Spaniard’s,
         was full of pleasure. “What is it now—The Speech about free enterprise? It couldn’t be anything about food. You don’t know
         anything about food. You live on plaster, like a silverfish—but attractively packaged, of course.”
      

      
      “You’re fired,” Mall said, looking back to his typewriter. “Get out. Both of you.”

      
      Sean chuckled. He smiled at Danny. “Isn’t he quick?” he said. “You only have to hit him four times, and he begins to wonder
         if he’s uncomfortable. Of course he won’t know he’s uncomfortable until Rickey tells him he is. Let’s go have a drink.”
      

      
      It was hard not to be delighted by Sean’s jubilant support. But Sean seemed to have spent his whole life in the windy sunlit
         air thirty-four stories above the street. He might easily have just tossed up his job in defense of madness.
      

      
      Sean was quiet in the elevator, and remained so until the two ex-editors were settled in a booth in the nearest bar. But he
         looked gleeful all the way.
      

      
      He settled himself into the cushions and signaled for a waiter. “Been wanting to do that for three years,” he said suddenly. “Glad you gave me the excuse—two beers, junior —or I might never
         have done it. Somehow I think I was afraid to do it on my own. So—that’s that.”
      

      
      “That is definitely that,” Danny agreed solemnly. “I’ve never seen anything that-er. What are you going to do, Sean? Any plans?”

      
      “I’m crawling with plans. What else have I had to daydream about? My trouble is that I’m hard put to it to make a choice among
         them. Maybe now I can start going to school in the daytime, and use my nights for something constructive, like the cultivation of a small patch of blondes. I might even be able to get my degree
         before the war breaks out—not that I’ll have any use for it then. I wouldn’t mind, I suppose. Do you know, Danny, I really
         loved combat? First time in my life I ever felt like somebody. What’s your trouble, Danny?”
      

      
      The question fell so unexpectedly and with such little apparent significance into the midst of Sean’s chatter that Danny found
         himself answering without the slightest fore-thought. Maybe Sean really ought to be a psychoanalyst after all, Danny thought, listening to his own innocent answer winding out of
         him. He obviously had a real gift for luring people into talking about the theoretically unmentionable.
      

      
      Yet, once launched, Danny could see no reason still why he should not tell Sean the story. Sean was in his fix now, and perhaps
         deserved to know something about the idiot cause for which he had stood up.
      

      
      The beer helped. Hesitantly, it all came out—the noises, the finding trick, the flash of certainty that had gotten them both
         fired.
      

      
      Somehow, though, he knew it was important not to mention the voices. Partly, it was important because it would worry Sean,
         make him think perhaps that Danny was off his rocker in some obvious, demonstrable way. That was a demonstration Danny didn’t
         care to face—not just yet. And, partly, because, well, because he knew the voices were important—knew it with as strong a
         conviction as he knew that International Wheat would be indicted tomorrow or Friday.
      

      
      “I think there’ve been some other examples, but I can’t remember them all,” he wound up. “There’s a lot of stuff in the background
         that isn’t at all definitive; it helps me to build up a case for myself, but nobody else could accept it as evidence for anything
         at all.”
      

      
      “You and your tight sphincter,” Sean said. “Isn’t what you’ve told me already disorganized enough? Out with it.”

      
      “Well, I was usually called a ‘good guesser’ when I was a kid. And—I hadn’t thought of this before at all, but it does seem
         to fit—the few times I got to the movies in the Bingo days, or bought tickets for some raffle or drawing, I always got something. Not always first prize, I don’t mean that,
         but I did always come home with some trinket or other.
      

      
      “Once, during a giveaway stunt in a theater, when I was nine, I won a coffee pot. The guy on the stage made some crack about
         Boy Scouts and camping trips, because I was wearing khaki shorts and a khaki shirt. I wouldn’t be caught dead in shorts now,
         let me tell you.
      

      
      “And once I won a pig. An honest-to-god live pig, in a Thanksgiving drawing. I wanted to keep it for a pet. The theater had
         had it out in the lobby in a small pen, it was clean and quite small, about the size of a mongrel dog, or maybe a little smaller.
         But my parents wouldn’t let me. They had it butchered and we ate it on Thanksgiving. My parents didn’t like it—said it was
         too young to have any flavor—and it made me mad that they’d gone and had it killed, and then complained afterwards.”
      

      
      Sean grinned and wiped beer foam off his narrow meticulous moustache.

      
      “But you ate it too, without a qualm, didn’t you, Danny?” he said. “You were going to have that pig, one way or another. You’re
         the perfect anal personality—possessive, griping. My God, but you’re normal.”
      

      
      “What I’ve been telling you is normal?” Danny said, a little irritated.

      
      “Well, it’s expectable, anyhow. First of all, let’s talk about your ‘wild-talents’ theory. I won’t surprise you if I say that
         I don’t take much stock in it, Danny. It’s ingenious, but it breaks down.
      

      
      “What kind of imaginable talent, wild or otherwise, could take the proper number out of a hat without seeing it—and at the same time affect the numbers everybody else took out
         of the hat, thoroughly enough to make the initial number the inevitable winner? Anybody who could control chance that far
         would be able to slow up horses, or push the stock market around, without even stopping to think.”
      

      
      “Um,” Danny said. “Yeah. I hadn’t thought of that.”

      
      “What interests me,” Sean said, “is a great howling gap in your story about how you find things. What happened to this guy
         Bill Emers, for instance?”
      

      
      Danny frowned. “Why, I never did see him again,” he said. “He was killed at Banff that winter. Went tail over teacup off a
         ski-jump, and broke his spine in two places. I suppose he was drunk—he was drunk most of the time.”
      

      
      “Aha!” Sean pounced upon the answer. “But you didn’t have any premonition of this? Didn’t have any premonitory noises, or
         other sensations that you could interpret as predicting his death?”
      

      
      “No-o-o-o. That kind of thing hasn’t been happening to me frequently, though, until lately, as I said.”

      
      “Of course it hasn’t. It’s never even occurred to you, consciously, that Bill Emers undoubtedly died the same day that you
         found his ski-wax for him!”
      

      
      “That’s just an assumption.”

      
      “The hell it is. Your mind wouldn’t be behaving this way if it didn’t know it to be a fact. I dare you to check the date,
         Danny. Or, no, I don’t; it wouldn’t be therapeutic unless you had some guidance from an analyst. But your unconscious plainly
         suspects it—and blames itself! Accidentally you made a perfectly logical guess about the skiw-ax—I think I’d have made a very similar guess under those circumstances. But the results—
      

      
      “When you heard of Bill’s death, you felt guilty. Naturally. You found him his ski-wax: he went skiing: he died. Since your
         rational mind told you that you weren’t guilty, and your unconscious told you that you were, you began to have compensatory
         symptoms. Your mind was trying to resolve a dilemma. And after the symptoms got disturbing enough, you concocted this ‘wild
         talents’ theory to explain them. The real explanation was much too deeply buried, and much too disturbing, for you to reach
         it by yourself.”
      

      
      Sean shoved his empty glass out to the edge of the table and tapped twice.
      

      
      “Danny, to put it bluntly, you knew—subconsciously that if you hadn’t found Bill Emers his ski-wax, he probably wouldn’t have
         tried to make a jump while drunk. Not that day, anyhow. You’ve been blaming yourself ever since.
      

      
      “But you’re not to blame. You didn’t get him drunk; you weren’t responsible for his love of drinking; and you couldn’t have
         stopped him from killing himself eventually. As soon as that sinks in, Danny, I think your troubles will be about over.”
      

      
      The waiter took away the foam-etched glasses, filled them again and returned them while Danny thought about it. Sean looked
         as warily self-contained as a cat who has just caught a big moth—the victim still fluttering frantically, but available for
         the kill at pleasure.
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