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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.


      
      
      
      There is therefore but one comfort left, that though it be in the power of the weakest arm to take away life, it is not in
         the strongest to deprive us of death: God would not exempt himself from that; the misery of immortality in the flesh he undertook
         not, that was in it immortal.
      

      
      Sir Thomas Browne: Religio Medici

   
      
      1

      
      The lamasery rose steeply from the top of the bluff on the Marin County side of the Golden Gate. Feeling a faint cramp in
         his left calf, John Roditis got out of the car near the toll plaza and, stretching and kicking, looked across the water at
         the gleaming yellow building, windowless, sleek, ineffably holy as a fountainhead of good karma. It was an extraordinarily
         warm day. San Francisco had been gripped by an unaccustomed heat wave throughout the four days of Roditis’ visit. Hot weather
         in the psychological sense did not trouble Roditis; he thrived on it, in fact. But when heat came to him not as a function
         of metaphor but as a blazing golden eye staring from above, he longed to switch on the air conditioner.
      

      
      There was no way for him to change the outdoor environment to that degree. At least, not yet. Given enough minds in one skull,
         though, who was to say what limits a man might have?
      

      
      Roditis gestured at the lamasery. “I hope it’s cooler in there, eh?”
      

      
      “It will be,” Charles Noyes said. “The guru is cool.”

      
      Roditis scowled at his associate’s pun. “Still infested with the antique slang?”

      
      “Not me. It’s—Kravchenko.” As he spoke the name of the persona who shared his body, Noyes’ grin turned to a grimace, and he
         clung to the polished railing just before him. His long body sagged. His elbows trembled and beat against his ribs. “Damn
         him! Damn him!” Noyes grunted.
      

      
      “Have him erased,” Roditis suggested.

      
      “You know I can’t!”

      
      “When an unruly persona threatens the integrity of the host, he ought to be expelled,” said Roditis crisply. “If Kozak made
         trouble for me I’d throw him out in a minute, and he knows it. Or Walsh. Either of them. I can’t afford to have a troublemaker
         in my head. Can you?”
      

      
      “Stop it, John.”

      
      “I’m just talking common sense.”

      
      “Kravchenko doesn’t like it. He’s giving me a hard time.” Noyes’ arm came up from the railing in a fitful jerk. “He’s fighting
         me. He’s trying to speak.”
      

      
      “You won’t be satisfied,” said Roditis, “until he goes dybbuk on you. Throws you out of your own body.”

      
      “I’d kill him and me both first!”

      
      Roditis scowled. “You’re becoming an unstable bastard, you realize it? If I weren’t so fond of you I’d let you go. Come on:
         into the car. Mustn’t keep the cool guru waiting, or he’ll get hot under the toga. Or whatever he wears.” Roditis, chuckling,
         opened the car door and pulled Noyes away from the railing. There was momentary confusion as Noyes struggled to regain full
         control of his limbs. Then Roditis thrust his companion into the car, got in beside him, and slammed the door.
      

      
      “Finish the route as programed,” Roditis said to the car.

      
      The generator thrummed and the car backed out of the plaza area, swung around, and headed for the tollbooths. The actuarial sign over the row of booths announced the day’s vehicle
         toll: 83 c. As the car passed through a booth, a brief data interchange took place between the bridge computer and the car’s,
         and Roditis’ central bank account was automatically billed for that amount. Onward sped the car over the elderly bridge and
         toward the yellow shaft of the lamasery just beyond.
      

      
      Within the cool depths of the car, Roditis flecked perspiration from his corrugated brow and regarded the other man uneasily.
         He was growing more and more worried about Noyes, who perhaps was becoming a risky liability. It would be a pity to have to
         let Noyes go, after a relationship that had lasted so long and worked so well.
      

      
      They had met in college, nineteen years before. Their roles had been reversed then: Noyes was the campus leader, tall and
         dashing, appropriately Anglo-Saxon, with the fair hair and blue eyes of the highest caste, and seven generations of respectable
         money behind him, while Roditis, the immigrant shoemaker’s son who looked the part, was short, thick-bodied, dark, a scholarship
         student, a nobody. But Noyes had a gift for dissipating his many assets, Roditis a gift for capitalizing on what little he
         had. It was an attraction of opposites, instant, permanent. Now Roditis controlled an empire, and Noyes was a cog in that
         vast wheel. Poor Noyes. He hadn’t been able to handle his own wealth, couldn’t deal with a fine wife, was even making a mess
         of his persona transplant. Roditis hated to patronize anyone, but he couldn’t help a certain feeling of smugness as he contemplated
         his own position vis-à-vis Noyes. Sad. Sad.
      

      
      The car purred to a halt in the gravelly parking oval adjoining the lamasery. The men got out. It seemed to be at least ten
         degrees hotter on this side of the bridge. Reflected heat from the lamasery’s polished sides, Roditis wondered? He looked
         up, and felt Anton Kozak within him responding affirmatively to the chaste elegance of the architecture. Roditis had become infinitely more aware of esthetic matters since taking on Kozak’s persona. It had seemed odd to some that a businessman
         like Roditis would choose a sonic sculptor for his second transplant, but Roditis knew what he was going toward. He was assembling
         a portfolio of personae as another man might assemble a portfolio of common stocks—for diversity, and for ultimate high profit.
      

      
      “Feeling better?” Roditis asked.

      
      “Much,” said Noyes.

      
      “Kravchenko is pushed way down?”

      
      “I think so. He’s had his exercise for the day.”

      
      “If there’s more trouble while we’re here, ask the guru to help you. He’ll run a few simple exorcisms, I’m sure.”

      
      Looking pale, Noyes said, “It won’t be necessary, John,” and they approached the building.

      
      Sensors scanned them. They were expected; the tall Gothic doorway peeled open, admitting them. Within, all was dark, cool,
         reflective. Roditis caught glimpses of saffron-robed monks scuttling to and fro in the rear arcades. A great deal of money
         had gone into the building of this lamasery; some of the best families had contributed to the fund. They said that the late
         Paul Kaufmann had donated over a million dollars fissionable. It was funny to imagine a rich Jew contributing that much money
         to a Buddhist monastery’s construction fund; but, Roditis reminded himself, Kaufmann had not been a terribly orthodox Jew,
         any more than these monks were terribly orthodox Buddhists. And what had a million dollars more or less mattered to Paul Kaufmann?
         The crafty old banker had had his motives. Roditis saw a kindred spirit in Kaufmann. He himself had reached wealth too late
         to aid in this place’s construction fund, but now he was here to make amends for that, and for what he thought were much the
         same motives.
      

      
      Two shaven-headed monks emerged from inner rooms. They made appropriate pseudo-Buddhist gestures, tracing mandalas in the
         air, touching cardinal points of their bodies, murmuring gentle welcoming mantras. Roditis, unsmiling, flicked a glance at Noyes. The tall man seemed as awed as though he
         stood at the threshold of God’s throneroom. Once upon a time, Roditis would have envied Noyes his ability to don such a goddam
         sincere expression of respect, as contrasted to Roditis’ own look of impassive, poker-faced piety. But now Roditis was not
         at all sure whether Noyes was faking anything. In these latter troubled years, old Chuck might well have turned into a believer.
         Stranger things had happened.
      

      
      “The guru will be with you shortly,” said one of the monks. “Will you remove your worldly coverings and join us in prayer?”

      
      He indicated a room where they might change. Within, Roditis stripped away his sweat-stained clothing and gratefully shucked
         his shoes. His body, at thirty-seven, was tight-muscled and solid, a compact bullet of flesh still traveling unswervingly
         on its designed trajectory. Noyes, who was no older, still gave the illusion of lanky grace, but it was only an illusion.
         Beneath his clothes the tall man was thickening at the paunch, going flabby at thigh and rump. Such weakness of the flesh
         struck Roditis as a symptom of the decay of the will. He judged men harshly in this respect.
      

      
      Arrayed now in loose, billowing robe and soft sandals, Roditis said, “It’s certainly more comfortable this way. If men were
         saner they’d dress like this all the time.”
      

      
      “It wouldn’t be practicable.”

      
      “No,” Roditis agreed. “It leads to undue relaxation. A slackening of striving. Are we supposed to wait here for them to come
         back and get us?”
      

      
      “I suppose,” said Noyes.

      
      The room was bare of furniture, but for the two saddle-backed benches on which they had left their worldly clothes. The walls
         were of some dark, highly reflective stone, slabs of black marble, perhaps, or possibly onyx. If onyx could be had in such
         quantities, Roditis thought. There was an inscription in inlaid letters of gold leaf on each wall. The one facing Roditis said:
      

      
      If so far you have been deaf to the teaching, listen to it now! An overpowering craving will come over you for the sense-experiences
         which you remember having had in the past, and which through your lack of sense organs you cannot now have. Your desire for
         rebirth becomes more and more urgent; it becomes a real torment to you. This desire now racks you; you do not, however, experience
         it for what it is, but feel it as a deep thirst which parches you as you wander along, harassed, among deserts of burning
         sands. Whenever you try to take some rest, monstrous forms rise up before you. Some have animal heads on human bodies, others
         are gigantic birds with huge wings and claws. Their howlings and their whips drive you on, and then a hurricane carries you
         along, with those demonic beings in hot pursuit. Greatly anxious, you will look for a safe place of refuge.
      

      
      They read it in silence. Roditis said, “That’s a lot of gold to waste on such nonsense. Recognize it?”

      
      “The Bardo Thödol, of course.”
      

      
      “Yes. The good old Book of the Dead, eh? A hot line of revelation straight from the Himalayas.”

      
      Noyes pointed to the inscription on the rear wall. “What do you make of that one?”

      
      Roditis turned, narrowing his eyes. It read:

      
      He who lacketh discrimination, whose mind is unsteady and whose heart is impure, never reacheth the goal, but is born again.
         But he who hath discrimination, whose mind is steady and whose heart is pure, reacheth the goal, and having reached it is
         born no more.
      

      
      A muscle twitched in Roditis’ cheek. He said bleakly, “It’s pure nirvana-propaganda. Subversion. I thought they didn’t try
         to push that concept in the Western world.”
      

      
      “They can’t help allowing a little of the orthodox theory to survive,” Noyes said, sounding apologetic.
      

      
      “Why not? We’ve adapted all that Oriental foolishness to our own purposes. And our own purposes don’t include nirvana at all.
         To be swallowed up in the cosmic all? To be born no more? That’s not our object at all. To live again, that’s what we want.
         Again and again and again. So why do they put that up?”
      

      
      “They pose as the heirs to Eastern mysticism,” said Noyes. “Catering to Western pragmatism. In theory, rebirth is undesirable,
         freedom from the wheel of existence is the highest goal. Yes?”
      

      
      “Yes. In theory. Not for me.”

      
      A monk entered. “The guru now will see you,” he murmured.

      
      Roditis shuffled forward through clouds of incense, his sandals sliding on the smooth stone floor. Over the arch of the door
         he found another slogan in letters of gold:
      

      
      It is appointed unto man once to die.

      
      Yes, he thought. Once to die: I’ll grant that. But many times to be reborn. He felt the warm presence within him of Anton
         Kozak and Elio Walsh, who lived again because he had chosen their personae from the soul bank. Had they hungered for nirvana’s
         sweet oblivion? Of course not! They had bided their time in cold storage, and now they walked the world again, passengers
         in a busy, well-stocked, active mind. Roditis would leave nirvana to real Buddhists. He preferred the Westernized version
         of the creed.
      

      
      The guru looked like a salesman of motel appliances who had seen the light. Not even his shaven skull and saffron robes could
         conceal the blunt, earthily American features, the jutting jaw, the prominent lips, the glossy, somewhat hyperthyroid blue
         eyes, the domed vault of the forehead. He was squat of physique, even shorter and stockier than Roditis, and was perhaps sixty years old, though it was difficult to be certain of that. The only creases in the holy man’s face were
         those of its youthful geography made deeper: the deep valleys alongside the strong nose. His skull, newly mown, was pink and
         smooth. It had a curious occipital bulge.
      

      
      Taking Roditis’ hand with his left, Noyes’ with his right, the guru offered a blessing and a wish for many lives for them
         both. Roditis was reassured. He had no interest in being fobbed off to nirvana while reincarnations were available.
      

      
      “To my study?” the guru suggested.

      
      Hideous Tibetan scrolls defaced the walls. Roditis eyed them with displeasure; within him, Anton Kozak surged with delight,
         but Elio Walsh, the bluff old philistine, voiced distaste even stronger than Roditis’. There was a desk, and on it a very
         secular-looking telephone with vision and data-transmitting attachments. Beside the telephone lay a book expensively bound
         in full morocco. The guru, smiling as he noticed Roditis’ interest in the volume, handed it to him.
      

      
      “A priceless first edition,” said the holy man. “Evans-Wentz, the original translation of the Bardo, 1927. You won’t find many of these about.”
      

      
      Roditis caressed the book. Its cool binding held a sensual appeal for him. Opening it with care, as though he expected pages
         to spring free of their own will, he eyed the familiar text with its lengthy burden of prefaces, its endless table of contents.
         He turned to the first section, the Chikhai Bardo. “HEREIN LIETH THE SETTING-FACE-TO-FACE TO THE REALITY IN THE INTERMEDIATE STATE: THE GREAT DELIVERANCE BY HEARING WHILE ON
            THE AFTER-DEATH PLANE, FROM THE PROFOUND DOCTRINE OF THE EMANCIPATING OF THE CONSCIOUSNESS BY MEDITATION UPON THE PEACEFUL
            AND WRATHFUL DEITIES.”
      

      
      Nonsense, Roditis knew, and Elio Walsh echoed the sharp judgment while Kozak registered mild annoyance. On a different level
         of his mind Roditis admitted that it was useful nonsense, in its way. How mumbo-jumbo from the icy plateaus of the yak country could be a guide to American man was a complex matter, but so it had befallen, and Roditis, comforted by
         his multiple personality, was flexible enough to accept and reject in the same moment.
      

      
      “It’s a beautiful volume,” he said.

      
      “A gift from Paul Kaufmann,” the guru replied. “One of his many kindnesses to our establishment. His loss is truly a great
         one.”
      

      
      “Luckily, only temporary,” Roditis pointed out. “It can’t be long before a transplant of his persona will be awarded.”

      
      “Quite soon, now, I understand.”

      
      “Oh?” Roditis lurched tensely forward. “What do you know about that?”

      
      The guru looked startled at Roditis’ eagerness. “Why, nothing official. But he has been dead several months now. The family
         period of mourning is over. Surely they have processed the applicants for Kaufmann’s persona by now, and a decision soon will
         come. So I assume. I have not been told anything.”
      

      
      Relaxing, Roditis saw Noyes’ quick glower of disapproval. He knew he had acted in bad form, blurting like that. Too damned
         bad. Noyes had nicer manners; but Noyes wasn’t hungry for Paul Kaufmann’s persona. Sometimes there was a strategic advantage
         to a seemingly accidental tipping of your hand. Let the guru know what he wanted. It couldn’t hurt.
      

      
      Roditis said, “Kaufmann was a great man and a great banker. I don’t know which aspect of him I admire more.”

      
      “For us his greatnesses were combined. He favored us with many donations and sometimes with his presence at our rites. Shall
         we pray?”.
      

      
      A couple of sandaled monks had slipped into the room. Roditis heard the soft chanting of the great mantra: “Om mani padme hum.” Beside him Noyes’ voice took it up. Roditis, too, unselfconsciously began to repeat the catchphrase. They said it was the
         essence of all happiness, prosperity, and knowledge, and the great means of liberation. Om. The liberation they talked about was one Roditis did not seek: nirvana, oblivion. Mani. No one sought that, really, except possibly in places like India, where rebirth meant yet another breaking on the wheel of
         karma. Padme. Hum. Om. Who wanted liberation from existence? First a man wanted nourishment, and then strength, and then power, and then long life.
         And then rebirth so he could savor the cycle once more. Om mani padme hum. Roditis participated in the chant but not in any wish that the chant be fulfilled, and he suspected that of those about him
         only Noyes might seriously feel otherwise. Om.

      
      The religious interlude was over.

      
      It was time to talk business.

      
      His voice tougher, less ethereal now, the guru said, “I’m glad you took the trouble to visit us, Mr. Roditis. Some men a whole
         lot less important than you can’t be bothered to pay a personal call even on their own philanthropies.”
      

      
      Roditis shrugged. “I’ve been curious about this place for a long time. And since I had to be in San Francisco anyway—”

      
      “Was it a successful trip?”

      
      “Very. We closed the contracts for the entire Telegraph Hill redevelopment. Five years from now there’ll be a hundred-story
         tower on top of that hill, the biggest thing that’s been put up anywhere since ’96. It’ll be the Pacific headquarters of Roditis
         Securities.”
      

      
      “I look forward to blessing the site,” said the guru.

      
      “Naturally. Naturally.”

      
      “In our humble way we have our own building program here, Mr. Roditis. Would you care to view our grounds?”

      
      They stepped through an irising gate of burnished beryllium steel and entered a broad spade-shaped garden several hundred
         yards deep. The rear was planted in blue flowers, delphinium, lupine, convolvulus, several others of varying heights, surmounted
         by a massive wisteria whose tentacles reached in all directions. Cascades of flowers dangled from the many limbs of the wisteria.
         Closer by were humbler flowers, and it dawned slowly on Roditis that the entire garden was laid out in the shape of some vast mandala, circles within circles,
         an esoteric significance of the highest degree of solemn phoniness. The thought came from Kozak; Roditis himself had not perceived
         the pattern. Beyond the garden lay rocky, un-cleared land sloping down the hillside.
      

      
      “There is to be our refectory,” said the guru. “Here, the library. On the far side, overlooking the bridge, we anticipate
         building a guidance center for the uninformed. And just here to our left we will establish a soul bank.”
      

      
      “Your own soul bank?”

      
      “For storing the personae of the chapter members. Obviously we can’t allow our own people’s personae to be thrown into the
         general bank. We must remain in control of each incarnation. So we propose to establish a complete Scheffing-process installation
         here and carry out every stage of rebirth.”
      

      
      “That’ll cost you a fortune!” Roditis said.

      
      “Exactly.”

      
      Noyes said, “When do you expect to build it?”

      
      “Within the next several years. It depends on our receipt of funds, of course. We have the basic equipment for a pilot plant
         now. We’ve already had a fine contribution from the estate of Paul Kaufmann. And I understand his young nephew Mark is planning
         to match it.”
      

      
      “Mark. Yes.” Roditis sucked his belly in sharply at the painful mention of his enemy. “He would. A very generous man, Mark
         Kaufmann.”
      

      
      “A generous family,” said the guru.

      
      “Quite. Quite. They all recognize the obligation of the wealthy to repay the society that has treated them so well. As do
         I,” Roditis said a moment later. “As do I.” Noyes looked pained. Roditis kicked pebbles at his ankle. A rich man does not
         need to be subtle, he told himself, except where subtlety pays.
      

      
      They received the full tour. They were handed rare Tibetan manuscripts, prayer wheels, and associated sacred artifacts. They visited the young lamas in their chambers. They
         received samples of the lamasery’s publications, its painstaking theological substructure for the modern materialistic cult
         of rebirth. Noyes fidgeted, but Roditis calmly followed the guru about, asking questions, nodding in frequent response, showing
         utter concentration and complete patience. The shadows lengthened. Twilight was creeping across the continent. The guru made
         no request for a contribution; Roditis offered none. At the end, they were back in the guru’s own chamber for farewells.
      

      
      “May you attain your heart’s desire,” said the guru, “whatever it may be. I’m right to assume that a man of your station has
         some unfulfilled desires, even now?”
      

      
      Roditis laughed. “Many.”

      
      “I have no doubt that some of them will be gratified shortly.”

      
      “That’s kind of you,” said Roditis. “I’m grateful for your sparing us so much of your time today. The visit was fascinating.”

      
      “Our pleasure,” said the guru.

      
      A youthful lama with a bony face took them to the room where they had left their clothing. They dressed and departed from
         the lamasery in silence. Noyes seemed to have a powerful headache. Probably good old Jim Kravchenko was hammering on the inside
         of Noyes’ skull again.
      

      
      They got into the car.

      
      “In the morning,” said Roditis, “transfer a million dollars fissionable to their account.”

      
      “That much?”

      
      “Kaufmann gave them a million and then some, didn’t he? Can I afford to do less?”

      
      “You’re not Kaufmann,” Noyes pointed out.

      
      “Not yet,” said Roditis.

   
      
      2

      
      Risa Kaufmann was sixteen years old: old enough for her first persona transplant. She had come of age, so far as the Scheffing
         process was concerned, three months earlier, in January. But that had been the time of old Paul’s death, and it was bad taste
         for her to bring up the matter of the transplant just then. Now things were quieter. The black armbands had gone into the
         drawer; the rabbis had stopped bothering them; family life had reverted to normal. Talk of transplants was very much in the
         air. Everybody in the family was worried about who was going to get old Paul. They didn’t speak about it much in front of
         her, because they still assumed she was a child, but she knew what was up. Her father was sizzling with fear that John Roditis
         would get Paul. That would be a funny one, Risa thought. It would serve everybody right for being so rude to the little Greek.
         But of course Risa knew that her father would fight like a demon to keep Paul Kaufmann’s persona from finding its way into
         Roditis’ mind. She giggled at the thought. Touching a shoulder stud, she caused her gown to drop away, and, naked, she stepped out on the terrace of the apartment.
      

      
      A thousand feet below, traffic madly swirled and bustled. But up here on the ninety-fifth floor everything was serene. The
         April air was cool, fresh, pure. The slanting sunlight of midmorning glanced across her body. She stretched, extended her
         arms, sucked breath deep. The view down to the street did not dizzy her even when she leaned far out. She wondered how some
         passerby would react if he stared up and saw the face and bare breasts of Risa Kaufmann hovering over the edge of a terrace.
         But no one ever did look up, and anyway they couldn’t see anything from down there. Nor was there any other building in the
         area tall enough so that she was visible from it. She could stand out here nude as much as she liked, in perfect privacy.
         She half hoped someone would see her, though. A passing copter pilot, cruising low, doing a loop-the-loop as he spied the slinky naked girl on the balcony.
      

      
      Risa laughed. This building belonged to the Paul Kaufmann estate. Once they got the will straightened out, title would pass
         to her father, Paul’s nephew and chief heir. And one day, Risa thought, this building will be mine.
      

      
      She let her unbound hair stream free in the morning breeze.

      
      She was a tall girl, close to six feet tall, with a slim, agile body, dark hair, dark, sparkling eyes, and what she liked
         to think of as a Semitic nose. It pleased her to pretend she was a Yemenite Jew, a lively daughter of the desert, descendant
         in a straight line from the stock of Abraham and Sarah. Certainly she looked like some Bedouin princess; but the sad genetic
         truth was that the Kaufmann line could be traced back to twentieth-century London, to nineteenth-century Stuttgart, to eighteenth-century
         Kiev, and then became lost in nameless Russian peasantry. She clung to her tribal fantasy anyway. She began to touch her toes,
         rapidly, not bending her knees. Hup. Hup. Hup. She could do it a hundred times, if she had to. Her small breasts bobbled and
         jiggled as she moved down, up, down, up. Risa was profoundly glad she hadn’t sprouted a pair of meaty udders, even though bosoms were becoming fashionable again lately. She went in a good deal
         for nudity in her costume, and small girlish breasts were more pleasing to the eye, she thought, than full heavy ones. Of
         course, she might get bigger later on, but she didn’t think so. She hadn’t grown much, in height or bust or anything else,
         since she had turned fourteen. Hup. Hup. She lay down on the terrace, cool tile against her back and buttocks, and lashed
         her heels through the air.
      

      
      It might be interesting, she thought, to find out what it was like to be bosomy. To know what it is to carry all that meat
         below your clavicles. Risa made a mental note to request some top-heavy breasty wench when she applied for her first persona
         transplant. By checking through the memories she inherited, she’d get a notion of what voluptuousness was like without the
         bother of gaining all that nasty weight.
      

      
      When will I get the transplant, though?

      
      That was the frustrating part. At sixteen she was medically old enough for the Scheffing process, but not legally competent
         to apply for it. She needed her father’s consent. It had been simpler last year when Risa decided it was time for her to part
         with her virginity; she merely took the next rocket to Cannes, picked out a likely stud, and surrendered. But they’d throw
         her out of the soul bank, Kaufmann or not, if she walked in without the proper consent form.
      

      
      She looked over her shoulder and saw figures moving on the far side of the sliding glass door between the living room and
         the terrace. Risa got to her feet. Her father was coming toward her. His girl friend, the Italian bitch, Elena Volterra, was
         with him. Smiling, Risa lounged against the wall of the terrace and waited for them to come out to her.
      

      
      Her father was wearing some sort of sprayon business suit, very chic, very shiny. His long black hair was slicked down across
         his skull in a style that highlighted the savage cragginess of his features, the hard thrust of the cheekbones, the vulpine
         chin, the corvine nose. Somehow he managed to be handsome, Mark did, despite the collection of outcroppings and bladed planes that was his face. Risa was desperately in love
         with him, and they both knew it, of course. And hid the fact, as they must. His eyes barely flickered over his daughter’s
         angular nakedness.
      

      
      “Looking to visit the hospital?” he asked. “April’s too early in the season for sunbathing in this latitude.”

      
      “It’s warm enough out here, Mark,” she said sullenly.

      
      “Put something on.”

      
      “Why should I if I’m not cold?”

      
      “All right,” Mark said. “Don’t. But I don’t have to talk to you, either. Not while you’re bare.”

      
      “How bourgeois of you, Mark. Since when have you enforced the nudity taboo?”

      
      “This has nothing to do with taboos, Risa. Simply with your health. Now and then I have to take some sort of interest in your
         physical welfare, don’t I? And—”
      

      
      “Very well,” Risa said. “We’ll talk inside.”

      
      Defiantly naked, she sauntered past them, through the glass door, and slung herself down in the abstract webfoam cradle near
         the great screen-window, wrapping her hands about an upraised knee. Her eyes passed from her father to Elena, who was clearly
         annoyed by the interchange. Good. Let her stew. Elena had the sort of body Risa had been thinking about a short while back.
         Fleshy. Indeed. Full hips, solid thighs, high, bulky breasts. And always dressed to display her assets. Risa didn’t envy her
         father’s mistress her figure. Usually Elena kept herself cosseted with stays and braces so that the flesh made its intended
         effect; but it was easy for Risa to summon the memory of that beach party last year when they had all been swimming naked,
         and poor Elena had jiggled and bounced so dreadfully. A body like that was designed for the nakedness of the bed, or the semibareness
         of formal dress, but not for casual outdoor nudity. Risa asked herself if, should Elena die tomorrow, she would request her
         persona on a transplant. She doubted it. It would be a pleasantly spiteful thing to do to Elena, but Risa didn’t think she cared to have the woman in her mind, even as a temporary.
      

      
      Mark and Elena came in from the terrace. Risa chuckled. She had won that round by a dozen points. Her father had come up here
         with Elena because he knew it annoyed her to see the two of them together, but he had found her nude, which annoyed him because
         it awakened the nasty Electra thing in him and humiliated him before Elena, so he had made a fuss about her catching pneumonia
         in the cold outdoors. Whereupon she had come obediently inside, but remained nude, compounding the effect of rebellion and
         provocation. Mark was smiling too; he knew that he’d been beaten by an expert, and he couldn’t help being proud of her.
      

      
      His apartment was a floor below hers. She had left a message for him, asking that he come up and see her when he came home
         for lunch.
      

      
      She said, “I wanted this to be a private conference, Mark.”

      
      “You can talk in front of Elena. She’s practically a member of the family.”

      
      “That’s odd. I didn’t see her at Uncle Paul’s funeral.”

      
      Mark winced. Risa chalked up another cluster of points. She was really sharp this morning. Elena was fuming!

      
      Huskily, Elena said, “If this is a family conference and I’m intruding—”

      
      “I’d just like to talk to my father a little while,” Risa said. “If it’s all right with the two of you. I hate to come between
         you, but—”
      

      
      Mark shrugged a dismissal. Elena snorted in a way that made the pounds of flesh above her neckline ripple and dance. Wigwagging
         her hips, she stalked from the apartment.
      

      
      “Now will you put something on?” Mark asked.
      

      
      “Does my body make you that uncomfortable, Mark?”

      
      “Risa, it’s been a difficult morning, and—”

      
      “Yes. Yes, all right.” She knew when it was time to cash in her winnings. She picked up a robe, wrapped it about herself,
         and politely offered her father a tray of drinks. He chose one capsule and pressed it to his arm. Risa did not hesitate to select a golden liqueur herself, administering it expertly and
         shivering a little as the ultrasonic spray drove the delicious fluid into her bloodstream. She eyed her father carefully.
         He was tense, wary; this Roditis thing had him worried, no doubt. Or perhaps it was merely the complexity of unraveling Uncle
         Paul’s will that keyed him up.
      

      
      She said, “I think you know what I want to ask you about.”

      
      “Summer vacation on Mars?”

      
      “No.”

      
      “You need money?”

      
      “Of course not.”

      
      “Then—”

      
      “You know.”
      

      
      He scowled. “Your transplant?”

      
      “My transplant,” Risa agreed. “I’m well past sixteen. Uncle Paul’s funeral is out of the way. I’d like to sign up. Can I have
         your consent?”
      

      
      “What’s your hurry, Risa? You’ve got a whole lifetime to add new personae.”

      
      “I’d like to begin. How old were you when you got your first?”
      

      
      “Twenty,” Mark told her. “And it was a mistake. I had to have it erased. We were incompatible. Can you imagine it, Risa, despite
         all the testing and matching I took on the persona of an ardent anti-Semite? And of course he woke up and found himself in
         a circumcised body and nearly went berserk.”
      

      
      “How did you pick him?”

      
      “He was a man I had admired. An architect, one of the great builders. I wanted his planning skills. But I had to take his
         lunacy with his greatness, don’t you see, and after three months of sheer hell for both of us I had him erased. It was several
         years before I dared apply for another transplant.”
      

      
      “That must have been unfortunate for you,” Risa said. “But it’s getting off the subject. I’m old enough for a transplant.
         It’s unreasonable of you to deny your consent. It isn’t as if we can’t afford it, or as if I’m unstable, or anything like that. You just don’t want to let me, and I can’t understand why.”
      

      
      “Because you’re so young! Look, Risa, sixteen is also the minimum legal age for getting married, but if you came to me and
         said you wanted to—”
      

      
      “But I haven’t. A transplant isn’t a marriage.”

      
      “It’s far more intimate than a marriage,” Mark said. “Believe me. You won’t merely be sharing a bed. You’ll be sharing your
         brain, Risa, and you can’t comprehend how intimate that is.”
      

      
      “I want to comprehend it,” she said. “That’s the whole point. I’m hungry for it, Mark. It’s time I found out, time I shared my life
         a little, time I began to experience. And there you stand like Moses saying no.”
      

      
      “I honestly think you’re too young.”

      
      Her eyes flashed. “I’ll translate that for you, dearest. You want me to stay too young, because that way you stay young too.
         So long as I remain a little girl in your estimation, your whole time scheme stays fixed. If I’m eight years old, you’re thirty-two,
         and you’d like to be thirty-two. But I’m past sixteen, Mark. And you won’t see forty again. I can’t make you accept the second,
         but I wish you’d stop denying the first.”
      

      
      “All your cruelty is exposed today, Risa.”

      
      “I feel like going naked today. Physically and emotionally. I won’t hide anything.” Languidly Risa selected a second drink
         for herself; then, as an afterthought, she offered her father the tray. As she pressed the capsule’s snout to her pale skin
         she said, “Will you sign my consent form or won’t you?”
      

      
      “Let’s put it off till July, shall we? The market’s so unsettled these days—”

      
      “The market is always unsettled, and in any event it has nothing to do with my getting a transplant. Today is April 11. Unless
         you give in, I’m going to bear an illegitimate child on or about next January 11.”
      

      
      Mark gasped. “You’re pregnant?”

      
      “No. But I will be, three hours from now, unless you sign the form. If I can’t experience a transplant, I’ll experience a pregnancy. And a scandal.”
      

      
      “You devil!”

      
      She was afraid she might have pushed her father too far. This was a raw threat, after all, and Mark didn’t usually respond
         kindly to threats. But she had calculated all this quite nicely, figuring in a factor of his appreciation for her inherited
         ruthlessness. She saw a smile clawing at the edges of his mouth and knew she had won. Mark was silent a long moment. She waited,
         graciously allowing him to come to terms with his defeat.
      

      
      At length he said, “Where’s the form?”

      
      “By an odd coincidence—”

      
      She handed it to him. He scanned the printed sheet without reading it and brusquely scrawled his signature at the bottom.
         “Don’t have any babies just yet, Risa.”
      

      
      “I never intended to. Unless you called my bluff, of course. Then I would have had to go through with it. I’d much rather
         have a transplant. Honestly.”
      

      
      “Get it, then. How did I raise such a witch?”

      
      “It’s all in the genes, darling. I was bred for this.” She put the precious paper away, and they stood up. She went to him.
         Her arms slid round his neck; she pressed her smooth cheek to his. He was no more than an inch taller than she was. He embraced
         her, tensely, and she brushed her lips against his and felt him tremble with what she knew was suppressed desire. She released
         him. Softly she whispered her thanks.
      

      
      He went out.

      
      Risa laughed and clapped her hands. Her robe went whirling to the floor and she capered naked on the thick wine-red carpet.
         Pivoting, she came face to face with the portrait of Paul Kaufmann that hung over the mantel. Portraits of Uncle Paul were
         standard items of furniture in any home inhabited by a Kaufmann; Risa had not objected to adding him to her décor, because,
         naturally, she had loved the grand old fox nearly as deeply as she loved his nephew, her father. The portrait was a solido, done a couple of years back on the occasion
         of Paul’s seventieth birthday. His long, well-fleshed face looked down out of a rich, flowing background of green and bronze;
         Risa peered at the hooded gray eyes, the thin lips, the close-cropped hair rising to the widow’s peak, the lengthy nose with
         its blunted tip. It was a Kaufmann face, a face of power.
      

      
      She winked at Uncle Paul.

      
      It seemed to her that Uncle Paul winked back.

      
      Mark Kaufmann took the dropshaft one floor to his own apartment, emerged in the private vestibule, put his thumb to the doorseal,
         and entered. From the vestibule, the apartment spread out along three radial paths. To his left were the rooms in which he
         had installed his business equipment; to his right were his living quarters; straight ahead, directly below his daughter’s
         smaller apartment, lay the spacious living room, dining room, and library in which he entertained. Kaufmann spent much of
         his time in his Manhattan apartment, though he had many homes elsewhere, at least one on each of the seven continents and
         several offplanet. At each, he could summon a facsimile of the comforts he enjoyed here. But these twelve rooms on East 118th
         Street comprised the center of his organization, and often he did not leave the building for days at a time.
      

      
      He walked briskly into the library. Elena stood by the fireplace, beneath the brooding, malevolent portrait of the late Uncle
         Paul. She looked displeased.
      

      
      “I’m sorry,” Kaufmann told her. “Risa was simply in a bitchy mood, and she took it out on you.”

      
      “Why does she hate me so much?”

      
      “Because you’re not her mother, I suppose.”

      
      “Don’t be a fool, Mark. She’d hate me even more if I were her mother. She hates me because I’ve come between herself and you, that’s all.”
      

      
      “Don’t say that, Elena.”
      

      
      “It’s true, though. That child is monstrous!”

      
      Kaufmann sighed. “No. She isn’t a child, as she’s just finished explaining to me in great detail. And she’s not even monstrous.
         She’s just an apt pupil of the family business techniques. In a way, I’m terribly pleased with her.”
      

      
      Elena regarded him coldly. “What a terrible tragedy for you that she’s your own daughter, isn’t it? She’d make a wonderful
         wife for you in a few years, when she’s ripe. Or a mistress. But incest is not one of the family business techniques.”
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