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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.









      



      

      “Get me out of here. Get me out of here!”


      

      Scott Carpenter


   






      

      I


      

      DOCKING MANEUVER: He feeds himself into her slowly, feeling the tentative hold, the slow, circling motions of orbit, anxious

         to grasp, but fearful that if he does so the connection will be broken … and the other craft will dart off into space, squeaking

         denial. So much, then, for inter-spatial hookups; so much for programming. Gentle, gentle, you fool, he cautions himself and tumbles into her fully, taking the small, winking clutch of her thighs as she eases him against her;

         then he falls on top of her and begins the laborious instants of gathering. Connection.

      


      

      Connection. Up and down, in and out, scatology moving in the foreground against a deeper, almost solemn hush. He begins to

         talk to her in a high, level voice: persuasion, intimacy. “Come on,” he says, “come on now, faster,” hoping to wrench from

         her by persuasion what he cannot by insistence, and slowly, slowly she opens underneath or perhaps it is only an image of

         opening which seizes him. And in any event, it is too late. Mission destroyed. Control lost the linkage. We done blown a fuse

         out here, gentlemen, hold for further instructions. Stay in your positions. Make no false adjustments.

      


      

      

      And so he spills into her, gasping, broken, feeling her move away from him, feeling her cycle into a new trajectory, and he

         does not know whether it is fulfillment or pain which causes him to topple from her so abruptly and lie beside, his eyes open

         to the blankness of ceiling, his chest rising so unevenly that if he had not had such a close physical check so recently,

         he would be doubtful of his heartbeat. He hears machinery: the tick of gears, whine of engines, clash of transmission and

         hiss of static in the night-time air and from the far background he seems to hear a voice. Dedicated, low and monomaniacal,

         the voice is telling him that he has, after all, performed his maneuvers well.

      


      

      Machinery, the voice says with terrible reason. It’s all machinery. Think of yourself as an engine. Why worry about the work?

         Do machines worry? Alpha, beta, delta, null. You really think too much already, kid.

      


      

      “Fuck you,” the astronaut tells the voice, but then reconsiders, retreats. “Crazy,” he says instead, but only to himself.

         “I’m crazy. I know that I’m crazy. Already. Please.” This is less an insight than a prayer, however, and so, without speaking,

         he turns on his side, away from his wife, clutching the pillow as if it were space-gear, and counsels himself slowly into a

         dark sleep, pierced with murmurs. His wife says nothing. Perhaps she had never awakened. He knows he will have to stop this.

         There are limits to the woman.

      


      

      Yes. Limits. If the obsession continues, he will have to talk openly with the psychiatric division, tell them the withheld

         parts, and he does not know if he can take this. They will understand nothing, they only want to repair him. They do not want

         to listen, nevertheless—if this does not stop—he will have to try. But now it is late, late at night and tired, and in the

         spaces of his fatigue the astronaut can only think of her, his wife, as the tumbling craft, barely linked to him in the ether,

         sliding toward the Moon as he holds against the fall and straddles his fear. He can not give in to this. He has higher obligations.

         One must. Be. Responsible.

      


   






      

      II


      

      He is not The Astronaut. This depersonalization must cease; he must heed the advice of the psychiatrists and keep his “name,”

         his “identity” in front of him at all times. “The Astronaut” came later; it was only a function. His name is Richard Martin. “Richard Martin.” In the bed he says it once, quietly.

      


      

      He must hold on to this name at all times. Sometimes people call him “Dick” but he does not like this. His wife has a name

         too. It is Susan. Susan Martin, his wife. She is thirty-five years old and a long time ago he loved her. Get inside, she had muttered, the first clumsy time he had fucked her, get inside quick. He had never known that women before could be driven. Inside.


      

      Inside, Richard Martin. In darkness, he dives and thinks that above the Moon again, he can hear the men screaming.


   






      

      

      III


      

      Presently, Richard Martin dreams, or thinks that he is dreaming. In this speculation, he is holding a press conference. Hundreds

         of newsmen from the specialized publications as well as the major outlets are before him in a large conference room; behind

         him sits the Public Relations Director, ready to assist if he falls into a snare but now, quiet, his hands clasped as if in

         meditation. The Public Relations Director seems to be thinking of something else. Possibly he despises Martin but the personal

         cannot enter into his kind of job. Martin has become very sensitive to reactions; he is aware of all of this.

      


      

      The astronaut—Richard Martin—has not wanted to stand but one of the rules of the agency is that active personnel in the public

         eye must show proper poise and physical condition at all times. (Thanks largely to him now, the appropriations situation is

         touchier than ever and no lapses are tolerated.) He will not lose active status until his papers are processed; he is still

         an instrument of the agency, a colonel in fact; he will be cooperative and he will stand. Nevertheless, Martin feels as if

         he might collapse it; is only a neurasthenic reaction, of course, but were he to fall to the floor from a fainting weakness

         of the ankles, how would this be explained to the press? Or would they care? Possibly some of them have had the experience

         themselves, being overcome by gas at explosions or prostitutes at sex scandals.

      


      

      “How does it feel?” a thin man with mad eyes asks to begin, “how do you feel to be out of the agency? Do you have any sense of loss? Do you feel somehow that your leaving under

         these circumstances is an admission of failure? How can you circle the Moon and not two months later say that you feel too

         old for space? It sounds pretty false to me. A fuller explanation if you will. The truth of this. We need it; we must enable

         the public to understand.”

      


      

      “Let me point out,” Martin says, hunching his shoulders, shaking his head, trying not to look at the man directly because

         he knows that if he does he will be on the verge of a confrontation that he could not bear, “let me point out, as I say, this:

         that I feel now to be the time for me to resign active duty because my particular usefulness to this project is at an end.

         My place can be taken by any one of fifty or sixty qualified men, all of them capable of doing what I did with the same adequacy.

         There was a time in the early days of the program where each man, because of his training, might have been irreplaceable or

         at least very expensive, but that is no longer true. I don’t really think so. This is a big operation here now and I decided

         that it was time for me to step out of the way and let one of the younger fellows have the chance.

      


      

      “After all,” he says with what he hopes to be a disarming grin, “once you’ve seen space once, you’ve seen it fifty times.”


      

      “You know something?” the mad-eyed reporter says, “you’re full of shit. You’re lying to us, Martin; that isn’t the reason

         you quit at all. There’s nothing that would make any of you monkeys in the program quit except fear or mental illness or threats

         and that’s what has happened here. It’s obvious. All of it. That’s what happened, you just caved in mister or colonel or whatever

         the hell they call you and you owe it to us to lay it on the line. The nation demands! The nation must be served! We can no longer accept your public relations lies! The press is the last bastion of freedom and truth!”

      


      

      “But that’s not true,” Martin says and notes that his voice seems to have broken. (There is precedent for that; let it not

         worry him unduly.) “That’s simply not true; when we circled the Moon it was not fear which filled me because I knew fear well,

         the whole sense of it, and had conquered that a long time ago. Fear is nothing. It was the isolation. Terror at the isolation,

         terror at the maddening realization that all I had to do at any moment was push the button and make the escape fire, the pretty

         flames of flight; oh God, the cunning knowledge that I could abandon the two bastards down there and no way that they could

         ever be recovered and oh boy, the compulsion, the sense of imminence, it was all too much for me. Too much! You have no idea

         of what we live through out there, the horrors of it!” he bellows … and lunges toward the tormenting news freak but before

         he can go even two steps, the Public Relations Director has intervened, has put a hand on his shoulder, is guiding him gently

         toward the podium, murmuring.

      


      

      “Don’t listen to them,” he says, “there’s no reason to listen. They’re only wolves and all they want is a cheap, easy headline.

         It isn’t personal. They don’t even know what’s going on,” the Director counsels, the Director of course being qualified on

         every aspect of the program … and the scene seems to shift, then, there is a lapse of time, nothing being quite as it was

         in any event and maybe it was not that way in the first place. A lady reporter with huge glasses and ascendant breasts is

         demanding the female view of the space program. Specifically, what does his wife think of his resignation to say nothing of

         the Mission? How long are women going to be excluded from the program except in the capacity of public relations wives who apparently have no passion? Was his wife the one to force him to resign? Did

         he defer to her wishes? Does he believe in mutual orgasms and women’s rights in the bed? Does he remember having any feeling

         for her at all as they passed over the craters or do the men really make dirty jokes off the audio?

      


      

      “Her feelings are ambivalent,” Martin says carefully, pausing on the difficult word to get it out just right, am-bi-vay-lent. “Absolutely ambivalent you know. She’s hated this program you see from the very first and everything that it stood for too

         and so on and so forth but then on the other hand she was pretty well kept under wraps like all of the women and she stood

         by for a long, long time. But while she was standing by, whatever love she had for me ended. It curdled into something harder

         and brighter and more desperate than love and struck me in the night … and all of this because I could not leave. How could

         I leave? The investment was enormous and besides it was the only thing I knew. Something terrible would have to happen to

         me to force me to go and by the time it came along there was no difference.

      


      

      “We were one of the few families in the program without children, you see. That’s bad; it’s even easier for the bachelors

         than childless couples because the bachelors can duck the whole social insanity but we were part of it and yet no part of

         it. So she had nothing to do with the days, not really, and little in common with the other wives and all she wanted to do

         was to get out of the life. That was the way she put it, ‘I want to get out of the life, Richard; I can’t take this.’ But

         she couldn’t. How could she? And by that time, anything that we might have had was all gone to pieces until we were living

         with just the broken furniture of a marriage, that was her way of putting it, but we couldn’t get evicted because that wasn’t part of the program either. I know I’m not phrasing this too well but

         I want to be fair to her. Let me get to the point: we lived past hatred, you see, past everything but revulsion and fatigue

         and by the time I had the thing happen to me so that I could get out, it didn’t matter anymore. It made no difference. What

         I’m trying to say is that she really doesn’t care and probably she’s going to leave me almost any time. I’d like to give you

         the women’s point of view somewhat better on this but I can’t, you see. I simply can’t; I don’t understand it. I think the

         problem is that women have nothing to do with this.”

      


      

      “That is quite interesting,” says a short, vacant faced man who seems to be from the Journalistic Sun, “and we appreciate that information but you’re really rambling quite a bit, colonel, and you’ve managed to stray away completely

         from the basic point of the matter. Let’s stick to business if we can. Why did you want to desert those men? What would that

         have accomplished? Do you think your mental state was unbalanced at that time or was it something that the conditions could

         have done to anyone at all if they were in your position? Give me a straight answer, please. We’ve been following this program

         for almost two decades and if you gave one it would set a precedent.”

      


      

      “No,” Martin says, “no, no, I didn’t want to desert them. I didn’t want to, I mean, it was just the perversity of the thought that drove me mad, you see. That I would even think such a thing, after all the training and so on; they never even gave

         you an indication that this kind of thing might happen to you if you got out there alone in the control capsule—”

      


      

      “Oh come on,” the reporter says, “we don’t have the time anymore. Time is running too short on all of us now and besides, friend, we’re private industry. We have to justify our time to get ourselves fired. Now listen to me: you

         wanted to do it, you wanted to desert them and you would have done it if you hadn’t lacked the guts. You’re crazy, do you

         know that, space monkey? You’re crazy, man. They would put you into an insane asylum and take out your frontal lobes except

         that the press would kill the program, they’d feed all that stuff out and the craziness would kill everything, now astronauts

         going crazy and trying to desert, they would say, and so much for the space program. This is a nice easy cover instead. Isn’t

         that true, rover boy? They’re going to pension you out nice and slow and you might even get a desk job after this but you

         listen to me you twitching son of a bitch, there is absolutely no hope for you because you wanted—”

      


      

      “I didn’t!” the astronaut cries, “I didn’t!” and lunges toward the newspaperman … but once again his charge is broken by the

         Public Relations Director, whose grasp this time is much firmer and he is saying, “That is it, that’s it, this press conference

         is over, it is now over I tell you,” while the reporters run in various directions, some toward the exits and some toward

         the astronaut and he feels that they are about to overwhelm him. He does not know precisely what he will be able to do in

         order to protect himself but as he feels the impact of the bodies pressing against him, he suspects that it may be something

         violent. A dark anger tears through him and he flings an arm, mutters something, coils his body for what could only be an

         attack but at the last instant, right before disaster, that is, the Director seizes him by an elbow and says, “Come on, come

         on now, just forget it; they’re doing a job like anyone else and anyway there isn’t a word of truth in it because you loved

         those men and wouldn’t have hurt them for anything in the world. We know it. We know it.”

      


      

      Martin turns toward the Director to see if there is irony in his face but as he does so, the face changes and becomes the

         slick pan of the computer feeding out the tapes to him, the fucking—

      


   






      

      IV


      

      —Tapes that tell him exactly what to do and where to go, put them in the controls and let them guide the ship, who needs them

         anymore? and he cannot take this. Cannot take it. He finds that he is on the ship again and the face has become the computer

         and information is now battering him: an overload of information about courses and trajectories and fuel consumption and so

         on. Back to the damned ship again! when he thought that was all behind him forever and as he turns from the computer in horror

         he sees that his companions are there. They are lying weightless, drifting in space, their eyes winking and he hates them.

         Oh, how he hates them! Now for the first time he feels that he can tell them so but as he holds his mouth ready to shout threats

         they begin to laugh. They laugh at him madly because they will be the ones to explore the Moon while he, the inadequate Richard

         Martin, will remain on the ship and this laughter destroys him. It absolutely rips him to shreds and he feels himself imploding,

         falling to pieces on the ship, the dim throb of the support systems unable to separate his flesh from the stink, oh God, there

         is so much space but there is too little space: how will he ever get away from them? How?

      


      

      He waits for the scene to change again, knowing now that all of this is a dream (because nothing so terrible could be other

         than a dream, it would be unfair), waits there for the next assault, but as he lies suspended, gray in jelly, he comes to

         understand that the scene will not shift this time, it may never shift again; he is going to be in this condition forever

         and now it is all too much for him. He too has his limits. He tries to shriek but cannot shriek, it seems that there are ropes

         and the ropes are binding. He cuts his flesh against them trying to move but the voices will not let him stir and behind the

         voices whines and giggles and behind that the wrenching tumble of the wretched ship taking him deeper and deeper into space

         and beyond all that is something else still, nothing at an end, forever all of this, and he rises to peripety, vaulting toward

         an insight deeper than any he has known before and then—

      


   






      

      V


      

      —Coming against the Moon, deep in a voyage, Martin had thought that it was beautiful, and the beauty was of a sort he had

         never suspected before. Rather than voyaging out, the Moon had given him the feeling that he was coming in, moving into something

         as familiar as it was accessible, and he had hovered on the window long beyond necessity just to look at it: the faint scattering

         of colors at the edges, the crevices in the center that looked so deep he could hurl himself and fall forever. Into the pit of memory.

      


      

      By that time he was oblivious of the two men in the ship with him. The desultory conversations of the early voyage were no

         more. Later on, much later, they would tell him that this was nothing for him to think about; he had been deep into what was

         called technnically a dissociative reaction and this was normal, the forgetfulness that is, it was to be expected. Just stay

         cool and swing with the treatment … but just as the nurses in the hospital had frightened him with their aseptic stares, so

         the men in the ship had scared him for other reasons: the occasional jarring encounters, the huddle of forms, the constant

         banging and scuffle of bodies which had to do with the logistics of adjustments. He had nothing in common with them. It was

         impossible to take them seriously. During the two telecasts they had managed a forced and extended joviality, a sense of friendship

         which he hoped was impressing watchers through the machinery, but between the broadcasts he had had nothing to do with these

         others and they, possibly, nothing to do with him.

      


      

      (It was hard to recall. He seemed to recollect that now and then they would exchange jokes. The jokes were always scatological

         and centered mostly around anal functioning, which was strange: how, once you have been in a spacecraft, could anal functioning

         ever be funny again? Also, they had talked of buggering one another, made plans to do it during the broadcasts, just to liven

         up the format, but he had a horror of homosexuality for reasons which went beyond the ship and once he had threatened to kill

         if he were touched.)

      


      

      He did not hate these men—and this was something to hold on to, he had to believe that he did not hate them, he had had their

         interests, finally, at heart—it was nothing like that at all. It was simply that he could not bear their presence because their being in such close quarters in the craft kept him from thinking.

      


      

      It was important that he think. Now, more than ever, he had to take things seriously, pass them on in review, make deductions.

         Looking at the Moon, he knew that he had to get his life into perspective, get a lock on it, decide what he had made of himself

         and what he would do with the remainder of his years. He was thirty-seven years old, it was time to take stock. But there

         was no time, damn it: never any time at all. There were the telecasts and the transmissions and check-outs and dry runs and

         discussions and always (except during the telecasts and sleep) a constant rattle of insane orders, busywork, complaints from

         Control which had good reason to be nervous because the appropriations were in big trouble and they did not want to blow this

         mission too. In the sleep periods, which were the only time when they would shut up, he was still not able to do his thinking

         because of all the breathing and cries, muttering and belching, in the craft. So on that basis alone, if he had been a hating

         man, he could have hated the other two. But he wasn’t. He didn’t. He knew that. And even if he did, it would never have been

         personal. It was the best that he wished them. In the abstract.

      


      

      He was not a hating man. He would never have gotten through half the tests if he had been. He was, in fact, a terribly reasonable

         man in a tough situation and that was why the business of abandoning the men had jarred him so much. He was not used to thoughts

         like these and nothing in his experience had equipped him to deal properly with them. The realization that he could void the

         mission (and very spectacularly in the bargain) had hit him cross-angles, almost offhandedly, somewhere midway and since that

         realization the rest of the trip had been hell … hell alternating with glimpses of and thoughts about the Moon. (The Moon was a neutral; he had no feelings about it one way or the other.) The two

         others had meant so little to him, the focus of the voyage had been so entirely shifted away from him, that in the thirty-six

         hours that they were gone, when he had lived in the control capsule, circling in dilatory orbit, he had had to put away the

         compulsion almost by the minute. There had not been an uninterrupted interval of even seconds during which he did not think

         about what he would like to do to them.

      


      

      It would be so easy, so easy to abandon, but hearing on the inside revolution the cackle and peep of their voices, he knew

         that it would not be so easy. It would, in fact, be damned hard; there were all those consequences to think about and so he

         had relied upon the saner, more fully-trained part of him to pull him through. In the empty capsule he had prayed against

         the porthole:

      


      

      

         oh God, let me not leave them, they are so helpless now please grant me this, that I will not leave them, and I promise you

            that when I return I will quit this program and never have any part of it again … only grant me remission, let me stay

         


      


      

      the sound of their voices would bleat in the void, the high-pierced babble of their terror, the knowledge of an abandonment

         so final it was incomprehensible, sinking in further and further—

      


      

      Voyage in. Voyage out


      

      Richard Martin staggers from the bed. His wife lies in pale, lumpish sleep beside him. He begins to dress for the day. Processing

         on his shift to press liaison officer for the next mission will not be completed for several days yet and in the bargain—oh boy—there will be another press conference today.

      


      

      He thinks he hears her call his name in sleep but does not turn.


      

      This was June.


   






      

      VI


      

      Cometh September.


      

      Richard Martin, Lieutenant Colonel (ret’d), USAF, faces the press yet again in his capacity as information officer for the

         new mission. His eyes are clear, a certain blankness around the cheekbones signaling perhaps nothing more than the effect

         of severe discipline. His posture and gestures are well within normal military limits as positively defined. A cigarette is

         inserted neatly between his index and second fingers, the decision having been for a mild smoking-relaxant some time ago.

         (You can live perfectly normally, they had assured him. You’ve had something of a breakdown under stress but it is all explicable

         and we can be sure that if the stress does not recur, the problem will not either. Do not pamper yourself. Do not be concerned.

         And remember at all times that no one except yourself truly knows what happened; you are not on display. You can have a long,

         rich, satisfying life if only you accept the fact that you have limits and having touched them once, know you will never have

         to touch them again. It could have happened to anyone at all.)

      


      

      The cigarette burns his fingers and he readjusts it to a new angle, an inexperienced smoker. “Everything is on schedule,” he tells the press. “The releases which you have taken will fill you in more completely than I could on the

         schedule of the voyage, its intended objectives and so on. Everything is go-normal at the present time and the countdown continues.

         Are there any questions at this time?”

      


      

      “When will we meet the men?” asks a lady member. “We can expect a conference before launch, can’t we? We were definitely promised.”


      

      “I suppose so,” says Richard Martin. “Plans in that regard have not, however, been yet finalized. The primary thing is for

         the countdown and checkout; as you must understand, any contacts with the press must be fitted around that basic obligation.”

      


      

      “How do things look?” someone wants to know. “You say everything is on schedule but are there any qualifying factors? Or not?

         I’m sorry.”

      


      

      Unlike the reporters in his dream, the members of the press whom Martin has met so far are docile, cooperative, amenable.

         Only a certain smugness to their bearing, a scent of history in their winks indicate that they may have private thoughts on

         the matter. “Everything is great,” he says. “Just great. No qualifying factors whatsoever.”

      


      

      (“The thing you will understand,” the press chieftain has told him, “is that they’ve been through it so often and have been so tied in with the agency, most

         of them, for so long that it isn’t even a question of inquiry anymore. First off, it’s a media business; television and pickup,

         the press is increasingly marginal. Secondly, it all has to do with cooperation. More than anything else, and let me tell

         you this, you find that they’re writing direct from our releases. This may not be the best way to break you in but on the

         other hand,” the chief added, “on the other hand, you’re here for reasons which have very little to do with media, Dick, and I want you to relax. You’ll find things going very easy here. If you understand how things work you’ll be inclined to

         do your job that much better; you’ll find them a very eager and cooperative bunch if you just don’t push them too hard and

         try to depend on their reaction.

      


      

      (“I did a little work like this at the academy.” Martin had said pointlessly; “of course I guess that that isn’t the kind

         of preparation you’re thinking of,” and the chief had laughed and said that no, that wasn’t exactly what he would have in

         mind for a real press aide although he didn’t expect that Martin would fuck him up at all. It had been a jovial, if brief

         meeting; only later on had Martin, thinking it over, begun to understand that the joviality was working on something more

         profound. The chief was afraid of him. Almost everyone in the project, even the medical staff, was a little fearful but in

         the case of the chief it had been more direct and personal; he did not know if Martin would be able to hold himself together

         in public but in the chief’s case the disassembly would be particularly damaging. He had a nice easy job, the chief; he did

         not want problems at this point and Martin was unpredictable. Martin had resolved to stay with this line of thought, possibly

         seek out the chief socially so that he could prove himself to be a rational, organized man with only a little, as the psychiatrists

         had said, stress trouble, but his superior had become less accessible all the time; now it was a job, obviously, that he was

         supposed to work out through memo.)

      


      

      “Everything looks all right,” Martin says again. There is a pause; generalities have never been his strong point. “On schedule,

         as I say. No interruptions. Good engineering support.”

      


      

      “How is the Busbys’ daughter?”


      

      “Oh,” Martin says. Katherine “Kit” Busby, the only daughter of the crew’s youngest member, Colonel John Busby, has been hospitalized for a broken leg and there was some doubt,

         a few days ago, that Busby would be able to give full concentration to the mission, even some talk that he might, in deference

         to his concern, be replaced at the last moment. But the girl has been making good progress in the hospital (a special line

         has been set up between the girl’s room and Busby’s quarters so that they can talk during his off-duty hours) and the question

         now seems to be whether Katherine will be well enough, two days hence, to be transported to the launch site. “She’s doing

         very well,” he says. “Apparently she has a motorized wheelchair and has been all over the hospital, telling everyone about

         her father. The staff is crazy about her and are planning to have a special party on launch day if she can’t be at the site

         itself. All in all, it’s been an exciting experience for her; under the circumstances she may be better off in the hospital

         than outside, being attended. And of course the hospital is pretty happy about it too.”

      


      

      That seems to cover it. There is an uneasy silence, however, during which he feels that somehow he might have missed a vital

         point of information. He digs through the papers on the clipboard until he finds the page with notes on Katherine “Kit” Busby

         to see if there is anything he can add. Twelve years old. Only child. Father a widower but no need to get into that one now.

         Sixth grade in private school, possibly a little bit slow for her age although isn’t the sixth grade exactly where twelve

         years old is supposed to be? He cannot remember. Strange. Calls her father “the colonel” and plays clarinet in the school

         band. Marching band? No discrimination seems to have been made on this.

      


      

      The pause continues, attenuates. Martin understands that the press is suffering no less than he; the majority of these reporters have been assigned from the syndicates or as

         extras from their newspapers. The regulars do not go to these conferences but pick it up later off the wire and write feature

         stories. Most of the reporters in this room, then, accept the fact that their being there marks them as second-stringers.

         This has not always been true—press conferences, he remembers, were very big once—but the project is no longer a choice assignment.

         There have been too many flights, too many complications, and too much going on elsewhere to allow any reporter assigned a

         launch to feel that he is in the front lines of developing events. Martin can appreciate this. The press, these reporters,

         thirty or forty of them clumped uneasily in the center of the room, eyeing him at the lectern, would rather be somewhere else

         and no amount of conferences, releases or discussions can do more than nail that insight into them. “Captain Allen is feeling

         much better as well,” he volunteers. “The cold symptoms seem to have disappeared. It now appears, as you’ll note in the release,

         that the symptoms were symptomatic. I mean psychosomatic. Excuse me, I got those two terms mixed up.”

      


      

      “Psychosomatic?” a tall fellow with a camera draped around his neck asks blandly. “Are you suggesting to us, sir, that the

         commander of this mission, a ten-year veteran of the program, a veteran of three prior missions no less, would be having himself

         an attack of nerves?”

      


      

      “Nothing of the sort,” Martin says quickly. “You misunderstand the context. Under the conditions of heavy training, certain

         symptoms may spontaneously appear and disappear without any relation to illness. I can recall from my own experience this

         sort of thing happening. It doesn’t mean that you’re sick.”

      


      

      

      “Well, sir, I don’t meant to interrupt you but there seems to be something of a story here if we could just stay on this point

         for a second. Are you saying that the Commander is imagining symptoms? Or is the implication—”

      


      

      “He has no symptoms anymore. I said that there had been a complete remission.”


      

      “No, you didn’t quite say that at all. You just mentioned that now.”


      

      “It’s the same thing.”


      

      “Is it? Because if he had been having symptoms which your doctors think are all in his head, that would say interesting things,

         wouldn’t it, about the man? Like an attack of nerves which I suggested. Of course it doesn’t have to be nerves, it could be

         something else. I think that we’re entitled to a little more discussion here.”

      


      

      “There is no problem,” Martin says. “I can tell you from my own experience that this kind of thing will happen often in the

         final preparations and means nothing. It has nothing to do with nerves, it’s purely somatic. Commander Allen is an experienced

         man, surely one of the most experienced in the program, or he would never have been selected for this important position.”

      



OEBPS/Images/Art_pub.jpg
%EWAY





OEBPS/Images/9780575102262.jpg
- Barry Y
_MALZBERG 4
*HE FALLlN@d





