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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.






 

PREFACE

 

In the half-dozen years between 1964 and 1970, the college and university campuses of the country were torn by political upheavals inspired by civil-rights demonstrations in the South and fueled by Vietnam War protests. Free-speech movements disrupted the University of California, Berkeley, and radical student groups exported their views and methods to other campuses. The rhetoric was heated, and sometimes the protests became violent: sit-ins turned into confrontations, buildings were burned, bombs exploded, and finally, at Kent State University, students were killed. With the end of the war in Vietnam, the radical student movements subsided. 

At issue during this period were questions of justice, governance, and the obligation and right of universities to act as parents to their students, placing limits on their personal behavior. The nature and purposes of education were debated, and who should be in charge of the process. Students insisted that they were consumers of education and had all the rights of consumers to pick and choose and evaluate, and even to hire and fire. Universities have not been the same since. Although most students have become more conservative in their political beliefs and more concerned about jobs after graduation than the politics of university governance, the authority of the universities, and particularly of their faculties, to determine curricula and establish standards has never been entirely regained, nor the high esteem in which universities were held or the financial support they enjoyed before the 1960s. 

The student rebels were idealistic and drunk with power, filled with rage against the injustices of society and sanctimonious in their belief that they were the first generation to feel that way. The purity of their motives gave them license to strike out against any opposition, and to throw off society's inhibitions against drugs and sex and sloth. It was the best of worlds; it was the worst of worlds. 

I was in the midst of all this, as Administrative Assistant to the Chancellor for University Relations at the University of Kansas, one of the universities that developed as a kind of underground radical railroad from coast to coast. Kampus grew out of that experience. Its events occur in the world the student radicals might have created if they had won. 
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1. Karnival

 

Karnival is a bit like a circus, a bit like a bacchanalia, a bit like a Beaux Arts ball, a bit like a mass orgy, a bit like a slave market, and nothing at all like a university. It was invented as an excuse for doing in public what everyone else does in private. The students call it honesty, and the professors call it lewd, but what it really is is an affirmation of the students’ devotion to sensuality and their disinterest in education. In other words, it is a completely appropriate beginning to a new academic year. 

—THE PROFESSOR'S NOTEBOOK

 

Gavin dopedrifted through the sensemadness of Karnival like a molecule enslaved in one of the Savages’ amplifiers, vibrating with the chords of the bass guitar, beaten from side to side by the hammering drum, darting with the stringplay of the lead, in unrelenting, irrelevant motion ... Throb, boom-boom, tinkle, twinkle, plink... 

Someone, somewhere, had slipped him a hallucinogen. In the hideyholes of his mind he tried to remember what he had eaten or drunk or smoked, tried to decide what friend had meant him well or what enemy had wanted him neutralized, and for what purpose, on this most important day of the school year. But, care-released, he floated above that central core of concern, like a red balloon over a lava pit, and reveled in his liberation from the demon that sat on his shoulders, riding him this way and that, while its metalstudded whip lashed down through skin and muscle and heart and liver to his guts. 

He gave himself to the slugbeat and the kaleidoscene with an emotion that resembled joy. The familiar arena of the fieldhouse was strange tonight, the roofreach fading into night, the balcony glittering with flickerlights and swirlpools, the air thick with burncense and leafsmoke and mansweat. Some of the effect, he was sure, was sensetwist, the strange swim and shimmer of passing students, their aura, their iridescence, but how to explain the grotesqueries of their faces and the way their proteanskins melted into motley? 

And then Gavin remembered: Tonight was Karnival, with masks and costumes, Truce, the suspensions of all conflicts, freedom from fear and license to do those things which position or timidity or reason ordinarily prevented. 

“Hi, Gavin,” said one mask as it loomed out of colored mists, and a firm hand to his shoulder staggered him before the mask disappeared. 

“Hello, Gavin,” said another mask, more lightly, more meaningfully, and lips like burning snakes writhed upon his lips before the crowd swept from him the figure that his hands yearned toward. 

He held his hands in front of his face, looking at them as if they were strange and new, while the crowd buffeted him, and then blindlifted them to his cheeks. His cheeks felt stiff but not like a mask, more like skin rigid from shock or rigor mortis. 

He did not feel in shock, only disoriented by the hallucinogenic, deafened by the screamsound, battered by the slugbeat that seemed to originate in his bowels and radiate outward to jar the mobscene and rattle the roofreach. 

He looked up and saw the Savages, naked save for loincloths, surrounded by amplifiers, seemingly hooked into them umbilically, pounding madsweat at their instruments, swaying on their precarious platform suspended by a cable from invisible heights. He didn't know what they were playing, maybe nobody did except the Savages, but it was update and gutlow. 

Dazzled and deafened, Gavin let himself be buffeted, moved Brownian around hugespace, surrendering his senses to the violence that raped them. And in that brightnoise crazysea, bits of flotjet bumped against him... 

A tall lean man in hardhat and bluecollar in pursuit of... 

A scaredeyed girl in nunhabit... 

A Jesusfreak with crown of thorns and stigmata that left blood smears on Gavin's hand... 

An acidhead with pupils black and vague... 

A longhaired straight with mortarboard and gown... 

A towering black with an incredible erection... 

A nearly naked girl who lashed... 

The bleeding back of the naked man who walked in front of her... 

A weeping clown who tried to press joints into everybody's hands... 

A girl with three bare breasts... 

A Kampuskop with upraised club who pounded indiscriminately each head he passed... 

A Roman emperor carried on a litter, who scattered candy bars among the mob... 

A naked girl with strapped-on dildo who carried a sign Gavin couldn't read... 

A tall lean man in hardhat and bluecollar... 

A scaredeyed girl... 

A revolutionary with bomb in either hand and greasegun bandoliered across his back... 

A Jesusfreak with crown of thorns and stigmata... 

A longhaired straight with mortarboard... 

A janitor with pushbroom that had no bristles... 

Two strolling gaylibs... 

An acidhead with pupils... 

A weeping clown who tried to press ... A girl with three... 

A longhaired straight... 

A towering black... 

A Kampuskop... 

A Jesusfreak... 

A nearly naked girl... 

The bleeding back... 

A tall lean man... 

A scaredeyed girl... 

A revolutionary... 

A janitor... 

An acidhead... 

Two gaylibs... 

A naked girl... 

Christ! thought Gavin. What are patterns for? 

Gavin found himself mobtossed into one of the booths that lined the underside of the balcony. Here, somewhat sheltered from the screamsound, people could make themselves heard. Dazed, Gavin felt hands upon each arm, heard voices alternately in each ear like a stereo demonstration tape: 

Left: “Find Jesus. Be saved.” 

Right: “I was a sinner. Like you.” 

Left: “I shot dope.” 

Right: “I screwed girls.” 

Left: “I cheated.” 

Right: “I fuckedover people.” 

Left: “I spit upon my fellow man.” 

Right: “Until I found Jesus.” 

Left: “Jesus.” 

Right: “Jesus.” 

Left: “You're a sinner.” 

Right: “Just like us.” 

Left: “If you ain't saved by the blood of Jesus, man, forget it!” 

Right: “You're damned to the pits of hell!” 

Gavin's head cleared for a moment and his eyes confirmed what his ears had learned; he was in the grasp of two Jesuspeople determined to save him. 

Left: “Burning forever.” 

Right: “Forever.” 

Left: “And ever.” 

Right: “Amen.” 

“Amen,” Gavin said, and broke away before he was dragged farther into the den of iquity. As he dopedrifted on, he saw that the Jesuspeople had soulgrabbed another student, a scaredeyed girl in nunhabit... 

Gavin's feet were not as light as his head. He stumbled through heavy curtains into another booth where men and women sat crosslegged in midair, his bedazzled eyes told him, their eyes focused on a distant, invisible reality, their faces and bodies forgotten and relaxed as though empty, and, Gavin thought, perhaps growing transparent. 

A low, omnipresent voice said, “Ooom.” And then again, “Ooom.” 

Between “Oooms,” which seemed to resonate like prolonged chords, a voice said, “Come in. Meditate. Discover the true nature of reality. Liberate yourself from temporal passions. Release the true power of the self. Become all that you can be. Unite yourself with the universal. Meditate. Control your body. Release the self. Unfetter the soul. Ooom.” 

But Gavin thought he had tried that path once, and as he remembered it, or recalled his dream of it, the self was fascinating and the powers that seemed to be released were strange and exhilarating, but the process and even the results were personally unsatisfying. 

He staggered back through the heavy curtains into the equally hypnotic and compelling ambience of the Savages. Before he could recover control over his own destiny, he was swept into another booth where quietly efficient young men and women were persuading students to place their identity cards against one of three translucent reading plates under labels spelling out Radicals, Revolutionaries, and Nihilists. Under the first label was the simplified drawing of a student carrying a placard; under the second, a student mounting a barricade and waving for others to follow; and under the third, a bomb and a torch. 

“Join the political party of your choice,” one of the young women called to Gavin. “You aren't truly serious unless you're prepared to put your body on the line for what you believe. Join up and discover what politics is all about. Learn the truth about government. Get three credit hours for fieldwork in political science.” 

“But which one?” Gavin asked. 

“This is a nonpartisan booth, brother. They're all equally good. The differences are matters of tactics. The important thing is to get committed. Don't drift, brother. Get involved in the age-old struggle for justice. Free the slaves. Topple the establishment. Let's get things moving again...” 

But it was too much for Gavin. The whole scene seemed too fraught with religious intensity, and he had not yet discovered a cause for which he would put his life on the line. 

The next booth had a ceiling full of stars. A masked astrologer in a peaked cap and a black cloak glittering with zodiac signs offered to cast his horoscope for a dollar and a blood sample. “Guess your weight?” he called after Gavin. “Read your fortune? Love charms? Amulets?...” 

In the next booth, as Gavin was weakswept, a magnificently figured girl was tied with silken ropes, face-up and naked, on a black-draped altar. A high priest stood behind the altar, spectral hands outspread above the girl, and a double-handful of monkhooded students surrounded the tableau and pleaded for a thirteenth to complete the coven. 

“Master the dark arts,” one said. 

“Get in touch with the real powers in the world,” said another. 

“Exorcise God ... Name the Nameless ... Evil without guilt ... Be yourself ... Enjoy ceremony without boredom ... Join the Brotherhood of Blood...” 

The next booth offered a prosaic computerlist of communal living opportunities, with pictures and psychological indices of all the present communists. Students were invited to register for rush week by punching out the proper holes in a computercard while a terminal asked a long series of personal questions. If student cards matched communal needs, a student would be invited to spend a couple of days in the commune, and if the eating, working, and sleeping arrangements suited him and if the commune members wanted him, he would be invited to move in permanently, as permanence went. 

So many more booths followed that Gavin lost count and track as he was mobtossed around the perimeter of the lower floor over the burn-marred, spit-stained manturf. It was Karnival, the semiannual festival held on the Friday before classes started on Monday. It was a time for joy and a time for commitments. All student groups offered their opportunities for service or for pleasure, for serious avocation or for extracurricular activity. New students could sample the attractions of student life; former students, who were not soliciting in the booths themselves, could swap interests, switch lifestyles, pick up new mates, or enjoy a casual experience. The more predatory males seized their chance to annex a new student before he or she had an opportunity to canvass the field, and the womanlibs were almost as active... 

Even the faculty were on display, course-touting in the upper corridors ... and Gavin knew then why he was lost, why he had dopedrifted around the scene, why he had mobfloated. He belonged on another floor. 

Gathering together his volition, he edged his way toward an exit, let himself be eddied toward the stairs, and mobsurged up to the second floor. Released at last, he heard voices and found himself outside the doorway of a small auditorium. A short, fat student was making a politspeech to some fifty students packed into dilapidated theater seats. Gavin admired how the words came rolling off his tongue like marbles off an assembly line. 

“The time is come,” the speaker said, “...no, let us be honest with ourselves—if nothing else, let us be honest—the time is long past when we should have destroyed a system that has not abolished unemployment, exploitation, and war.” At each keyword—"unemployment,” “exploitation,” and “war,” carefully spaced to allow response time—the audience growled in sympathy. 

“What war?” Gavin asked, but nobody heard him. 

“The lackeys of the establishment ask what we will put in its place.” Again the growls. “That ain't our responsibility. First we'll make the revolution—then we'll find out what for.” 

Cheers. 

“This society is concerned only about higher prices and higher profits.” Growl. “A rational new system will stress production for use.” Cheers. “Instead of a heartless Amerikkka in which the poor get poorer and the rich get richer"—growls—"in which the middle class exploits the workers, we will build a nation with a heart.” Cheers. “Democracy has failed. This slow, inefficient system which has been seduced into the embrace of big money and corporate power must be junked in favor of participatory democracy, where what the people want and need will be provided: security"—yeah!—"opportunity"—yeah!—"freedom"—yeah!—"and power.” Yeah, yeah! Gavin backed away from the groupritual, hearing fragments of speech and antiphonal response as he went. 

“...leaders crazed with power...” Rannh! 

“...deceive the people...” Rannh! 

“...freedom...” Yeah! 

“...establishment...” Rannh! 

“...Marx...” Yeah! 

“...Marcuse...” Yeah! 

“...Mao...” Yeah! 

“...Ché...” Yeah! 

“...tyranny...” Rannh! 

“...liberty...” Yeah! 

Until there were only growls and cheers like a response without a reading, like counterpoint without a point or a scoreboard without a game, or ... or, he thought more wildly, like a grin without a cat. “'I've often seen a cat without a grin,’ thought Alice; ‘but a grin without a cat!'” 

Gavin backed into an object that moved and then clutched his shoulders to keep him from falling. 

“Ah,” said a precise, monotonous voice, “here we have someone in need of elementary mathematics...” 

“Sorry,” Gavin said. 

“You see? He is sorry that he cannot add, subtract, multiply, and divide. Simple arithmetic is what we offer here. What you need to get by in this world—or to progress to algebra, geometry, and eventually to the calculus itself and the entire range of disciplines dependent upon them, such as engineering, chemistry, physics, yes, and even economics.” 

Gavin struggled free from the hands that held him and turned to look at the small thin man who stood in blue cap and gown outside a booth faced with blackboards. The teacher was covered with chalkdust and the blackboards were covered with simple additions and subtractions, by multiplicands, multipliers, and products, by dividends, divisors, and quotients. The professor, who was barking for his own course, had in his hand a mechanized collapsible pointer with which he tapped the blackboards for emphasis, as the pointer kept shooting out and returning to its pencil size. 

“How many students know their times tables? How many have to waste time punching eight times seven on their pocket calculators? Eight times seven is fifty-six, ladies and gentlemen, a fact that would require twice as long to discover electronically—while the rest of the class has gone on and left you behind. I can teach you new methods of multiplication and division which do not require laborious memorization. I have pills which are guaranteed to encapsulate the entire development of mathematical thought since the Arabs invented numerals, pills which need only be triggered by lecture and brief exercise. Sleep learning, of course. Free tutoring if necessary. Absolute guarantee. Success or your money back. Step right up...” 

Gavin noticed that a student who had been nodding vigorously throughout the spiel and making approving noises strode forward to place his identification card against a reading, but he was clearly a shill, and only one or two doubtful students followed. 

In front of the next booth stood two heroic lucite figures of the naked human body, male and female, and between them a fat man in a white coat. The fat man looked like an obscene caricature of the kind of human ideal represented by the figures that flanked him. The sign over the booth, also in lucite, and like the figures infused with cold flame, announced: HUMAN ANATOMY AND DISSECTION. 

“Learn the marvels and delights of the human body,” the fat man shouted. “A requirement for students who wish to go on into medicine, nursing, pharmacy, physical therapy, and physical education, as well as altered states of consciousness, and a pleasant diversion for those who wish to astonish their friends with a scientist's knowledge of musculature, nerve stimulation, and amatory skill.” 

As he spoke, the statues seemed to shift on their pedestals like alien shapechangers; their original internal flame became daylight yellow, the lucite skin disappeared, and they became articulated skeletons; when that color faded into pink, the skeletons were overlaid with muscles, and when pink became green, the body was reticulated with nerves; blue, underlaid with veins; red, with arteries; and purple, with obscenely throbbing internal organs. As the colors shifted more rapidly, the statues seemed to pulse with their own lewd life like ultimate perverts. 

“Visual aids such as you see before you now make memory work easy—of course, learning pills are keyed to every lesson. And we will not depend upon models alone. We will dissect real cadavers, authentic preserved dead people, men and women. For this reason laboratory fees must be charged; bodies—particularly youthful bodies—are hard to come by. But we will have fun. When we come to reproduction"—the statues seemed to move lasciviously, and Gavin thought he saw something twisting into shape in the female figure's lower abdomen—"we will have live demonstrations as well as the opportunity for personal experimentation by lab partners, who will be appropriately and congenially paired. For only seven hundred and fifty dollars, students, you can have a great time this semester and learn something that will always be useful...” 

Students rushed to the counter; anatomy was always popular. 

Beyond the surgeon was an English teacher. His visual display was a large screen upon which scattered words were shaping themselves into phrases, clauses, and sentences. “Learn to read and write,” he said wistfully. He was dressed shabbily, in a kind of tweedy suit that was old twenty years ago. His hair had grown thin on top, and his face, like his clothes, drooped with the expectation of defeat. 

“You think now that you will never need these skills,” he said. “Everything you will ever need to know will be available in visual form; everything you will ever need to communicate can be spoken or taped ... Not so, ladies and gentlemen. Many works of literature, many exciting—yes, even pornographic—passages have never been translated into visual form. Imagine the delight of reading Fanny Hill in the original or Justine or The Story of O! Even the best of translations leaves much to be desired; you cannot imagine, if you have never experienced it, the exquisite pleasure of summoning up your own images instead of having someone else's ideas thrust upon you.” 

A single word formed upon the screen and grew into a monstrous shape. “This is a word some of you can recognize. The word is ‘you.’ You! The person to whom you are talking. And this is ‘I.’ Easy, isn't it? Now, something more difficult—a four-letter word. ‘Love.’ Put them together"—the words reappeared and swam around until they formed a straight line—"and you have a simple sentence: ‘I ... love ... you.’ A statement of delightful meaning, of infinite application.” The “I” began to caress the “you"; the “you” writhed with pleasure until the “I” concluded its performance by diving into the middle of the “o” and disappeared. 

“Imagine being able to write that to your lover. Imagine the depth of the response. There are, of course, other uses. Astonish your friends by signing your name instead of presenting your identification card to an anonymous readin. Write down your thoughts where they cannot be heard; be immune to bugging and eavesdropping. Perform research into documents which few can read; read that which few can share. Secrets of a thousand sorts lie hidden in books which never have been coded into a computer...” 

But nobody rushed to the English teacher's counter. 

The next booth was labeled: PSYCHOLOGY. In front of the booth was a clear crystal pillar which supported a glistening, spinning apparatus; it shattered light and scattered it in beams and glitters across the wide corridor and the faces of the students who stood watching. On one side of the pillar was a dapper, youngish man with a line of smooth patter and a sleek seal look; on the other side was a slender girl with large breasts crossed by bikinistrips. Her eyes, like those of the students standing in front of the booth, were fixed upon the spinning apparatus; Gavin noticed that they did not seem to blink. 

“Psychology, my friends,” said the huckster, “is the now science. Learn how to predict the behavior of others! Eminently useful in salesmanship, politics, group dynamics of all kinds, as well as personal relations.” The professor dug a knowing elbow into Gavin's ribs. “And we all want personal relations, right? 

“Learn not only to predict but to influence. Once you can predict how people will behave, influence is but a small step beyond. Without your apparent intervention, people will behave as you wish them to do. On a large scale the science of psychology is applied most obviously in advertising and motivational research; on the smaller scale of the community or the group, it provides a pleasant environment for the individual who knows his subject—things happen to satisfy his or her desires.” Gavin's ribs received another blow from the psychologist's elbow. “And the satisfaction of our desires is what the game is all about, right? 

“Learn not only to influence but to control. This young lady of such exquisite proportions is completely under my control. She will do whatever I command. For instance"—the elbow swung toward Gavin, but he evaded it—"I could tell Helen to go into the booth with you and make passionate love, and she would do it. Is that right, Helen?” 

“Yes,” the girl said. 

“Are you under my control?” 

“Yes,” the girl said. 

“Tell these students your name.” 

“My name is Janice.” 

“Helen, Janice.” The psychologist shrugged. “Have we ever met before tonight?” 

“No.” 

“Have you ever stripped for an audience before?” 

“No.” 

“I want you to remove your clothes for these wonderful people,” the psychologist said. 

Automatically the girl's hands went behind her back and twisted twice. The bikinistrips fell away. Her body was more magnificent than before. 

The psychologist turned toward the student audience with his hands thrown out, palms upward, in a gesture of simplicity. “These, of course, are parlor games that anyone can learn. Beyond control of the individual is the serious business of social control, of shaping an entire society into a rational, reasonable, desirable arrangement in which satisfactions are maximized and frustrations are minimized, in which such sicknesses as war, murder, and other crimes cannot exist. Skinnerism is not yet a science, ladies and gentlemen, but we are working on it. 

“In addition, we will devote some of our time in this course to the study of altered states of consciousness, the proper use of drugs, and their effects. Now,” he said to the students in the same tone he had used with the still-naked girl, “you will sign up for my course. Janice will help with your enrollments.” The students lined up mechanically in front of the counter. “Cash, of course, will be accepted, as well as credit cards if they have been co-signed by your parents. Please have your identification cards ready...” 

Gavin moved on. He had been too fascinated by the girl and the psychologist to more than glance at the glittering mechanism on the pillar. 

Beyond the psychology booth was a computer. A lighted panel at the top carried the printed words: COMPUTER SCIENCE. In a pleasant feminine voice the computer said, “Every student knows that the computer is the creator of our society. It has taken the drudgery out of man's life; automatically, without complaint, it performs the simplest repetitive tasks as well as the most complicated computations. It manages the economy while it economizes on management. Because of the computer, man is free to do not what he can but what he wishes.” 

The computer's voice dropped an octave, became more personal, more seductive. “But you must learn to handle your computer so that your computer will produce the results you want.” The computer made it sound like a love affair. “You must know what the computer can do and what it cannot; what is simple and cheap, and what is difficult and expensive. Computer science is the essential course in the University curriculum. Learn how to talk to your computer. Learn how to obtain the exact answer by asking the exact question, not the approximate answer or even an incorrect answer by asking a careless question.” 

The computer's voice rose again to the efficient and the impersonal. “A knowledge of computer science is useful to everyone. It is, however, a prerequisite to careers in business, economics, engineering, and all the sciences including chemistry and physics. Sign up for this course by placing your student identification card against the blue reading plate in the counter and your credit card against the red plate. No cash or checks, please. You may sign up for your own computer terminal by pressing the button between the two plates. 

“I need not remind you how much easier and more satisfying your university life will be with your own computer terminal, providing answers as well as services, tutoring and tapes for class exercises included—this service covers all classes offeried within the University, of course—and even printed term papers for teachers barbaric enough to require such arcane skills. As a matter of fact, all courses offered within the University may be taken by computerized instruction, with the single exception of laboratory courses. 

“Of course, fascinating games can be played with your own computer terminal—space war, chess, computer dating, terminalhop—as well as sending and receiving personal messages, and even prompt delivery of late-night snacks or drinks, pills or dope. No student ever again need be lonely, oppressed, or depressed. With your own computer terminal you need only describe your mood and be matched with some other student who at that very moment wants to give what you need....” 

Inside the glass housings, the broad tapes turned, and on the panels the colored lights flickered like genies anxious to be liberated into the service of man, but Gavin had the uneasy feeling that it was all a fake and that somewhere some unshaven man sat in his underwear punching buttons and answering questions out of a Book of Records, an unabridged dictionary, and a tattered 1994 almanac. 

The next booth spelled PHARMACY in glass tubing filled with bubbling fluids that changed colors as Gavin watched. Beneath the lettering, on a frosted screen, fullcolor pictures appeared, split, merged, and disappeared, split screen and quadruple screen, film and stills, illustrating the wonderthings a pharmacist does. But in front of the screen, tradition reigned: colored water in fancy jars, a plump, smooth-skinned man with a waxed moustache wearing a white jacket, and on a counter in front of him, a mortar and pestle, bottles of pills, liniments, and lotions, and squeezetubes of toothpaste. 

His patter went back to an even older tradition, of snake oils, patent nostrums, and curealls. “Students,” he said, his moustache twitching, “this is it. This is what you've been looking for. How many times have you told yourself, ‘I don't know what is in this pill. I don't know whether this stuff has been cut or adulterated. I don't know whether I ought to take it or not.’ So you take a chance and run the risk of blindness, madness, a bummer, or even death; or you don't—and miss that great experience, that mystic high. Ladies and gentlemen, you need take those chances or miss those highs no longer. A few simple tests—easily mastered in the course I teach—can confirm or refute the claims of your dealer. Don't pay horse prices for sugar or strychnine. Don't buy poison when you are paying for peace. Don't trade a headache for an upset stomach. Don't let life give you a bummer. Don't settle for a bad trip. For only five hundred dollars, ladies and gentlemen, you can guarantee yourself a pleasant saunter through life's happy groves. 

“And that isn't all, ladies and gentlemen. For that same five hundred dollars—only half a grand, students, you can't even support a modest habit for half a grand anymore—you can learn the effects of drugs upon the human metabolism and the human brain through animal and human experimentation as well as self-dosing under carefully controlled conditions. Learn what provides a superior high. Learn what kind of comedown to expect and how to ease down instead of crash. Learn how to substitute simple cheap drugs for the expensive, hard-to-get kinds. Learn your own tolerances. Each single person is unique. Each one of you responds differently to the same substances. 

“Moreover, ladies and gentlemen, for that same five hundred dollars—why, you can't even bribe a local judge for five hundred dollars anymore—you can learn how to prepare your own drugs. Of course, it ain't easy to obtain the raw opium or morphine base, but we will learn how to handle the poppy from field to consumer. Some of you may wish to enter the production business yourself. We will learn how to prepare the psychedelics, the hallucinogens, the amphetamines, and the tranquilizers from simple substances you might find in your own kitchen. This course will return its initial cost many times over just in the ability to prepare your own uppers and downers.” 

The pitchman put his hands on the counter and leaned forward confidentially. “You will, of course, learn how to prepare simple pharmaceuticals—aspirin, for instance, antacids, and many others—for fractions of the cost of purchasing them at your local dispensary. Need I point out the burgeoning opportunities awaiting the young man or woman in the knowledge industries, in the fields of chemical learning now just in its infancy. Learn how to prepare your own learning pills. Why, I venture to speculate, ladies and gentlemen, that not many years from now we will not even have courses like this anymore. You need only take a pill or a series of pills and you will know everything a course can teach you. Well, ladies and gentlemen, you can get in on the ground floor of that industry now. Sign up! Put down your five hundred dollars, and receive an education you can always use.” 

While the students thronged to put their cards down upon the readins, the pitchman's voice dropped until Gavin could scarcely hear it. “And, for advanced students,” the pharmacy professor said, “there is an opportunity still for research in the fields of human response, ethical drugs, antibiotics, and delivery systems...” 

Next to pharmacy was a booth with no one in front of it. Over the booth, in simple, handpainted letters, a sign read: PHILOSOPHY. Beside the entrance to the booth was another sign that read: ENTER FOR PERSONAL INTERVIEW. 

Gavin, who had drifted past the other booths in a kind of mind-blasted euphoria, unimpressed and unmotivated, hesitated in front of this blatant disregard for the proprieties. Who was being interviewed? Who was hiring whom here? But the approach—or lack of approach—stopped Gavin long enough to think with what he had left for brains. 

Eventually he realized that he was offended, but he was also intrigued—he was sufficiently intrigued that he stooped, pushed aside the bare canvas closure of the booth, and entered. He stopped just inside and blinked while his dope-dazed eyes adjusted to the dimmer interior. Finally he saw that the small space contained two ragged upholstered chairs, a floor lamp behind one of them, and between them a scarred wood coffee table on which sat a cup and an ashtray overflowing with ashes and cigarette butts. As Gavin watched, another cigarette butt was stubbed out in the heap. 

“Come in, come in,” a voice said impatiently. It was a voice that had grown weary and testy trying to whip bored students alert, or at least awake, but still a bugle of a voice which could throw words at student heads like erasers. Now the voice was irritated and highpitched, but even so it compelled attention. “You've done the Anthony-to-Cleopatra imitation. Sit down.” 

The chair beneath the lamp held a man who was dressed stylishly—though not in student style—and then was careless of his appearance. He was an ordinary good-looking man who, well into middle age, no longer cared what he looked like, with graying brown hair down almost to the collar of his long-lapeled, opennecked yellow shirt and cigarette ashes dribbled down the front of his gold jerkin. 

“What are you looking for?” he said to Gavin. 

“What do you mean? Here?” Gavin asked. 

“What do you want?” the Professor insisted. 

“Maybe a course?” 

“What is your goal?” the Professor boomed. His hands rested like stone paws on the arms of his chair. 

“You mean now? Here? On campus? In life?” 

The Professor shrugged. “On campus, in life, what does it matter? The campus is life, young man. And the goals you adopt here will never really change; they will only fade into dreams of what was or might have been.” 

“I don't understand you,” Gavin said, trying to pull his head together, wondering if the hallucinogenic was affecting his hearing as well as his eyes. The Professor did have a golden aura about him, and there seemed to be an aura of ambiguity about his words, something delphic and layered and significant. But it might be the drug. The evening had been strange already, and it promised to get stranger. “This is enrollment, you know...” 

“Sir,” said the Professor. 

“What?” 

“This is enrollment, you know—'sir.'” 

“'Sir'? What do you think this is—the Army?” 

“This is normal human intercourse between a teacher and a prospective student, who, if he shows promise, the ability to learn, and a proper attitude, may be accepted. It is a situation eased, rendered tolerable, and perhaps even pleasant, by a proper use of respect terms which clarify the relationship between the two. It is a modest effort which costs the student nothing if he is not insecure or neurotic, and places him in a proper social frame for learning.” 

Wordshit, Gavin thought, and felt his eyes beginning to focus. “Clearly I've come to the wrong place. You seem to have matters all turned around.” 

“Sir,” said the Professor. “'Curtsey while you're thinking what to say,’ said the Red Queen. ‘It saves time.'” 

“Sir,” Gavin said. Let this odd Professor cherish his ancient ways and his archaic forms of address, he thought; he soon would leave the Professor to his well-deserved solitude and never see him again. But he did wish to get one thing straight before he left. “You're selling your services and I'm buying. Caveat emptor may be the operating principle, but this is a buyer's market, and the buyer may purchase or not, as he chooses.” 

“A misleading comparison,” the Professor said airily, and blew a smoke ring into the air above his head, “though not ill-argued. You see, I am in possession of that which few have and some want, even though it may do them no good to have it. Nevertheless, this makes me a monopoly; you must come to me. What do you want?” 

“What is it you have?” Gavin asked cannily. 

“I cannot teach you a skill with which you can amaze your friends and satisfy your baser needs. What I have will not give you power over others; it will not make you famous or well-liked or happy. What I have, if you want it and I decide to communicate it to you, may make you miserable, and certainly will make you discontented. As with the most habit-forming drug, you never will be able to get enough. It will ride your back from now until you die. If you do not get your daily fix, you will suffer from withdrawal. All this and more.” 

“Why would anybody want something like that?” Gavin scoffed, but he was intrigued in spite of himself. 

“Why does a man seek beauty he knows he cannot possess? Why does a man keep probing his guilt, like an abscessed tooth? Why does a man torment himself with dreams of immortality when he knows that he must die? Man is perverse, and the sooner you learn this simple fact, the sooner you will stop asking foolish questions. Besides, there is a consolation that creeps like hope from Pandora's box.” The Professor lit a cigarette with an old-fashioned kitchen match and broke into a fit of coughing as he inhaled the smoke from the cigarette and the sulfurous fumes from the match as well. 

“Why does a man smoke when he knows it will kill him?” Gavin echoed. “Why don't you get to a medcenter anyway?” 

“'Get thee to a nunnery...'” the Professor said. 

Gavin had a nearly subliminal glimpse of a scaredeyed girl in nunhabit. 

“...besides,” the Professor was saying, “I am a dying breed, and no amount of medical rigor will save me. I am the last of the old-time professors, about whom Chaucer could have been thinking when he wrote ‘gladly wolde he lerne, and gladly teche.’ You will not see his like again.” His voice assumed the scornful flamboyance of the snakeoil salesman in front of the pharmacy booth. “Get him while you can. Only a few days more at this special price. A vanishing species, ladies and gentlemen. A nearly extinct bird mostly found today in dusty libraries and deserted studies, abandoned by students and family, scarcely worth preserving were it not for the nostalgia involved in his occasional appearances before the unwary student, who, baffled by this apparition from the past, stares at his performance unaware that he may be viewing the last grand fling of the old-time professor.” 

“What is it you teach?” Gavin asked. 

“What do I teach?” the Professor repeated, sucking hard on his cigarette and, as a consequence, coughing the smoke out again like billowing phlegm. “I teach man—and woman, too, when I can get close to one. I teach beginnings and endings, creations and cataclysms, holistics and holocausts. I teach proportion and people, life and death, love and hate. I teach all things and nothing.” 

“I think...” Gavin said, not knowing why he said it, “I think I'd like to take your course. Where do I sign up? But you aren't going to get a class filled like this, taking students one at a time, putting them off even more than you're putting them on. There aren't very many like me who are going to come in here out of curiosity and put up with your idiosyncrasies. Sir.” 

“You presume too much,” the Professor said. “I haven't decided yet that I will accept you. As for the rest—we live in a fragmented world—more like Chicken Little than Humpty Dumpty, who was a fragmented person in a whole world—and the truest words to be spoken today surely are these: the sky is falling. 

“Fragmented,” he said somberly, “each person an atom unto himself, whole and impenetrable, each group clinging only to its own kind, reacting with others not at all or violently. No longer do we feel the social pressure of necessity to rub us together, to smooth our rough edges, to fit us into a smoothly operating system of civility and custom. 

“Where are our rites of passage, our initiations by which the youth is admitted into the mysteries of the tribe, those sacrifices and sufferings by which he or she proves a fitness to join the adults, by which he or she accepts tribal values, by which he or she gains the right to procreate, to commingle their consecrated seed and ovum for the greater glory of what is right and good and true? What happens when there is no longer right or goodness or truth? What happens when children procreate without sanction? What happens when they pass, unproven, into postpuberty states without ever becoming adults? What happens when nobody wants to be an adult, when childhood is so much more attractive that it becomes a lifelong state? The old ways crumble...” 

“None too soon,” Gavin muttered. 

“And with what savageries are they replaced?” the Professor mourned. “With what new traditions do the young console themselves? Youth!” The Professor dismissed the entire generation with a wave of the limp hand in which he held aloft his cigarette. 

“What do you want?” he said again to Gavin. 

“I don't know,” Gavin said savagely, feeling the clawed hand that had cupped and protected his brain beginning to relax its grasp. “No, wait—I want to know ... what you're talking about. I want to ... know—” 

The Professor hit the coffee table with the fleshy part of his fist, and the end of his cigarette, ash and glowing coal together, flew into the air. “That's it!” he exclaimed. “You have said the magic word and you have won a one-way trip for one to misery and despair. I will accept you as a student, you poor, unhappy fellow.” 

Gavin felt an uncharacteristic wave of delight. “May I get some others to sign up, too?” 

“Why?” 

Gavin rummaged for words. “This ... this experience ... I'd like them, a few of them, to try it, too.” 

The Professor shrugged. “It doesn't matter. One or a dozen. As long as there is one.” He dropped the cigarette stub into the ashtray, lit up another, and coughing, picked up a book from the floor beside his chair. The interview was over. 

But Gavin, dopefreed, feeling a kind of frustrated sexual excitement, wanted to go on. He had an intuition that he would never be this close to the Professor again. The truce of enrollment was over; the war between teacher and student would resume on Monday, and between them would descend all the barriers and precautions the teacher could devise. From this moment they would be like lovers separated by traditions or feuds or divided loyalties, or walls. 

And yet, all the frustrated and voiceless longings that Gavin had experienced through his twenty years yearned toward the Professor, all the unanswered questions he had never asked rushed simultaneously to his lips, and he wanted more than he had ever wanted anything what he had not known existed until this moment, that for which he had never known a name. 

“What?” he said to the Professor, extending both hands toward the seated teacher. The Professor did not look up from his book. “How?” Gavin asked, his need turning him inarticulate. The Professor flicked his ashes in the general direction of the tray. “Why?” Gavin asked, and let his hands fall. 

Burning, aching, he turned and left the smoke-filled booth. The corridor with its endless array of booths circling the building seemed tawdry. The canvas was tattered and dirty, the bunting faded and cheap, the pitchmen sleazy, the milling students bestial. Dirt gritted under his feet, and he kicked trash out of his way as he headed for the nearest stairway leading to the arena. 

What had happened to him? Then he realized that the hallucinogenic had worn off, burned out, perhaps, by the emotion with which he had responded to the Professor's provocation. His mind was clear, and he hated it. “You have won a one-way trip to misery and despair,” he heard the Professor say, and he almost turned to find a joyseller and resume his pillstate of innocence and well-being, but something stopped him. He looked down at his hand. It was shaking. “God help me,” he said softly. “I want something more than joy or peace or even happiness. And I don't even know the name of it.” 

Distantly he heard the Savages. They were playing more softly now, either through fatigue or choice, and someone—a nasal girl, he thought, or a tenor—was singing. Gavin could not make out all the words, but occasionally one would come through, accompanied by an appropriate response from the audience. 

“...lonely...” sang the voice, with a throb of self-pity. 

From the remote audience came the sound of a sympathetic moan. 

“...friend...” sang the voice, with a whine of despair. 

Another antiphonal moan. 

“...only...” 

Moan. 

“...end...” 

Groan. 

...you...” 

“Ah-h-h,” the audience responded. 

“...shove...” 

“Ah-h-h.” The sigh was like an exhalation. 

“...true...” 

“Mmmmm,” said the audience. 

“...love...” 

“Ah-h-h-h,” said the audience, as if it had received final satisfaction. 

Gavin searched his memory for a similar experience. Then he remembered: the political rally in the little auditorium. He reached the foot of the stairs and went into the main area, expecting a more complete information flow, but it did not occur. There were no connectives. The abstraction was sufficient to arouse in the audience the suspense of foreplay and the release of orgasm. By the time he was in the midst of the swaying students—some were dancing by themselves or in vague relationship with someone else—the Savages themselves had begun to shout another song: 

“Aggression/repression/regression/depresson...” 

And then a roll of the drum, a wail of guitar strings, and a shout of “Digression!” 

“Deflation/'flagration/cessation/elation!” 

The students swayed or danced, responding to the revolutionary lyrics and the music. Gavin listened, too, caught up by the rhythms and the ambience in spite of himself and his newfound hunger. The moodspell of the manyheaded beast had the power to entrance and to reward. 

And then someone said in his ear, “Whatcha takin', Gavin?” 

Gavin looked to his right. The voice belonged to a suckass named Simpson, a body without a leader, a follower eager to attach itself to any directing force, but not a bad sort really. “Philosophy.” 

“Ah-h-h,” Simpson said, his face brightening as if someone had turned on his light. The choice was offbeat enough to become a fad. 

Well, Gavin thought, let the Professor make a few bucks. Maybe he would be able to afford to get that cough taken care of. Some of the teachers who were not very popular were really poor. 

As Simpson moved away through the crowd like a conspirator with a message, Gavin saw him dip his head by a series of students and whisper a word in their ears. Gavin knew most of them: Marlin, Miro, Buck, Ridgley ... And Gavin knew the word. 

As he turned from watching Simpson's progress, a girl bumped into him. He knew it was a girl before he saw her, from the firmyielding of her body against his, from the yearning of his body to hers. Then he recognized the face from his earlier fantasies—the scaredeyed girl in nunhabit—and dark, frightened eyes looked at him, searching for something. 

“You've got to help me,” the girl said. Her voice was husky and exciting, like the girlflesh that lurked hidden within the robes, that had pressed itself briefly against his body. Her hand caught his arm. 

“What's the matter?” 

“There's someone ... following me.” 

His eyes followed where hers looked. Some yards away through the crowd was a tall lean man in a hardhat. Gavin recognized him now. His name was Gregory, and he was a man of growing power in campus politics. 

“That's what Karnival is all about,” Gavin said. 

“I know,” the girl said. Her hand quivered on his arm. “But I don't like him. He's ... ugly.” 

He was ugly, Gavin saw now. He had a big nose that still did not separate sufficiently a pair of mean eyes, and thick, wet lips, and yet he fancied himself a stud. Gavin had seen him with some of the choicest girlgirls on campus, had seen him moving in with the natural grace of a ferret, all his attention fixed upon his mesmerized prey. 

“You can always say ‘no,’ “Gavin said. 

“He won't let me.” 

“How do you know? Have you told him?” 

The girl shook her head. “I know,” she said simply. “I'm afraid.” 

“What can I do?” 

“Take me home,” she said. 

“Your home?” 

“Yours. I don't have a place to stay.” 

“No place?” 

“I'm new,” she said. “I just got in today from California. I thought I might find ... a place to stay ... here.” 

“Somebody to stay with?” he asked. 

She nodded. 

“Me?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

He could not be certain what she looked like behind the white linen that clasped her face, what she was shaped like beneath the folds of that black robe, but her face was attractive, with vulnerable lips, a small, short nose, feathery dark eyebrows—her hair, too, he decided would be long and dark and silky when it was uncovered—and eyes now that were frightened and all pupil, fixed now upon him with all her attention and what seemed to Gavin like love. She seemed, he thought, not like a girlgirl but perhaps a womangirl. 

“All right,” he said. “I like your looks and your voice, and I don't want to see you hurt. I think maybe I could love you.” 

He took her hand. It was cold and small and tense in his. He turned and threaded his way through the crowd toward the nearest exit. When they emerged into the still dark and breathed the clean air, she said, “Is love important?” 

“To me,” he said. “You?” 

“Maybe,” she said. 

While they were walking up the hill and over the campus toward his pad, she told him that her name was Jenny and she had been born and raised in California, in Oakland. 

“That's near Berkeley, isn't it?” he asked. 

“Right next.” 

“I never was any good at geography,” he admitted. “But why didn't you...?” 

“Go to Berkeley? I spent three years in a college for Catholic girls until I couldn't stand it any longer. A few days ago, when my parents were sending me back, I just took off across the country—hitching—and I ended up here this morning.” 

“Weren't you afraid?” 

“Not until I got here.” She hesitated. “Actually, everybody was wonderful to me.” 

Gavin took her arm in a gesture that was meant to be comforting but sent shivers through his body. “You're safe now,” he said. “As safe as you want to be.” 

She smiled at him in the moonlight, as they passed between the shadows of the long, low administration Building on the north and the long, low humanities building on the south, and suddenly her face was transformed in a miracle of beauty. “I know,” she said. 

They descended the steep hill on the other side of the campus toward the large, decaying houses that clung to the slope. The houses were more than one hundred years old, and there were blocks of them, with an occasional gap like the place where a rotten tooth had crumbled away. Several hundred yards away was the wall, but Gavin didn't tell Jenny about that. Daylight was soon enough to warn her about snipers. 

They climbed stony steps in the darkness, and went through a plywood-reinforced door, and up narrow, creaking stairs redolent with the old odors of onions and beans and potatoes and dirt. Directly opposite the head of the stairs was a door. Gavin fumbled in his pocket for a key to the padlock that held the door closed. 

“Is this a commune?” Jenny asked, pressed against him in the dark. 

“It's just a place to live,” Gavin said. He opened the lock and swung the door back. “It's not much,” he said as he switched on the overhead light, a naked bulb hanging from a cord that dropped through a black hole in the ceiling. “But it's better than the dormitories and favelas on the other side of the campus. It's not so clean.” His mattress was on the floor under the bay windows at the other end of the room; the sheets, Gavin noted with relief, had been changed relatively recently, but beer cans and bottles littered the floor and were stacked in the corners, and cigarette butts and ashes mingled with the dust and cobwebs and balls of lint like miniature tumbleweeds. 

“I don't mind a mess,” she said as she closed the door behind her. 

He looked around the room. “I wish I had a beer or something to offer you,” he said, keeping his back to her, “but they're all gone.” 

“I don't mind,” she said. 

He turned toward her. She had removed her headdress. He had been right; her hair was long and black and silky, and her face was lovely. He looked at the mattress and then back at her. This was the difficult moment. He understood the proprieties, but did she? 

He cleared his throat. “There's only the one mattress.” 

“I don't mind,” she said. 

With great courage he took her face between his trembling hands and bent to her lips. They were cool and mysterious under his, and then they warmed and parted and welcomed him into the erotic plains and valleys of her mouth. 

The light went out, and he realized vaguely that she had reached out with her right hand to turn the switch, but he did not have time to think of that as he heard a rustling sound in the dark and his hands slipped from her face to the naked velvet surfaces of her shoulders and her sides and indrawn waist and rounded hips. 

She pulled him down to the mattress, sinking beside him like a lily when the sun has set, and the firmyielding of her silksmooth flesh surged quicksilver through his veins and moltengold into his brain. Under his melting hands and charring lips he found her buttonhard and breathhastened. Into roughsmooth moistpink he surged, and in that spinblurred, joysmeared, throbcentered universe he was lovelost, and he thought, I love you, Jenny, stranger, bride... 

But later, sweateased and sane, he held her against him and listened to her even breathing. He thought again about the experiences of the past few hours, and the memory of his encounter with the Professor filled him with a new excitement that he carried with him into his dreams. 

 

 

 


 

2. The Kidnapping

 

You students think you are dedicated to the ideals of revolution or justice or freedom, but you haven't yet understood the word. Dedication—that's the word you use to describe the mother whose son has fallen in love with a beautiful, greedy, vicious young girl who asks him to prove his love for her by giving her what he values most. And he gives her his own treasures and then those of his mother—china, silverware, heirlooms. And yet, unsatisfied, the girl asks for one more gift which finally will prove his love, his mother's heart. Sadly he returns home, and his mother asks what the girl wants now. “Your heart,” he says. “Then take it, my son,” she says, and hands him a knife. And after he has ripped it from her bosom and is running with it through the forest, he stumbles, and the heart says, “Careful, my son, you will hurt yourself." 
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