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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.


      
      
      SEMPER FI

      
      There was a brisk little wind up here, flipping the white silk of his trousers like flags against his body, ruffling his hair.
         Two thousand feet down past the dangling tips of his shoes, he could see the mountains spread out, wave after brilliant green
         wave. The palace was only a hollow square of ivory, tiny enough to squash between thumb and forefinger. He closed his eyes,
         drank the air with his body, feeling alive all the way to the tips of his fingers and toes.
      

      
      He yawned, stretched with pleasure. It was good to get up here sometimes, away from all that marble and red velvet, the fountains,
         the girls in their gauzy pants. … There was something about this floating, this complete solitude and peace.
      

      
      An insect voice said apologetically, “Pardon me, sir.”

      
      He opened his eyes, looked around. There it was, the one he called the “bug footman”, three inches of slender body, a face
         half-human, half insect, wings a-blur, flying as hard as it could to stay in one place.
      

      
      “You’re early,” he said.

      
      “No, sir. It’s time for your therapy.”

      
      “That’s all I hear from you—time for therapy.”

      
      “It’s good for you, sir.”

      
      “Well, no doubt you’re right.”

      
      “I’m sure I’m right, sir.”

      
      “Okay. Get lost.”

      
      The creature made a face at him, then veered away on the wind and diminished to a drifting speck of light. Gary Mitchell watched
         it until it was lost against the sunlit green background. Then he tilted lazily in the air, closed his eyes and waited for
         the change.
      

      
      He knew to the second when it would happen. “Big,” he said lazily, and felt the world contract suddenly around him. The wind
         was gone; mountains and sky were gone. He was breathing a more lifeless air. Even the darkness behind his eyelids was a different
         color.
      

      
      He moved cautiously, feeling the padded couch under him. He opened his eyes. There was the same old room, looking so tiny
         and quaint that he snorted with amusement. It was always the same, no matter how often he came back to it. That struck him
         so funny that he rolled over, closing his eyes again, shaken with silent laughter.
      

      
      After a minute he lay back, emptying his lungs with a grunt, then breathing deeply through his nostrils. He felt good, even
         though his body ached a little. He sat up and stared at the backs of his hands with amused affection. Same old hands!
      

      
      He yawned hard enough to crack the cartilage in his jaw, then grinned and heaved himself up out of the hollow half-egg-shape
         of the couch. Wires and tubing trailed from him in all directions. He pulled the cap off his head, breaking it free of the
         tiny plastic sockets in his skull. He dropped it, let it swing at the end of its cable. He unfastened the monitoring instruments
         from his chest, pulled off the rest of his gear, and strode naked across the room.
      

      
      There was a click from the master clock on the control board, and Mitchell heard the water begin to hiss in the bathroom.
         “Suppose I don’t want a shower?” he asked the clock. But he did; all according to routine.
      

      
      He rubbed his palm over the stubble on his cheeks. Maybe he really should try to work out a gadget that would shave him while
         he was under the wire. A housing fitted to the lower part of his face, feedback to regulate the pressure. … But the damned
         thing might be more trouble than it was worth.
      

      
      Staring at himself in the mirror, he saw a glint of delighted irony come into his eyes. Same old thoughts! He got out the
         razor and began to shave.
      

      
      The clock ticked again as he came from the bathroom, and a tray slid out of the conveyor on to the breakfast table. Scrambled
         eggs, bacon, orange juice, coffee. Mitchell went to the closet, took out pale-blue slacks and shirt, dressed, then sat down
         and ate, taking his time. The food was food—nourishment; that was about all you could say.
      

      
      When he was done, he lit a cigarette and sat with half-closed eyes, letting the smoke spurt in two streams from his nostrils.
         Vague images drifted through his mind; he did not try to capture them.
      

      
      The cigarette was a stub. He sighed, put it out. As he walked to the door, it seemed to him that the couch and the control
         panel were staring at him reproachfully. There was something abandoned and pathetic in the empty egg-shape, the scattered
         wires. “Tonight,” he promised it. He opened the door and stepped through.
      

      
      Pale, yellow-tinged sunlight came from the big picture window overlooking the East River. The philodendron in the ceramic
         pot had unfurled another leaf. On the wall across from the window hung an enormous abstraction by Pollock, upside down. Mitchell
         gave it an ironic grin.
      

      
      Reports in their orange plastic binders were piled on one side of the long mahogany desk, letters on the other. In the center,
         on the green blotter, lay a block of soft pine and an open jackknife.
      

      
      The red light of the intercom was blinking steadily. Mitchell sat down and looked at it for a moment, then touched the button.
         “Yes, Miss Curtis?”
      

      
      “Mr. Price wants to know when you’ll be available. Shall I tell him to come in?”
      

      
      “Okay.”

      
      Mitchell picked up the top report, glanced at the sketches and diagrams inside, put it down again. He swiveled his chair around,
         leaned back and gazed sleepily out over the haze-yellowed landscape. A tug was moving slowly up the river, trailing puffs
         of yellow-white smoke. On the Jersey side, housing units stood like a child’s building blocks; sunlight glinted from the tiny
         rows of windows.
      

      
      Curious to see all that still here, still growing; on the other side, he had leveled it years ago, filled it in with jungle.
         There was something quaint about it now, like an old, yellowed snapshot. That was a little disturbing: coming back like this
         was always like re-entering the past. A faint sense of wrongness. …
      

      
      He heard the door clock, and turned to see Jim Price with his hand on the knob. Mitchell grinned, waved a hand. “Hello, boy—good
         to see you. Knock ’em dead in Washington?”
      

      
      “Not exactly.” Price came forward with his heron’s gait, folded himself into a chair, twitched, knotted his thin fingers together.
      

      
      “Too bad. How’s Marge?”

      
      “Fine. I didn’t see her last night, but she called this morning. She asked me to ask you—”

      
      “Kids all right?”

      
      “Sure.” Price’s thin lips compressed; his brown eyes stared earnestly at Mitchell. He still seemed about twenty years old;
         to look at him, he had not changed since the days when Mitchell-Price, Inc., was an idea and a back room in Westbury. Only
         the clothes were different—the two-hundred-dollar suit, the perfectly knotted tie. And the fingernails; once they had been
         bitten to the quick, now they were manicured and shiny. “Mitch, let’s get down to it. How is that deep probe gadget coming?”
      

      
      “Got Stevenson’s report on my desk—haven’t looked through it yet.”

      
      Price blinked, shook his head. “You realize that project has been dragging on thirty-six months?”

      
      “There’s time,” Mitchell said lazily. He reached for the knife and the block of wood.

      
      “That’s not the way you talked fifteen years ago.”

      
      “I was an eager beaver then,” Mitchell said. He turned the block in his hands, feeling the little dusty burrs along the unfinished
         side. He set the blade against one edge, curled off the first long, sensuous shaving.
      

      
      “Mitch, damn it, I’m worried about you—the way you’ve changed the last few years. You’re letting the business slide.”

      
      “Anything wrong with the earnings reports?” Mitchell felt the cut surface with his thumb, turning to gaze out of the window.
         It would be fun, he thought absently, to drift out into that hazy blue sky, over the tops of the toy buildings, still farther
         out, over the empty ocean. …
      

      
      “We’re making money, sure,” Price’s thin voice said impatiently. “On the mentigraph and the randomizer, one or two other little
         things. But we haven’t put anything new on the market for five years, Mitch. What are we supposed to do, just coast? Is that
         all you want?”
      

      
      Mitchell turned to look at his partner. “Good old Jim,” he said affectionately. “When are you ever going to loosen up?”
      

      
      The door clicked open and a dark-haired girl stepped in—Lois Bainbridge, Price’s secretary. “Mr. Price, sorry to interrupt,
         but Dolly couldn’t get you on the intercom.”
      

      
      Price glanced at Mitchell. “Push the wrong button again?”

      
      Mitchell looked at the intercom with mild surprise. “Guess I did.”

      
      “Anyway,” the girl said, “Mr. Diedrich is here, and you told me to tell you the minute—”

      
      “Hell,” said Price, standing up. “Where is he, in reception?”

      
      “No. Mr. Thorward has taken him down to Lab One. He has his lawyer and his doctor with him.”

      
      “I know it,” Price muttered, prying nervously into his pockets. “Where did I put those damn— Oh, here.” He pulled out some
         notes scrawled in pencil on file cards. “Okay, look, Lois, you phone down and tell them I’ll be right there.”
      

      
      “Yes, Mr. Price.” She smiled, turned and walked out. Mitchell’s mild gaze followed her. Not a bad-looking girl, as they went.
         He remembered that he had brought her over to the other side, three or four years ago, but of course he had made a lot of
         changes—slimmer waist, firmer bust. … He yawned.
      

      
      Price asked abruptly, “Do you want to sit in?”

      
      “Want me to?”

      
      “I don’t know, Mitch—do you give a damn?”

      
      “Sure.” Mitchell got up, draped an arm around the other man’s shoulders. “Let’s go.”

      
      They walked together down the busy corridor. “Listen,” Price said, “how long since you’ve been out for dinner?”

      
      “Don’t know. Month or two.”

      
      “Well, come out tonight. Marge told me to bring you for sure.”

      
      Mitchell hesitated, then nodded. “All right, Jim, thanks.”

      
      Lab One was the showcase—all cedar veneer and potted plants, with the egg-shaped mentigraph couch prominently displayed, like
         a casket in a mortuary. There were half a dozen big illuminated color transparencies on a table behind the couch, to one side of the control board.
      

      
      Heads turned as they walked in. Mitchell recognized Diedrich at once—a heavy-set pink-and-blond man in his early forties.
         The ice-blue eyes stared at him. Mitchell realized with a shock that the man was even more impressive, more hypnotic than
         he seemed on television.
      

      
      Thorwald, the lab chief, made the introductions while white-coated technicians hovered in the background. “The Reverend Diedrich—and
         Mr. Edmonds, his attorney—and of course you know Dr. Taubman, at least by reputation.”
      

      
      They shook hands. Diedrich said, “I hope you understand the terms on which I am here. I’m not looking for any compromise.”
         The pale eyes were intent and earnest. “Your people put it to me that I could attack the mentigraph more effectively if I
         had actually experienced it. If nothing changes my mind, that’s just what I intend to do.”
      

      
      “Yes, we understand that, of course, Mr. Diedrich,” said Price. “We wouldn’t have it any other way.”
      

      
      Diedrich looked curiously at Mitchell. “You’re the inventor of this machine?”

      
      Mitchell nodded. “A long time ago.”

      
      “Well, what do you think about the way it has turned out—its effect on the world?”

      
      “I like it,” said Mitchell.

      
      Diedrich’s face went expressionless; he glanced away.

      
      “I was just showing Mr. Diedrich these mentigraph projections,” Thorwald said hurriedly, pointing to the transparencies. Two
         were landscapes, weird things, all orange trees and brown grass; one was a city scene, and the fourth showed a hill, with
         three wooden crosses silhouetted against the sky. “Dan Shelton, the painter, did these. He’s enthusiastic about it.”
      

      
      “You can actually photograph what goes on in the subject’s mind?” Edmonds asked, raising his black eyebrows. “I was not aware
         of that.”
      

      
      “It’s a new wrinkle,” Price answered. “We hope to have it on the market in September.”

      
      “Well, gentlemen, if you’re ready—” Thorwald said.

      
      Diedrich appeared to brace himself. “All right. What do I do? Shall I take my jacket off?”
      

      
      “No, just lie down here, if you will,” Thorwald answered, pointing to the narrow operating table. “Loosen your tie if it will
         make you more comfortable.”
      

      
      Diedrich got up on the table, his face set. A technician came up behind him with a basket-shaped object made of curved, crisscrossing
         metal pieces. She adjusted it gently over Diedrich’s skull, tightened the wing nuts until it fitted. She took careful measurements,
         adjusted the helmet again, then pushed eight plungers, one after the other.
      

      
      Taubman was looking over her shoulder as she removed the helmet. At the roots of Diedrich’s hair, eight tiny purple spots
         were visible.
      

      
      “This is merely a harmless dye, Doctor,” Thorwald said. “All we are doing here is to establish the sites for the electrodes.”

      
      “Yes, all right,” said Taubman. “And you assure me that none of them is in the pleasure center?”

      
      “Definitely not. You know there is legislation against it, Doctor.”

      
      The technician had moved up again. With a small pair of scissors she cut tiny patches of hair from the purple-marked spots.
         She applied lather, then, with an even smaller razor, shaved the patches clean. Diedrich lay quietly; he winced at the touch
         of the cool lather, but otherwise did not change expression.
      

      
      “That’s all of that,” Thorwald said. “Now, Reverend Diedrich, if you’ll sit over here—”

      
      Diedrich got up and walked to the chair Thorwald pointed out. Over it hung a glittering basketwork of metal, like a more complicated
         and more menacing version of the helmet the technician had used.
      

      
      “Just a moment,” Taubman said. He went over to examine the mechanism. He and Thorwald spoke in low voices for a moment, then
         Taubman nodded and stepped back. Diedrich sat down.
      

      
      “This is the only sticky part,” Thorwald said. “But it really doesn’t hurt. Now let’s just get your head in this clamp—”

      
      Diedrich’s face was pale. He stared straight ahead as a technician tightened the padded clamp, then lowered the basket-shaped
         instrument. Standing on a dais behind the chair, Thorwald himself carefully adjusted eight metal cylinders, centering each
         over one of the shaved purple patches on Diedrich’s skull. “This will be just like a pinprick,” he said. He pressed a button.
         Diedrich winced.
      

      
      “Now tell me what sensations you feel,” said Thorwald, turning to a control panel.

      
      Diedrich blinked. “I saw a flash of light,” he said.

      
      “All right, next.”

      
      “That was a noise.”

      
      “Yes, and this?”

      
      Diedrich looked surprised; his mouth worked for a moment. “Something sweet,” he said.

      
      “Good. How about this?”

      
      Diedrich started. “I felt something touch my skin.”

      
      “All right. Next.”

      
      “Pew!” said Diedrich, turning his face aside. “A terrible smell.”

      
      “Sorry. How about this one?”

      
      “I felt warm for a moment.”

      
      “Okay, now this.”

      
      Diedrich’s right leg twitched. “It felt as if it were doubled up under me,” he said.

      
      “Right. One more.”

      
      Diedrich stiffened suddenly. “I felt—I don’t know how to describe it. Satisfied.” His cold eyes went from Mitchell to Thorwald. His jaw was set hard.
      

      
      “Perfect!” Thorwald said, getting down from the platform. He was grinning with pleasure. Mitchell glanced at Price, saw him
         wiping his hands with a handkerchief.
      

      
      The cylinders retracted; the technician unfastened the head-clamp. “That’s all of that,” said Thorwald heartily. “You can
         step down.”
      

      
      Diedrich got out of the chair, his jaw still set. One hand went up to fumble at his skull.

      
      “Pardon me,” said Taubman. He parted Diedrich’s hair with his fingers and stared at the little gray plastic button, almost
         flush with the scalp, that had covered one of the purple spots.
      

      
      Mitchell drifted over to stand beside Price. “Our friend didn’t like that jolt in number eight,” he murmured. “Careful, boy.”

      
      “I know,” Price answered in an undertone. Across the room, Thorwald and the technicians had seated Diedrich in another chair
         and put the cap on his head. One of the technicians began showing him big sheets of colored pasteboard, while another, a pale
         young man with big ears, read dials and punched keys at the control console.
      

      
      “This is a pretty big gamble you’re taking, son,” Mitchell said. “You know if we just make him mad, he can really smear us.
         How’d you get so brave?”
      

      
      Price scowled, shuffled his feet. “Don’t bury me yet,” he muttered.

      
      A technician was passing vials of scent under Diedrich’s nose, one after another.

      
      “Something up your sleeve?” Mitchell asked; but he had lost interest, and did not hear Price’s reply. The technicians were
         walking Diedrich up and down, getting him to bend, raise his arms, turn his head. When they finally let him sit down again,
         his face was slightly flushed. Mitchell was thinking dreamily that he could use Diedrich on the other side—make a Teutonic
         knight out of him, noble, humorless and fierce. But reduce him to about half-size … that would be funny.
      

      
      “We won’t try to calibrate the emotional responses this time, Mr. Diedrich,” Thorwald was saying. “That’s more difficult and
         complicated—it takes quite a while. But you’ve got enough here to give you a very good idea of the device.”
      

      
      Diedrich put up a hand to feel the cap on his head, the cluster of wires emerging from the middle of it. “All right,” he said
         grimly. “Go ahead.”
      

      
      Thorwald looked a little worried. He motioned to the technician at the console. “Input one, Jerry.” To Diedrich he said, “Just
         close your eyes, if you will, and let your hands relax.”
      

      
      The man at the console touched a button. An expression of surprise crossed Diedrich’s face. His right hand moved spasmodically,
         then lay still. A moment later he turned his head aside. His jaws made slow chewing motions. Then he opened his eyes.
      

      
      “Amazing,” he said. “A banana—I peeled it and then ate a bite. But—they weren’t my hands.”

      
      “Yes, of course—that was a recording made by another subject. However, when you learn to use the other circuits, Mr. Diedrich,
         you can run that through again and change it until they are your hands—or make any other changes you like.”
      

      
      Diedrich’s expression showed controlled distaste. He said, “I see.” Watching him, Mitchell thought, He’s going to go home and write a speech that will blister our tails.
      

      
      “You’ll see what I mean in just a moment,” Thorwald was saying. “This time there won’t be any primary recording—you’ll do
         it all yourself. Just lean back, close your eyes, and imagine some picture, some scene—”
      

      
      Diedrich fingered his watch impatiently. “You mean you want me to try to make a picture like those?” He nodded towards the
         transparencies ranged along the wall.
      

      
      “No, no, nothing like that. We won’t project it, and only you will see what it is. Just visualize a scene, and wherever it
         seems vague or out of proportion, keep on changing it and adding to it. … Go ahead, try it.”
      

      
      Diedrich leaned back, closed his eyes. Thorwald nodded to the man at the console.

      
      Price moved abruptly away from Mitchell, strode over to the chair. “Here is something that may help you, Mr. Diedrich,” he
         said, bending close. He looked at the notes in his hand and read aloud, “It was now about the sixth hour, and there was darkness
         over the whole land until the ninth hour, while the sun’s light failed; and the curtain of the temple was torn in two.”
      

      
      Diedrich frowned; then his face relaxed. There was a long silence. Diedrich began to frown again. After a moment his hands
         moved spasmodically on the arms of the chair. His jaw muscles lost their tightness; his chin dropped slightly. After another
         moment he began breathing quickly and shallowly, lips parted.
      

      
      Taubman stepped over, frowning, and attempted to take his pulse, but Diedrich knocked his hand away, Taubman glanced at Price, who shook his head and put a finger to his lips.
      

      
      Diedrich’s face had turned into a mask of grief. Moisture appeared under his closed eyelids, began to run down his cheeks.
         Watching him closely, Price nodded to Thorwald, who turned towards the console and made a chopping motion.
      

      
      Diedrich’s tear-filled eyes slowly opened.

      
      “What was it, Mr. Diedrich?” Edmonds asked, bending towards him. “What happened?”

      
      Diedrich’s voice was low and hoarse, “I saw—I saw—” His face contorted and he began to sob. He bent over as if in pain, hands
         clasped so tightly that the fingers turned red and yellow-white in patches.
      

      
      Price turned away, took Mitchell by the arm. “Let’s get out of here,” he muttered. In the corridor, he began to whistle.

      
      “Think you’re pretty slick, don’t you, boy?” Mitchell asked.

      
      Price’s grin made him look like a mischievous small boy. “I know I am, old buddy,” he said.

      
      There were four of them at dinner—Price and his good-looking red-haired wife; Mitchell, and a girl he had never met before.
         Her name was Eileen Novotny; she was slender, gray-eyed, quiet. She was divorced, Mitchell gathered, and had a small daughter.
      

      
      After dinner they played a rubber of bridge. Eileen was a good player, better than Mitchell; but when he blundered, once or
         twice, she only gave him a glance of ironic commiseration. She did not talk much; her voice was low and well modulated, and
         Mitchell found himself waiting for her to speak again.
      

      
      When the rubber was over, she stood up. “I’m glad to have met you, Mitch,” she said, and gave him her warm hand for a moment.
         “Thank you for a lovely dinner and a nice evening,” she said to Marge Price.
      

      
      “You’re not going already?”

      
      “Afraid I have to—my sitter can only stay till nine, and it will take me a good hour to get up to Washington Heights.”

      
      She paused at the door, glancing back at Mitchell. He could well imagine how it might be with this girl—the long walks, the
         intimate little restaurants, holding hands, the first kiss. … Price and his wife were looking at him expectantly.
      

      
      “Good night, Eileen,” he said.

      
      After she was gone, Marge brought in some beer and excused herself. Price settled himself in a relaxer and lit a pipe. Squinting
         at Mitchell over the bowl, he said mildly, “You might have given the girl a taxi-ride home, old buddy.”
      

      
      “And start all over again? No thanks, old buddy—I’ve had it.”

      
      Price flipped out his match, dropped it into an ashtray. “Well, it’s your life.”

      
      “So I’ve always imagined.”

      
      Price shifted uncomfortably in the chair. “So I’m a matchmaker,” he said, scowling. “Dammit, I don’t like to see what’s happening
         to you. You spend more time under the wire than out of it. It isn’t healthy, it isn’t good for you.”
      

      
      Mitchell grinned and held out a hand. “Indian rassle?”

      
      Price flushed. “All right, all right, I know you work out at the gym every week—you’re in good shape physically. That’s not
         what I’m talking about, and you know it damn well.”
      

      
      Mitchell took a long pull at his can of beer. It was lighter and maltier than he liked, but it was cold, at least, and felt
         good going down his throat. What about a green beer for St. Paddy’s day? Give it a suggestion of mint—just a touch. …
      

      
      “Say something,” Price said.

      
      Mitchell’s eyes focused on him slowly. “Hmm. Think Diedrich will stop being a nuisance now?”

      
      Price made a sour face. “Okay, change the subject. Sure, I think Diedrich will stop being a nuisance. We’re sending him a
         complete rig—couch, control board, library of crystals. And he’ll take it. He’s hooked.”
      

      
      “Dirty trick?” Mitchell suggested.

      
      “No, I don’t think so.”

      
      “You planted that picture of the three crosses, didn’t you? Then, just to make sure, you stepped up and read him a paragraph
         from the crucifixion scene in Matthew. Pretty foxy.”
      

      
      “Luke,” said Price. “Yeah, pretty foxy.”

      
      “Tell me something,” Mitchell said. “Just for curiosity—how long since you’ve been under the wire yourself?”

      
      Price looked at his hands, clasped around the pipe-bowl. “Four years,” he said.
      

      
      “How come?”

      
      “Don’t like what it does to me.” He folded his free hand around the one that held the pipe; his knuckles cracked, one after
         another.
      

      
      “Made you twenty million,” Mitchell said gently.

      
      “You know I don’t mean that.” Price unclenched his hands, leaned forward. “Listen, the Pentagon turned down that contract
         for forty thousand training crystals. They decided they don’t like what it does to people, either.”
      

      
      “Keeps them from being eager little beavers,” Mitchell said. “My back aches for the Pentagon.”

      
      “What about the contract—does your back ache for that?”

      
      “You know, James, I don’t understand you,” Mitchell said. “One minute you’re telling me the mentigraph is worse than hashish,
         heroin, booze and adultery, all put together. The next, you’re complaining because we don’t sell more of ’em. How do you explain
         that?”
      

      
      Price did not smile. “Let’s say I’m a worry-wart. You know I keep talking about pulling out—maybe I’ll do it some day—but
         till I do, I’m responsible to the corporation and I’ll do my best for it. That’s business. When I worry about you, it’s friendship.”
      

      
      “I know it, old buddy.”

      
      “Maybe I worry about the whole world once in a while, too,” Price said. “What’s going to happen when everybody’s got a private
         dream-world? Where’s the old Colonial spirit then.”
      

      
      Mitchell snorted. “Have you ever done any reading about Colonial times? I did some research on it years ago. They used to
         drink a horrible thing called flip, made out of rum and hard cider, and they’d plunge a hot poker into it to make it froth
         up. You could tell the drunkards just by seeing who had an apple orchard.”
      

      
      Price swung his legs off the relaxer, put his elbows on his knees. “All right, what about this? You’ve got it made, haven’t
         you—you can spend half your time in a world where everything is just the way you like it. You don’t need that sweet kid who
         walked out of here half an hour ago—you’ve got twenty better-looking than her. And they’re on call any time. So why get married, why raise a family? Just tell me this—what’s
         going to happen to the world if the brightest guys in it drop out of the baby-making business? What happens to the next generation?”
      

      
      “I can answer that one too.”

      
      “Well?”

      
      Mitchell lifted his beer can in salute, staring at Price over the shiny top. “The hell with them,” he said.

   
      
      
      THE BIG PAT BOOM

      
      The long, shiny car pulled up with a whirr of turbines and a puff of dust. The sign over the roadside stand read: BASKETS. CURIOS. Farther down, another sign over a glass-fronted rustic building announced: SQUIRE CRAWFORD’S COFFEE MILL. TRY OUR DOUGHNUTS. Beyond that was a pasture, with a barn and silo set back from the road.
      

      
      The two aliens sat quietly and looked at the signs. They both had hard purplish skins and little yellow eyes. They were wearing
         gray tweed suits. Their bodies looked approximately human, but you could not see their chins, which were covered by orange
         scarves.
      

      
      Martha Crawford came hustling out of the house and into the basket stand, drying her hands on her apron. After her came Llewellyn
         Crawford, her husband, still chewing his cornflakes.
      

      
      “Yes, sir—ma’am?” Martha asked nervously. She glanced at Llewellyn for support, and he patted her shoulder. Neither of them
         had ever seen an alien real close to.
      

      
      One of the aliens, seeing the Crawfords behind their counter, leisurely got out of the car. He, or it, was puffing a cigar
         stuck through a hole in the orange scarf.
      

      
      “Good morning,” Mrs. Crawford said nervously. “Baskets? Curios?”

      
      The alien blinked its yellow eyes solemnly. The rest of its face did not change. The scarf hid its chin and mouth, if any.
         Some said that the aliens had no chins, others that they had something instead of chins that was so squirmy and awful that
         no human could bear to look at it. People called them “Hurks” because they came from a place called Zeta Herculis.
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