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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.







PROLOGUE


As she writhed on the white-covered table the young woman was screaming now, and the sounds were thin, as if coming from a great distance.


“Do you think it’s over?” the professor with the English accent asked the woman beside him.


“Not yet,” she said after watching the young woman.


“How long did it last?” the professor said as he looked at his watch.


“Thirty-five minutes, more or less. Longer than last time. See if she can hear you.” The woman’s tone was professionally detached. “The ambulance should be here in ten more minutes.”


The professor nodded, and leaned toward the screaming woman, who tugged at her restraints. “Do you hear me? Can you still hear me? Speak! I command you to speak!” He stood back and waited, doubt clouding his attractive face. “What do you think?” he asked the woman beside him.


“It’s hard to say. Give it a moment or two and try it again. I’ll keep watch for the ambulance. You’re fortunate this didn’t happen at the lab. You’d better be cautious.” She stared down at the other woman. “Drugs might make a difference. There are drugs for this sort of thing, remember.”


The screams were louder and more persistent. Mrs. Schoenfeld had opened her eyes, but she stared at nothing.


“Do you think you’ll keep her in the program? After this?” Lupe asked as she pulled on her jacket.


“That will depend on the doctors.” He moved a little nearer and tried to make himself heard through her screams. “Can you hear me? Can you speak?”


“I’ll let myself out, Dr. Fellkirk,” Lupe said from the door.


“Yes. Fine. I appreciate your staying, Lupe.” He waved toward the closing door, then drew a chair nearer the white-covered table. “Mrs. Schoenfeld?” he said after he heard the front door shut. “Mrs. Schoenfeld?”


The staring eyes turned toward him, glazed with fright. Then the screams faltered.


“This is Dr. Fellkirk, Mrs. Schoenfeld. Do you know me?” He kept his voice very, level and watched her carefully.


Mrs. Schoenfeld’s screams trailed off and she nodded slowly.


“You’ve had a seizure again, Mrs. Schoenfeld. There’s an ambulance on the way. You’ve been out for about forty minutes.” He watched her with guarded intensity.


“Where am I?” Mrs. Schoenfeld said in a whisper.


“You’re at my home, Mrs. Schoenfeld. You came here at my invitation this evening. It’s now somewhat after midnight. Some of the others from the lab were here. Do you remember?” He spoke each sentence with care and at last reached out awkwardly to pat her hand. “I’m sorry about the restraints. There was no other way.” He waited while her face revealed her feelings.


First there were tears in her eyes, then the corners of her mouth drew down and she turned her head away. Her damp matted hair hung in tangles around her face. “Again.” There was such anguish in that one word.


Professor Fellkirk did not answer her at once. “We’ll see if something can’t be done for you, Mrs. Schoenfeld. Certainly I have a degree of responsibility in this.” He rose to deal with the restraints.


“No,” she said in a muffled voice. “You shouldn’t. It’s me. It’s me.”


He had released her legs. “But you said that this had not happened until you came into my program. If there’s a connection, then I feel I must …’’


“No. No. No!” She started to cry, this time in deep, terrible sobs.


“Mrs. Schoenfeld …” Dr. Fellkirk put one large hand on her shoulder. “Come, Mrs. Schoenfeld. It may be harmful for you to cry so.”


There was no response but tears. When her wrists were freed, she hid her face in her hands as she drew her knee’s up toward her chest. Dr. Fellkirk recognized the classic fetal position and found some sympathy for the poor woman.


A distant wail announced the arrival of the ambulance and Professor Fellkirk felt great relief. The ordeal was almost over. “It’s the ambulance, Mrs. Schoenfeld. You’ll be at the hospital in just a few minutes.”


Her sobs lessened, and finally she choked out a few words. “What happened? What did I do?”


“Don’t you know?” He asked the question sharply and waited for her reply.


“I don’t remember anything. I don’t remember coming here. I don’t remember.” She spoke in quiet horror as she stared at the far wall.


“Nothing?” The sound of the ambulance turning into his driveway took Professor Fellkirk away from the room. As he walked toward the door he very nearly smiled, glad to have a great burden lifted from his mind.
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At first Giles Todd wanted nothing to do with the case. He considered sending a polite recommendation that another neurosurgeon be consulted, but found that he could not: the request had come from Prentiss Fellkirk, who had been his friend for almost thirty years.


“Has it really been that long?” Giles asked the walls of his office, and, saying it, he knew that it had. He and Prentiss had met at school, not long after the war. Looking at the formal note on St. Matis stationery one last time, Giles picked up his phone and punched an outside line. The number Prentiss had given him was not particularly melodic on the phone buttons, and Giles wished again for his old-fashioned dial phone.


Then there was a voice on the other end, and Giles said, “Professor Fellkirk, please, if he’s available. Tell him that Dr. Todd is calling.”


He had to give his request to two more anonymous voices before he heard the familiar clipped greeting, “Fellkirk here.”


“Giles Todd, Prentiss,” he said. “I have your letter. What may I do for you?”


“Giles,” Prentiss repeated. “How wonderful. I was afraid you’d refuse. I remember the last time I asked your advice—you admitted then that you hated this sort of consultation.”


Inwardly Giles cringed. It was true, and his own frustration had led him to make certain scathing remarks he had later regretted. “Well, yes. But this matter sounds intriguing. You mentioned that the woman in question has had no history of seizures and that your preliminary tests appear to rule out some sort of tumor.” He had seized on this at the spur of the moment.


Years of lecturing had given Prentiss a certain measured habit of speech, a sound that often made Giles think that there would be a quiz at the end of the conversation. “Apparently that’s the case, but that’s why I want you to see her. We’ve had her under observation here for very nearly three weeks, and although the most alarming symptoms have ceased …”


“Alarming?” Giles knew that what he considered alarming was often quite different from what disturbed others.


“She hasn’t had any serious episodes of amnesia, she has not assumed that trancelike state I described in the letter, and most of her actions have been fairly coordinated. But she is also very lethargic and has occasional symptoms of extreme anxiety.” There was an awkward pause. “Look, Giles, I feel I owe the poor woman something. I got her into this, after all. If she hadn’t been part of my parapsychological study group, this might never have happened.”


“And it might have happened no matter what she did, or what you did,” Giles reminded him with some asperity. “Very well. When do you want me to see her?” A knock on his door caught his attention and he called out, “Come in!”


“What?” Prentiss asked, confused.


“Sorry, Prentiss. I was talking to someone else.” He waved Hugh Audley to one of the straight-backed chairs and went on, “I suppose you’ve checked for epilepsy?” It was so elementary that it seemed foolish to ask, but he had seen cases where this had been overlooked.


“First off. She’s not epileptic, or if she is, this is a new version of it.” On the other end of the line Prentiss hesitated, then said, “I’m going to be in San Francisco tomorrow. Perhaps we could talk then?”


It would mean breaking a dinner engagement, but Giles said without hesitation, “I’d be glad to. What time?”


“I’m supposed to be free at four. Suppose I come straight to the hospital?”


“All right. I might be’ as late as six, but I don’t think you’ll be bored. It’s been too long, Prentiss.” He gave a complicated shrug to Hugh Audley indicating that although he wanted to talk with Hugh, he still had to finish his phone conversation.


“As one relocated limey to another, Giles,” Prentiss said with a tone of voice Giles knew went with a wry smile, “we shouldn’t let so much time go by. It’s been almost a year.”


Giles felt a certain guilt. “Yes. And though work is the excuse, I’m afraid it isn’t a very good one.”


“It’s my excuse, too,” Prentiss admitted. “Well, perhaps tomorrow will be the first step in remedying the situation. As well as helping Mrs. Schoenfeld.”


“That’s the patient?” Giles asked.


“Fayre Claughsen Schoenfeld. Aged twenty-eight years, five months, a widow, one child, a son, aged seven years,” Prentiss recited. “Husband killed six years ago in Vietnam.”


“You say in your letter that she’s a master’s candidate?” He gave the letter a quick glance to be sure he was remembering correctly.


“That’s right. I’ve had her in one of my experimental groups, you know, ESP testing and that kind of thing. She was doing very well until the seizure hit.” Prentiss stopped abruptly. “I hold myself to blame for it.”


“You had no way of knowing,” Giles said quickly. “You must not feel that way, Prentiss.” He’d said this so many times before, to parents, husbands, wives, friends, that now the words came to his lips without bidding. “If this is a brain dysfunction, or a tumor, or some other problem, there was no way you could have known about it.”


“That’s wonderfully pat,” Prentiss said. “But I’m the psychologist, remember. You can’t beat me at my own game.” He paused a moment. “Tomorrow, then. It’ll be good to see you again. It has been too long.”


“Yes. Tomorrow. Come to my office.” Giles was relieved now that the conversation was ending. “Bring your information on Mrs. Schoenfeld, if you like.”


“Thanks. I will. Good to hear from you, Giles.” Prentiss made a sound that was very nearly derisive, saying, “I’m getting tired.”


“Aren’t we all?” Giles agreed. “Tomorrow, then.”


“I’ll be there. And thanks.” Prentiss hung up.


Hugh Audley, who had been watching this with a faintly curious lift to his upturned brows, gave Giles a moment to gather his thoughts. “Another patient?”


“Not exactly. Not yet.” Giles was still puzzled. “Prentiss is a very old friend. He wants a favor.” Giles leaned back. “That isn’t why you’re here, is it?”


“No.” Hugh looked down at his folded hands. In casual clothes—today slacks, a bright shirt and sweater-vest—he looked more like a professor or journalist, which he had been, than the minister he was. “I’ve been in with Mr. Crocker since noon.”


Giles flinched. “How is he?”


“How do you think? No. That isn’t fair.” He took a deep breath. “Can you get Father Denton to talk to him? I know he’s a lapsed Catholic, but there is something he wants to confess and he’d do better if he has the chance.”


“Why can’t he confess to you?” Giles was always anxious to avoid religious problems.


“Hell, Giles, I’m a Unitarian. For Mr. Crocker, I barely count as Christian. What he wants is a priest with all the trappings and the Latin and the whole show.” He looked steadily at Giles. “He doesn’t have a lot longer.”


Giles nodded. “There was really nothing anyone could do. A tumor like that …” He bit his lip. It was never easy to lose. “Even if Crocker were a young man, he wouldn’t have had much of a chance, but at sixty-three, with his medical history …”


Hugh’s face softened as he leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Giles. You did your best.”


“It wasn’t good enough, however.” As always, when he was tired or upset, his accent was much more English. Unlike many of the British he knew in America, Giles had made no effort to keep the purity of his Cambridge sound. In the twelve years he had lived in California he had learned to flatten his vowels and pronounce all his diphthongs and r’s. Now he spoke with BBC perfection.


“You did more than anyone could ask for.” His tone was level and reasonable.


“I should have listened to the man. I should have realized that he wasn’t trying to be self-dramatizing when he talked about the hallucinations. But that didn’t fit the rest of his symptoms, so I dismissed it.” He had turned away from Hugh. “Damned medical blindness. I loathe it.”


“Why not take a week off, Giles?” Hugh suggested in the same brisk manner. “Get away from here, have some rest, get laid, take some pictures.”


“Will Hensell is the only man available to cover for me. Do you know how much he drinks?” Giles shook his head. “I’m depressed, Hugh. I don’t want to lose Frank Crocker, and I can’t get it out of my head that it’s my fault we’re losing him. I should have paid more attention. I should have paid more attention to the man and less to his symptoms. I should have … Christ! sometimes I hate this work.”


“You do it well. Frank isn’t angry with you. He’s grateful for all you’ve done.”


“He’s not aware of what might have been done. He doesn’t know the sort of error I’ve made,” Giles said harshly. “I know.”


“Would anyone else have done differently?” Hugh asked, meeting Giles’ eyes steadily. “You said that the hallucinations were not consistent with his other symptoms. Would another doctor have considered them important?”


“I can’t answer for another doctor,” Giles snapped. “It’s not the concern of another doctor, it’s mine. Frank is a good man. He deserves better than what I’ve given him.” He shook his head. “It’s no good talking, Hugh. I can’t undo the damage now. Whatever happens, I’ll have to learn to live with it.”


Hugh studied his hands a moment. “Back when I was still a journalist in Nam and Laos, I saw a great many things that I still have to live with. But I’ve learned not to make those mistakes again.”


“That won’t help Frank Crocker.”


“Then do whatever you can for him, and next time, listen to your patient. The rest is self-indulgence, ultimately.” He rose, a man of somewhat more than middle height, dark graying hair, with hazel eyes framed by deep lines. “And you can help Frank. Talk to Father Denton, will you? It’s damned awkward if I do it. But it will make a difference to Frank Crocker if he sees a priest. If there’s one thing death counseling teaches you, it’s humility; humility and pragmatism. Denton knows the formulae that will make it easier for Frank Crocker. And Frank deserves to have those formulae.”


“All right. I’ll ask. But it’s up to Denton.” Giles pushed back from his desk, indicating that the conversation was over.


Hugh understood, and broke into a grin. “Denton’s a Jesuit. He’ll do it.” He nodded. “Thank you. It will help.”


“I hope so.” Giles got to his feet, making it more obvious that he wanted a few minutes to himself. “I have rounds to make in fifteen minutes. And after that, there’s a new patient to see.”


“Then I’ll talk to you later.” Hugh never took Giles’ abruptness as a rebuke. “I’ll let you know how it’s going with Frank, if you like.”


Giles nodded, unable to answer. “Later, Hugh.”


“Good.” He let himself out of the office and waved as he closed the door.


Idly Giles picked up Prentiss’ letter and skimmed it once again. No, he decided, he didn’t like the look of the case at all, but he would see Mrs. Schoenfeld, if only to put his old friend’s mind at rest.


Nancy Lindstrom was waiting for him at the nurses’ station when Giles finished his rounds. “How goes it?” she asked, giving him a pleasant, cynical smile.


“Well enough. And you?” He was later than usual, and he realized that she had been expecting him.


“Okay. It was sad about Mr. Baggley.” She was making conversation. No one was truly sad about Mr. Baggley, who had been in a coma for over ten months and at last had died.


“It was sad that he was ill. It isn’t sad that he died.” Giles rubbed the back of his neck.


“What about the new one, the man they sent down from Redding?” This was in part an excuse to keep him talking. She was trying to sound out his mood, but Giles was often private and resisted her attempts to draw him out.


Giles shook his head. “Oh, his doctors were right: there’s one hell of a malignancy right next to the skull. We’ll cut it out, I suppose, but he’ll lose certain … abilities. You saw the results of the tests, didn’t you? And the pictures we’ve got. There’s no doubt.” He folded his arms and leaned back against the wall, feeling tired.


“Do you want to come over tonight?” There was an open invitation in her sideways glance, and though Giles occasionally slept with Nancy, sharing deft, utilitarian sexual gratification with her, he resented it when their casual intimacy intruded on their work.


“No. I don’t think so. Maybe next week.” He had straightened up, and spoke more curtly than he had intended. “I’ve had a long day,” he added, wanting to soften the blow.


Her eyes glittered a moment, then she shrugged. “Well, Dr. Carey asked me out. I guess I’ll go with him.”


Giles laughed once. “Go ahead. But I warn you, he’s got a sadistic streak.”


Nancy smiled unpleasantly. “Good. I need some variety.”


For a moment Giles was tempted to fight with Nancy, to shake off some of the despair that had been building up in him for several weeks, but the nurses’ station was not the place to do it. There was scandal enough whispered around the hospital without adding to it. Or was it, he asked himself, that he really didn’t care that much anymore? He had always felt contempt for those doctors who became living scalpels with desiccated souls, capable of seeing the world only in terms of surgery. Now he was terribly afraid that he was becoming one of them. Rather lamely he said, “Have a good time, Nancy. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”


She was obviously shocked. “Giles …”


He turned to her, devastation in his heart. “Tomorrow morning I’ve got surgery scheduled for removal of a pituitary tumor. The patient is a Japanese-American male, aged thirty-one. He’s an artist, a very good one. His career is just beginning to take off. He’s married, with two children and a third coming. There’s bloody little chance that the operation will save him—the tumor is fairly large and it’s quite likely, judging from the CT scan, that it’s metastasized. Anything we do now is probably only postponing the end. But he wants to try, because for him, the alternative is unthinkable. He’ll try anything. And I’ll use anything, if it will help—really help.”


Nancy shrugged. “Well, a tumor like that, it’s not going to go away. He might as well have the surgery.”


“And his painting?” Giles didn’t expect an answer to the question, and did not get one. “Art is alchemy. Any disturbance can throw it off. Change the way the motor responses work, the tracking of the eyes, the perception of movement or color, and the art changes, too. Or it dies.”


“Yeah, it’s too bad about Gary Kusogawa.” She met his eyes and then directed her attention to the three nurses coming down the hall.


Giles watched her as she began to prepare the various records of drug dosages. He thought it was a shame that Nancy should be so excellent a nurse and so uncompassionate a woman. Perhaps they went together. He had seen that particular combination before, but never as clearly as Nancy’s case.


“I’ll see you tomorrow, Dr. Todd,” Nancy said pointedly.


“Fine. Give Dr. Carey my regards,” he said, and turned away.


Hugh caught up with him in the many-tiered parking lot. He had called Giles’ name twice before Giles looked up.


“Trouble?” Giles demanded as Hugh came to his car.


“No, not precisely. I wanted a word with you before you left.” Although he was still vital, there was a subtle fatigue about him, a loss of color in his skin that was not entirely the effect of the poor lighting in the garage.


“What, then?” Giles had already opened his car door, his foot lifted to get into his car, which, to the amusement of most of the hospital staff, was a Land Rover.


“For one thing, I wanted to ask you to come over to Berkeley this Sunday or next Sunday and let me take revenge on you for that trouncing you gave me at tennis last month.”


“I thought you were busy Sunday,” Giles said, not without irony.


“I am, until two. And then I have a whole day in front of me. Come on over.” He smiled and the permanent creases around his eyes deepened.


Giles hesitated. “I don’t know, Hugh. I’ve got my hands full … You know …”


“Of what?” Hugh asked pleasantly. “You live alone, you’re a long way from anything or anyone. The only recreation you have is walking on the beach.” He put his hand on Giles’ arm, and though Giles was not comfortable with this familiarity, he accepted it from Hugh. “Do I have to remind you about statistics? You keep on the way you’re going, and either you’ll crack up or you’ll have a heart attack. The only reason it hasn’t happened up till now is that you’ve had the teaching, and it’s been a mitigating factor.” He stepped back as he saw Giles’ face close. “I know. I’m not supposed to notice, and if, by some chance, I do notice, I’m not supposed to say anything. Well, dammit, Giles. I work with the dying all day, and I hear, over and over again, how each of them thought it would never happen to them. I don’t want you to be one of them. You’re too good a doctor and too good a friend.” He had folded his arms and he met Giles’ glance evenly. “This Sunday or next Sunday?”


Giles capitulated. “Next Sunday. I’ve got this consultation to do, and it might run into more time than I thought.”


“Okay,” Hugh nodded once. “I’ll hold you to that. If necessary, I’ll send Gina over to get you. Since she got her license, she loves any excuse to drive.”


But Giles could not help but give one parting shot. “There are times I wish you’d forget you’re a minister, Hugh.”


Apparently Hugh was not used to such comments, because he grinned. “I’ve never been known to practice charity on a tennis court.”


Before he pulled the Land Rover door completely open so that he could mount to the driver’s seat, Giles asked, “Where do you want to play? Junipero Serra …”


“Hell, no. That’s your turf. Come to my side of the Bay. I’ll meet you at the Berkeley Tennis Club. That’s the one at the corner of Tunnel Road and Domingo, right near the Hotel Claremont. Give my name if I’m not there yet. How does two-thirty sound?”


Giles nodded. “Sunday after this. Two-thirty, at the Berkeley Tennis Club.”


Hugh took advantage of Giles’ cooperation. “And afterward, you can come over to dinner. Inga’s wanted to have you over since January. The last time you were over was Thanksgiving, and that’s how many months ago?”


“Sure,” Giles said, feeling quite tired. “Why not? It would be good to see Inga and the kids again.” Inwardly he wasn’t sure he wanted to see them so soon. He rarely thought about his life, the emptiness of it, but with Hugh Audley and his family, Giles felt a loss within himself. Even as the thought tugged at his mind he told himself it was foolish, and so he forced more enthusiasm into his voice than he actually felt. “I’ll look forward to it. Ask Inga what kind of wine she’d like.”


Although he was pleased at Giles’ acceptance, Hugh was guarded in his response, which was unusual for him. “Be glad to.” He looked closely at Giles. “Are you all right? Truly?”


Giles raised his brows. “Why shouldn’t I be?”


“You know why,” Hugh said, the rejoinder very sharp.


“Hugh,” Giles said with weary patience, “don’t fret over me. I’m not trying to commit suicide. I know the risks. I know what stress does.”


“Yeah. But neglect is as bad as stress. Remember that, too.” He caught a fleeting, bleak pain in Giles’ face, and changed his manner abruptly. He spoke lightly. “Here I go telling you not to take your work home, and I’m pulling exactly that on you. Habit. Well, we’ll play tennis a week from Sunday. I’ll check in with you here, from time to time.”


Giles tried to smile. “Purely professional?”


At that Hugh laughed. “Now, when am I ever purely professional?” He stepped back from Giles, willing to let this be his exit line, and satisfied that he had accomplished his ends with his reticent British friend.


But Giles had one more question. “Hugh, did Father Denton talk to you? He said he would.” It was an afterthought, and as a result, the words came easily.


“Thanks, yes. He did.” Hugh was surprisingly humble then. “Between us, I think we’ve worked out something that won’t offend anyone’s sensibilities too much. Frank Crocker admitted that he couldn’t do a real penance, and would refuse a perfect act of contrition. He’s a long way from the Catholic Church these days, but there are some old needs in him.” Hugh spread his hands wide. “So we’ve created a provisional rite that Denton accepts and that won’t go contrary to Frank Crocker’s integrity.”


Giles had pulled the door wide and now reached in to touch the steering wheel. “Well, that’s good. It makes it easier for Crocker, certainly. It’s good of you to make these arrangements. Crocker doesn’t have a lot of time left.”


“You can’t be sure about that,” Hugh reminded him. “You thought that Jane Merriwell would be dead eighteen months ago, and she’s still going strong.”


“Not everyone’s a statistic,” Giles agreed. “But there are strong indications in Crocker’s case, and you know it.” He was in the driver’s seat now, the key in the ignition.


Hugh was about to add something, then changed his mind and said, “Do you remember that child we had a couple of years ago, right after the death-counseling program began here? Shelah McGowan? A kid about fourteen?”


Giles nodded somberly. “I remember her very well.”


“I let her down. I didn’t realize how important it was for her to do … something. I said I’d arrange it, and I didn’t. Actually, I forgot about it until it was too late. That was very cruel of me. And until that time I didn’t know how little it took to be cruel. Since then, I’ve made up my mind that if I err, it will be from activity. Sins of commission, not omission.” He waved and turned away. “Drive safely. The fog’ll be in soon.”


Giles slammed the door and started the Land Rover.


He drove down the hill from Parnassus to Lincoln Way. The traffic was still heavy, although it was closer to six than five. At Nineteenth Avenue the cars were bumper to bumper and Giles made up his mind to take an alternate route home. He had long ago learned to gauge the density of traffic while he waited for the light at Nineteenth, and either double back on Twentieth or continue along Lincoln Way, on the south side of Golden Gate Park to the Great Highway that ran beside the beach.


Years ago, when he had first come to California and settled in San Francisco, he had lived in one of the old, blistered, expensive apartments that looked out to the Pacific breakers. The apartment had been south of the Park and two years ago had been torn down to make room for a new motel. Giles remembered that apartment now, the way the sun splashed over the faded carpet in the living room on the days when there was no fog. Prudence had said it was damp there, but for a year she had liked it, too.


The road climbed gently to the bluffs, moving away from the fences and trees that marked the zoo and the bulk of the old, empty Fleischacker pool. Away from the ocean he could glimpse the outline of Stonestown now, on the far side of Lake Merced. Beyond that the massive buildings of San Francisco State University and the Park Merced towers. These were gone quickly, distantly. He looked along the rising bluffs. Once there had been nothing but wild scrub along this road, and trees sculptured by wind. Now there was row after row of houses, the little houses on the hillside made out of ticky-tacky and looking just the same as the ones Malvina Reynolds had written her song about. Giles had never seen this part of Daly City when it was wild, but the crest of the hill where he lived in Montara still had echoes of that time.


Over the ocean the sky was glaringly white with the approaching fog. The setting sun became a smudge of brightness, and Giles had to squint against it as he drove. The Cabrillo Highway narrowed near Rockaway Beach, and took on the familiar, treacherous form that characterized most of its length. The road turned inland past the bulk of Point San Pedro, then came back to the cliffs at Devil’s Slide. Giles smiled. He would be home before the fog came in.


As he turned in at his private road, Giles stopped to open his mailbox and found two letters, his P.G.&E. bill, and three magazines. He dropped these onto the passenger seat and continued up the graveled road he shared with three other neighbors. His own house was the most distant, on the brow of the hill, facing southwest, with Montara Beach and Lighthouse due west, and the gentle curve of Half Moon Bay visible beyond the curve of the hill to the south. The land behind him was protected, in part by the Coastal Commission and in part by the Fish and Game Refuge; a carefully guarded wilderness that guaranteed Giles’ privacy as part of its survival.


The house had been designed by Robert Canfield. It was elegantly simple—three stories stepped back from each other, leaning against the rise of the hill. There were two wide decks overlooking the Pacific. At the back of the third floor, behind the master bedroom, was a small Japanese garden and a stand of seventeen young redwoods. The two acres the house stood on were Giles’, also, and his most persistent worry was how to keep the poison oak and blackberries from taking over completely. Last year his gardener had planted rhododendrons to flank the driveway, which ended on the shady north side of the house, but these had yet to reach their full size, and so they were spindly and sparse, though a few of them still had huge claret-colored blooms.


As he stepped into the foyer, he thought again that perhaps he should have a dog to guard the house and keep him company. But as always, the thought was fleeting. He reminded himself that he did not have time to give to a pet, and that it wouldn’t be fair to subject an animal to deliberate neglect.


The living room was large, the windows covered at the moment with heavy draperies. The walls were natural redwood. Giles had a small collection of paintings, each lovingly selected. The room was comfortable, with low, plump sofas and cozy chairs. With a little effort Giles resisted the urge to drop into one of the chairs and close his eyes. Beyond the living room were two good-sized bedrooms and a bath, ostensibly for children, but used only on those rare occasions when Giles had guests. There was also a recreation room that gave entrance onto the carport. Giles used both the recreation room and the carport for storage.


The kitchen and dining room, along with his library and study, were on the second level. Giles went up the wide, uncarpeted stairs slowly. He was vaguely aware that he should eat, but also doubted that there was much in the refrigerator to attract him. He was too tired to drive into Princeton-By-The-Sea or back to Pacifica for a meal. In the kitchen he looked into his shelves, found some packaged soup and some cocktail crackers. He told himself that he really ought to take the time to do some serious food shopping, but he could not face that prospect with any enthusiasm.


He made a meal of the soup and some cheddar cheese he found in the butter compartment of the refrigerator. He wanted some wine to perk up this dismal fare, but the only bottle in the house was one of ‘66 Heitz Pinot Chardonnay, and much too splendid a vintage to be wasted on such a terrible supper. He sat in the breakfast nook, a lovely little room with a skylight in the roof and glass on three sides that overlooked the woodsy drop down to San Vincente Creek. Only the flicker of an owl drifting past the window caused Giles to raise his head.


After washing his supper dishes, he went back to the living room and turned on the television. Nothing seemed to catch his interest, not even KQED’s current selection of Masterpiece Theater. In less than five minutes he had turned off the set, and eventually he dozed off in one of the comfortable chairs, a book by his side and yesterday’s newspaper open in his lap.


Sometime very late he awakened, looked dazedly around, and then reached to massage the kink in his neck. He decided that the discomfort had awakened him, although he had a fleeting impression of a terrible dream in which an ancient stone church had collapsed on him. None of the various interpretations he gave the dream pleased him. Perhaps Hugh Audley was right and he was on the brink of some predictable mid-life crisis. The statistics certainly said so. He went upstairs to the third floor, promising himself a long hot bath to ease the knots out of his muscles.
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The restaurant Prentiss had chosen was justly famous. Its decor was elegant but subdued, the menu excellent and the service remarkable for its very unobtrusiveness. Even Giles, who rarely paid attention to food, liked what he ate and knew it was of superior quality.


After the salad and before the dessert, Prentiss at last got down to business. “Now, about Mrs. Schoenfeld …”


Giles laid his fork aside, waiting.


“I realize that this request is somewhat irregular. And I do remember how much you dislike this sort of thing, no matter what you’ve said in disclaimer.” He smiled and leaned forward. Giles remembered the way Prentiss had always had that knack. “But this is a special case, because of the nature of my research. I hope you’ll understand my position. And do, please, Giles, be frank with me.” Prentiss was a tall, square man with a touch of the bluff heartiness that was usually associated with English country squires. In his case the effect was modified somewhat by his professorial look. He had a reputation for being charismatic.


“This has really been an excellent meal, Prentiss, and I’ve enjoyed talking about the old days”—Giles never referred to England as home now, unlike many others he knew—“but if this was for the protection of the patient, believe me, it was unnecessary.”


Prentiss nodded heavily. “Of course. It’s so damned unpleasant, having a thing like this happen after such promise. And I do feel myself so …”


“Helpless?” Giles suggested, having felt that way himself a great many times. “It’s not uncommon, particularly in cases of this sort.”


“Not helpless. Not that,” Pretatiss said in swift denial. “But I am all at sea. I’ve no idea what I’m dealing with, don’t you know? and I hate to blunder about in the dark.” Again he gave his wide, charming smile. “It’s true, even though it’s one hell of a mixed metaphor.” Then quickly he altered his manner and was intently serious. “I don’t want to do anything that might make it worse for Mrs. Schoenfeld. She’s a remarkable woman, an amazing woman. To think that she might suffer because of what we’ve done with her …”


“I trust you’ll tell me what that is,” Giles said, prompting gently.


“I’ll explain, of course. But I want you to know that she’s taking all of this very well. I know that she’s very frightened. But she hasn’t allowed her fear to paralyze her.”


“Good,” Giles said, staring unseeing at his plate.


“We’ve had a certain number of tests run on her already. I’ve arranged for them to be made available to you. They should be in your hands on Monday. I was hoping you might be able to see her early next week. Tuesday or Wednesday, if possible.”


Where there was trouble with the brain, Giles knew that it was important to act quickly. “If I have the test results on Monday, I’d want to see her on Tuesday. We’d want a day of observation, and then our own tests on Wednesday. Can this be arranged?”


“I’m certain it can.” Prentiss was completely sure of himself.


“You mentioned that she is a widow, with one child. Is there anyone the child can stay with? I don’t want Mrs. Schoenfeld having any more anxiety than absolutely necessary.”


Prentiss drank the last of his wine. “No problem there. She lives with an aunt of hers. The boy will be looked after very well. He’s quite fond of the aunt, and she’s a sensible woman. Not the flighty type. She’s been very helpful through all this.”


Inwardly Giles hoped that the aunt would continue to be helpful. He had an uneasy feeling about the whole case, and Prentiss’ unorthodox procedures had added to that sense. “I will want to talk to this aunt if the tests turn up anything positive.”


“Of course.” Prentiss let the waiter remove the two butter plates. “We’ll have coffee and brandy?” He looked at Giles for confirmation. “And the chefs special torte.”


“I’m sorry, sir,” the waiter said as if he were informing Prentiss of a calamity. “We’re out of that. May I recommend the timbale Grand Marnier?”


Prentiss shrugged. “Certainly.” He waved the waiteir away and gave his attention to Giles once again. “You’ll see Mrs. Schoenfeld before the tests are run?”


Giles recalled that Prentiss had always been slightly overbearing, and had long since learned to accommodate himself to this whenever possible. “I’ll try. I want to see her test results that you’ve got before I make up my mind. I’ll arrange the admission with my office at the hospital. Call tomorrow morning for confirmation.”


“Thank goodness.” Prentiss sighed.


“Why?” Giles asked, sincerely interested. “What is it about this woman that you’re taking such pains for her? Are you involved with her?” He moved his hand aside as the waiter put cream-filled pastry shells covered with caramel handles before each of them.


“I suppose you might say that I am involved with her,” Prentiss said thoughtfully. “Not physically, if that’s what you mean. But you see, ever since her first … attack, I’ve felt that I was responsible for it, somehow.” This uncertainty was most unlike Prentiss.


“Why?” Giles ignored the dessert.


“She’s part of my program. She came into the ESP program last fall, as part of her master’s studies. She was doing her work on external influences and deviant behavior, and thought the ESP lab might have an angle worth following.” He scowled suddenly. “She agreed to be a subject for some of our experiments. During those experiments, we found out that she’s an exceptionally gifted subject—card predictions of more than eighty-percent accuracy, very nearly consistently. That’s damned impressive.”


“Indeed.” Giles stifled the urge to ask for more information. If he needed it, he would get it later. Now he knew it was important to let Prentiss talk, and to search for clues.


“Of course, the statistics against that sort of thing are quite astronomical,” Prentiss said, assuming an air of complacency. “We’ve had other good subjects in our study group, but Mrs. Schoenfeld is in a class all by herself.” As if to buy time, Prentiss picked up his fork. “You should have your dessert. It’s really quite good.”


Giles covered his disappointment, and did as he was told. Prentiss was right—it was very good. He longed to ask more about Mrs. Schoenfeld, who was suddenly very interesting. He began to understand why Prentiss had been so irregular in his manner of request for help. “And the attacks? When did they start?”


Prentiss didn’t answer immediately. “After we began our experiments.”


It was not unexpected, but Giles was still unsatisfied. “Tell me some more about her, will you?”


Again Prentiss hesitated. “You mean about the ESP?”


“Preferably.” Although Giles finished his dessert while Prentiss talked, the fine pastry and its rich filling had no taste for him: his attention was on his old friend’s words.


“At first she gave tests, you know, to gather information. Then she decided she ought to try being a receiver, for more information. She admitted that there were times when she ‘knew things’ without knowing how. Well, that’s damned common. Almost everyone does, but we get trained early to filter it out. But we agreed. It was one more sample.” He stopped, and chose his words with more precision as he went on. “So we did a few tests with Zenner cards—you know, the cross, the triangle, the star, the wavy lines, that lot?”


“I’ve seen them.”


“She ran the first test at seventy-two-percent accuracy. We were … well, we were so amazed that we didn’t believe it. We did another test, with another pack of cards and another partner. The results were different, it was true. She was up to seventy-seven percent.” He broke off again, and ate the rest of his dessert in quick, large bites.


Giles refused to let his excitement show. “What kind of controls did you have on her?”


“Oh, we’re careful. Man, you better believe that we’re careful. I’ll show you the control system sometime. But we’ve checked her out so thoroughly. And now this!”


“The poor woman.” Giles shook his head, pushing the last of his dessert aside.


Prentiss looked startled. “Poor woman? Oh, yes, that goes without saying. But don’t you realize what it could mean if it turns out that she has a tumor, or other disease? I can’t believe that ESP phenomena are the result of brain dysfunction. I can’t and I won’t!” There was a stern set to his jaw that Giles had seen many times before. “Don’t you understand what that woman can do? We have to save her.”


Giles smiled ironically at the we. “I’ll try. You know I’ll try. I’ll admit that I’m curious about this too, if she can do the things you say she can.” He muttered a thanks to the waiter who had brought coffee to their table. “But what if it is a matter of … oh, a tumor? What then?”


“But it isn’t.” Prentiss said it with finality. “Someone with a talent like that … It makes as much sense to say that Mozart was the result of brain dysfunction.” He drank some of the dark, bitter coffee. “Think of what could be done with that power. If she could channel it, develop it. Think what it could mean. In the proper hands, her impact would be enormous.”


“But what would it do to her?” Giles hadn’t meant to ask the question aloud, but he was startled at the force of Prentiss’ reaction.


“That is beside the point! A talent like she’s got, it can’t be wasted. It’s too important!” His voice had risen so that three diners at a neighboring table looked at them, mildly offended. This was a place of soft voices and good manners. Prentiss broke off and nodded in a conciliatory way toward the others, then turned to Giles once more. “She’s got to be saved. Think about it, Giles. Do you remember, when we went up to Cambridge? That lecture we heard by Dr. Godarin? I know it was instrumental in my choice of studies. And it was in yours, too, I’d imagine. Up until that time, you hadn’t been that interested in the brain. You were more likely to go into orthopedic surgery than neurological. That opening statement of his: ‘The brain is not the mind.’ I’m still learning how true that is.”


After he drank the last of his coffee, Giles said, “Perhaps you’re right.”


“Godarin talked about some of the studies being done in Russia. He predicted that whoever held the key to the mind also held the key to everything else. Until Mrs. Schoenfeld arrived, I didn’t believe that there was such a key. Now I’m certain there is.” He picked up the brandy snifter the waiter had just set down and held it in his hand to warm it. “What she has now is a spectacular ability, but it has almost no focus, no direction.”


“And she has seizures and moments of amnesia,” Giles reminded him, feeling an unfamiliar welling of compassion within him. “Is she that sensitive all the time?”


“Um?” Prentiss was surprised by the question. “No, I don’t think so. She has strong flashes of intuition, and isolated bits of precognition, but nothing coherent yet. That’s what we’re working for.” He leaned back in his chair. “You don’t know how much I’m depending on you, Giles. This could be so big….”


Giles put down the sheaf of records and evaluations that had arrived by messenger almost two hours ago. It didn’t make sense. Mrs. Schoenfeld’s EMT brain scan was fine. There were one or two irregularities, but nothing significant, nothing that triggered his sense of alarm. The CT scan was inconclusive. There was certainly no evidence of a tumor or the sort of dysfunction that might be expected with her particular history. He went over the cerebral angiogram, reading the evaluation twice. Nagy was a good man; Giles had great respect for him, and if he said that there was nothing significant in the tests, then Giles was certain that the tests were indeed negative.


He put the records down abruptly. Perhaps he was looking at it the wrong way around. Given her behavior and her history, it might be very significant indeed that there were no indications of disease. Not physical disease. He reminded himself that Prentiss was an excellent psychologist, and if the woman were disturbed or psychotic, he must have realized it. As quickly as this thought crossed his mind, it was joined by another. Mrs. Schoenfeld was his particular prize. Where Prentiss Fellkirk would see psychosis in others, in Fayre Schoenfeld he would see it as part of her uncanny abilities.


He hesitated a moment, then picked up his phone. “Mrs. Houghton, will you get me Ferenc Nagy at St. Matis University Medical Center?”


“Of course, Dr. Todd.”


Giles waited, and in a moment there was the sound of Mrs. Houghton again. “I’m sorry, Dr. Todd, Dr. Nagy is in surgery at the moment. Shall I leave a message?”


“Yes,” he said slowly. “Tell him that I’ll call him at home tonight. Tell him it’s about a patient of his, one that Dr. Fellkirk brought to him.” He was far from satisfied by this change, but he accepted it. He knew his own schedule was difficult, and it was foolish to resent Ferenc Nagy for being equally busy.


“Very good, Dr. Todd,” Mrs. Houghton said, and hung up.


In the fifteen minutes Giles had before he met with his class for the morning, he once again reviewed the bewildering, negative test results on Mrs. Schoenfeld.


Giles had been ready to leave the hospital when an emergency was brought in from Daly City. The woman was old, and her strength remarkable under the circumstances. He and his usual operating team worked on her for three hours, but it was a losing battle from the start. Eventually, the old woman slipped away.


“Too bad,” Nancy Lindstrom said as they left the operating room.


“Yes,” Giles agreed, his voice tight with fatigue and a deep sense of futility.


“But she couldn’t have made it,” Nancy went on, clearly willing to accept the loss.


“Then why did you scrub for it? Why didn’t you just let her die?” Giles had taken her by the arm and it was only by the sudden stiffening of her muscles that he knew he was hurting her.


“Dr. Carey isn’t the only sadist around here,” Nancy said, and waited until Giles released her. “I scrubbed because it’s my job. That’s why. Any more questions, Dr. Todd?”


Giles had moved away from her. “No, no more questions.” He felt cold with despair, and that feeling did not leave him during the forty-minute drive back to Montara.


It was nearly eleven by the time Giles phoned Ferenc Nagy, and he felt almost guilty making the call. Nagy, he knew, was not a night person, and might well be asleep.


“Another ten minutes, and I was going to bed,” Nagy said as he recognized Giles’ voice. “I gather this is about Mrs. Schoenfeld?”


“Yes. I got your records on her today. What’s going on?” As was his habit, Giles had a pad of paper on the table beside him and three sharpened pencils waiting.


“Nothing, so far as the tests go,” Nagy said. “I can’t figure it out.”


“Perhaps it’s a case for a psychiatrist,” Giles suggested, listening carefully for Ferenc’s reaction.


“No, I don’t think so, not now. I did at first, but I’ve seen one of her seizures now, and whatever it is, it doesn’t look like any psychosis I’ve ever seen.”


“Then what does it look like?” Giles asked, the day’s buildup of frustration making him sharp. He held one of the pencils so tightly that it nearly broke.


“I don’t know. I’d be grateful to see your results. When you have an opinion, let me know.” He paused. “I’ll tell you something, Giles. When I watched that seizure, I was tempted to believe in possession, like some old peasant.”


“What do you mean?” Giles demanded.


“I don’t know. It was almost as if she wasn’t there anymore, and something or someone else was using her for a channel. It was the spookiest thing I’ve seen in twenty-three years of practice. I wish I knew what it was.”


“All the usual tests were run,” Giles said, more to himself than to Ferenc Nagy. “There’s no chemical evidence for schizophrenia, is there?”


This time Nagy was short with him. “No. I checked that out before we ran the EMT on her. No schizophrenia, or any other metabolic influence that we could detect.”


“No pituitary malfunction?” The chances were slight, but Giles was anxious for answers.


“No. Of course, there was no chance to do tests during her seizure. One of my students down here wanted to run tests on the pineal, but there was no way we could have.”


Giles nodded, accepting this for the moment. “Thanks, Ferenc. I appreciate your candor.”


On the other end of the line, Ferenc Nagy laughed. “What candor? I’m as baffled as you are. I only hope that you come up with a lucky guess, because for the life of me, I haven’t the least notion what’s wrong with Mrs. Schoenfeld.”


“I’ll try to find out,” Giles promised him.


“Good. Keep me posted.”


“I’ll be glad to.” He was ready to hang up.


“Giles, good luck.” Ferenc’s tone was sincere. “In a case like Mrs. Schoenfeld’s, she needs your luck.”


To his surprise, Giles was touched by Ferenc’s good wishes. “Thanks. Truly.”


“Anytime. Good night.” Without waiting for a response from Giles, Ferenc Nagy hung up.


It was only then that Giles realized he hadn’t made any notes. The pencil between his fingers was cracked where he had pressed it earlier, but there was nothing on the notepad in front of him. He thought back over the conversation, thinking to put down a few of Ferenc’s remarks, but as he called his colleague’s words to mind, he knew that he would not have to make notes. This time he remembered every comment with stark clarity.


Sometime after midnight when Giles told himself firmly he ought to be in bed asleep, he wandered out onto the balcony off his bedroom. He had pulled on a terry-cloth robe, but the night wind off the ocean raised gooseflesh as it touched his skin. The moon was almost full and it rode in a clear sky. There were few trees on the hills near the ocean, but a thick scrub grew there and in the pale light took on the appearance of nubbly carpeting. Giles walked to the edge of the balcony and leaned on the rail there. The darkness tugged at him, and the immensity of the tarnished ocean flecked with spume and moonlight. Two bright lights marked the runway of the tiny airport at Half Moon Bay, and there were occasional lights in the houses farther down the hill, but they were trivial against the magnificent canopy of night.


He turned around and leaned back against the rail, supporting himself on his elbows. Now there was only the line of his house dwarfed by the rise of Montara Mountain behind it. Involuntarily his eyes strayed to the curtained windows beside his bedroom. That was a room he entered rarely now. The piano must be sadly out of tune, he thought. He used to enjoy playing so much, and knew that he played well. For a moment he heard the C-sharp melody of the second Schumann Papillon in his mind. Perhaps he would give Tom Baker a call and ask him to come out next week to get the piano back into shape.


The wind increased and Giles felt chilled. He remembered that he had to see Mrs. Schoenfeld in the morning, and if he didn’t get some sleep, he would be no good to anyone. Slowly he went across the balcony, no longer seeing the night, and returned to his bedroom.


Mrs. Houghton looked up as Giles moved toward his office. “Mrs. Schoenfeld has checked in, Dr. Todd. She arrived at nine this morning.” There was an unstated criticism in her voice, implying that if patients could brave the commute traffic, so could the doctors.


“Good. I’ll want to see her in half an hour. Right now, will you see if Hugh Audley is in the building? I’ve just come from Mr. Crocker’s room, and he wants very much to talk to Hugh. He refused to have him paged. So it might be better if you call around to the other floors and find out where he is.”


There was a slight softening in Mrs. Houghton’s iron face. “Very well, Dr. Todd.” She reached into the neat stacks on her well-organized desk. “Here’s the admission information. The lab is doing a blood workup on her right now.”


Since this was what Giles had requested, he gave no response. “And call Dr. Carey for me, will you?” In answer to the condemning expression she assumed, Giles said, “One of my students needs to talk to an endocrinologist. You will agree that Carey’s the best we’ve got?”


At once Mrs. Houghton’s face was wooden. “Of course, Dr. Todd.”


Giles was tempted to say more, feeling, inexplicably, that he ought to explain himself. But Mrs. Houghton was plainly not interested in what he had to say, and he had never developed that casual attitude toward sharing personal convictions which seemed so prevalent among Californians. He went into his office. There were several other matters he had to attend to before he could see Mrs. Schoenfeld.
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