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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.


      
      
      INTRODUCTION

      
      An attempt to clear up some of the confusion of a bibliographical nature concerning the book you are about to read:
      

      
      In May 1963 I wrote a novel called Regan’s Planet, about the events leading up to the opening of the 1992 Columbian Exposition. It was published the following year as a paperback
         original by a firm then known as Pyramid Books.
      

      
      Regan’s Planet is not the book you now hold in your hands.
      

      
      In May 1968 I wrote a novel called World’s Fair, 1992, about the adventures of a young man named Bill Hastings who has won a job at the Mars Pavilion of the 1992 Columbian Exposition,
         which happens to be taking place on a space satellite in orbit around the Earth. It was published the following year in hard covers by a company in Chicago called Follett.
      

      
      World’s Fair, 1992, which is the book to which this introduction is appended, is a different book from Regan’s Planet. That is to say, it is not the same book as Regan’s Planet. It is quite another book entirely. It contains many of the same words as Regan’s Planet, but they are generally arranged in a different order. Perhaps the confusion arose because there is a relationship between the two books: they both concern the 1992 World’s Fair. But they are about different people and different
         events, and they are written with different sentences. One can describe the relationship between the two books in these terms:
      

      
      World’s Fair, 1992 is the sequel to Regan’s Planet.
      

      
      I explain all this with such elaborate insistence because I know of nobody, neither bookseller nor bibliophile nor reader,
         who has managed to keep all this straight in his mind for any great length of time. Probably one reason for this is that these
         are two of my most obscure books; the Pyramid edition of Regan’s Planet had a newsstand existence of about four months and was never reprinted, and the large, handsome Follett edition of World’s Fair, 1992 had an equally ephemeral life some years later and is now a collector’s item of considerable value. So perhaps very few people
         have held the two books side by side and been able to perceive that they were, in fact, individual entities, rather than the
         same book published under two different titles.
      

      
      Regan’s Planet, by the way, is going to stay obscure. It has not been included in any of the recent large-scale reissues of my early novels,
         and, unless some antiquarian book house wants to reprint it by way of taking a breather from George Griffith and Victor Rousseau,
         it’s not going to be brought back to life. Not that it’s such a terrible book. In the Silverberg canon I would rank it, say, as inferior to
         Shadrach in the Furnace and Dying Inside, and maybe even a few notches beneath Tower of Glass and Downward to the Earth, but it’s by no means an absolute stinker. It’s a light, fairly fast-moving thing about a clever financier named Regan who
         comes up with the billions of dollars necessary to pay for the construction of a gigantic space satellite aboard which the
         1992 World’s Fair will be held, and it’s full of neat financial gimmicks and slick bits of plotting legerdemain. However,
         it’s also hopelessly out-of-date.
      

      
      The trouble with writing books in 1963 about the events of 1990–92 is that you have to deal, in some fashion, with the events
         of 1964–89, in order to explain how the world you are describing got to be the way it is. So a good deal of the background
         of Regan’s Planet deals with such matters as Kennedy’s famous meeting with Castro, which never took place and which indeed could not even get
         deleted from the text of the book, although Kennedy was assassinated in the ten months between completion of the manuscript
         and publication. I talk of the victory of President Delafield and the American Conservative Party in the elections of 1972;
         according to my almanac, that did not actually happen. I speak of the Boom of ’73, the Panic of ’76, and the fundamental reorganization
         of the American capitalist system that took place in the late 1970s. That is to say, the book is an antique. Like 100% of
         the science fiction novels dealing with events of the 1970s that were written in 1963 or earlier, it fails completely to forecast
         the actual course of events, and therefore much of the book would be puzzling to the casual newsstand reader who, although
         he may not remember the name of the man who was elected in 1972 (hint: initials are R.M.N.) is at least fairly sure that it wasn’t some guy named Delafield. I might have
         chosen to reissue the book with a preface explaining that it takes place in a parallel universe, or I might have asked the
         reader to offer indulgence for an out-of-date text, but it seemed simpler just to let Regan’s Planet remain parked in oblivion.
      

      
      World’s Fair, 1992, though, doesn’t suffer from the same problems. I have not re-read it for this edition, but I’m fairly sure that it
         skips neatly over most of the background material that has torpedoed Regan’s Planet, and moves right on to explore the world of 1992. So it can be approached on its own terms, which are basically those of
         a straightforward, mildly Heinleinesque adventure story. It is not a heavyweight job like my Son of Man or Book of Skulls. It is basically what they used to call, in the book world, a “juvenile”—meaning that it’s short on sex, sadism, and five-syllable
         words, and is meant primarily for readers in the 12–16 age group. Of course, the Heinlein juvenile novels turned out to appeal
         to a lot of readers older than 16, and so did those by Andre Norton, and so did some of mine, which is why World’s Fair, 1992 is getting a new lease on life with this edition. I don’t recall it as being especially profound or literary, but it is full of amiable inventiveness, and there is a certain genial innocence about it that, I hope, makes it fun to read. Don’t
         worry about such things as that Russian manned mission to Mars in the 1970s that you will encounter in Chapter Four: everybody’s
         crystal ball has a few cloudy spots in it. Just go soaring along with Bill Hastings to the snowy wastes of Pluto and have
         a good time. And if you really want to know how it came to pass that the 1992 World’s Fair took place aboard a space satellite,
         ask your local rare paperback pusher to dig up an antique called Regan’s Planet, by R. Silverberg, for you. The first half of the story’s in that one. Even though your local rare paperback pusher will
         probably try to tell you that Regan’s Planet is just another name for the Silverberg book that was just reissued under the title of World’s Fair, 1992, don’t believe him. I tell you different. And I’m the one who knows.
      

      
      —Robert Silverberg

      Oakland, California

      February, 1982

   
      
      1

      
      fifty thousand miles up

      
      Against the night sky, the nearly completed World’s Fair Satellite gleamed like a shiny new penny. You could see it even with
         low-powered field glasses as it moved in its stately orbit around the Earth: a giant copper-hued globe, the biggest space
         satellite ever constructed. The Fair’s opening day—October 12, 1992—was only some six weeks away. And in very much less time
         than that, Bill Hastings was going to be up there to begin his year in space.
      

      
      From every loudspeaker in Denver Spaceport came the booming message: “Attention, passengers for Flight 100, Special Transit
         to the World’s Fair. Boarding has now begun. Please report to Ramp Nine immediately.”
      

      
      “That’s it,” Bill said. “Here I go!”

      
      He grinned tensely at his parents, his kid brother, and his sister. No one in the family had ever experienced a space blastoff before, not unless you counted ordinary sub-orbital rocket flights to Europe or Asia. He was going to score
         a Hastings First, and he felt just a little nervous about it. Bill tried to shrug the feeling away. He wasn’t going to the
         Moon, after all, or Mars. He was just making a short hop, only 50,000 miles up.
      

      
      In a solemn way he kissed his mother, shook his father’s hand, hugged his sister, gave his brother a light farewell tap on
         the point of his shoulder. The rituals of good-bye, timeworn, familiar. His mother had her rituals, too, telling him to be
         careful, to brush his teeth, to get plenty of sleep. Bill listened tolerantly. Those were the things a mother was supposed
         to say. His father had very little to say except good luck and good voyage; his sister, who was 22 and getting married at
         Christmas, was in a general glow of excitement, but not over him; his brother, who was 14, was so frankly envious of Bill’s
         trip that all he could say was, “I wish you could take me along.”
      

      
      He finished his good-byes and turned and sprinted toward the boarding ramp. A power loudspeaker drifting freely in the air
         above him repeated the announcement: time to board, time to board. All aboard for the World’s Fair!
      

      
      Bill had checked in two hours before. He had turned over his luggage—twenty kilos was what they let you take, same as on a
         Moon or Mars flight—and they had weighed him. “We won’t make any money on you,” the weigh-in man at the computer desk had
         said. Every kilo less of passenger that went aboard meant one kilo more of cargo that could be carried, and so the spaceline
         preferred to carry lightweights. Bill didn’t qualify for that category. At seventeen, he figured he had just about reached
         his full growth: a shade over six feet tall, a bit under 200 pounds heavy, with a close haircut.
      

      
      At the top of a boarding ramp stood a trim blonde stewardess carrying the passenger manifest.

      
      “Name, please?” she asked.

      
      “William Hastings.”

      
      “Hastings, Hastings, Hast—oh, yes. The contest winner.” She pointed to the security scanner. He put his wrist under it, and
         the place where they had stamped him blazed bright green. They were being very careful about who got up to the Fair before
         the official opening. Authorized personnel only; there were rumors that threats of sabotage had been made. The 1992 Columbian
         Exposition was not a universally popular enterprise.
      

      
      He went through the gate and at last entered the little ship that was to take him into space.

      
      The whole idea of celebrating the 500th anniversary of Columbus’ discovery of the New World aboard a space satellite had come
         into being only two years before—a last-minute brainstorm of the dynamic young financier, Claude Regan—and the special spaceline
         designed to carry fairgoers into orbit had literally been flung together overnight, as quickly as government safety regs would
         allow. The ships were double shells of aluminum, with rocket engines generating a few million pounds of thrust. The passengers
         had to huddle in flimsy hammocklike acceleration cradles instead of the handsome padded couches used now on flights to Mars.
         These were vessels of a minimum kind, planned for efficiency rather than comfort. Once the Fair opened, they would operate
         in endless shuttles, continually ferrying people to and from the satellite at fifty dollars a head, with time out only for
         necessary maintenance checkups.
      

      
      A stewardess took him to his cradle.

      
      He fumbled foolishly with his straps, and she said, “Is this your first blastoff?” Without waiting for his answer she strapped
         him in, tugged at the safety to make sure he was tightly secured, and said, “The idea is to relax and pretend you don’t have
         any bones at all. Let the acceleration push you around like jelly. The worst part is over fast.”
      

      
      There were about thirty people aboard the ship. Bill was a little surprised and even disappointed at that; in a funny way
         it seemed to cheapen his honor to see that so many others were also getting an advance look at the big show. But of course
         he knew that was silly; thousands of workmen had been up there more than a year, and the place had already been visited by
         any number of reporters, government officials, design consultants, and others.
      

      
      A huge man in a sleek metallic suit was ushered down the aisle to the passenger cradle right next to Bill’s. He was gigantic
         in every way, not exactly fat but certainly massive, and he grunted in discomfort as he slung himself with difficulty into
         a cradle barely big enough to receive him. “This isn’t a spaceship, it’s a tin can,” he muttered in a dark, deep, resonant,
         instantly recognizable voice. Bill let out an involuntary gasp of surprise. The voice was that of Roger Fancourt, the news
         commentator who did the eleven o’clock wrapup. And, yes, the face was Fancourt’s too, broad and strong, with alert eyes, full
         lips, dark brown skin. It had never occurred to Bill, in all the years he’d been watching Fancourt, that the famous commentator
         was so big a man. Even on their new wallscreen, with its life-size image, he had only seen Fancourt’s head and shoulders.
      

      
      It took some adjusting and squirming before Fancourt was properly settled in his cradle. Finally he leaned back and said to
         Bill. “The spaceline wanted me to pay for two tickets. The network screamed loud enough to be heard on Mars, just to save
         fifty bucks!” His booming laughter seemed to fill the cabin. “I’m Roger Fancourt. You from one of the news syndicates?”
      

      
      Overcome with awe, Bill stammered, “N-no, I—that is—it was an essay contest, you see—”

      
      “The high school thing?”

      
      “That’s it. I’m Bill Hastings. I won.”

      
      “Quite an honor, isn’t it? There must have been half a million entries.”

      
      “Well, actually, a million and a half,” Bill said.

      
      “And the theme—?”

      
      “Life on Other Worlds.”

      
      “Right. Slipped my mind.” The video man eyed Bill thoughtfully. “Well, is there? Aside from Mars, I mean.”

      
      “Your guess is as good as mine.”

      
      “You don’t mean that,” said Fancourt. “Obviously your guess is better than most, or you wouldn’t have won. Give me the scoop,
         Bill.”
      

      
      “What I said was—well, that life probably exists in a lot of places in the Solar System, but not on very many of the planets.
         So far we know of life on just one world that we’ve explored—Mars.”
      

      
      “Two,” said Fancourt.

      
      “Two?”

      
      “I understand there are living creatures on Earth as well.”

      
      Bill chuckled, but he wasn’t very amused. “Yes,” he said. “But we’ve been to Mercury, and there’s nothing alive there—too close to the sun. And Venus is too hot, too poisonous. Now, we haven’t actually made a manned landing on any
         planet farther out than Mars, but we’ve sent probes and atmospheric flybys and such, and we have a good idea of what they’re
         like. We know that the atmosphere of Jupiter is a soup of methane and ammonia thousands of miles deep, and that Saturn’s not
         dense enough for anything more than ocean life, if there are oceans there, and the same with Neptune, and that Uranus doesn’t
         look promising either. But in my contest entry I tried to show that we’re likely to find living things on many of the bigger
         moons of the system, like Titan and Ganymede. And also on Pluto.”
      

      
      “Pluto?” Fancourt said. “I thought everybody agrees that Pluto’s too cold, too far from the sun.”

      
      “That’s right. Everybody agrees. That’s exactly how I won my prize: by looking at the known scientific facts about Pluto,
         and working up a theory that seemed to go against those facts, but which actually made a kind of sense. That’s what the judges
         were looking for, I guess. Anybody could toss back to them the latest stuff from Space Authority reports, but to stand the
         facts on their heads, and to do it convincingly, that’s what the judges were after.”
      

      
      Fancourt said, “Can you put your Pluto theory into words of one syllable for the benefit of an unscientific type like me?”

      
      Bill took a deep breath. “It depends mainly on the idea that on a low-temperature world like Pluto—”

      
      A brassy voice said over the ship’s audio outlets, “Prepare for blastoff! Prepare for blastoff!” A warning gong began to ring.
         The ground personnel left the ship. On these flights the budget provided for a crew of just two, pilot and co-pilot. Stewardesses did not remain on board for blastoff.
         It was too expensive to ferry hired hands back and forth.
      

      
      Now the ship was sealed. The seconds ticked away. Bill waited, swaying gently in the hammocklike acceleration cradle. He was
         annoyed to feel beads of sweat forming on his forehead and trickling down into his brows.
      

      
      The gong cut off. In the command cabin on top of the ship, the pilot was probably transferring control to the navigation computer
         and settling into his own cradle.
      

      
      The moment of lift arrived. The ship groaned and lurched as it sprang upward from the launching pad.

      
      Bill went tense and sucked in breath as gravity clawed at him. Five, six, seven G’s hit him in a hurry. His face distorted
         under the strain. Two years ago he’d gone to Japan with his family, and they had taken the polar rocket, but the acceleration
         there had never gone above three G’s. Now it seemed as though a suit of armor, several sizes too small, had been clamped about
         his body.
      

      
      But the sensation was only momentary. It was too expensive, and too rough on the passengers, to push the acceleration any
         higher. The people aboard these World’s Fair shuttles wouldn’t be trained astronauts. They’d be just folks—though of course
         they would all need medical certificates testifying that they could stand up to seven-G acceleration. This was one world’s
         fair where the wheelchair brigade would simply have to stay home.
      

      
      Bill remembered what the stewardess had advised, and tried to go limp instead of fighting the acceleration. Quickly, though,
         the pull diminished. The engines cut out altogether as the ship reached orbital velocity. Bill had experienced no-grav before, on his sub-orbital trips, but he had never really grown accustomed to the feeling of weightlessness.
         He more than half expected his liver to come floating up into his throat.
      

      
      “That’s it,” Roger Fancourt said briskly. “Now we coast. This your first flight, eh?”

      
      “Is it that obvious?”

      
      “It always is. Feel like telling me some more about your Pluto idea?”

      
      “A little later, maybe,” Bill said. “I don’t think my brain works so well in no-grav.”

      
      They drifted through the darkness. Bill had no porthole to view by—another economy measure—and so all he could do was slump
         back in the cradle, relax, wait.
      

      
      Hardly any time at all had elapsed. It was faster to reach a space satellite fifty thousand miles up than it was to drive
         from New York to Boston. The public relations firm handling promotion for the Fair kept hammering on that theme: just a short,
         easy hop, skip and jump from your nearest spaceport to the World’s Fair. There were millions of people who had never even
         considered taking a space journey; unless they could be coaxed aboard, the Fair would be a financial flop.
      

      
      There was still no awareness of motion. And then, briefly, there was: the blast of lateral jets as the ship matched orbits
         with the Fair Satellite. Bill listened tensely. It was all beginning to seem real to him for the first time—that he, out of
         all the high school seniors in the nation, had written the prizewinning essay, that he had been awarded a year to work at
         the Fair before he entered college, that at this moment he was aboard a ship hovering in the void far from Earth.
      

      
      He felt a second jolt as the starboard jets were fired. This rendezvous maneuver was the most time-consuming part of the whole
         journey; two objects moving in separate orbits at speeds of thousands of miles an hour had to be brought together in such
         a way that the airlock of one and the airlock of the other could be joined. A tricky maneuver, but standard in space technique.
         And, under the circumstances, it was the only possible way of getting Fair visitors inside the Fair. Just as for practical
         reasons it was impossible to equip passengers aboard short-haul jet airliners with parachutes, so, too, it was unthinkable
         to provide a spacesuit and the training to use it for everyone who came to the Fair. Professional spacemen could suit up and
         cross a rope ladder through space to get inside the Fair Satellite, but Earthlubbers would have to move from airlock to airlock
         without once leaving atmosphere.
      

      
      Now the ship and the Fair Satellite were joined. The locks hissed open. A new stewardess poked her head inside. “Everybody
         doing fine?” she called cheerily.
      

      
      We made it, Bill thought. He plucked at his straps, got out of the cradle, began to move uncertainly through the ship to the
         airlock. Gigantic Roger Fancourt, just behind him, said, “We have to talk about Pluto some time, don’t forget!”
      

      
      Bill stepped out into the home of the 1992 Columbian Exposition.

      
      It was an awesome sight. He found himself in a high vaulted chamber, brightly lit, walled on three sides and opening onto
         the airlock on the fourth. In the middle distance he saw workmen welding something, showering sparks about quite casually.
         Farther away, a giant crane was being inched into position. The bustle of construction work seemed to be everywhere. The shell of the Fair Satellite had been sealed months ago, and the atmosphere generators had
         been switched on, recycling air through the globe. The entire Satellite turned on its axis, so that centrifugal spin provided
         artificial gravity, at one G, to keep everybody comfortable. Bill had read how Claude Regan and other promoters had considered
         pegging the Fair Satellite at half-grav, to make every visitor feel more bouncy and lively, but nothing had come of the notion.
         A plan to halt the spin entirely every now and then to give everyone aboard a brief no-grav interlude had also been scrapped;
         it would have been too much trouble to tie down everything portable at such times.
      

      
      Bill wondered where he was supposed to go. No one was here to meet him, and once he had been checked off the passenger manifest
         he was left on his own. He hadn’t exactly been expecting a brass band, but it surprised him that the sponsors of the contest
         had left things dangling this way.
      

      
      After a few minutes he walked over to an official-looking sort and said, “Excuse me, but I’m the winner in the Life on Other
         Worlds contest, and—”
      

      
      “The what?”

      
      “The Life on Other Worlds contest. All high school seniors were eligible, and I won, and—”

      
      The man shrugged, “So?”

      
      “I’m here. Where do I go?”

      
      “Better check with the Press Pavilion.”

      
      Bill frowned. Then he caught sight of his luggage, coming off the conveyor. He grabbed the suitcase, whirled, and saw that
         even his not very informative informant had disappeared. Where’s the Press Pavilion, Bill wondered? In the distance he saw the towering figure of Roger Fan-court, and decided to follow him.
      

      
      It wasn’t quite the reception he had anticipated. But at least he was here—fifty thousand miles up, at the first orbiting
         World’s Fair the Solar System had ever known.
      

   
      
      2

      
      a slight case of chaos

      
      Somehow Bill had not expected the Fair to look this chaotic, so close to opening day.
      

      
      The globular Fair Satellite was divided into many levels for greater floor space, and the pavilions of the nations and the
         great corporations were rising in every part of the huge orbiter. Workmen shouted across echoing voids; cables trailed everywhere;
         booms and cranes, which had been assembled out here in space, swung in awesome majesty from one level to another.
      

      
      There was no sensation of actually being in space. The Earth-normal gravity, the standard atmosphere, the solidity of everything
         around, gave one the feeling of still being on Earth, and yet not really in any familiar place, for one was definitely inside
         something, some vast enclosed space.
      

      
      Bill saw hardly any portholes opening onto the blackness of space outside. Cutting down on the number of portholes reduced the chances of structural weakness in the shell of the Fair
         Satellite itself, and cut construction costs. All to the good, of course. Still more to the point was the fact that revenue
         could be produced from the almost total absence of windows.
      

      
      There were some windows—half a dozen of them, large panels of beryllium glass, widely spaced through the Fair. They were going
         to be operated as concessions. Anybody who wanted a peek at the starry void—and the promoters hoped that that would be just
         about everybody who came to the Fair—would have to hand over a half a dollar or so to enter a window area. Penny by penny,
         the Fair would somehow repay the gigantic investment that had been made in it.
      

      
      The publicity experts promoting the 1992 Columbian Exposition had seen to it that previous world’s fairs had been shown frequently
         on video: Expo 70, Expo 67, the 1964 New York show, even some ancient movie shots of the 1939 New York and 1933 Chicago fairs.
         Bill realized now that those fairs and this one had very little in common. The video spectaculars had dwelled heavily on the
         green meadows, the reflecting pools, the gay fountains, the tree-bordered malls, the gaudy pavilions, all the glittering architectural
         excitement. Here there were no malls, no trees, no meadows. A single fountain fed water endlessly into a pool, but there was
         none of the elaborate machinery that had marked the fountains of those other fairs. Nor were the pavilions the Arabian Nights
         structures of fantasy that had typified earlier expositions.
      

      
      Everything was simpler, here. Of course. This was a tiny world in space, and anything that was built here had to be built at mind-staggering expense. It was the Fair Satellite itself that was the big show here, not its contents. They
         had created something new, something the world had never seen before.
      

      
      Bill had lost sight of Roger Fancourt, but that hardly seemed to matter. He wandered on and on, fascinated, going from level
         to level, from pavilion to pavilion. Some of the pavilions appeared to be nearly ready; others looked as though they wouldn’t
         be able to open for many months. No one paid any attention to him.
      

      
      Cornering a workman, Bill asked where the Press Pavilion was, and received rapid-fire instructions: go down three levels,
         turn left, take a tunnel past the Atomics Pavilion, cross the footbridge over the thermonuclear display, go up one level,
         and make a few more turns and detours. About the time Bill began to think he was hopelessly lost he came unexpectedly on a
         glossy domed building labelled PRESS.
      

      
      This was one pavilion that did not look half-finished at all. Obviously it was one of the first that had gone up, since publicity
         was so important to the Fair. It was sleek and handsome outside and even more elegant within, with sponge-glass floors, drifting
         blobs of slave-light in several harmonious colors, and huge video screens on the wall to show every phase of the construction
         work simultaneously. Trim secretaries in the blue and green costumes of Fair employees rushed about, carrying stacks of computer
         tapes and filing cubes; along the back of the main room was a computer output rack where journalistic-looking men were tapping
         buttons and getting instantly-produced press releases from wall slots; a good many gentlemen of the press were relaxing in
         a lounge on a balcony level. Bill saw Roger Fancourt among them, dominating the group by sheer size.
      

      
      Feeling confused and out of place, Bill advanced into the center of the room and looked about for some likely office where
         he could present himself. There was no sign of any. Pretty girls with armloads of documents kept whizzing by, and he had no
         luck at all in getting anyone to notice him. “Excuse me, miss—” and “Please, miss, I—” and “Could you tell me, miss—” just
         didn’t seem to work in this busy place.
      

      
      So he had to resort to drastic means to get some attention. Actually, it was just an accident, but it produced the right result.
         Baffled, annoyed, uncomfortable, Bill decided to go up to the newsmen’s lounge and ask Roger Fancourt for help; he turned
         about suddenly and collided with one of the secretaries, who let out a shriek and went skittering to the floor.
      

      
      She was a dark-haired girl of about his own age who had been carrying a stack of tape reels so high that she had been holding
         them down with her chin. The reels erupted from her grasp and went flying all over the room. He helped her to her feet. Her
         eyes were blazing.
      

      
      “Idiot!” she snapped. “Why weren’t you looking where you were going?”

      
      “I wasn’t going anywhere,” Bill said mildly. “All I did was turn around. You ran into me, remember?”
      

      
      She snorted with fury and began to pick up her scattered reels. Bill knelt beside her to help and said, “As long as you’re
         out of orbit for a minute, maybe I can get a little information from you. I’m looking for the man in charge of the Life on
         Other Worlds Contest. My name’s Bill Hastings, and I’m—”

“—the winner!” the girl cried, gasping and letting all the reels she had picked up drop once more. “William Hastings of Denver! What on Earth are you doing here?”
      

      
      “Well, I thought the Press Pavilion might be a logical place to find somebody who knew—”

      
      “No, I mean what are you doing on the Fair Satellite?”

      
      “It’s the prize I won. A year working at the—”

      
      “Yes, yes, silly, but what are you doing here today? You aren’t supposed to show up until September 10! Mr. Palisander will absolutely foam over!”
      

      
      She snatched the reels he had collected from his hands and jammed them at another astonished secretary who happened to go
         by. Then, seizing him by the wrist, she began to pull him across the floor, barely giving him time to grab his suitcase. They
         headed for the computer wall in the back, then turned left; a section of the floor became a dropshaft as they stepped onto
         it, and Bill found himself sinking into some hidden level of the pavilion. “I’m Emily Blackman,” the girl told him as they
         descended. “Mr. Palisander’s assistant. Look, I’m sorry I called you an idiot, but I did hit the floor pretty hard, and one
         thing you’d better learn about me in a hurry is that I have a low boiling point. It’s my big character flaw.” She smiled for
         the first time.
      

      
      “Everyone’s entitled to one flaw, I guess,” Bill conceded. “Mine is a slight tendency not to know what’s going on about me.
         For example, who’s Mr. Palisander?”
      

      
      “Assistant Press Secretary for the Fair. He’s the man in charge of the contest you won.”

      
      Mr. Palisander turned out to be a suave, dapper little man with close-cropped red hair, a hairline mustache, and eyes of a
         curious not-quite-olive shade. He did not foam over at all, despite Emily’s prediction, at the news that his prizewinner had arrived ahead of time. He listened calmly to
         Bill’s story, asked to see his spaceliner ticket, pursed his lips, and picked up his phone. “Data line,” he said. That connected
         him to the Fair’s master computer. Mr. Palisander asked a few questions, nodded, scribbled some notes on a pad. When he looked
         up finally he said, “You can’t ever trust those machines, can you? The more human they make them sound on the telephone, the
         more mistakes they make. We requisitioned tickets for you for September 10, but the computer must have decided that was too
         late in the year for you to show. So it sent you tickets for September 3, without bothering to let us know about the change.
         My apologies, Hastings: we would have been set up better to receive you if we’d known you were coming. Welcome aboard, anyway.”
      

      
      “Glad to be here, sir.”

      
      “Have you seen much of the place yet?”

      
      “I took an unofficial tour when I got off the liner. But I don’t really know what I saw. I just wandered around.”

      
      “We’ll give you a better view of things before long. But I suppose the first step is to get you settled. You’ll be living
         in the dormitory on Underlevel Three, and of course you’ll be working at the Mars Pavilion, which is on Overlevel Five, and
         if you’ll allow me a moment I’ll make all the arrangements.” He reached for the phone again. “Emily, give Hastings Press Kit
         A, will you?”
      

      
      She took a bulky portfolio from a sliding panel and handed it to him. “This is the orientation kit for first-time visitors,”
         she explained. “It contains a tridim map, an info spread on each pavilion, a list of special events day by day at the Fair,
         and about a million other things, most of them absolutely useless. You can read it all in your spare time, if you ever get any.”
      

      
      Mr. Palisander put down the phone. “All set,” he announced. “Your bunk’s ready. Emily, take Hastings over to Underlevel Three
         and see that he finds the right room.”
      

      
      “But the statistical survey—”

      
      “Can wait.”

      
      “We had to arrange computer time a week in advance, Mr. Palisander! And he’s got a map, now! He ought to be able to find his
         own way to—”
      

      
      “Emily!”
      

      
      “Yes, Mr. Palisander.” The dark-haired girl looked sullen again. She glowered at Bill and said, “Let’s go, Mr. Prizewinner.
         I’ll show you to your bunk.”
      

      
      Bill had thought more of a fuss would be made over him. Last June, when the contest results had been announced, there had
         been newspaper interviews, video inserts, a special presentation at the commencement exercises, and more. But now he seemed
         to be nothing but extra furniture at the World’s Fair. He told himself that it didn’t matter, really. The important thing
         was that he was here.
      

      
      As they rose to the main level, he said “How long have you been working here?”

      
      “Three months,” Emily said. “I came up the day after graduation. From high school, that is.”

      
      “How’d you get the job?”

      
      “Political influence, same as everybody else. Except you, I guess. I’m the granddaughter of Senator Blackman of Connecticut.
         This place is absolutely overrun with the grandchildren of big shots.”
      

      
      “I’m not surprised,” Bill said. “I applied for a job here before I had any idea I had won the contest. I got back a form letter saying there was a waiting list of about 150,000 ahead
         of me, but that I’d be notified if anything opened up. I guess a job here is just about the most desirable in the world, right
         now.”
      

      
      Emily nodded. “It’s going to be a colossal show—if it lasts.”

      
      “What does that mean?”

      
      “Nothing much.” They were outside the Press Pavilion now. She said, “That ramp leads to the Overlevels, and this one to the
         Underlevels. There are ten of each. The level we’re on is in the middle. The biggest attractions are on Overlevel Five—the
         Hall of the Worlds and the Mars Pavilion. I don’t suppose you were up there while you were roaming around.”
      

      
      “I don’t think so.”

      
      “You’d know if you had been,” she said. “Here. Let me show you how to use your map.” She reached into his press kit and pulled
         out a plastic sphere about the size of his fist. Pointing to a socket alongside the Press Pavilion, she said, “About every
         hundred yards or so, throughout the Fair, we have a data output. If you want to know where you are, just plug your map into
         the socket, like this.” She released a pair of prongs at the base of the map and slid them into the socket. Instantly the
         sphere glowed brightly, and Bill saw that a level-by-level three-dimensional representation of the entire Fair was inscribed
         on and within it. “The red dot,” Emily says, “tells you where you are right now. You’ve got to look close, but you can make
         out the whole show, ramps and all. Come on, now.”
      

      
      They left the ramp at Underlevel Three and entered a part of the Fair that looked not at all glamorous: row after row of faceless squat buildings, packed together with no effort at graceful design. “Staff quarters,” Emily said. “Kitchens.
         Computer center. Maintenance department. This is the backstage part of the Fair. Not very pretty. They didn’t waste any money
         hiring fancy architects here. This is your dorm.”
      

      
      She indicated a long structure that ran from floor to ceiling of Underlevel Three.

      
      “There’s no admittance without a staff plate,” she said. “I’ll get you in on mine, now, but make sure you get your own first
         thing, or you’ll have problems.” As they approached the entrance to the dormitory she turned to face a scanner slot to the
         left of the door, displaying a polished opal-hued plate the size of a dime that was fastened to her blouse. Bill had taken
         it for a piece of jewelry, but now he saw it must be some kind of identification badge. It emitted a turquoise glow as the
         scanner beam struck it, and the door rolled silently open.
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