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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.
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Would you be happy! Harken, then, the way: Heed not tomorrow, heed not yesterday:


The magic words of life are Here and Now—O fools, that after some tomorrow stray.


Omar Khayyam paraphrased by Richard Le Gallienne





MICHAEL GRANT took up the dice again, rattled them lackadaisically and tossed them out onto the felt-covered table. They came up four and three.


“There’s another one,” he said.


Ferguson made a notation on his pad and shook his head. “No. Confound it, Grant, you’re trying for a one and a six, not just seven.”


“Oh, yeah,” Mick said. “Sorry. But what the hell’s the difference? Seven is seven, Doc.”


Ferguson said wearily, “I shouldn’t have to go into this again. The idea is that you’re concentrating on trying to roll a six and a one, not a four and a three. The former indicates success, the second is as much a failure as, ah, snake eyes. Try again, Grant.”


Mick took up the dice, jollied them around in his hand and tossed them out. A four and a five. He picked them up still again, as Ferguson made his notation.


Mick said, “Look, Doc, if I could roll sevens one after another, I wouldn’t be here. I’d be over in Common Europe where they still have casinos.” He let the dice go once more.


Ferguson, who wasn’t much older, if any, than Grant, laughed wryly. “It’s only one test among many. And, who knows? Perhaps it’s a latent power that we’ll bring out here. Then you can buy your ocean ticket.”


Mick picked up the dice again, after looking at his watch.


Ferguson said quizzically, “Back in your army days—you were in the army, weren’t you?”


“I was in the army.”


“How did your luck go when the crap game developed, came payday?”


Mick thought about it, shaking the dice absently. “I’ve never been much of a gambler, actually. I don’t have that sort of get-rich-by-luck dream, the kind that has you taking chances on the sweepstakes. But I did get into a game once in awhile. Come to think of it, I usually won. Not much, but some.”


“Why not much?”


Mick thought about it some more. “The way one old time gambler explained it, I was the type of crap shooter who couldn’t stand to win. I could stand to lose, but not to win. That is, when my luck was running, I didn’t believe it would last. Instead of doubling up, increasing my bets, riding the wave while I was hot, I’d expect the dice to go cold the next shake and bet accordingly.”


“A pessimist,” Ferguson laughed. He looked at the larger man, still quizzically. “Didn’t you ever have a hunch you were going to win, an urge to play it up because you knew you were going to win?”


Mick looked at him sourly, then tossed the dice once more. “As a matter of fact, yes. But I didn’t believe it.”


“The Cassandra syndrome,” Ferguson chuckled, marking down Mick’s throw.


“What’s that supposed to mean?” Mick said, picking up the cubes.


“She had the gift of prophesy,” Ferguson said, “but was also fated to have no one believe her. In your case, you don’t believe yourself.”


Mick said, “Look, what are we trying to prove, this time?” He idly tossed the dice.


“We’re just gathering data. Grant, as before. Believe me, art may be long, but science is longer. Fiction to the contrary, scientists don’t mull over a brainstorm for five minutes flat and them whomp up a super-duper space drive that enables them to build a ship in the backyard and flicker over to Aldeberan to interview the Bug-Eyed Monsters there.”


“Well, what kind of data are we gathering?”


The youngish doctor twisted his mouth. “Back when you were calling out what you expected to throw, or suspected you might throw, we were testing precognition. Now, when you are attempting to throw a one and six, each try, we are checking on your telekinetic powers.”


The big man grunted and threw again. “I thought that precognition deal was when I guessed the order of the cards, then afterward shuffled them and we checked to see how close the guess had come. Frankly, that’s the silliest one yet. How could I possibly guess their order and have it come up after shuffling them?”


Ferguson looked at him unhappily. “Grant, I suspect you haven’t much interest in Parapsychology. Obviously, the method is an attempt to check your abilities to look into the future. Surprisingly enough, mathematically your runs are unique.”


Mick picked up the dice again and wearily threw them.


His monitor was vexed. “The theory is, Grant, that you concentrate. That you try to throw your seven. It has been suggested that such highly successful crap players as the legendary Nick the Greek boosted their percentages by exercising an unrealized telekinesis predilection.”


“With a few thousand bucks there on the table in front of me, maybe I could put a little sweat into it too,” Mick said.


Doctor Theodore Ramsey, who was behind a desk on the other side of the laboratory, had been listening to their conversation for the past few minutes. Now he put down the stack of punched cards he had been checking and approached.


“It’s a point,” he said. “Perhaps a bit of self interest of a pecuniary nature might tend to up Mr. Grant’s run percentage.”


The ex-soldier snorted sourly. “That was the good old days, Doc.” He brought his credit card from the pocket of his jerkin. “But that’s the trouble with the Welfare State and the elimination of money. Nobody but I can spend my credit, nobody can steal it from me, and nobody can gamble it away from me or con me out of it. With my Inalienable Basic Bonds I’ve got security from the cradle to the grave—whether I want it or not.” He grunted. “Precious little security, but security.”


The newcomer looked at him mildly. “Down through the ages, Mr. Grant, man has concocted a good many laws to eliminate crime, but I have yet to become aware of one that couldn’t be, and wasn’t, circumvented. Stretching a point, and considering gambling a crime, of course.”


Both Ferguson and Grant scowled at him.


He brought forth an envelope from an inner pocket. “By chance, I happen to be carrying one share of Convertible Mutual Common with me.”


He took Ferguson’s notebook from his hand, turned to a blank page in the rear and tore it out. He handed the pad back to his colleague and tore the small paper up into eight pieces.


His long ascetic Lincolnesque face was expressionless as he said to Mick, “Very well, I shall give you one of these for each time you bring the dice up correctly. If you gain five of the eight, the share of Convertible is yours.”


Ferguson said, “Doctor Ramsey!”


Ramsey turned his mild gray eyes on the other. “My dear Doctor, the stock is mine, after all.”


“Yes, but … but …”


Mick looked at him. “You’re serious?”


“Most definitely, my dear Grant.”


“What do I lose, if I don’t make it?”


The smile was faint. “You lose the opportunity to add a share of Convertible Mutual Common to your portfolio, thus increasing your amount of, ummm, security, as you called it.”


“Holy Zen,” Ferguson muttered.


Mick reached for the dice.


“Roll a seven,” Ramsey commanded.


The former infantryman shook the dice until they rattled audibly. From a memory of childhood a phrase came up to him.


“Baby needs shoes,” he mumbled as he threw.


A six and a three.


He took them up again.


A one and a three.


And again.


Two sixes.


There were small blisters of sweat on his forehead. He wiped them away with the back of his left hand.


Doctor Ramsey said softly, but with an underlying strength there, “This time, try calling what you are about to roll.”


“Six!” Mick blurted and tossed them out.


Two threes.


“You made it the hard way,” Ferguson chuckled.


Doctor Ramsey tossed one of the slips of paper to the felt.


“Call it again,” he said.


“A trey!” Mick blurted.


Even as the dice rolled across the table, Ferguson said in disgust, “Are you insane? You’ll never make that.”


A two and a one.


Ramsey tossed out another paper.


“Again.”


“Seven!”


A two and a five.


Mick picked up the dice again. “This time a ten,” he growled.


Two fives.


The sweat was pouring down his face, and he breathed deeply, as though physically exhausted.


“Another six,” he whispered. He closed his eyes for a brief moment, his lips moving.


He threw. A one and a five.


Ramsey pursed his lips. “The share of stock is yours,” he said softly. He looked at Ferguson. “What are the percentages, Doctor?”


Ferguson was staring at him. “For guessing five out of eight throws?”


Ramsey shook his long ugly head. “Five out of five, my dear Doctor. The first three calls, which he failed, was an indication of lack of telekinetic prowess, but the last five, an unusual prophetic demonstration.”


“I’ll have to figure it out,” Ferguson said, a strange element in his voice.


Doctor Ramsey, with a fine sang-froid, took up the share of Convertible Mutual, brought forth a pocket stylo and signed it He handed the document to Mick Grant, who was leaning up against the dice table.


“You can take care of reregistering it,” Ramsey said mildly.


Mick Grant left the laboratory in a daze. In his inner jerkin pocket was the first share of Convertible Mutual Common he had ever owned. Simply added to his portfolio—he snorted amusement at the ostentatious term Ramsey had used, when applied to him, Michael Grant—it would mean …


Well, it would mean being able to maintain a decent hovercar rather than the prehistoric four wheel iron he was currently driving. Or it could mean a few fishing or hunting trips each year up into the Canadian States, or down into the Mexican or Central American ones. He had heard the fishing was fantastic off the coast of the State of Honduras.


Instead of using the yearly dividends, he could sell it outright and use the credit achieved for an idle year in Common Europe. It wasn’t out of the question to tour Common Europe, and the hell with its anti-American, anti-Soviet Complex, anti-foreigners in general, bias.


But he pulled himself up short on that one. He doubted if the foundation would allow him to drop his scholarship for a full year and then simply take it up again when he felt like it. He could check, though. They evidently gave you a lot of leeway.


He laughed inwardly, sourly. That bit must have really set old Ramsey back on his heels for once. Give the cloddy credit, he hadn’t blinked an eye. But, Holy Jumping Zen, it must’ve set him back on his heels.


What was the percentage?


Like Ramsey had told Ferguson, Mick had called five throws out of five. What did that parlay up to? There were twelve sides to a pair of dice. Just calling what you were going to throw one time would be—how would you figure it?—six times six. One chance out of 36? Yeah, but then what did it come to when you parlayed that up five times in a row? Did you just multiply it by five? One chance in, let’s see, one hundred and eighty of doing it? Well, not really that good, since there was more than one way of making each of the points he had called.


Zen! Old Ramsey must’ve had his work cut out maintaining that cool of his. And a full share of Convertible Mutual Common. A professor, even in as big a school as Earl University, didn’t toss around Convertible Common, not anybody with no more rank than a middle caste professor. Come to think of it, he didn’t even know if Doc Ramsey was a full professor. He didn’t know of any classes the other taught.


A girl came out of a door immediately before him and started down the hall in the same direction Mick was going. He took in the youthful swing of her body, beneath the student’s tunic.


He said, “Hi, Anna.”


She was in his Parapsychology 1 class, but the term was too newly under way for him to have become more than vaguely acquainted, even had that been his desire, and it wasn’t. Kids of college age weren’t his meat, there was a lack of sophistication that irritated him.


But even had they been, Anna Enesco wouldn’t have been his choice. She was a bitter pill, physical attractiveness aside. It came to him that he was probably also so regarded by his fellow students. He grunted self-deprecation. A hell of a lot he cared; he had it made.


Anna Enesco looked at him, her face characteristically expressionless.


“Hello, Grant,” she said. Then, as though in afterthought, “Have you volunteered for this ESP jetsam too?”


They were going the same way, there was no avoiding her company without being deliberately rude. At least, not until they got to the entry.


He said, “I’m an old army man. I never volunteer.”


She said, disinterestedly, “I thought you must have been in Doctor Ferguson’s laboratory.”


“I was. I didn’t say I wasn’t taking the tests, I said I didn’t volunteer.”


She looked at him from the sides of her dark eyes.


He said, in a tone of irritation, “I’m here on a foundation scholarship. It involves two requirements. One, that I take the courses in Parapsychology and second that I make myself available for the ESP tests they’ve been running in this school for yea and gone many years.”


Her voice held more interest “The Joshua Porsenna Foundation?”


“How’d you know?”


“I’ve got the same grant.”


He stopped and faced her. “I thought I was the only one. It’s not supposed to be much of a foundation.”


She was scowling too. “I used to think the same thing. That makes three of us.” To his obvious question, she said, “Kingsley Lund is on it also. I found out quite by accident.”


He grimaced his surprise. “Old Porsenna, whoever he was, must’ve been loaded. The way my scholarship goes. I could spend the rest of my life here, if I wanted.”


Her puzzled frown deepened. “And mine. Look, why did they pick you?”


“Me? I don’t know. I guess because I was sort of an alleged war hero, or some jetsam like that.”


Anna shook her head. “That can’t be it”


He said suddenly, “Look, let’s go get a beer. I’ve been wondering about this giveaway ever since Magruder gave me the fling.”


They went over to the student auto-cafe and took a table at the far end. It was in the mid-afternoon and there weren’t many present.


He put his credit card on the payment screen and dialed. She brought her card out too.


Mick said, “This is on me.”


She raised her dark eyebrows slightly.


Mick said, “I’m celebrating. I really got to Doc Ramsey today.”


“Ramsey?” she said. “He’s the only one in the department with a decent brain in his head.” It came out grudgingly.


Mick said, “You think so? I peg him as a holier than thou cloddy.”


She seemed annoyed but said nothing.


The table center sank down, returned again with the two glasses of beer. The heads were thin.


Mick growled, “They let you drink beer if your credit card number indicates you’re an adult, but they make it weak as … weak as milk.”


She took up her own glass, held it as a man might have in a pledge and said, “Thanks.” She took a sip and then said, “How do you mean you got to Doctor Ramsey?”


He chuckled satisfaction. “He bet me I couldn’t guess the roll of the dice five times out of eight.” He paused for effect and added, “Bet a share of Convertible Common.”


Her eyes widened and she made a moue. “Precognition test, eh?”


He shrugged. “I guess so. I take them, I don’t try to understand what’s going on.”


“That’s me too,” she said. “Kingsley Lund’s interested mostly in clairvoyance.”


He took a deep pull at the beer. “What’s you too?”


“Precognition. That’s my forte. Why I got the scholarship.”


He scowled at her. He was beginning to wonder why he had invited her over for the drink. Aside from the excitement brought on by his good luck, he wasn’t really particularly interested in giving this mopsy a fling—always assuming it was possible, and he doubted it. Anna Enesco was slated to wind up a prune-faced instructor of some unpopular subject, if he read her right. A born old maid, despite her basic attractiveness.


She said suddenly, “You’ve never heard of me, have you?”


“Should I have?”


She flushed and for a moment she was pretty, softening her bitter exterior. She said, “I was in the newspapers less than a year ago.”


“I don’t read the papers much. I hate propaganda. When all the news started being editorials, instead of news you were supposed to interpret for yourself, I called it quits.”


She said snappishly, “Don’t you care what’s going on in the country—and the world?”


“No.”


She closed her mouth and let her lips become a thin line.


She said finally, “Why did you invite me over for the beer?”


“You can go any time you want”


Her air was of exasperation now. “I know I can go when I wish. Why not answer my question?”


He said, “Because I had a vague curiosity about this drivel-happy scholarship we both seem to be on. But it’s fading by the minute.”


She took up her beer and finished half of what remained. Her attitude was that she would have put it all down, had it been in her capacity. Put it all down and resumed her way to her destination when she had met him. However, a scholarship student at Earl didn’t desert good beer.


He said, “What’d you mean when you said my war record wasn’t the reason I got this Porsenna Foundation thing?”


She shook her head. “There are a lot of war heroes kicking around. Why you?”


“I don’t know. Why you, for that matter?”


She colored again.


He said, “What’s all this about you being in the news?”


She thought about it for a while. Took some more of the beer, only a sip this time. She said, “All right, I’m as curious as you are. Listen.”


She hesitated a moment, then plowed into it. “To begin with, I’m a Romany.”


“A what?”


She was annoyed. “A Gypsy.”


“Oh,” he said. That accounted for her dark coloring, he supposed. And possibly her standoffishness. Weren’t the Gypsies supposed to stick together, only marry other Gypsies, something like the Jews and the Roman Catholics and all the others that supposedly stick together?


She went on. “The story is that the Romany originated in India, way back. I don’t know. My own people came from what’s now Rumania, in the Soviet Complex. So my parents told me. We were always wanderers, carny people.”


“Carny …?”


“Carnival,” she said, her voice irritated again. “Aren’t you up on idiom?”


“I’m up on army idiom. You know what being in the dill means?”


“No.”


“Well, let’s hope you never find out.”


They glared at each other for a moment, and for that moment  it looked as though she might change her mind and leave. But she didn’t.


She took a breath and went on. “Fortune tellers. My mother read cards and hands. That sort of thing. All dressed up in what was supposed to be Gypsy clothing.”


“All right,” he said. “Each man to his own racket. Everybody’s got to live. My family were plumbers, subdivision steamfitting.” He twisted his mouth. “You can imagine getting a job in that field these days,”


“Should I go on?”


“Sorry.”


Anna said, “Before I was ever born, of course, the circus and carnival went out. Nothing can compete with telly. Movies were bad enough. However, there were still things like State Fairs. My father used to run those little gambling concession booths. You possibly don’t know. If you won, you got a Kewpie doll or some other worthless trash. You didn’t win often. My mother had a fortune telling booth. Palmistry, cards, crystal ball.”


“I thought that was illegal.”


“In the old days, in some States it was, some not. But as the federal government got stronger and stronger with the coming of the Welfare State, they finally completely lowered the boom.”


“So …”


“So by the time I was old enough to be broken in, we were no longer gambling concession operators and fortune tellers. Dad became a nutritionist and mother a handwriting analyst.”


Mick looked at her blankly.


Anna said, “Dad would give a little talk about nutrition—he was strictly a meat and potatoes man, himself, actually—and the need to eat carrots and spinach and blackstrap molasses and so forth. Then he’d introduce a half dozen squeezers and carrot peelers and sell the whole batch for a five hundred percent markup over what he paid for them.”


“So that’s what a nutritionist is.”


She ignored him. “Mother had questionnaires printed up. Each customer had to fill in his questionnaire. Name, age, sex, marital status, profession, where born, and, at the bottom, the signature. Outside the booth the marks would line up …”


Mick looked at her.


“The suckers,” she amended. “They would line up, pay their two dollars—those were the days when we still used real dollars-and wait to have their handwriting analyzed.”


“Can handwriting truly be analyzed?” Mick said.


“It’s possible, but I’m not certain. If it can be, mother knew nothing about it. If she had known something about it, it probably would have interfered with her work. Actually, she did exactly what she had done before when she was reading palms. She sized up the marks across from her and told them a lot of gobbledygook that was actually meaningless and sent them off happy. Once in awhile a real winchell would come along and she’d take a chance and talk him into a crystal ball or card reading. She charged an extra five dollars for that”


Mick made a whistler’s mouth, but didn’t blow.


She snapped at him, “What harm was done? They were all sent away happy. If mother actually saw something unfortunate in their futures, she kept it to herself.”


His eyebrows went up.


She flushed and then bit out, “My mother was an old type Romany. She had bits of the old superstition hanging on still.”


“All right,” he said. “What skin is it off my nose? So finally you got old enough to be broken in. I suppose you took over the handwriting analysis.”


“Yes. Even at the age of twelve, I did better than mother. For some reason the marks want their Gypsies to be young. At twelve, I could pass for eighteen. Mother retired and took care of the trailer while Dad and I …”


“Took care of the marks,” Mick supplied.


“Yes. All right As time went by, it got harder and harder to make a go. As perpetual transients, we weren’t eligible in those days to apply for the Inalienable Basic Bonds that were supposedly the birthright of every American citizen.” Her face went cynical. “We were the last of the private enterprisers, I suppose.”


“Why didn’t you settle down?” Mick said reasonably.


She flared. “Because we were Romany.”


Mick looked at her and grunted amusement.


She said, “Dad couldn’t bear settling down. Mother probably wouldn’t have minded. We had to go through all sorts of curd to keep going. Dad got himself a couple of degrees from a diploma mill in Tennessee. I took a correspondence course in handwriting analysis from some bogus school in Chicago. Even after the federal credit cards came into universal use, we were able to continue as legitimate businesses. Instead of planking down cash, we had credit screens and our fees—we called them fees by this time—were deducted from their credit accounts and added to ours. We were being automated.”


Mick Grant realized that this girl had been through a great deal before she was actually out of childhood.


“All right,” he said. “It was getting tough to live the old way. It’s happened to a lot of people in this generation.”


She nodded. “To make ends meet, I had to take more and more chances. Do more and more undercover palm reading, that sort of thing. Fortune telling without the phoney cover of handwriting analysis. And, of course, I wasn’t fooling anybody. A couple of times the fuzz yoke …”


Mick looked at her.


“The bunco squad,” she said. “A few times they planted marks to catch me. Usually, I could spot them. When I did, I gave them the most sincere, sterile handwriting analysis I could. And then sent them on their way. By this time, Dad was too old to work, and I had both of them on my hands.”


He could see it coming. “But one day a member of the local bunco squad got to you.”


She shrugged. “He was truly competent. He looked like the cloddy to end all cloddies, flat as they come. I gave him the usual handwriting analysis and then suggested I read his palm. He was willing. I was halfway through when I realized he was fuzz yoke. He had me, and I knew he had me. He undoubtedly had a bug on him, taping the whole thing. It was a five year romp. Mother was sick. Dad was past seventy.


“By this time, he was grinning at me. He already had all the evidence he needed. So I … well, sort of flared up, and just to finish it off, I said, ‘I’m sorry to tell you this, but within three days you’ll be hit by an air cushion truck and killed.’ And I added, to make it all sillier still, ‘while helping an old lady across the street.’”


Mick was caught up now in spite of himself.


She took a deep breath. “So he hauled me in and charged me. And the reporters all came, including the telly newscasters, and made quite a big story of it. A humor story, of course. Fortune telling supposedly being on the antiquated side.”


“So that’s how you hit the newspapers,” Mick said.


She shook her head. “We’re not quite to it, yet. When I was released from detention, a few days later, Mr. Magruder, from the Joshua Porsenna Foundation, was on hand to offer me a Foundation scholarship here at Earl University.”


“Wait a minute. I missed something there. How come they released you?”


“No witness,” she said, looking into his eyes. “The only witness the prosecution had was killed by being hit by an air cushion truck.”


He stared at her.


“While helping an old lady across the street,” she finished.
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MICK GRANT looked at her unblinkingly for long moments before saying finally, “You mean it takes some coincidence like that before you rate a scholarship from the Porsenna Foundation?”


She said, “That’s one way of putting it. Now, tell me, Michael Grant, what was your own coincidence?”


He thought about it for a long time. Finally he shook his head. “I didn’t figure that was the reason the Foundation approached me.”


She waited.


Mick said finally, uncomfortably, “Look, I’m sorry I started all this.”


“All what?”


“Sorry I invited you for the drink and to talk things over. Look, Anna, I’m a loner. I don’t want to do anything, anything at all, that might make the Joshua Porsenna Foundation unhappy. I don’t want to get the reputation with them of prowling around the other holders of foundation scholarships asking questions and trying to figure out the workings of the outfit.”


“So,” she said. “I tell you my story, but you hold on to yours.”


“Sorry.”


She shrugged and wrinkled up her nose. “It’s not as important as all that. I was just curious. As I’m sure you are. But it’s not important.” She tilted her head to one side. “Why are you so afraid of rocking the boat? Didn’t you say you were a big war hero or something? I wouldn’t think you’d be afraid of anything.” She ran her eyes up and down his heavier than average frame, took in his craggy features. “You don’t look as though you scare easily.”


He grunted self-deprecation. “I scare awfully easy at one thing, friend. Didn’t I tell you my father was a steamfitter? Well, that’s me. Born into the union. But steamfitting’s antiquated, there are no steamfitters any more. Ordinarily, I’d be left with the Inalienable Basic Bonds that I was issued by our kindly Welfare State at birth. Just enough income to take me from the cradle to the grave without starving to death, getting an average education, having my health taken care of, finally being buried, before the bonds reverted to the government.”


She said, “You could get into something else where you could get a position and better your income.”


“Yeah, what? In these days of automation there’re five people for every job.”


“There’s education,” she said mildly. ‘There’re still positions in education.”


He grunted sourly. “With my background?” He shook his head. “Not after the years in Asia. It’s just not in me. I’d never hold down a teaching job, nor probably any other kind.


“No, I’ve got it made just as is. Besides my Inalienable Basic, the government gave me my military bonus. One more share of Inalienable. On top of that, I got my decoration and with it the award of another share. And then, crowning it all, that share of Convertible Mutual Common I won from Ramsey today. That puts me in a category enviable to most lower caste citizens of this our fair land, Anna. But that isn’t all. On top of that, along comes the Porsenna Foundation and lays on me enough to pay my tuition and for my mini-apartment. And I get that Foundation income as long as I remain in this university and abide by the Porsenna requirements.


“Why should I rock this boat?” Mick Grant raised his eyebrows. “How silly could I get? Why, between it all, I’ve got nearly the amount of shares to live like upper caste. So that’s the one thing that can scare me, friend. Rocking this boat. It’s raining beer and I love it.”


Anna came to her feet and looked down at him calculatingly.


“You mean to tell me that your ambition takes you no further than to hang onto this scholarship as long as the Foundation will carry you?”


“That’s exactly how far it takes me.”


She snorted. As she turned to leave she said contemptuously, “Thanks for the brew. See you around, Grant”


He sat, looking after her.


She had a superlative figure, he mused. Her skirt was conservative, almost halfway between knees and hips.


He had one other class that afternoon, and sat through it without hearing more than a few sentences of the lecture. It didn’t particularly matter. When he had first been told of his Foundation grant by Magruder, he had read with considerable care the wording of the scholarship. He was supposed to maintain an average schedule at Earl University, but by the wording, he need not achieve passing grades in any subject save Parapsychology. When and if he completed all the university had to offer in that subject, he was allowed to take graduate work under the tutorship of one of the professors prominent in the field.
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