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Al fred Bester. The Denvolished Man
Al fred Bester
The Denvol i shed Man

1951

Expl osi on! Concussion! The vault doors burst open. And deep i nside,
the nmoney is racked ready for pillage, rapine, loot. Wo's that? Wo's
inside the vault? Ch God! The Man Wth No Face! Looking. Loomi ng. Silent.
Horrible. Run... Run..

Run, or 1'll miss the Paris Pneumatique and that exquisite girl with
her flower face and figure of passion. There's time if | run. But that
isn't the Guard before the gate. Oh Christ! The Man Wth No Face. Looki ng.
Looming. Silent. Don't scream Stop scream ng..

But I'mnot screaming. |'msinging on a stage of sparkling marble
while the nusic soars and the lights burn. But there's no one out there in
the anphitheater. A great shadowed pit... enpty except for one spectator

Silent. Staring. Loonming. The Man Wth No Face.

And this time his scream had sound.

Ben Rei ch awoke.

He lay quietly in the hydropatl hic bed while his heart shuddered and
his eyes focused at randomon in the room simulating a calmhe could not
feel. The walls of green jade, the nightlight in the porcelain nandarin
whose head nodded intermnably if you touched him the nulti-clock that
radiated the tine of three planets and six satellites, the bed itself, a
crystal pool flowi ng with carbonated glycerine at ninety-nine point nine
Fahrenhei t.

The door opened softly and Jonas appeared in the gloom a shadow in
puce sl eeping suit, a shade with the face of a horse and the bearing of an
undert aker.

"Agai n?" Rei ch asked.

"Yes, M. Reich."

"Loud?"

"Very loud, sir. And terrified."

"God damm your jackass cars," Reich growed. "I'mnever afraid.”
"No, sir."

"Get out."

"Yes, sir. Good night, sir.

Rei ch shouted: "Jonas!"

The val et reappear ed.

"Sorry, Jonas."

"Quite all right, sir."

"It isn't all right," Reich charnmed himwith a snmle. "I"mtreating
you like a relative. | don't pay enough for the privilege."

"Ch no, sir."

"Next time | yell at you, yell right back. Wiy should | have all the
fun?"

"Ch, M. Reich..."

"Do that and you get a raise.” The snile again.

"That's all, Jonas. Thank you."

"Thank you, sir." The valet w thdrew

Rei ch arose fromthe bed and towel ed hinself before the cheval mrror,
practicing the smile. "Make your enenies by choice," he nuttered, "not by
accident." He stared at the reflection: the heavy shoul ders, narrow fl anks,
Il ong corded legs... the sleek head with w de eyes, chiseled nose, snal

Jonas stepped back and cl osed the door.

file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20Alfred%20-%20Demolished%20Man,%20The.txt (1 of 115) [1/19/03 3:58:01 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20A1fred%20-%20Demol i shed%20M an,%20T he.txt

sensitive nmouth scarred by inplacability.

"Why?" he asked. "I wouldn't change | ooks with the devil. | wouldn't
change places with God. Wy the scream ng?"

He put on a gown and gl anced at the clock, unaware that he was noting
the tine panorama of the solar systemw th an unconscious skill that woul d
have baffled his ancestors. The dials read:

A. D. 2301
VENUS EARTH MARS
Mean Sol ar Day 22 February 15 Duodecenber 35
Noon + 09 0205 Greenw ch 2220 Central Syrtis

MOON 10 GANYMEDE CALLI STO TI TAN TRI TON

2D3H 1D1H 6D8H 13D12H 15D3H 4D9H
(eclipsed) (transit)
Ni ght, noon, summer, winter... wi thout bothering to think, Reich could

have rattled off the tine and season for any neridian on any body in the
solar system Here in New York it was a bitter norning after a bitter night
of dream ng. He would give hinself a few m nutes of analysis with the Esper
psychi atri st he retained. The scream ng had to stop

"E for Esper," he nuttered. "Esper for Extra Sensory Perception... For
Tel epaths, M nd Readers, Brain Peepers. You'd think a m nd-readi ng doctor
could stop the scream ng. You'd think an Esper M D. would earn his nobney
and peep inside your head and stop the screamnmi ng. Those dammed m ndreaders
are supposed to be the greatest advance since Hono sapiens evolved. E for
Evol ution. Bastards! E for Exploitation!"

He yanked open the door, shaking with fury.

"But I'mnot afraid!'" he shouted. "I'mnever afraid."

He stepped down the corridor, clacking his sandals sharply on the
silver floor, ke-tat-ke-tat-ke-tat-ke-tat, indifferent to the slunber of
hi s house staff, unaware that this early norning skel etal clack awakened
twel ve hearts to hatred and dread. He thrust open the door of his analyst's
suite, entered and at once |ay down on the couch

Carson Breen, Esper Medical Doctor 2, was already awake and ready for
him As Reich's staff analyst he slept the "nurse's sleep” in which he
remai ned en rapport with his patient and could only be awakened by his
needs. That one scream had been enough for Breen. Now he was seated
al ongsi de the couch, elegant in enbroidered gown (his job paid twenty
thousand credits a year) and sharply alert (his enployer was generous but
demandi ng) .

"Co ahead, M. Reich."

"The Man Wth No Face again," Reich grow ed

"N ght mar es?"

"You | ousy bl ood-sucker, peep ne and find out. No. Sorry. Childish of

me. Yes, nightmares again. | was trying to rob a bank. Then | was trying to
catch a train. Then soneone was singing. Me, | think. I'"'mtrying to give
you the pictures best | can. | don't think I'mleaving anything out..."

There was a | ong pause. Finally Reich blurted: "Wl l? You peep anythi ng?"
"You persist that you cannot identify The Man Wth No Face, M.
Rei ch?"

"How can I? | never see it. Al | knowis..."
"I think you can. You sinply will not."
"Listen," Reich burst out in guilty rage. "I pay you twenty thousand.

If the best you can do is nake idiotic statenents..."

"Do you nmean that, M. Reich, or is it sinmply a part of the genera
anxi ety syndrone?"

"There is no anxiety," Reich shouted. "I'mnot afraid. |I'm never..."
He stopped hinself, realizing the inutility of ranting while the deft m nd
of the peeper searched underneath his overturning words. "You' re wong
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anyway," he said sulkily. "I don't know who it is. It's a Man Wth No Face.
That's all."

"You' ve been rejecting the essential points, M. Reich. You nust be
made to see them We'll try a little free association. Wthout words,

pl ease. Just think. Robbery..

"Jewel s - watches - diamonds - stocks - bonds - sovereigns -
counterfeiting - cash - bullion - dort..."

"What was that |ast again?"

"Slip of the mind. Meant to think bort... uncut, gem stones."

"I't was not a slip. It was a significant correction or, rather,
alteration. Let's continue. Pneumatique..."

"Long - car - conpartnents - air - conditioned... That doesn't make
sense. "

"It does, M. Reich. A phallic pun. Read "Heir' for “air' and you'l
see it. Continue, please."

"You peepers are too dammed smart. Let's see. Pneunatique... train -
underground - conpressed air - ultra sonic speed--- "W transport You Into
transports,' slogan of the---Wat the devil is the nane of that conpany?
Can't renmenber. Were'd the notion conme from anyway?"

"Fromthe pre-conscious, M. Reich. One nore trial and you'll begin to

under st and. Anphitheater..

"Seats - pits - balcony - boxes - stalls - horse stalls - Mrtian
horses - Martian Panpas..."

"And there you have it, M. Reich. Mars. In the past six nonths,
you' ve had ni nety-seven ni ghtmares about The Man Wth No Face. He's been
your constant eneny, frustrator, and inspirer of terror in dreans that

contain three conmmon denominators... Finance, Transportation, and Mars.
Over and over again... The Man Wth No Face, and Fi nance, Transportation,
and Mars."

"That doesn't nean anything to nme."

"I't nmust nean sonmething, M. Reich. You nust be able to identify this
terrifying figure. Wiy else would you attenpt to escape by rejecting his
face?"

"I"'mnot rejecting anything."

"I offer as further clues the altered word "Dort' and the forgotten
nane of the conpany that coined the slogan ~W Transport You Into---' "

"I tell you I don't know who it is." Reich arose abruptly fromthe
couch. "Your clues don't help. | can't make any identification."

"The Man Wth No Face does not fill you with fear because he's
facel ess. You know who he is. You hate himand fear him but you know who
he is."

"You're the peeper. You tell ne.

"There's a limt to my ability, M. Reich. | can read your nind no
deeper without help."

"What do you nean, help? You're the best EMD. | could hire. If..."

"You' re neither thinking nor nmeaning that, M. Reich. You deliberately
hired a 2nd C ass Esper in order to protect yourself in such an energency.
Now you' re paying the price of your caution. If you want the screaming to
stop, you'll have to consult one of the 1st Class nmen... Say, Augustus Tate
or Gart or Samuel @&ins..."

"Il think about it," Reich nuttered and turned to go. As he opened
the door, Breen called: "By the way... ~We Transport You Into Transports
is the slogan of the D Courtney Cartel. How does that tie in with the
alteration of “bort' to “dort'? Think it over."

"The Man Wth No Face!"

Wt hout staggering, Reich slanmed the door across the path fromhis
mnd to Breen and then lurched down the corridor toward his own suite. A
wave of savage hatred burst over him "He's right. It's D Courtney who's
giving me the screans. Not because |I'mafraid of him |I'mafraid of nyself.
Known all along. Known it deep down inside. Known that once | faced it I'd
have to kill that D Courtney bastard. It's no face because it's the face of
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mur der . "

Fully dressed and in his wong mnd, Reich storned out of his
apartment and descended to the street where a Mnarch Junper picked himup
and carried himin one graceful hop to the giant tower that housed the
hundreds of floors and thousands of enpl oyees of Mpnarch's New York O fice.
Monarch Tower was the central nervous system of an incredibly vast
corporation, a pyram d of transportation, communication, heavy industry,
manuf acture, sales distribution, research, exploration, inportation
Monarch Utilities & Resources, Inc. bought and sold, traded and gave, nade
and destroyed. Its pattern of subsidiaries and hol di ng conpani es was so
complex that it demanded the full-time services of a 2nd C ass Esper
Accountant to trace the labyrinthine flow of its finances.

Reich entered his office, followed by his chief (Esper 3) secretary
and her staff, bearing the litter of the norning s work.

"Dunp it and jet," he grow ed.

They deposited the papers and recording crystals on his desk and
departed hastily but without rancor. They were accustonmed to his rages.

Rei ch seated hinsel f behind his desk, trembling with a fury that was
al ready goring D Courtney. Finally he nuttered: "I'lIl give the bastard one
nmore chance. "

He unl ocked his desk, opened the drawer-safe and wi thdrew the
Executive's Code Book, restricted to the executive heads of the firms
listed quadruple A-1-* by Lloyds. He found nost of the material he required
in the m ddl e pages of the book

QBA ... ... PARTNERSHI P
RRCB ........ BOTH OUR
SSDC ........ BOTH YOUR
TTED ........ MERGER

UUFE ........ I NTERESTS
WG ... | NFORVATI ON
WAHG . ....... ACCEPT OFFER
XXAIH ... GENERALLY KNOWN
YYJl ..o SUGGEST

ZZXJ . ... .. CONFI DENTI AL
AALK . ....... EQUAL

BBML ........ CONTRACT

Marking his place in the code book, Reich flipped the v-phone on and
said to the image of the interoffice operator: "Get ne Code."

The screen dazzled and cut to a snokey roomcluttered with books and
coils of tape. A bleached man in a faded shirt glanced at the screen, then
| eaped to attention.

"Yes, M. Reich?"

"Morni ng, Hassop. You look |ike you need a vacation." Make your
enem es by choice. "Take a week at Spacel and. Monarch expense."

"Thank you, M. Reich. Thank you very nuch."

"This one's confidential. To Craye D Courtney. Send..." Reich
consul ted the Code Book. "Send YYJI TTED RRCB UUFE AALK QQBA. Get the
answer to ne like rockets. Right?"

"Right, M. Reich. I'Il jet."

Rei ch cut off the phone. He jabbed his hand once into the pile of
papers and crystals on his desk, picked up a crystal and dropped it into
the play-back. His chief secretary's voice said: "Mnarch Goss off two
poi nts one one three four per cent. D Courtney Gross up two point one one
three oh per cent..."

"God damm him" Reich grow ed. "Qut of ny pocket into his." He snapped
of f the play-back and arose in an agony of inpatience. It would take hours
for the reply to cone. His whole life hung on D Courtney's reply. He left
his office and began to roamthrough the floors and departnments of Mbnarch
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Tower, pretending the renorsel ess personal supervision he usually
exercised. Hi s Esper secretary unobtrusively acconpanied himlike a trained
dog.

"Trained bitch!" Reich thought. Then aloud: "I'msorry. Did you peep
t hat ?"

"Quite all right, M. Reich. | understand."

"Do you? | don't. Damm D Courtney!"

In Personnel they were testing, checking, and screening the usual nass
of job applicants... clerks, craftsmen, specialists, mddle bracket
executives, top echelon experts. Al of the prelimnary elimnination was
done with standardized tests and interviews, and never to the satisfaction
of Monarch's Esper Personnel Chief who was stal king through the floor in an
icy rage when Reich entered. The fact that Reich's secretary had sent an
advance tel epat hic announcenent of the visit nade no difference to him

"I have allotted ten mnutes per applicant for ny final screening
interview," the Chief was snapping to an assistant. "Six per hour,
forty-eight per day. Unless ny percentage of final rejections drops bel ow
thirty-five, I amwasting ny time; which nmeans you are wasting Mnarch's
time. I amnot enployed by Mnarch to screen out the obviously unsuitable.
That is your work. See to it." He turned to Reich and nodded pedantically.
"Good norning, M. Reich."

"Morni ng. Troubl e?"

"Not hi ng that cannot be handl ed once this staff understands that Extra
Sensory Perception is not a mracle but a skill subject to wage-hour
limtations. And what is your decision on Blonn, M. Reich?"

Secretary: "He hasn't read your nmeno yet."

"May | point out, young worman, that unless | amused with maxi mum
efficiency | amwasted. The Blonn neno has been on M. Reich's desk for
three days."

"Who the hell is Blonn?" Reich asked.

"First, the background, M. Reich: There are approxinmately one hundred
t housand (100,000) 3rd C ass Espers in the Esper Quild. An Esper 3 can peep
the conscious | evel of a mind---can discover what a subject is thinking at
the moment of thought. A 3rd is the |owest class of telepath. Mst of
Monarch's security positions are held by 3rds. W enpl oy over five
hundred. .."

"He knows all this. Everybody does. Get to the point, |ong-w nd!"

"Permit nme, if | may, to arrive at the point in ny own way. Next,
there are approximately ten thousand 2nd C ass Espers in the @uild," the
Personnel Chief continued frostily. "They are experts like nyself who can
penetrate beneath the conscious level of the mind to the preconscious. Mst
2nds are in the professional class... physicians, |awers, engineers,
educators, econonists, architects and so on."

"And you all cost a fortune,"” Reich grow ed.

"Why not? We have unique service to sell. Mnarch appreciates the
fact. Monarch enpl oys over one hundred 2nds at present.”

"WIIl you get to the point?"

"Finally there are less than a thousand 1st C ass Espers in the Guild.
The 1sts are capabl e of deep peeping, through the conscious and

preconsci ous | ayers down to the unconscious... the |owest |levels of the
m nd. Prinordial basic desires and so forth. These, of course, hold prem um
positions. Education, specialized nmedical service... analysts |ike Tate,
Gart, @&ins, Moselle... crimnologists |like Lincoln Powell of the Psychotic

Division... Political Analysts, State Negotiators, Special Cabinet
Advi sors, and so on. Thus far Monarch Wilities has never had occasion to
hire a 1st."

"And?" Reich muttered.

"The occasion has arisen, M. Reich, and | believe Blonn nmay be
avail able. Briefly..."

"It says here."

"Briefly, M. Reich, Mnarch is hiring so many Espers that | have
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suggested we set up a special Esper Personnel Departnent, headed by a 1st
like Blonn, to devote itself exclusively to interview ng telepaths."

"He's wondering why you can't handle it."

"l have given you the background to explain why |I cannot handl e the
job, M. Reich. I ama 2nd C ass Esper. | can telepath normal applicants
rapidly and efficiently, but | cannot handl e other Espers with the sane
speed and economy. Al Espers are accustomed to using m nd-bl ocks of
varyi ng effectiveness depending on their rating. It would take ne one hour
per 3rd for an efficient screening interview It would take me three hours
per 2nd. | could not possibly peep through the m nd-block of a 1st. We nust
hire a 1st like Blonn for this work. The cost will be enornous, of course,
but the necessity is urgent."

"What's so urgent?" Reich said.

"For heaven's sake! Don't give himthat picture! That isn't diversion
It's waving a red flag. He's sore enough now. "

"I have ny job to do, Madam" To Reich, the Chief said: "The fact is,
sir, we are not hiring the best Espers. The D Courtney Cartel has been
taking the cream of the Espers away fromus. Over and over again, through
| ack of proper facilities, we have been nouse-trapped by D Courtney into
bidding for inferior people while D Courtney has quietly appropriated the
best."

"Dam you!" Reich shouted. "Damm D Courtney. Al right. Set it up. And
tell this Blonn to start nouse-trapping D Courtney. You'd better start,
too."

Reich tore out of Personnel and over to Sales-city. The sane
unpl easant information was waiting for him Mpnarch Uilities & Resources
was |l osing the gut-fight with the D Courtney Cartel. It was |losing the
fight in every sector-city---Advertising, Engineering, Research, Public
Rel ati ons. There was no escaping the certainty of defeat. Reich knew his
back was to the wall

He returned to his own office and paced in a fury for five mnutes.

"It's no use," he nuttered. "I know I'Il have to kill him He won't accept
merger. Wiy should he? He's licked ne and he knows it. |I'Il have to kil
himand 1'll need hel p. Peeper help."

He flipped on the v-phone and told the operator; "Recreation."

A sparkling | ounge appeared on the screen, decorated in chrone and
enanel, equipped with gane tables and a bar dispenser. It appeared to be
and was used as a recreation center. It was, in fact, headquarters of
Monarch's powerful espionage division. The Recreation Director, a bearded
schol ar naned West, | ooked up froma chess problem then rose to attention

"Good norning, M. Reich."

Warned by the formal "M ster,' Reich said: "Good norning, M. West.
Just a routine check. Paternalism you know. How s anusenent these days?"

"Modul ated, M. Reich. However, | nust conplain, sir. | think there's
entirely too much ganbling going on." West stalled in a fussy voice unti
two bona fide Monarch clerks innocently finished their drinks and depart ed.
Then he rel axed and slunped into his chair. "All clear, Ben. Shoot."

"Has Hassop broken the confidential code yet, Ellery?"

The peeper shook his head.

"Tryi ng?"

West smi |l ed and nodded.

"Where's D Courtney?"

"En route to Terra, aboard the "Astra'."

"Know hi s plans? Where he'll be staying?"

"No. Want a check?"

"I don't know. It depends..."

"Depends on what ?" West glanced at himcuriously. "I wish the
Tel epathic Pattern could be transmtted by phone, Ben. I'd like to know
what you're thinking at."

Reich smiled grimy. "Thank God for the phone. At |east we've got that
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protection frommind readers. Wat's your attitude on crime, Ellery?"

"Typical . "

"Of anybody?"

"Of the Guild. The Quild doesn't like it, Ben."

"So what's so hot about the Esper Quild? You know the val ue of noney,
success... Wiy don't you clever-up? Wiy do you let the Quild do your
t hi nki ng?"

"You don't understand. We're born in the Guild. We live with the
Quild. We die in the Guild. W have the right to elect Guild officers, and
that's all. The GQuild runs our professional lives. It trains us, grades us,
sets ethical standards, and sees that we stick to them It protects us by
protecting the layman, the sane as nedical associations. W have the
equi val ent of the Hi ppocratic GCath. It's called the Esper Pledge. God help
any of us if we break it... as | judge you're suggesting | should."

"Maybe | am" Reich said intently. "Maybe I'mhinting it could be
worth your while to break the peeper pledge. Maybe I'mthinking in terns of
money ... nore than you or any 2nd C ass peeper ever sees in a lifetine."

"Forget it, Ben. Not interested."

"So you bust your pledge. Wiat happens?"

"W're ostracized. "

"That's all? |Is that so awmful ? Wth a fortune in your pocket? Snart
peepers have broken with the Guild before. They've been ostracized. So
what ? Cl ever-up, Ellery."

West sniled wyly: "You woul dn't understand, Ben."

"Make ne understand."

"Those ousted peepers you nention... like Jerry Church. They weren't
so smart. It's like this..." Wst considered. "Before surgery really got
started, there used to be a handi capped group call ed deaf-nutes."

"No- hear no-tal k?"

"That's it. They communi cated by a nanual sign | anguage. That neant
they couldn't communi cate with anybody but deaf-nutes. Understand? They had
tolive in their own comunity or they couldn't live at all. A nman goes
crazy if he can't talk to friends."

" goo"

"Some of themstarted a racket. They'd tax the nore successfu
deaf-nmutes for weekly hand-outs. If the victimrefused to pay, they'd
ostracize him The victimalways paid. It was a choice of paying or living
in solitary until he went nmad."

"You nmean you peepers are |ike deaf-nutes?"

"No, Ben. You nornals are the deaf-nutes. If we had to live with you
alone, we'd go mad. So | eave nme alone. If you're nursing sonething dirty,
don't want to know. "

West cut off the phone in Reich's face. Wth a roar of rage, Reich
snhatched up a gold paper-weight and hurled it into the crystal screen
Before the shattered fragnments finished flying, he was in the corridor and
on his way out of the building.

Hi s peeper secretary knew where he was going. Hi s peeper chauffeur
knew where he wanted to go. Reich arrived in his apartnent and was net by
hi s peeper house-supervi sor who at once announced early |uncheon and dial ed
the meal to Reich's unspoken demands. Feeling slightly |less violent, Reich
stal ked into bis study and turned to bis safe, a shimrer of light in the
corner.

It was sinply a honey-conb paper rack turned out of tenporal phrase
with a single-cycle beat. Each second when the safe phase and the tenporal
phase coi ncided, the rack pulsed with a brilliant glow. The safe could only
be opened by the pore-pattern of Reich's left index finger which was
i rreproduci bl e.

Reich placed the tip of his finger in the center of the glow It faded
and the honey-conb rack appeared. Holding his finger in place, he reached
up and took down a small bl ack notebook and a | arge red envel ope. He
removed his index finger and the safe pul sed out of phase again.
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Reich flipped through the pages of the notebook... ABDUCTI ON..
ANARCHI STS. .. ARSONI STS... BRIBERY (PROVEN)... BRI BERY (POTENTIAL)... Under
(POTENTI AL) he found the nanmes of fifty-seven proni nent people. One of them
was Augustus Tate, Esper Medical Doctor 1. He nodded with satisfaction

He tore open the red envel ope and exam ned its contents. It contained
five sheets of closely witten pages in a handwiting that was centuries
old. It was a nessage fromthe founder of Moumnarch Uilities and the Reich
clan. Four of the pages were lettered: PLAN A, PLAN B, PLAN C, PLAN D. The
fifth was headed | NTRODUCTI ON. Reich read the ancient spidery cursive
sl ow y:

To those who conme after nme: The test of intellect is the
refusal to bel abor the obvious. |If you have opened this letter we
under stand one another. | have prepared four general nurder plans
whi ch may help you. | bequeath themto you as part of your Reich
i nheritance. They are outlines. The details must be filled in by
yoursel f as your tine, your environment, and necessity require.

Caution: The essence of murder never changes. In every era
it remains the conflict of the killer against society with the
victimas the prize. And the ABC of conflict with society remains
constant. Be audaci ous, be brave, be confident and you will not
fail. Against these assets society can have no defense.

Geoffry Reich

Reich | eafed through the plans slowy, filled with admration for the
first of his line who had had the fore-thought to prepare for every
possi bl e enmergency. The plans were out-dated but they kindled inmagination;
and ideas began formng and crystallizing to be considered, discarded, and
instantly replaced. One phrase caught his attention

If you believe yourself a natural killer, avoid planning too
carefully. Leave npbst to your instinct. Intellect may fail you, but the
killer instinct is invincible.

"The killer instinct," Reich breathed. "By God, |'ve got that."

The phone chi med once and then the automatic switched on. There was a
qui ck chatter and tape began to stutter out of the recorder. Reich strode
to the desk and exanmined it. The nmessage was short and deadly:

CODE TO REI CH: REPLY WAHG

"WMHG. " Ofer refused.' Refused! REFUSED! | knew it!" Reich shouted
"All right, D Courtney. If you won't let it be nmerger, then I'll make it
mur der . "

Augustus Tate, E.MD. 1, received C. 1,000 per hour of analysis..
not a high fee considering that a patient rarely required nore than an hour
of the doctor's devastating tine; but it placed his incone at Cr. 8,000 a
day or well over Cr. 2 mllion a year. Few people knew what proportion of
that income was paid into the Esper Guild for the education of other
Tel epaths and the furthering of the @uild' s Eugenic plan to bring Extra
Sensory Perception to everyone in the world.

Augustus Tate knew, and the 95% he paid was a sore point with him
Consequently, he belonged to "The League of Esper Patriots," an extrene
right-wing political group within the Guild, dedicated to the preservation
of the autocracy and inconmes of the upper grade Espers. It was this
menbership that placed himin Ben Reich's BRI BERY (POTENTI AL) category.

Rei ch marched into Tate's exquisite consultation room glanced once at
Tate's tiny frame---a figure slightly out of proportion but carefully
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realigned by tailors. Reich sat down and grunted: "Peep nme quick."

He glared in concentration at Tate while the elegant little peeper
examined himwith a glittering eye and spoke in quick bursts: "You' re Ben
Rei ch of Monarch. Ten billion credit firm Think I should know you. | do.
You're involved in a death struggle with the D Courtney Cartel. Right?
You' re savagely hostile toward D Courtney. Right? Offered nerger this
nmor ni ng. Coded nessage: YYJI TTED RRCB UUFE AALK QQBA. O fer refused.

Ri ght? In desperation you have resolved to---" Tate broke off abruptly.

"CGo ahead," Reich said.

"To nurder Craye D Courtney as the first step in taking over his

cartel. You want ny help... M. Reich, this is ridiculous! If you keep on
thinking like this, I'll have to conmit you. You know the |aw. "
"Clever-up, Tate. You're going to help ne break the |law "
"No, M. Reich. I'"'mnot in a position to help you."

"You say that? A 1st C ass Esper? And |I' m supposed to believe it? I'm
supposed to believe you're incapable of outwitting any man, any group, the
whol e wor | d?"

Tate smled. "Sugar for the fly," he said. "A characteristic device
of ---"

"Peep ne," Reich interrupted. "It'I|l save tinme. Read what's in ny
m nd. Your gift. My resources. An unbeatable conbination. My God! It's
lucky for the world I'mwilling to stop at one nurder. Together we could
rape the universe."

"No," Tate said with decision. "This won't do. I'll have to conmit
you, M. Reich."

"Wait. Want to find out what |'moffering you? Read nme deeper. How
much am | willing to pay? What's ny top limt?"

Tate closed his eyes. H s mannequin face tightened painfully. Then his
eyes opened in surprise. "You can't be serious," he exclained.

"I am" Reich grunted. "And what's nore, you know it's an offer in
good faith, don't you?"

Tate nodded slowy.

"And you're aware that Monarch plus D Courtney can nake the offer

good. "

"l al nost believe you."

"You can believe ne. |'ve been financing your League of Esper Patriots
for five years. If you've peeped ne deep enough yon know why. | hate the

dammed Esper @uild as nuch as you do. Quild ethics are bad for business..
| ousy for maki ng noney. Your League is the organization that can break the
Esper Guild sone day..."

"I've got all that," Tate said sharply.

"Wth Mnarch and D Courtney in ny pocket | can do better than help
your faction break the Guild. | can nmake you President of a new Esper Guild
for life. That's an unconditional guarantee. You can't do it alone, but you
can do it with nme."

Tate closed his eyes and nurmured: "There hasn't been a successfu
preneditated murder in 79 years. Espers nmake it inpossible to concea
intent before murder. O, if Espers have been evaded before the nurder,
they make it inpossible to conceal the guilt afterwards."

"Esper evidence isn't admitted in court."

"True, but once an Esper discovers guilt he can al ways uncover
obj ective evidence to support his peeping. Lincoln Powell, the Prefect of
the Police Psychotic Division, is deadly." Tate opened his eyes. "D you
want to forget this conversation?"

"No," Reich grow ed. "Look it over with me first. Why have nurders
fail ed? Because m nd-readers patrol the world. What can stop a m nd-reader?
Anot her one. But no killer ever had the sense to hire a good peeper to run
interference for him or if he had the sense, he couldn't rmake the deal
I'"ve nade the deal ."

"Have you?"

"I"'mgoing to fight a war,'

Rei ch continued. "I'mgoing to fight one
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sharp skirmsh with society. Let's look at it as a problemin strategy and
tactics. My problemis sinply the problemof any arny. Audacity, bravery,
and confidence aren't enough. An arny needs Intelligence. Awar is won with

Intelligence. | need you for ny G2."

"Agreed. "

"I'"l'l do the fighting. You'll provide the Intelligence. I'll have to
know where D Courtney will be, where | can strike, when | can strike. 1'l
take care of the killing nyself, but you'll have to tell me when and where
the opportunity will be."

"Under st ood. "

"I''"l'l have to invade first... cut through the defensive network
surroundi ng D Courtney. That means reconnai ssance fromyou. You'll have to
check the normals, spot the peepers, warn nme and bl ock their m nd-reading
if | can't avoid them 1'll have to retreat after the killing through
anot her network of normals and peepers. You'll have to help ne fight a
rear-guard action. You'll have to remain on the scene after the nurder
You'll find out whomthe police suspect and why. If | know suspicion is
directed against nyself, | can divert it. If |I knowit's directed agai nst
soneone else, | can clinch it. | can fight this war and win this war with
your Intelligence. Is that the truth? Peep ne."

After a long pause, Tate said: "It's the truth. W can do it."

"WIIl you do it?"

Tate hesitated, then nodded with finality. "Yes. I'll do it."

Reich took a deep breath. "Right. Now here's the course |I'mplotting.
I think I can set up the killing with an old gane called “Sardine.' It wll
give ne the opportunity to get at D Courtney, and |'ve figured out a trick
to kill him | know howto fire an antique explosive gun without bullets.”

"Wait," Tate interrupted sharply. "How are you going to keep all this
i ntent conceal ed fromstray peepers? | can only screen you when ['mwi th
you. | won't be with you all the tinme."

"I can work up a tenporary m nd-bl ock. There's a song-witer down on
Mel ody Lane | can swindle into hel ping ne."

"I't may work," Tate said after a nonent's peeping. "But one thing
occurs to nme. Suppose D Courtney is protected? Do you expect to shoot it
out with bis body-guards?"

"No. I'mhoping it won't be necessary. A physiologist naned Jordan has
j ust devel oped vi sual knock-out drops for Mnarch. W intended using it for
strike riots. I'll use it on D Courtney's guards."

"l see."

"You'll be working with ne all along... doing reconnai ssance and

intelligence, but | need one piece of information first. Wen D Courtney
conmes to town he's usually the guest of Maria Beaunont."
"The G It Corpse?"

"The same. | want you to find out if D Courtney intends staying with
her this trip. Everything depends on that."
"Easy enough. | can locate D Courtney's destination and plans for you

There's to be a social gathering tonight at Lincoln Powell's house,
D Courtney's physician will probably be there. He's on Terra for a week's

visit. I'll start the reconnai ssance through him"
"And you're not afraid of Powell ?"
Tate smled contenptuously. "If | were, M. Reich, would | trust
myself in this bargain with you? Make no mistake. |'mno Jerry Church."
"Church!"

"Yes. Don't act surprised. Church, the 2nd. He was ki cked out of the
@Quild ten years ago for that little junket of his with you."

"Dam you. Got that fromny mnd, eh?"

"Your mnd and history."

"Well, it won't repeat itself this tinme. You're tougher and snarter
than Church. Need anything special for Powell's party? Wnen? C ot hes?
Jewel s? Money? Just call on Monarch."
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"Not hi ng, but thank you very nuch.

"Criminal but generous, that's ne.
did not offer to shake hands.

"M. Reich!" Tate called suddenly.

Rei ch turned at the door

"The screaming will continue. The Man Wth No Face is not a synbol of
mur der . "

"What ? Ch Christl The nightmares? Still? You God dammed peeper. How
did you get that? How did you---"

"Don't be a fool. D you think you can play games with a 1st?"

"Who' s playing, you bastard? What about the nightnmares?”

"No, M. Reich, | won't tell you. | doubt if anyone but a 1st can tel
you, and naturally you would not dare to consult another after this
conference. "

"For God's sake, nan! Are you going to help nme?"

"No, M. Reich." Tate snmiled malevolently. "That's nmy little weapon.
It keeps us on a parity basis. Bal ance of power, you understand. Mitua
dependence ensures mutual faith. Criminal but peeper... that's nme."

Reich smiled as he arose to go. He

Li ke all upper-grade Espers, Lincoln Powell, Ph.D. 1, lived in a
private house. It was not a question of conspicuous consunption, but rather
a probl em of privacy. Al though thought transm ssion was too faint to
penetrate masonry, the average plastic apartnent unit was too flinsy to
block this transmission. Life in any such multiple dwelling was life in an
i nferno of naked enotion for an Esper.

Powel I, the Police Prefect, could afford a small |ime-stone naisonette
on Hudson Ranp overl ooking the North River. There were only four roorms;
upstairs a bedroom and study, downstairs a living roomand kitchen. There
was no servant in the house. Like nost upper-grade Espers, Powell required
|l arge quantities of solitude. He preferred to do for hinself. He was in the
ki tchen, checking over the refreshment-dials in preparation for the party,
whistling a plaintive, crooked tune.

He was a slender man in his late thirties, tall, |oose, slow nmoving.

H s wi de nouth seened perpetually on the verge of |aughter, but at the
monent he wore an expression of sad di sappointnent. He was | ecturing
hinself on the follies and stupidities of his worst vice. The essence of
the Esper is his responsiveness. H s personality always takes col or from
hi s surroundi ngs. The trouble with Powell was an enl arged sense of hunor,
and his response was invariably exaggerated. He had attacks of what he
call ed "Di shonest Abe" mpods. Sonmeone woul d ask Lincoln Powell an innocent
question, and D shonest Abe would answer. His fervent inmagination would
cook up the wildest tall-story and he woul d deliver it with straight-faced
sincerity. He could not suppress the liar in him

Only this afternoon, Police Commi ssioner Crabbe had inquired about a
routine bl ackmail case, and sinply because he'd m spronounced a nane,

Powel | had been inspired to fabricate a dramatic account involving a

make- beli eve crime, a daring mdnight raid, and the heroi smof an inaginary
Li eut enant Kopeni ck. Now t he Conm ssioner wanted to award Lieutenant
Kopeni ck a medal

"Di shonest Abe," Powell nuttered bitterly. "You give ne a stiff pain."

The house-bell chimed. Powell glanced at his watch in surprise (it was
too early for conpany) and then directed Open in Csharp at the TP
| ock-sensor. It responded to the thought pattern, as a tuning fork wll
vibrate to the right note, and the front door slid open

Instantly came a familiar sensory inpact: Snow/ mnt / tulips /
taffeta.

"Mary Noyes. Come to help the bachel or prepare for the party?

Bl essi ngs! "

"Hoped you'd need me, Linc."

"BEvery host needs a hostess. Mary, what am| going to do for
Canapes... ?"
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"Just invented a newrecipe. I'll nake it for you. Roast chutney& "

" go"

"Thats telling, ny love."

She canme into the kitchen, a short girl physically, but tall and
swayi ng in thought; a dark girl exteriorly, but frost white in pattern.
Alnmost a nun in white, despite the swarthy texture of externals; but the
mind is the reality. You are what you think.

"I wish | could re-think, darling. Have ny psyche reground!"

"Change your (I kiss you as you are) self, Mary?"

"I'f 1 only (You never really do, Linc) could. I'mso tired of tasting
you tasting nmint every time we neet."

"Next time 1'll add brandy and ice. Shake well. Voilal Stinger-Mary."

"Do that. Al so SNOW"

"Why strike out the snow? | | ove snow. "

"But | |ove you."

"And | |ove you, Mary."

"Thanks, Linc." But he said it. He always said it. He never thought
it. She turned away quickly. The tears within her scalded him

"Again, Mary?"

"Not again. Al ways. Al ways." And the deeper levels of her nind cried:

"I love you, Lincoln. |I love you. Inmage of ny father: Synbol of security:
O warmth: O protecting passion: Do not reject nme always... always...
forever..."

"Listen to ne, Mary..."

"Don't talk. Please, Linc. Not in words. | couldn't bear it if words

cane between us."

"You're ny friend, Mary. Always. For every di sappoi ntnent. For every
el ation.”

"But not for love."

"No, dear heart. Don't let it hurt you so. Not for love."

"l have enough | ove, CGod pity ne, for both of us."

"One, God pity us, is not enough for both, Mry."

"You nust marry an Esper before you're forty, Linc. The Quild insists
on that. You know it."

"I know it."

"Then let friendship answer. Marry ne, Lincoln. Gve ne a year, that's
all. One little year to love you. I'Il let you go. I won't cling. | won't
make you hate nme. Darling, it's so little to ask... so little to give..."

The door-bell chimed. Powell |ooked at Mary hel plessly. "Cuests," he
murmured and directed Open in C-sharp at the TP | ock-sensor. At the sane
time she directed Close a fifth above. The harnoni es neshed and the door
remai ned shut.

"Answer me first, Lincoln."

"I can't give you the answer you want, Mary."

The door-bell chimed again.

He took her shoulders firmy, held her close and | ooked deep into her
eyes. "You're a 2nd. Read ne as deeply as you can. What's in ny mnd?
What's in ny heart? What's my answer ?"

He renmoved all blocks. The thundering plunging depths of his mnd
cascaded over her in a warm frightening torrent... terrifying, yet
magnetic and desirable; but... "Snow. Mnt. Tulips. Taffeta," she said
wearily. "CGo neet your guests, M. Powell. I'Il make your canapes. It's all
I''mgood for."

He ki ssed her once, then turned toward the |iving roomand opened the
front door. Instantly, a fountain of brilliance sparkled into the house,
foll owed by the guests. The Esper party began.

Frankl y Canapes? VWhy
Ellery Thanks del i ci ous. Yes.
I Mary, they're Tat e,
don' t I'"m
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t hi nk treating
We you' || Canapes? D Court ney.
br ought be I
Gal en wor Ki ng expect
al ong for him
to Monar ch in
hel p himcel ebrate, much t own
He's | onger, very
j ust The shortly.
taken his Quild Exam
| f is and
you're j ust been
i nterested about cl assed
Powel |, we're ready 2nd.
to
run rule
you Monarch's
for espi onage
Quild Canapes? unet hi cal
Pr esi dent .
Canapes?
Wiy vyes.
Thank
Canapes? you,
Mary. .

"@ins! Chervil! Tate! Have a heart! WII| you people take a | ook at
the pattern (?) we've been weaving..."

The TP chatter stopped. The guests considered for a noment, then burst
into | aughter.

"This reminds ne of nmy days in the kindergarten. Alittle nmercy for

your host, please. I'll junp ny tracks, if we keep on weaving this
m sh-mash. Lets have sone order. | don't even ask for beauty.”
"Just name the pattern, Linc."
"What' || you have?"

"Basket -weave? Math curves? Misic? Architectural design?"
"Anyt hi ng. Anything. Just so long as you don't make my brains itch."

Sorry, Lincoln. We weren't party-n nded Enough
Tate t hought Esper
but Al an Men
I'm Seaver remai ni ng
Not that a Pres was ever elected still unnmarried
at com ng can
liberty but ruin
To be generous, | feel Al's a nman to loa the
reveal don't Quild s
anyt hi ng TP entire
about hi m eugeni c
D Courtney if arriving according to pl an

yet

There was anot her burst of |aughter when Mary Noyes was | eft hanging
with that unreticulated "yet." The door-bell chined again, and a Sol ar
Equity Advocate 2 entered with his girl. She was a demure little thing,
surprisingly attractive outwardly, and new to the conpany. Her TP pattern
was naive and not deeply responsive. Coviously a 3rd.

"Grettings. Greetings. Abject apologies for the delay. Orange bl ossons
& wedding rings are the excuse. | proposed on the way over."

"And |'mafraid | accepted,"” the girl said, smling.

"Don't talk," the lawer shot at her. "This isn't a 3rd Cass braw, |
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told you not to use words."

"I forgot," she blurted again, and then heated the roomw th her
fright and shame. Powel| stepped forward and took the girl's trenbling
hand.

"I'gnore him he's a 2nd-cone-lately snob. |'mLincoln Powell, your
host. | Sherlock for the cops. If your fiancé beats you, I'll help him
regret it. Come and neet your fellow freaks..." He conducted her around the

room "This is Gus Tate, a quack-one. Next to him Sam & Sally @ins. Sanm s
anot her of the sane. She's a baby-sitter-two. They're just in from Venus.
Here on a visit..."

"H How--1 nean, how do you do?"

"That fat man sitting on the floor is Wally Chervil, architect-two.
The blonde sitting in his (lap)?2 is June, his wife. June's an editor-two.
That's their son, Galen, talking to Ellery Wst. Glly's a
tech-undergrad-three..."

Young Gal en Chervil indignantly started to point out that he'd just
been cl assed 2nd and hadn't needed to use words in over a year. Powell cut
hi moff and below the girl's perceptive threshold expl ai ned the reason for
the deliberate nistake.

"Ch," said Galen. "Yep, brother and sister 3rds, that's us. And am|l
gl ad you're here. These deep peepers were beginning to scare ne."

"Ch, | don't know. | was scared at first, but |I'mnot any nore."

"And this is your hostess, Mary Noyes."

"Hel | o, Canapes?"

"Thank you. They | ook delicious, Ms. Powell."

"Now how about a gane?" Powell interposed quickly. "Rebus, anyone?"

Qutsi de, huddled in the shadow of the |linmestone arch, Jerry Church
pressed agai nst the garden door of Powel's house, listening with all his
soul. He was cold, silent, immobile, and starved. He was resentful, hating,
cont enpt uous, and starved. He was an Esper 2 and starved. The bend sinister
of ostraci smwas the source of his hunger

Through the thin maple panel filtered the nultiple TP pattern of the
party; a weaving, ever-changing, exhilarating design. And Church, Esper 2,
living on a sub-margi nal diet of words for the past ten years, was starved
for his own people---for the Esper world he had | ost.

"The reason | nentioned D Courtney is that |'ve just conme across a
case that might be sinmlar."

That was Augustus Tate, sucking up to @ins.

"Ch really? Very interesting. |1'd like to conpare notes. Matter of
fact, | nade the trip to Terra because D Courtney is com ng here. Too bad
D Courtney won't---well, be available." @ins was obviously being discreet

and it snelled as though Tate was after sonething. Maybe not, Church
specul ated, but there was sone el egant bl ock and counter-bl ocki ng goi ng on,
like duellists fencing with conplicated electrical circuits.

"Look here, peeper, | think you've been pretty snotty to that poor
girl."
"Listen to himshoot off his mind," Church nuttered. "Powell, that
holy | ouse who had nme ki cked out, preaching down his big nose at the
| awyer. "

"Poor girl? You nmean dunmb girl, Powell. My God! How gauche can you

get ?"

"She's only a 3rd. Be fair."

"She gives nme a pain."

"Do you think it's decent... marrying a girl when you feel that way
about her?"

"Don't be a ronmantic ass, Powell. W've got to marry peepers. | night

as well settle for a pretty face."
The Rebus ganme was going on in the living room The Noyes girl was
busy buil ding a canoufl aged i nage with an ol d poem

The vast,
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sea and

is out G inmrering
calm in t he st and,
toni ght, tranqui | bay Engl and
The Cone to t he wi ndow of

tide sweet is t he ni ght cliffs
is air. Only the
full from the gone
the | ong l'ine is

nmoon of spray and
lies G eans
fair I'ight
Upon the straights;---on the French coast the

VWhat the devil was that? An eye in a glass? Eh? Ch. Not a glass. A
stein. Eye in a stein. Einstein. Easy.

"What d'you think of Powell for the job, Ellery?" That was Chervi
with his phoney smile and his big fat pontifical belly.

"For Cuild President?"

"Yes."

"Damed efficient man. Romantic but efficient. The perfect candidate
if only he'd get married.”

"That's the romance in him He's having trouble locating a girl."

"Don't all you deep peepers? Thank God |I'mnot a 1st."

And then a smash of glass crashing in the kitchen and Preacher Powel |
again, lecturing that little snot, Gus Tate.

"Never mnd the glass, Gus. | had to drop it to cover for you. You're
radi ating anxiety |like a nova."
"The devil | am Powell."

"The devil you're not. What's all this about Ben Reich?"
The little man was really on guard. You could feel his nmental shel

har deni ng.

"Ben Rei ch? What brought hi mup?”

"You did, Gus. It's been moiling in your mnd all evening. | couldn't
help reading it."

"Not me, Powell. You rmust be tuning another TP."

| mge of a horse | aughing.

"Powell, | swear |'mnot---"

"Are you m xed up with Reich, Gus?"

"No." But you could feel the blocks bang down into place.

"Take a hint froman old hand, Gus. Reich can get you into trouble. Be
careful . Renmenber Jerry Church? Reich ruined him Don't let it happen to
you. "

Tate drifted back to the living roonm Powell remained in the kitchen,
cal m and sl ow novi ng, sweeping up broken glass. Church lay frozen agai nst
the back door, suppressing the seething hatred in his heart. The Chervi
boy was showi ng off for the lawer's girl, singing a |love ballad and
paralleling it with a visual parody. College stuff. The wi ves were arguing
violently in sine curves, @ins and Wst were interlacing
cross-conversation in a fascinatingly intricate pattern of sensory images
that made Church's starvation keener.

"Wbul d you like a drink, Jerry?"

The garden door opened. Powel| stood silhouetted in the light, a
bubbling glass in his hand. The stars |lit his face softly. The deep hooded
eyes were conpassi onate and understandi ng. Dazed, Church clinbed to his
feet and timdly took the proffered drink

"Don't report this to the Guild, Jerry. I'lIl catch hell for breaking
the taboo. |I'm al ways breaking rules. Poor Jerry... W' ve got to do
somet hing for you. Ten years is too long."

Suddenly Church hurled the drink in Powell's face, then turned and
fled.
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At nine Monday norning, Tate's mannequi n face appeared on the screen
of Reich's v-phone.

"I's this Iine secure?" he asked sharply.

In answer Reich sinply pointed to the Warranty Seal

"Al'l right," Tate said. "I think |I've done the job for you, | peeped
@ins last night. But before | report, |I nmust warn you. There's a chance of
error when you deep peep a 1lst. @ins blocked pretty carefully.”

"l understand."

"Craye D Courtney arrives fromMars on the "Astra' next Wadnesday
nmorning. He will go at once to Maria Beaunont's town house where he will be
a secret and hidden guest for exactly one night... No nore."

"One night," Reich nuttered. "And then? H s plans?"

"I don't know. Apparently D Courtney is planning some formof drastic
action---"

"Against nme!" Reich grow ed.

"Perhaps. According to @ins, D Courtney is under sone kind of violent
strain and his adaptation pattern is shattering. The Life Instinct and
Death Instinct have defused. He is regressing under the enotiona
bankruptcy very rapidly..."

"God damm it! My life depends on this," Reich raged. "Talk straight."

"It's quite sinple. Every nman is a bal ance of two opposed drives..

The Life Instinct and the Death Instinct. Both drives have the identica
purpose... to win Nirvana. The Life Instinct fights for Nirvana by smashing
all opposition. The Death Instinct attenmpts to win Nirvana by destroying
itself. Usually both instincts fuse in the adapted individual. Under strain
they defuse. That's what's happening to D Courtney."

"Yes, by God! And he's jetting for ne!"

"@ins will see D Courtney Thursday norning in an effort to di ssuade
hi m from what ever he contenplates. @ins is afraid of it and deternmined to
stop it. He made a flying trip from Venus to cut D Courtney off."

"He won't have to stop it. I'll stop it nyself. He won't have to
protect me. I'Il protect nyself. It's self-defense, Tate... not nurder!
Sel f - def ense! You' ve done a good job. This is all | need."

"You need nmuch nore, Reich. Among other things, tinme. This is Monday.
You'll have to be ready by Wdnesday."
"I''"l'l be ready," Reich grow ed. "You'd better be ready too."

"W can't afford to fail, Reich. If we do---it's Denolition. You
realized that?"

"Demolition for both of us. | realize that." Reich's voice began to
crack. "Yes, Tate, you're in this with me, and I'min it straight to the
finish... all the way to Denolition."

He pl anned all through Monday, audaciously, bravely, with confidence.
He pencilled the outlines as an artist fills a sheet with delicate tracery
before the bold inking-in; but he did no final inking. That was to be |eft
for the killer-instinct on Wednesday. He put the plan away and sl ept Mnday
night... and awoke screaning, dream ng again of The Man Wth No Face.

Tuesday afternoon, Reich |eft Mnarch Tower early and dropped in at
the Century Audi o-bookstore on Sheridan Place. It specialized nostly in
pi ezoel ectric crystal recordings... tiny jewels nounted in el egant
settings. The | atest vogue was brooch-operas for Mlady. ("She Shall Have
Musi ¢ Wherever She CGoes.") Century al so had shel ves of obsolete printed
books.

"I want sonething special for a friend |'ve neglected," Reich told the
sal esnan.

He was bombarded wi th merchandi se.

"Not special enough," he conplained. "Wy don't you people hire a
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peeper and save your clients this troubl e? How quai nt and ol d-fashi oned can
you get?" He began sauntering around the shop, tailed by a retinue of
anxi ous cl erks.

After he had dissenbled sufficiently, and before the worried nanager
could send out for a peeper sal esman, Reich stopped before the bookshel ves.

"What's this?" he inquired in surprise

"Antique books, M. Reich." The sales staff began explaining the
theory and practice of the archaic visual book while Reich slowy searched
for the tattered brown volune that was his goal. He renenbered it well. He
had gl anced through it five years ago and nade a note in his little black
opportunity book. Od Geoffry Reich wasn't the only Reich who believed in
pr epar edness.

"Interesting. Yes. Fascinating. What's this one?" Reich pulled down
the brown volune." "Let's Play Party.' What's the date on it? Not Really.
You nean to say they had parties that |ong ago?"

The staff assured himthat the ancients were very nodern in many
ast oni shi ng ways.

"Look at the contents," Reich chuckled. " Honeynmoon Bridge'..
“Prussian Wiist'... “Post Ofice'... "Sardine.' What in the world could
that be? Page ninety-six. Let's have a |ook."

Reich flipped pages until he cane to a bol d-face headi ng: H LARI QUS
M XED PARTY GAMES. "Look at this," he laughed, pretending surprise. He
poi nted to the well-renenbered paragraph

SARDI NE

One player is selected to be It. Al the lights are
extingui shed and the It hides anywhere in the house. After a few
m nutes, the players go to find the It, hunting separately. The
first one who finds him does not reveal the fact but hides with
hi m wherever he may be. Successively each player finding the
Sardines joins themuntil all are hidden in one place and the
| ast player, who is the loser, is left to wander alone in the
dar k.

"Il take it," Reich said. "It's exactly what | need."

That evening he spent three hours carefully defacing the remains of
the volune. Wth heat, acid, stain, and scissors, he nmutilated the gane
instructions; and every bum every cut, every slash was a bl ow at
D Courtney's writhing body. Wien his proxy murders were finished, he had
reduced every gane to inconplete fragnents. Only "Sardine" was |left intact.

Rei ch wrapped the book, addressed it to Graham the appraiser, and
dropped it into the airslot. It went off with a puff and a bang and
returned an hour later with G ahanmis official sealed appraisal. Reich's
mutil ati ons had not been detect ed.

He had the book gift-wapped with the apprai sal enclosed (as was the
custom and slotted it to Maria Beaunont's house. Twenty minutes | ater cane
the reply: "Darling! Darling! Darling! | thot you' d forgotten (evidently
Maria had witten the note herself) little ol sexy ne. How 2 divine. Cone
to Beaunont House tonite. We're having a party. W'll play ganes from your
sweet gift." There was a portrait of Maria centered in the star of a
synthetic ruby enclosed in the nessage capsule. A nude portrait, naturally.

Rei ch answered: "Devastated. Not tonight. One of my nmillions is
nm ssing. "

She answered: "Wdnesday, you clever boy. |I'Il give you one of mne."

He replied: "Delighted to accept. WII bring guest. | kiss all of
yours." And went to bed

And screaned at The Man Wth No Face.

Wednesday norning, Reich visited Mnarch's Science-city ("Paternalism
you know. ") and spent a stinulating hour with its bright young nen. He
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di scussed their work and their glowi ng futures if they would only have
faith in Monarch. He told the ancient dirty joke about the celibate pioneer
who nmade the energency | anding on the hearse in deep space (and the corpse
said: "lI'mjust one of the tourists!") and the bright young nen | aughed
subserviently, feeling slightly contenptuous of the boss.

This informality enabled Reich to drift into the Restricted Room and
pi ck up one of the visual knockout capsules. They were cubes of copper,
hal f the size of fulminating caps, but twi ce as deadly. Wen they were
broken open, they erupted a dazzling blue flare that ionized the
Rhodopsi n---the visual purple in the retina of the eye---blinding the
vi cti mand abolishing his perception of tine and space.

Wednesday afternoon, Reich went over to Mel ody Lane in the heart of
the theatrical district and called on Psych-Songs, Inc. It was run by a
cl ever young woman who had witten some brilliant jingles for his sales
di vi sion and some devastating strike-breaki ng songs for Propaganda back
when Monarch needed everything to smash | ast year's l|labor fracas. Her nane
was Duffy Wgé& To Reich she was the epitone of the nobdern career
girl---the virgin seductress.

"Wel |, Duffy?" He kissed her casually. She was as shapely as a
sal es-curve, pretty, but a trifle too young.

"Well, M. Reich?" She | ooked at himoddly. "Sonme day |I'mgoing to

hire one of those Lonely-Heart Peepers to case your kiss. | keep thinking
you don't mean business."

"1 don't."

" Dog. "

"A man has to nake up his nmind early, Duffy. If he kisses girls he
ki sses hi s noney goodbye."

"You kiss nme."

"Only because you're the inmage of the lady on the credit."

"Pip," she said.

"Pop," he said.

"Bim" she sai d.

"Bam " he said.

"I'"'d like to kill the bemwho invented that fad," Duffy said darkly.
"Al'l right, handsonme. Wat's your probl en?"

"Ganmbling," Reich said. "Ellery West, ny Rec director, is conplaining
about the ganbling in Mnarch. Says there's too nuch. Personally | don't
care."

"Keep a man in debt and he's afraid to ask for a raise."

"You're entirely too smart, young |ady."

"So you want a no-ganbl e-type song?"

"Something like that. Catchy. Not too obvious. Mre a delayed action
than a straight propaganda tune. 1'd like the conditioning to be nore or
| ess unconsci ous. "

Duffy nodded and made qui ck notes.

"And nmeke it a tune worth hearing. I'll have to listen to God knows
how rmany peopl e singing and whistling and hunming it."

"You louse. Al ny tunes are worth hearing."

"Once. "

"That's a thousand extra on your tab."

Rei ch | aughed. "Speaki ng of nobnotony..

"Which we weren't."

"What's the nbst persistent tune you ever wote?"

"Persi stent ?"

"You know what | nean. Like those advertising jingles you can't get
out of your head."

he conti nued snoot hly.

"Ch. Pepsis, we call '"em

n \My?ll

"Dunno. They say because the first one was witten centuries ago by a
character named Pepsi. | don't buy that. | wote one once..." Duffy wi nced

in recollection. "Hate to think of it even now. Guaranteed to obsess you
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for a nonth. It haunted ne for a year."

"You're rocketting."

"Scout's honor, M. Reich. It was “Tenser, Said The Tensor.' | wote
it for that flop show about the crazy mathematici an. They wanted nui sance
val ue and they sure got it. People got so sore they had to withdrawit.
Lost a fortune."

"Let's hear it."

"l couldn't do that to you."

"Conme on, Duffy. I'mreally curious."

"You'll regret it"

"l don't believe you."

"Al right, pig," she said, and pulled the punch panel toward her
"This pays you back for that no-guts kiss."

Her fingers and pal mslipped gracefully over the panel. A tune of
utter nonotony filled the roomw th agonizing, unforgettable banality. It
was the quintessence of every nelodic cliche Reich had ever heard. No
matter what nelody you tried to renenber, it invariably | ed down the path
of famliarity to "Tenser, Said The Tensor." Then Duffy began to sing:

Ei ght, sir; seven, sir;
Six, sir; five, sir;

Four, sir; three, sir;
Two, sir; one!

Tenser, said the Tensor
Tenser, said the Tensor
Tensi on, apprehension,
And di ssensi on have begun

"Ch ny CGod!" Reich excl ai ned.

"I'"ve got sone real gone tricks in that tune,” Duffy said, stil
playing. "Notice the beat after "one'? That's a semicadence. Then you get
anot her beat after “begun.' That turns the end of the song into a
sem cadence, too, so you can't ever end it. The beat keeps you running in

circles, like: Tension, apprehension, and dissension have begun. Rl FF.
Tensi on, apprehension, and di ssension have begun. R FF. Tension, appre---"

"You little devil!" Reich started to his feet, pounding his palns on
his ears. "lI'maccursed. How long is this affliction going to | ast?"

"Not nore than a nmonth."

"Tensi on, apprehension, and diss---1"mruined. Isn't there any way
out ?"

"Sure,"” Duffy said. "It's easy. Just ruin nme." She pressed herself

agai nst him and planted an earnest young kiss. "Lout," she murmured. "Pig.
Boob. Dolt. When are you going to drag ne through the gutter? C ever-up,
dog. Wiy aren't you as smart as | think you are?”

"I"'msmarter," he said and left.

As Reich had planned, the song established itself firmy in his mnd
and echoed again and again all the way down to the street. Tenser, said the
Tensor. Tenser, said the Tensor. Tension, apprehension, and di ssension have
begun. RIFF. A perfect mnd-block for a non-Esper. \Wat peeper could get
past that? Tension, apprehension, and di ssension have begun

"Much smarter,"” murnured Reich, and flagged a Junper to Jerry Church's
pawnshop on the upper west side.

Tensi on, apprehension, and di ssensi on have begun

Despite all rival clains, pawnbroking is still the ol dest profession
The busi ness of |ending noney on portable security is the nost ancient of
human occupations. It extends fromthe depths of the past to the utternost
reaches of the future, as unchanging as the pawnbroker's shop itself. You
wal ked into Jerry Church's cellar store, crammed and littered with the
debris of time, and you were in a nmuseum of eternity. And even Church
hi nsel f, w zened, peering, his face bl ackened and brui sed by the interna
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bl ows of suffering, enbodied the agel ess nobney-I| ender.

Church shuffled out of the shadows and cane face to face with Reich,
standing starkly illuminated in a patch of sunlight slanting across the
counter. He did not start. He did not acknow edge Reich's identity.
Brushi ng past the man who for ten years had been his nortal eneny, he
pl aced hi nsel f behind the counter and said: "Yes, please?"

"Hell o, Jerry."

Wt hout | ooking up. Church extended his hand across the counter. Reich
attenpted to clasp it. It was snatched away.

"No," Church said with a snarl that was half hysterical |augh. "Not
that, thank you. Just give nme what you want to pawn."

It was the peeper's sour little trap, and he had tunbled into it. No
matter.

"I haven't anything to pawn, Jerry."

"As poor as that? How the mighty have fallen. But we nust expect it,
eh? W all fall. W all fall."

Church gl anced sidelong at him trying to peep him Let himtry.
Tensi on, apprehensi on, and di ssension have begun. Let him get through the
crazy tune rattling in his head.

"Al'l of us fall," Church said. "Al of us."

"l expect so, Jerry. | haven't yet. |'ve been lucky."

"I wasn't lucky," the peeper leered. "I net you."

"Jerry," Reich said patiently. "I've never been your bad luck. It was

your own |luck that ruined you. Not---"

"You CGod dammed bastard," Church said in a horribly soft voice. "You
God damed eater of slok. May you rot before you die. Get out of here. |
want nothing to do with you. Nothing! Understand?"

"Not even ny noney?" Reich withdrew ten gl eaning sovereigns fromhis
pocket and placed themon the counter. It was a subtle touch. Unlike the
credit, the sovereign was the coin of the underworld. Tension,
appr ehensi on, and di ssensi on have begun. .

"Least of all your noney. | want your heart cut open. | want your
bl ood spilling on the ground. | want the naggots eating the eyes out of
your living head... But | don't want your mnoney."

"Then what do you want, Jerry?"

"I told you!" the peeper screaned. "I told you! You God dammed

| ousy---"
"What do you want, Jerry?" Reich repeated coldly, keeping his eyes on
the wi zened man. Tensi on, apprehension, and di ssension have begun. He coul d

still control Church. It didn't matter that Church had been a 2nd. Contro
wasn't a question of peeping. It was a question of personality. Eight, sir;
seven, sir; six, sir; five, sir... He always had... He always would contro
Chur ch.

"What do you want ?" Church asked sullenly.
Rei ch snorted. "You're the peeper. You tell ne.

"I don't know," Church nmuttered after a pause. "I can't read it.
There's crazy nusic mixing everything up..."

"Then 1'1l have to tell you. I want a gun."

"A what ?"

"G U N Gun. Ancient weapon. It propels projectiles by explosion."

"I haven't anything like that."

"Yes, you do, Jerry. Keno Quizzard mentioned it to me sone tine ago.
He saw it. Steel and collapsible. Very interesting.”

"What do you want it for?"

"Read ne, Jerry, and find out. | haven't anything to hide. It's al
qui te innocent."

Church screwed up his face, then quit in disgust.

"I'sn't worth the trouble,” he nunbled and shuffled off into the
shadows. There was a distant slamrng of metal drawers. Church returned
with a conpact nodul e of tarnished steel and placed it on the counter
al ongsi de the noney. He pressed a stud and the lunp of netal sprang open
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into steel knuckle-rings, revolver and stiletto. It was a XXth Century

knife-pistol... the quintessence of nurder
"What do you want it for?" Church asked again.
"You're hoping it's sonething that can lead to black-mail, eh?" Reich

smled. "Sorry. It's a gift."

"A dangerous gift." The ostraci zed peeper gave himthat sidelong
gl ance of snarl and | augh. "Ruination for soneone el se, eh?"

"Not at all, Jerry. It's a gift for a friend of mne. Dr. Augustus
Tate."

"Tate!" Church stared at him

"Do you know hinf? He collects old things."

"I know him | know him" Church began to chuckle asthmatically. "But
I'"m beginning to know himbetter. I'"mbeginning to feel sorry for him" He
st opped | aughi ng and shot a penetrating glance at Reich. "Of course. This

will make a lovely gift for GQus. A perfect gift for Qus. Because it's

| oaded. "

"Ch? Is it | oaded?"

"Ch yes indeed. It's |loaded. Five lovely cartridges." Church cackled
again. "Agift for Qus." He touched a cam A cylinder snapped out of the
side of the gun displaying five chanbers filled with brass cartridges. He
| ooked fromthe cartridges to Reich. "Five serpent's teeth to give to Gus."

"I told you this was innocent," Reich said in a hard voice. "W'|
have to pull those teeth."

Church stared at himin astoni shment, then he trotted down the aisle
and returned with two small tools. Quickly he wenched each of the bullets
fromthe cartridges. He slid the harm ess cartridge cases back into the
chanbers, snapped the cylinder home and then placed the gun al ongsi de the
noney.

"Al'l safe," he said brightly. "Safe for dear little Gus." He | ooked at
Rei ch expectantly. Reich extended both hands. Wth one he pushed the noney
toward Church. Wth the other he drew the gun toward hinself. At that
instant, Church changed again. The air of chirpy nadness left him He
grasped Reich's wists with iron claws and bent across the counter with
bl azing intensity.

"No, Ben," he said, using the nane for the first time. "That isn't the
price. You know it. Despite that crazy song in your head, | know you know
it."

"Al'l right, Jerry," Reich said steadily, never relaxing his hold on
the gun. "What is the price? How nmuch?"

"I want to be reinstated," the peeper said. "I want to get back into
the Guild. | want to be alive again. That's the price."
"What can | do? I'mnot a peeper. | don't belong to the Guild."

"You' re not hel pl ess, Ben. You've got ways and nmeans. You could get to
the Guild. You could have me reinstated."

"I nmpossi ble. "

"You can bribe, blackmail, intimdate... bless, dazzle, fascinate. You
can do it, Ben. You can do it for nme. Help ne, Ben. | hel ped you, once."

"l paid through the nose for that help."

"And |? What did | pay?" the peeper screamed. "I paid with ny lifel"

"You paid with your stupidity."

"For God's sake, Ben. Help ne. Help ne or kill nme. 1'mdead al ready. |
just haven't the guts to commt suicide."

After a pause, Reich said brutally: "I think the best thing for you

Jerry, would be suicide."

The peeper flung hinself back as though he had been branded. In his
brui sed face his eyes stared glassily at Reich

"Now tell ne the price," Reich said.

Quite deliberately, Church spat on the noney, then |evelled a glance
of hurtling hatred at Reich. "There will be no charge,"” he said, and turned
and di sappeared into the shadows of the cellar.
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Until it was destroyed for reasons lost in the nisty confusion of the
|ate XXth Century, the Pennsylvania Station in New York Gty was, unknown
to nmllions of travellers, alink in time. The interior of the giant
termnal was a replica of the mghty Baths of Caracalla in ancient Rone. So
al so was the sprawl i ng mansi on of Madane Mari a Beaunont, known to her
thousand nost intimte enem es as The G It Corpse.

As Ben Reich glided down the east ranp with Dr. Tate at his side and
murder in his pocket, he conmunicated with his senses in staccatto spurts.
The sight of the guests on the floor below. .. The glitter of uniforns, of
dress, of phosphorescent flesh, of beans of pastel |ight swaying on stilt
| egs... Tenser, said the Tensor..

The sound of voices, of nusic, of annunciators, of echoes... Tension,
appr ehensi on, and di ssension... The wonderful potpourri of flesh and
perfunme, of food, of wine, of gilt ostentation... Tension, apprehension..

The gilt trappings of death... O sonething, by God, which has failed
for seventy years... Alost art... As lost as phlebotony, chirurgery,
alcheny... 1'lIl bring death back. Not the hasty, crazy killing of the
psychotic, the brawer... but the nornal, deliberate, planned,
col d- bl ooded- - -

"For Cod's sake!" Tate murnured. "Be careful, nman. Your nurder's
showi ng. "

Ei ght, sir; seven, sir...

"That's better. Here conmes one of the peeper secretaries. He screens
the guests for crashers. Keep singing."

A slender, willow young man, all gush, all cropped golden hair, all
violet blouse and silver culottes: "Dr. Tate!l M. Reich! |I'm speechl ess
Actually. | can't utter word one. Cone in! Cone in!"

Six, sir; five, sir...

Mari a Beaunont clove through the crowd, arnms outstretched, eyes
out stretched, naked bosom outstretched... her body transformed by pneumatic
surgery into an exagerated East Indian figure with puffed hips, puffed
cal ves and puffed gilt breasts. To Reich she was the painted figurehead of
a pornographic ship... the famous G It Corpse.

"Ben, darling creature!" She enbraced himwi th pneunatic intensity,
contriving to press his hand into her cleavage. "It's too too wonderful."

"It's too too plastic, Maria," he murnured in her ear

"Have you found that lost nmillion yet?"

"Just laid hands on it now, dear."

"Be careful, audacious lover. |I'm having every norsel of this divine
party recorded. "

Over her shoul der, Reich shot a glance at Tate. Tate shook his head
reassuringly.

"Conme and neet everybody who's everybody," Maria said. She took his
arm "We'll have ages for ourselves later."

The lights in the groined vaults overhead changed again and shifted up
the spectrum The costumes changed color. Skin that had gl owed w th pink
nacre now shone with eerie |uninescence.

On his left flank, Tate gave the prearranged signal: Danger! Danger!
Danger!

Tensi on, apprehensi on, and di ssensi on have begun. R FF. Tension,
appr ehensi on, and di ssensi on have begun. .

Maria was introducing another effete, all gush, all cropped copper
hair, all fuchsia blouse and Prussian blue cul ottes.

"Larry Ferar, Ben. My other social secretary. Larry's been dying to
meet you."

Four, sir; three, sir...
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"M. Reich! But too thrilled. | can't utter word one."
Two, sir; one!
The young man accepted Reich's smle and noved on. Still circling in

convoy, Tate gave Reich a reassuring nod. Again the overhead |ights
changed. Portions of the guests' costunes appeared to dissolve. Reich, who
had never succunbed to the fashion of wearing ultra-violet windows in his
clothes, stood secure in his opaque suit, watching with contenpt the quick,
roving eyes around him searching, appraising, conparing, desiring.

Tate signall ed: Danger! Danger! Danger

Tenser, said the Tensor..

A secretary appeared at Maria's el bow, "Madane," he |isped, "a slight
contretenps."”

"What is it?"

"The Chervil boy. Galen Chervil."

Tate's face constricted.

"What about hin?" Maria peeped through the crowd.

"Left of the fountain. An inpostor, Madane. | have peeped him He has
no invitation. He's a college student. He bet he could crash the party. He
intends to steal a picture of you as proof."

"OfF nme!" Maria said, staring through the windows in young Chervil's
clothes. "Wat does he think of ne?"

"Wel |, Madane, he's extrenely difficult to probe. | think he'd like to
steal nore fromyou than your picture."

"Ch, would he?" Maria cackl ed delightedly.

"He woul d, Madame. Shall he be renpved?"

"No." Maria glanced once nore at the nuscul ar young man, then turned
away. "He'll get his proof."

"And it won't be stolen," Reich said.

"Jeal ous! Jeal ous!" she squawked. "Let's dine."

In response to Tate's urgent sign, Reich stepped aside nonentarily.

"Reich, you've got to give it up."

"What the hell... ?"

"The Chervil boy."

"What about hinP"

"He's a 2nd."

"God damm!"

"He's precocious, brilliant... | net himat Powell's |ast Sunday.
Mari a Beaunont never invites peepers to her house. I'monly in on your
pass. | was depending on that."

"And this peeper kid has to be the one to crash. God dam!"
"Gve it up, Reich."
"Maybe | can stay away fromhim"

"Reich, | can block the social secretaries. They're only 3rds. But |
can't guarantee to handle themand a 2nd too... even if he is only a Kid.
He's young. He may be too nervous to do any clever peeping. But | can't
prom se. "

"I'"'mnot quitting," Reich growed. "I can't. I'll never get a chance
like this again. Even if | knew |l could, | wouldn't quit. | couldn't. I've
got the stink of D Courtney in my nostrils. |---"

"Reich, you'll never---"

"Don't argue. |I'mgoing through with it." Reich turned his scow ful

on Tate's nervous face. "I know you're |ooking for a chance to squirm out
of this; but you won't. We're trapped in this together, right down the
line, fromhere to Denplition."

He shaped his distorted face into a frozen smle and rejoined his
host ess on a couch al ongsi de one of the tables. It was still the customfor
couples to feed one another at these affairs, but the gesture that had
originated in oriental courtesy and generosity had degenerated into erotic
pl ay. The norsels of food were acconpani ed by tongue touched to fingers and
were as often offered between the |ips. The wine was tasted nouth to nouth.
Sweets were given nore intimtely.
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Reich endured it all with a seething inpatience, waiting for the vita
word from Tate. Part of Tate's Intelligence work was to | ocate D Courtney's
hi ding place in the house. He watched the little peeper drift through the
crowd of diners, probing, prying, searching, until he at last returned with
a negative shake of his head and gestured toward Maria Beaunont. Clearly
Maria was the only source of information, but she was now too excited by
sensuality to be easily probed. It was another in a never-ending series of
crises that had to be net by the killer-instinct. Reich arose and crossed
toward the fountain. Tate intercepted him

"What are you up to, Reich?"

"Isn't it obvious? |I've got to get the Chervil boy off her mnd."

" How?"

"I's there any way but one?"

"For God's sake, Reich, don't go near the boy."

"Get out of nmy way." Reich radiated a burst of savage conpul sion that
made the peeper recoil. He signaled in fright and Reich tried to contro
hi msel f.

"I't's taking chances, | know, but the odds aren't as |long as you
think. In the first place, he's young and green. In the second place, he's
a crasher and scared. In the third place, he can't be flying full jets or
he woul dn't have let the fag secretaries peep himso easily."

"Have you got any consci ous control? Can you doubl e-t hi nk?"

"I'"ve got that song on nmy mnd and enough trouble to nake
doubl et hi nki ng a pl easure. Now get the hell out of the way and stand by to
peep Maria Beaunont."

Chervil was eating alone alongside the fountain, clunsily attenpting
to appear to bel ong.

"Pip," said Reich

"Pop," said Chervil.

"Bim" said Reich

"Bam " said Chervil

Wth the latest fad in infornmality di sposed of, Reich eased hinself
down al ongside the boy. "I'm Ben Reich."

"I'm@lly Chervil, | nean... Glen. I---" He was visibly inpressed by
t he name of Reich.

Tensi on, apprehensi on, and dissension..

"That damed song,"” Reich nuttered. "Heard it for the first time the
other day. Can't get it out of my mnd. Maria knows you' re a phoney,
Chervil ."

"Ch no!"

Rei ch nodded. Tension, apprehension..

"Should | start running?"

"Wt hout the picture?”

"You know about that too? There nust be a peeper in the house."

"Two of them Her social secretaries. People like you are their job."

"What about that picture, M. Reich? I've got fifty credits riding on

the line. You ought to know what a bet neans. You're a ganb---1 nean,
financier."

"Adad I'mnot a peeper, eh? Never mnd. I'mnot insulted. See that
arch? Go straight through and turn right. You'll find a study. The walls
are lined with Maria's portraits, all in synthetic stones. Help yourself.
She'll never niss one."

The boy | eaped up, scattering food. "Thanks, M. Reich. Sone day |'I
do you a favor."

"Such as?"
"You' d be surprised. | happen to be a---" He caught hinself and
bl ushed. "You'll find out, sir. Thanks again." He began weavi ng his way

across the floor toward the study.
Four, sir; three, sir; two, sir; one!
Reich returned to his hostess.
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"Naughty | over," she said. "Wo've you been feeding? I'll tear her
eyes out."

"The Chervil boy," Reich answered. "He asked ne where you keep your
pictures.”

"Ben! You didn't tell him"

"Sure did," Reich grinned. "He's on his way to get one now. Then he'l
take off. You know |'mjeal ous."

She | eaped fromthe couch and sailed toward the study.

"Bam " sai d Reich

By el even o' clock, the ritual of dining had aroused the conpany to a
point of intensity that required solitude and darkness for rel ease. Maria
Beaunont had never failed her guests, and Reich hoped she woul d not fai
tonight. She had to play the Sardine game. He knew it when Tate returned
fromthe study with concise directions for |ocating the hidden D Courtney.

"I don't know how you got away with it," Tate whispered. "You're
broadcasti ng bl oodl ust on every wavel ength of the TP band. He's here.

Al one. No servants. Only two bodyguards provided by Maria. @ins was right.
He' s dangerously sick..."

"To hell with that. I'll cure him Were is he?"

"Go through the west arch. Turn right. Up stairs. Through overpass.
Turn right. Picture Gallery. Door between paintings of the Rape of Lucrece
and the Rape of the Sabi ne Wnen..."

"Sounds typical."

"Open the door. Up a flight of steps to an anteroom Two guards in the
anteroom D Courtney's inside. It's the old weddi ng suite her grandfather
built.”

"By God! I'Il use that suite again. I'Il marry himto nurder. And Il
get amay with it, little Gus. Don't think | won't."

The G|t Corpse began to clanmor for attention. Flushed and shining
with perspiration, standing in the glare of a pink light on the dais
between the two fountains, Maria clapped her hands for silence. Her noist
pal ns beat together, and the echoes roared in Reich's ears: Death. Death.
Deat h.

"Darlings! Darlings! Darlings!" she cried. "We're going to have so
much fun tonight. W' re going to provide our own entertainment." A subdued
groan went up fromthe guests and a drunken voice shouted: "I'm just one of
the tourists."

Through the laughter, Maria said: "Naughty |overs, don't be
di sappointed. W're going to play a wonderful old ganme; and we're going to
play it in the dark."

The conpany cheered up as the overhead |ights began to di mand

di sappear. The dais still blazed, and in the light, Maria produced a
tattered volune. Reich's gift.
Tensi on. .

Maria turned the pages slowy, blinking at the unaccustoned print.
Appr ehensi on. .

"It's a ganme," Maria cried, "called "Sardine.' Isn't that too
ador abl e?"
She took the bait. She's on the hook. In three minutes I'll be

invisible. Reich felt his pockets. The gun. The Rhodopsin. Tension,
appr ehensi on, and di ssensi on have begun

"One player," Maria read, "is selected to be It. That's going to be
me. All the lights are extinguished and the It hides anywhere in the
house." As Maria struggled through the directions, the great hall was
reduced to pitch darkness with the exception of the single pink beamon the
st age.

"Successively each player finding the Sardine joins themuntil all are
hi dden in one place, and the last player, who is the loser, is left to
wander alone in the dark." Maria closed the book. "And darlings, we're al
going to feel sorry for the | oser because we're going to play this funny
old gane in a darling new way."
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As the last light on the dais nelted away, Maria stripped off her gown
and di spl ayed the astoni shing nude body that was a miracle of pneumatic
surgery. "We're going to play Sardine like this!" she cried. The last light
biinked out. There was a roar of exultant |aughter and appl ause, followed
by a multiple whisper of cloth drawn across skin. Cccasionally there cane
the sound of a rip, then nuttered excl amati ons and nore | aughter

Reich was invisible at last. He had half an hour to slip up into the
house, find and kill D Courtney, and then return to the gane. Tate was
conmmitted to pinning the peeper secretaries out of the line of his attack
It was safe. It was fool proof except for the Chervil boy. He had to take
that chance

He crossed the main hall and jostled into bodies at the west arch. He
went through the arch into the nmusic roomand turned right, groping for the
stairs.

At the foot of the stairs he was forced to clinb over a barrier of
bodies with octopus arns that tried to pull himdown. He ascended the
stairs, seventeen eternal steps, and felt his way through a close tunne
over pass papered with vel our. Suddenly he was seized and a wonman crushed
hersel f agai nst him

"Hel l o, Sardine," she whispered in his ear. Then her skin becane aware
of his clothes. "Oww " she exclained, and felt the hard outlines of the
gun in his breast pocket. "Wat's that?" He sl apped her hand away.

"Cl ever-up, Sardine," she giggled. "Get out of the can.”

He di vested hinself of her and bruised his nose agai nst the dead-end
of the overpass. He turned right, opened a door and found hinself in a
vaulted gallery over fifty feet long. The |ights were extingui shed here
too, but the |lum nescent paintings, glow ng under ultra-violet spotlights,
filled the gallery with a virulent glow. It was enpty.

Between a livid Lucrece and a horde of Sabine Wonen was a flush door
of polished bronze. Reich stopped before it, renoved the tiny Rhodopsin
loni zer frombis back pocket and attenpted to poise the copper cube between
his thunbnail and forefinger. H's hands were trenbling violently. Rage and
hatred boiled inside him and his death-lust shot image after inmage of an
agoni zed D Courtney through his mnd' s eye.

"Christ!" he cried. "He'd do it to ne. He's tearing at ny throat. I'm
fighting for survival." He made his orisons in fanatical multiples of three
and ni ne.

"Stand by ne, dear Christ! Today, tonorrow, and yesterday. Stand by
me! Stand by nme! Stand by ne!"

His fingers steadi ed. He poi sed the Rhodospin cap, then thrust open
the bronze door, revealing nine steps nounting to an anteroom Reich
snapped his thunb-nail against the copper cube as though he were trying to
flip a penny to the noon. As the Rhodopsin cap flew up into the anteroom
Rei ch averted his eyes.

There was a cold purplish flash. Reich | eaped up the stairs like a
tiger. The two Beaunont House guards were seated on the bench where he had
caught them Their faces were sagging, their vision destroyed, their tine
sense abol i shed.

I f anyone entered and found the guards before he was finished, he was
on the road to Denolition. If the guards revived before he was finished, he
was on the road to Denolition. No matter what happened, it was a fina
ganble with Denolition. Leaving the |last of his sanity behind him Reich
pushed open a jewell ed door and entered the wedding suite.

Rei ch found hinself in a spherical roomdesigned as the heart of a
giant orchid. The walls were curling orchid petals, the floor was a gol den
calyx; the chairs, tables and couches were orchid and gold. But the room
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was ol d. The petals were faded and peeling; the golden tile floor was
ancient and the tesselations were splitting. There was an old nman |lying on
the couch, nusty and wilted, like a dried weed. It was D Courtney,
stretched out |ike a corpse.

Rei ch sl ammed the door in rage. "You' re not dead al ready, you
bastard,"” he exploded. "You can't be dead."

The faded man started up, stared, then arose painfully fromthe couch,
his face breaking into a snile.

"Still alive," Reich cried exultantly.

D Courtney stepped toward Reich, sniling, his arns outstretched as
t hough wel conming a prodi gal son

Al arnmed again, Reich growl ed: "Are you deaf ?"

The ol d man shook his head.

"You speak English," Reich shouted. "You can hear ne. You can't
understand nme. |I'm Reich. Ben Reich of Monarch."

D Courtney nodded, still smiling. H's nmouth worked soundl essly. His
eyes glistened with sudden tears.

"What the hell is the matter with you? I'm Ben Reich! Ben Reich! Do
you know nme? Answer ne."

D Courtney shook his head and tapped his throat. H s nouth worked
again. Rusty sounds cane; then words as faint as dust: "Ben... Dear Ben..
Waited so long. Now... Can't talk. My throat... Can't talk." Again he
attenpted to enbrace Reich.

"Arrgh! Keep off, you crazy idiot." Bristling, Reich stepped around
D Courtney like an animal, his hackles raised, the murder boiling in his
bl ood.

D Courtney's nouth fornmed the words: "Dear Ben..."

"You know why |'m here. What are you trying to do? Make | ove to ne?"
Rei ch | aughed. "You crafty old pinmp. Am| supposed to turn soft for your
chewi ng?" H s hand | ashed out. The old man reeled back fromthe slap and
fell into an orchid chair that |ooked Iike a wound.

"Listen to ne---" Reich followed D Courtney and stood over him He
began to shout incoherently. "This payoff's been on the fire for years. And
you want to rob ne with a Judas kiss. Does murder turn the other cheek? If
it does, enbrace nme, brother killer. Kiss death! Teach death |ove. Teach
CGodl i ness and shane and bl ood and---No. Wait. I---" He stopped short and
shook his head like a bull trying to cast off a halter of delirum

"Ben," D Courtney whispered in horror. "Listen, Ben..."

"You've been at ny throat for ten years. There was room enough for
both of us. Mnarch and D Courtney. Al the roomin tine and space, but you
wanted nmy bl ood, eh? My heart. My guts in your |ousy hands. The Man Wth No
Face!"

D Courtney shook his head in bew | dernent. "No, Ben. No..."

"Don't call me Ben. I'mno friend of yours. Last week | gave you one
nmore chance to wash in decency. Me. Ben Reich. | asked for armstice.
Begged for peace. Merger. | begged like a screanming woman. My father woul d

spit on nme if he were alive. Every fighting Reich would bl acken ny face
with contenpt. But | asked for peace, didn't |I? Eh? Didn't 1?" Reich
prodded D Courtney savagely. "Answer ne."

D Courtney's face was bl anched and staring. Finally he whispered:

"Yes. You asked... | accepted."
"You what ?"
"Accepted. Waiting for years. Accepted."”
"Accepted!"

D Courtney nodded. His lips formed the letters: "WWG "

"What ? WAHG? Accept ance?”

The ol d man nodded agai n.

Rei ch shrieked with laughter. "You clunmsy old liar. That's refusal
Deni al . Rejection. Var."

"No, Ben. No..."

Rei ch reached down and yanked D Courtney to his feet. The old nan was
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frail and light, but his weight burned Reich's arm and the touch of the
ol d skin burned Reich's fingers.

"So it's to be war, is it? Death?"

D Courtney shook his head and tried to nake signs.

"No nerger. No peace. Death. That's the choice, eh?"

"Ben... No."

"WIIl you surrender?"

"Yes," D Courtney whispered. "Yes, Ben. Yes."

"Liar. Clunsy old liar." Reich laughed. "But you're dangerous. | can
see it. Protective mmecry. That's your trick. You imtate the idiots and
trap us at your |eisure. But not nme. Never."

"I"'mnot... your eneny, Ben."

"No," Reich spat. "You're not because you're dead. You've been dead
ever since | came into this orchid coffin. Man Wth No Face! Can you hear
me screaming for the last tine? You' re finished forever!"”

Reich tore the gun out of his breast pocket. He touched the stud and
it opened like a red steel flower. A faint groan escaped from D Courtney
when he saw the weapon. He backed away in horror. Reich caught him and held
himfast. D Courtney twisted in Reich's grasp, his face pleading his eyes
gl azed and rheumy. Reich transferred his grasp to the back of D Courtney's
thin neck and wrenched the head toward him He had to fire through the open
mouth for the trick to work

At that instant, one of the orchid petals swng open, and a
hal f-dressed girl burst into the room In a blaze of surprise, Reich saw
the corridor behind her, a bedroom door standing open at the far end; the
girl, nude under a frost silk gown hastily thrown on, yellow hair flying,
dark eyes wide in alarm.. Alightning flash of wild beauty.

"Father!" she screamed. "For CGod's sake! Father!"

She ran toward D Courtney. Reich swing quickly between them never
rel axing his hold on the old man. The girl stopped short, backed away, then
darted to the left around Reich scream ng. Reich pivoted and cut viciously
at her with the stiletto. She eluded himbut was driven back on the couch.
Reich thrust the point of the stiletto between the old nan's teeth and
forced his jaws open.

"No!" she cried. "No! For the love of Christ! Father!"

She stunbl ed around the couch and ran toward her father again. Reich
thrust the gun nmuzzle into D Courtney's nouth and pulled the trigger. There
was a nuffl ed expl osion and a gout of blood spurted fromthe back of
D Courtney's head. Reich let the body drop and | eaped for the girl. He
caught her while she fought and screaned.

Reich and the girl were scream ng together. Reich shook with gal vanic
spasns that forced himto release the girl. The girl fell forward to her
knees and craw ed to the body. She npaned in pain as she snatched the gun
fromthe mouth where it still hung. Then she crouched over the tw tching
body, silent, fixed, staring into the waxen face.

Rei ch gasped for breath and beat his knuckles together painfully. Wen
the roaring in his ears subsided, he propelled hinself toward the girl,
trying to arrange his thoughts and nmake split second alterations in his
pl ans. He had never counted on a witness. No one nentioned a daughter. God
damm Tate! He would have to kill the girl. He---

She turned again and shot a terror-stricken glance over her shoul der
Again that lightning flash of yellow hair, dark eyes, dark brows, wld
beauty. She | eaped to her feet, darted out of his sodden grasp, ran to the
jewel l ed door, flung it open and ran into the anteroom As the door slowy
closed, Reich had a glinpse of the guards still slunped on the bench and
the girl running silently down the stairs with the gun in her hands... with
Denolition in her hands.

Rei ch started. The cl ogged bl ood began poundi ng through his veins
again. He reached the door in three strides, ran through and tore down the
steps to the picture gallery. It was enpty but the door to the overpass was
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just closing. And still no sound fromher. Still no alarm How | ong before
she started screaning the house down?

He raced down the gallery and entered the overpass. It was still pitch
dark. He bl undered through, reached the head of the stairs that |ed down to
the nmusic room and paused again. Still no sound. No al arm

He went down the steps. The dark silence was terrifying. Wiy didn't
she screan? Where was she? Reich crossed toward the west arch and knew he
was at the edge of the main hall by the quiet splash of the fountains.
Where was the girl? In all that black silence, where was she? And the gun
Christ! The tricked gun

A hand touched his arm Reich jerked in alarm Tate whispered: "I've
been standing by. It took you exactly---"

"You son of a bitch!" Reich burst out. "There was a daughter. Wy
didn't you---"

"Be quiet," Tate snapped. "Let nme peep it." After fifteen seconds of
burni ng silence, he began to trenmble. In a terrified voice he whined: "MW
God. Ch, ny God..."

H's terror was the catalyst. Reich's control returned. He began
t hi nki ng again. "Shut up," he growed. "It isn't Denolition yet."

"You'll have to kill her too, Reich. You'll---"
"Shut up. Find her, first. Cover the house. You got her pattern from
me. Locate her. I'Il be waiting at the fountain. Jet!"

He flung Tate from himand staggered to the fountain. At the jasper
rimhe bent and bathed his burning face. It was burgundy. Reich wi ped his
face and ignored the nuffl ed sounds that came fromthe other side of the
basin. Evidently sone other person or persons unknown were bathing in w ne.

He considered swiftly. The girl nust be located and killed. If she
still had the gun when Tate found her, the gun would be used. If she
didn't? What? Strangle her? No... The fountain. She was naked under that
silk gowmn. It could be stripped off. She could be found drowned in the
fountain... just another guest who had bathed in the wine too long. But it
had to be soon... soon... soon... Before this damed Sardi ne gane was
ended. Were was Tate? Where was the girl?

Tate came bl undering up through the darkness, his breath wheezing.

"Wl 2"

"She's gone."

"You weren't gone long enough to find a louse. If this is a
doubl e-cross---"

"Who could | cross? |'mon the same road you are. | tell you her
pattern's nowhere in the house. She's gone."

"Anyone notice her |eave?"

"No. "

"Christ! CQut of the house!"

"We'd better |eave too."

"Yes, but we can't run. Once we get out of here, we'll have the rest
of the night to find her, but we've got to | eave as though nothing's
happened. Were's The @uilt Corpse?"

"I'n the projection room"

"Wat chi ng a show?"

"No. Still playing Sardine. They're packed in there like fish in a
can. W're alnost the last out here in the house.”

"Wandering alone in the dark, eh? Cone on."

He gripped Tate's shaking el bow and marched himtoward the projection
room As he wal ked he called plaintively: "Hey... Were is everybody?
Maria! Ma-ri-aaa! Were's everybody?"

Tate emtted a hysterical sob. Reich shook himroughly. "Play up

We'll be out of here in five mnutes. Then you can start worrying.".
"But if we're trapped in here, we won't be able to get the
girl.we'll--- "..

"W won't be trapped. ABC, Gus. Audacious, brave, and confident."
Rei ch pushed open the door of the projection room There was darkness in
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here, too, but the heat of many bodies. "Hey," he called. "Were is
everybody? I'mall alone.™

No answer.

"Maria. I'mall alone in the dark."

A muffled sputter, then a burst of |aughter

"Darling, darling, darling!" Maria called. "You ve mssed all the fun,
poor dear." '

"Where are you, Maria? |'ve cone to say good night."

"Ch, you can't be leaving..."

"Sorry, dear. It's late. |I've got to swindle a friend tonorrow. Were
are you Maria?"

"Cone up on the stage, darling."

Rei ch wal ked down the aisle, felt for the steps and nounted the stage.
He felt the cool perineter of the projection globe behind him A voice
called: "All right. Now we've got him Lights!"

White Iight flooded the gl obe and blinded Reich. The guests seated in
the chairs around the stage started to whoop with | aughter, then howed in
di sappoi nt nent .

"Ch Ben, you cheat," Maria screeched. "You're still dressed. That
isn't fair. W've been catching everybody divinely flagrante."

"Some other tine, Maria dear." Reich extended his hand before him and
began the graceful bow of farewell. "Respectfully, Midanme. | give you ny
thanks for---" He broke off in amazenment. On the gloam ng white |lace of his
cuff an angry red spot appeared.

In stunned silence, Reich saw a second, then a third red splotch
appear on the |ace. He snatched his hand back and a red drop spattered on
the stage before him to be followed by a slow, inexorable stream of
gl eami ng crinson droplets.

"That's bl ood!" Maria screamed. "That's bl ood! There's soneone
upstairs bleeding. For God's sake, Ben... You can't |eave nme now. Lights!
Li ghts! Lights!"

At 12:30 A M, the Energency Patrol arrived at Beaunont House in
response to precinct notification: "GZ Beaunont. YLP-R' which, translated,
meant: "An Act or QOmi ssion, forbidden by | aw has been reported at Beaunont
House, 9 Park South."

At 12:40, the Park precinct Captain arrived in response to Patrol
report: "Crimnal Act possible Fel ony-AAA "

At 1:00 A M, Lincoln Powell arrived at Beaunpont House in response to a
frantic call froma deputy inspector: "I tell you, Powell, it's Felony
Triple-A 1'Il swear it is. The wind' s been knocked out of ne. | don't know
whet her to be grateful or scared; but | know none of us is equipped to
handle it."

"What can't you handl e?"

"Look here, Powell. Murder's abnormal. Only a distorted TP pattern can
produce death by viol ence. R ght?"
"Yes. "

"Which is why there hasn't been a successful Triple-A in over seventy
years. A man can't wal k around with a distorted pattern, maturing nurder
and go unnoticed these days. He'd have as much chance of going unnoticed as
a man with three heads. You peepers always pick 'emup before they go into
action."

"W try to... when we contact them™

"And there are too nmany peeper screens to pass in nornmal living these
days for you to be avoided. A nan would have to be a hermit to do that. How
can a hermt kill?"

"How i ndeed?"
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"Now here's a killing that must have been carefully planned... and the
killer was never noticed. Never reported. Even by Maria Beaunont's peeper
secretaries. That neans there couldn't have been anything to notice. He
must have a passable pattern and yet be abnormal enough to nurder. How the
hel| can we resolve a paradox |ike that?"

"l see. Any prospects?"

"We've got a pay-load of inconsistencies to iron out. One, we don't
know what killed D Courtney. Two, his daughter's di sappeared. Three,
sonebody robbed D Courtney's guards of one hour and we can't figure how.
Four---"

"Don't count any higher. I'Il be right over."

The great hall of Beaunont House bl azed with harsh white |ight.

Uni formed police were everywhere. The white-snocked technicians from Lab
were scurrying like beetles. In the center of the hall, the party guests
(dressed) were assenbled in a rough corral, mlling |like a herd of
terrified steers at a slaughter house.

As Powel| came down the east ranp, tall and slender, black and white,
he felt the wave of hostility that greeted him He reached out quickly to
Jackson Beck, police Inspector 2: "Wat's the situation Jax?"

"Scranbl e. "

Switching to their informal police code of scrambled i nages, reversed
meani ngs and personal synbols, Beck continued: "Peepers here. Play it
safe.” In a nmicrosecond he brought Powell up to date.

"I see. Nasty. What's everybody doing |unped out on the floor? You
st agi ng sonet hi ng?"

"The villain-friend act."

"Necessary?"

"It's a rotten crowd. Panpered. Corrupt. They'll never cooperate.
You'll have to do some tricky coaxing to get anything out of them and this
case is going to need it. I'lIl be the villain. You be their friend."

"Ri ght. Good work. Start recording."

Hal fway down the ranp, Powell halted. The hunor departed fromhis
mout h. The friendliness disappeared fromhis deep dark eyes. An expression
of shocked indignation appeared on his face.

"Beck," he snapped. Hi s voice cracked through the echoing hall. There
was dead silence. Every eye turned in his direction

I nspector Beck faced Powell. In a brutal voice, he said: "Here, sir."

"Are you in charge. Beck?"

"I am sir."

"And is this your concept of the proper conduct of an investigation?
To herd a group of innocent people together like cattle?"

"They're not innocent," Beck grow ed. "A man's been killed."

"Al'l in this house are innocent, Beck. They will be presuned to be
i nnocent and treated with every courtesy until the truth is uncovered."

"What ?" Beck sneered. "This gang of liars? Treated with courtesy? This
rotten, |ousy, high-society pack of hyenas..."

"How dare you! Apol ogize at once."

Beck took a deep breath and clenched his fists angrily.

"I nspector Beck, did you hear ne? Apol ogize to these | adies and
gentl enen at once."

Beck glared at Powell, then turned to the staring guests. "MW
apol ogi es, " he munbl ed.

"And |' mwarning you, Beck," Powell snapped. "If anything like this
happens again, |'lIl break you. I'll send you straight back to the gutter
you came from Now get out of ny sight."

Powel | descended to the floor of the hall and sniled at the guests.
Suddenly he was again transfornmed. Hi s bearing conveyed the subtle
suggestion that he was at heart one of them There was even a tinge of
fashi onabl e corruption in his diction

"Ladi es and gentlenen: O course | know you all by sight. |I'm not that
famous so let me introduce nyself. Lincoln Powell, Prefect of the Psychotic
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Di vi sion. Prefect and Psychotic. Two antiquated titles, eh? W won't |et
t hem bot her us." He advanced toward Maria Beaunont w th hand outstretched.
"Dear Madane Maria, what an exciting climx for your wonderful party. |
envy all of you. You'll nake history."

A pleased rustle ran through the guests. The lowering hostility began
to fade. Maria took Powell's hand dazedly, mechanically beginning to preen
her sel f.

"Madane..." He confused and delighted her by kissing her brow with
paternal warnth. "You've had a trying tinme, | know. These boors in
uni form™"

"Dear Prefect..." She was a little girl, clinging to his arm "Il've

been so terrified."

"I's there a quiet roomwhere we can all be confortable and endure this
exasperating experience?"

"Yes. The study, dear Prefect Powell.'
I'isp.

Powel | snapped his fingers behind him To the Captain who stepped
forward, he said: "Conduct Madanme and her guests to the study. No guards.
The | adi es and gentlenen are to be left in privacy."

"M. Powell, sir..." The Captain cleared his throat. "About Madane's
guests. One of themarrived after the felony was reported. An attorney, M.
Yrai ne. "

Powel | found Jo Yarai ne, Attorney-At-Law 2, in the cromd. He shot hima
tel epat hic greeting.

"Jo?"

"Hi L

"What brings you to this Blind Tiger?"

"Business. Called by ny cli(Ben Reich)ent."

"That shark? Makes ne suspicious. Wait here with Reich. W'IIl get
squared of f."

"That was an effective act with Beck."

"Hel | . You cracked our scranbl e?"

"Not a chance. But | know you two. Gentle Jax playing a thick cop is
one for the books."

Beck broke in fromacross the hall where he was apparently sul ki ng:
"Don't give it away, Jo."

"Are you crazy?" It was as though ¥mai ne had been requested not to
smash every sacred ethic of the Guild. He radiated a blast of indignation
that made Beck grin.

Al'l this during the second in which Powel|l again kissed Maria's brow
with chaste devotion and gently di sengaged hinself from her trenul ous
grasp.

"Ladies and gentlenen: we'll nmeet again in the study."

The crowd of guests noved of f, conducted by the Captain. They were
chattering with renewed animation. It was all beginning to take on the
aspect of a fabul ous new form of entertainment. Through the buzz and the
| aughter, Powell felt the iron elbows of a rigid telepathic block. He
recogni zed those el bows and permtted his astoni shnment to show.

"@us! CGus Tate!'

"Ch. Hello, Powell."

"You? Lurking & Slinking?"

"GQus?" Beck popped out. "Here? | never tagged him"

"What the devil are you hiding for?"

Chaoti c response of anger, chagrin, fear of |ost reputation,
sel f-deprecation, shane---

"Sign off, Qus. Your pattern's trapped in a feedback. Wn't do you any
harmto let a little scandal rub off on you. Make you nore human. Stay here
& hel p. Got a hunch | can use another 1st. This one is going to be a
Triple-A stinker."

After the hall cleared, Powell exam ned the three men who renai ned

She was actually beginning to
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with him Jo Yamai ne was a heavy-set man, thick, solid, with a shining bald
head and a friendly blunt-featured face. Little Tate was nervous and
twitchy... nore so than usual

And the notorious Ben Reich. Powell was neeting himfor the first
time. Tall, broad-shoul dered, determ ned, exuding a trenendous aura of
charm and power. There was kindliness in that power, but it was corroded by
the habit of tyranny. Reich's eyes were fine and keen, but his nouth seened
too small and sensitive and | ooked oddly like a scar. A nagnetic nan, with
sonet hi ng vague inside himthat was repellent.

He smled at Reich. Reich smiled, back. Spontaneously, they shook
hands.

"Do you take everybody off guard like this, Reich?"

"The secret of my success," Reich grinned. He understood Powell's
meani ng. They were en rapport.

"Well, don't let the other guests see you charmne. They'l| suspect
col lusion."
"Not you, they won't. You'll swindle them Powell. You'll make 'em al

feel they're in collusion with you."

They smi |l ed again. An unexpected chenotropi smwas drawi ng t hem
together. It was dangerous. Powell tried to shake it off. He turned to
Ymai ne: "Now t hen, Jo?"

"About the peeping, Linc..."

"Keep it up on Reich's level," Powell interrupted. "W're not going to
pul | any fast ones."

"Reich called ne in to represent him No TP, Linc. This has got to
stay on the objective level. |"'mhere to see that it does. 1'll have to be
present at every exam nation."

"You can't stop peeping, Jo. You've got no legal right. W can dig out
all we can---"

"Provided it's with the consent of the examinee. |'mhere to tell you
whet her you've got that consent or not."

Powel I | ooked at Reich. "Wat happened?”

"Don't you know?"

"I'"d like your version."

Jo Yarai ne snapped: "Wiy Reich's in particul ar?"

"I"d like to know why he hollered so quick for a lawer. |Is he m xed
up in this nmess?"

"I"'mmxed up in plenty," Reich grinned. "You don't run Mnarch
wi t hout building a stock-pile of secrets that have got to be protected."

"But nurder isn't one of then?"

"Cet out of there, Linc!"

"Stop throwi ng bl ocks, Jo. I'mjust peeping around a little because
like the guy."

"Well, like himon your own tine... not nine."

"Jo doesn't want me to love you," Powell smiled to Reich. "I w sh you

hadn't called a | awer. It nmakes ne suspicious."

"I'sn't that an occupational disease?" Reich |aughed.

"No." Di shonest Abe took over and answered snoothly. "You'd never
believe it, but the occupational disease of detectives is Laterality.
That's right-handedness or | eft-handedness. Mst detectives suffer from
strange changes of Laterality. | was naturally left-handed until the
Parsons Case when |---"

Abruptly, Powell choked off his lie. He took two steps away fromhis
fasci nated audi ence and si ghed deeply. When he turned back to them
D shonest Abe was gone.

“I'I'l tell you about that another tinme," he said. "Tell nme what
happened after Maria and the guests saw the bl ood drippi ng down on your
cuff."

Rei ch gl anced at the bl oodstains on his cuff. "She yelled bl oody
murder and we all went tearing upstairs to the Ochid Suite."

"How could you find your way in the dark?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20Alfred%20-%20Demolished%20Man,%20The.txt (33 of 115) [1/19/03 3:58:02 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20A1fred%20-%20Demol i shed%20M an,%20T he.txt

"It was light. Maria yelled for lights."
"You didn't have any trouble locating the suite with the |Iight on,

eh?"

Reich smiled grimy. "I didn't |locate the suite. It was secret. Miria
had to | ead the way."

"There were guards there... knocked out or sonething?"

"That's right. They | ooked dead."

"Li ke stone, eh? They hadn't noved a nuscl e?"

"How woul d | know?"

"How i ndeed?" Powel | | ooked hard at Reich

"What about D Courtney?"

"He | ooked dead too. Hell, he was dead."

"And everybody was standing around staring?"

"Some were in the rest of the suite, |ooking for the daughter."”

"That's Barbara D Courtney. | thought nobody knew D Courtney and his
daughter were in the house. Wiy | ook for her?"

"We didn't know Maria told us and we | ooked."

"Surprised to find her gone?"

"W were beyond surprise."

"Any idea where she went?"

"Maria said she'd killed the old man and rocketed. "

"Wbul d you buy that?"

"I don't know. The whole thing was crazy. If the girl was lunatic
enough to sneak out of the house w thout a word and go runni ng naked
through the streets, she may have had her father's scalp in her hand."

"Wul d you permit ne to peep you on all this for background and
detail ?"

"I'min the hands of ny |awer."

"The answer is no," Yamine said. "A man's got the constitutional right
to refuse Esper Exami nation w thout prejudice to hinself. Reich is
refusing.”

"And I'min one hell of a ness,
let's start the investigation.”

They turned and wal ked toward the study. Across the hall, Beck
scranbl ed into police code and asked:

"Linc, why'd you |l et Reich nake a nonkey out of you?"

"Did he?"

"Sure he did. That shark can stiff you any tine."

"Wel |l you better get your knife ready, Jax. This shark is ripe for
Denolition."

"What ?"

"Didn't you hear the slip when he was busy stiffing nme? Reich didn't
know there was a daughter. Nobody did. He didn't see her. Nobody did. He
could infer that the nmurder made her run out of the house. Anybody coul d.
But how di d he know she was naked?"

There was a nonent of stunned silence, and then, as Powell went
through the north arch into the study, a broadcast of fervent admiration
followed him "I bow, Linc. | bowto the Master."

Powel | sighed and shrugged. "Well,

The "study" of Beaunobnt House was constructed on the lines of a
Turkish Bath. The floor was a nosaic of jacinth, spinel and sunstone. The
wal | s, cross-hatched with gold wire cloisons were glittering with inset
synthetic stones... ruby, enerald, garnet, chrysolite, anethyst, topaz..
all containing various portraits of the owner. There were scatter rugs of
vel vet, and scores of chairs and | ounges.

Powel | entered the room and wal ked directly to the center, |eaving
Rei ch, Tate, and ¥mai ne behind him The buzz of conversation stopped, and
Mari a Beaunont struggled to her feet. Powell notioned her to renmain seated.
He | ooked around him accurately gaugi ng the mass psyche of the assenbl ed
sybarites, and nmeasuring the tactics he would have to use. At length he
began.
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"The law," he remarked, "makes the silliest dammed fuss about death.
Peopl e die by the thousands every day; but sinply because soneone has had
the energy and enterprise to assist old D Courtney to his dem se, the | aw
insists upon turning himinto an eneny of the people. | think it's idiotic,
but please don't quote ne."

He paused and lit a cigarette. "You all know, of course, that I'ma
peeper. Probably this fact has al arned sone of you. You imagine that I'm
standi ng here |ike some m nd-peepi ng nonster, probing your nmental plunbing.

Vell... Jo Yormaine wouldn't let me if | could. And frankly, if | could, |
woul dn't be standing here. 1'd be standing on the throne of the universe
practically indistinguishable from God. | notice that none of you have

comrented on that resenblance so far..."

There was a ripple of laughter. Powell smled disarmngly and
continued: "No, mass mnd-reading is a trick no peeper can perform It's
difficult enough to probe a single individual. It's inpossible when dozens
of TP patterns are confusing the picture. And when a group of unique,
hi ghly individual people like yourselves is gathered, we find oursel ves
conpletely at your nercy."

"And he said | had charm" Reich nmuttered

"Tonight," Powell went on, "you were playing a gane called "Sardine.'
I wish | had been invited, Madane. You nust renmenber me next tine..."

"I will,” Maria called. "I will, dear prefect..."

"In the course of that game, old D Courtney was killed. W' re al nost
positive it was preneditated nurder. We'll be certain after Lab has
finished its work. But let's assune that it is a Triple-A Felony. That will
enable us to play another ganme... a gane called “Murder.' "

There was an uncertain response fromthe guests. Powel|l continued on
the sane casual course, carefully turning the nost shocking crine in
seventy years into a norsel of unreality.

"In the gane of “Murder,'" he said, "A nmake-believe victimis killed.
A make-bel i eve detective nust discover who killed the victim He asks
questions of the nake-believe suspects. Everyone nust tell the truth,
except the killer who is permtted to |lie. The detective conpares stories,
deduces who is lying, and uncovers the killer. | thought you m ght enjoy
pl aying this gane."

A voi ce asked: "How?"

Anot her called: "I'"'mjust one of the tourists."”

More | aughter.

"A nmurder investigation," Powell smled, "explores three facets of a
crime. First, the notive. Second, the nethod. Third, the opportunity. Qur
Lab people are taking care of the second two. The first we can discover in
our gane. And if we do, we'll be able to crack the second two probl ens that
have Lab stunped now. Did you know that they can't figure out what killed
D Courtney? Did you know that D Courtney's daughter has di sappeared? She
| eft the house while you were playing “Sardine.' Did you know t hat
D Courtney's guards were nysteriously short-circuited? Yes, indeed.
Sonebody robbed themof a full hour in tine. W'd all |ike to know just
how. "

They were hanging at the very edge of the trap, breathless,
fascinated. It had to be sprung with infinite caution

"Deat h, disappearance, and tinme-theft... we can find out all about
them through notive. I'lI|l be the namke-believe detective. You'll be the
make- bel i eve suspects. You'll tell me the truth... all except the killer,
of course. W'll expect himto lie. But we'll trap himand bring this party
to a triunmphant finish if you'll give nme permission to nake a tel epathic
exam nation of each of you."

"Ch!" cried Maria in alarm

"Wait, Madane. Understand ne. All | want is your permssion. | won't
have to peep. Because, you see, if all the innocent suspects grant
perm ssion, then the one who refuses nust be the guilty. He alone will be
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forced to protect hinmself from peeping."
"Can he pull that?" Reich whispered to Yimi ne.
Yirai ne nodded.
"Just picture the scene for a nonent." Powel|l was building the drama

for them turning the roominto a stage. "I ask formally: "WIIl you permt
me to make a TP examination?' Then | go around this room.." He began a
slow circuit, bowing to each of the guests in turn. "And the answers
cone... “Yes... Yes... O course... Wiy not?... Certainly... Yes... Yes...
And then suddenly a dramatic pause." Powel| stopped before Reich, erect,
terrifying." “You, sir,'" | repeat. "WII| you give ne your permssion to
peep?' "

They all watched, hypnotized. Even Reich was aghast, transfixed by the
pointing finger and the fierce scow .

"Hesitation. His face flushes red, then ghastly white as the bl ood
drains out. You hear the tortured refusal: "No!'..." The Prefect turned and
envel oped themall with an electrifying gesture: "And in that thrilling
monent, we know we have captured the killer!"

He al nost had them Alnost. It was daring, novel, exciting; a sudden
display of ultra violet wi ndows through clothes and flesh into the soul..

But Maria's guests had bastardy in their souls... perjury... adultery---the
Devil. And the shane within all of themrose up in terror.

"No!" Maria cried. They all shot to their feet and shouted "No! No!
No! "

"It was a beautiful try, Linc, but there's your answer. You'll never
get notive out of these hyenas."

Powel | was still charming in defeat. "I'msorry, |adies and gentl enen,

but I really can't blane you. Only a fool would trust a cop." He sighed.
"One of ny assistants will tape the oral statenents fromthose of you who
care to make statenents. M. Ymaine will be on hand to advise and protect
you. "

He gl anced dol efully at Ymaine: "And | ouse ne."

"Don't pull at my heart-strings like that, Linc. This is the first
Triple-A Felony in over seventy years. |'ve got ny career to watch. This
can nake ne."

"I've got ny own career to watch, Jo. If ny departnent doesn't crack
this, it can break ne."

"Then it's every peeper for hinself. Here's thinking at you, Linc."

"HelI," Powell said. He wi nked at Reich and sauntered out of the room

Lab was finished in the orchid Wedding Suite. De Santis, abrupt,
testy, harassed, handed Powel!| the reports and said in an overw ought
voice: "This is a bitch!"

Powel | | ooked down at D Courtney's body. "Suicide?" he snapped. He was
al ways peppery with De Santis who was confortable in no other relationship.

"Tcha! Not a chance. No weapon."

"What killed hin®"

"W don't know. "

"You still don't know? You' ve had three hours!"

"W don't know," De Santis raged. "That's why it's a bitch."

"Why, he's got a hole in his head you could jet through."

"Yes, yes, yes, of course. Entry above the uvula. Exit bel ow the
fontanell e. Death instantaneous. But what produced the wound? What drilled
the hole through his skull? Go ahead, ask ne."

"Hard Ray?"

"No burn."

"Crystallization?"

"No freeze."

"Nitro vapor charge?"

"No ammoni a residue."

"Aci d?"

"Too much shattering. Acid spray m ght needle a wound |ike that, but
it couldn't burst the back of his skull."
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"Thrusting weapon?"

"You nmean a dirk or a knife?"

"Sonmething like that."

"I nmpossi bl e. Have you any idea how nmuch force is necessary to
penetrate like this? Couldn't be done."

"Well... I've just about exhausted penetrating weapons. No wait. Wat
about a projectile?"

"How s that?"

"Anci ent weapon. They used to shoot bullets with explosives. Noisy and
smel ly. "

"Not a chance here."

n \My?ll

"Why?" De Santis spat. "Because there's no projectile. None in the
wound. None in the room Nothing nowhere."

"Damati on!"

"l agree."

"Have you got anything for ne? Anything at all?"

"Yes. He was eating candy before his death. Found a fragnent of gel in
his mouth... bit of standard candy w apping."

" And?"

"No candy in the suite."

"He mi ght have eaten it all."

"No candy in his stomach. Anyway, he wouldn't be eating candy with his
throat."

"Way not ?"
"Psychogeni ¢ cancer. Bad. He couldn't talk, let alone eat gook."
"Hel | and dammation. W need that weapon... whatever it is."

Powel | fingered the sheaf of field reports, staring at the waxen body,
whistling a crooked tune. He renenbered hearing an audi o- book once about an

Esper who could read a corpse... like that old nyth about photographing the
retina of a dead eye. He wished it could be done.

"Well," he sighed at last. "They |licked us on notive, and they've
licked us on nmethod. Let's hope we can get sonething on opportunity, or
we' |l never bring Reich down."

"What Rei ch? Ben Rei ch? What about hin?"

"It's Gus Tate |'mworried about nost," Powell murnured. "If he's
mxed up in this... Wiat? On, Reich? He's the killer, De Santis. | slicked
Jo Ymaine down in Maria Beaunont's study. Reich nade a slip. | staged an

act and misdirected Jo while | peeped to nmake sure. This is off the record,
of course, but | got enough to convince ne Reich's our man."

"Holy Christ!" De Santis excl ai ned.

"But that's a long way fromconvincing a court. We're a long way from
Denolition, brother. A long, |ong way."

Moodi |y, Powell took |eave of the Lab Chief, |oafed through the
ant eroom and descended to field headquarters in the picture gallery.

"And | like the guy," he nuttered.

In the picture gallery outside the Orchid Suite where tenporary
headquarters had been set up. Powell and Beck net for a conference. Their
ment al exchange took exactly thirty seconds in the |lightning tenpo typica
of telepathic talk:

Well, it's Reich for Denplition, Jax.

We tripped himup in that talk, and

sneaked a peep in Maria's study just

to nmake sure. Ben's our boy.
You'll never prove it, Linc.

Can the guards hel p?
Not a chance. They've | ost one solid
hour. De Santis says their retina
rhodopsin was destroyed. That's the
visual purple... what you see

file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20Alfred%20-%20Demolished%20Man,%20The.txt (37 of 115) [1/19/03 3:58:02 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20A1fred%20-%20Demol i shed%20M an,%20T he.txt

Uh- huh. with in your eye. As far as the
guards are concerned, they were on
duty and al ert. Nothing happened

Not hi ng nuch! until the nob suddenly blewin, and
Maria was screeching at them

And how The G It Corpse can screech. for falling asleep on the job..
whi ch they enphatically swear they
did not.

But we know it was Reich
You know it was Reich. Nobody el se

does.
He went up there while the guests
were playing the Sardi ne gane. He
destroyed the guards' visual purple
some
way and robbed them of an hour of How?
time. He went into the Ochid Suite
and killed

D Courtney. The girl got mxed up in How did he kill D Courtney?
it, sonmehow, which is why she ran.
And |l ast of all: why did he kil

D Courtney?

I don't know. | don't know any of the

answers... yet.
You'll never get a Denplition that
way.

That | do know.
You' ve got to show notive, nethod,
and opportunity,

Uh- huh. objectively. Al you've got is a
peeper's know edge that Reich killed
D Court ney.

Uh- huh.

Did you peep how or why?

Couldn't get in deep enough... not

with Jo Yamai ne wat chi ng ne.
And you' || probably never get in.
Jo's too careful

Hel | & Dammation! Jackson, we need

the girl.
Bar bara D Courtney?
Yes. She's the key. If she can tell | agree.
us what she saw and why she ran,
we'll satisfy a court.

Col I ate everything we've got so far
and file it. It won't do us any good
wi t hout the
girl. Let everyone go. They won't do Right.
us any good wi t hout
the girl. W'll have to back-track onl'm beginning to hate her
Reich... see what collateral evidence
we can dig up, but---
But it won't help without that
goddamgirl.
Tinmes like this, M. Beck, | hate
worren too. For Christ's sake, why are
they all trying to get nme married?
I mage of a horse | aughi ng.
Sar (censored)castic retort.
Sar (censored)donic reply.
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Havi ng had the |l ast word, Powell got to his feet and left the picture
gallery. He crossed the overpass, descended to the nusic room and entered
the main hall. He saw Reich, Yamaine, and Tate standi ng al ongsi de the
fountain, deep in conversation. Once again he fretted over the frightening
problem of Tate. If the little peeper really was nixed up with Reich, as
Powel | had suspected at his party the week before, he might be mxed up in
this killing.

The idea of a 1st class Esper, a pillar of the GQuild, participating in
mur der was unt hinkable; yet, if actually the fact, a son of a bitch to
prove. Nobody ever got anything froma 1st without full consent. And if
Tate was (incredible... inpossible... 100-1 against) working with Reich,
Rei ch hinsel f m ght prove inpregnable. Resolving on one |ast propaganda
attack before he was forced to resort to police work, Powell turned toward

the group.
He caught their eyes and directed a quick command to the peepers: "Jo.
Gus. Jet off. | want to say sonething to Reich. | don't want you to hear.

won't peep himor record his words. That's a pl edge."”

Ymai ne and Tate nodded, nuttered to Reich and quietly departed. Reich
wat ched them go with curious eyes and then | ooked at Powell. "Scare 'em
of f?" he inquired.

"Warned themoff. Sit down, Reich."

They sat on the edge of the basin, |ooking at each other in a friendly
si | ence.

"No," Powell| said after a pause, "I'mnot peeping you."
"Didn't think you were. But you did in Maria's study, eh?"
"Felt that?"

"No. Cuessed. It's what | would have done."

"Neither of us is very trustworthy, eh?"

"Pfutz!" Reich said enphatically. "W don't play girl's rules. W play
for keeps, both of us. It's the cowards and weaklings and sore-|osers who
hi de behind rules and fair play."

"What about honor and ethics?"

"We've got honor in us, but it's our own code... not the make-believe
rules some frightened little man wote for the rest of the frightened
little nen. Every man's got his own honor and ethics, and so long as he
sticks to 'em who's anybody else to point the finger? You may not like his
ethics, but you've no right to call himunethical."

Powel | shook his head sadly. "You're two nmen, Reich. One of thenms
fine; and the other's rotten. If you were all killer, it wouldn't be so
bad. But there's half |louse and half saint in you, and that makes it
wor se. "

"I knew it was going to be bad when you w nked," Reich grinned.
"You're tricky, Powell. You really scare me. | never can tell when the
punch is coming or which way to duck."

"Then for God's sake stop ducking and get it over with," Powell said.
Hi s voice burned. H's eyes burned. Once again he terrified Reich with his
intensity. "I'"'mgoing to lick you on this one, Ben: |I'mgoing to strangle
the lousy killer in you, because | admire the saint. This is the begi nning
of the end, for you. You knowit. Wiy don't you nake it easier for
your sel f ?"

For an instant, Reich wavered on the verge of surrender. Then he
mustered hinself to neet the attack. "And give up the best fight of my
life? No. Never in a mllion years, Linc. We're going to slug this out
straight down to the finish."

Powel | shrugged angrily. They both arose. Instinctlively, their hands
met in the four-way clasp of final farewell.

"I lost a great partner in you," Reich said.

"You lost a great man in yourself, Ben."

"Enemni es?"
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"Eneni es. "
It was the beginning of Denolition

The Police Prefect of a city of seventeen and one half millions cannot
be tied down to a desk. He does not have files, nenoranda, notes, and reels
of red tape. He has three Esper secretaries, nenory w zards all, who carry
within their mnds the mnutiae of his business. They acconpany hi m around
headquarters like a triple index. Surrounded by his flying squad (ni cknaned
Wnken, Blynken, and Nod by the staff) Powell jetted through Center Street,
assenbling the material for his fight.

To Commi ssioner Crabbe he laid out the broad outlines once nore. "W
need notive, method, and opportunity, Commi ssioner. W' ve got possible
opportunity so far, but that's all. You know O d Man Mbse. He's going to
insist on hard fact evidence."

"ad Man who?" Crabbe | ooked startl ed.

"dd Man Mose," Powell grinned. "That's our nicknane for the Msiac
Mul ti pl ex Prosecution Conputer. You wouldn't want us to use his full nane,
woul d you? We'd strangle."

"That confounded addi ng machi ne!" Crabbe snorted.

"Yes, sir. Now, |'mready to go all out on Ben Reich and Mnarch to
get that evidence for O d Man Mise. | want to ask you a straight question
Are you willing to go all out too?"

Crabbe, who resented and hated all Espers, turned purple and shot up
fromthe ebony chair behind the ebony desk in his ebony-and-silver office.

"What the hell is that supposed to nean, Powel | ?"

"Don't sound for undercurrents, sir. I'mmerely asking if you're tied
to Reich and Monarch in any way. WIIl you be enbarrassed when the heat's
on? WII it be possible for Reich to conme to you and get our rockets
cool ed?"

"No, it will not, damm you."

"Sir:" Wnken shot at Powell. "On Decenber 4th |ast, Commi ssioner

Crabbe di scussed the Mnolith Case with you. Extract foll ows:

PONELL:

There's a tricky financial angle to this business,
Conmi ssi oner. Monarch may hold us up with a Denurrer.

CRABBE:

Reich's given me his word he won't; and | can al ways depend
on Ben Reich. He backed ne for County Attorney.

End quote."

"Ri ght, Wnk. | thought there was sonething in Crabbe's file." Powell
switched his tactics and glared at Crabbe. "Wat the devil are you trying
to hand ne? What about your canpaign for County D. A ? Reich backed you for
that, didn't he?"

"He did."
"And |' m supposed to believe he hasn't continued supporting you?"
"Dam you, Powell---Yes, you are. He backed ne then. He has not

supported ne since."

"Then | have the beacon on the Reich nurder?"

"Why do you insist that Ben Reich killed that man? It's ridicul ous.
You' ve got no proof. Your own admi ssion."

Powel | continued to glare at Crabbe.

"He didn't kill him Ben Reich wouldn't kill anybody. He's a fine man
who- - -"

"Do | have your beacon on this nurder?"

"Al right, Powell. You do."
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"But with strong reservations. Make a note, boys. He's scared to death
of Reich. Make another note. So aml."

To his staff, Powell said: "Now | ook---You all know what a
col d- bl ooded nonster A d Man Mbse is. Always scream ng for
facts---facts---evidence---unassail able proof. W'll have to produce
evi dence to convince that damed machi ne he ought to prosecute. To do that
we're going to pull the Rough & Snmooth on Reich. You know t he method. W'l
assign a clunsy operative and a slick one to every subject. The cluck won't
know t he snoothie is on the job. Neither will the subject. After he's
shaken the Rough Tail he'll imagine he's clear. That nakes it a cinch for
the slicker. And that's what we're going to do to Reich."

"Check, " sai d Beck

"Go through every departnent. Pull out a hundred | ow grade cops. Put
"emin plainclothes and assign "emto the Reich case. Go up to Lab and get
hol d of every crackpot tracer-robot that's been submitted in the last ten
years. Put all the gadgets to work on the Reich case. Make this whole
package a Rough tail... the kind he won't have any trouble shaking, but the
kind he'll have to work to shake."

"Any specific areas?" Beck inquired.

"Why were they playing “Sardine'? Wi suggested the gane? The
Beaunont's secretaries went on record that Reich couldn't be peeped because
he had a song kicking around in his skull. Wat song? Wwo wote it? Were'd
Rei ch hear it? Lab says, the guards were blasted with some kind of Visua
Purpl e lonizer. Check all research on that sort of thing. Wat killed
D Courtney? Let's have | ots of weapon research. Backtrack on Reich's
relations with D Courtney. W know they were commercial rivals. Wre they
deadly enemies? Was it a profitable murder? A terrified nurder? Wat and
how much does Reich stand to win by D Courtney's death?"

"Jesus!" Beck exclaimed. "All this Rough? W'll |ouse the case, Linc."
"Maybe. | don't think so. Reich's a successful man. He's had a string
of victories that's made himcocky. | think he'll bite. He'll imagine he's

outsmarting us every time he outnmaneuvers one of our decoys. Keep him
thinking that. W're going to run into some brutal public relations. The
news' || tear us apart. But play along with it. Rave. Rant. Mke outraged
statements. We're all going to be blundering, outwitted cops... and while
Reich's eating hinmself fat on that diet---"

"You'll be eating Reich," Beck grinned. "Wat about the girl?"

"She's the one exception to the Rough Routine. We level with her.
want a description and photo sent to every police officer in the country
within one hour. On the bottom of the stat we announce that the man who
| ocates her will automatically be junped five grades."

"Sir: Regulations forbid elevation of nore than three ranks at any
time." Thus spake Nod.

"To hell with Regulations," Powell snapped. "Five grades to the man
who finds Barbara D Courtney. |'ve got to get that girl."

In Monarch Tower, Ben Reich shoved every piezo crystal off his desk
into the startled hands of his secretaries.

"Get the hell out of here and take all this slok with you," he
growl ed. "Fromnow on the office coasts wi thout ne. Understand? Don't
bot her ne."

"M . Reich, we'd understood you were contenpl ating taking over the
D Courtney interests now that Craye D Courtney's dead. If you---"

"I"'mtaking care of that right now That's why | don't want to be
bot hered. Now beat it. Jet!"

He horded the terrified squad toward the door, pushed them out,
sl ammed the door and locked it. He went to the phone, punched BD-12, 232 and
waited inpatiently. After too long a tinme, the inmage of Jerry Church
appear ed agai nst a background of pawnshop debris.

"You?" Church snarled and reached for the cut-off.
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"Me. On business. Still interested in reinstatenent?"

Church stared. "Wat about it?"

"You've made yourself a deal. |I'mstarting action on your
reinstatenent at once. And | can do it, Jerry. | own the | eague of Esper

Patriots. But | want a lot in return."

"For God's sake, Ben. Anything. Just ask nme."

"That's what | want."

" Anyt hi ng?"

"And everything. Unlimted service. You know the price |'m paying. Are
you sel ling?"

"I"'mselling, Ben. Yes."

"And | want Keno Quizzard too."

"You can't want him Ben. He isn't safe. Nobody gets anything from
Qui zzard. "

"Set up a neeting. Sanme old place. Sane tinme. This is like it used to
be, eh, Jerry? Only this tine it's going to have a happy ending."

The usual line was assenbled in the anteroom of the Esper Guild
Institute when Lincoln Powell entered. The hopeful hundreds, all ages, all
sexes, all classes, each dreami ng that he had the magic quality that could
make life the fulfillment of fantasy, unaware of the heavy responsibility
that quality entailed. The naivete of those dreans al ways nade Powel |
smle. Read nminds and nake a killing on the market... (Quild Law forbade
specul ation or ganbling by peepers) Read m nds and know t he answers to al
exam questions... (That was a school boy, unaware that Esper Proctors were
hired by Exami nation Boards to prevent that kind of peeper-cheating) Read
m nds and know what people really think of ne... Read m nds and know which
girls are willing... Read minds and be like a King..

At the desk, the receptionist wearily broadcast on the w dest TP band:
If you can hear nme, please go through the door on the |eft marked EMPLOYEES
ONLY. If you can hear me, please go through the door on the left marked
EMPLOYEES ONLY. .

To an assured young socialite, with a checkbook in her hand, she was
saying: "No, Madane. The @uild does not charge for training and
instruction, your offer is worthless. Please go honme, Madane. W can do
not hing for you."

Deaf to the basic test of the Guild, the woman turned away angrily, to
be succeeded by the school boy.

If you can hear ne, please go through the door on the left...

A young Negro suddenly detached hinself fromthe line, glanced
uncertainly at the receptionist, and then wal ked to the door marked
EMPLOYEES ONLY. He opened it and entered. Powell was excited. Latent Espers
turned up infrequently. He'd been fortunate to arrive at this nmonent.

He nodded to the receptionist and foll owed the Latent through the
door. Inside, two of the Guild staff were enthusiastically shaking the
surprised man's hand and patting himon the back. Powell joined themfor a
monent and added his congratul ations. It was al ways a happy day for the
Gui l d when they unearthed anot her Esper.

Powel | wal ked down the corridor toward the president's suite. He
passed a kindergarten where thirty children and ten adults were m xi ng
speech and thought in a frightful patternless msh-mash. Their instructor
was patiently broadcasting: "Think, class. Think. Wrds are not necessary.
Thi nk. Renenber to break the speech reflex. Repeat the first rule after
me..."

And the class chanted: "Elimnate the Larynx."

Powel | wi nced and noved on. The wall opposite the kindergarten was
covered by a gold plaque on which was engraved the sacred words of the
Esper Pl edge:

I will look upon himwho shall have taught nme this Art as
one of ny parents. | will share ny substance with him and | will
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supply his necessities if he be in need. | will regard his

of fspring even as ny own brethren and | will teach themthis Art
by precept, by lecture, and by every node of teaching; and | will
teach this Art to all others. The regimen | adopt shall be for
the benefit of mankind according to nmy ability and judgment, and

not for hurt or wong. | will give no deadly thought to any,
though it be asked of ne.
What soever nind | enter, there will | go for the benefit of

man, refraining fromall wong-doing and corruption. Whatsoever

thoughts | see or hear in the nmind of man which ought not to be

made known, | will keep silence thereon, counting such things to
be as sacred secrets.

In the lecture hall, a class of 3rds was earnestly weaving sinple
basket patterns while they discussed current events. There was one little
overdue 2nd, a twelve-year-old, who was adding zig-zag ad libs to the dul
di scussi on and peaking every zig with a spoken word. The words rhymed and
wer e barbed comments on the speakers. It was amusi ng and anmazi ngly
precoci ous.

Powel | found the president's suite in an uproar. Al the office doors
were open, and clerks and secretaries were scurrying. dd T sung H sai, the
president, a portly nmandarin with shaven skull and benign features, stood
in the center of his office and raged. He was so angry he was shouting, and
the shock of the articul ated words nmade his staff shake.

"I don't care what the scoundrels call thenselves," T sung H sa
roared. "They're a gang of selfish, self-seeking reactionaries. Talk to ne
about purity of the race, will they? Talk to me about aristocracy, wll
they? 1'll talk to them 1'Il fill their ears. Mss Prinn! Mss
Pr-i-nnnnn!"

Mss Prinn crept into T'sung's office, horrified at the prospect of
oral dictation.

"Take a letter to these devils. To the League of Esper Patriots.

Gentl ermen. .. Good norning, Powell. Haven't seen you in eons... How s
Di shonest Abe? The organi zed canpai gn of your clique to cut down CGuild
Taxation and appropriations for the education of Espers and the

di ssem nati on of Esper training to mankind is conceived in a spirit of
treachery and fascism Paragraph..."

T sung wenched hinmself fromhis diatribe and wi nked profoundly at

Powel | . "And have you found the peeper of your dreans yet?"
"Not yet, sir."
"Confound you, Powell. Get married!" T sung bellowed. "I don't want to

be stuck with this job forever. Paragraph, Mss Prinn: You speak of the
hardshi ps of taxation, of preserving the aristocracy of Espers, of the
unsuitability of the average man for Esper training... Wat do you want,
Powel | 2"

"I want to use the grapevine, sir."

"Well don't bother ne. Speak to ny #2 girl. Paragraph, Mss Prinn: Wy
don't you conme out into the open? You parasites want Esper powers reserved
for an exclusive class so you can turn the rest of the world into a host
for your bl ood-sucking! You | eeches want to---"

Powel| tactfully closed the door and turned to T sung's second
secretary, who was quaking in a corner.

"Are you really scared?"

I mge of an eye wi nking.

I mge of a question mark quaki ng.

"When Papa T sung blows his top we like himto think we're petrified.
Makes hi m happier. He hates to be rem nded that he's a Santa O aus."

"Wll, I'm Santa Claus too. Here's sonething for your stocking."
Powel | dropped the official police description and portrait of Barbara
D Courtney on the secretary's desk.

"VWhat a beautiful girl," she exclai ned.
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"I want this sent out on the grapevine. Marked urgent. A reward goes
with it. Pass the word that the peeper who | ocates Barbara D Courtney for
me will have his Guild taxes remtted for a year."

"Jeepers!" the secretary sat bolt upright. "Can you do that?"

"I think I'mbig enough in Council to swing it."

"This'|| nake the grapevine junp."
"I want it to junp. | want every peeper to junp. If | want anything
for Xmas, | want that girl."

Qui zzard's Casi no had been cl eaned and polished during the afternoon
break... the only break in a ganbler's day. The EO and Roul ette tables were
brushed, the Birdcage sparkl ed, the Hazard and Bank Crap boards gl eanmed
green and white. In crystal globes, the ivory dice glistened |ike sugar
cubes. On the cashier's desk, sovereigns, the standard coin of ganbling and
the underworl d, were racked in tenpting stacks. Ben Reich sat at the
billiard table with Jerry Church and Keno Qi zzard, the blind croupier.

Qui zzard was a giant pulp-like man, fat, with flanm ng red beard, dead white
skin, and mal evol ent dead white eyes.

"Your price," Reich told Church, "you know already. And |I'm warni ng
you, Jerry. If you know what's good for you, don't try to peep ne. |I'm
poison. If you get into ny head you're getting into Denolition. Think about
it."

"Jesus," Quizzard nurrmured in his sour voice. "As bad as that? | don't
banker for a Denolition, Reich."

"Who does? What do you hanker for, Keno?"

"A question." Quizzard reached back and with sure fingers pulled a
roul eau of sovereigns off the desk. He |l et them cascade from one hand to
the other. "Listen to what | hanker for."

"Name the best price you can figure, Keno."

"What's it for?"

"To hell with that. 1'mbuying unlinmted service with expenses paid.
You tell ne how rmuch |I've got to put up to get it---guaranteed.”

"That's a lot of service."

"I'"ve got a lot of noney."

"You got a hundred Ms | aying around?"

"One hundred thousand. Right? That's the price."

"For the love of..." Church popped upright and stared at Reich. "A
hundr ed t housand?"

"Make up your mnd, Jerry," Reich grow ed. "Do you want nobney or
rei nst at enent ?"

"It's alnmost worth---No. Am 1 crazy? I'Il take reinstatenent.”

"Then stop drooling." Reich turned to Quizzard. "The price is one
hundr ed t housand. "

"In sovereigns?"

"What el se? Now, d' you want me to put the nmoney up in advance or can
we get to work right off?"

"Ch, for Christ's sake, Reich," Quizzard protested.

"Frab that," Reich snapped. "I know you, Keno. You've got an idea you
can find out what | want and then shop around for higher bids. | want you
committed right now That's why |I let you set the price."

"Yeah," Quizzard said slowy. "I had that idea, Reich." He smled and
the mlk-white eyes disappeared in folds of skin. "I still got that idea.”

"Then I'Il tell you right now who'll buy fromyou. A man naned Lincoln
Powel | . Trouble is, | don't know what he'd pay."

"VWhatever it is, | don't want it." Quizzard spat.

"I't's nme against Powell, Keno. That's the whole auction. |'ve placed
my bid. I'mstill waiting to hear fromyou."

"It's a deal ," Quizzard replied.

"All right," Reich said, "nowlisten to this. First job. I want a
girl. Her name is Barbara D Courtney."

"The killing?" Quizzard nodded heavily. "I thought so."
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"Any obj ections?"

Qui zzard jingled gold fromone hand to the other and shook his head.

"I want the girl. She blew out of the Beaunont House |ast night and no
one knows where she | anded. | want her, Keno. | want her before the police
get her."

Qui zzard nodded.

"She's about twenty-five. About five-five. Around a hundred and twenty
pounds. Stacked. Thin waist. Long legs..."

The fat lips smled hungrily. The dead white eyes glistened.

"Yel l ow hair. Black eyes. Heart shaped face. Full mouth and a ki nd of

aquiline nose... She's got a face with character. It jabs out at you
El ectric."

"C ot hes?"

"She was wearing a silk dressing gown last tine | saw her. Frosty
white and translucent... like a frozen wi ndow. No shoes. No stockings. No
hat. No jewelry. She was off her beam.. Crazy enough to tear out into the
streets and di sappear. | want her." Sonething conpelled Reich to add: "I

want her undanmaged. Understand?"”

"Wth her hauling a freight like that? Have a heart, Reich." Quizzard
licked his fat lips. "You don't stand a chance. She don't stand a chance."

"That's what a hundred Ms are for. | stand a good chance if you get
her fast enough."

"I may have to slush for her."

"Then sl ush. Check every bawdy house, bagnio, Blind Tiger, and

frab-joint in the city. Pass the word down the grapevine. I'mwlling to
pay. | don't want any fuss. | just want the girl. Understand?"
Qui zzard nodded, still jingling the gold. "I understand."

Suddenly Reich reached across the table and sl ashed Quizzard's fat
hands with the edge of his palm The sovereigns chinmed into the air and
clattered into the four corners.

"And | don't want any doubl e-cross,
"I want the girl."

Reich growed in a deadly voice

Seven days of conbat.

One week of action and reaction, attack and defense, all fought on the
surface while deep below the agitated waters Powel| and Augustus Tate swam
and circled like silent sharks awaiting the onset of the real war.

A patrol officer, now in plainclothes, believed in the surprise
attack. He waylaid Maria Beaunont during a theater interm ssion, and before
her horrified friends bellowed: "It was a frame. You were in cahoots with
the killer. You set up the nurder. That's why you was playin' that Sardine
ganme. Go ahead and answer ne."

The G It Corpse squawked and ran. As the Rough Tail set off in hot
pursuit, he was peeped deeply and thoroughly.

Tate to Reich: The cop was telling the truth. Hi s departnent believes
Mari a was an acconplice.

Reich to Tate: Al right. W'll throw her to the wolves. Let the cops
have her.

I n consequence, Madane Beaunont was | eft unprotected. She took refuge,
of all places, in the Loan Brokerage mat was the source of the Beaunont
fortune. The patrol officer |located her there three hours |ater and
subj ected her to a nerciless grilling in the office of the peeple Credit
Supervi sor. He was unaware that Lincoln Powell was just outside the office,
chatting with the Supervisor

Powel | to staff: She got the gane out of sonme ancient book Reich gave
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her. Probably purchased at Century. They handle that stuff. Pass the word.
Did he ask for it specifically? Al so, check G aham the appraiser. How cone
the only intact gane in the book was “Sardine'? Od Man Mose'll want to
know. And where's that girl?

Atraffic officer, now in plainclothes, was going to cone through on
his Big Chance with the suave approach. To the nanager and staff of the
Century Audi o- bookstore, he drawled: "I'min the market for old gane
books... The kind ny very good friend, Ben Reich, asked for |ast week."

Tate to Reich: 1've been peeping around. They're going to check that
book you sent Mari a.
Reich to Tate: Let "em |'mcovered. |'ve got to concentrate on that

girl.

The manager and staff carefully explained matters at great length in
response to the Rough Tail's suave questions. Many clients |ost patience
and left the store. One sat quietly in a corner, too wapt in a crysta
recording to realize he was | eft unattended. Nobody knew that Jackson Beck
was conpl etely tone-deaf.

Powel | to staff: Reich apparently found the book accidentally.
Stunbl ed over it while he was | ooking for a present for Maria Beaunont.
Pass the word. And where's that girl?

In conference with the agency that handl ed copy for the Mnarch Jumper
("the only Fami |y Air-Rocket on the market"), Reich cane up with a new
adverti sing program

"Here's the slant,"” Reich said. "People always anthroponorphize the
products they use. They attribute human characteristics to them They give
"em pet nanes and treat '"emlike famly pets. A man would rather buy a
Junper if he can feel affectionate toward it. He doesn't give a dame for
efficiency. He wants to | ove that Junper."

"Check, M. Reich. Check!"

"W're going to ant hroponorphi ze our Junper,"” Reich said. "Let's find
a girl and vote her the Mnarch Junper Grl. Wen a consumer buys one, he's
buying the girl. Wen he handl es one, he's handling her."

"Check!" the account man cried. "Your idea has a sense of solar scope
that dwarfs us, M. Reich. This is a wap-up and blast!"

"Start an i medi ate canpaign to |locate the Junper Grl. Get every
sal esman onto it. Conmb the city. | want the girl to be about twenty-five.
About five-five tall; weighting a hundred and twenty pounds. | want her
built. Lots of appeal."”

"Check, M. Reich. Check."

"She ought to be a blonde with dark eyes. Full nouth. Good strong
nose. Here's a sketch of ny idea of the Junper Grl. Look it over, have it
reproduced and passed out to your crew. There's a pronotion for the man who
| ocates the girl | have in mnd."

Tate to Reich: |'ve been peeping the police. They're sending a man
into Monarch to dig up collusion between you and that appraiser, G aham

Reich to Tate: Let '"em There isn't anything, and G ahanmis |left town
on a buying spree. Somnething between ne and Grahanl Powell coul dn't be that
dunb, could he? Maybe |I've been overrating him

Expense was no object to a squadman, now i n plaincl ot hes, who believed
in the disguises of plastic surgery. Freshly equi pped with nongol oid
features, he took a job in Monarch Uilities' Accounting-city and attenpted
to unearth Reich's financial relations with G aham the appraiser. It never
occurred to himthat his intent had been peeped by Mnarch's Esper
Personnel Chief, reported upstairs, and that upstairs was quietly
chuckl i ng.
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Powel | to staff: Qur stooge was | ooking for bribery recorded in
Monarch's books. This should | ower Reich's opinion of us by fifty per cent;
whi ch makes himfifty per cent nore vul nerable. Pass the word. Were's that
girl?

At the board neeting of "The Hour," the only round-the-cl ock paper on
earth, twenty-four editions a day, Reich announced a new Monarch charity.
"We're calling it “Sanctuary'," he said. "W offer aid and confort and

sanctuary to the city's subnerged mllions in their time of crisis. If
you' ve been evicted, bankrupted, terrorized, swindled... If you're
frightened, for any reason and don't know where to turn... If you're
desperate... Take Sanctuary."

"It's a terriffic pronotion,'
cost like crazy. What's it for?"

"Public Relations," Reich snapped. "I want this to hit the next
edition. Jet!"

Reich left the board room went down to the street and | ocated a
public phone booth. He called "Recreation" and gave careful instructions to
Ellery West. "I want a man placed in every Sanctuary office in the city. |
want a full description and photo of every applicant relayed to nme at once.
At once, Ellery. As they cone in."

"I'"'mnot asking any questions, Ben, but | wish | could peep you on
that."

"Suspi ci ous?" Reich snarl ed

"No. Just curious."

"Don't let it kill you."

As Reich left the booth, a man clothed in an air of inept eagerness
accosted him

"Ch, M. Reich. Lucky | bunped into you. | just heard about Sanctuary
and | thought a human interest interviewwith the originator of this
wonder ful new charity mght---"

Lucky he bumped into himl The man was the "Industrial Critic's" fanous
peeper reporter. Probably tailed himdown and---Tenser, said the Tensor.
Tenser, said the Tensor. Tension, apprehension, and di ssention have begun

"No conmment," Reich nmunbled. Eight, sir; seven, sir; six, sir; five,
sir...

"VWhat chil dhood episode in your |ife brought about the realization of
this crying need for---"

Four, sir; three, sir; two, sir; one..

"Was there ever a time when you didn't know where to turn? Were you
ever afraid of death or nurder? Were---"

Tenser, said the Tensor. Tenser, said the Tensor. Tension,
appr ehensi on, and di ssention have begun

Rei ch dove into a Public Junper and escaped.

the managi ng editor said, "but it'll

Tate to Reich: The cops are really after Graham They' ve got their
entire Lab | ooking for the apprai ser. God knows what kind of red-herring

Powel|'s following, but it's awmay fromyou. | think the safety margin's
i ncreasing.
Reich to Tate: Not until I've found that girl.

Marcus Graham had |l eft no forwardi ng address and was pursued by half a
dozen inpractical tracer-robots dug up by the police |ab. They were
acconpani ed by their inpractical inventors to various parts of the solar
system |In the nmeantime, Marcus Graham had arrived on Ganynede where Powel |
| ocated himat an auction of rare primtive books conducted at break-neck
speed by a peeper auctioneer. The books had been part of the Drake estate,
inherited by Ben Reich fromhis nother. They had been unexpectedly dunped
on the market.

Powel | interviewed Grahamin the foyer of the auction room before a
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crystal port overlooking the arctic tundra of Ganynede with the belted
red- brown bul k of Jupiter filling the black sky. Then Powel| took the
Fortni ghter back to Earth, and Di shonest Abe was inspired by a pretty
stewardess to disgrace him Powell was not a happy nman when he arrived at
headquarters, and Wnken, Blynken, and Nod did sone sal aci ous wynki ng,

bl ynki ng and noddi ng.

Powel | to staff: No hope. |I don't know why Reich even bothered to
decoy Grahamto Ganymede with that sale.

Beck to Powel|: What about the game book?

Powel | to Beck: Reich bought it, had it appraised, and sent it as a
gift. It was in bad condition and the only gane Maria coul d sel ect was
“Sardine.' W'Ill never get Mdse to pin anything on Reich with that. | know
how t hat machine's mnd works. Dam it! Were's that girl!

Three | ow grade operatives in succession were smtten with Mss Duffy
Wg& and retired in disgrace to don their uniforns once nore. Wien Powel |
finally reached her, she was at the "4,000" Ball. Mss Wg& was delighted
to talk.

Powel | to staff: | called Ellery West down at Mnarch and he supports
Mss Wg& s story. West did conplain about ganbling and Rei ch bought a
psych-song to stop it. It | ooks |ike he picked up that mnind-block by
acci dent. What about that ginmmck Reich used on the guards? And what about
that girl?

In response to bitter criticismand | oud | aughter, Comm ssioner Crabbe
gave an exclusive press interview in which he reveal ed that Police
Laboratories had discovered a new investigation techni que which woul d break
the D Courtney Case within 24 hours. It involved photographi c anal ysis of
the Visual Purple in the corpse's eyes which would reveal a picture of the
mur der er. Rhodopsin researchers were being requisitioned by the police.

Umwilling to run the risk of having WIson Jordon, the physiol ogi st
who had devel oped t he Rhodopsin |onizer for Mnarch picked up and
questioned by the police, Reich phoned Keno Quizzard and devised a ruse to
get Dr. Jordon off the planet.

"I'"ve got an estate on Callisto,” Reich said. "I'Il relinquish title
and let a court throwit up for grabs. 1'll make sure the cards are stacked
for Jordon."

"And | tell Jordon?" Quizzard asked in his sour voice.

"W won't be that obvious, Keno. W can't |eave a back-trail. Call
Jordon. Make hi m suspicious. Let himfind out the rest for hinself."

As a result of that conversation, an anonynous person with a sour
voi ce phoned W1l son Jordon and casually attenpted to purchase Dr. Jordon's
interest in the Drake estate on Callisto for a small sum The sour voice
sounded suspicious to Dr. Jordon, who had never heard of the Drake estate,
and he called a |l awer. He was informed that he had just becone the
probable |l egatee to half a mllion credits. The astoni shed physi ol ogi st
jetted for Callisto one hour later.

Powel | to staff: W' ve flushed Reich's man into the open. Jordon nust
be our | ead on the Rhodopsin angle. He's the only Visual Physiologist to
di sappear after Crabbe's announcenent. Pass the word to Beck to tail himto
Callisto and handle it. Wiat about that girl?

Meanwhil e, the slick side of operation Rough & Snoboth was quietly in
progress. Wile Maria Beaunont was occupying Reich's attention with her
squawking flight, a bright young attorney from Monarch's | egal departnent
was deftly decoyed to Mars and held there anonynously on a valid, if
antiquated, vice charge. An astonishing duplication of that young attorney
went to work for him
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Tate to Reich: Check your |egal departnent. | can't peep what's going
on, but sonmething's fishy. This is dangerous.

Rei ch brought in an Esper 1 Efficiency Expert, ostensibly for a
general check-up, and | ocated the substitution. Then he called Keno
Qui zzard. The blind croupier produced a plaintiff who suddenly appeared and
sued the bright young attorney for barratry. That ended the substitute's
connection with Monarch painlessly and legitimtely.

Powel | to staff: Damm it! We're being licked. Reich's slamm ng every
door in our face... Rough & Smpoth. Find out who's doing the | egwork for
him and find that girl.

Wi | e the squadman was cavorting around Monarch Tower with his brand
new nongol i an face, one of Mpnarch's scientists who had been badly hurt in
a | aboratory explosion, apparently left the hospital a week early and
reported back for duty. He was heavily bandaged, but eager for work. It was
the old Monarch spirit.

Tate to Reich: 1've finally figured it. Powell isn't dunb. He's
running his investigation on two levels. Don't pay any attention to the one
that shows. Watch out for the one underneath. |'ve peeped sonething about a
hospital . Check it.

Rei ch checked. It took three days and then he called Keno Quizzard
again. Monarch was pronptly burgled of Cr. 50,000 in |aboratory platinum
and the Restricted Roomwas destroyed in the process. The newy returned
scientist was unmasked as an inposter, accused of conplicity in the crineg,
and handed over to the police.

Powel | to staff: Which means we'll never prove Reich got that
Rhodopsin stuff fromhis owm lab. How in God's name did he un-slick our
trick? Can't we do anything on any |level? Where's that girl?

Wil e Reich was | aughing at the |udicrous robot search for Marcus
Graham his top brass was greeting the Continental Tax Exami ner, an Esper
2, who had arrived for a |long del ayed check on Monarch Uilities &
Resources' books. One of the new additions to the Examiner's squad was a
peeper ghost-witer who prepared her chiefs reports. She was an expert in
official work... mainly police work.

Tate to Reich: |I'm suspicious ot that Exam ner's squad. Don't take any
chances.

Reich smiled grimy and turned his public books over to the squad.
Then he sent Hassop, his Code Chief, to Spaceland on that prom sed
vacation. Hassop obligingly carried a snall spool of exposed filmwth his
regul ar phot ographi ¢ equi prent. That spool contained Monarch's secret
books, cased in a thermte seal which would destroy all records unless it
was properly opened. The only other copy was in Reich's invul nerable safe
at hone.

Powel | to staff: And that just about ends everything. Have Hassop
doubl e-tail ed; Rough & Smooth. He's probably got vital evidence on him so
Rei ch's probably got himbeautifully protected. Damm it, we're |icked.
say it. dd Man Mbse would say it. You know it. For Christ's sake! Wuere is
that goddam m ssing girl?

Li ke an anatom cal chart of the blood system colored red for the
arteries and blue for the veins, the underworld and overworld spread their
networks. From Guil d headquarters the word passed to instructors and
students, to their famlies, to their friends, to their friends' friends,
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to casual acquaintances, to strangers nmet in business. From Quizzard's
Casino the word was passed fromcroupier to ganblers, to confidence nen, to
the heavy racketeers, to the light thieves, to hustlers, steerers, and
suckers, to the shadowy fringe of the sem -crook and near-honest.

On Friday norning, Fred Deal, Esper 3, awoke, arose, bathed,
br eakfasted, and departed to his regular job. He was Chief Guard on the
floor of the Mars Exchange Bank down on Mai den Lane. Stopping to buy a new
commutation ticket at the Pneumatique, he passed the time with an Esper 3,
on duty at the Informati on Desk, who passed Fred the word about Barbara
D Courtney. Fred menorized the TP picture she flashed him It was a picture
franmed in credit signs.

On Friday norning, SnimAsj was awakened by his | andl ady, Chooka
Frood, with a loud screamfor back rent.

"For chrissakes, Chooka," Shim rmunbl ed. "You al ready nakin' a frabby
fortune with "at | oppy yella head girl you pick up. You runnin' a gol m ne
wi t hat spook stuff down-inna basenment. Whaddya want from nme?"

Chooka Frood pointed out to Snimthat: A) The yell ow headed girl was
not crazy. She was a genuine nmedium B) She (Chooka) did not run rackets.
She was a legitimate fortune teller. C If he (Snim did not come through
with six weeks roof and rolls, she (Chooka) would be able to tell his
fortune without any trouble at all. Snimwould be out on his asphalt.

Sni m arose, and al ready dressed, descended into the city to pick up a
few credits. It was too early to run up to Quizzard' s and work the sob on
the nmore prosperous clients. Snimtried to sneak a ride uptown on the
Pneurmati que. He was thrown out by the peeper change clerk and wal ked. It
was a long haul to Jerry Church's hockshop, but Snim had a gold and pearl
pocket - pi ani no up there and he was hoping to cadge Church into advanci ng
anot her sovereign on it.

Church was absent on business and the clerk could do nothing for Snim
They passed the time. Snimtold the sob to the clerk about his bitch
| andl ady crowni ng herself every day with the new spook-shill she was using
in her palmracket and still trying to mlk himwhen she was rolling. The
clerk would not weep even for the price of coffee. Snimdeparted.

VWhen Jerry Church returned to the bookshop for a brief time-out in his
wild quest for Barbara D Courtney, the clerk reported Snims visit and
conversation. What the clerk did not report, Church peeped. Nearly
fainting, he tottered to the phone and called Reich. Reich could not be
| ocated. Church took a deep breath and call ed Keno Quizzard.

Meanwhil e, Snimwas growing a little desperate. Qut of that
desperation arose his crazy decision to work the bank teller graft. Snim
trudged downtown to Mai den Lane and cased the banks in that pleasant
espl anade around Bonb Inlet. He was not too bright and made the nistake of
sel ecting the Mars Exchange as his battlefield. It | ooked dowdy and
provincial. Snimhad not |learned that it is only the powerful and efficient
institutions that can afford to | ook second-rate.

Snimentered the bank, crossed the crowded main flood to the row of
desks opposite the tellers' cages, and stole a handful of deposit slips and
a pen. As Snimleft the bank, Fred Deal glanced at himonce, then notioned
wearily to his staff.

"See that little |ouse?" He pointed to Snimwho was di sappeari ng
through the front door. "He's getting ready to pull the " Adjustnent’
routine.”

"Want us to send him Fred?"

"What the hell's the use? He'll only try it on someone else. Let him
go ahead with it. We'll pick himup after he's got the noney and get a
conviction. Stash himfor keeps. There's plenty of roomin Kingston."

Unaware of this, Snimlurked outside the bank, watching the tellers
cages closely. A solid citizen was naking a withdrawal at Cage Z. The
tell er was passing over big chunks of paper cash. This was the fish. Snim
hastily renoved his jacket, rolled up his sleeves, and tucked the pen in
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his ear.

As the fish came out of the bank, counting his noney, Snim slipped
behind him darted up and tapped the man's shoul der

"Excuse nme, sir," he said briskly. "I"'mfromCage Z. |I'mafraid our
teller made a mi stake and short-counted you. WIIl you conme back for the
adj ust nent pl ease?" Snimwaved his sheaf of slips, gracefully swept the
money fromthe fish's fins and turned to enter the bank. "Ri ght this way,
sir," he called pleasantly. "You have another hundred coning to you."

As the surprised solid citizen followed him Snimdarted busily across
the floor, slipped into the cromd and headed for the side exit. He would be
out and away before the fish realized he'd been gutted. It was at this
monent that a rough hand grasped Sninmis neck. He was swung around face to
face with a Bank Guard. In one chaotic instant, Snimcontenplated fight,
flight, bribery, pleas, Kingston Hospital, the bitch Chooka Frood and her
yel | ow- headed ghost girl, his pocket-pianino and the nan who owned it. Then
he col | apsed and wept.

The peeper guard flung himto another uniform and shouted: "Take him
boys. |'ve just nade nyself a mnt!"

"I's there a reward for this little guy, Fred?"

"Not for him For what's in his head. |'ve got to call the Guild."

At nearly the sane nonent |ate Friday afternoon, Ben Reich and Lincoln
Powel | received the identical information: "G rl answering to the
description of Barbara D Courtney can be found in Chooka Frood's Fortune
Act, 99 Bastion Wst Side."

Bastion West Side, fanpbus |ast bulwark in the Siege of New York, was
dedi cated as a war menorial. Its ten torn acres were to be maintained in
perpetuity as a stinging denunciation of the insanity that produced the
final war. But the final war, as usual, proved to be the next-to-the-final,
and Bastion West Side's shattered buildings and gutted alleys were patched
into a crazy slum by squatters.

Nunber 99 was an evi scerated ceramcs plant. During the war a
successi on of bl azing expl osi ons had burst anong the stock of thousands of
chem cal gl azes, fused them and splashed theminto a wild rainbow
reproduction of a lunar crater. Great splotches of magneta, violet, bice
green, burnt unber, and chrome yellow were burned into the stone walls.
Long streans of orange, crinson, and inperial purple had erupted through
wi ndows and doors to streak the streets and surrounding ruins wth slashing
brush strokes. This became the Rai nbow House of Chooka Frood.

The top floors had been patched and subdivided into a warren of cells
so conplicated and confused that only Chooka understood the pattern of the
maze, and even Chooka herself was in doubt at tinmes. A man could drift from
cell to cell while the floors were being searched, and easily slip through
the nmeshes of the finest dragnet. This unusual conplexity netted Chooka
| arge profits each year.

The I ower floors were given over to Chooka's fanmous Frab joint, where,
for a sufficient sum a consummate expert graciously MC d the well-known
vices for the hungry and upon occasion invented new vices for the satiated.
But the celler of Chooka Frood' s house was the phenonenon that had inspired
her nost lucrative industry.

The war expl osions that had turned the building into a rai nbow crater
had al so fused the ceram ¢ gl azes, the netals, glasses, and plastics in the
old plant; and a nolten congl onerate had oozed down through the floors to
settle on the floor of the | owest vault and harden into shinmering
pavenent, crystal in texture, phosphorescent in color, strangely vibrant
and singi ng.

It was worth the hazardous trip to Bastion Wst Side. You threaded
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your way through twisting streets until you reached the streak of jagged
orange that pointed to the door of Chooka's Rai nbow House. At the door you
were nmet by a solem person in XXth Century formal costume who asked: "Frab
or Fortune, sir?" |If you replied "Fortune" you were conducted to a

sepul chral door where you paid a gigantic fee and were handed a phosphor
candl e. Hol ding the candl e al oft, you wal ked down a steep stone staircase.
At the very bottomit turned sharply and abruptly disclosed a broad, |ong,
arched cellar filled with a |ake of singing fire.

You stepped onto the surface of that |ake. It was smooth and gl assy.
Under the surface gl owed and flickered a constant play of pastel borealis.
At every step the crystal hummed sweet chords, throbbing |ike the prol onged
over-tones of bronze bells. If you sat notionless, the floor still sang,
responding to vibrations fromdistant streets.

Around the rimof the cellar, on stone benches, sat the other
fortune-seekers, each hol ding his phosphor candle. You | ooked at them
sitting silent and awed, and suddenly you realized that each of them | ooked
saintly, glowing with the aura of the floor; and each of them sounded
saintly, their bodies echoing the nusic of the floor. The candl es | ooked
like stars on a frosty night.

You joined the throbbing, burning silence and sat quietly, until at
| ast there canme the high chime of a silver bell repeated over and over. The
entire floor took up the resonance, and the strange relationship of sight
and sound nmade the colors flare up brilliantly. Then, clothed in a cascade
of flam ng music, Chooka Frood entered the cellar and paced to the center
of the floor.

"And there, of course, the illusion ends," Lincoln Powell said to
hi nsel f. He stared at Chooka's blunt face; the thick nose, flat eyes, and
corroded mouth. The borealis flickered around her features and tightly
gowned figure, but it could not disguise the fact that although she had
anmbi tion, avarice, and ingenuity, she was utterly devoid of sensitivity and
cl ai rvoyance

"Maybe she can act," Powell nuttered hopefully.

Chooka stopped in the mddle of the floor, |ooking nmuch |ike a vul gar
Medusa, then lifted her arnms in what was intended for a sweeping nystic
gesture.

"She can't," Powel | decided.

"I am cone here to you," Chooka intoned in a hoarse voice, "to help
you | ook into the deeps of your hearts. Look down into your hearts, you

whi ch are looking for..." Chooka hesitated, then ran on: "You which are
| ooki ng for revenge on a nman naned Zerlen from Mars... For the love of a
red-eyed worman of Callisto... For every credit of that rich old uncle in
Paris... For..."

"Why, damm ne! The woman's a peeper!"

Chooka stiffened. Her mouth hung open

"You're receiving nme, aren't you, Chooka Frood?"

The tel epathic answer cane in frightened fragnents. It was obvi ous
that Chooka Frood's natural ability had never been trained. "Wua... ? Wo?
Which is... you?"

As carefully as if he were conmunicating with an infant 3rd, Powel |
spelled it out: "Name: Lincoln Powell. GCccupation: Police Prefect. Intent:
To question a girl named Barbara D Courtney. | have heard she's
participating in your act." Powell|l transmitted a picture of the girl.

It was pathetic the way Chooka tried to block. "Get... out. Qut. CQut
of here. Get. Get out. Qut..."

"Why haven't you cone to the Quild? Wiy aren't you in contact with
your own peopl e?"

"Get out. Qut of here. Peeper! Get out."

"You're a peeper, too. Wiy haven't you let us train you? Wiat kind of
alifeis this for you? Munbo Junbo... Picking sucker brains and turning it
all into a Fortune Act. There's real work waiting for you, Chooka."

"Real noney?"
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Powel | repressed the wave of exasperation that rose up in him It was
not exasperation with Chooka. It was anger for the relentless force of
evol ution that insisted on endowing man with increased powers w t hout
renovi ng the vestigial vices that prevented himfrom using them

"We'll talk about that |ater, Chooka. Were's the girl?"

"No girl. There is no girl."

"Don't be an ass, Chooka. Peep the custoners with ne. That ol d goat
obsessed with the red-eyed woman..." Powel| explored himgently. "He's been
here before. He's waiting for Barbara D Courtney to cone in. You dress her
in sequins. You bring her on in half an hour. He |ikes her |ooks. She does
sonme kind of trance routine to nusic. Her dress is slit open and he likes
that. She---"

"He's crazy. | never---"

"And the woman who was | oused by a man named Zerl en? She's seen the
girl often. She believes in her. She's waiting for her. Were's the girl,
Chooka?"

"Nol

"l see. Upstairs. Were, upstairs, Chooka? Don't try to block, I'm
deep peeping. You can't misdirect a 1st---1 see. Fourth roomon the left of
the angle turn. That's a conplicated | abyrinth you've got up there, Chooka.
Let's have it again to nake sure..."

Hel pl ess and nortified, Chooka suddenly shrieked:

"Get out of here, you goddam cop! Get the hell out of here!"

"Excuse it, please," said Powell. "I"mon ny way."

He rose and left the room

That entire telepathic investigation took place within the second it
took Reich to nove fromthe eighteenth to the twentieth step on his way
down to Chooka Frood's rainbow cellar. Reich heard Chooka's furious screech
and Powel|l's reply. He turned and shot up the stairs to the main floor

As he jostled past the door attendant, he thrust a sovereign into the
man's hand and hissed: "I wasn't here. Understand?"

"No one is ever here, M. Reich."

He made a quick circuit of the frab roons. Tenser, said the Tensor
Tenser, said the Tensor. Tension, apprehension, and di ssension have begun
He brushed past the girls who variously solicited him then | ocked hinself
into the phone booth and punched BD- 12, 232

Church's anxi ous face appeared on the screen

"Well, Ben?"

"We're in a jam Powell's here."
"Ch ny God!"

"Where in hell is Qizzard?"

"He isn't there?"

"I can't locate him"

"But | thought he'd be down in the cellar. He---"

"Powel|l was in the cellar, peeping Chooka. You can bet Quizzard wasn't
there. Were in hell is he?"

"I don't know, Ben. He went down with his wfe, and---"

"Look, Jerry. Powell nust have found the girl's location. |'ve got
maybe five mnutes to beat himto her. Quizzard was supposed to do that for
me. He isn't in the cellar. He's nowhere in the Frab Joint. He---"

"He nust be upstairs in the coop."

"I was going to figure that for nyself. Listen, is there a quick way
to get up to the coop? A short-cut | can use to beat Powell to her?"

"If Powell peeped Chooka, he peeped the shortcut."”

"God damm it, | know that. But maybe he didn't. Maybe he was
concentrating on the girl. It's a chance I'll have to take."

"Behind the main stairs. There's a marble bas-relief. Turn the worman's
head to the right. The bodies separate and there's a door to a vertica
pneunati que. "

"Right."
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Rei ch hung up, left the booth, and darted to the main stairs. He
turned to the rear of the marble staircase, found the bas-relief, tw sted
the wonman's head savagely and wat ched the bodies swing apart. A steel door
appeared. A panel of buttons was set in the lintel. Reich punched TOP
yanked the door open and stepped into the open shaft. Instantly a netal
plate jolted up against his soles and with a hiss of air pressure he was
| ofted eight stories to the top floor. A nagnetic catch held the plate
whi | e he opened the shaft door and stepped out.

He found hinmself in a corridor that slanted up at an angle of thirty
degrees and leaned to the left. It was floored with canvas. The ceiling
glowed at intervals with snmall flickering globes of radon. The walls were
lined with doors, none of them nunbered.

"Qui zzard!" Reich shouted.

There was no answer.

"Keno Quizzard!"

Still no answer.

Rei ch ran hal fway up the corridor, and then at a venture tried a door.
It opened to a narrow cubby entirely filled with an oval bed. Reich tripped
over the edge of the bed and fell. He crawl ed across the foammattress to a
door on the opposite side, thrust it open, and fell through. He found
hinself on a landing. A flight of steps |led down to a round anteroom ri mred
with doors. Reich tunbled down the steps and stood, breathing heavily,
staring at the circle of doors.

"Qui zzard!" he shouted again. "Keno Quizzard!"

There was a nmuffled reply. Reich spun on his heels, ran to a door and
pulled it open. A wonan with eyes dyed red by plastic surgery was standing
just inside and Reich blundered agai nst her. She burst into unaccountable
| aughter, raised both fists and beat his face. Blinded and bew | dered,

Rei ch backed away fromthe powerful red-eyed wonan, reached for the door
apparently missed it and seized the knob of another, for when he backed out
of the roomit was not into the circular foyer. H's heels caught in three
inches of plastic quilting. He tunbl ed over backwards, slamming the door as
he fell, and struck his head a stunning bl ow agai nst the edge of a
porcel ai n stove

When his vision cleared he found hinself staring up into the angry
face of Chooka Frood.

"What the hell are you doing in ny roon?" Chooka screaned.

Reich shot to his feet. "Were is she?" he said.

"You get to hell out of here, Ben Reich."

"l asked you where is she? Barbara D Courtney. Were is she?"

Chooka turned her head and yelled: "Magda!"

The red-eyed woman canme into the room She held a neuron scranbler in
her hand and she was still |aughing; but the gun was trained on his skul
and never wavered.

"Get out of here," Chooka repeat ed.

"I want the girl, Chooka. | want her before Powell|l gets her. VWere is
she?"

"Get himout of here, Magda!" Chooka screaned.

Rei ch cl ubbed the woman across the eyes with the back of his hand. She
fell backward, dropping the gun, and twitched in a corner, still |aughing.
Rei ch ignored her. He picked up the scranbler and ramed it agai nst
Chooka's tenple.

"Where's the girl?"

"You go to hell, you---"

Reich pulled the trigger back into first notch. The radiation charged
Chooka' s nervous systemwith a | ow induction current. She stiffened and
began to trenble. Her skin glistened with sudden sweat, but she still shook
her head. Reich yanked the trigger back to second notch. Chooka's body was
throwmn into a break-bone ague. Her eyes started. Her throat emitted the
brute groans of a tortured aninal. Reich held her init for five seconds,
then cut the gun.
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"Third notch is death notch,” he growed. "The Big D. | don't give a
curse, Chooka. It's Denolition for ne one way or the other if | don't get
that girl. Were is she?"

Chooka was al nost conpletely paral yzed. "Through... door," she
croaked. "Fourth room.. Left... After turn."

Rei ch dropped her. He ran across the bedroom through the door, and
came to a corkscrewed ranp. He nounted it, took a sharp turn, counted doors
and stopped before the fourth on the left. He listened for an instant. No
sound. He thrust open the door and entered. There was an enpty bed, a
single dresser, an enpty closet, a single chair.

"GQulled, by God!" he cried. He stepped to the bed. It showed no sign
of use. Neither did the closet. As he turned to | eave the room he yanked
at the mddle dresser drawer and tore it open. It contained a frost white
silk gown and a stained steel object that |ooked Iike a malignant flower.
It was the nmurder weapon; the knife-pistol

"My God!" Reich breathed. "Ch ny God."

He snatched up the gun and inspected it. It's chanbers still contained
the emascul ated cartridges. The one that had bl own the top of Craye
D Courtney's head out was still in place under the hamer.

"It isn't Denolition yet," Reich muttered. "Not by a damed sight. No,
by Christ, not by a damed sight!" He folded up the knife-pistol and thrust
it into his pocket. At that nonent he heard the sound of distant
| aughter... a sour laugh. Quizzard's |augh.

Rei ch stepped quickly to the twisted ranp and foll owed the sound of
the laughter to a plush door hung open on brass hinges and deep set in the
wal |l . Gipping the scranbler at the alert with the trigger set for Big D
Rei ch stepped through the door. There was a hiss of conpressed air and it
cl osed behind him

He was in a snall round room walled and ceilinged in mdnight velvet.
The floor was transparent crystal, and gave a clear uninterrupted view of a
boudoir on the floor below It was Chooka's Voyeur Chanber.

In the boudoir, Quizzard sat in a deep chair, his blind eyes gl azing.
The D Courtney girl was perched on his |lap wearing an astonishing slit gown
of sequins. She sat quietly, her yellow hair snoboth, her deep dark eyes
staring placidly into space, while Quizzard fondl ed her brutally.

"How does she | ook?" Quizzard's sour voice cane distinctly. "How does
she feel ?"

He was speaking to a small faded woman who stood across the boudoir
fromhimw th her back against the wall and an incredible expression of
agony on her face. It was Quizzard's wife.

"How does she | ook?" the blind nman repeated.

"She doesn't know what's happeni ng," the wonan answer ed.

"She knows," Quizzard shouted. "She isn't that far gone. Don't tell ne
she don't know what's happening. Christ! If | only had ny eyes!"

The worman said: "1'myour eyes, Keno."

"Then | ook for me. Tell nme!"

Rei ch cursed and ainmed the scranbler, at Quizzard's head. It could
kill through the crystal floor. It could kill through anything. It was

going to kill now. Then Powel|l entered the boudoir.
The woman saw himat once. She emitted a bl oodcurdling scream "Run,
Keno! Run!" She thrust herself fromthe wall and darted toward Powel |, her

hands clawing at his eyes. Then she tripped and fell prone. Apparently, the
fall knocked her unconscious for she never noved. As Qui zzard surged up
fromthe chair with the girl in his arns, his blind eyes staring, Reich
canme to the appalled conclusion that the wonan's fall was no accident; for
Qui zzard suddenly dropped in his tracks. The girl tunbled out of his arns
and fell into the chair.

There was no doubt that Powell had acconplished this on a TP | evel,
and for the first time in their war, Reich was afraid of Powell...
physically afraid. Again he ained the scranbler, this tine at Powel|l's head
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as the peeper wal ked to the chair.

Powel | said: "Good evening. Mss D Courtney."

Reich nuttered: "Goodbye, M. Powell," and tried to hold his trenbling
hand steady on Powel|'s skull.

Powel | said: "Are you all right. Mss D Courtney?" Wen the girl
failed to answer, be bent down and stared into her blank placid face. He
touched her arm and repeated: "Are you all right, Mss D Courtney? M ss
D Courtney! Do you need hel p?"

At the word "hel p" the girl whipped upright in the chair in a
listening attitude. Then she thrust out her legs and | eaped fromthe chair.
She ran past Powell in a straight |ine, stopped abruptly and reached out as
t hough graspi ng a doorknob. She turned the knob, thrust an inagi nary door
open and burst forward, yellow hair flying, dark eyes wide with alarm.. A
lightning flash of wild beauty.

"Father!" she screamed. "For Cod's sake! Father!" She ran forward,
then stopped short and backed away as though el udi ng soneone. She darted to
the left and ran in a half circle, screaning wildly, her eyes fixed.

"No!" she cried. "No! For the love of Christ! Father!"

She ran again, then stopped and struggled with i magi nary arns that
hel d her. She fought and screaned, her eyes still fixed, then stiffened and
cl apped her hands to her ears as though a violent sound had pierced them
She fell forward to her knees and craw ed across the floor, npaning in
pai n. Then she stopped, snatched at sonething on the floor, and renanined
crouched on her knees, her face once again placid, doll-like and dead.

Wth sickening certainty, Reich knew what the girl had just done. She
had relived the death of her father. She had relived it for Powell. And if
he had peeped her..

Powel | went to the girl and raised her fromthe floor. She arose as
gracefully as a dancer, as serenely as a somanbulist. The peeper put his
arm around her and took her to the door. Reich followed himall the way
with the nuzzle of the scranbler, waiting for the best shooting angle. He
was invisible. H s unsuspecting enemnmi es were below him easy targets for
the death-notch. He could win safety with a shot. Powel| opened the door,
then suddenly swung the girl around, held her close to himand | ooked up
Rei ch caught his breath.

"Go ahead," Powell called. "Here we are. An easy shot. One for the
both of us. Go ahead!" His |lean face was suffused with anger. The heavy j et
brows scow ed over the dark eyes. For half a minute he stared up at the
invisible Reich, waiting, hating, daring. At last Reich |owered his eyes
and turned his face away fromthe man who could not see him

Then Powel | took the docile girl through the door and closed it
quietly behind him and Reich knew he had permitted safety to slip through
his fingers. He was halfway to Denolition

10

Conceive of a canmera with a lens distorted into wild astigmatism so
that it can only photograph the sane picture over and over---the scene that
twisted it into shock. Conceive of a bit of recording crystal
traumatically warped so that it can only reproduce the sanme fragnment of
musi ¢ over and over, the one terrifying phrase it cannot forget.

"She's in a state of Hysterical Recall," Dr. Jeens of Kingston
Hospital explained to Powell and Mary Noyes in the living roomof Powell's
house. "She responds to the key word "help' and relives one terrifying
experience..."

"The death of her father," Powell said.

"Ch? | see. Qutside of that... Catatonia."

"Per manent ?" Mary Noyes asked.

Young Doctor Jeens | ooked surprised and indignant. He was one of the
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brighter young nen of Kingston Hospital despite the fact that he was not a
peeper, and was fanatically devoted to his work. "In this day and age?
Not hi ng i s permanent except physical death, Mss Noyes, and up at Ki ngston
we' ve started working on that. Investigating death fromthe synptonmatic
poi nt of view, we've actually---"

"Later, Doctor," Powell interrupted. "No | ectures tonight. W' ve got
work. Can | use the girl?"

"Use her how?"

"Peep her."

Jeems considered. "No reason why not. | gave her the Dé& a Eprouvé
Series for catatonia. That shouldn't get in the way."

"The Déj a Eprouvé Series?" Mary asked.

"A great new treatnent," Jeens said excitedly. "Devel oped by Gart..
one of your peepers. Patient goes into catatonia. It's an escape. Flight
fromreality. The conscious mind cannot face the conflict between the
external world and its own unconscious. It w shes it had never been born
It attenpts to revert back to the foetal stage. You understand?"

Mary nodded. "So far."

"All right. Dé a Eprouvé is an old XIXth Century psychiatric term
Literally, it means: “sonething already experienced, already tried.' Many
patients wish for sonething so strongly that finally the wi sh nakes them
i magi ne that the act or the experience in which they never engaged has
al ready happened. Get it?"

"Wait a minute," Mary began slowy. "You nean |---"

"Put it this way," Jeens interrupted briskly. "Pretend you had a
burning wish to... oh, say, to be married to Powell and have a fanily.

Ri ght ?"

Mary flushed. In a rigid voice she said: "Right." For a nonment Powel |
yearned to blast this well-nmeaning clunmsy young normal .

"Well," Jeems continued in blithe ignorance. "If you | ost your bal ance
you might conme to believe that you'd nmarried Powel|l and had three children
That woul d be Déj a Eprouvé. Now what we do is synthesize an artificial Déja
Eprouvé for the patient. W nake the catatonic wish to escape cone true. W
make the experience they desire actually happen. W dissociate the m nd
fromthe I ower levels, send it back to the wonb, and let it pretend it's
being born to a newlife all over again. CGot that?"

"Got it." Mary tried to snmile as her control returned.

"On the surface of the mind... in the conscious level... the patient
goes through devel opment all over again at an accelerated rate. |nfancy,
chil dhood, adol escence, and finally maturity."

"You nmean Barbara D Courtney is going to be a baby... learn to
speak... wal k... ?"

"Right. Right. Right. Takes about three weeks. By the time she catches
up with herself, she'll be ready to accept the reality she's trying to
escape. She'll have grown up to it, so to speak. Like | said, this is only
on the conscious |level. Below that, she won't be touched. You can peep her
all you like. Only trouble is... she nmust be pretty scared down there.

M xed up. You'll have trouble getting what you want. O course, that's your
specialty. You'll know what to do."

Jeens stood up abruptly. "Got to get back to the shop." He nade for
the front door. "Delighted to be of service. Always delighted to be called
in by peepers. | can't understand the recent hostility toward you
people..." He was gone.

"Umm That was a significant parting note."

"What' d he mean, Linc?"

"Qur great & good friend, Ben Reich. Reich's been backing an
Anti - Esper canpaign. You know. .. peepers are clannish, can't be trusted,
never becone patriots. Interplanetary conspirators, eat little Nornal
babi es, &c."

"Ugh! And he's supporting the League of Patriots too. He's a
di sgusti ng, dangerous nan."
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"Dangerous but not disgusting, Mary. He's got charm That's what nmkes
hi m doubl y dangerous. People al ways expect villains to | ook villainous.
Wel |, nmaybe we can take care of Reich before it's too late. Bring Barbara
down, Mary."

Mary brought the girl downstairs and seated her on the | ow dais.
Barbara sat like a cal mstatue. Mary had dressed her in blue |eotards and
conbed her blonde hair back, tying it into a fox-tail with blue ribbon
Bar bara was polished and shining; a lovely waxwork loll.

"Lovely outside; nmangled inside. Damm Reich!"

"What about hinP"

"I told you, Mary. | was so mad at Chooka Frood's coop, | handed it to
that red slug Quizzard and his wife... And when | peeped Reich upstairs,
threwit in his teeth. |---"

"What did you do to Quizzard?"

"Basi ¢ Neuro-Shock. Cone up to the Lab sonmetinme and we'll show you
It's new. If you make 1st we'll teach you. It's like the scranbl er but
psychogenic."

"Fat al ?"

"Forgotten the Pl edge? O course not."

"And you peeped Reich through the floor? How?"

"TP refl ection. The Voyeur Chanber wasn't wired for sound. It had open
acoustical ducts. Reich's mstake. He was transmitting down the channel and
I swear | was hoping he had the guts to shoot. | was going to blast him
with a Basic that would have nade Case History."

"Way didn't he shoot?"

"I don't know, Mary. | don't know. He thought he had every reason to
kill us. He thought he was safe... Didn't know about the Basic, even though
Qui zzard's Decline & Fall jolted him.. But he couldn't."

"Afrai d?"

"Reich's no coward. He wasn't afraid. He just couldn't. | don't know

why. Maybe next tinme it'll be different. That's why |'m keepi ng Barbara
D Courtney in nmy house. She'll be safe here.".

"She'll be safe in Kingston Hospital."

"But not quiet enough for the work I1've go to do."

won

"She's got the detailed picture of the nurder |ocked up in her
hysteria. |'ve got to get at it... piece by piece. Wen |'ve got it, |'ve
got Reich."

Mary arose. "Exit Mary Noyes."

"Sit down, peeper! Wiy d'you think I called you? You're staying here
with the girl. She can't be left alone. You two can have ny bedroom 1'1]I
convert the study for nyself."

"Choke it, Linc. Don't jet off like that. You're enbarrassed. Let's
see if | can't maybe thread-needl e through that m nd bl ock."

"Listen---"

"No you don't, M. Powell." Mary burst into laughter. "So that's it.
You want ne for a chaperone. Victorian word, isn't? So are you, Linc.
Positively atavistic."

"I brand that as a lie. In toffy circles I'mknown as the nost
progressive---"

"And what's that inmage? Ch. Knights of the Round Table. Sir Gl ahad
Powel | . And there's sonething underneath that. 1---" Suddenly she stopped
| aughi ng and turned pal e.

"What' d you di g?"

"Forget it."

"Ch, conme on, Mary."

"Forget it, Linc. And don't peep ne for it. If you can't reach it
yoursel f, you'd better not get it secondhand. Especially fromnme."

He | ooked at her curiously for a nonent, then shrugged. "All right,
Mary. Then we'd better go to work."
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To Barbara D Courtney he said: "Help, Barbara."

Instantly she whipped upright on the dais in a listening attitude, and
he probed delicately... Sensation of bedclothes... Voice calling dimy..
Whose voi ce, Barbara? Deep in the preconscious she answered: "Wo is that?"

A friend, Barbara. "There's no one. No one. |'malone." And she was al one,
racing down a corridor to thrust a door open and burst into an orchid room
to see---"What, Barbara?" "A man. Two nmen." Who? "Go away. Pl ease go away.

I don't like voices. There's a voice screaning. Screaming in nmy ears..."
And she was screami ng while instincts of terror made her dodge froma dim
figure that clutched at her to keep her from her father. She turned and
circled... What is your father doing, Barbara? "He---No. You don't bel ong
here. There's only the three of us. Father and ne and---" And the dim
figure caught her. A flash of his face. No nore. Look again, Barbara. Sleek
head. Wde eyes. Snall chiselled nose. Snall sensitive nmouth. Like a scar
Is that the man? Look at the picture. |Is that the man? "Yes. Yes. Yes." And
then all was gone.

And she was kneeling again, placid, doll-like, dead.
Powel | wi ped perspiration fromhis face and took the girl back to the
dais. He was badly shaken... worse than Barbara D Courtney. Hysteria

cushi oned the enotional inpact for her. He had nothing. He was reliving her
terror, her horror, her torture, naked and unprotect ed.

"It was Ben Reich, Mary. Did you get the picture, too?"

"Couldn't stay in long enough, Linc. Had to run for cover."

"I't was Reich; all right. Only question is, howin hell did he kil
her father? What did he use? Why didn't old D Courtney put up a fight to
defend hinself? Have to try again. | hate to do this to her..."

"l hate you to do this to yourself."

"Have to." He took a deep breath and said: "Help, Barbara."

Agai n she whi pped upright on the dais in a listening attitude. He
slipped in quickly. Gently, dear. Not so fast. There's plenty of time. "You
agai n?" Renenber, ne, Barbara? "No, No, | don't know you. Get out." But |'m
part of you, Barbara. W're running down the corridor together. See? W're
openi ng the door together. It's so nuch easier, together. W help each
ot her. "We?" Yes, Barbara, you and |I. "But why don't you help ne now?" How
can |, Barbara? "Look at father! Help ne stop him Stop him Stop him Help
me scream Help nme! For pity's sake, help nme!"

She knelt again, placid, doll-like, dead.

Powel | felt a hand under his armand realized he was not supposed to
be kneeling too. The body before himslowy di sappeared; the orchid room
di sappeared, and Mary Noyes was straining to raise him

"You first this tine," she said grimy

He shook his head and tried to help Barbara D Courtney. He fell to the
floor.

"Al'l right, Sir Galahad. Cool a while."

Mary raised the girl and led her to the dais. Then she returned to
Powel | . "Ready for help now, or don't you think it's manly?"

"The word is virile. Don't waste your tine trying to help ne up.
need brain power. We're in trouble.”

"What' d you peep?"

"D Courtney wanted to be nurdered."

"Nol! "
"Yep. He wanted to die. For all | know he may have committed suicide
in front of Reich. Barbara's recall is confused. That point's got to be
cleared up. I'll have to see D Courtney's physician."
"That's Sam @ins. He and Sally went back to Venus |ast week."
"Then I'lIl have to nake the trip. Do | have tine to catch the ten
o' clock rocket? Call Idlewld."

Sam @&ins, EEMD. 1, received C. 1,000 per hour of analysis. The
public knew that Sam earned two million credits per year, but it did not
know that Samwas efficiently killing hinmself with charity work. @ins was
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one of the burning lights of the Guild | ong-range education plan, and

| eader of the Environment Clique which believed that telepathic ability was
not a congenital characteristic, but rather a |latent quality of every
I'iving organi smwhich could be devel oped by suitable training.

As a result, Sanis desert house in the brilliant arid Mesa outside
Venusburg was overrun by charity cases. He invited everyone in the | ow
i ncone brackets to trek their problens out to him and while he was sol ving
them he was carefully attenpting to foster telepathy in his patients.
Sam s reasoning was quite sinmple. If, say, peeping were a question of
devel opi ng unused nuscles, it night well be that the najority of people had
been too lazy or |acked opportunity to do so. But when a nan is caught up
in the press of a crisis, he can not afford to be lazy; and Sam was there
to offer opportunity and training. So far, his results had been the
di scovery of 2% Latent Espers, which was under the average of the Guild
Institute interviews. Sam remai hed undi scouraged.

Powel | found hi mcharging through the rock garden of his desert hone
vi gorously destroying desert flowers under the inpression that he was
cultivating, and conducting sinultaneous conversations with a score of
depressed peopl e who foll owed hi mabout |ike puppies. The perpetual clouds
of Venus radiated dazzling |ight. Samis bald head was burned pink. He was
snorting and shouting at plants and patients alike.

"Dam it! Don't you tell me that's a Aowwart. It's a weed. Don't |
know a weed when | see it? Hand ne the rake, Bernard."

A small man in black handed himthe rake and said: "My nane is Walter,
Dr. @ins."

"And that's your whole trouble," @ins grunted, tearing out a clunp of
rubbery red. It changed colors in prismatic hysteria and enmitted a
plaintive wail which proved it was neither weed nor dowwart but the
di sconcerting Pussy-WII|ow of Venus.

@ins eyed it with disfavor, watching the collapsing air-bladders cry.
Then he glared at the small man. "Semantic escape, Bernard. You live in
terns of the label, not the object. It's your escape fromreality. Wat are
you running away from Bernard?"

"I was hoping you'd tell me, Dr. @ins," Walter replied

Powel | stood quietly, enjoying the spectacle. It was |like an
illustration froma primtive Bible. Sam an ill-tenpered Messi ah,
glowering at his humble disciples. Around themthe glittering silica stones
of the rock-garden, crawming with the dry notley-col ored Venus pl ants.
Overhead, the blinding nacre glow, and in the background, as far as the eye
could reach, the red, purple, and violet Bad-Lands of the planet.

@ins snorted at Walter/Bernard: "You remind me of the redhead. Were
i s that make-believe courtesan anyway?"

A pretty red-headed girl jostled through the crowd and snirked: "Here
| am Dr. @ins."

"Well, don't preen yourself, because | |abelled you." @ins frowned at
her and continued on the TP level: "You're delighted with yourself because
you're a wonan, aren't you? It's your substitute for living. It's your
phantasy. ~ I'ma wonan,' you tell yourself. "“Therefore, nen desire ne.
It's enough to know that thousands of nmen could have me if 1'd | et them
That makes me real.' Nonsense! You can't escape that way. Sex isn't
make-believe. Life isn't nmake-believe. Virginity isn't an apotheosis."

@ins waited inpatiently for a response, but the girl nmerely smrked
and postured before him Finally he burst out: "Didn't any of you hear what
I told her?"

"I did, teacher."

"Lincoln Powell! No! What are you doi ng here? Were'd you sneak up
frone"

"From Terra, Sam Came for a consultation and can't stay long. Got to
j et back on the next rocket."

"Coul dn't you phone Interplanetary?"

"I't's conplicated, Sam Has to be done peeper-wise. It's the
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D Courtney case."

"Ch. Ah. Hm Right. Be with you in a mnute. Go get sonething to
drink," @ins |let out a warning blast. "SALLY. COVPANY."

One of @ins' flock unaccountably flinched and Sam turned on the man
excitedly. "You heard that, didn't you?"

"No sir. | didn't hear anything."

"Yes you did. You picked up a TP broadcast."

"No, Dr. @&ins."

"Then why did you junmp?"

"A bug bit nme."

"It did not," @ins roared. "There are no bugs in ny garden. You heard
me yell to ny wife." And then he began a frightful racket. "YOU CAN ALL
HEAR ME. DON T SAY YOU CAN T. DON T YOU WANT TO BE HELPED? ANSWER ME. GO
AHEAD. ANSVER ME! "

Powel | found Sally @ins in the cool, spacious |iving roomof the
house. The ceiling was open to the sky. It never rained on Venus. A plastic
donme was enough to provide shade fromthe sky that blazed through the seven
hundred hour-1ong Venus day. And when the seven hundred hour night began
its deadly chill, the @inses sinply packed up and returned to their heated
city-unit in Venusburg. Everyone on Venus lived in thirty-day cycles.

Sam canme bouncing into the living roomand engul fed a quart of
ice-water. "Ten credits down the drain, black market," he shot at Powell.
"You know that? W' ve got a water black market on Venus. And what the devi
are the police doing about it? Never mind, Linc. | knowit's out of your
jurisdiction. What's with D Courtney?"

Powel | presented the problem Barbara D Courtney's hysterical recal
of the death of her father was susceptible of two interpretations. Either
Reich had killed D Courtney, or nerely been a witness to D Courtney's
suicide. dd Man Mose would insist on that being cleared up

"l see. The answer is yes. D Courtney was suicidal."

" Sui ci dal ? How?"

"He was crunbling. H s adaptation pattern was shattering. He was
regressi ng under enotional exhaustion and on the verge of self-destruction
That's why | rushed over to Terra to cut himoff."

"Hmm That's a blow, Sam Then he could have bl own the back of his
head out, eh?"

"What ? Bl own the back of his head out?"

"Yes. Here's the picture. W don't know what the weapon was, but---"

"Wait a minute. Now | can give you sonething definite. If D Courtney
died that way he certainly did not commt suicide."

"Why not ?"

"Because he had a poison fixation. He was set on killing hinself with
narcotics. You know suicides, Linc. Once they' ve fixed on a particular form
of death, they never change it. D Courtney nust have been nurdered."

"Now we're jetting places, Sam Tell nme, why was D Courtney set on
sui ci de by poi son?"

"You supposed to be funny? If | knew, he wouldn't have been. |'m not
too happy about all this, Powell. Reich turned ny case into a failure.
could have saved D Courtney. [|---"

"You nade any guesses why D Courtney's pattern was crunbling?”

"Yes. He was trying to take drastic action to escape deep guilt
sensations. "

"Quilt about what?"

"His child."

"Bar bara? How? Why?"

"I don't know. He was fighting irrational synbols of abandonnent..
desertion... shane... loathing... cowardice. W were going to work on that.
That's all | know. "

"Coul d Reich have figured and counted on all this? That's sonething
A d Man Mose is going to fuss about. Wien we present himthe case.”
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"Rei ch m ght have guessed---No. Inpossible. He'd need expert help

to---"

"Hold it, Sam You've got sonething hidden under that. |'d |ike to get
it if I can..."

"Co ahead. |'mw de open."

"Don't try to help ne. You're just m xing everything. Easy, now...
association with festivity... ¢ party... conversation at---my party. Last

month. Gus Tate, an expert hinself, but needing help on a sinilar patient
of his own, he said. |If Tate needed hel p, you reasoned, Reich certainly
woul d need hel p." Powell was so upset he spoke aloud. "Well|l how about that
peeper!™

"How about what ?"

"Qus Tate was at the Beaunont party the night D Courtney was Kkill ed.
He cane with Reich, but | kept hoping---"

"Linc, | don't believe it!"

"Neither did I, but there it is. Little Gus Tate was Reich's expert.
Little Gus laid it out for him He punped you and turned his information
over to a killer. Good old Gus. What price the Esper Pl edge now?"

"What price Denolition!" @ins answered fiercely.

From somewhere inside the house canme an announcenent from Sally @i ns:
"Linc. Phone."

"Hel 1! Mary's the only one who knows |'m here. Hope nothing' s happened
to the D Courtney girl."

Powel | | oped down a hall toward the v-phone al cove. In the distance he
saw Beck's face on the screen. His |lieutenant saw himat the same nonent
and waved excitedly. He began tal king before Powell was wi thin earshot.

" gave nme your numnber. Lucky | caught you, boss. W' ve got
twenty-six hours."

"Wait a minute. Take it fromthe top, Jax."

"Your Rhodopsin man, Dr. W/Ison Jordan, is back fromCallisto. Now a
man of property by courtesy of Ben Reich. | cane back with him He's on
earth for twenty-six hours to settle his affairs, and then he rockets back
to Callisto to live on his brand new estate forever. If you want anything
fromhim you' d better conme quick."

"WIIl Jordan tal k?"

"Whuld | call you Interplanetary if he woul d? No, boss. He's got
nmoney- measl es. Also he's grateful to Reich who (I am now quoti ng)
generously stepped out of the legal picture in favor of Dr. Jordan and
justice. |If you want anything, you'd better conme back to Terra and get it
yoursel f."

"And this," Powell said, "is our @uild Laboratory, Dr. Jordan."

Jordan was inpressed. The entire top floor of the Guild building was
devoted to | aboratory research. It was a circular floor, alnmpst a thousand
feet in dianeter, domed with a double |ayer of controlled quartz that could
give graded illumination fromfull to total darkness including nonochromne
light to within one tenth of an angstrom Now, at noon, the sunlight was
modul ated slightly so that it flooded the tables and benches, the crysta
and silver apparatus, the cover-alled workers with a gentle peach radiance.

"Shall we stroll?" Powell suggested pl easantly.

"I haven't much tine, M. Powell, but..." Jordan hesitated.

"Of course not. Very kind of you to give us an hour, but we need you
desperately. "

"If it's anything to do with D Courtney," Jordan began

"Who? Oh yes. The nurder. Whatever put that into your m nd?"

"I'"ve been hounded," Jordan said grimy.

"l assure you, Dr. Jordan. We're asking for research gui dance, not
information on a nurder case. What's nurder to a scientist? W' re not
interested.”

Jordan unfolded a little. "Very true. You have only to look at this
| aboratory to realize that."
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"Shall we tour?" Powell took Jordan's arm To the entire |laboratory he
broadcast: "Stand by, peepers! W're pulling a fast one."

Wthout interrupting their work, the |ab technicians responded with
| oud raspberries. And anmid a hail of derisory inmages cane the raucous cry
of a backbiter: "Who stole the weather, Powel|?" This apparently referred
to an obscure episode in D shonest Abe's lurid career which no one had ever
succeeded i n peeping, but which never failed to nake Powell blush. It did
not fail now. A silent cackle filled the room

"No. This is serious, peepers. My whol e case hangs on sonething |I've
got to coax out of this man."

Instantly the silent cackle was stilled.

"This is Dr. WIlson Jordan," Powell announced. "He specializes in
vi sual physiology and he's got information | want himto volunteer. Lets
make him feel paternal. Please fake obscure visual problens and beg for
hel p. Make himtal k."

They came by ones, by twos, in droves. A red-headed researcher,
actually working on a problem of a transistor which would record the TP
i mpul se, hastily invented the fact that TP optical transnission was
astigmatic and hunbly requested enlightenment. A pair of pretty girls,
engrossed in the infuriating dead-end of |ong range tel epathic
communi cati on, denmanded of Dr. Jordan why transni ssion of visual images
al ways showed col or aberration, which it did not. The Japanese team
experts on the extra sensory Node, center of TP perceptivity, insisted that
the Node was in curcuit with the Optic Nerve (it wasn't within two
mllimeters of sane) and besieged Dr. Jordan with polite hissings and
speci ous proofs.

At 1:00 P.M, Powell said: "lI'msorry to interrupt, Doctor, but your
hour is finished and you've got inportant business to---"

"Quite all right. Quite all right," Jordan interrupted. "Now ny dear

doctor, if you would try a transaction of the optic---" &c.
At 1:30 P.M, Powell gave the time-signal again. "It's half past one.
Dr. Jordan. You jet at five. | really think---"

"Plenty of time. Plenty of tine. Wmen and rockets, you know. There's
al ways another. The fact is, ny dear sir, your admirable work contains one
significant flaw. You have never checked the living Node with a vital dye.
Ehrlich Rot, perhaps, or Gentian Violet. | would suggest..." &c.

At 2:00 P.M, a buffet luncheon was served wi thout interrupting the
feast of reason.

At 2:30 P.M, Dr. Jordan, flushed and ecstatic, confessed that he
| oathed the idea of being rich on Callisto. No scientists there. No
meetings of the minds. Nothing on the |evel of this extraordinary sem nar

At 3:00 P.M, he confided to Powell how he had inherited his fou
estate. Seened that Craye D Courtney originally owed it. The old Reich
(Ben's father) nust have swindled it one way or another, and placed it in
his wife's nane. Wen she died, it went to her son. That thief Ben Reich
must have had conscience qualns for he threwit into open court, and by
sonme | egal hokey-pokey Wl son Jordan came up with it.

"And he rmust have plenty nore on his conscience," Jordan said. "The
things | saw when | worked for him But all financiers are crooks. Don't
you agree?"

"I don't think that's true of Ben Reich," Powell replied, striking the
nobl e note. "I rather adnmire him"

"OfF course. OF course," Jordan agreed hastily. "After all, he does
have a conscience. That's adm rable indeed. | wouldn't want himto think
that |---"

"Naturally." Powell becane a fellow conspirator and captivated Jordan
with a grin. "As fellow scientists we can deplore; but as men of the world
we can only praise."

"You do understand." Jordan shook Powel|l's hand effusively.

And at 4:00 P.M, Dr. Jordan inforned the genuflecting Japanese that
he woul d gl adly volunteer his nost secret work on Visual Purple to these
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fine youngsters to aid themin their own research. He was handing on the
torch to the next generation. H's eyes npistened and his throat choked with
sentinent as he spent twenty mnutes carefully describing the Rhodopsin
I oni zer he had devel oped for Mnarch

At 5:00 P.M, the Guild scientists escorted Dr. Jordan by launch to
his Callisto Rocket. They filled his stateroomwith gifts and flowers; they
filled his ears with grateful testinonials, and he accel erated toward
Jupiter's IVth Satellite with the pleasant know edge that he had materially
benefited science and never betrayed that fine and generous patron, M.
Benj am n Rei ch.

Barbara was in the living roomon all-fours, crawling energetically.
She had just been fed and her face was eggy.

"Haj ajajajaja," she said. "Haja."

"Mary! Come quick! She's tal king!"

"No!" Mary ran in fromthe kitchen. "What'd she say?"

"She called nme Dada."

"Haj a," said Barbara. "Hajajajahajaja."

Mary blasted himwith scorn. "She said nothing of the kind. She said
Haja." She returned to the kitchen

"She neant Dada. Is it her fault if she's too young to articul ate?"
Powel | knelt al ongsi de Barbara. "Say Dada, baby. Dada? Dada? Say Dada."

"Haja," Barbara replied with an enchanting drool

Powel | gave it up. He went down past the conscious level to the
preconsci ous.

Hel | o, Barbara.

"You agai n?"

Renmenber me?

"l don't know. "

Sure you do. |I'mthe guy who pries into your private little turnoil
down here. W fight it out together.

"Just the two of us?"

Just the two of us. Do you know who you are? Wuld you |ike to know
why you're buried way down here in this solitary existence?

"I don't know. Tell me."

Wel |, dear infant, once upon a tinme you were like this before... an
entity merely existing. Then you were born. You had a nother and a father
You grew up into a lovely girl with blonde hair and dark eyes and a sweet
graceful figure. You traveled fromMars to earth with your father and you
wer e- - -

"No. There's no one but you. Just the two of us together in the
dar kness. "

There was your father, Barbara.

"There was no one. There is no one else."

I"msorry dear. I'mreally sorry, but we nust go through the agony
again. There's sonething |I have to see

"No. No... please. It's just the two of us al one together. PIlease,
dear spook..."

It'Il be just the two of us together, Barbara. Stay cl ose, dear. There
was your father in the other room.. the orchid room.. and suddenly we
heard sonething... Powel|l took a deep breath and cried: "Help, Barbara.
Hel p---"

And they whipped upright in a listening attitude. Sensation of
bedcl ot hes. Cool floor under running feet and the endl ess corridor until at
| ast they burst through the door into the orchid roomand screaned and
dodged the startled grasp of Ben Reich while he raised sonmething to
father's nouth. Raised what? Hold that image. Photograph it. Christ! That
horrible muffl ed expl osion. The back of the head burst out and the | oved,
the adored, the worshipped figure crunpling unbelievably, tearing at their
hearts while they noaned and crawl ed across the floor to snatch a malignhant
steel flower fromthe waxen---
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"Get up, Linc! For heaven's sake!"
Powel | found hinself dragged to his feet by Mary Noyes. The air was
crackling with indignation.

"Can't | |eave you alone for a mnute? Idiot!"
"Have | been kneeling here |ong, Mary?"
"At least a half hour. | cane in and found you two like this..."

"I got what | was after. It was a gun, Mary. An ancient expl osive
weapon. C ear picture. Take a | ook..."
"Mmm That's a gun?"

"Yes. "
"Where'd Reich get it? Miuseunf"
"I don't think so. I'"'mgoing to play a long shot. Kill two birds.

Leave nme at the phone..."
Powel | lurched to the phone and dialed BD-12,232. Presently, Church's
twi sted face appeared on the screen.

"H, Jerry."

"Hello... Powell." Cautious. Guarded.

"Did Gus Tate buy a gun fromyou, Jerry?"

"@un?"

"Expl osi ve weapon. XXth Century style. Used in the D Courtney nurder."

"Nol "

"Yes indeed. | think Gus Tate is our killer, Jerry. | was wondering if
he bought the gun fromyou. I'd like to bring the picture of the gun over
and check it with you." Powell hesitated and then stressed the next words
gently: "It'd be a big help, Jerry, and I'l|l be extrenely appreciative.
Extrenely. Wait for nme. 1'll be up in half an hour."

Powel | hung up. He | ooked at Mary. |Inmage of an eye wi nking. "That
ought to give little Gus tine to hustle over to Church's place."

"Wy @Qus? | thought Ben Reich was---" She caught the picture Powel |
had sketched in at @ins' house. "Ch. | see. It's a trap for both Tate and
Church. Church sold the gun to Reich."

"Maybe. It's a |l ong-shot. But he does run a hock-shop, and that's next
door to a nuseum"

"And Tate hel ped Reich use the gun on D Courtney? | don't believe it."

"Al nost a certainty, Mary."

"So you're playing one against the other."

"And both against Reich. W've failed on the Objective Level all the
way down the line. Fromhere on in it's got to be peeper tricks or I'm
t hrough. "

"But suppose you can't play them agai nst Reich? Wat if they cal
Rei ch in?"

"They can't. We lured Reich out of town. Scared Keno Quizzard into
running for his life, and Reich's out sonmewhere trying to cut himoff and
gag him"

"You really are a thief, Linc. | bet you did steal the weather."

"No," he said. "Dishonest Abe did." He blushed, kissed Mary, kissed
Barbara D Courtney, blushed again and left the house in confusion

11

The pawnshop was in darkness. A single lanp burned on the counter,
sending out its sphere of soft light. As the three nen spoke, they |eaned

in and out of the illum nation, their faces and gesticul ati ng hands
suddenly appearing and di sappearing in staccato ecli pses.

"No," Powell said sharply. "I didn't conme here to peep anybody. |I'm
sticking to straight talk. You two peepers nay consider it an insult to
have words addressed to you. | consider it evidence of good faith. Wile
I"mtal king. |I'mnot peeping."

"Not necessarily," Tate answered. Hi s gnome face popped into the
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light. "You' ve been known to finesse, Powell."

"Not now. Check ne. Wiat | want fromyou two, | want objectively. I'm
wor ki ng on a nurder. Peeping isn't going to do ne any good."

"What do you want, Powel|?" Church cut in.

"You sold a gun to CGus Tate."

"The hell he did." Tate said.

"Then why are you here?"

"Am | supposed to take an outlandi sh accusation |ike that |ying down?"

"Church call ed you because he sold you the gun and he knows how it was
used. "
Church's face appeared. "I sold no gun, peeper, and | don't know how
any gun was used. That's my objective evidence. Eat it."

"Ch, I'Il eat it," Powell chuckled. "I know you didn't sell the gun to
@Qus. You sold it to Ben Reich.”

Tate's face cane back into the light. "Then why'd you---"

"Why?" Powel|l stared into Tate's eyes. "To get you here for a talk,
GQus. Let it wait a minute. | want to finish with Jerry." He turned toward
Church. "You had the gun, Jerry. It's the kind of thing you would have.
Reich cane here for it. It's the only place he could cone. You did business
together before. | haven't forgotten the Chaos Swindle..."

"God damm you!" Church shout ed.

"I't swindled you out of the Guild." Powell continued. "You risked and

| ost everything for Reich... just because he asked you to peep and squea
on four nmenbers of the Stock Exchange. He made a million out of that
swindle... just by asking a dunb peeper for a favor."

"He paid for that favor!" Church cried.

"And now all I'masking for is the gun," Powell answered quietly.

"Are you offering to pay?"

"You know nme better than that, Jerry. | threw you out of the Guild
because |I' m neal y- nout hed Preacher Powell, didn't 1? Wuld | nmake a shady
of fer?"

"Then what are you paying for the gun?"

"Not hing, Jerry. You'll have to trust nme to do the fair thing; but |I'm
maki ng no promi ses."

"I'"ve got a promse," Church nmuttered

"You do? Ben Reich, probably. He's long on prom se. Sonetines he's
short on delivery. You'll have to make up your mind. Trust me or trust Ben
Rei ch. What about the gun?"

Church's face disappeared fromthe light. After a pause, he spoke from
the darkness. "I sold no gun, peeper, and | don't know how any gun was
used. That's my objective evidence for the court."

"Thanks, Jerry." Powell sniled, shrugged, and turned again to Tate. "I
just want to ask you one question, Qus. Skipping over the fact that you're
Ben Reich's accessory... that you punped Sam @i ns about D Courtney and got
the orbits set for him.. Skipping over the fact that you went to the
Beaunont party with Reich, ran interference for him and' ve been running
interference ever since---"

"Wait a minute, Powell---"

"Don't get panicky, GQus. Al | want to know is whether |'ve guessed
Reich's bribe correctly. He couldn't bribe you with noney. You nake too
much. He couldn't bribe you with position. You' re one of the top peepers in
the @uild. He nust have bribed you with power, eh? Is that it?"

Tate was peeping himhysterically, and the cal massurance he found in
Powel | 's mind, the casual acceptance of Tate's ruin as an acconplished fact
jolted the little peeper with a series of shocks too sudden for adjustnent.
And he was communi cating his panic to Church. Al this Powell had planned
in preparation for one crucial nonment that was to come |ater

"Reich could offer you power in his world," Powell continued
conversationally, "But it isn't likely. He wouldn't give up any of his own,
and you woul dn't want any of his kind. So be nust have offered you power in
the Esper world. How could he do that? Well, he finances the League of
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Esper Patriots. My guess is he offered you power through the League... A
coup d' état, maybe? A dictatorship in the GQuild? Probably you' re a nmenber
of the League."

"Listen, Powell..."

"That's nmy guess, Gus." Powell's voice hardened. "And |'ve got a hunch
I can make nmy guess good. Did you inmagine we'd | et you and Reich snmash the
@Quild as easily as that?"

"You'll never prove anything. You'll---"

"Prove? Wat ?"

"Your word against mne. |---"

"You little fool. Haven't you ever been at a peeper trial? W don't
run '"emlike a court of law, where you swear and then | swear and then a
jury tries to figure who's lying. No, little Gus. You stand up there before
the board and all the 1lsts start probing. You're a 1st, Gus. Maybe you

could block two... Possibly three... But not all. | tell you, you're dead."
"Wait a minute, Powell. Wait!" The nannequin face was twitching with
terror. "The Guild takes confession into account. Confession before the
fact. 1'll give you everything right now Everything. It was an aberration
I"'msane now. Tell the Quild. Wen you get mixed up with a dammed psychotic
like Reich, you fall into his pattern. You identify yourself with it. But
I"mout of it. Tell the Guild. Here's the whole picture... He cane to ne

with a nightmare about a Man Wth No Face. He---

"He was a patient?"

"Yes. That's how he trapped nme. He dragooned ne! But |'mout of it
now. Tell the Guild |I'mcooperating. |'ve recanted. |'mvol unteering
everything. Church is your witness..."

"I"'mnot witness," Church shouted. "You dirty squealer. After Ben
Rei ch prom sed---"

"Shut up. You think I want pernmanent exile? Like you? You were crazy
enough to trust Reich. Not ne, thank you. |I'mnot that crazy."

"You whi ning yell ow peeper. Do you think you'll get off? Do you think
you'l|---"

"l don't give a damm!" Tate cried. "I don't take that kind of nedicine
for Reich. I'Il bust himfirst. I'll walk into court and sit on the witness
stand and do everything | can to help Powell. Tell that to the Guild, Linc.
Tell themthat---"

"You'll do nothing of the kind," Powell snapped.

"What ?"

"You were trained by the @Guild. You're still in the Guild. Since when
does a peeper squeal on a patient?"

"It's the evidence you need to get Reich, isn't it?"

"Sure, but I'"'mnot taking it fromyou. I'mnot letting any peeper
di sgrace the rest of us by walking into court and bl abbi ng."

"I't could nean your job if you don't get him"

"To hell with ny job. | want it, and | want Reich... but not at this
price. Any peeper can be a right pilot when the orbit's easy; but it takes
guts to hold to the Pledge when the heat's on. You ought to know. You
didn't have the guts. Look at you now. .."

"But | want to help you, Powell."

"You can't help me. Not at the price of ethics."

"But | was an accessory!" Tate shouted. "You're letting ne off. Is
that ethics? Is that---?"

"Look at him" Powell |aughed. "He's begging for Denolition. No, Gus.
We' || get you when we get Reich. But | can't get himthrough you. I'll play
this according to the Pledge." He turned and left the circle of light. As
he wal ked through the darkness toward the front door, he waited for Church
to take the bait. He had played the entire scene for this nonent alone..
but so far there was no action on his hook

As Powel | opened the door, flooding the pawnshop with the cold argent
street light, Church suddenly called: "Just a mnute."
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Powel | stopped, silhouetted against the door. "Yes?"

"What have you been handi ng Tate?"

"The Pl edge, Jerry. You ought to renenber it.

"Let nme peep you on that."

"Go ahead. |'mw de open." Mst of Powell's bl ocks opened. Wat was
not good for Church to discover was carefully junbled and canmpoufl aged with
tangentional associations and a kal ei doscopi ¢ pattern, but Church certainly
could not | ocate a suspicious bl ock

"I don't know," Church said at last. "I can't nake up ny mind."

"About what, Jerry? |'m not peeping you."

"About you and Reich and the gun. God knows, you're a neal y-nmout hed
preacher, but | think maybe |1'd be snmarter to trust you."

"That's nice, Jerry. | told you, | can't nmake any prom ses."

"Maybe you're the kind that doesn't have to nmake proni ses. Maybe the
whol e trouble with ne is that |I've always been | ooking for pronises instead
of ---"

At that nonment, Powell's restless radar picked up death out on the
street He whirled and slamred the door. "Get off the floor. Quick." He took
three steps back toward the globe of light and vaulted onto the counter
"Up here with ne. Jerry, GQus. Quick, you fools!"

A queasy shuddering sei zed the pawnshop and shook it into horrible
vi bration. Powell| kicked the |ight gl obe and extinguished it.

"Junmp for the ceiling |ight bracket and hold on. It's a Harnonic gun
Junmp! " Church gasped and | eaped up into the darkness. Powell gripped Tate's
shaking arm "Too short, Gus? Hold out your hands. |I'll toss you." He flung
Tate upward and followed hinself, clawing for the steel spider arns of the
bracket. The three hung in space, cushioned agai nst the nurderous
vi brations enveloping the store... vibrations that created shattering
harmoni cs in every substance in contact with the floor. d ass, steel,
stone, plastic... all screeched and burst apart. They coul d hear the fl oor
cracking, and the ceiling thundered. Tate groaned.

"Hang on, Gus. It's one of Quizzard's killers. Carel ess bunch. They've
nm ssed ne before."

Tate bl acked out. Powell could sense every consci ous synapse | osing
hol d. He probed for Tate's |ower |evels: "Hang on. Hang on. Hang on. HOLD
HOLD. HOLD' "

Destruction loonmed up in the little peeper's subconscious and in that
instant Powel|l realized that no Quild conditioning could ever have
prevented Tate from destroying hinself. The death conpul sion struck. Tate's
hands rel axed and he dropped to the floor. The vibrations ceased an instant
later, but in that second Powel| heard the thick, gravid choke of bursting
flesh. Church heard it too and started to scream

"Quiet, Jerry! Not yet. Hang on."

"D-did you hear hin? DI D YOU HEAR H M?"

"l heard. We're not safe yet. Hang on!"

The pawnshop door opened a slit. A razor edge of light shot in and
searched the floor. It found a broad red and gray organi c puddl e of flesh,
bl ood, and bones, hovered for three seconds, then blinked out. The door
cl osed.

"Al'l right, Jerry. They think |I'm dead again. You can have your
hysterics now. "

"I can't get down, Powell. | can't step on..."

"I don't blanme you." Powell held himself with one hand, took Church's
arm and swung himtoward the counter. Church dropped and shuddered. Powell
foll owed himand fought hard agai nst nausea.

"Did you say that was one of Quizzard's killers."

"Sure. He owns a squad of psychgoons. Every time we round 'emup and
send 'emto Kingston, Quizzard gets another batch. They foll ow the dope
trail to his place."

"But what have they got against you? |---"

"Clever-up, Jerry. They're Ben's deputies. Ben's getting panicky."
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"Ben? Ben Reich? But it was in ny shop. | might have been here."

"You were here. What the hell difference did that nake?"

"Reich wouldn't want ne killed. He---"

"Wul dn't he?" Image of a cat smling.

Church took a deep breath. Suddenly he expl oded: "The son of a bitch
The goddam son of a bitch!"

"Don't feel like that, Jerry. Reich's fighting for his life. You can't
expect himto be too careful.”

"Well, I'mfighting, too, and that bastard's nmade up ny nmind for ne.
Get ready, Powell. I'mopening up. I'mgoing to give you everything."

After he finished with Church and returned from Headquarters and the
Tate nightmare, Powell was grateful for the sight of the blonde urchin in
his honme. Barbara D Courtney had a black crayon in her right hand and a red
crayon in her left. She was energetically scribbling on the walls, her
tongue between her teeth and her dark eyes squinted in concentration

"Baba!" he exclained in a shocked voice. "Wat are you doi ng?"

"Drawrin pitchith," she lisped. "Nicth pitchith for Dada."

"Thank you, sweetheart,"” he said. "That's a | ovely thought. Now cone
and sit with Dada."

"No," she said, and continued scribbling.

"Are you ny girl?"

"Yeth."

"Doesn't ny girl always do what Dada asks?"

She thought that one over. "Yeth," she said. She deposited the crayons
in her pocket, her bottomon the couch al ongsi de Powel |, and her grubby
paws in his hands.

"Real |y, Barbara," Powell murrmured. "That lisping is beginning to
worry nme. | wonder if your teeth need braces?"

The thought was only half a joke. It was difficult to renenber that
this was a wonman seated al ongside him He |ooked into the deep dark eyes
shining with the enpty brilliance of a crystal glass awaiting its
fulfilling neasure of wi ne.

Sl oWy he probed through the vacant conscious |evels of her nmnd to
the turbul ent preconscious, heavily hung with obscuring clouds |like a vast
dark nebula in the heavens. Behind the clouds was the faint flicker of
light, isolated and childlike, that he had grown to |ike. But now, as he
threaded his way down, that flicker of light was the faint spicule of a
star that burned with the hot roar of a nova.

Hell o, Barbara. You seemto---

He was answered with a burst of passion that nmade hi m backtrack fast.

"Hey, Mary!" he called. "Cone quick!"

Mary Noyes popped out of the kitchen. "You in trouble again?"

"Not yet. Soon maybe. Qur patient's on the nend."

"l haven't noticed any difference."

"Come on inside with me. She's made contact with her Id. Down on the
| onest |evel. Al npst had ny brains burned out."

"What do you want? A chaperone? Soneone to protect the secrets of her
sweet girlish passions?"

"Are you comic? |'mthe one who needs protection. Cone and hold ny
hand. "

"You' ve got both of yours in hers."

"Just a figure of speech." Powell glanced uneasily at the cal mdol
face before himand the cool relaxed hands in his. "Let's go."

He went down the bl ack passages again toward the deep-seated furnace
that was within the girl... that is within every man... the tineless
reservoir of psychic energy, reasonless, renorseless, seething with the
never-endi ng search for satisfaction. He could sense Mary Noyes nentally
ti ptoeing behind him He stopped at a safe distance.

H , Barbara.

"Get out!"
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This is the spook.

Hatred | ashed out at him

You renenber ne?

The hatred subsided into the turbul ence to be replaced by a wave of
hot desire.

"Linc, you'd better jet. If you get trapped inside that pleasure-pain
chaos, you're gone."

"I'"d like to | ocate sonething."

"You can't find anything in there except raw | ove and raw death."

"I want her relations with her father. | want to know why he had those
gui It sensations about her."

"Well, I'mgetting out."

The furnace funed over again. Mary fled.

Powel | teetered around the edge of the pit, feeling, exploring,
sensing. It was like an electrician gingerly touching the ends of exposed
wires to discover which of themdid not carry a knock-out charge. A blazing
bolt surged near him He touched it, was stunned, and stepped aside to fee
a bl anket of instinctual self-preservation choke him He relaxed, pernitted
hinself to be drawn down into a vortex of associations and began sorting.
He struggled to maintain his frame of reference that was crunbling in that
chaos of energy.

Here were the somatic nessages that fed the cauldron; cell reactions

by the incredible billion, organic cries, the nuted drone of rnuscl etone,
sensory sub-currents, bl ood-flow, the wavering superheterodyne of bl ood
pH... all whirling and churning in the balancing pattern that formed the

girl's psyche. The never-endi ng nmake-and- break of synapses contributed a
crackling hail of conmplex rhythnms. Packed in the changing interstices were
broken i mages, hal f-synbols, partial references... The ionized nuclei of

t hought .

Powel | caught part of Plosive inage, followed it to the letter P... to
the sensory association of a |oss, then by cross circuit to the infant's
sucking reflex at the breast... to an infantile menory of... her nother?
No. A wet-nurse. That was encrusted with parental associations... Negation
M nus Mother... Powel|l dodged an associated flame of infantile rage and
resentnment, the Orphan's Syndrome. He picked up P again, searched for a
related Pa... Papa... Father

Abruptly he was face to face with hinself.

He stared at the inage, teetered on the verge of disintegration, then
scranbl ed back to sanity.

Who the hell are you?

The inmage smled beautifully and was gone.

P... Pa... Papa... Father.

Heat - of - | ove- and-devoti on-associ ated-with... He was face to face with his
i mge again. This tine it was nude, powerful; its outlines haloed with an
aura of love and desire. Its arms outstretched.

Get lost. You enbarrass ne.

The i nmage di sappeared. Damm it! Has she fallen in love with nme?

"Hi, spook."

There was her picture of herself, pathetically caricatured, the blonde
hair in strings, the dark eyes like blotches, the lovely figure drawn into
flat, ungracious planes... It faded, and abruptly the inage of
Powel | - Power ful - Prot ecti ve-Paternal rushed at him torrentially
destructive. He stayed with it, grappling. The back of the head was
D Courtney's face. He followed the Janus i nage down to a bl azi ng channel of
doubl es, pairs, linkages and duplicities to---Reich? Inposs--- Yes, Ben
Rei ch and the caricature of Barbara, |linked side to side |ike Sianmese
twins, brother and sister fromthe waist upward, their |egs turning and
twisting separately in a sea of conplexity below B linked to B. B & B.
Barbara & Ben. Half joined in blood. Half---

"Linc!"

A call far off. Directionless.
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"Lincoln."

It could wait a second. That anmmzing i mage of Reich had to---
"Lincoln Powell! This way, you fool!"

" Mary?"

"I can't find you."

"Be out in a few minutes."

"Linc, this is the third tine |I've tried to locate you. If you don't
come out now, you're lost."

"The third tinme?"

"In three hours. Please, Linc... Wile |I've got the strength.”

He permitted hinself to wander upward. He could not find upward. The
timel ess, spacel ess chaos roared around him The inmage of Barbara
D Courtney appeared, now a caricature of the sexual siren

"H spook."

"Lincoln, for the Iove of God!"

In nmonentary panic, he plunged in any direction until his peeper
training reasserted itself. Then the Wthdrawal Technique went into
aut omati ¢ operation. The bl ocks banged down in steady sequence; each
barrier a step backward toward the light. Hal fway up, be sensed Mary
al ongside him She stayed with himuntil he was once nore in his living
room seated alongside the urchin, her hands in his. He dropped the hands
as though they were red hot.

"Mary, | located the weirdest association with Ben Reich. Sone kind of
i nkage that---"

Mary had an iced towel. She slapped his face with it smartly. He
realized that he was shaking.

"Only trouble is... Trying to nake sense out of fragnents in the Id is
like trying to run a qualitative analysis in the mddle of a sun... "

The towel flicked again.

"You aren't working with unit elements. You' re working with ionized
particles... " He dodged the towel and stared at Barbara. "My God, Mary,
think this poor kid's in love with nme."

I mage of a cockeyed turtle dove

"No bidding. | kept neeting nyself down there. [---"

"And what about you?"

" NB2"

"Way do you think you refused to send her to Kingston Hospital ?" she
said. "Why do you think you' ve been peeping her twice a day since you
brought her here? Wiy did you have to have a chaperone? I'Il tell you, M.
Powel | ... "

"Tel |l nme what?"

"You're in love with her. You've been in |love with her since you found
her at Chooka Frood's."

"Mary!"

She stung himwith a vivid picture of hinmself and Barbara D Courtney
and that fragnent she had peeped days ago... The fragnent that had nade her
turn pale with jeal ousy and anger. Powell knew it was true.

"Mary, dear..."

"Never mnd nme. To hell with nme. You're in love with her, and the girl
isn't a peeper. She isn't even sane. How nuch of her are you in |ove with?
One tenth? What part of her are you in |love with? Her face? Her
subconsci ous? What about the other ninety per cent? WIIl you |ove that when
you find it? Dam you! | wish I'd let you stay inside her mnd until you
rotted!" She turned away and began to cry.

"Mary, for the | ove of---"

"Shut up," she sobbed. "Damm you, shut up! I... There's a nessage for
you. From headquarters. You're to jet for Spacel and as soon as possible.
Ben Reich's there, and they've |lost him They need you. Everybody needs
you. So why should I conplain?"
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12

It was years since Powell had |ast visited Spaceland. He sat in the
police launch that had picked himoff the luxury ship "Holiday Queen," and
as the launch dropped, Powell stared through the port at Spacel and
glittering below like a patchwork quilt worked in silver and gold. He
smled as he always did at the identical image that canme to himeach tine
he saw the playground in space. It was a vision of a shipload of explorers
froma far gal axy, strange creatures, solemm and studious, who stunbled on
Spacel and and researched it. He always tried to i magi ne how they'd report
it and al ways fail ed.

"It's a job for Dishonest Abe," he nuttered.

Spacel and had started several generations back with a flat plate of
asteroid rock half a mile dianeter. A nad health cultist had raised a
transparent hem sphere of Air-Gel on the plate, installed an atnosphere
generator, and started a colony. Fromthat, Spacel and had grown into an
irregular table in space, extending hundreds of mles. Each new
entrepreneur had sinply tacked another mile or so onto the shelf, raised
his own transparent hem sphere, and gone into business. By the tine
engi neers got around to advi sing Spacel and that the spherical formwas nore
efficient and economical, it was too late to change. That table just went
on proliferating.

As the launch swung around, the sun caught Spacel and at an angle, and
Powel | coul d see the hundreds of hemni spheres shimering agai nst the
bl ue- bl ack of space |like a mass of soap bubbles on a checkered table. The
original health colony was now in the center and still in business. The
others were hotels, amusenent parks, health resorts, nursing homes, and
even a cenetery. On the Jupiter side of the table was the giant fifty-mle
hem sphere that covered the Spacel and Nature Reservati on whi ch guarant eed
more natural history and nore weather per square nmile than any natura
pl anet .

"Let's have the story," Powell said.

The police sergeant gul ped. "W followed instructions,"” he said.
"Rough Tail on Hassop. Slickie following him The Rough got taken out by
Reich's girl..."

"It was a girl, eh?"

"Yeah. Cute little trick naned Duffy Wgé& "

"Damation!" Powell jerked bolt upright. The sergeant stared at him
"Why | questioned that girl myself. | never---" He caught hinmself. "Seens
like I did some |ousing nyself. Shows you. \When you neet a pretty girl..."
He shook his head.

"Well, like | say," the sergeant continued, "she takes out the Rough,
and just when the Slickie noves in, Reich jets into Spaceland with a
conmotion. "

"Li ke?"

"Private yacht. Has a crash in space and linps in hollerin' energency.
One killed. Three injured, including Reich. Front of the yacht stove in.
Derelict or meteor stray. They take Reich to the hospital where we figure
he's planned for a little. Wien we turn around, Reich's gone. Hassop too.
grab a peeper interpreter and go looking in four |anguages. No dice."

"Hassop's | uggage?"

"Cone |ikew se. "

"Damati on! We've got to pinch Hassop and that |uggage. They're our
Motive. Hassop is Mnarch's Code Chief. W need himfor that |ast nmessage
Reich sent to D Courtney and the reply..."

"Monday before the nurder?"

"Yes. That exchange probably ignited the killing. And Hassop may have
Reich's financial records with him They can probably tell a court why
Reich had a hell of a notive for nmurdering D Courtney."

"Such as, for instance?"
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"The tal k around Monarch is that D Courtney had Reich with his back to
the wall."
"You got Method and Opportunity?"

"Yes and no. | opened up Jerry Church and got everything, but it's
ticklish. W can show Reich had the opportunity. It'll stand if the other
two stand. W& can show the nurder nethod. It'|ll stand if the other two

stand. Same goes for Reich's Mtive. They're |like three wi gwam pol es. Each
of them needs the other two. No one can stand alone. That's O d Man Mose's
opi nion. And that's why we need Hassop."

"Il swear they ain't |left Spaceland. That efficient | still am"

"Don't hang your head because Reich outsnarted you. He's outsnarted
pl enty. Me included."

The sergeant shook his head gl oomily.

“I*11... I'Il start peeping Spacel and for Reich and Hassop at once,"
Powel | said as the launch drifted down for the passage through the
air-lock, "but I want to check a hunch first. Show me the corpse.”

"What corpse?"

"From Reich's crash."

In the police nortuary, displayed on an air-cushion in the
stasis-freeze, the corpse was a nmangled figure with dead white skin and a
flam ng red beard.

"Unh, huh,"” Powell nuttered. "Keno Quizzard."

"You know hi n®"

"A ginpster. Was working for Reich and turned too hot to be useful
What' Il you bet that crash was a cover-up for a killing."

"HelI!'" the cop exploded, "those two other guys are hurt bad. Reich
m ght have been faking. Admitted. But the yacht was ruined, and those two
ot her guys---"

"So they were hurt. And the yacht was ruined. So what? Quizzard's
mouth is shut for keeps and Reich's that nuch safer. Reich took care of
him We'Ill never prove it, but we won't have to if we | ocate Hassop
That' Il be enough to walk friend Reich into Denolition."

Wearing the fashionable spray-gun-tights (Spacel and sport clothes were
bei ng painted on, this year), Powell began a lightning tour of the
bubbles... Victoria Hotel, Sportsnan's Hotel, Magic, Honme From Home, Ye New
Neu Babl esbherg, The Martian (very chic), the Venusberg (very bawdy), and
the other dozens... Powell struck up conversations with strangers,
described his dear old friends in half a dozen | anguages, and peeped gently
to nake sure they had the precise picture of Reich and Hassop before they
answered. And then the answers. Negative. Al ways negati ve.

The peepers were easy... and Spaceland was fined with them at work
and at play... but always the reply was negati ve.

A Revival Meeting at Solar Rheinms... hundreds of chanting,
genufl ecting devotees participating in a kind of hopped-up M dsunmer Mrn
festival. Reply Negative. Sailing Races in Mars From Hone... Cat boats and
sl oops ski pping over the water in long hops like scaled stones. Reply
Negative. The Plastic Surgery Resort... hundreds of bandaged faces and
bodi es. Reply Negative. Free-Flight Polo. Reply Negative. Hot Sul phur
Springs, White Sul phur Springs, Black Sul phur Springs, No Sul phur
Springs... Replies Negative.

Di scouraged and depressed, Powel|l dropped into Sol ar Dawn Cenetery.
The cenetery | ooked |ike an English garden... all flagged paths and oak,
ash and elmtrees with tiny little plots of green grass. Miuted nusic from
costuned robot string quartets sawing away in strategic pavilions. Powell
began to snile.

There was a faithful reproduction of the Notre Dame Cathedral in the
center of the cenetery. It was painstakingly |abeled: Ye Wee Kirk O Th'

G en. Fromthe nouth of one of the gargoyles in the tower, a syrupy voice
roared: "SEE THE DRAVA OF THE GODS PORTRAYED | N VI BRANT ROBOT- ACTION I N YE
VWEE KIRK O TH GLEN. MOSES ON MI. SINAlI, THE CRUCI FI XI ON OF CHRI ST,
MOHAMVED AND THE MOUNTAI N, LAO TSE AND THE MOON, THE REVELATI ON OF MARY
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BAKER EDDY, THE ASCENSI ON OF OUR LORD BUDDHA, THE UNVEI LI NG OF THE TRUE AND
ONLY GOD GALAXY..." Pause, and then a little nore matter-of-factly: "OWNNG
TO THE SACRED NATURE OF THIS EXHIBIT, ADM SSION | S BY TI CKET ONLY. TI CKETS
MAY BE PURCHASED FROM THE BAI LI FF. " Pause. Then anot her voice, injured and
pl eadi ng: "ATTENTI ON ALL WORSHI PERS. ATTENTI ON ALL WORSHI PERS. NO LOUD
TALKI NG OR LAUGHTER. .. PLEASE!" A click, and another gargoyle began in

anot her | anguage. Powel | burst out | aughing.

"You ought to be ashanmed of yourself,"” a girl said behind him

Wthout turning, Powell replied: "I"msorry. “No Loud Tal ki ng or
Laughter.' But don't you think this is the nost |udicrous---" Then the
pattern of her psyche hit himand he spun around. He was face to face with
Duffy Wgé&

"Well, Duffy!" he said.

Her frown changed to a | ook of perplexity, then to a quick smle. "M.
Powel | ," she excl ainmed. "The boy-sleuth. You still owe nme a dance."

"I owe you an apol ogy," Powell said.

"Delighted. Can't have enough of them Wat's this one for?"

"Underestimating you."

"The story of ny life." She linked arns and drew hi mal ong the path.
"Tell me how reason has finally prevailed. You took another |ook at ne,
and- - -?"

"I realized you're the cleverest person Ben Reich has working for

hi m

"I amclever. | did do sone work for Ben... but your conplinent seens
to have deep broodi ng undertones. |Is there sonething?"

"The tail we had on Hassop."

"Just a little nore accent on the down-beat, please.”

"You took out our tail, Duffy. Congratulations."

"Ah-ha! Hassop is your pet horse. A childhood accident robbed himof a
horse's crowning glory. You substituted an artificial one which---"

"Cl ever-up, Duffy. That isn't going to travel far."

"Then, boy-wonder, will you ream your tubes?"

Her pert face | ooked up at him half serious, half anused. "Wat in
hel | are you tal king about?"

"Il spell it out. We had a tail on Hassop. A tail is a shadow, a
spy, a secret agent assigned to the duty of follow ng and watching a
suspect..."

"Contents noted. What's a Hassop?"

"A man who works for Ben Reich. H's Code Chief."

"And what did | do to your spy?"

"Fol I owi ng instructions fromBen Reich, you captivated the man,
enravished him turned himinto a derelict fromduty, kept himat a piano
all day, day after day, and---"

"Wait a minute!" Duffy spoke sharply. "I know that one. The little
bem Let's square this off. He was a cop?"

"Now Duffy, if---"

"l asked a question."

"He was a cop."

"Fol l owi ng this Hassop?"

"Yes. "

"Hassop... Bleached man? Dusty hair? Dusty bl ue eyes?"

Powel | nodded.

"The louse," Duffy nuttered. "The | owdown | ouse!"” She turned on
Powel | furiously. "And you think I"'mthe kind that does his dirty work, do
you! Wiy, you --- you peeper! You listen to nme, Powell. Reich asked ne to
do hima favor. Said there was a man up here working on an interesting
nmusi cal code. Wanted ne to check him How the hell was | supposed to know
be was your goon? How was | supposed to know your goon was masqueradi ng as
a nusici an?"

Powel | stared at her. "Are you clainmng that Reich tricked you?"
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"What el se?" She glared back. "Go ahead and peep ne. If Reich wasn't
in the Reservation you could peep that double-crossing ---"

"Hold it!" Powell interrupted sharply. He slipped past her conscious
barrier and peeped her precisely and conprehensively for ten seconds. Then
he turned and began to run

"Hey!" Duffy yelled. "What's the verdict?"

"Medal of Honor," Powell called over his shoulder. "I'Il pinit on as
soon as | bring a man back alive."

"I don't want a man. | want you."

"That's your trouble, Duffy. You want anybody."

"Who0000?"

"Any-y-bod-y."

"NO LOUD TALKI NG OR LAUGHTER. .. PLEASE!"

Powel | found his police sergeant in the Spacel and G obe Theater where
a magni ficent Esper actress stirred thousands with her noving
perf or mances---performances that owed as nuch to her telepathic sensitivity
to audi ence response as to her exquisite command of stage technique. The
cop, immune to the star's appeal, was gloomly inspecting the house, face
by face. Powell took his armand | ed himout.

"He's in the Reservation," Powell told him "Took Hassop with him
Took Hassop's |uggage too. Perfect alibi. He was shaken up by the crash and
he needs a rest. Al so company. He's eight hours ahead of us."

"The Reservation, huh?" the sergeant pondered. "Twenty-five hundred
square mles of nmore damed ani mal s, geography, and weather than you ever
see is three lives."

"What's the odds Hassop has a fatal accident, if he hasn't had one

al ready?"
"No takers at any price.”
"If we want to get Hassop out we'll have to grab a Helio and do sone

fast hunting.”

"Uh-uh. No nechanical transportation allowed in the Reservation."

"This is an emergency. AOd Man Mdse has got to have Hassop!"

"Go let that damm machi ne argue with the Spacel and Board. You coul d
get special perm ssion in maybe three four weeks."

"By which time Hassop'd be dead and buried. What about Radar or Sonar?
We could work out Hassop's pattern and ---"

"Uh-uh. No mechani cal devices outside of canmeras allowed in the
Reservation. "

"VWhat the hell plays with that Reservation?"

"Hundred per cent guaranteed pure nature for the eager beavers. You go
in at your own risk. Elenment of danger adds spice to your trip. Get the
pi cture? You battle the elements. You battle the wild animals. You fee
primtive and refreshed again. That's what the ads say."

"VWhat do they do in there? Rub sticks together?"

"Sure. You hike on your own feet. You carry your own food. You take
one Defensive Barrier Screen with you so's the bears don't eat you. If you
want a fire you got to build it. If you want to hunt animals, you got to
make your own weapons. If you want to catch fish, |ikew se. You versus
nature. And they nake you sign a release in case nature wins."

"Then how are we going to find Hassop?"

"Sign a release and go hike for him"

"The two of us? Cover twenty-five hundred square mniles of geography?
How many squadnmen can you spare?"

"Maybe ten.”
"Adding up to two hundred and fifty square niles per cop. Imnpossible."
"Maybe you coul d persuade the Spacel and Board --- No. Even if you

could, we wouldn't be able to get the Board together under a week. Wait a
m nute! Could you get 'emtogether by peeping 'enfP Send out urgent nessages
or somet hing? How do you peepers work that anyway?"

"W can only pick you up. W can't transmt to anybody except another
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peeper, so --- Hey! Ho! That's an idea!"
"What's an i dea?"
"I's a human being a nmechani cal device?"

"Nope. "
"I's he a civilized invention?"
"Not lately."

"Then I'm going to do sone fast co-opting and take ny own Radar into
the Reservation."

Wi ch is why a sudden craving for nature overtook a prom nent |awer
in the mdst of delicate contractual negotiations in one of Spaceland's
| uxurious conference roons. The same craving al so came upon the secretary
of a fampus author, a judge of domestic relations, a job anal yst screening
applicants for the United Hotel Association, an industrial designer, an
efficiency engineer, the Chairnman of Anmal gamated Union's Gievance
Conmittee, Titan's Superintendent of Cybernetics, a Secretary of Politica
Psychol ogy, two Cabi net nmenbers, five Parlianentary Leaders, and scores of
ot her Esper clients of Spaceland at work and at pl ay.

They filed through the Reservation Gate in a unified nobod of holiday
festivity and assorted gear. Those that had gotten word on the grapevine
early enough were in sturdy canping clothes. Gthers were not; and the
ast oni shed gate guards, checking and inspecting for illicit baggage, saw
one lunatic in full diplomatic regalia march through with a pack on his
back. But all the nature-lovers carried detail ed nmaps of the Reservation
carefully zoned into sectors.

Moving swiftly, they spread out and beat forward across the niniature
continent of weather and geography. The TP Band crackl ed as coments and
i nformati on swept up and down the line of living radar in which Powell
occupi ed the central position

"Hey. No fair, |I've got a nountain dead ahead."

"Snowi ng here. Full b-b-blizzard."

"Swanps and (ugh!) nosquitoes in my sector."

"Hold it. Party ahead, Linc. Sector 21."

"Shoot a picture."

"Here it is..."

"Sorry. No sale."

"Party ahead, Linc. Sector 9."

"Let's have the picture.”

"Here it comes..."

"Nope. No sale."

"Party ahead, Linc. Sector 17."

"Shoot a picture."

"Hey! I1t's a goddam bear!"

"Don't run! Negotiate!"

"Party ahead, Linc. Sector 12."

"Shoot a picture."

"Here it comes..."

"No sale.”

" AAAAAAA- choo! "

"That the blizzard?"

"No. I'ma cloud-burst."

"Party ahead, Linc. Sector 41."

"Shoot a picture."

"Here it is."

"Not them™

"How do you clinb a pal mtree?"

"You shi nny up."

"Not up. Down."

"How d you get up, your honor?"

"l don't know. A npose hel ped ne."

"Party ahead, Linc. Sector 37."

"Let's have the picture.”
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"Here it cones."

"No sale."

"Party ahead, Linc. Sector 60."

"CGo ahead."

"Here's the picture..."

"Pass 'emby."

"How | ong do we have to keep on travelling?"

"They're at |east eight hours ahead."

"No. Correction, peepers. They've got eight hours start but they may
not be ei ght hours ahead."

"Spell that out, will you, Linc."

"Rei ch may not have trekked strai ght ahead. He may have circled around
to a favorite spot close to the gate."

"Favorite for what?"

"For nmurder."

"Excuse nme. How does one persuade a cat not to devour one?"

"Use Political Psychol ogy."

"Use your Barrier screen, M. Secretary."

"Party ahead, Linc. Sector 1."

"Shoot a picture, M. Superintendent."”

"Here it is."
"Pass 'em by, sir. That's Reich and Hassop."
"WHAT! "

"Don't make a fuss. Don't make anybody suspicious. Just pass 'em hy.
When you're out of sight, circle around to Sector 2. Everybody head back

for the Gate and go home. Al ny thanks. Fromhere on I'Il take it alone.”
"Leave us in on the kill, Linc."
"No. This needs finesse. | don't want Reich to know |I' m abducti ng

Hassop. It's all got to | ook logical and natural and uni npeachable. It's a
swindle."

"And you're the thief to do it."

"Who stole the weather, Powell?"

The departing peepers were propelled by a hot blush

This particular square nmile of Reservation was jungle, hunmid, swanpy,
overgrown. As darkness fell, Powell slowy worned his way toward the
glimrering canp fire Reich had built in a clearing alongside a small | ake.
The water was infested with hippo, crocodile, and swanbat. The trees and
terrain swarmed with life. The entire junglette was a savage tribute to the
brilliance of Reservation ecol ogists who coul d assenbl e and bal ance nature
on the point of a pin. And in tribute to that nature, Reich's Defensive
Barrier Screen was in full operation

Powel | coul d hear npbsquitoes whine as they batted agai nst the outer
rimof the barrier, and there was an internmittent hail of l|arger insects
caroning off the invisible wall. Powell could not risk operating his own.
The screens hummed slightly and Reich had keen ears. He inched forward and
peeped.

Hassop was at ease, relaxed, just a little beglamured by the idea of
intimacy with his puissant chief, just a little intoxicated by the
know edge that his filmcannister contained Ben Reich's fate. Reich,
wor ki ng feverishly on a crude, powerful bow, was planning the accident that
woul d elimnate Hassop. It was that bow and the sheaf of fire-tipped arrows

al ongsi de Reich that had eaten up the eight hours start on Powell. You
can't kill a man in a hunting accident unless you go hunting.
Powel | lifted to his knees and craw ed forward, his senses pinpointed

on Reich's perception. He froze again as ALARM cl anged in Reich's head.
Reich | eaped to his feet, bow ready, a featherless arrow at hal f-cock, and
peered intently into the darkness.

"What is it, Ben?" Hassop murnured.

"l don't know. Sonething."

"Hell. You've got your Barrier, haven't you?"
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"l keep forgetting." Reich sank back and built up the fire; but he was
not forgetting the Barrier. The wary instinct of the killer was warning
him vaguely, persistently... And Powell could only narvel at the intricate
survival nechani sm of the human m nd. He peeped Reich again. Reich was
mechanically resorting to the tune-block he associated with crisis: Tenser,
sai d the Tensor, Tenser, said the Tensor. Tension, apprehension, and

di ssensi on have begun. Behind that there was turnoil; a nounting resolution
to kill quickly... kill savagely... destroy now and arrange the evidence
later. ..

As Reich reached for the bow, his eyes carefully averted from Hassop
his mnd intent on the throbbing heart that was his target, Powell drove
forward urgently. Before he had noved ten feet, ALARMtripped again in
Reich's mnd and the big man was on his feet once nore. This time he
whi pped a burning branch fromthe fire and hurled the flare toward the
bl ackness where Powel | was conceal ed. The idea and execution cane so
qui ckly that Powell could not anticipate the action. He would have been
fully illuminated if Reich had not forgotten the Barrier. It stopped the
flam ng branch in md-flight and dropped it to the ground.

"Christ!" Reich cried, and swng around abruptly at Hassop

"What is it Ben?"

In answer, Reich drew the arrow back to the |obe of his ear and held
the point on Hassop's body. Hassop scranbled to his feet.

"Ben, watch out! You're shooting at ne!"

Hassop | eaped to one side unexpectedly as Reich let the arrow fly.

"Ben! For the love of---" Suddenly Hassop realized the intent. He
turned with a strangulated cry and ran fromthe fire as Reich notched
anot her arrow. Running desperately, Hassop smashed into the barrier and
staggered back fromthe invisible wall as an arrow shot past his shoul der
and shattered.

"Ben!" he screaned.

"You son of a bitch," Reich grow ed, and notched another shaft.

Powel | | eaped forward and reached the edge of the Barrier. He could
not pass it. Inside, Hassop ran screamng across the far side while Reich
stal ked himw th hal f-cocked bow, closing in for the kill. Hassop again
smashed into the Barrier, fell, crawl ed, and regained his feet to dart off
again like a cornered rat, Reich follow ng hi mdoggedly.

"Jesus!" Powell nmuttered. He stepped back into the darkness, thinking
desperately. Hassop's screans had aroused the jungle, and there was a
roaring and an echoing runble in his ears. He reached out on the TP Band,
sensi ng, touching, feeling. There was nothing but blind fear, blind rage,

blind instinct around him The hi ppos, sodden and viscid... the crocodiles,
deaf, angry, hungry... swanbats, as furious as rhinoceri whose size they
doubled... A quarter mle off were the faint broadcasts of el ephant,

wapiti, giant cats...

"It's worth the chance,” Powell|l said to hinself. "I've got to bust
that Barrier. It's the only way."

He set his blocks on the upper |evel, masking everything except the
enotional broadcast, and transnmitted: fear, fear, terror, fear... driving
the enotion down to its primtive level... Fear, Fear, Terror, Fear... FEAR
- FLIGHT - TERROR - FEAR - FLIGHT - TERROR - flight!

Every bird in every roost awoke scream ng. The nobnkeys screaned back
and shook thousands of branches in sudden flight. A barrage of sucking
expl osi ons sounded fromthe | ake as the herd of hippos surged up fromthe
shallows in blind terror. The jungle was shaken by the ear-splitting
trunpetings of el ephants and the crashing thunder of their stanpede. Reich
heard and froze in his tracks, ignoring Hassop who still ran and sobbed and
screanmed fromwall to wall of the Barrier

The hi ppos hit the barrier first in a blind, blundering rush. They
were followed by the swanbats and the crocodil es. Then cane the el ephants.
Then the wapiti, the zebra, the gnu... heavy, pounding herds. There had
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never been such a stanpede in the history of the Reservation. Nor had the
manuf acturers of the Defensive Barrier Screen ever anticipated such a
concerted mass attack. Reich's Barrier went down with a sound |ike

sci ssored gl ass.

The hippos tranpled the fire, scattered it and extinguished it. Powell
darted through the darkness, seized Hassop's arm and dragged the crazed
creature across the clearing to the piled packs. A wild hoof sent him
reeling, but he held on to Hassop and | ocated the precious film cannister
In the frantic bl ackness Powel | could sort the frenzied TP broadcasts of
the stanpeding animals. Still draggi ng Hassop, he threaded his way out of
the main stream Behind the thick bole of a lignhnumvitae Powel| paused to
catch his breath and settle the cannister safely in his pocket. Hassop was

still sobbing. Powell sensed Reich, a hundred feet away, back agai nst a
fever tree, bow and arrows clutched in his stricken hands. He was confused,
furious, terrified... but still safe. Above all, Powell wanted to keep him

safe for Denolition.

Unhi tching his own Defensive Barrier Screen, Powell tossed it across
the clearing toward the enbers of the fire where Reich would surely find
it. Then he turned and | ed the nunb, unresisting Code Chief toward the
Gat e.

13

The Reich case was ready for final submission to the District
Attorney's office. Powell hoped it was also ready for that col d-bl ooded,
cyni cal nonster of facts and evidence, O d Man Mose.

Powel | and his staff assembled in Mse's office. A round table had
been set up in the center, and on it was constructed a transparent nodel of
the key roons of Beaunont House, inhabited by niniature android nodel s of
the dramati s personae. The |ab's nodel division had done a superlative job,
and actually had characterized the | eading players. The tiny Reich, Tate,
Beaunont, and others moved with the characteristic gaits of their
originals. Alongside the table was massed the docunentation the staff had
prepared, ready for presentation to the machine.

a d Man Mose hinself occupied the entire circular wall of the giant
office. His multitudi nous eyes wi nked and glared coldly. Hs nultitudinous
menories whirred and hunmed. H's nouth, the cone of a speaker, hung open in
a kind of astonishnment at human stupidity. Hi s hands, the keys of a
multiflex typewiter, poised over a roll of tape, ready to hamer out
| ogic. Mbse was the Mosaic Miltiplex Prosecution Conputer of the District
Attorney's Ofice, whose awful decisions controlled the preparation,
presentation, and prosecution of every police case.

"W won't bother Mdse to start with," Powell told the D.A "Let's take
a |l ook at the nodels and check them agai nst the Crime Schedul e. Your staff
has the tinme sheets. Just watch themwhile the dolls go through the
motions. |f you catch anything our gang's mnissed, nmake a note and we'l|l
kick it around."

He nodded to De Santis, the harassed Lab Chief, who inquired in an
overw ought voice: "One to one?"

"That's a little fast. Make it one to twd. Half slow notion."

"The androids | ook unreal at that tenpo," De Santis snarled. "It can't
do themjustice. W slaved for two weeks and now you---"

"Never mind. W'll admire themlater."

De Santis verged on nutiny, then touched a button. Instantly the nodel
was illumned and the dolls canme to life. Acoustics had faked a background.

There was a hint of music, |aughter, and chatter. In the main hall of
Beaunont House, a pneunatic nodel of Maria Beaunont slowy clinbed to a
dais with a tiny book in her hands.

"The time is 11:09 at that point," Powel!| said to the D.A's staff.
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"Watch the clock above the nmodel. It's geared to synchronize with the slow
nmotion. "

In rapt silence, the legal division studied the scene and jotted notes
whil e the androids reproduced the actions of the fatal Beaunont party. Once
agai n Maria Beaunont read the rules of the Sardine gane fromthe dais in
the main hall of Beaunont House. The |ights di med and went out. Ben Reich
slowy threaded his way through the main hall to the nusic room turned
right, nounted the stairs to the Picture Gallery, passed through the bronze
doors leading to the Orchid Suite, blinded and stunned the Beaunont guards,
and then entered the suite.

And again Reich nmet D Courtney face to face, closed with him drew a
deadly knife-pistol fromhis pocket and with the blade pried D Courtney's
nmout h open while the old man hung weak and unresisting. And again a door of
the Orchid Suite burst open to reveal Barbara D Courtney in a frost-white
transparent dressing gown. And she and Reich feinted and dodged until Reich
suddenly bl ew the back of D Courtney's head out with a shot through the
nmout h.

"Cot that material fromthe D Courtney girl,"'
her. It's authentic."

Barbara D Courtney craw ed to the body of her father, seized the gun
and suddenly dashed out of the Orchid Suite, followed by Reich. He pursued
her down into the darkened house and | ost her as she darted out through the
front entrance into the street. Then Reich nmet Tate and they nmarched to the
Projection Room pretending to play Sardine. The drana cane to an end at
last with the stanpede of the guests up to the Ochid Suite where the dolls
burst in and crowded around the tiny dead body. There they froze in a
grostesque little tableau.

There was a | ong pause while the | egal staff digested the drana.

"A'l right," Powell said. "That's the picture. Now let's feed the data
to Mose for an opinion. First, Cpportunity. You won't deny that the Sardine
ganme provided Reich with perfect opportunity?"

"How d Reich know they were going to play Sardine?" the D.A nuttered.

"Rei ch bought the book and sent it to Maria Beaunont. He provided his
own Sardi ne gane."

"How d he know she'd play the gane?"

"He knew she |iked ganes. Sardine was the only | egible gane in the
book. "

"I don't know..." The D.A scratched his head.

"Mose takes a | ot of convincing. Feed it to him Wn't do any harm"

The office door banged open and Conmm ssi oner Crabbe marched in as
t hough headi ng a par ade.

"M. Prefect Powell," Crabbe pronounced fornally.

"M . Commi ssi oner?"

"It has conme to ny attention, sir, that you are perverting that
mechani cal brain for the purpose of inplicating ny good friend, Ben Reich,

Powel | nmurnured. "Peeped

in the foul and dastardly murder of Craye D Courtney. M. Powell, such a
purpose is grotesque. Ben Reich is an honorable and | eading citizen of our
country. Furthernore, sir, | have never approved of that mechanical brain.

You were chosen by the electorate to exercise your intellectual powers, not
bow in slavery to that---"

Powel | nodded to Beck, who began feeding the punched data into Mose's
ear. "You're absolutely right, comm ssioner. Now, about the Method. First
question: How d Reich knock out the guards. De Santis?"

"And furthernore, gentlenen..." Crabbe continued.

"Rhodopsin lonizer," De Santis spat. He picked up a plastic sphere and
tossed it to Powell who exhibited it. "Man naned Jordan devel oped it for

Reich's private police. |1've got the enpiric processing fornula ready for
the Conputer, and the sanple we nocked up. Anybody care to try it?"
The D. A. | ooked dubious. "I don't see the use. Mse can nake up his

own m nd about that."
"In addition to which, gentlenen...

Cr abbe summari zed.
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"Ch cone on," De Santis said with unpl easant cheerful ness. "You'l
never believe us unless you see it for yourself. It doesn't hurt. Just
makes you non conpos for six or seven---"

The plastic bulb shattered in Powell's fingers. A vivid blue |ight
flared under Crabbe's nose. Caught in mid-oration, the Commi ssioner
col l apsed like an enpty sack. Powel| |ooked around in horror

"Good heavens!" be excl ai ned. "Wat have | done? That bulb sinply
melted in ny fingers." He | ooked at De Santis and spoke severely. "You nmade
the covering too thin, De Santis. Now see what you've done to Conmi ssi oner
Cr abbe. "

"What |'ve done!"

"Feed that data to Mise," the D.A said in a voice rigid with control
"This | know he'll buy."

They nade the Commissioner's body confortable in a deep chair. "Now,
the nmurder nethod,"” Powell continued. "Kindly watch this, gentlenen. The
band is quicker than the eye." He exhibited a revolver fromthe police
museum From the chanbers he renoved the shells, and fromone of the shells
he extracted the bullet. "This is what Reich did to the gun Jerry Church
gave him before the murder. Pretended to nmake it safe. A phoney alibi."

"Phoney, hell! That gun is safe. Is that Church's evidence?"

"It is. Look at your sheet."

"Then you don't have to bother Mdose with the problem” The D. A threw
his papers down in disgust. "W haven't got a case."

"Yes we have."

"How can a cartridge kill without a bullet? Your sheet doesn't say
anyt hi ng about Reich rel oading."
"He rel oaded."

"He did not," De Santis spat. "There was no projectile in the wound or
the room There was nothing."

"There was everything. It was easy once | figured the clue."

"There was no clue!" De Santis shouted.

"Why, you located it, De Santis. That bit of candy gel in D Courtney's
mout h. Renenber? And no candy in the stomach.”

De Santis glared, Powell grinned. He took an eye-dropper and filled a
gel capsule with water. He pressed it into the open end of the cartridge
above the charge and placed the cartridge in the gun. He raised the gun,
ainmed at a small wooden bl ock on the edge of the nodel table, and pulled

the trigger. There was a dull, flat explosion and the block | eaped into
fragnents.
"For the love of--- That was a trick!" The D. A exclained. "There was

sonething in that shell besides water." He exam ned the fragments of wood.

"No, there was not. You can shoot an ounce of water with a powder
charge. You can shoot it with enough nmuzzle velocity to bl ow out the back
of a head if you fire through the soft roof of the nmouth. That's why Reich
had to shoot through the mouth. That's why De Santis found the bit of gel
That's why he found nothing el se. The projectile was gone."

"Gve it to Mose," the D.A said faintly. "By God, Powell, |'m
beginning to think we've got a case."

"A'l right. Now, Mdtive. We picked up Reich's business records, and
Accounting's gone through them D Courtney had Reich with his back to the

wall. Wth Reich it was "if you can't lick "em join 'em' He tried to join
D Courtney. He failed. He nurdered D Courtney. WII you buy that?"
"Sure I'Il buy it. But will Od Man Mose? Feed it in and let's see.™

They fed in the last of the punched data, warned the conputer up from
“Idle' to "Run,' and kicked himinto it. Mse's eyes blinked in hard
medi tation; his stomach runbl ed softly; his nenories began to hiss and
stutter. Powell and the others waited with nounting suspense. Abruptly,
Mose hi ccupped. A soft bell began to "Ping-Ping-Ping-Pi ng-Pi ng-Ping---" and
Mose's type began to flail the virgin tape under it.

"I'F IT PLEASE THE COURT," Mose said, "WTH PLEADERI NG OF NON VULTS AND
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DEMURERS, LEGAL SI GNATURES. SS. LEADI NG CASE HAY v. COHOES AND THE RULE I N
SHELLEY' S CASE. URP."

"What the---" Powell |ooked at Beck

"He gets kittenish," Beck expl ai ned.

"At atime like this!"

"Happens now and then. We'll try himagain."

They filled the conputer's ear again, held the warnup for a good five
m nutes and then kicked himinto it. Once again his eyes blinked, his
stomach growl ed, his nmenories hissed, and Powell and the two staffs waited
anxiously. A nonth's hard work hung on this decision. The type-hamers
began to fall.

"BRI EF #921,088. SECTION C-1. MOTIVE," Mse said. "PASSI ON MOTI VE FOR
CRI ME | NSUFFI CI ENTLY DOCUMENTED. CF STATE v. HANRAHAN, 1202 SUP. COURT. 19,
AND SUBSEQUENT LI NE OF LEADI NG CASES. "

"Passion notive?" Powell nuttered. "lIs Mdse crazy? It's a profit
motive. Check C 1, Beck."

Beck checked. "No nistake here."

"Try him again."

They ran the conmputer through it a third tine. This tine he spoke to
the point: "BRIEF #921,088. SECTION C-1. MOTIVE. PROFIT MOTI VE FOR CRI ME
I NSUFFI Cl ENTLY DOCUMENTED. CF STATE v. ROYAL 1197 SUP. COURT 388."

"Didn't you punch C 1 properly?" Powell inquired.

"W got everything in that we could," Beck replied

"Excuse ne," Powell said to the others, "I've got to peep this out
with Beck. You don't mind, | hope." He turned to Beck: "Open up, Jackson.
smelted an evasion in themlast words. Let me have it..."

"Honestly, Linc, |I'mnot aware of any ---"

"I'f you were aware, it wouldn't be an evasion. It'd be a downri ght
lie. Now leme see... Ch. O course! ldiot. You don't have to be ashaned
because Code's a little slow " Powell spoke aloud to the staffs: "Beck's
m ssing one small datum point. Code's still working with Hassop upstairs

trying to bust Reich's private code. So far all we've got is the know edge
that Reich offered nerger and was refused. W haven't got the definite
of fer and refusal yet. That's what Mse wants. A cautious nonster."

"I'f you didn't bust the code, how do you know the offer was rmade and
refused?" the D. A asked.

"Got that from Reich hinself through Gus Tate. It was one of the |ast
things Tate gave ne before he was nmurdered. | tell you what, Beck. Add an
assunption to the tape. Assumi ng that our nerger evidence is unassail able
(which it is) what does Mdse think of the case?"

Beck hand punched a strip, spliced it to the main problemand fed it
in again. By now well warned up, the Msaic Miltiplex Conputer answered in
thirty seconds: "BRIEF #921, 088. ACCEPTI NG ASSUMPTI ON, PROBABI LI TY OF
SUCCESSFUL PROSECUTI ON 97. 0099% "

Powel | 's staff grinned and rel axed. Powel|l tore the tape out of the
typewiter and presented it to the DA with a flourish. "And there's your
case, M. District Attorney... Sewn up and delivered."

"By God!" the D.A said. "Ninety seven per cent! Jesus, we haven't had
one in the ninety bracket all ny term | thought | was |ucky when | broke

seventy. Ninety seven per cent... Against Ben Reich hinself! Jesus!" He
| ooked around at his staff in a kind of wild surmse. "W'Ill make goddam
hi story!™"

The office door opened and two perspiring nmen darted in waving
manuscri pt.

"Here's Code now," Powell said. "You bust it?"

"W busted it," they said, "and now you're busted, Powell. The whol e
case is busted."

"What ? What the hell are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Rei ch knocked of f D Courtney because D Courtney woul dn't nerge,
didn't he? He had a nice fat profit notive for killing D Courtney, didn't
he? In a pig's eye he did."
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"Ch God!" Beck groaned.

"Reich sent YYJI TTED RRCB UUFE AALK Q@BA to D Courtney. That reads:
SUGGEST MERGER BOTH QOUR | NTERESTS EQUAL PARTNERSHI P. "

"Dam it, that's what |'ve said all along. And D Courtney replied:
WMHG That was a refusal. Reich told Tate. Tate told ne."

"D Courtney answered WAHG. That reads: ACCEPT OFFER "

"The hell is does!"

"The hell it don't. WWG ACCEPT OFFER It was the answer Reich
wanted. It was the answer that gave Reich every reason for keeping

D Courtney alive. You'll never convince any court in the solar systemthat
Reich had a notive for nurdering D Courtney. Your case is washed out."
Powel | stood stock still for half a mnute, his fists clenched, his

face working. Suddenly he turned on the nodel, reached in and pulled out
the android figure of Reich. He twisted its head off. He went to Mse,
yanked out the tapes of punched data, crunpled theminto a wad and hurl ed
the wad across the room He strode to Crabbe's recunbent figure and
| aunched a trenmendous kick at the seat of the chair. Wile the staffs
wat ched in an appalled silence, the chair and Comm ssioner overturned to
the floor.

"God damm you! You're always sitting in that God dammed chair!" Powel |
cried in a shaking voice and stornmed out of the office.

14

Expl osi on! Concussion! The cell doors burst open. And far outside,
freedomis waiting in the cloak of darkness and flight into the unknown..

Who's that? Wio's outside the cell-block? Ch God! Ch Christ! The Man
Wth No Face! Looking. Looming. Silent. Run! Escape! Fly! Fly!..

Fly through space. There's safety in the solitude of this silver-1lined
| aunch jetting to the deeps of the distant unknown... The hatch door
Qpening. But it can't. There's no one on this launch to swing it slowy,
omnously... Oh God! The Man Wth No Face! Looking. Looming. Silent..

But | aminnocent, your honor. Innocent. You will never prove ny
guilt, and I wilt never stop pleading ny case though you pound your gave
until you deafen ny ears and---Ch Christ! On the bench. In wig and gown.
The Man Wth No Face. Looking. Loom ng. Quintessence of vengeance..

The poundi ng gavel dissolved to knuckles on the stateroom door. The
steward' s voice called: "Over New York, M. Reich. One hour to debarkation
Over New York, M. Reich." The knuckles went on hamering on the door

Reich found his voice. "All right," he croacked. "I hear you."

The steward departed. Reich clinbed out of the liquid bed and found
his legs giving way. He clutched at the wall and cursed hinself upright.
Still inthe grip of the nightmare's terror, he went into the bathroom
depi | ated, showered, steanmed, and air-washed for ten mnutes. He was stil
reeling. He stepped into the massage al cove and punched "dow Salt.' Two
pounds of noistened, scented salt were sprayed on his skin. As the nassage
buffers were about to begin, Reich suddenly deci ded he needed cof fee. He
st epped out of the alcove to ring Service.

There was a dull concussion and Reich was hurled to his face by the
force of the explosion in the alcove. H's back was slashed by flying
particles. He darted into the bedroom seized his traveling case, and
turned like an animal at bay, his hands automatically opening the case and
groping for the cartridge of Detonation Bul bs he always carried. There was
no cartridge in the case

Reich pulled hinself together. He was aware of the bite of salt in the
cuts in his back and the streanmi ng bl ood. He was aware that he was no
| onger trenbling. He went back into the bathroom shut off the nmassage
buffers and inspected the al cove w eckage. Soneone had renobved the
cartridge fromhis case during the night and planted a bulb in each of the
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massage buffers. The enpty cartridge |lay behind the alcove. Only a
split-second miracle had saved his life... from whon?

He inspected his stateroom door. The | ock had evidently been gaffed by
a past-master. It showed no sign of tanpering. But who? Wy?

"Son of a bitch!" Reich growled. Wth iron nerve he returned to the
bat hroom washed off the salt and bl ood, and sprayed his back with
coagul ent. He dressed, had his coffee, and descended to the Staging Hal
where, after a savage skirm sh with the peeper Custonms Man (Tensi on,
appr ehensi on, and di ssention have begun!), he boarded the Mnarch | aunch
that was waiting to take himdown to the city.

Fromthe | aunch he called Mnarch Tower. His secretary's face appeared
on the screen.

"Any news of Hassop?" Reich asked.

"No, M. Reich. Not since you called from Spacel and. "

"G ve ne Recreation."

The screen herring-boned and then disclosed the chronme | ounge of
Monarch. West, bearded and scholarly, was carefully binding sheets of
typescript into plastic volunmes. He | ooked up and gri nned.

"Hell o, Ben."

"Don't | ook so cheerful, Ellery,
Hassop? | thought you'd surely---"

"Not mny problemany nore, Ben."

"What are you tal king about ?"

West di spl ayed the volunes. "Just finishing up ny work. History of ny
career with Monarch Uilities & Resources for your files. Said career ended
this nmorning at nine o' clock."

" Reich grow ed. "VWere the hell is

"What ! "

"Yep. | warned you, Ben. The CGuild's just ruled Mnarch out of bounds
for me. Conpany Espionage is unethical."

"Listen, Ellery, you can't quit now. |'mon a hook and | need you bad.
Soneone tried to booby-trap ne on the ship this norning. | beat it by an
eyelash. I've got to find out who it is. |I need a peeper.”

"Sorry, Ben."

"You don't have to work for Monarch, I'Il put you under persona

contract for private service. The same contract Breen has."

"Breen? A 2nd? The anal yst?"

"Yes. My analyst."

"Not any nore."

"What ! "

West nodded. "The ruling came down today. No nore exclusive practice.
It limts the service of peepers. W've got to be dedicated to the nost
good for the nost people. You ve |ost Breen."

"I't's Powell!" Reich shouted. "Using every dirty peeper trick he can
dig out of the slinme to bitch ne. He's trying to nail nme to the D Courtney
cross, the sneaking peeper! He---"

"Sign off, Ben. Powell had nothing to do with it. Let's break it off
friendly, eh? W've always kept it pleasant. Let's break it pleasant. Wat
do you say?"

"I say go to hell!" Reich roared and cut the connection. To the | aunch
pilot he said in the sane tone:

"Take ne home!"

Rei ch burst into his penthouse apartnent, once again awakeni ng the
hearts of his staff to terror and hatred. He hurled his traveling case at
his valet and went i mediately to Breens' suite. It was enpty. A crisp note
on the desk repeated the informati on West had al ready given him Reich
strode to his own rooms, went to the phone and dialed Gus Tate. The screen
cl eared and di spl ayed a sign:

SERVI CE PERVANENTLY DI SCONTI NUED

Rei ch stared, broke the connection and dialed Jerry Church. The screen
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cl eared and di spl ayed a sign:
SERVI CE PERMANENTLY DI SCONTI NUED

Rei ch snapped the contact key up, paced around the study uncertainly,
then went to the shimmer of light in the corner that was his safe. He
switched the safe into tenporal phase, revealing the honeyconb paper rack,
and reached for the small red envel ope in the upper |eft-hand pigeon hol e.
As he touched the envel ope he heard the faint click. He doubled up and spun
away, his face buried in his arns.

There was a blinding flash of Iight and a heavy expl osi on. Sonet hi ng
brutal punched Reich in the left side, hurled himacross the study and
sl ammed hi m agai nst the wall. Then a hail of debris followed. He struggl ed
to his feet, bellowing in bew | dernent and fury, stripping the ripped
clothes fromhis left side to exanmine the state of his body. He was badly
sl ashed, and a particularly excruciating pain indicated at | east one broken
rib.

He heard his staff conme running down the corridor and roared: "Keep
out! You hear ne? Keep out! Al of you!"

He stunbl ed through the weckage and began sorting over the renmains of
his safe. He found the neuron scranbler he had taken from Chooka Frood's
red-eyed woman. He found the nalignant steel flower that was the
knife-pistol that had killed D Courtney. It still contained four unfired
shells | oaded with water and sealed with gel. He thrust both into the
pocket of a new jacket, got a fresh cartridge of Detonation Bulbs fromhis
desk, and tore out of the room ignoring the servants who stared at himin
ast oni shrent .

Rei ch swore feverishly all the way down fromthe tower apartnent to
the cellar garage where he deposited his private Junper key in the Call
slot and waited for the little car. Wien it came out of storage with the
key in the door, another tenant was approaching and even at a di stance was
staring. Reich turned the key and yanked open the door to junp in. There
was a low pressure Rrrrrrip. Reich hurled hinmself to the ground. The Junper
tank expl oded. By sone freak, it failed to burst into flane. It erupted a
shattering geyser of raw fuel and fragments of twi sting netal. Reich
craw ed frantically, reached the exit ranp, and ran for his life.

On the street level, torn, bleeding, rank with creosote fuel, he
searched frantically for a Public Junper. He couldn't find a coi n-Junper.
He managed to flag a piloted nmachine.

"Where to?" the driver asked.

Rei ch dabbed dazedly at the blood and oil that snmeared him "Chooka
Frood!" he croaked in a hysterical voice.

The cab hopped himto 99 Bastion West.

Rei ch thrust past the protesting doorman, the indignant reception
clerk, and Chooka Frood's highly paid chargé d affaires to the private
office, a Victorian roomfurnished with stained gl ass | anps, overstuffed
sofas and a roll-top desk. Chooka was seated at the desk, wearing a dingy
snock and a dingy expression that changed to al arm when Reich yanked the
scranbl er out of his pocket.

"For CGod's sake, Reich!" she excl ai nmed.

"Here | am Chooka," he said hoarsely. "So let's have the trail run
before we feed it to the dice. | used this scranbler on you once before.
I"'mwarnmed up for it again. You warned ne up, Chooka."

She shot up fromthe desk and screaned: "Magda!"

Rei ch caught her by the armand hurl ed her across the office. She
si de-swi ped the couch and fell across it. The red-eyed bodyguard cane
running into the office. Reich was ready for her. He clubbed her across the
back of the neck, and as she fell forward, he ground his heel into her back
and slamred her flat on the floor. The woman twi sted and clawed at his |eg.
I gnoring her he spat at Chooka: "Let's get it squared off. Wy the
booby-traps?”
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"What are you tal king about?" Chooka cri ed.

"What the hell do | look like I'mtalking about. Read the blood, |ady.
I've skinned out of three obituaries running. How long can ny luck hold
out ?"

"Make sense, Reich! | can't---"
"I"'mtal ki ng about the big D, Chooka, D for death. | canme in here and
strong-arned the D Courtney girl out of you. | beat hell out of your

girl-friend and | beat hell out of you. So you got frabbed off and set
those traps. Right?"

Chooka shook her head dazedly.

"Three of themso far. On the ship coning back from Spacel and. In ny
study. In my Junper. How many nore, Chooka?"

"I't wasn't me, Reich. So help ne. |---"

"I't has to be you, Chooka. You're the only one with a gripe and the
only one who hires ginpsters. That adds up to you, so let's get it squared
off." He slapped the safety off the scranbler. "lve got no tine for a
two-bit hater with coffin-queer friends."

"For CGod's sake!" Chooka screaned. "Wat the hell have | got agai nst
you? So you rough-housed a little. So you nugged Magda. You wasn't the
first. You ain't gonna be the last. Use your head!"

"I used it. If it isn't you, who el se?"

"Keno Quizzard. He hires ginpsters too. | heard you and him--"
"Quizzard's out. Quizzard's dead. \Who el se?"
"Church."

"He hasn't got the guts. If he had he woul d have tried it ten years
ago. Wo el se?"

"How do | know? There's hundreds hate you enough."

"There's thousands, but who could get into ny safe? Wi could break a
phase conbi nation and---"

"Maybe nobody broke into your safe. Maybe sonebody broke into your
head and peeped the conbi nati on. Maybe---"

" Peeped! "

"Yeah. Peeped. Maybe you added Church up wong... O sone other peeper
what's got a eager reason for filling your coffin."”

"My God..." Reich whispered. "Ch ny God... Yes."

" Chur ch?"

"No. Powell."

"The cop?"

"The cop. Powell. Yes. M. Holy Lincoln Powell. Yes!" The words began
pouring out of Reich in a torrent. "Yes, Powell! The son of a bitch is

fighting dirty because |'ve licked himclean. He can't get a case together
He's got nothing but booby-trapping left..."

"You're crazy, Reich."

"Am 1? Why the hell did he take Ellery West away from ne, and Breen?
He knows the only defense |I've got against a bobby-trap is a peeper. It's
Powel I I'"

"But a cop, Reich? A cop?"

"Sure a cop!" Reich shouted. "Why not a cop? He's safe. Who'd suspect
hinP It's smart. It's what |1'd do nyself. Al right... Now |l'mgoing to
booby-trap him™"

He kicked the red-eyed woman from him went to Chooka and yanked her
to her feet. "Call Powell."

"What ?"

"Call Powell," he yelled. "Lincoln Powell. Call himat his house. Tel
himto come down here right away."

"No, Reich..."

He shook her. "Listen to nme, frab-head. Bastion West is owned by the
D Courtney Cartel. Now that old D Courtney's dead, |'mgoing to own the
cartel, which neans I'll own Bastion. I'll own this house. I'll own you,
Chooka. You want to stay in business? Call Powell!"

She stared at his livid face, feebly peeping him slowy realizing
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that what he said was true

"But | got no excuse, Reich."

"WAit a minute. Wait a minute." Reich thought, then yanked the
knife-pistol fromhis pocket and shoved in into Chooka's hands. "Show hi m
this. Tell himthe D Courtney girl left it here."

"What is it?"

"The gun that killed D Courtney."

"For the |love of---Reich!"

Rei ch laughed. "It won't do himany good. By the tinme he's got it,
he' Il be booby-trapped. Call him Show himthe gun. Get himdown here." He
t hrust Chooka toward the phone, followed her and stood al ongside the screen
out of the line of sight. He hefted the scranbler in his hand neaningfully.
Chooka under st ood.

She dial ed Powell's nunber. Mary Noyes appeared on the screen,

listened to Chooka, then called Powell. The prefect appeared, his | ean face
haggard, his dark eyes heavily shadowed.

"I... | got sonething you m ght want, naybe, M. Powell," Chooka
stammered. "l just found it. That girl you took outa ny house. She left it
behi nd. "

"Left what, Chooka?"

"The gun which killed her father."

"No!" Powell's face was suddenly animated. "Let's see it."

Chooka di spl ayed the knife-pistol

"That's it, by heaven!" Powel| exclained. "Maybe 1'mgoing to get a
break after all. Stay right where you are, Chooka. I'll be down as fast as
a Junper can jet."

The screen bl acked out. Reich ground his teeth and tasted bl ood. He
turned, dashed out of the Rai nbow House and | ocated a vacant coin-Junper.
He dropped a half-credit into the | ock, opened the door and lurched in. As
he took off with a hissing roar, he clattered against a thirtieth story
cornice and nearly capsized. He realized dazedly that he was in no
condition to pilot a Junper or set a booby-trap.

"Don't try to think," he thought. "Don't try to plan. Leave it to your
instincts. You're a killer. A natural killer. Just wait and kill!"

Rei ch fought hinself and the controls all the way to Hudson Ranp, and
he fought the Junper down through the crazy, shifting North River w nds.
The killer instinct pronpted himto crash-land in Powell's back garden. He
didn't know why. As he pounded the tw sted cabin door open, a canned voice
spoke: "Your attention, please. You are |liable for any danmage to this
vehicle. Please | eave your nane and address. If we are forced to trace you,
you will be liable for the costs. Thank you."

"I'mgoing to be liable for a ot nore damage,"” Reich grow ed. "You're
wel cone. "

He plunged under a heavy clunp of forsythia and waited with the
scranbl er ready. Then he understood why he had crashed. The girl who
answered Powel |'s phone cane out of the house and ran down through the
garden toward the Junper. Reich waited. No one el se canme fromthe house
The girl was alone. He surged up out of the brush and the girl spun around
before she heard him A peeper. He pulled the trigger to first notch. She
stiffened and trenbl ed... hel pl ess.

At the nonment when he was about to pull the trigger all the way back
to the big D, instinct stopped himagain. Suddenly, the booby-trap for
Powel | canme to him Kill the girl inside the house. Seed her body wth
Det onati on Bul bs and | eave that bait for Powell. Sweat broke out on the
girl's swarthy face. The nuscles in her jaws twitched. Reich took her by
the armand |l ed her up the garden to the house. She wal ked with the
stiff-legged gait of a scarecrow.

I nside the house, Reich led the girl through the kitchen to the living
room He found a |ong, corded nodern | ounge and thrust the girl down on it.
She was fighting himw th everything short of her body. He grinned
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savagel y, bent down and kissed her full on the nouth.”

"My love to Powell," he said, and stepped back, raising the scranbler.
Then he lowered it.

Someone was wat ching him

He turned, anobst casually, and darted a quick | ook around the living
room There was no one. He turned back to the girl and asked: "Are you
doing that with TP, peeper?" Then he raised the scranbler. Again he | owered
it.

Someone was wat ching him

This time, Reich prow ed around the |living room searching behind
chairs, inside closets. There was no one. He checked the kitchen and the
bath. No one. He returned to the living roomand Mary Noyes. Then thought
of the upper floor. He went to the stairs, started to nmount them and then
stopped in md-stride as though he had been pol e-axed.

Someone was wat ching him

She was at the head of the stairs, kneeling and peeping through the
banni sters like a child. She was dressed like a child in tight little
| eotards with her hair drawn back and tied with ribbon. She | ooked at him
with the droll, m schievous expression of a child. Barbara D Courtney.

"Hello," she said.

Rei ch began to shake.

"I''m Baba, " she said.

Rei ch notioned to her faintly.

She arose at once and canme down the stairs, holding on to the
banni ster carefully. "I"'mnot s'posed to," she said. "Are you Papa's
friend?"

Reich took a deep breath. "I... I..." he croaked.

"Papa had to go away," she prattled. "But he's comi ng back right away.
He told ne. If I'"'ma good girl, he'll bring ne a present. |I'mtrying, but
it's awful hard. Are you good?"

"Your father? Comi ng b-back? Your father?"

She nodded. "Was you pl ayi ng ganmes with Aunt Mary? You ki ssed her.
saw it. Papa kisses ne. | like it. Does Aunt Mary like it?" She took his
hand confidently. "Wien | grow up |'mgoing to marry Papa and be his girl
for always. Do you have a girl?"

Rei ch pull ed Barbara around and stared into her face. "Are you
rocketing?" he said hoarsely. "Do you think I'lIl fall into that orbit? How
much did you tell Powell ?"

"That's ny papa," she said. "Wien | ask himwhy his nane is different
fromny name he | ooks funny. Wat's your name?"

"l asked you!" Reich shouted. "How nuch did you tell hinP Wo do you
think you're fooling with that act? Answer ne!"

She | ooked at himdoubtfully, then began to cry, trying to pull away
fromhim He held on to her

"Go 'way!" she sobbed. "Let nme go!"

"WIl you answer ne!"

"Let me go!"
He dragged her fromthe foot of the stairs to the | ounge where Mary
Noyes still sat paralyzed. He threw the girl alongside her and stepped back

again, with the scranbler raised. Suddenly, the girl whipped upright in the
chair in alistening attitude. Her face lost its childi shness and becane
drawn and taut. She thrust out her legs, |eaped fromthe |Iounge, ran,

st opped abruptly, then appeared to open a door. She ran forward, yellow
hair flying, dark eyes wide with alarm.. a lightning flash of wild beauty.

"Father!" she screamed. "For Cod's sake! Father!"

Reich's heart constricted. The girl ran toward him He stepped forward
to catch her. She stopped short, backed away, then darted to the left and
ran in a half circle, screaming wildly, her eyes fixed.

"No!" she cried. "No! For the |ove of Christ! Father!"

Rei ch pivoted and clutched at the girl. This tine he caught her while
she fought and screaned. Reich was shouting too. The girl suddenly
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stiffened and clutched her ears. Reich was back in the Ochid Suite. He
heard the expl osion and saw the bl ood and brai ns gout out of the back of

D Courtney's head. He shook with gal vanic spasns that forced himto rel ease
the girl. She fell forward to her knees and crawl ed across the floor. He
saw her crouch over the waxen body.

Rei ch gasped for breath and beat his knuckles together painfully,
fighting for control. Wen the roaring in his ears subsided, he propelled
hinsel f toward Barbara, trying to arrange his thoughts and make
split-second alterations in his plans. He had never counted on a wtness.

God dam Powel | . He would have to kill the girl. Could he arrange a
doubl e-murder in the---No. Not nurder. Booby-trap. Damm Gus Tate. Wait. He
wasn't in Beaunont House. He was... in...

"Thirty-three Hudson Ranp," Powell said fromthe front door

Rei ch jerked around, crouched autonmatically and whi pped the scranbl er
up under his left elbow as Quizzard's killers had taught him

Powel | side-stepped. "Don't try it," he said sharply.

"You son of a bitch," Reich shouted. He wheel ed on Powel |l who had
al ready crossed himup and again stepped out of the line of fire. "You god
dammed peeper! You | ousy, sleazy, son of a ---"

Powel | faked to the left, reversed, closed with Reich and delivered a
six-inch jab to the ulnar nerve conplex. The scranbler fell to the floor
Rei ch clinched; punching, claw ng, butting, swearing hysterically. Powell
hit himwith three |ightning blows, nape, navel, and groin. The effect was
that of a full spinal block. Reich crashed to the floor, retching, blood
streamng fromhis nose

"Brother, you think only you know how to gut fight," Powell grunted.
He went to Barbara D Courtney, who still knelt on the floor, and raised
her .

"A'l right, Barbara?" he said.

"Hell o, Papa. | had a bad dream"”

"I know, baby. | had to give it to you. It was an experinent on that
big oaf."

"G mre a kiss."

He ki ssed her forehead. "You're growi ng up fast,'
j ust baby-tal king yesterday."

"I'"mgrowi ng up because you pronmised to wait for nme."

"It's a prom se, Barbara. Can you go upstairs by yourself or do you
have to be carried... like yesterday?"

"I can go all by own self."

"Al'l right, baby. Go up to your room"

She went to the stairs, took a firmhold on the bannister and clinbed
up. Just before she reached the top, she darted a glance at Reich and stuck
her tongue out. Then she di sappeared. Powell crossed to Mary Noyes, renoved
the gag, checked her pul se, then nade her confortable on the |ounge.

"First notch, eh?" he nmurmured to Reich. "Painful but she'll recover
in an hour." He went back to Reich and stared down at him anger darkening
his drawn face. "I ought to pay you back for Mary; but what's the use? It
woul dn't teach you anything. You poor bastard... you're just no damed
good. "

"Kill me!" Reich groaned. "Kill nme or let nme up and by Christ 'l
kill you!"

Powel | picked up the scranbl er and cocked an eye at Reich. "Try
flexing your nuscles a little. Those bl ocks shouldn't last nore than a few
seconds..." He sat down with the scranbler in his lap. "You had a tough
break. | wasn't out of the house five minutes when | realized Chooka's
story was a phoney. You put her up to it, of course.”

"You' re the phoney!" Reich shouted. "You and your ethics and your high
tal k. You and your phoney god-dam--"

"She said the gun killed D Courtney." Powell continued inperturbably.
"I't did, but no one knows what killed D Courtney... except you and ne. |

he smled. "You were
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turned around and canme back. It was a long take. Alnost too long. Try
getting up now. You can't be that sick."

Rei ch struggl ed up, his breath hissing horribly. Suddenly he dipped
into his pocket and brought out the cartridge of Detonation Bul bs. Powel |
arched back in the chair and kicked Reich in the chest with his heel. The
cartridge went flying. Reich fell back and coll apsed on a sofa.

"When will you people learn you can't surprise a peeper?" Powell said.
He went to the cartridge and picked it up. "You're quite the arsenal today,
aren't you? You're acting nore like you re wanted dead or alive than |ike a
free man. Notice | said free. Not innocent."

"Free how | ong?" Reich said through his teeth. "I never tal ked about
i nnocence either. But free how | ong?"
"Forever. | had a perfect case against you. Every detail right.

checked that when | peeped you with Barbara just now | had every det ai
except one, and that one flaw blew ny case out into deep space. You're a
free man, Reich. We've closed your file."

Reich stared. "Cl osed the file?"

"Yep. No solution. I'mlicked. You can disarm Reich. Go about your
busi ness. No one's going to bother you."

"You're a liar! This is one of your peeper tricks. "You---"

"Nope. I'lIl lay it out for you. |I know all about you... How rmuch you
bribed Gus Tate... What you pronised Jerry Church... Were you | ocated that
Sardi ne Gane... Wat you did with WIlson Jordan's Rhodopsin Caps... How you
enptied those cartridges for an alibi and then turned them | ethal again
with a drop of water... So far a perfect chain of evidence. Method and
Qpportunity. But Mtive was the flaw. The courts demand Cbjective Mtive
and | can't produce it. That sets you free."

"You liar!"
"Of course | could throw this breaking and entering with deadly intent
at you... but it's too snmall a charge. Like shooting a popgun after you

msfire with a cannon. You could probably beat it too. My only witnesses
woul d be a peeper and a sick girl. I---"

"You liar," Reich growl ed. "You hypocrite. You |lying peeper. Am |
supposed to believe you? Am| supposed to listen to the rest of it? You had
not hing, Powell. Nothing! | |icked you on every point. That's why you're
booby-trapping ne. That's why you---" Reich broke off abruptly and beat his
forehead. "And this is probably the biggest booby-trap of all. And | fel
into it. What a dammed fool | am What a---"

"Shut up," Powell snapped. "Wen you rave like that | can't peep you
Now what's all this about booby-traps? Think it through."

Reich uttered a ragged |laugh. "As if you don't know... My stateroom on
the liner... My gaffed safe... My Junper..."

For alnost a minute, Powell focussed on Reich, peeping, absorbing,

di gesting. Then his face began to pale and his respiration quicken. "M
God!" he exclained. "My God!" He |eaped to his feet and began pacing
distractedly. "That's it... That explains it... And Od Man Mse was right.

Passi on notive, and we thought he was kittenish... And Barbara's Sianese
Twin Image... And D Courtney's guilt... No wonder Reich couldn't kill us at
Chooka's... But--- the nurder isn't inportant any nore. It goes deeper. Far
deeper. And it's dangerous... Mre than | ever dreaned." He stopped, turned
and | ooked at Reich with bl azing eyes.

"If I could kill you," he cried, "I'd twi st your head off with ny
hands. |'d tear you apart and hang you on a Galacti Gallows, and the

Uni verse woul d bl ess ne. Do you know how dangerous you are? Does a pl ague
know its peril? |Is death conscious?"

Rei ch goggl ed at Powell in bew |derment. The Prefect shook his head
impatiently. "Wiy ask you?" he muttered. "You don't know what |'mtalking
about. You'll never know." He went to a sideboard, selected two brandy

anpul es and popped theminto Reich's mouth. Reich attenpted to spit them
out. Powell held his jaws shut.
"Swal l ow them" he said crisply. "I want you to pull yourself together

file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20Alfred%20-%20Demolished%20Man,%20The.txt (90 of 115) [1/19/03 3:58:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20A1fred%20-%20Demol i shed%20M an,%20T he.txt

and listen to ne. Do you want Butyl ene? Thyric Acid? Can you conpose
yoursel f w t hout drugs?"

Rei ch choked on the brandy and sputtered angrily. Powell shook him
silent.

"Get this straight," Powell said. "I'mgoing to show you half the
pattern. Try to understand it. The case against you is closed. It's closed
because of those booby-traps. If I'd known about them|'d never have
started the case. |I'd have broken ny conditioning and killed you. Try to
understand this, Reich..."

Rei ch stopped sputtering.

"I couldn't find a notive for your nurder. That's the flaw. Wen you
of fered merger to D Courtney, he accepted. He sent WMHG i n answer. That's
acceptance. You had no reason to nmurder him You had every objective reason
to keep himalive."

Rei ch went white. H s head began to wobble crazily. "No. No. WWHG
Ofer refused. Refusal. Refusal!"

" Accept ance. "

"No. The bastard refused. He---"

"He accepted. Wien | learned that D Courtney accepted your offer,
was finished. | knew | couldn't bring a case to court. But | haven't been
trying to booby-trap you. | did not gaff your stateroomlock. | did not
pl ant those Detonation Bulbs. I'"mnot the man who's trying to nurder you
That man is trying to kill you because he knows you're safe fromne. He
knows you're safe fromDenolition. He's always known what |'ve just
di scovered... that you're the deadly eneny of our entire future."

Reich tried to speak. He struggled up out of the sofa, gesticulating
feebly. Finally he said: "W is it? Wo? Wo?"

"He's your ancient eneny, Reich... A man you'll never escape. You'l
never be able to run fromhim.. hide fromhim.. and | pray to God you'l
never be able to save yourself fromhim"

"Who is it, Powell? WHO IS IT?"

"The Man Wth No Face."

Reich emitted a guttural cry of pain. Then he turned and staggered out
of the house.

15

Tensi on, apprehension, and di ssensi on have begun
Tensi on, apprehension, and di ssensi on have begun
Tensi on, apprehension, and di ssensi on have begun
Tensi on, apprehension, and di ssensi on have begun
"Shut up!" Reich cried.
Ei ght, sir;
Seven, sir;
Six, sir;
Five, Sir;
"For God's sake! Shut up!"
Four, Sir;
Three, sir;
Two, sir;
One!

"You've got to think. Wiy don't you think? Wat's happened to you? Wy
don't you think?"

Tensi on, apprehensi on and---

"He was lying. You know he was lying. You were right the first tinme. A
gi ant booby-trap. WAMWG Refusal. Refusal. But why did he lie? How is that
going to hel p hinP"

---di ssensi on have begun.
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"The Man with No Face. Breen could have told him Gus Tate could have
told him Think!"

Tensi on- - -

"There is no Man Wth No Face. It's just a dream A nightrmare!"

Appr ehensi on- - -

"But the booby-traps? Wat about the booby-traps? He had nme cold in
hi s house. Wiy didn't he pull the switch? Telling nme |'mfree. Wiat's he up
to? Think!"

Di ssensi on-- -

A hand touched his shoul der.

"M . Reich?"
"What ?"
"M . Reich!"

"What ? Who' s that?"

Rei ch's eyes focussed. He becane aware that it was raining heavily. He
was |ying on his side, knees drawn up, arns folded, his cheek buried in
mud. He was drenched, shivering with cold. He was in the espl anade of Bonb
Inlet. Around himwere sighing, sodden trees. A figure was bendi ng over
hi m

"Who are you?"

"Gal en Chervil, M. Reich."

"What ?"

"Gal en Chervil, sir. From Maria Beaunont's party. Can | do you that
favor, M. Reich?"

"Don't peep ne!" Reich cried.

"I'"'mnot, M. Reich. W don't usually---" Young Chervil caught
hinself. "I didn't know you knew | was a peeper. You'd better get up, sir."

He took Reich's armand pull ed. Reich groaned and yanked his armfree.
Young Chervil took himunder the shoul ders and raised him staring at
Reich's frightful appearance.

"Were you mugged, M. Reich?"

"What ? No. No..."

"Accident, sir?"

"No. No, I... Ch, for God's sake," Reich burst out, "get the hell away
fromnme!"

"Certainly, sir. | thought you needed help and | owe you a favor,

but---"

"Wait," Reich interrupted. "Cone back." He rasped the bole of a tree
and | eaned against it, panting hoarsely. Finally he thrust hinself erect
and glared at Chervil with bl oodshot eyes. "You nean that about the favor?"

"Of course, M. Reich."

"No questions asked. No tales told?"

"Certainly not, M. Reich."

"My problemis nurder, Chervil. | want to find out who's trying to kil
me. WIIl you do ne that favor? WII you peep soneone for ne?"

"I shoul d imagine the police would be able to---"

"The police?" Reich |aughed hysterically, then clutched hinmself in
agony as the broken rib caught

"I want you to peep a cop for ne. Chervil. A big cop. The Commi ssi oner
of cops. D you understand?' He let go of the tree and lurched to Chervil
"I want to visit ny friend the Comm ssioner and ask hima few questions. |
want you to be there to tell ne the truth. WII you cone to Crabbe's office
and peep himfor ne? WIl you just do it and forget about it? WII you?"

"Yes, M. Reich...l wll."

"What ? An honest peeper! How about that? Cone on. Let's jet."

Rei ch stumbl ed out of the esplanade with a horrible gait. Chervi
foll owed, overwhelmed by the fury in the nan that drove himthrough injury,
t hrough fever, through agony to police headquarters. There, Reich hulled
and roared past clerks and guards until the nud-streaked bl ood-sneared
figure burst into Conm ssioner Crabbe's el aborate ebony and silver office.

"My God, Reich!" Crabbe was aghast. "It is you, isn't it? Ben Reich?"
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"Sit down, Chervil," Reich said. He turned to Crabbe. "It's nme. Get a
full perspective. I"'mhalf a corpse, Crabbe. The red stuff is blood. The
rest is slinme. 1've had a great day... a glorious day... and | want to know

where the hell the police have been? Were's your God Al m ghty Prefect
Powel | ? Where's your---"

"Hal f a corpse? What are you telling ne, Ben?"

"I'mtelling you that | was al nost nurdered three tinmes today. This
boy..." Reich pointed to Chervil. "This boy just found me in the Inlet
Espl anade nore dead than alive. Look at nme, for Christ's sake. Look at nme!"

"Murdered!" Crabbe thunped his desk enphatically. "OF course. That
Powel|l is a fool. | should never have listened to him The man who killed
D Courtney is trying to kill you."

Behi nd his back, Reich notioned savagely to Chervil

"I told Powell you were innocent. He wouldn't listen to ne," Crabbe
sai d. "Even when that infernal adding nachine in the District Attorney's
office told himyou were innocent, he wouldn't listen."

"The machine said | was innocent?"

"Of course it did. There's no case agai nst you. There never was a case
agai nst you. And by the sacred Bill of Rights, you'll have the protection

fromthe nmurderer that any honest |aw abiding citizen deserves. |I'll see to
that at once," Crabbe strode to the door. "And | think this is all 'l
need to settle M. Powell's hash for good! Don't go, Ben. | want to talk to

you about your support for the Solar Senatorship..."

The door opened and sl ammed. Reich reeled and fought his way back to
the world. He | ooked at three Chervils. "Well?" he nuttered. "Well?"

"He's telling the truth, M. Reich."

"About me? About Powel | ?"

"Well..." Chervil paused judiciously, weighing the truth

"Jet, you bastard,"” Reich groaned. "How |l ong do you think |I can keep
my fuses from bl owi ng."

"He's telling the truth about you," Chervil said quickly. "The
Prosecution Conputer has declined to authorize any action against you for
the D Courtney nmurder. M. Powell has been forced to abandon the case
and... well... his career is very much in jeopardy."

"I's that true!" Reich staggered to the boy and seized his shoul ders.
"I's that true, Chervil? |I've been cleared? | can go about ny business? No
one's going to bother ne?"

"You' ve been dropped, M. Reich. You can go about your business. No
one's going to bother you."

Reich burst into a roar of triunphant |aughter. The pain of his
brui sed and broken body nmade hi m groan as he | aughed, and his eyes snarted
with tears. He pulled hinself up, brushed past Chervil and left the
Conmi ssioner's office. He was nore a Neanderthal vestige as he paraded down
headquarters' corridors streaked with blood and nud, |aughi ng and groani ng,
bearing hinself with |inping arrogance. He needed a stag's carcass on his
shoul ders or a cave bear borne in triunph behind himto conplete the
pi cture.

"I'"ll conplete the picture with Powell's head," he told hinself.
"Stuffed and nmounted on ny wall. 1'll conplete the picture with the
D Courtney Cartel stuffed into ny pockets. By God give ne tine |'|
conplete a picture with the Galaxy inside the frame!"

He passed through the steel portals of headquarters and stood for a
nmonent on the steps gazing at the rain-swept streets... at the anusenent
center across the square, block after block blazing under a single nutua
transparent donme... at the open shops lining the upper footways, all bustle
and brilliance as the city's night shopping began... the towering office
buil dings in the background great two-hundred story cubes... the | ace
tracery of skyways linking themtogether... the twinkling running |Iights of
Junpers bobbi ng up and down |ike a plague of crinson-eyed grasshoppers in a
field...
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"And I'Il own you!" he shouted, raising his arnms to engulf the
universe. "I'll own you all! Bodies, passions, and soul s!"

Then his eye caught the tall, ominous, famliar figure crossing the
square, watching himcovertly over its shoulder. A figure of black shadows
sparkling with raindrop jewels... looking loomng, silent, horrible... A
Man Wth No Face.

There was a strangled cry. The fuses blew. Like a blighted tree, Reich
fell to the ground.

At one minute to nine, ten of the fifteen nenbers of the Esper Guild
Counci| assenbled in President T sung's office. Energency business required
their attention. At one mnute after nine, the neeting was adjoumed with
the business conpleted. Wthin those one hundred and twenty Esper seconds,
the follow ng took place:

A gavel pounding

A cl ock face

Hour hand at 9

M nute hand at 59

Second hand at 60

EMERGENCY MEETI NG

To exami ne a request for Mass Cathexis with Lincoln Powell as the
human canal for the Capitalized energy.

(Const ernation)

T sung: You can't be serious, Powell. How can you nmake such a request?
What can possibly require such an extraordi nary and dangerous neasure?
Powel | : An astoni shing devel opnent in the D Courtney Case which

woul d Iike you all to exani ne.

(Exam nati on)

Powel | : You all know that Reich is our nbst dangerous eneny. He is
supporting the Anti-Esper snear canpaign. Unless that is bl ocked we may
suffer the usual history of mnority groups.

@i ns: True enough

Powel | : He is al so supporting the League of Esper Patriots. Unless
that organization is bl ocked we may be plunged into a civil war and be | ost
forever in a norass of internal chaos.

Franion: That's true too.

Powel | : But there is an additional devel opnment which you have al
exam ned. Reich is about to becone a Galactic focal point... A crucial link
bet ween the positive past and the probable future. He is on the verge of a
powerful reorganization at this noment. Tinme is of the essence. If Reich
can readjust and reorient before |I can reach him he will become i mune to
our reality, invulnerable to our attack, and the deadly eneny of Gl actic
reason and reality.

(Alarm
@ins: Surely, you're exaggerating, Powell.
Powel | : Am1? Inspect the picture with ne. Look at Reich's position in

time and space. WIIl not his beliefs becone the world's belief? WII not
his reality become the world's reality? I's he not, in his critical position
of power, energy, and intellect, a sure road to utter destruction?

(Convi ction)

T sung: That's true. Nevertheless |'mreluctant to authorize the Mass
Cat hexis Measure. You will recall that the MCM has invariably destroyed the
human energy canal in past attenpts. You're too valuable to be destroyed,
Powel | .

Powel | : | nust be permitted to run the risk, Reich is one of the rare
Uni verse-shakers... a child as yet, but about to mature. And all reality..
Espers, Normals, Life, the earth, the solar system the universe itself...
all reality hangs precarlously on his awakeni ng. He cannot be pernmitted to
awake to the wong reality. | call the question

Franion: You're asking us to vote your death.
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Powel I : 1t's my death agai nst the eventual death of everything we
know. | call the question

@ins: Let Reich awaken as he will. W have the tinme and the warning
to attack himat another crossroad.

Powel | : Question! | call the question!

(Request granted)

Meet i ng adj our ned

G ock face

Hour hand at 9

M nute hand at 01

Second hand at Denplition

Powel | arrived home an hour later. He had made his will, paid his
bills, signed his papers, arranged everything. There had been dismay at the
Quild. There was di smay when he came home. Mary Noyes read what he had done
the instant he entered.

"Linc---"

"No fuss. It's got to be done."

"But---"

"There's a chance it won't kill nme. Oh... One renminder. Lab wants a
brain autopsy as soon as I'mdead... if | die. |1've signed all the papers,

but I wish you' d help in case there's trouble. They'd |ike to have the body
before rigor. If they can't get the corpse they'll settle for the head. See
toit, wll you?"

"Linc!"

"Sorry. Now you'd better pack and take the baby up to Ki ngston
Hospital . She won't be safe here.”

"She isn't a baby any nore. She---"

Mary turned and ran upstairs, trailing the famliar sensory inpact:
Snow / mint / tulips / taffeta... and now mxed with terror and tears.
Powel | sighed, then sniled as a highly poi sed teen-ager appeared at the
head of the stairs and came down with grand insouci ance. She was wearing a
dress and an expression of rehearsed surprise. She paused hal fway down to
let himtake in the dress and the manner.

"Why! It's M. Powell, is it not?"

"It is. Good norning, Barbara."

"And what brings you to our little domain this norning?" She came down
the rest of the stairs with her fingertips brushing the bannister and
tripped on the bottomstep. "Ch Pip!" she squawked.

Powel | caught her. "Pop," he said.

"Bim"

"Bam "

She | ooked up at him "You stand right here. I1'mgoing to come down

those stairs again and | bet | do it perfect."
"I"ll bet you don't."
She turned, trotted up and posed again at the top step. "Dear M.

Powel | , what a scatter-brain you nmust think ne..." She began the grand
descent. "You nust re-evaluate your opinion of me. | amno |onger the mere
child I was yesterday. | am ages and ages ol der. You nust regard me as an

adult from now on." She negotiated the bottom step and regarded him
intently. "Re-evaluate? |Is that right?"

"Revaluate is sonmetinmes preferred, dear.”

"I thought it had an extra sound" Suddenly she | aughed, pushed him
into a chair, and plunmped down on his |ap. Powell groaned.

"Gently, Barbara. You're ages ol der and pounds heavier."

"Listen," she said. "What ever nmade me think you was... Were? Were ny
fat her?"

"What's the matter with nme as a father?"

"Let's be frank. Real frank."

"Sure."

"Do you feel like a father toward me? Because | don't feel like a
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daughter toward you."

"Ch? How do you feel ?"

"l asked first, so you go first."

"My feelings toward you are those of a loving and dutiful son."

"No. Be serious."

"l have resolved to be a trustworthy son to all wonen until Wul can
assunes its rightful place is the Cormunity of Planets."

She flushed angrily and got up fromhis lap. "I wanted you to be
serious, because | need advice. But if you---"
"I"'msorry, Barbara. What is it?"
She knelt al ongside himand took his hand. "I'mall mixed up about
you. "

She | ooked into his eyes with the alarm ng directness of the young.
"You know."

After a pause, he nodded. "Yes. | know "
"And you're all mxed up about nme, too. | know. "
"Yes, Barbara. That's true. I am"

"I's it wong?"
Powel | heaved up fromthe chair and began paci ng unhappily. "No,

Barbara, it isn't wong. It's... mstined."
"I want you to tell me about it."
"Tell you...? Yes, | suppose |'d better. I... I'll put it this way,
Barbara. The two of us are four people. There's two of you, and two of nme."
n \My?"

"You' ve been sick, dear. So we had to turn you into a baby and let you
grow up again. That's why you're two people. The grown-up Barbara inside,
and t he baby outside."

"And you?"

"I"'mtwo grown-up people. One of themis ne... Powell... The other is
a menber of the governing Council of the Esper Guild."

"What's that?"

"I't doesn't need explaining. It's the part of me that's got nme m xed

up... God knows, maybe it's the baby part. | don't know "
She consi dered earnestly, then said slowy. "Wien | don't feel like a
daughter to you... which ne feels like that?"

"l don't know, Barbara."
"You do know. Whay won't you say?" She cane to himand put her arns

around his neck... a grown-up wonan with the manner of a child. "If it
isn't wong, why won't you say? If | |love you---"

"Who sai d anythi ng about | ove!"

"I't's what we're tal king about, isn't it? Isn't it? | love you and you

love me. Isn't that it?"

"Al'l right," Powell thought desperately. "Here it is. Wat are you
going to do? Adnmit the truth?"

"Yes!" Fromthe stairs. Mary was descending with a travelling case in
her hand. "Adnit the truth."

"She isn't a peeper."

"Forget that. She's a worman and she's in love with you. You're in |ove
with her. Please, Linc, give yourselves a chance."

"A chance for what? An affair if | get out of this Reich nmess alive?
That's all it could be. You know the Guild won't let us marry nornals."

"She'll settle for that. She'll be grateful to settle for that. Ask
me. | know. "

"And if | don't conme out alive? She'll have nothing... Nothing but
hal f a nmenory of half a love."

"No, Barbara," he said. "That isn't it at all."

"It is," she insisted. "It is!"

"No. It's the baby part of you tal king. The baby thinks she's in |ove
with me. The worman is not."

"She'll grow up into the wonan."

"And she'll forget all about ne."
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"You'l | make her remenber."

"Why shoul d I, Barbara?"

"Because you feel that way about me, too. | know you do."

Powel | | aughed. "Baby! Baby! Baby! What nmakes you think I'min | ove
with you that way? |'mnot. |'ve never been.”

"You are!"”

"Open your eyes, Barbara. Look at nme. Look at Mary. You're ages ol der,
aren't you? Can't you understand? Do | have to explain the obvious?"

"For Cod's sake, Linc!"

"Sorry, Mary. Got to use you."

"I"'mgetting ready to say goodbye... Maybe for good... Do | have to
endure this? Isn't it bad enough for ne al ready?”

"Shhhhh. Gently, dear..."

Barbara stared at Mary, then at Powel|l. She shook her head slowy.
"You're lying."

"Am 1? Look at nme." He put his hands on her shoul ders and | ooked into
her face. Di shonest Abe cane to his assistance. H s expression was Kkind,
tol erant, anused, patronizing. "Look at nme, Barbara."

"No!" she cried. "Your face is lying. It's... It's hateful! I---" She
burst into tears and sobbed: "Ch go away. Wiy don't you go away?"

"We're going away, Barbara." Mary said. She cane forward, took the
girl's armand | ed her to the door

"There's a Junper waiting, Mary."

"There's ne waiting, Linc. For you. Always. And the Chervils & @&ins &
Jordans &&&E&K&EE---"

"I know. | know. | love you all. Kisses. XXXXXX. Bl essings..."

I mage of four-leaf clover, rabbits' feet, horseshoes..

Bawdy response of Powell energing from sl ok covered with di anonds

Fai nt | aughter

Farewel | .

He stood in the doorway whistling a crooked, plaintive tune, watching
the Junper disappear into the steel-blue sky boring north toward Kingston
Hospital . He was exhausted. A little proud of hinself for having nade the
sacrifice. Intensely ashaned of hinself for feeling proud. Cearly
mel ancholic. Should he take a grain of Potassium Niacate and kick hinsel f
up into the manic curve? Wat the hell was the use? Look at that great fou
city of seventeen and one half mllion souls and not one soul for him Look
at---

The first inpulse came. A thin trickle of latent energy. He felt it
distinctly and gl anced at his watch. Ten-twenty. So soon? So quickly? Good.
He'd better get ready.

He turned into the house and darted up the stairs to his dressing
room The inpul ses cane pattering... like the prelimnary rai ndrops before
a storm His psyche began to throb and vibrate as he reached out and
absorbed those tiny streans of |atent energy. He changed his clothes,
dressed for all weather, and---

And what? The pattering had becone a drizzle, washing over him
filling his consciousness with ague... with grinding enotional flashes..
with---Yes, nutrient capsules. Hold on to that. Nutrient. Nutrient.
Nutrient! He tunbled down the stairs into the kitchen. Found the plastic
bul b, cracked it and swal | owed a dozen capsul es.

The energy cane in torrents now. From each Esper in the city, a
trickle of latent power that nerged and nerged into a stream a river, a
swirling sea of Mass Cathexis directed toward Powel |, tuned to Powell. He
opened all bl ocks and absorbed it all. H's nervous system superheterodyned
and screaned and a turbine in his mnd whirled faster and faster with a
nmount i ng i ntol erabl e whine.

He was out of the house, wandering through the streets, blind, deaf,
sensel ess, imersed in that boiling mass of latent energy... like a ship
with sails caught in the nexus of a typhoon, fighting to convert a
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whirl pool of wind into the notive power that would lead to safety... S
Powel | fought to absorb that fearful torrent, to Capitalize that |atent
energy, to Cathectize and direct it toward the Denplition of Reich before
it was too late, too late, too late, too late, too late..

ABCLI SH THE LABYRI NTH.

DESTROY THE MAZE.

DELETE THE PUZZLE

(x2 g Y3d! Space/d! Tine)

DI SBAND.

( OPERATI ONS, EXPRESSI ONS, FACTORS, FRACTI ONS, POWERS, EXPONENTS,
RADI CALS, | DENTITIES, EQUATI ONS, PROGRESSI ONS, VARI ATI ONS, PERMUTATI ONS,
DETERM NANTS, AND SCLUTI ONS)

EFFACE.

(ELECTRON, PROTON, NEUTRON, MESON AND PHOTQN)

ERASE.

(CAYLEY, HENSON, LILLIENTHAL, CHANUTE, LANGLEY, WRI GHT, TURNBUL AND
S&ERSON)

EXPUNGE

(NEBULAE, CLUSTERS, STREAMS, BI NARIES, G ANTS, MAIN SEQUENCE, AND
VH TE DWARFS)

DI SPERSE.

(PI SCES, AWMPHI BI AN, BI RDS, MAMVALS, AND MAN)

ABCLI SH.

DESTROY,

DELETE.

DI SBAND.

ERASE ALL EQUATI ONS

INFINITY EQUALS ZERO

THERE | S NO- - -

"---there is no what?" Reich shouted. "There is no what?" He struggl ed
upward, fighting the bedcl othes and the restraining hands. "There is no
what ?"

"No nore nightmares," Duffy Wg& sai d.

"Who' s that?"

"Me. Duffy."

Rei ch opened his eyes. He was in a frilly bedroomin a frilly bed with
ol d-fashioned |inen and bl ankets. Duffy Wgé& starched and fresh, had her
hands agai nst his shoul ders. Once again she tried to thrust him back
agai nst the pillows.

"I"'masleep,"” Reich said. "I want to wake up."

"You say the nicest things. Lie down and the dreamw || continue."

Reich fell back. "I was awake," he said sonmberly. "I was w de awake
for the first tine inmnmy life. | heard... | don't know what | heard.

Infinity and zero. Inportant things. Reality. Then | fell asleep and I'm
here. ™"

"Correction," Duffy smled. "Just for the record. You awoke."

"I'"m asl eep!" Reich shouted. He sat up. "Have you got a shot?

Anyt hing... opium henp, somar, lethettes... |'ve got to wake up, Duffy.
I"ve got to get back to reality."

Duf fy bent over him and ki ssed himhard on the nouth. "How about this?
Real ?"

"You don't understand. It's all been delusions... hallucinations..
everything. |1've got to readjust, reorientate, reorganize... Before it's
too late, Duffy. Before it's too late, too late, too late..."

Duf fy threw up her hands. "Wat the hell's happened to nedicine!" she
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exclaimed. "First that dammed doctor scares you into a faint. Then he
swears you're patched up... and now | ook at you. Psychotic!" She knelt on
the bed and shook a finger against Reich's nose. "One nore word out of you
and | call Kingston."

"What ? Who?"

"Kingston, as in hospital. Were they send people like you."

"No. Who did you say scared nme into a faint?"

"A doctor friend."

"In the square in front of police headquarters?"

"X marks the spot."

" Sure?"

"I was with him |ooking for you. Your valet told ne about the
expl osion and | was worried. W got to the rescue just in tinme."

"Did you see his face?"

"See it? I've kissed it."

"What's it look |ike?"

"I't's a face. Two eyes. Two |lips. Two ears. One nose. Three chins.
Listen, Ben, if this is sone nore of the awaken-asleep-reality-infinity
lyrics... it ain't comercial."

"And you brought ne here?"

"Sure. How could | pass up the opportunity? It's the only way | can
get you into ny bed."

Rei ch grinned. He relaxed and said: "Duffy, you may now kiss ne."

"M . Reich, you have al ready been kissed. O was that when you were
still awake?"

"Forget that. Nightmares. Plain nightmares." Reich burst into
| aughter. "Wy the hell should | worry about having nightmares? | have the
rest of the world in ny hands. 1'lIl take the dreans too. Didn't you once
ask to be dragged through the gutter, Duffy?"

"That was a childish whim | thought | could neet a better class of

peopl e. "

"You name the gutter and you can have it, Duffy. CGold gutters..
Jewel l ed gutters. You want a gutter fromhere to Mars? You'll have it. You
want me to turn the Systeminto a gutter? I'll do it. Christ! | can turn

the Galaxy into a gutter if you want it." He jabbed his chest with his
thunb. "Want to |l ook at God? Here | am Go ahead and | ook."

"Dear man. So nobdest and so hung-over."

"Drunk? Sure, I'mdrunk." Reich thrust his | egs out of the bed and
stood up, reeling slightly. Duffy came to himat once and he put his arm
around her waist for support. "Wy shouldn't | be drunk? |I've licked
D Courtney. |'ve licked Powell. I'mforty years old. |'ve got sixty years
of owning the whole world ahead of nme. Yes. Duffy... the whole damed
wor | d!'" He began wal ki ng around the roomwith Duffy. It was like a strol
through her ebullient erotic mnd. A peeper decorator had reproduced
Duf fy's psyche perfectly in the decor

"How d you like to start a dynasty with ne, Duffy?"

"I woul dn't know about starting dynasties."

"You start with Ben Reich. First you marry him Then---"

"That's enough. Wen do | start?"

"Then you have children. Boys. Dozens of boys..."

"Grls. And only three."

"And you watch Ben Reich take over D Courtney and nerge it with
Monarch. You watch the enemies go down... like this!" In full stride, Reich
ki cked the leg of a busty vanity table. It toppled and crashed a score of
crystal bottles to the floor

"After Monarch and D Courtney becone Reich, |ncorporated, you watch ne
eat up the rest... the small ones... the fleas. Case and Urbrel on Venus.
Eaten!" Reich brought his fist down on a torso-shaped side table and
smashed it. "United Transaction on Mars. Mashed and eaten!" He crushed a
delicate chair. "The GCl Conbi ne on Ganynede, Callisto, and lo... Titan
Chemical & Atomics... And then the snmaller lice: the backbiters, the
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haters, the Quild of Peepers, the noralists, the patriots... Eaten! Eaten
Eaten!" He pounded his pal magainst a marble nude until it toppled fromits
pedestal and shattered.

"Cl ever-up, dog," Duffy hung on his neck. "Wy waste all that dear
vi ol ence? Punch me around a little."

He Iifted her in his arns and shook her until she squealed. "And parts
of the world will taste sweet... like you, Duffy; and parts will stink to
hi gh heaven ... but I'Il gobble themall." He |aughed and crushed her
against him "I don't know nuch about the God business, but | know what |
like. W'll tear it all down, Duffy, and we'll build it all up to suit
us... You and nme and the dynasty."

He carried her to the window, tore away the drapes and ki cked open the
sashes with a mghty jangle of smashed gl ass. Qutside, the city was in
vel vet darkness. Only the skyways and streets twinkled with lights, and the
scarl et eyes of an occasional Junper popped up over the jet skyline. The
rain had stopped and a sl ender noon hung pale in the sky. The night w nd
came whispering in, cutting through the cloy of the spilled perfune.

"You out there!" Reich roared. "Can you hear ne! Al of you..
sl eeping and dreaning. You'll dreammny dreans from now on! You'll---"

Abruptly he was silent. He relaxed his hold on Duffy and permitted her
to slide to the floor alongside him He seized the sides of the w ndow and
poked his head far out into the night, twisting his neck to stare up. Wen
he drew his head back into the room his face wore a bew | dered expression.

"The stars," he nmunbl ed. "Were are the stars?"

"Where are the what?" Duffy wanted to know.

"The stars," Reich repeated. He gestured timdly toward the sky. "The
stars. They're gone."

Duf fy | ooked at himcuriously. "The what are gone?"

"The stars!" Reich cried. "Look up at the sky. The stars are gone. The
constell ations are gone! The Great Bear... The Little Bear... Cassiopeia..
Draco... Pegasus... They're all gone! There's nothing but the noon! Look!"

"It's the way it always is," Duffy said.

"I't is not! Were are the stars?"

"What stars?"

"l don't know their nanes... Polaris and... Vegad... and... How the
hell should | know their nanes? |'mnot an astrononmer. Wat's happened to
us? What's happened to the stars?”

"What are stars?" Duffy asked.

Rei ch sei zed her savagely. "Suns... Boiling and blazing with |light.
Thousands of them Billions of them .. shining through the night. What the
hell's the matter with you? Don't you understand? There's been a
catastrophe in space, the stars are gone!"

Duf fy shook her head. Her face was terrified. "I don't know what
you're tal king about, Ben. | don't know what you're tal king about."

He shoved her away, turned and ran to the bathroom and | ocked hinself
in. Waile he was hurriedly bathing and dressing, Duffy pounded on the door
and pleaded with him Finally, she broke off, and seconds |ater he heard
her calling Kingston Hospital, using a guarded voice.

"Let her start explaining about the stars,” Reich nuttered, halfway
bet ween anger and terror. He finished his toilette and cane out into the
bedroom

Duf fy cut the phone off hastily and turned to him

"Ben," she began

"Wait here for nme," he growed. "I'mgoing to find out."

"Find out about what?"

"About the stars!" he yelled. "The Christ almghty mssing stars!"”

He flung out of the apartnment and rushed down to the street. On the
enpty footway, he paused and stared up again. There was the noon. There was
one brilliant red point of light... Mars. There was another... Jupiter
There was not hing el se. Bl ackness. Bl ackness. Bl ackness. | hung over his
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head, enigmatic, unrelieved, terrifying. It pressed downward, by sone trick
of the eye, oppressive, stifling, deadly.

He began to run, still staring upward. He turned a corner of the
footway and collided with a woman, knocking her flat. He pulled her to her
feet.

"You clunmsy bastard!" she screaned, adjusting her feathers. Then in an
oily voice: "Lookin' for a good tinme, pilot?"

Reich held her arm He pointed up. "Look. The stars are gone. Have you
noti ced? The stars are gone."

"What's gone?"

"The stars. Don't you see? They're gone."

"I don't know what you're tal king about, pilot. Cron. Let's have us a
ball."

He tore hinself away fromher claws and ran. Hal fway down the footway
was a public v-phone al cove. He stepped in and dialed informati on. The
screen lit and a robot voice spoke: "Question?"

"What ' s happened to the stars?" Reich asked. "Wen did it happen? It
nmust have been noticed by now. Wat's the explanation?"

There was a click, a pause, then another click. "WIIl you spell the
word, please.”

"Star!" Reich roared. "S- T-A-R Star!"

Cick, pause, click. "Noun or verb?"

"God damm you! Noun!"

Cick, pause, click. "There is no information listed under that
headi ng, " the canned voi ce announced.

Rei ch swore, then fought to control hinself. "Were's the nearest
observatory to the city?"

"Kindly specify city."

"This city. New York."

Cick, pause, click. "The Lunar Observatory at Croton Park is situated
thirty mles north. It may be reached by Junper Route North Coordi nate 227
The Lunar (hservatory was endowed in the year two thousand---"

Rei ch sl ammred down the phone. "No information |isted under that
headi ng! My God! Are they all crazy?" He ran out into the streets,
searching for a Public Junper. A piloted machine cruised past and Reich
signalled. It swooped to pick himup

"Northco 227," he snapped as he stepped into the cabin. "Thirty niles.
The Lunar Cbservatory."

"Premiumtrip," the driver said

"Il pay it. Jet!"

The cab jetted. Reich restrained hinmself for five mnutes, then began
casual ly: "Notice the sky?"

"Why, mster?"

"The stars are gone."

Sycophanti c | augh.

"I't's not supposed to be a joke," Reich said. "The stars are gone."

"If it ain"t a joke, it needs explaining," the driver said. "Wuat the
hell are stars?"

A blasting reply trenbled on Reich's lips. Before it could erupt, the
cab | anded hi mon the observatory grounds close to the donmed roof. He
snapped: "Wait for me," and ran across the lawns to the snall stone
entrance.

The door was ajar. He entered the observatory and heard the | ow whine
of the done mechani smand the quiet click of the observatory clock. Except
for the low glow of the clock-1ight, the roomwas in darkness. The
twel ve-inch refractor was in operation. He could see the observer, a dim
outline, crouched over the eyepiece of the guiding tel escope.

Rei ch wal ked toward him nervous, strained, flinching at the |oud
clack of his footsteps in the silence. There was a chill in the air.

"Listen," Reich began in a |ow voice. "Sorry to bother you but you
must have noticed. You're in the star business. You have noticed, haven't
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you? The stars. They're gone. Al of them Wat's happened? Wy hasn't
there been any al arn? Why's everybody pretendi ng? My God! The stars! W

al ways take them for granted. And now they're gone. Wat's happened? \Were
are the stars?"

The figure straightened slowy and turned toward Reich. "There are no
stars," it said.

It was the Man Wth No Face.

Reich cried out. He turned and ran. He flew out of the door, down the
steps and across the lawn to the waiting cab. He blundered agai nst the
crystal cabin wall with a crack that dropped himto his knees.

The driver pulled himto his feet. "You all right, Mac?"

"l don't know," Reich groaned. "I wish | did."

"None of ny business,” the driver said, "but |I think you ought to see
a peeper. You're talkin' crazy."

"About the stars?"

"Yeah. "

Reich gripped the man. "I'm Ben Reich," he said, "Ben Reich of
Monar ch. "

"Yeah, Mac. | recognized you."

"Good. You know what | can do for you if you do ne a favor? Nbney..
New Job... Anything you want..."

"You can't do nothin' for nme, Mac. | already been adjusted at
Ki ngston."

"Better. An honest man. WI| you do nme a favor for the |love of God or
anyt hing you | ove?"

"Sure, Mac."

"Go into that building. Take a | ook at the nman behind the tel escope. A
good | ook. Cone back and describe himto nme."

The driver departed, was gone five m nutes, then returned.

"Wl | 2"

"He's just an ordinary guy, Mac. Sixtyish. Bald. Got lines in his face
ki nda deep. His ears stick out and he's got what they call a weak chin. You
know. It kinda backslides."

"I't's nobody... nobody," Reich muttered.

"What ?"

"About those stars," Reich said. "You never heard of thenf? You never
saw t hen? You don't know what |'mtal king about ?"

"Nope. "

"Ch CGod..." Reich npaned. "Sweet Cod..."

"Now don't warp your orbit, Mac." The driver thunped himpowerfully on
the back. "Tell you something. They taught ne plenty up at Kingston. One of
themthings was... Well, sonetinmes you get a crazy notion. It's brand new,
see? But you think you always had it. Like... oh... for instance, that
peopl e al ways had one eye and now all of a sudden they got two."

Reich stared at him

"So you run around yellin': “For Chrissakes, where did they all of a
sudden get two eyes everybody?' And they say: "They al ways got two eyes.'
And you say: “The hell they did. | distinctly remenber everybody got one
eye.' And by God you believe it. And they have a hell of a tine knockin
the notion outa you." The driver thunped himagain. "Seens to ne, Mac, like
you're on a one-eye kick."

"One eye," Reich nuttered. "Two eyes. Tension, apprehension, and
di ssensi on have begun."

"What ?"

"I don't know. | don't know. |'ve had a rough tine the |ast nonth.
Maybe... Maybe you're right. But---"

"You want to go to Kingston?"

"Nol

"You want to stay here and nope about them stars?"

Abruptly, Reich shouted: "What the hell do | care about the stars!"
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His fear turned to hot rage. Adrenalin flooded his system bringing with it
a surge of courage and high spirits. He | eaped into the cab. "I've got the
world. What do | care if a few delusions go with it?"

"That's the way, Mac. \Were to?"

"The Royal Pal ace."

"The whi ch?"

Rei ch | aughed. "Mnarch," he said, and roared with |aughter all the
flight through the dawn to Mnarch's soaring tower. But it was a
sem - hysterical |aughter.

The office ran around-the-clock shifts, and the night staff was in the
| ast drowsy stages of the 12-8 shift when Reich bustled in. Al though they
had not seen nuch of himin the past nonth, the staff was accustoned to
these visits, and shifted snoothly into high gear. As Reich went to his
desk he was foll owed by secretaries and sub-secretaries carrying the urgent
agenda of the day.

"Let all that wait," he snapped. "Call in the entire staff... all
departnent heads and organi zational supervisors. |'mgoing to nmake an
announcenent . "

The flutter soothed himand recaptured his frame of reference. He was
alive again, real again. All this was the only reality... the hustle, the
bustl e, the annunciator bells, the nuted conmands, the quick filling of his
office with so many awed faces. Al this was a preview of the future when
bells would ring on planets and satellites and world supervisors would
scuttle to his desk with awe on their faces.

"As you all know," Reich began, pacing slowy and darting piercing
glances into the faces that watched him "W of Mpnarch have been | ocked in
a death-struggle with the D Courtney Cartel. Craye D Courtney was kill ed
sonme time ago. There were conplications that have just been ironed out.
You'll be pleased to hear that the road is open for us now. W can commence
operation of Plan AA to take over the D Courtney Cartel ."

He paused, waiting for the excited nmurrmur that should respond to his
announcenent. There was no response.

"Perhaps," he said, "sonme of you do not conprehend the size of the job
and the inportance of the job. Let ne put it this way... in terns you'll
under stand. Those of you that are city supervisors will become continental
supervi sors. Continental supervisors will beconme satellite chiefs. Present
satellite chiefs will becone planetary chiefs. Fromnow on, Mnarch wll
domi nate the solar system Fromnow on all of us must think in terms of the
sol ar system From now on..."

Reich faltered, alarnmed by the blank | ooks around him He gl anced
around, then singled out the chief secretary. "Wiat the hell's the matter?"
he grow ed. "There been news | haven't heard yet? Bad news?"

"N-No, M. Reich."

"Then what's eating you? This is sonmething we've all been waiting for.
What's wong with it?"

The chief secretary stammered: "We... |... I'ms-sorry, sir. | d-don't
know what y-you're talking about."

"I"'mtal king about the D Courtney Cartel."

"I... I'"ve n-never heard of the organization, M. Reich, sir. I...
we..." The chief secretary turned around for support. Before Reich's
unbel i eving eyes the entire staff shook their heads in nystification.

"D Courtney on Mars!" Reich shouted.

"On where, sir?"

"Mars! Mars! MA-RS. One of the ten planets. Fourth fromthe sun.”
Gipped by the returning terror, Reich bellowed incoherently. "Mercury,
Venus, Earth, Mars, Jupiter, Saturn, Mars! Mars! Mars! A hundred and
forty-one mllion mles fromthe sun, Mars!"

Again the staff shook their heads. There was a rustle and they backed
away slightly fromReich. He darted at the secretaries and tore the sheafs
of business papers fromtheir hands. "You' ve got a hundred nenos about
D Courtney on Mars there. You' ve got to. My God, we've been battling it out
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with D Courtney for the last ten years. We---"

He cl awed through the papers, throwing themwldly in all directions,
filling the office with fluttering snow. There was not one reference to
D Courtney or Mars. There was neither any reference to Venus, Jupiter, the
Moon, nor the other satellites.

"I'"ve got nenos in ny desk," Reich shouted. Hundreds of them You
| ousy liars! Look in my desk..."

He darted to the desk and yanked out drawers. There was a stunning
expl osi on. The desk burst asunder. Fragnents of flying fruit-wod sl ashed
the staff, and Reich was hurl ed back agai nst the wi ndow by the desk top
whi ch smacked himlike a giant's hand.

"The Man Wth No Face!" Reich cried. "Christ Almghty!" He shook his
head feverishly, and clung to the paranount obsession. "Were are the
files? I1'll show you in the files... D Courtney and Mars and all the rest.
And I'I'l show him too. The Man Wth No Face... Come on!"

He ran out of his office and burst into the file vaults. He tore out
rack after rack; scattering papers, clusters of piezo crystals, ancient
wire recordings, mcrofilm nolecular transcripts. There was no reference
to D Courtney or Mars. There was no reference to Venus, Jupiter, Mercury,
the asteroids, the satellites.

And now i ndeed the office was alive with hustle and bustl e,
annunci ator bells, strident conmands. Now the office was stanpeding, and
three burly gentlenen from Recreation' cane trotting into the vaults
directed by the bleeding secretary who urged: "You nust! You nust! 1'1l]I
take the responsibility!"

"Easy now, easy now, easy now, M. Reich,"” they said with the hissing
noi se with which hostlers soothe savage stallions. "Easy... easy...easy..."

"Get away fromme, you sons of hitches."

"Easy, sir. Easy. It's all right, sir."

They depl oyed strategically while the hustle and the bustle increased
and the bells sounded and voices far off called: "Wwo's his doctor? Get his
doctor. Sonebody call Kingston. Did you notify the police? No, don't. No
scandal . Get the legal department, will you! Isn't the Infirmary open yet?"

Reich's breath came and went in snarls. He overturned files in the
path of the burly gentlenen, put his head down and bul |l ed straight through
them He raced through the office to the outside corridor and the
Pneurmati que. The door opened; he punched Science-city 57. He stepped into
the air-shuttle and was shot over to Sci ence where he stepped out.

He was on the laboratory floor. It was in darkness. Probably the staff
i magi ned he had dropped to the street level. He would have tinme. Stil
breathing heavily, he trotted to the lab library, snapped on the lights and
went to the reference alcove. A sheet of frosted crystal, cocked like a
draft-board, was set before a desk chair. There was a conplicated panel of
control buttons alongside it.

Rei ch seated hinself and punched READY. The sheet it up and a canned
voi ce spoke from an overhead speaker

" Topi c?"

Rei ch punched SCI ENCE

"Section?"

Rei ch punched ASTRONOW

"Question?"

"The uni verse."

Click-pause-click. "The termuniverse in its conplete physical sense
applies to all matter in existence."

"What matter is in existence?"

Click-pause-click. "Matter is gathered into aggregates ranging in size
fromthe smallest atomto the |argest collection of matter known to
astrononers, "

"What is the largest collection of matter known to astrononers?" Reich
punched DI AGRAM
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Cick-pause-click. "The sun." The crystal plate displayed a dazzling
picture of the sun in speed-up action

"But what about the others? The stars?"

Click-pause-click. "There are no stars."

"The pl anets?"

Click-pause-click. "There is the earth.” A picture or the revolving
eart h appeared.

"The other planets? Mars? Jupiter? Saturn..."

Click-pause-click. "There are no other planets."

"The noon?"

Click-pause-click. "There is no noon."

Reich took a deep trenbling breath. "We'Il try it again. Go back to
the sun.”

The sun appeared again in the crystal. "The sun is the |argest
collection of matter known to astrononers," the canned voi ce began
Suddenly it stopped. dick-pause-click. The picture of the sun began to
fade slowy. The voice spoke. "There is no sun."

The nodel di sappeared, |eaving behind it an afterinage that | ooked up
at Reich... looning, silent, horrible... The Man Wth No Face.

Rei ch howl ed. He | eaped to his feet, knocking the desk chair backward.
He picked it up and smashed it down on that frightful inage. He turned and
bl undered out of the library into the |ab, and thence to the corridor. At
the Vertical Pneumatique, he punched STREET. The door opened, he staggered
in and was dropped 57 stories to the Main Hall of Mpnarch's Science-city.

It was filled with early workers hurrying to their offices. As Reich
pushed past them he caught the astonished gl ances at his cut and bl eedi ng
face. Then he was aware of a dozen uniforned Mnarch guards closing in on
him He ran down the hall and with a frantic burst of speed and dodged the
guards. He slipped into the revolving doors and whirled through to the
footway. There he jerked to a stop as though he had ran into white hot
iron. There was no sun.

The street lights were lit; the skyways tw nkled; Junper eyes fl oated
up and down; the shops were blazing... And overhead there was nothing..
not hing but a deep, black, fathomess infinity.

"The sun!" Reich shouted. "The sun!"

He pointed upward. The office workers regarded hi mw th suspicious
eyes and hurried on. No one | ooked up

"The sun! Were's the sun? Don't you understand, you fool s? The sun!"
Rei ch plucked at their arms, shaking his fist at the sky. Then the first of
the guards cane through the revol ving door and he took to his heels.

He went down the footway, turned sharp to his right and sprinted
through an arcade of brilliant, busy shops. Beyond the arcade was the
entrance of a Vertical Pneumatique to the skyway. Reich |leaped in. As the
door closed behind him he caught sight of the pursuing guards |ess than
twenty yards off. Then he was | ofted seventy stories and energed on the
skyway.

There was a snal |l car-park al ongside him shelved onto the face of
Monarch Tower, with a runway |eading into the skyway. Reich ran in, flung
credits to the attendant and got into a car. He pressed GO The car went.
At the foot of the runway he pressed LEFT. The car turned |eft and
continued. That was all the control he had. Left, right; stop, go. The rest
was autonmatic. Moreover, cars were strictly limted to the skyways. He
m ght spend hours racing in circles high over the city, trapped |ike a dog
in a revol ving cage

The car needed no attention. He glanced alternately over his shoul der
and up at the sky. There was no sun... and they went about their business
as though there had never been a sun. He shuddered. WAs this nore of the
one-eye kick? Suddenly the car slowed and stopped; and he was nmarooned in
the middl e of the skyway, hal fway between Mpnarch Tower and the giant
Vi si phone & Vi sigraph Buil di ng.

Rei ch hanmered on the control studs. There was no response. He | eaped
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out and raised the tail hood to inspect the pick-up. Then he saw the guards
far down the skyway, running toward him and he understood. These cars were
power ed by broadcast energy. They'd cut the transm ssion off at the
car-park and were comng after him Reich turned tail and sprinted toward
the V & V Buil ding.

The skyway tunnel ed through the building and was |ined with shops,
restaurants, a theater---and there was a travel office! A sure out. He
could grab a ticket, get into a one-man capsul e and have hinself slotted to
any of the take-off fields. He needed a little tine to reorganize..
reorient... and he had a house in Paris. He | eaped across the center
i sl and, dodged past cars and ran into the office.

It |ooked like a mniature bank. A short counter. A grilled w ndow
protected by burglar-proof plastic. Reich went to the wi ndow, pulling noney
fromhis pocket. He slapped credits down on the counter and shoved them
under the grille.

"Ticket to Paris," he said. "Keep the change. Wiich way to the
capsul es? Jet, man! Jet!"

"Paris?" cane the reply. "There is no Paris."

Rei ch stared through the cloudy plastic and saw... | ooking, |oom ng,
silent... The Man Wth No Face. He spun around tw ce, heart poundi ng, skul
poundi ng, located the door and ran out. He ran blindly onto the skyway,
shied feebly froman onconm ng car, and was struck down into envel opi ng
dar kness- - -

ABCOLI SH

DESTROY.

DELETE

DI SBAND.

(M NERALOGY, PETROLOGY, GEOLOGY, PHYSI OGRAPHY)

Dl SPERSE.

( METECROLOGY, HYDROLOGY, SEI SMOLOGY)

ERASE.

(X2 @2 d: Space/ d: Ti ne)

EFFACE.

THE SUBJECT W LL BE---

"---will be what?"

THE SUBJECT W LL BE---

"---will be what? What? WHAT?"

A hand was placed over his nmouth. Reich opened his eyes. He was in a
small tiled room an energency police station. He was lying on a white
table. Around hi mwere grouped the guards, three unifornmed police,
unidentified strangers. All were witing carefully in report books,
mur muri ng, shifting confusedly.

The stranger renpved his hand from Reich's nouth and bent over him
"I't's all right," he said gently.

"Easy. |'ma doctor..."

"A peeper?”

"What ?"

"Are you a peeper? | need a peeper. | need sonebody inside nmy head to
prove I'mright. My God! I've got to know |I'mright. | don't care about the

price. I---"

"What's he want?" a policeman asked.

"I don't know. He said a peeper." The doctor turned back to Reich
"What d'you mean by that? Just tell us. Wat's a peeper?"

"An Esper! A mnd reader. A ---"

The doctor smled. "He's joking. Show of high spirits. Many patients

do that. They sinmulate sang froid after accidents. We call it Gallows
Humor. . ."

"Listen," Reich said desperately. "Let nme up. | want to say
sonet hing..."

They hel ped hi mup

file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20Alfred%20-%20Demolished%20Man,%20The.txt (106 of 115) [1/19/03 3:58:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20A1fred%20-%20Demol i shed%20M an,%20T he.txt

To the police, he said: "My nane is Ben Reich. Ben Reich of Mbnarch
You know me. | want to confess. | want to confess to Lincoln Powell, the
police prefect. Take ne to Powell."

"Who' s Powel | ?"

"And what y'want to confess?"

"The D Courtney rmurder. | nurdered Craye D Courtney last nmonth. In
Maria Beaunont's house... Tell Powell. | killed D Courtney."

The police | ooked at each other in surprise. One of themdrifted to a
corner and picked up an ol d-fashi oned hand phone: "Captain? Got a character
here. Calls hinself Ben Reich of Minarch. Wants to confess to sonme prefect
naned Powell. Cains he killed a party naned Craye D Courtney |ast nonth."
After a pause, the policenman called to Reich: "How do you spell that?"

"D Courtney! Capital D apostrophe Capital GOURT-NE-VY."

The policenman spelled it out and waited. After another pause, he
grunted and hung up. "A nut," be said and stowed his notebook in a pocket.

"Li sten---" Reich began.

"I's he all right?" the policeman asked the doctor without |ooking at
Rei ch.

"Just shaken a little. He's all right."

"Listen!" Reich shouted.

The policeman yanked himto his feet and propelled himtoward the door
of the station. "All right, buddy. Qut!"

"You've got to listen to ne! [|---"

"You listen to me, buddy. There ain't no Lincoln Powell in the
service. There ain't no D Courtney killing in the books. And we ain't
takin' no slok fromyour kind. Now .. Qut!" And he hurled Reich into the
street.

The pavenent was strangely broken. Reich stunbled, then regained his
bal ance and stood still, nunb, lost. It was darker... eternally darker. A
few street lights were lit. The skyways were extingui shed. The Junpers had
di sappeared. There were great gaps shorn in the skyline.

"I'"'msick," Reich nopaned. "I'msick. | need help..."

He began to lurch down the broken streets with arms clutching his
bel l'y.

"Junper!" he yelled. "Junper? Isn't there anything in this
CGod- forsaken city? Wiere is everything? Junper!"

Ther e was not hi ng.

"I"'msick... sick. Got to get home. |I'msick..." Again he shouted:
"I'sn't there anybody who can hear ne? I'msick. | need help... Help!..
Hel p!' " There was not hi ng.

He nmpaned again. Then he tittered... weakly, inanely. He sang in a
broken voice: "Eight, sir... Five, sir... One, sir... Tenser said Tensor..
Tension... 'prehension... 'ssention have begun..."

He called plaintively: "Were is everybody? Maria! Lights! Ma-ri-aaa!
Stop this crazy Sardine gane!" He stunbl ed.

"Come back," Reich called. "For God's sake, cone back! |I'mall alone."

No answer .

He was searching for 9 Park South, |ooking for the Beaunont Mansion,
the site of D Courtney's death... and Maria Beaunont, shrill, decadent,

reassuring.
Ther e was not hi ng.
A bl ack tundra. Black sky. Unfamiliar desol ation
Not hi ng.
Rei ch shouted once... a hoarse, inarticulate yell of rage and fright.
No answer. Not even an echo.
"For Cod's sake!" he cried. "Wiere is everything? Bring it all back
There's nothing but space..."
Qut of the envel oping desolation, a figure gathered and grew,
fam liar, om nous, gigantic... A figure of black shadows, |ooking, |oomng,
silent... The Man Wth No Face. Reich watched it, paralyzed, transfixed.
Then the figure spoke: "There is no space. There is nothing."

file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20Alfred%20-%20Demolished%20Man,%20The.txt (107 of 115) [1/19/03 3:58:03 PM]



file:/lIF|/rah/Alfred%20Bester/Rester,%20A1fred%20-%20Demol i shed%20M an,%20T he.txt

And there was a screaming in Reich's ears that was his voice, and a
hamreri ng pul se that was his heart. He was running down a yawning alien
pat h, devoid of life, devoid of space, running before it was too late, too
|late, too late... running while there was still tinme, tine, time---

He ran headlong into a figure of black shadows. A figure without a
face. Afigure that said: "There is no tinme. There is nothing."

Rei ch backed away. He turned. He fell. He craw ed feebly through
eternal enptiness shrieking: "Powel|! Duffy! Quizzard! Tate! Ch Christ!
Where is everybody? Wiere is everything? For the |love of God..."

And he was face to face with the Man Wth No Face who said: "There is
no God. There is nothing."

And now there was no | onger escape. There was only a negative infinity
and Reich and the Man Wth No Face. And fixed, frozen, helpless in that
matrix, Reich at last raised his eyes and stared deep into the face of his
deadly eneny... the man he could not escape... the terror of his
nightmares... the destroyer of his existence..

It was...

H nsel f.

D Court ney.

Bot h.

Two faces, blending into one. Ben D Courtney. Craye Reich
D Courtney-Reich. DR

He coul d make no sound. He coul d make no nove. There was neither tine
nor space nor matter. There was nothing left but dying thought.

"Fat her ?"

"Son. "

"You are me?"

"We are us."

"Fat her and son?"

"Yes. "

"I can't understand... Wat's happened?"

"You | ost the gane, Ben."

"The Sardi ne Ganme?"

"The Cosnmic Gane."

"I won, | won. | owned every bit of the world. [I---"

"And therefore you | ose. W |ose."

"Lose what ?"

"Survival ."

"I don't understand. | can't understand."

"My part of us understands, Ben. You would understand too if you
hadn't driven ne fromyou."

"How did | drive you from nme?"

"Wth every rotten, distorted corruption in you."

"You say that? You... betrayer, who tried to kill nme?"
"That was w t hout passion, Ben. That was to destroy you before you
could destroy us. That was for survival. It was to help you lose the world

and win the gane, Ben."
"What gane? What Cosmic Gane?"

"The maze... the labyrinth... all the universe, created as a puzzle
for us to solve. The gal axies, the stars, the sun, the planets... the world
as we knewit. W were the only reality. Al the rest was make-believe..
dol|'s, puppets, stage-settings... pretended passions. It was a nmake-believe
reality for us to solve."

"l conquered it. | owned if."

"And you failed to solve it. W'Ill never know what the solution is,

but it's not theft, terror, hatred, lust, nurder, rapine. You failed, and
it's all been abolished, disbanded..."

"But what's to become of us?"

"W are abolished too. | tried to warn you. | tried to stop you. But
we failed the test."
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"But why? Way? Who are we? Wat are we?"

"Who knows? Did the seed know who or what it was when it failed to
find fertile soil? Does it matter who or what we are? W have failed. CQur
test is ended. W are ended."

"Nol

"Perhaps if we had solved it, Ben, it night have renmained real. But it
is ended. Reality has turned into m ght-have-been, and you have awakened at
last... to nothing."

"We'll go back! We'll try it again!"

"There is no going back. It is ended."

"We'll find a way. There nust be a way..."

"There is none. It is ended."

It was ended.

Now. .. Denolition

17

They found the two nen next norning, far up the island in the gardens
overl ooking the old Haarl em Canal. Each had wandered all the night, through
footway and skyway, unconscious of his surroundings, yet both were drawn
inevitably together like two nmagnetized needles floating on a weed choked
pond.

Powel | was seated cross-legged on the wet turf, his face shrivelled
and lifeless, his respiration alnost gone, his pulse faded. He was
clutching Reich with an iron grip. Reich was curled into a tight foeta
bal I .

They rushed Powel|l to his home on Hudson Ranp where the entire Guild
Lab teamalternately sweated over himand congratul ated thensel ves on the
first successful Mass Cathexis Measure in the history of the Esper Guild.
There was no hurry for Reich. In due course and with proper procedure, his
inert body was transported to Kingston Hospital for Denolition. There the
matter rested for seven days.

On the eighth day, Powell arose, bathed, dressed, successfully
defeated his nurses in single conbat, and |eft the house. He nade one stop
at Sucre et Ce, enmerged with a |arge nmysterious parcel and then proceeded
to headquarters to nake his personal report to Comm ssioner Crabbe. On the
way up, he poked his head into Beck's office.

"H, Jax."

"Bl ess (and curses) ings, Linc."

"Curses?”

"Bet fifty they'd keep you in bed till next Wed."

"You |l ose. Did Mdse back us up on the D Courtney notive?"

"Lock, stock & barrel. Trial took one hour. Reich's going into
Denolition now "

"Good. Well, |I'd better go up and s-p-e-l-1 it out for Crabbe."
"What you got under your arn®"

"Present."

"For me?"

"Not today. Here's thinking at you."

Powel | went up to Crabbe's ebony and silver office, knocked, heard the
i mperious: "Cone!" and entered. Crabbe was properly solicitous, but stiff.
The D Courtney Case had not inproved his relations with Powell. The
denouenent had cone as an additional bl ow.

"I't was a remarkably conplex case, sir," Powell began tactfully. "None
of us could understand it, and none of us are to blanme. You see,
Commi ssi oner, even Reich hinself was not consciously aware of why he had
murdered D Courtney. The only one who grasped the case was the Prosecution
Conputer, and we thought it was acting kittenish."

"The machine? It understood?"
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"Yes, sir. When we ran our final data through the first tine, the
Conputer told us that the "passion notive' was insufficiently docunented.
We'd all been assuming profit motive. So had Reich. Naturally we assuned
the Conputer was having kinks, and we insisted on conputation based on the
profit notive. W were wong..."

"And that infernal machine was right?"

"Yes, Commissioner. It was. Reich told hinself that he was killing
D Courtney for financial reasons. That was his psychol ogi cal canoufl age for
the real passion motive. And it couldn't hold up. He offered nerger to
D Courtney. D Courtney accepted. But Reich was subconsciously conpelled to
m sunderstand the nmessage. He had to. He had to go on believing he nurdered

for noney."
" \My?ll
"Because he couldn't face the real nptive..."
"Which was... ?"

"D Courtney was his father."

"What!" Crabbe stared. "His father? Hs flesh and bl ood?"

"Yes, sir. It was all there before us. W just couldn't see it...
because Reich couldn't see it. That estate on Callisto, for instance. The
one that Reich used to decoy Dr. Jordan off the planet. Reich inherited it
fromhis nmother who'd received it fromD Courtney. We all assunmed Reich's
father had chiseled it out of D Courtney and placed it in his wife's nane.
W were wong. D Courtney had given it to Reich's nother because they were
lovers. It was his love-gift to the mother of his child. Reich was born
there. Jackson Beck uncovered all that, once we had the |ead."

Crabbe opened his mouth, then closed it.

"And there were so many ot her signposts. D Courtney's suicide drive,
produced by intense guilt sensations of abandonnment. He had abandoned his
son. It was tearing himapart. Then, Barbara D Courtney's deep hal f-twin
i mmge of herself and Ben Reich; sonmehow she knew they were hal f-brother and
sister. And Reich's inability to kill Barbara at Chooka Frood's. He knew it
too, deep down in the unconscious. He wanted to destroy the hateful father
who had rejected him but he could not bring hinself to harmhis sister."

"But when did you unearth all this?"

"After the case was closed, sir. Wen Reich attacked ne for setting
t hose booby-traps.”

"He claimed you did. He--- But if you didn't, Powell, who did?"

"Reich hinself, sir."

"Rei ch!'"
"Yes, sir. He nurdered his father. He discharged his hatred. But his
super-ego... his conscience, could not permit himto go unpunished for such

a horrible crine. Since the police apparently were unable to punish him
hi s consci ence took over. That was the neaning of Reich's nightmare
i mge... The Man Wth No Face."

"The Man Wth No Face?"

"Yes, Commissioner. It was the synbol of Reich's real relationship to
D Courtney. The figure had no face because Reich could not accept the
truth... that he had recognized D Courtney as his father. The figure
appeared in his dreans when he nmade the decision to kill his father. It
never left him It was first the threat of punishnent for what he
contenpl ated. Then it becane the punishnent itself for the nurder."

"The booby-traps?"

"Exactly. His conscience had to punish him But Reich had never
admitted to hinself that he murdered because he hated D Courtney as the
father who had rejected and abandoned him Therefore, the punishnment had to
take place on the unconscious |evel. Reich set those traps for hinself

without ever realizing it... in his sleep, somanbulistically... during the
day, in short fugues... brief departures fromconscious reality. The tricks
of the mind-nmechanismare fantastic."

"But if Reich hinmself knew none of this... how did you get at it,
Powel | ?"
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"Well, sir. That was the problem W couldn't get it by peeping him
He was hostile and you have to have conpl ete cooperation froma subject to
get that kind of material. It takes nonths anyway. Also, if Reich recovered
fromthe series of shocks he'd had, he would be able to readjust, reorient,
and becone i mmune to us. That was dangerous, too, because he was in a
position of power to rock the solar system He was one of those rare
Wor | d- Shakers whose conpul si ons m ght have torn down our society and
irrevocably commtted us to his own psychotic pattern.™

Cr abbe nodded.

"He very nearly succeeded. These nmen appear every so often... links
bet ween the past and the future. If they are permitted to mature... |If the
link is permtted to weld... The world finds itself chained to a dreadfu
tonorrow. "

"Then what did you do?"

"W used the Mass Cathexis Measure, sir. It's difficult to explain,
but I'lIl do ny best. Every human bei ng has a psyche conposed of |atent and
capitalized energy. Latent energy is our reserve... the untapped natura
resources of our mnd. Capitalized energy is that |latent energy which we
call up and put to work. Most of us use only a snall portion of our |atent
energy."

"l understand."

"When the Esper Quild uses the Mass Cat hexis Measure, every Esper
opens his psyche, so to speak, and contributes his latent energy to a pool
One Esper alone taps this pool and beconmes the canal for the |l atent energy.
He captilizes it and puts it to work. He can acconplish trenmendous
things... if he can control it. It's a difficult and dangerous operation
About on a par with jetting to the moon with a stick of dynamte
stuck---er---riding on dynanmte sticks..."

Suddenly Crabbe grinned. "I wish | were a peeper,"
to get the real image in your mnd."

"You've got it already, sir." Powell grinned back. A rapport had been
establ i shed between themfor the first tine.

"It was necessary," Powell continued, "to confront Reich with The Mn
Wth No Face. W had to nake himsee the truth before we could get the

he said. "I'd like

truth. Using the pool of latent energy, | built a common neurotic concept
for Reich... the illusion that he alone in the world was real ."
"Way, I've---1s that comon?"

"Ch yes, sir. It's one of the run-of-the-m || escape patterns. \Wen
|life gets tough, you tend to take refuge in the idea that it's al
make- believe... a giant hoax. Reich had the seeds of that weakness in him
already. | sinply forced themand |let Reich defeat hinself. Life was
getting tough for him | persuaded himto believe that the universe was a
hoax... a puzzle-box. Then | tore it down, layer by layer. | made him
believe that the test was ended. The puzzle was being di smantled. And
| eft Reich alone with The Man Wth No Face. He |ooked into the face and saw
hinsel f and his father... and we had everything."

Powel | picked up his parcel and arose. Crabbe junped up and escorted
himto the door with a friendly hand on his shoul der

"You' ve done a phenonenal job, Powell. Really phenonenal. | can't tel
you... It rmust be a wonderful thing to be an Esper."

"Wonderful and terrible, sir."

"You nust all be very happy."

"Happy?" Powel| paused at the door and | ooked at Crabbe. "Wuld you be
happy to live your life in a hospital, Conm ssioner?"

"A hospital ?"

"That's where we live... Al of us. In the psychiatric ward. Wt hout
escape... without refuge. Be grateful you're not a peeper, sir. Be gratefu
that you only see the outward man. Be grateful that you never see the
passions, the hatreds, the jealousies, the malice, the sicknesses... Be
grateful you rarely see the frightening truth in people. The world will be
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a wonderful place when everyone's a peeper and everyone's adjusted... But
until then, be greatful you're blind."

He | eft headquarters, hired a Junper and was jetted North toward
Ki ngston Hospital. He satin the cabin with the parcel on his knees, gazing
down at the magnificent Hudson Valley, whistling a crooked tune. Once he
grinned and nuttered: "Ww That was sone |line | handed Crabbe. But | had
to cenent our relations. Now he'll feel sorry for peepers... and friendly."

Ki ngston Hospital cane into view .. acre upon rolling acre of
magni fi cent | andscapi ng. Sol ariunms, pools, |awns, athletic fields,
dormitories, clinics... all in exquisite neo-classic design. As the Junper
descended, Powell could make out the figures of patients and attendants..
all bronzed, active, laughing, playng. He thought of the vigilant neasures
the Board of Governors was forced to take to prevent Kingston Hospital from
becom ng anot her Spacel and. Too many fashi onabl e nalingerers were al ready
attenpting to obtain adm ssion.

Powel | checked in at the Visitors Ofice, found Barbara D Courtney's
| ocation and started across the grounds. He was weak, but he wanted to | eap
hedges, vault gates, run races. He had awakened after seven days
exhaustion with a question---one question to ask Barbara. He felt
exhi | ar at ed.

They saw one another at the sane nonent. Across a broad stretch of
| awn flanked by field-stone terraces and brilliant gardens. She flew toward
him wavi ng, and he ran toward her. Then as they approached, both were
stricken with shyness. They stopped a few feet apart, not daring to | ook at
each other.

"Hell o."

"Hel l o, Barbara."

"I... Let's get into the shade, shall we?"

They turned toward the terrace wall. Powell glanced at her fromthe
corner of his eye. She was alive again... alive as he had never seen her
before. And her urchin expression---the expression that he had i magi ned was
a phase of her Déj a Eprouvé devel opnent was still there. She |ooked
i nexpressively m schievous, high-spirited, fascinating. But she was adult.
He did not know her.

"I'"'m being discharged this evening," Barbara said.

"1 know. "

"I"'mterribly grateful to you for all you' ve---"

"Pl ease don't say that."

"For all you've done," Barbara continued firmy. They sat down on a

stone bench. She | ooked at himwith grave eyes. "I want to tell you how
grateful I am"

"Pl ease, Barbara. You're terrifying nme."

"Am | ?"

"I knew you so intimately as... well, as a child. Now..."

"Now | ''m grown up again."

"Yes."

"You nmust get to know ne better." She sniled graciously. "Shall we
say... Tea tonorrow at five?"

"At five..."

"Informal. Don't dress."

"Listen," Powell said desperately. "I hel ped dress you nore than once.

And conb your hair. And brush your teeth."

She waved her hand airily.

"Your table manners were a caution. You l|liked fish but you hated | anb.
You hit me in the eye with a chop."

"That was ages ago, M. Powell."

"That was two weeks ago, Mss D Courtney."

She arose with nagnificent poise. "Really M. Powell. | feel it would
be best to end the interview If you feel inpelled to cast chronographica
aspersions..." She stopped and | ooked at him The urchin appeared again in

her face. "Chronographi cal ?" she inquired.
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He dropped the parcel and caught her in his arns.

"M. Powell, M. Powell, M. Powell..." she murmured. "Hello, M.
Powel | ... "

"My God, Barbara... Baba, dear. For a nonent | thought you nmeant it.

"l was payi ng you back for being grown up."

"You al ways were a revengeful kid."

"You al ways were a nean daddy." She | eaned back and | ooked at him
"What are you really like? What are we both like? WI|l we have tine to find
out ?"

"Ti me?"

"Before... Peep ne. | can't say it."

"No, dear. You'll have to say it."

"Mary Noyes told ne. Everything."

"Ch. She did?"

Bar bara nodded. "But | don't care. | don't care. She was right. 'l

settle for anything. Even if you can't marry ne..."

He | aughed. The exhilaration bubbled out of him "You won't have to
settle for anything," he said. "Sit down. | want to ask you one question."

She sat down. On his |ap.

"l have to go back to that night,"’

"1 n Beaunont House?"

He nodded.

"I't's not easy to tal k about."

"It won't take a minute. Now... You were lying in bed, asleep
Suddenly you woke up and rushed into the O chid room You renmenber the
rest.”

he said.

"I remenber."

"One question. What was the cry that woke you?"

"You know. "

"I know, but | want you to say it. Say it out |oud."

"Do you think it's... it's going to send nme into hysteria again?"

"No. Just say it."

After a |ong pause, she said in a | ow voice: "Help, Barbara."

He nodded again. "Wo shouted that?"

"Way, it was---" Suddenly she stopped.

"It wasn't Ben Reich. He wouldn't be yelling for help. He didn't need
hel p. Who di d?"

"My... My father."

"But he couldn't speak, Barbara. His throat was gone... Cancer. He
couldn't utter a word."

"I heard him"

"You peeped him"

She stared; then she shook her head. "No, I---"

"You peeped him" Powell repeated gently. "You're a | atent Esper. Your
father cried out on the telepathic level. If | hadn't been such an ass and
so intent on Reich, 1'd have realized it |ong before. You were
unconsci ously peeping Mary and nme all the while you were in nmy house."

She couldn't grasp it.

"Do you |l ove nme?" Powell shot at her

"I love you, of course,"” she nuttered, "but | think you're inventing
excuses to---"

"Who asked you?"

"Asked me what ?"

"If you loved ne."

"Why you just---" She stopped, then tried again.

"You said... Y-You..."

"I didn't say it. Do you understand now? W won't have to settle for
anyt hing short of us."

Seconds later, it seened, but it was actually half an hour, they were
separated by a violent crash that sounded fromthe top of the terrace above
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their heads. They | ooked up in astoni shnent.

A naked thing appeared on the stone wall, gibbering, scream ng,
twitching. It toppled over the edge and crashed down through the flower
beds until it landed on the |awn, crying and jerking as though a steady

stream of voltage was pouring through its nervous system It was Ben Reich,
al nost unrecogni zabl e, part way through Denolition

Powel | swung Barbara to himwi th her back to Reich. He took her chin
in his hand and said: "Are you still ny girl?"

She nodded.

"I don't want you to see this. It isn't dangerous, but it isn't good
for you. WIIl you run back to your pavilion and wait for nme? Like a good
girl? All right... Scanper now Jet!"

She grabbed his hand, kissed it quickly, and ran across the | awn
wi t hout once | ooki ng back. Powel| watched her go, then turned and inspected
Rei ch.

Wien a man is denolished at Kingston Hospital, his entire psyche is
destroyed. The series of osnotic injections begins with the topnost strata
of cortical synapses and slowy works down, switching off every circuit,
extingui shing every nmenory, destroying every particle of the pattern that
has been built up since birth. And as the pattern is erased, each particle
di scharges its portion of energy, turning the entire body into a shuddering
mael strom of di ssoci ati on.

But this is not the pain; this is not the dread of Denolition. The
horror lies in the fact that the consciousness is never lost; that as the
psyche is wiped out, the mind is aware of its slow, backward death until at
last it too disappears and awaits the rebirth. The mnd bids an eternity of
farewells; it mourns at an endl ess funeral. And in those blinking,
twitching eyes of Ben Reich, Powel| saw the awareness... the pain... the
tragi c despair.

"Now how the hell did he fall down there? Do we have to keep him

tied?" Dr. Jeens poked his head over the terrace. "Ch. H, Powell. That's a
friend of yours. Remenber hinP"

"Vividly."

Jeens spoke over his shoulder: "You go down to the lawn and pick him
up. I'lIl keep an eye on him" He turned to Powell. "He's a lusty lad. W' ve

got great hopes for him"

Rei ch squall ed and twitched.

"How s the treatnment com ng?"

"Wonderful. He's got the stanmina to take anything. W' re stepping him
up. Qught to be ready for rebirth in a year."

"I"'mwaiting for it. W need nen like Reich. It would have been a
shame to |l ose him™"

"Lose hin? How s that possible? You think a little fall like that
coul d---"

"No. | mean sonething el se. Three or four hundred years ago, cops used
to catch people like Reich just to kill them Capital punishnent, they
called it."

"You' re kidding."

"Scout's honor."

"But it doesn't make sense. If a man's got the talent and guts to buck
soci ety, he's obviously above average. You want to hold on to him You
straighten himout and turn himinto a plus value. Wy throw himaway? Do
that enough and all you've got |left are the sheep."

"I don't know. Maybe in those days they wanted sheep."

The attendants canme trotting across the | awn and picked Reich up. He
fought and screaned. They handled himwi th the deft and gentle Kingston
judo while they checked himcarefully for breaks and sprains. Then,
reassured, they started to | ead hi maway.

"Just a nminute," Powell called. He turned to the stone bench, picked
up the nysterious parcel and unwapped it. It was one of Sucre et Ce's
nmost magni ficent candy boxes. He carried it to the denolished nan and hel d
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it out. "It's a present for you, Ben. Take it."

The creature |lowered at Powell and then at the box. At last the clunsy
hands cane out and took the gift.

"Whay damm it, I'mjust his nursemaid,” Powell nmuttered. "We're all of
us nursenmmids to this crazy world. Is it worth it?"

Qut of the chaos in Reich cane an expl osive fragnent:

"Powel | - peeper-Powel | -friend-Powel|l-friend..."

It was so sudden, so unexpected, so passionately grateful that Powel |
was overcome with warnth and tears. He tried to snmile, then turned away and
wandered across the lawn toward the pavilion and Barbara.

"Listen," he cried in exaltation. "Listen, normals! You nust |earn
what it is. You nust learn howit is. You must tear the barriers down. You
must tear the veils away. We see the truth you cannot see... That there is
nothing in man but |love and faith, courage and ki ndness, generosity and
sacrifice. All else is only the barrier of your blindness. One day we'll
all be mind to mnd and heart to heart..."

In the endl ess universe there has been nothing new, nothing different.
What has appeared exceptional to the mnute mind of man has been inevitable
to the infinite Eye of God. This strange second in a life, that unusua
event, those remarkabl e coi nci dences of environnent, opportunity, and
encounter... all of them have been reproduced over and over on the planet
of a sun whose gal axy revolves once in two hundred million years and has
revolved nine times already. There has been joy. There will be joy again.

The end
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