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“Sheckley’s return is a joyous event, and Alistair
Crompton’s dilemma is a Sheckleyan resurgence
of antic scintillance. If the Marx Bros. had been
literary, rather than thespic, fantasists . . . they
would have been Robert Sheckley. In case anyone
has managed to miss this singular author’s seminal
influence on the world of imaginative literature,
my best advice is to throw oneself in the way of
Crompton Divided and give oneself up to wonder-

ful madness.”
—Harlan Ellison
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The sign at the side of Route 29 read: WELCOME TO BERGA=
MOT, NEW JERSEY, HOME OF PSYCHOSMELL, INC.

The enterprising traveler might have figured that
much out for himself by the intermingled fragrances evi-
dent even at this distance from the central plant. Even a
casual nosologist might well have distinguished cassia and
clove, rosemary and cinnamon, sassafras and vetiver, all
pierced through by the clear sharp odors of ginger, lemon,
and linaloe.

The central plant sprawled on the outskirts of town: a
low rambling series of one-story terra-cotta buildings set on
some twenty acres of rolling parkland, all surrounded by a
double-link constrictor fence.

The guard—a beefy android modeled to look like a
heavy-drinking Irishman of the Night Watchman class—
looked up when the Sills-Maxwell puttered quietly up,
driven by a small man in a plaid oxygen mask. There was a
half-second pause while the guard’s perceptions took up
synaptic slack; and then the android grinned cheerfully and
threw a mock salute.

“Well, now, sure and if it ain’t Mr. Alistair Crompton,
our very own Chief Tester. How’s the love life, A1?”

“Go screw yourself,” Alistair said. This is a particu-
larly bad insult to lay on an android, since these unfortu-
nates are capable of that anatomical irregularity. But Mike
Maginnis did not take it amiss. For five years he had
greeted Crompton in the same way, and had received the
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4 CrROMPTON DIVIDED

same answer. Any other response.would have confused
him.

“That’s pretty good, Mr. Crompton, pretty good in-
deed!” said the laughing pseudo-Irishman, and waved
Crompton through.

Five minutes later, after parking the Sills-Maxwell in
its customary place, Crompton was walking through the
dust-free corridors of Psychosmell, Inc. He had entered at
precisely 8:52 A.M., as always. Now he took his customary
walk down Lavender Lane, as the central corridor was ir-
reverently named. He nodded to Mr. Demiger, the Chief
Macerator, and to Miss Resutte, the Assistant Distiller. He
passed the inevitable guided tour, and heard Dominic
Spellings, the Company Public Relations Man, telling the
little group of tourists how the Yakuts of north-eastern Si-
beria beat the bark of the storax tree, causing the balsam to
exude into the inner bark, which was then removed,
boiled . . .

Crompton walked on, past the fragrant storerooms
with their bales of cassia, hyacinth, rosemary, peppermint,
geranium, and patchouli. He passed the special storerooms
for extraterrestrial substances, each storeroom possessing
its own controls for air mix, humidity, temperature, and
dew point. In these the less costly alien substances were
kept: indrigita oil from Cepheus II, chips of cannotia
(Nile-smelling before processing in palmerosa oil and io-
none), baled leaves of the night-blooming ocepti, and the
like. :

Beyond this, the corridor branched. Crompton took
the left turn and came to the door at the end marked CHIEF
TESTER’S ROOM. This was his office, the heart of his little
empire within a monopoly. This was where Crompton pro-
duced those concoctions that had brought him to the atten-
tion of leading olfactophiles, and had made his work a
standard of excellence in the field.

" His assistant, Miss Anachos, was already seated at one
of the testing tables. “Good morning, Mr. Crompton,” she
said. She was a willowy brunette with hair twisted into the
Medusette style so popular that year. Crompton nodded
curtly. He had lusted after Miss Anachos every day of the
two years she had been working for him. He had never
revealed this, of course, because it would have been improp-
er, undignified, and futile: attractive young women were
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not for the likes of Crompton, who was unattractive physi-
cally, mentally, and spiritually.

. “Oh, Mr. Crompton,” Miss Anachos said. “The big
day has finally arrived, hasn’t it? Your big day, Mr.
Crompton. Aren’t you excited?”

Crompton peeled off his oxygen mask; it was unneces-
- sary in the superclean and hyperventilated air of the plant.
He shrugged his narrow shoulders. “It’s all a lot of non-
sense,” he said briskly. “Good for morale, though, I sup-
pose.”

“Good for your morale, I should hope,” Miss Anachos
said, speaking in the italics Crompton had grown to loathe.
“After all, you’re the star today!”

“I am not insensible of the honor,” Crompton said.
“However, congratulations are a little premature. The
Board of Directors meets at noon sharp, and it is then that
I make my presentation. What Mr. Blount will think of
B et

“He will adore it!” Miss Anachos said. “You are the
best psychosmell contriver in the business, Mr. Crompton,
as you very well know!”

Miss Anachos’s appreciation of his talent—unmixed
with a scintilla of regard for him as a man—was beginning
to pall on Crompton. He sat down at his workbench and
said, “That is as it may be, Miss Anachos. Now to work!
Bring me Preparation H. I shall also require the Schedule
Four materials.”

“Yes sir!” She swished past him, and Crompton
caught a fleeting impression of the seminatural fragrance of
her skin. Christ, he thought, I wish I could bottle that!
Then, resolutely, he put his mind to the work at hand. A
lot was riding on the job he turned out in the next several
hours. Just how much, not even Miss Anachos could know.

The power of smell to elicit memory was well known
to antiquity. Hermippus of Smyrna relates, in his Botanical
Researches, how King Pherecydes of the Thessalonians paid
two hundred talents of silver for a thumbnail-sized frag-
ment of Arabian anicerys, which, compounded with myrrh,
frankincense, and powdered oryx horn, and mixed with
Hurcanian mead, kindled in the partaker a vision of a
vast and gloomy marble hall set on a high mountain in the
Caucasus. In Babylonia, before the Hittites, skilled thauma-
turges cured plague and schistosomiasis by skillful concoc-
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tion of odoriferous substances. In China, an oil pressed
from night-blossoming asphodel, treated with silver, pow-
dered ebony, and lotus root, wrapped with red willow
leaves and stored for ten years in a granite chalice, was
reputed to give a man the ability to remember his face be-
fore he was born.

* It was not until the twenty-first century, however, that
the capacity of odor to elicit memory, dreams, and visions
was popularized, systematized, and commercialized. The
reason for this was the sudden availability of extrater-
restrial odoriferents with unusual and dramatic qualities.
Dalton’s expedition to Slia II brought back agania root,
hkpersia, and the now ubiquitous meningiis leaf. Von Ket-
ter’s three voyages to the Raschid Worlds introduced sisia,
oil of mnoui, and the incomparable attar of brunchioses.
These substances were psychotropic: they combined well
with certain Terran bases. For the people of Earth, bound
to their planet by the high cost of extraterrestrial travel,
these substances were a genuine smell of the unknown, an
intoxicating luxury, and a bittersweet journey into the hid- -
den recesses of their own minds.

Shrewd ' businessmen organized the Extraterrestrial
Fragrances Guild, and kept it a close monopoly. The mod-
erately well-off could buy any one of a dozen commercial
scents, all with memory-releasing powers. The wealthy
could go to a firm like Psychosmell, and, for a price, have
an expert like Crompton mix an individualized fragrance ~
for them, tuned to the configuration of the yellowish-brown
fibers deriving from the ganglionic cells in their olfactory
bulb outcrop. A man like Crompton was capable of
pinpointing specific olfactory-memory hookups and their
stimulators, and was thus able to produce memories on
demand.

But Crompton’s finest work, his greatest challenge,
and the ultimate testing of his skill, came once every five
years when the Board of Directors of Psychosmell assem-
bled from various worlds and met at the mother company
in New Jersey. For that occasion, it was customary for the
Chief Tester to concoct a specific substance for the world’s
greatest gourmet of smell—the legendary John Blount.

Crompton had full data on Blount’s olfactory re-
sponses. Working with infrared photographs of olfactory
cell output, with catalytic balance levels, with chemical
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analyses of the aqueous mucus covering Blount’s ganglion-
ic cell fibers, Crompton prepared his masterpiece.

No expense was spared, of course, on this day of days.
From the deep vaults Crompton ordered up the costliest of
substances—oil of redolence from Tarmac II; ten entire fin-
gers of rhzia bark from Alclepton, valued at sixty thousand
dollars an ounce; and even sixty grams of the incomparable
essence of lurhistia, derived from the buds of the hypervali-
dation plant that grows only on five acres of hallowed
ground on the dingy planet Alphone IV.

These substances, worth a fortune on the blacksmell
market, were handled casually on this auspicious day. And
Crompton wrought wonders with them.

The concoction could only be made at the last mo-
ment, just before presentation; for so volatile were some of
the rare oils, so subtle the esters, so cranky the ketones,
that the precious essence would transmogrify itself in a few
hours.

Crompton labored, and all of the Psychosmell people
waited in anxiety, for they would all share in his triumph
or defeat. Old John Blount would predicate the bonus for
all workers on his mood of the moment. And his mood of
the moment would be determined by his judgment of
Crompton’s concoction.

After the presentation, the plant would close for two
weeks’ holiday. Just before closing, bonuses would be an-
nounced. So Crompton’s degree of success could mean the
difference between a week on Luna if all went well, and a
day in Asbury Park if it went any other way.

Crompton worked, oblivious to the almost palpable
atmosphere of strain. Lavishly he mixed in an entire gram
of lurhistia—a ten-thousandth of the entire galactic supply!
Miss Anachos caught her breath when she saw this: she so
hoped that Crompton would not overdo the rarity factor,
nor rely on the shock of expensive alien substances to make
his effect. Old John Blount was too wise a fox to be taken
in by that!

Icy cold, utterly concentrated, Crompton worked
away with his balsams, gums, dessicated rhizomes, twigs,
bits of bark, leaves, muck sacs, peelings, roots, pressed
flower petals, fruits, seeds, and the like. Watching his icy
control, Miss Anachos wanted to scream. She was aware,
of course, that Crompton was a very special kind of freak,
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barely human. She didn’t know much about it: people said
that some sort of unlucky accident had befallen Crompton
at birth, and he had been subjected, in his early years, to
the now discredited psychomechanical techniques of Mas-
sive Cleavage. That meant that Crompton was missing
something. But what that something was, Miss Anachos did
not know, or care. She tended to consider Crompton a ro-
bot, without personal tastes or history. Most people
thought of Crompton in that way—as a windup man with-
out feelings, without a soul.

They were wrong about this. Crompton was shortly to
show them just how. much soul he had.

The long black hand of the clock on the wall crept
past the quarter hour, nearing high noon. Miss Anachos
gritted her teeth. Why didn’t he finish? What was he wait-
ing for? Didn’t he realize that her bonus was resting on the
results of his talented nose and quick, precise bony white
hands?

At five minutes to twelve, Crompton looked up from
his workbench. He held in his hands a plain testing bottle
of rose quartz. He sajd quietly, “I shall arise now and go to
the Board Room. You may join the other workers in the
Assembly Hall. I will clean up personally, later, as always.”

“Yes sir!” Miss Anachos said, and rustled off, bearing
with her that common womanly scent more subtle and pre-
cious than the rarest of crystalline confections.

Crompton watched her go. No expression crossed his
wizened features. He was glad, however, that he had seen
and smelled the last of Miss Anachos. Win, lose, or draw,
her exudations would never again disturb his equanimity.
Yes, he had sniffed the last of all of them! For soon, very
soon, the moment would come when he would—

He stopped himself in midthought. Anticipation could
be dangerous. He knew what he had to do. It was only
necessary for him to do it—cleanly—as a sword cuts flesh.

Holding the precious substance in its refracting quartz
container, Crompton left the Chief Tester’s Room and
made his way to the Directors’ Suite, where the near leg-
endary John Blount was awaiting him.



Thirty-five years previously, a male child had been born to
Beth and Lyle Crompton of Amundsenville, Marie Byrd
Land, Antarctica. Lyle was a foreman at the Scott Pluto-
nium Mines. Beth was a part-time assembler at the local
transistor factory. Both parents had a satisfactory record of
mental and physical health. The infant, christened Alistair,
showed every sign of excellent postnatal adjustment.

During his first nine years, Alistair appeared normal
in every respect, except for a certain moodiness; but chil-
dren often are moody for no reason at all. Aside from that,
Alistair was an inquisitive, aggressive, affectionate, and
lighthearted child, and well above the norm in intelli-
gence. !

In his tenth year Alistair’s moodiness showed a
marked increase. Some days the child would sit alone for
hours, staring at nothing. At times he didn’t respond to his
own name. These “spells” were not recognized as symp-
toms. They were passed off as the reveries of a high-strung,
imaginative child, to be outgrown in due time.

During his eleventh year they increased in number
and severity. He became subject to temper tantrums, for
which the local doctor prescribed tranquilizers. One day, at
the age of eleven years, seven months, Alistair struck a lit-
tle girl for no discernable reason. When she cried, he at-
tempted to strangle her. Finding this beyond his strength,
he picked up a schoolbook and tried to smash in her skull.
An adult managed to drag the kicking, screaming Alistair
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10 CroMPTON DIVIDED

away. The girl suffered a brain concussion and was hospi-
talized for almost a year.

When questioned, Alistair maintained that he hadn’t
done it. Someone else must have done it. He would never
hurt anyone, he insisted. Beside, he liked that little girl and
was going to marry her when they both grew up.

More questioning only succeeded in driving him into a
stupor that lasted for five days.

Even then there was time to save Alistair, if anyone
had been able to recognize the early symptoms of virus
schizophrenia.

In the temperate zones, virus schizophrenia had been
endemic for centuries, and occasionally broke out into epi-
demics such as the dancing craze of the Middle Ages. Im-
munology still had not developed a vaccine to deal with the
virus. Standard technique at this time, therefore, called for
immediate Massive Cleavage while the personalities were
still malleable; detection and retention of the dominant per-
sonality; and sequestration of the other personalities
through a Mikkleton projector into the passive psychore-
ceptive substance of a Durier body.

The Durier bodies were growth-androids with an esti-
mated forty-five-year viability. But federal law allowed per-
sonality Reintegration to be attempted at the age of thirty.
The personalities developed in the Durier bodies could, at
the discretion of the dominant personality in the original
corpus, be taken back into the original personality from
which they had issued, with an excellent prognosis for suc-
cessful fusion. But only if the original operation had been
performed in time.

The general practitioner in small, isolated Amundsen-
ville was a good man for frostbite, snow blindness, penguin
fever, and other antarctical maladies. But he knew nothing
about temperate-zone diseases. _

Alistair was put into the town infirmary for two weeks
of observation. .

During the first week he was moody, shy, and ill at
ease, with momentary bursts of his former lightheartedness.
In his second week he began to show great affecion toward
his nurse, who declared he was a perfect darling. Under the
influence of her soothing warmth, Alistair began to act like
his former self.

Then, without warning, on the evening of his thir-
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teenth day in the infirmary, Alistair slashed the nurse’s face
with a broken water tumbler, then made a desperate at-
tempt to cut his own throat. He was hospitalized for his
injuries and sank into a catalepsy which the doctor thought
was simple shock. Rest and quiet were prescribed; they
were the worst possible things, under the circumstances.

After two weeks of stupor characterized by the waxy
flexibility of catatonia, the disease reached its climax. Ali-
stair’s parents sent the child to the Al Smith Memorial
Clinic in New York. There the case was immediately and
accurately diagnosed as virus schizophrenia in a terminal
stage.

Alistair, now twelve, had few reality-contacts with the
world; not enough to provide a working basis for the spe-
cialists. He was in an almost continual state of catatonia,
his schizoid personalities irreconcilably hardening, his life
continuing in a strange, unreachable twilight, among the
nightmares that were his only companions. Massive Cleav-
age had little chance of success in so advanced a case. But
without the operation, Alistair was doomed to spend the
rest of his life in an institution, never really conscious,
never free from the surrealistic dungeons of his mind.

His parents chose the lesser evil, and signed the papers
allowing the doctors to make a belated and desperate at-
tempt at Cleavage.

Under deep synthohypnosis, three separate personali-
ties were evoked. The doctors talked to them and made
their choice. Two personalities were given names and pro-
jected into Durier bodies. The third personality—Alistair—
was considered the most adequate by a narrow margin, and

-retained the original corpus. All three personalities sur-
vived the trauma, and the operation was judged a limited
success.

The neurohypnotic surgeon in charge, Dr. Vlacjeck,
noted in his report that the three personalities, all inade-
quate, could not hope for a successful Reintegration at the
legal age of thirty. The operation had come too late, and
the personalities had lost their vital intermingling of traits
and sympathies, their essential commonality. In his report
he urged them to waive Reintegration and live out their
lives as well as they could, each within the stifling confines
of his own narrow personality.

In an attempt to render any attempt at Reintegration
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unlikely if not impossible, the two Duriers were sent to fos-
ter parents on the planets Aaia and Ygga. The doctors
wished the best for them, but expected very little.

Alistair Crompton, the dominant personality in the
original body, recovered from the operation; but a vital
two-thirds of him was missing, gone with the schizoid per-
sonalities. Certain human attributes, emotions, capabilities,
had been torn from him, never to be replaced or substi-
tuted. Crompton grew up an unprepossessing youth of mea-
ger height, painfully thin, sharp-nosed and tight-lipped. His
hairline was receding, his eyes were glassy, and his face
remained sparse of stubble.

His high intelligence and talented olfactory sense
brought him a good job and rapid promotion with Psycho-
smell, Inc., and he had risen quickly to the position of Chief
Tester, the top of his profession, a job that brought him
respect and a very adequate income. But Crompton was
not satisfied.

On all sides of him, the envious Crompton saw people
with all their marvelous complexities and contradictions,
constantly bursting out of the stereotypes that society tried
to force on them. He observed prostitutes who were not
good-hearted, army sergeants who detested brutality,
wealthy men who never gave a cent to charity, Irishmen
who hated talking, Italians who could not carry a tune,
Frenchmen with no sense of logic. Most of the human race
seemed to live lives of a wonderful and unpredictable rich-
ness, erupting into sudden passions and strange calms, say-
ing one thing and doing another, repudiating their back-
grounds, overcoming their limitations, confounding psy-
chologists and driving psychoanalysts to drink.

But this splendor was impossible for Crompton, whom
the doctors had stripped of complexity for sanity’s sake.

Crompton, with a robot’s damnable regularity, arrived
at Psychosmell promptly at 8:52 every morning of his life.
At five o’clock he put away his oils and essences and re-
turned to his furnished room. There he ate a frugal meal of
unappetizing health food, played three games of solitaire,
filled in one crossword puzzle, and retired to his narrow
and lonely bed. Each Saturday night Crompton saw a
movie, jostled by merry and unpredictable teen-agers. Sun-
days and holidays were devoted to the study of Aristotle’s
Nicomachean Ethics, for Crompton believed in self-
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improvement. And, once a month, Crompton would slink
to a newsstand and purchase a magazine of salacious
content. In the privacy of his room he would devour its
contents; and then, in an ecstasy of self-loathing, rip the
detestable thing to shreds.

Crompton was aware, of course, that he had been
turned into a stereotype for his own good. He tried to ad-
just to the situation. For a while he cultivated the company
of other slab-sided centimeter-thin personalities. But the
others he met were complacent, self-sufficient, and smug in
their rigidity. They had been that way since birth. They
experienced no lack. They had no dreams of fulfillment, no
wish for self-transcendence. Crompton soon found that
those who were like him were insufferable; and he was in-
sufferable to anyone else.

He tried hard to break through the stlﬁmg limitations
of his personality. He attended self-help lectures and read
inspirational books. He applied to the New York Greater
Romance Service, and they arranged a date for him.
Crompton went to meet his sweet unknown in front of
Loew’s Jupiter Theater, with a white carnation reeking in
his lapel. But within a block of the theater he was seized by
a trembling fit and forced to retreat to his room.

Crompton had only his basic individual characteris-
tics: intelligence, tenacity, stubbornness, and will. The in-
evitable exaggeration of these qualities had turned him into
a stereotype of an extreme cerebrotonic, a driven mono-
lithic personality aware of its own lacks and passionately
desiring fulfillment and fusion. But try as he would,
Crompton could not help but act within the narrow con-
fines of his character! His rage at himself and at the well-
meaning doctors grew, and his need for self-transcendence
increased accordingly.

There was only one way for him to acquire the amaz-
ing variety of possibilities, the contradictions, the passions,
the humanness, of other people. And that was through
Reintegration.

Accordingly, when he reached the legal Reintegration
age of thirty, Crompton went to see Dr. Vlacjeck, the neu-
rohypnotic surgeon who had performed the original opera-
tion. Crompton was excited, eager to get the names and
addresses of his missing personality components, eager to
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Reintegrate, passionately desirous of becoming a whole hu-
man being,.

Dr. Vlacjeck reviewed his case, checked him out with
his cognoscope, fed the resulting values into his computer
terminal, and shook his head sadly over the result.

“Alistair,” he said, “it is my unhappy duty to advise
you to waive Reintegration and try to accept your life as it
ls.”

“What are you talking about?” Crompton demanded.

“According to the computer readout you simply don’t
have the stability or strength to hold those detached per-
sonalities in balance, to fuse them into yourself.”

“Other Cleavees have succeeded,” Crompton said.
“Why not me?”

“Because the original operation came too late. Your
personality segments had already hardened.”

“Ill have to- take my chances,” Crompton said.
“Kindly give me the names and addresses of my Duriers.”

“I beg you to reconsider,” Vlacjeck said. “Any at-
?mpt at Reintegration will mean insanity for you, or

eath.”

“Give me the addresses,” Crompton demanded coldly.
“It is my right under the law. I feel that I am capable of
holding them in line. When they have become thoroughly
subordinated to my will, fusion will follow. Then we will be
a single functioning unit, and I will be an entire human
being.”

“You don’t know what those other Cromptons are
like,” the doctor said. “You consider yourself inadequate?
Alistair, you were the pick of the litter!”

“I don’t care what they are like,” Crompton said.
“They are a part of me. The names and addresses, please.”

Shaking his head sadly, the doctor wrote on a piece of
paper and handed it to Crompton.

“Alistair, this venture has practically no chance of
success. I beg you to consider—"

“Thank you, Dr. Vlacjeck,” Crompton said, bowed
slightly, and left.

As soon as he was outside the office, Crompton’s self-
control began to crumble. He had not dared show Dr.
Vlacjeck his uncertainties: the well-meaning old man
would surely have talked him out of the attempted Reinte-
gration. But now, with the names in his pocket and the
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responsibility entirely his own, anxiety swept over him. He
was overcome by an intense trembling fit. He managed to
control it long enough to take a taxi back to his furnished
room, where he could throw himself on the bed.

He lay for an hour, his body racked by anxiety
spasms. Then the fit passed. Soon he was able to control
his hands well enough to look at the paper the doctor had
given him.

The first name on it was Edgar Loomis, living on the
planet Aaja. The other was Dan Stack, resident of Ygga.

What were these embodied portions of his personality
like? What humors, what stereotyped shapes had these
truncated segments of himself taken?

The paper didn’t say. He laid out a hand of solitaire
and considered the risks. His early, unintegrated schizoid
mind had shown a definite tendency toward homicidal
mania. Would that tendency be obliterated in fusion, as-
suming that the fusion was possible? Or might he be loos-
ing a potential killer upon the world? And aside from that,
was he wise in taking a step that carried a powerful threat
of insanity and death to himself?

His chance of successful Reintegration was small, ac-
cording to the doctor; but he was determined to attempt it.
Even death or insanity could not be worse, or much differ-
ent, from the way he lived now.

His mind was made up. But there was a practical diffi-
culty. To Reintegrate, he would have to travel to Aaia, and
then to Ygga. Interstellar travel was expensive; and Aaia
and Ygga were situated half a galaxy apart.

There was simply no way he could get together the
considerable fortune he would need for his fares to these
distant worlds and his expenses once he reached them.

No legal way existed, to be precise about it.

Crompton was an honest and punctilious man. But
this was a matter of life and death. In his circumstance, to
abstain from grand larceny was to invite ‘psychic suicide.

Crompton was not suicidal. Coldly he came to his de-
cision, assessed the possibilities, and made his plans.



With silent tread. Alistair Crompton proceeded down

Primrose Path, as the violet-tinted corridor to Executive

Country was called. The rose quartz chalice was gripped
ly in his white hands, and his face was unreadable.

At the end of the corridor was a great oaken door
upon which was carved a unicorn sniffing a bouquet of
spring wildflowers held out by a simpering damsel in a
dirndl. This was the coat of arms of Psychosmell, Inc. Be-
neath it was the proud company motto, adapted from Mar-
tial with a trifling change of one word: Bene olet, qui bene
semper olet.

Soundlessly the great doors swung open as Crompton
approached. Crompton entered the room. In front of him,
arranged in a semicircle, were six armchairs in which were
seated the six members of the Board. In the center of the
semicircle, in an armchair one-third bigger than the others,
and raised upon a dais, was the legendary John Blount.
Founder of the Firm and Chairman of the Board of Direc-
tors. s
“It’s Crompton, is it?”’ Blount said in his cracked and

quavering voice. “Come forward, Crompton, let’s take a
look at you.” =]

John Blount was old, considering him as a single per-
sonality. But from the viewpoint of the average age of his
various parts, Blount was not even middle-aged. Over the
years, most of Blount’s vital organs had been repaired or
replaced. Even his skin (shining with obscene pinkness)

- was no more than ten years old. His brain was original

16
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issue, however, as were his ancient and unfathomable eyes
that gleamed incongruously in his firm-fleshed young man’s
face like the eyes of a gila monster poking through a vat of
orange jello.

“Well, Crompton, and how have you been?” Blount
said, the old man’s quavering voice issuing strangely from
the strong young body. (Blount refused to have his voice
changed; his hands, too, were original issue. Blount per-
versely maintained that he enjoyed being old and had no
desire to achieve a spurious youthfulness. He wanted to be
old, but alive, and did what was necessary to maintain that
state.)

“P’ve been fine, sir,” Crompton said.

“Glad to hear it, Crompton, glad to hear it. I have
followed your career with interest. You have done fine
work for this company, my boy, hee hee hee! And now you
have favored me with another sample of your talents?”

“I hope it will please you, sir,” Crompton said, resist-
ing the sudden irrational urge to throw himself at Blount’s
feet and grovel abjectly; for this was how the man’s pres-
ence affected everyone, including Blount’s wife, who- had
calluses half an inch thick on her knees from following her
impulses.

“Well, then, let’s get on with it, hee, hee, hee,” Blount
said, and extended a hand as dry and hard-fleshed as the
talons of a Nigerian vulture.

Crompton put the quartz bottle in Blount’s hands and
stepped back.

The Founder unstoppered it and delicately sniffed
(with his original-issue nose—for it was a matter of pride
and discretion with him not to tamper with the organ that
had made him rich beyond the dreams of avarice).

“Now what have we here?” he mused aloud, his nos-
trils flexing strongly to allow the fragrance to distribute
itself evenly across his old, leathery, but still sensitive olfac-
tory center.

Blount was silent for a time, head thrown back, nos-
trils working like tiny twin bellows. Crompton knew that
the Founder was analyzing the concoction in terms of its
primary olfactory qualities, separating and judging the mix-
ture of flowery, fruity, putrid, spicy, burned, and resinous
odors. After that, Blount could be counted upon to- esti-
mate the intensity of the various components, measuring
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them in olfacties, the unit of smell-intensity. Only after his
analysis was complete would Blount relax and permit him-
self to experience the effect of the substance.

“First impressions—seaside at Point Pleasance, a rose-
wood bower, desert winds, a child’s haunted face, the smell
of north wind . . . Pretty indeed, Crompton! And now the
initial rebound effect—intensification—sun on salt water—
windrows of kelp—silver cliffs, an iron mountain—and the
girl, the girl!”

The Directors stirred uneasily to hear that vibrant cry
torn from the throat of the differentially juvenescent Foun-
der. Had Crompton slipped up, perhaps not calculated ro-
tating radical?

“The girl,” the Founder cried, “the girl in her white lace
mantilla! Oh, Nieves, how could I have forgotten you! I see
before me now the black waters of Lake Titicaca lapping at
the ironwood pilings. That great bird of ill omen, the con-
dor, soars low overhead, and the sun comes but from be-
hind massed clouds of purple and pink. You hold my hand.
Nieves, you are laughing, you do not know . . .”

The Founder fell silent. For an interminable minute
he did not speak. Then he lowered his head. He was back

_ in the present. The vision had faded.

“Crompton,” he said presently, “you have concocted
a superb psychic elicitor. I do not know what it will bring
to my colleagues. But. it has given me a minute of all-too-
rare delight. The memory was false, of course; but its very
intensity argues that it must have been true for someone,
somewhere. Gentlemen, I declare a double bonus! Cromp-
ton, I hereby increase your salary, whatever it is, by one-
third.”

Crompton thanked him. As the quartz decanter was
passed from hand to hand he silently left the room, and the
greak oak door closed silently behind him.

The news spread like wildfire throughout the offices of
Psychosmell. Rejoicing was general. Crompton walked so-
berly back to his Chief Tester’s Room. He locked the door
behind him, and proceeded to straighten up as he did after
every working day. Briskly he sealed the precious sub-
stances and put them in the chute that carried them to the
vacuum vaults where they were automatically returned to
their hermetic sanctuary.

There was only one change in his routine. He took the
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container of purified essence of lurhistia, costliest substance
in the galaxy weight for weight. Tight-lipped, unhesitat-
ingly, he transferred its contents to a plain hermetic flask.
He slipped this into his pocket. Then he filled the lurhistia
container with common oil of ylang-ylang and returned it
to the vault.

On his person now were fifty-nine grams of lurhistia—
the entire produce of two years painstaking hand-extraction
from the scrawny hypervalidation plants on Alphone IV.
Crompton had the equivalent of a medium-sized fortune in
his jacket pocket. It was enough to pay his fares to Aaia
and Ygga.

He had crossed his Rubicon, taken the first and irre-
vocable step toward Reintegration. He was on his way! If
only he could get away with it.

“They don’t know the patterns they’re weaving,” the drunk
in the red porkpie hat remarked to Alistair Crompton.

“Nor do you,” Crompton snapped. He was sitting at
the serpentine bar of the Damballa Club in disreputable
Greenwich Village. The jukebox was playing a golden ol-
die, “Rub It in Your Belly, Baby,” sung by Ghengis Khan
and the Hunnies. Crompton was sipping near-beer and
waiting for his contact, Mr. Elihu Rutinsky, Chief Agent
for the F(I)G. j

“Of course I don’t know,” replied the cheerful, flatu-
lent, red-hatted man on the slender obelisk-shaped barstool
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with the half-empty (or half-filled) glass of Old Pigslopp .
brand dry-charcolated whiskey clasped in one grimy-nailed
paw. “But at least I know that I don’t know, which is more
than you can say for other people. And even before I knew,
I knew that I didn’t know that I didn’t know the patterns I
was weaving. Take our situation, for example. You proba-
bly think that I am quite incidental, a mere accessory to
your action, an inert visual object for you to rest your eyes
upon—eh?”

Crompton didn’t reply. He was still gripped in the icy
self-control that had carried him from his testing room to
the Sills-Maxwell, and so to Manhattan to meet a man who
was already ten minutes late. The bottle of lurhistia burned
against his side like a harbinger of decomposed belongings.
The jerk in the red porkpie hat leaned close to him, breath-
ing the odor of curdled kvass into his delicate olfactory pas-
sages.

“Mi coche no va,” the man said unexpectedly.

It was the secret password, decided upon long ago in
the peaceful days when Crompton had concocted this
scheme!

“You are Elihu Rutinsky!” Crompton said in a half-
whisper.

“None other, and at your service,” the drunk said,
casting aside his hat, stripping off his dexmeer-compound
face and his drunkenness, and revealing the silvery mane
framing the long, mournful face of the elusive and hyper-
cautious Rutinsky.

“One must make sure,” Rutinsky said, with a bleak
smile. As Chief Agent for Freesmellers (Illegal) Guild, or
F(I)G, this man was responsible for the democratizing and
deinstitutionalizing of psychosmelling in Albania, Lithu-
ania, and Transylvania. His Guild, though illegal in the
United States, was duly registered and paid taxes, as was
required of all illegal organizations.

“Quick, man, there’s no time to lose!” Rutinsky
snapped.

“Well, I wasn’t wasting any time,” Crompton said. “I
was here on time. It was you who insisted upon turning a
straightforward criminal business deal into a cloak and
dagger operation.”

“So I've got a flair for the dramatic,” Rutinsky said.
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“Is that a crime? It just happens that I'm also cautious.
Would you condemn a man for that?”’

“I'm not condemning you for anything,” Crompton
said. “I am merely pointing out that you needn’t tell me to
hurry since I am not wasting any time. Shall we get down
to business?”

“No.” Rutinsky said. “You have hurt my feelings, im-
pugned my honor, and cast an aspersion on my courage. I
think I shall have another drink.”

“All right,” Crompton said, “I'm sorry if what I said
upset you. Can we get down to business now?”

“No, I don’t think you’re being sincere,” Rutinsky said
sulkily, biting at the ends of his fingernails and snuffling.

“How in God’s name did you ever get to be Chief
Agent for Freesmellers?” Crompton asked.

Rutinsky looked up with a sudden dazzling smile. “I
got there because I am clever and intelligent and brave and
possess a mercurial temperament. See? I have snapped out
of it already. Let me see the bottle.”

Crompton handed over the bottle, envious of Rutin-
sky’s mercuriality. He promised himself that someday, after
Reintegration, he too would perform outlandish non sequi-
turs.

Swiftly, deftly, Rutinsky took a miniature olfactotal-
izer out of his pocket and clamped it to the bottle. First he
took a qualitative reading to ensure that this was indeed
lurhistia. Then, satisfied, he took a reading on quantity as
measured by intensity, to make sure that Crompton hadn’t
added a gill or so of water.

The pointer on the olfactotalizer dial swung around
and bent itself in half around the limit pin!

“Yep, it’s the real thing,” Rutinsky said reverently. He
turned to Crompton and his eyes were moist. “My friend, I
wonder if you realize how much you have done. With the
contents of this one slender bottle, I can release Freesmell-
ers from their corporate embarrassment. In the name of
Edwin Pudger, saintly white-haired head of our organiza-
tion, I thank you for this favor, Mr. Crompton.”

“It’s not a favor, it’s a criminal business transaction. I
mean, pay me.”

“Of course,” said Rutinsky. He took a bulging wallet
from his pocket and began counting out notes. “Let’s see;
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our agreed-upon price was 800,000 SVUs, to be paid in
equal parts of Aaian and Yggan currency. At today’s rate
of exchange that comes to 18,276 Aaian pronics and
420,087 Yggan drunmushies. Here, I think you will find the
count correct.”

Alistair stuffed the currency into a pocket. Then he
stiffened; he had just heard a high-pitched whistling sound
coming from the vicinity of Rutinsky’s abdomen.

“What is it?” Crompton demanded.

“Transmission signal,” Rutinsky said, taking from his
waistcoat a subminiature radio the size and shape of a
Dodecanese snuffbox. “It’s the CEWS special broadcast. One
can’t afford to be without it.”

“What in God’s name is the CEWS?” Crompton de-
manded.

“Criminal Early Warning System,” Rutinsky said.
“Didn’t you know about it? Let’s listen to what they have
to say.”

“Good afternoon, fellow criminals,” a cheerful voice
declared over the subminiature quadrophonic speaker.
“This is your old friend and d.j. Jack the Ripper broadcast-
_ ing to you on various clandestine frequencies from our se-
cret mobile unit somewhere deep in the Sangre de Cristo
Mountains of romantic New Mexico. Got a good show for
you felons out there; latest bank robbery scores on the
hour, and, of course, our Opportunity Line which presents
daily a list of Golden Sucker Cities where law enforcement
has gone lax, or venial, or just plain nonexistent! Tonight’s
show is brought to you by Footpad Tailors, inventors of the
Overcoat with a Thousand Pockets; and by Martin and
Mishkin tempered steel burglar tools, and Old Heidelberg
cyanide tablets for the job that goes sour. We'll be hearing
more about these and other fine products later in the show.
But right now I've got a hot flash: An impeccable source
from within the organization tells us that Pyschosmell, Inc.,
the monopolistic octopus of the fragrance world, has been
knocked over to the tune of fifty-nine grams of lurhistia,
most precious substance weight for weight in the galaxy!
The name of the suspect has already been announced, so
we break no confidences when we say: Alistair Crompton!
If you can hear this, you haven’t gotten far enough away!
Good luck, Alistair, you’re going to need it! And now a
selection of tunes from The Beggar’s Opera. . . .”
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Rutinsky turned off the radio. He said to Crompton,
“Bit of sloppy planning, eh?”

“It’s impossible!” Crompton said. “The business was to
shut down for two weeks! Nobody ever checks up on me! I
don’t understand—"

“Understanding is a luxury you can’t afford right
now,” Rutinsky said. “Good-bye, Crompton. If you’re
caught, tell them that Rutinsky sneers at them.”

So saying, the Chief Agent drew a zero-null hyper-
energizing quickcloak out of his pocket. Quickly he shook
out the folds of the stolen garment (for it could be carried
legally only by FBI men of Ultradon category) and ar-
ranged it around his shoulders. Instantly he vanished. Only
his red fox porkpie hat was left on the bar. The Mark of
Rutinsky!

Crompton paid for the drinks and flung himself out
into a hostile and unpromising world.

“Alone with you at last, my curvaceous darling—and now,
the foam!” .

“Would you mind turning off the radio?” Crompton
asked.

“Not a chance, buddy,” the sweating pedicab driver
snarled. “I always listen to the ‘House of Chagrin,” my fa-
vorite show.”

“Let me show you how they do it in Dnboutz,” the
radio warbled, “with butterflies!”

Crompton leaned back, trying to keep his composure.
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What had happened? How had they gotten on to him? Did
he have a chance now? His destination was the New York
Spaceport situated in what had been Brooklyn before the
interdiction. Already he had gotten as far as Stone Street
and Avenue J, with no pursuit in sight. Only a little farther
now.

“thmas, for the love of litmus paper, get your hands
off my giggie!”

Now the taxi was roundmg the Wllham Bendix Mem-
orial. The doubleshotted circumvex towers of the Spaceport
were just ahead! But now traffic was clogging the road—
bicycles, pedicabs,” tricycles, men on roller skates, women
on pogo sticks, persons jogging—all of the variegated trans-
portational forms that made New York famous as “The
City of the Sweaty Thighs.” And now, just ahead the main
gate!

“Rutabaga? Surely there is some simpler explanation.”

“Driver, let me out here,” Crompton said.

“That’ll be five and six.”

. “Graustark? I should think not!”

“Haven’t you got anything smaller?”

“Keep the changel“

“Denigration is for beginners, my poor Sylvze, the ex-
perienced man likes his mot juste so.”

Leaping from the pedicab, and narrowly escaping
being run over by a walrus-bearded man driving an oxcart,
Crompton rushed through the main gate, trying to look like
a man who was about to miss his spaceship, which, indeed,
was his situation. He rushed past the Disneystand and the
hard-apple salesman, swept by the Punishment Boutique,
and came huffing up to the Trans Pan Interstellar Space-
ways System (TPISS) desk with its proud slogan, Non est
ad astra mollis a terria via.

He presented his deckle-edged reservation voucher to
the android made up to look like Albert Dekker. “Ah, so,
velly good,” the android with the mismatched voxtape said.
“But you gotta pay, J ack! No payee, no tickee, and no
tickee, no splacefright.”

“Of course I'm gomg to pay,” Crompton said. “Would
you like it in Aaian pronics or Yggan drunmushies?”

“We only able to glet Getelguesan fioavics. Uranian
contemptuous, or American Express traveler’s checks. You
no glot? Blank change you money, okay, Joe?”
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Crompton rushed to the bank, where a nubile exchang-
er from Drumghera IV deftly made change with her op-
posed and replicating lips. He sped back to the TPISS desk
and presented his money to the android.

“Very good, sir,” the android said. “Sorry about that
pseudo-Chinese voice earlier. My consistency-autochecking
circuits have been malfiring recently and I just haven’t got-
ten around to seeing the electronician. Those fellows cost a
fortune and always send you on to a specialist anyhow. So
I put up with it, what else can I do on my salary? And
usually it’s okay, but today as my lousy luck would have it
the sunspot cycle coincided with an old Fu Manchu movie
in the upper lounge, and photosynthetic diffraction did the
rest, and so I came on like an absolute fool—”

“My tickeee!” Crompton gasped.

“Here it is sir,” the android said. “First stop is
Aaia. You've got ten-year stopover privileges. The standard
lunches are served, and you may purchase psychedelics
when the craft is in space. Did you ever see any of Albert
Dekker’s movies? There is an Albert Dekker festival play-
ing now in the south lounge which you are cordially invited
to attend—"

But the android moonlighter (he had rented his fea-
tures to the entrepreneur of the Albert Dekker festival—a
move that could have cost him his job if the “own-face”
rule had been strictly enforced) no longer had anyone be-
fore him, for Crompton had rushed off.

“Crompton, Crompton,” the android said, and a faint
moue of concentration creased his brow. “Ah, yes! Rhymes
with Pompton!” And he turned away, satisfied. Androids
are never unhappy for long.

Humans, and especially those whose humanotypes can
be subsumed under the aegis Crompton, are frequently un-
happy, and frightened as well. Pale, out of breath, his
thighs sweating (like all New Yorkers). Crompton rushed
to the entrance gate. As he approached it, someone caught
his arm in a vicelike grip and pulled him to an abrupt halt.
Crompton looked up into the flattish yellow face of an
enormous android gotten up to look like a homicidal man-
iac.

A thin, shivery voice nearby said, “All right, Toto,
hold him but do not break him, yet. I want to talk to this
fellow hee hee hee.”
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Crompton’s heart fell into that infinite pit of emptiness
that was his stomach. Despairingly he turned and looked
into the ancient eyes and at the modern skin of John
Blount.

“Well, Alistair, and what do you have to say for yourself?”
Blount asked.

Crompton shrugged. Not twenty yards away was the
entrance gate to his spaceship, tantalizingly near, impossi-
bly far away.

“Nothing much,” he said. “How did you find me?”

Blount smiled pityingly. “Only the top executives of
the company know the full extent of our security system,
Alistair. Special sensors are located in the vaults to register
the quantities of the more precious substances present. The
quantitative data is fed to a computer, which compares it
with continuously upgraded data giving the proper, or for-
mal quantity that should be present at all times. Discrepan-
cies of more than a gram are flashed immediately to mobile
security, and simultaneously to me. When I looked over the
situation I saw that you were the only possible culprit, and
I decided to handle the situation myself.” :

“That’s interesting, I'm sure,” Crompton said. “But
what happens now?” ,

Old John Blount smiled his ghastly death’s-head grin.
“Now, Alistair, I think it is time for you to throw yourself
upon my mercy.”

Alistair was beginning to tremble. Then he noticed
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that he was beginning to tremble. A frown crossed his face,
a frown of puzzlement. He was acting afraid of this man
who held his life in his hands; but he really didn’t feel
afraid of him. For after all, Crompton knew that he had
taken his chance as a man must do. That he had failed
made no difference, finally. What mattered was that he had
done his best.

“I doubt very much whether you have any mercy,” he
said levelly. “So I’'m not going to throw myself on that. 1
think I'll just tell you to go screw yourself, and leave it at
that. Go screw yourself, Mr. Blount.”

Blount’s face registered psychopathic amazement, idiot
incredulity, moronic disbelief. He stretched out one hand
blindly toward Crompton. Strangling on sputum and rage,
he cried, “You—you—"

“Hee hee hee,” Crompton said scornfully.

Toto reacted to his master’s distress by swinging up
his great fist, preparatory to splattering Crompton all over
the wall. Crompton winced, but his eyes did not blink and
his mouth did not twitch. Blount called out, “No, don’t
hurt him!”

Toto pulled the punch just in time, and suffered a
double hernia from the sudden g-strain.

“Crompton,” the old man said, in a voice as light and
faint as corn silk blowing over blue plastic, “do you know
what the penalty is for your crime?”

“Haven’t the foggiest,” Crompton said.

“Ten years in prison.”

“I can do that standing on my head,” Crompton re-
torted.

“No doubt you can,” Blount said. “That is why I am
not going to have you arrested.”

“You’re not?”

The old man shook his head and smiled a tricky smile.
“You are free to go, to the ends of the galaxy if you wish,
in search of your missing personality components.”

“So you knew about that!”

“Of course. I make it my business to know about all of
the freaks in my organization. I say to you, Go, Crompton,
on your forlorn and hopeless quest. Ten years in stir is too
good for you, but it is all that a despicably soft and corrupt
judiciary will give you for your larceny, treachery, and bad
manners. I want more than that! I want to pay you back
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more personally. So go, beyond the writ of Terran law. I
will find you. My arm is long, my agents many, my re-
venge secure.”

“What are you planning to do to me?” Crompton asked.

“Ah,” Blount said, “that would be telling, wouldn’t it?
Frankly, I'm not quite sure, and I'm in no hurry to make up
my mind. There are so many piquant possibilities! I look for-
ward to many pleasant hours of gloating over my plans,
anticipating your frenzied and futile struggles, your
wretched pleas, and your gasping horrified despair at the
end.”

“You’re sick,” Crompton said.

“Not half as sick as you’re going to be when I get my
hands on you again, Crompton. This I promise you.”

Crompton turned and walked away, numbed by the
differential juvenescent’s hideous yet puerile threat. He pre-
sented his ticket to the ticket-tacker, and the ticket-tacker
tacked a tick in the ticket’s upper right-hand corner and let
Crompton pass aboard.

He walked directly into the orange and gray module
that ferried passengers to the orbiting spaceship many miles
above.

His numbness fell away as the ship soared high into
yellow sunlight. Not even the thought of death can upset a
man who is going into space for the first time. The journey
into the unknown transcends the framework of anxiety, at
least for a while.
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Aboard the orbiting starship, the passengers fastened their
safety belts and sipped from paper cups filled with orange
juice. There was an awkward moment when the artificial
gravity generator cut out and the hostesses floated into the
air, still smiling. But everything was soon under control.
Soon the red takeoff light came on.

“This is the voice of your captain, Eddie Remonstra-
tor,” said a pleasant Midwestern voice over the public ad-
dress system. “We are in takeoff configuration now, ladies
and gentlemen, and it may be of interest if I describe the
procedure, since that is the trickiest part of the whole trip.
Now then: the port and starboard searcher probes are ex-
tended on full and going through their ninety-degree cycles.
As you probably know from magazine articles, these sen-
sors are searching the fabric of space for what are techni-
cally called Foster-Harris discontinuity areas, or FHda’s
for short. These FHda’s are like a sort of hole in space,
folks, only it might better be compared to a hole through
two folds of fabric. You see, space has no substance, but it
does have configuration. That was proven by Edkwiser and
Braintree back in ’09, and it is what makes rapid interstel-
lar flight possible. You must remember, however, that
spatial configuration exists only on a single order of mag-
nitude.

“Now, finding a suitable FHda . . . Excuse me a
moment, folks. . . . Okay, I'm back now. Our starboard
sensor just came up-with a fat one, and I'm just about to
ease this little old ship right into the FHda helix—because

31
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it isn’t really a hole, folks. It can be best visualized as a
hollow tube twisted into a helical shape, and us as going
into that tube. Spatial configuration always follows helical
routes, except in the vicinity of gray stars. That’s Von
Gresham’s Law.

“Okay, we're approaching it now, folks. Soon our ship
will be flowing smoothly along the helical path that in n-
dimensional space describes a straight line. We're ap-
proaching. . . . Ease her to starboard, chief bosun. That’s
it, steady as she goes. . . . Guide by the flare line along
the outer orifice. . . . Just a touch more left rudder. . . .
Now meet her, meet her. . . . Steer small, damn you!
Trim those cephoid flaps back to zero! Reset the tabulating
skin surface totalizer to zero zero niner! Retract the sponge
antenna! Give me seven degrees on the bivalvular de-
quenching remoulade!” (Here the captain’s voice became
indistinct, and his words blurry and capable of misinterpre-
tation.) “Okay, now the drumhead marshtide ripcurrent is
closing fast! Give me a tune on the fiddle!” (That couldn’t
be right, Crompton thought: he must have heard wrong.)
“Now. take a turn around the double avunculars and col-
lapse the spread-fragment tourniquet glide-runners! Watch
the dragtimer, it’s gaining turbulent spontaneity! There we
go! Now trim ballast and it’s downhill all the way!”

There was a moment of silence. Then the captain said,
“Well, folks, there you are, a blow by blow account of how
a starship gets going. We'll be traveling though the FHda
helix for some twenty hours of subjective time, so relax and
get comfortable. Our hostesses will now be taking orders
for psychedelics for those among you who want to space-
out while going through space. There is a movie in the
forward lounge that sounds mighty good, something about
Albert Dekker. Enjoy yourself, folks, this is Captain Eddie
Remonstrator signing off.”

Crompton rubbed his nose vigorously and wondered
whether he was hearing things or if Captain Remonstrator
was conducting himself in an unusual manner. Or a little of
both, perhaps. . . .

“Yes, actually, it is,” the person in the seat next to
Crompton remarked.

“What is?” Cromtpon asked.

“A little of both.”

“What are you talking about?” Crompton asked.
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“I am referring to your last thought before this con-
versation began. You were wondering if you were hearing
things or if Captain Remonstrator was behaving in an un-
usual manner. Then you thought perhaps it was a little of
both, which is the correct answer, and refers to your in-
stinctive understanding of the degree of variability possible
on either side of the observer-observed dichotomy.”

“So you can read my mind,” Crompton said, and
looked at the person with attention. He saw a fresh-faced
young man with a crew cut, wearing a gray sweater and
brown slacks and white buckskin shoes.

“Yes, I can, when I put my mind to it.”

“That is an invasion of my privacy,” Crompton de-
clared.

“What makes you think so? When you broadcast
words, you expect anyone around to hear. Why not when
you broadcast thoughts?”

“I want to select the thoughts I broadcast ” Crompton
said.

. “Do you? What a curious attitude. One thought is
very much like another, you know. They’re just a sort of
vibration and there’s nothing personal about them. Crea-
tures have been broadcasting words and thoughts at each
other for a long time now, and no one is much better or
worse for it.”

“Aren’t you sort of young to be spouting all of this
deep stuff?” Crompton asked.

“I am not quite a million years old,” the person re-
plied. “On a galactic scale, that’s pretty young. Still, I've
seen a thing or two in my time.”

“I don’t find that a very amusing joke,” Crompton
said.

“I am an Aaian,” the young man said. “I always tell
the truth, even when I lie. And all Aaian jokes are in bad
taste because we’re too old to bother being subtle. I see that
some proof is called for.”

“I should think so,” Crompton said.

“Then dig this.” The fresh-faced youth reached up and
touched his nose. Immediately his face changed to the
deeply furrowed mask of an old man. His clothing changed
to a tattered gray bathrobe, and his voice rose to a squeaky
soprano as he said, “One good metamorphosis is worth a
million words.”
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“Please don’t do that,” Crompton said, shaken.

The old man changed back into the fresh-faced youth.
“Want to se¢ some more demonstrations of my superhu-
man abilities?”

“I’d rather not,” Crompton said. “I believe you. Just
give me a little time to adjust.”

“Well, really, Crompton,” the Aaian said, “if you want
to survive out here you’re going to have to get on the ball.
Some peculiar things happen out beyond Earth, and there’s
no time for .standing around being astonished. Your atti-
tude must be, Nu, so strange things happen, so what else is
new? Otherwise you're going to malrespond when some-
thing really tricky comes along.”

Crompton took a deep breath and let it out slowly. He
said, “All right, so you're an Aaian and you’re a million
years old and you have superhuman powers. So what else
is new?”

- ‘“‘That’s much better. What’s new? Well, here you are
on a starship and your seatmate turns out to be a member
of the race to whose planet you are going. Obviously I
know a lot about you. Obviously I've got plans of some sort
for you. Obviously you and I are going to have to come to
terms with each other.”

Crompton nodded. “Obviously. And what else is
new?”

“Don’t be a wise guy,” the Aaian said. “Wouldn’t you
like to know what this is all about?”

“I’m waiting for you to tell me.”

“Crompton, we Aaians are the oldest intelligent race
in the galaxy. We’re also the smartest. We are immortal,
more or less. We’ve seen it all come down the pike. Long
ago we conquered this island universe, but we found it
wasn’t much good for laughs so we gave it back. There’s
nothing left for us to do, nothing meaningful in our terms.
So we do nothing but play our Game.”

“P've heard about the Aaian Game,” Crompton said.
“But nobody seems to know much about it.”

“That’s not because we’re secretive,” the Aaian said.
“It’s simply that our Game cannot be subsumed under a
static description. It can’t really be described at all because
it is changing constantly, according to rules that we make
up as we go along.”
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“Is that really all you can find to do?” Crompton
asked.

The Aaian shrugged. “Ancient and accomplished
races have their peculiar problems, Crompton. I mean,
after perfect enlightenment, what do you do? You can’t ex-
pect us to just stand around grinning at each other. So we
play our Game. Our idea of a good laugh is to go one up
on each other. We are, of course, always aware that each of
us is all of us and scoring off another is just the same as
scoring off oneself. That’s fine with us, because a game
should not have a serious outcome. But it should be played
hard and fair, and that’s what we do accordmg to the rules
of the moment.”

“That’s all very interesting,” Crompton said. “But why
are you telling me all this?”

o “Because you happen to be in my Game, Crompton.
Or you will be as soon as this aspect of-the Game begins.
You are going to be one of the pawns I will manipulate.
Doesn’t that sound like fun?”

“No, it doesn’t,” Crompton said. “Count me out.”

“Calm down,” the Aaian said. “I am also one of the
pawns you are going to manipulate in your Game.”

“Look, I've got a lot on my mind these days,” Cromp-
ton said. “I don’t have any time for this stuff.”

“Recovering your missing personality components and
achieving Reintegration are vitally important to you, are
they not? They constitute your Game. To succeed, you are
going to need my help. Without it, you might as well stay
on Earth and do crossword puzzles.”

“Specifically,” Crornpton said, “what do I need your
help for?”

“I haven't the slightest idea,” the Aaian said. “How
can I know anything like that until the Game actually be-
gins?”

“If you can’t know that,” Crompton said, “how can
you know the circumstances will even arise in which I will
need your help?”

“Because I can know that much,” the Aaian said.
“After all, I am a being with superhuman powers.”

Crompton thought about it, and the more he thought
the less he liked what was happening.

“This is all going too fast,” he said. “It’s not the way I
thought things would be.”
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“Of course not,” the Aaian said. “Like most people
you want what you want, and only when and how and for
as long as you want it. I'm sorry the universe isn’t being
run according to your requirements, Crompton. But there
it is! You can sulk and play hard to get and try to have
things your own way and probably get killed before you get
to do anything interesting; or you can get with it and
maybe we’ll both have some fun.”

“All right!” Crompton said. “I don’t seem to have
much choice in the matter! What happens next?”

“Next I tell you my name. It is Secuille. Remember it.
We will meet again, later, for the first time, and then we
can get right down to business.”

“Wait a minute,” Crompton said. _

“This time doesn’t count,” Secuille said. “It’s com-
pletely. out of temporal sequence. It’s as good as didn’t hap+
pen.” .

“Are you telling me that we haven’t actually met just
now?”

“That’s right. Interesting, isn’t it? Sometimes it’s a
bore to let things go along until they actually happen, and
these spaceflights are mostly dead time anyhow.”

“I don’t see,” Crompton said, “how we can meet later
for the first time when we’ve met now for the first time.”

“But I explained to you,” Secuille said, “this meeting
doesn’t count. I do have to pay a penalty for doing it this
way, however: I won’t remember any of this when we ac-
tually do meet.”

“That makes no sense at all.”

“Rules never do, do they?” Secuille said. “But there it
is. I won’t remember you, but you will remember me, and
you’ll tell me what happened, and I'll catch on quick due
to my superlative powers of adaptability, and the Game
will begin.” 5

“You may be superhuman,” Crompton said, “but I
think you’re also crazy.”

“Well, it looks like it’s going to be interesting,” Se-
cuille said. “Now I seem to have used up all my lecture
material, so I must be off.” He smiled at Crompton and
vanished.

Crompton sat very still for a while. Then he signaled
the hostess.
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“Bxcuse me, miss, could you tell me the name of the
young man who was sitting here?”

She said, “You must be joking, sir. That seat has been
vacant throughout the flight.”

“I was afraid of that,” Crompton said.

“Would you like another orange juice?”

“I think I’d better,” Crompton said heavily.

Traveler, we welcome you to the planet Aaia,
and to its capital city, Cetesphe, and to the Hotel
Grandspruinge located in the interesting and his-
toric downtown Nevratidae district, and framed
in the distance by the stately Oleonian Alps. We
have assembled here a few facts for your greater
appreciation and enjoyment of our unique civili-
zation.

Aaia, as you perhaps know from The Guin-
ness Book of Universal Records, is the oldest
planet in the galaxy to be inhabited by a single
autochthonous race throughout its history. This
rare continuity, plus the fact that Aaia has had
no war of any sort for the past 990,000 years,
gives this planet an atmosphere of security and
down-home coziness not to be equaled elsewhere.

The Aains are a small civilization, limiting
themselves to exactly one billion members. They
are considered immortal by some, but themselves
claim no more than extreme longevity. The oldest
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living Aaian, Truch Nivera, is at least thirteen
million years old according to carbon-dating
techniques carried out on his toenail parings by
the unimpeachable Swiss Bureau of Corrobora-
tions. (Mr. Nivera can be seen Friday nights at
the Kot Krot Club in West Cetesphe, where he
has been giving poetry readings for the last seven
hundred years.)

Many people have asked what the Aaians,
who have lived so long and experienced so much,
do for amusement. This is not an easy question to
answer, since Aaians are individualists par excel-
lence. Aaians do many different things and learn
many curious and useful facts. This is only to be
expected of a race that dispensed with fixed per-
sonal form two million years ago; a race that
consciously chooses its bodies, emotions, values,
concepts, etc. In this way Aaians get to live
countless lives.

Aaians have no fixed “self” to refer to.
Aaians are only who they happen to have chosen
to be for a period of time. When the moment
comes to be someone or something else, they
shed their former bodies, feelings, values, etc.,
and take on those appropriate to their new roles
and existences. From this it may be imagined
that the Aaians are bascially a lighthearted race,
though races who do not know their ways tend to
consider them unreliable in business dealings.
(But there is a simple way around this. Before
doing any business with an Aaian, ask him for
the date of expiration on his current psychoso-
matic setup. He is bound to honor his commit-
ments during this term by the oldest ethical rule
of the race: Say what you do and do what you
say, in the words of Amirra Tauba, founder of
the Aaian Uniform Code of Ethics for Con-

-sciously Sentient Beings.)

But getting back to the question of amuse-
ment: aside from the multifarious complications
which they encounter in their consecutive exis-
tences, Aaians are brought together by their de-
votion to the Game. It is outside the range of this
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brochure to attempt to characterize the Game.
Standard works on the subject are Wolfschmidt’s
Players of the Galactic Noh Play and Charleroi’s
Strategy of Incongruity.

There are many immediate pleasures for the
tourist to sample. Of special note is the Gardens
of Rui in East Cetesphe. This vast amusement
complex, on its own estate of ten million acres of
dramatic countryside, borders on the violet wa-
ters (made so by the marine organism grunius)
of the Pyrametique Sea, and commemorates the
famous space battle of Inferdung Pass in which
the armed forces of Aaia broke the power of the
mad Asthark Lethume and his hordes of wild
Mitsumian tribesmen. The Gardens are laid out
to provide maximum pleasure for each of the
space-traveling Nineteen Civilized Species. There
is much here for everyone, and at modest cost.
For the adventurous, there are pleasures com-
pounded of the most guilty and deeply hidden de-
sires—to be brought to light and staged for you
by a plentiful staff of your own species to ensure
the authenticity of all delights—unlike the Gou-
ville FunLand on Drog’hvasta II, where all ser-
vices, sexual and otherwise, are performed by
shape-changing (and sometimes absentminded!)
Duverian Hungorfyyords.

But the description is not the described, as
Amirra Tauba remarked as he chewed up the
map of the galaxy! Words, in the final analysis,
are just about as futile as actions, and much less
fun. So welcome to Aaia, where we promise you
the time of your incarnation!

Crompton put the brochure in his pocket. He was sit-
ting in the lobby of the Pingala Arms in downtown Ce-
tesphe. His ship had “come out of the tube” (as Captain
Remonstrator jocularly expressed it) some twelve hours
previously. He was now seated in the lobby of his hotel
;\iwlv:iting the arrival of a man who might be able to help

Edgar Loomis, whom he sought, was the pleasure
component of the scattered Crompton personality. He was
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the fun-seeker, the sensation-lover; without him, there was
no party for Crompton, no immediacy, no Now. Loomis
was indispensable. But it looked as though there were going
to be considerable difficulties in finding him.

Soon after his arrival, Crompton had gone to the Hall
of Records, where information on the whereabouts of all
beings on Aaia was scrupulously maintained and updated.
He was told that Edgar Loomis was in good health and was
currently employed at the Gardens of Rui. But no other
information was given to him: by virtue of a very recent
law, the addresses of persons and other beings working in
the Gardens were no longer to be disclosed. The android
clerk, though sympathetic and in agreement that the law
made no apparent sense, could do nothing for him except
suggest that he conduct a personal search of the Gardens.

Crompton decided against this. It would be futile, con-
sidering their vast extent and the hordes of people em-
ployed there, some of them indoors in capacities that would
make a chance encounter with a male of their own race
unlikely in the extreme.

He discussed his problem with the desk clerk at the
Pingala Arms. The clerk hinted that something might be
done, under certain circumstances difficult to define.
Crompton, after several agonizing seconds,  figured out
what the man meant and, crimson with embarrassment, of-
fered him a crumpled handful of Aaian pronics. The clerk
accepted them matter-of-factly and made a telegnomic call.
He told Crompton to wait in the lobby until someone came
for him.

The hotePs central intake orifice dilated and a small
hunchbacked person in ‘a long tattered gray overcoat and
cracked brown shoes slid through and said, “You Cromp-
ton? Follow me.”

He led Crompton outside, to a waiting limousine.
(Crompton learned later that this vehicle ran on the power
supplied by a small psychophysical converter that extracted
volition from chimpanzees bred especially for this purpose,
then converted that emergy into torque.) The hunchback
seated himself next to Crompton and waited until Cromp-
ton paid him six hundred pronics. Then he gave instruc-
tions to the driver and the vehicle gibbered away.

The hunchback said, “I’'m not guaranteeing anything,
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but I'm taking you to see the only person who can help
you, if he wants to.”

“Who is this person?” Crompton asked.

“He is the newly elected Council Member for East Ce-
tesphe. He is also the person who sponsored the law that
prevents you from learning what you need to know.”

“How can he help me?”

“It is a custom of Aaia that the man responsible for a
new law is also granted a legal exception to that law, to use
as he pleases, or to bestow on someone else.”

“You're saying that the man who passes a new law is
legally entitled to break it?”

“Precisely.”

“But that’s immoral! It’s blatant corruption!”

“On the contrary, the law prevents corruption by legit-
imatizing it.”

“That makes no sense to me at all,” Crompton said.
“And anyhow, why would this Council Member want to
help me?” ,

“For the same reason that the desk clerk and I are
helping you,” the hunchback said. “For a bribe.”

“T see,” Crompton said coldly.

“We’re very much into bribery this century,” the
hunchback explained. “It’s become quite a fad.”

Crompton sat in scornful silence.

“I suppose you were expecting more godlike behav-
ior?” ;

“wen_”

“Most tourists do. But we Aaians got sick of the god-
like thing many thousands of years ago. It wasn’t much
fun, and it interfered with the Game.”

“I see,” Crompton said.

They rode in silence for a while. Then the hunchback
said, “I see that you're wondering how come I, an Aaian
with the power to take on any shape I desire, am currently
walking around with a hunchback and tatty clothes.”

“T really don’t like you reading my mind,” Crompton
snapped. '

“Sorry,” the Aaian said.

After a while Crompton asked, “Well, since you
brought it up, why?”

“It’s because of a bad move I made in the Game a few
centuries ago. I've got to wear this body exactly as it is for
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another eighty years. The hunch isn’t so bad—I can store

water in it, you know—but I've got dyspepsia so bad it

would drive you crazy.”

“Huh,” Crompton said.

“You’re really not a very interesting conversational-
ist,” the hunchback told him. “Anyhow, here we are.” The
car came to a stop in front of a small green office building.
“Go right down the central corridor and enter the first
door on your right. Good luck.”

Crompton got out. The car gibbered away, and
Crompton entered the office building. He found the door
that the hunchback had indicated. He knocked.

“Come in,” a voice said.

Crompton opened the door and walked into a richly
furnished office. At a desk, turning toward him now, was
an Aaian with a familiar face and an unmistakable crew
cut. It was Secuille.

Secuille looked at him as though seeing him for the first
time. “Yes, what can I do for you?” he asked in a pleasant,
slightly harassed voice.
“I’m Alistair Crompton.-Don’t you remember me?”
Secuille studied his face, then shook his head. “I'm

afraid not. Perhaps you've mixed me up with someone

else.”

“Your name is Secuille,” Crompton said. “We just met
on a starship. We talked for about an hour, then you disap-
peared.”

“You’re quite sure of that?”
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“It’s not the sort of thing I'd be likely to get wrong.
You told me that you were playing the Game, or just about
to begin playing it. You said that I was going to be a pawn
in your Game.”

“Damnation!” Secuille struck his forehead with the
flat of his hand. “Wait a minute,” he said. “I'm going to
check this out with Giant Computer.”

He pressed a button on a small violet tabletop com-
puter terminal situated just to the left of the blotter. He
asked, “Did I happen to commit myself to the Game in the
last few days? And was I out of temporal sequence for a
part of that time?” He studied the flashing lights on the
readout panel, then said, “I see. Thank you, Giant Com-
puter.” He turned to Crompton. “What else did I tell you?”

“You said that you thought it might be amusing to
explain things to me out of temporal sequence. You said
that you Wouldn’t remember, however, and I would have to
remind you.”

I see,” Secuille said. “Yes, it’s just the sort of clown-
ish stunt I'm likely to do. There was this party last week,
and some pretty potent items were passed around. We
Aaians take anything, you know, because we can’t be
killed that way; maybe no way, but certainly not that way.
So we drop it all down the old hatch, whatever it is. We've
been doing this for untold millennia, and it takes quite a lot
to get us off. Most of the time we just get a bad taste in the
mouth. So when Chush and his twin brought the packet of
semi-aspirated derii weed from Aztec II, I thought nothing
of it. The next two days were a blank. I wish I could get
some more of that stuff. . . .”

“I don’t understand any of this,” Crompton said. “But
I do have my own problems. Will you give me the address
of Edgar Loomis?”’

“And who,” Secuille asked, “is Edgar Loomis?”

“Must I go through all of that again?” Crompton
asked. “You said on the ship that by meeting me out of
temporal sequence we could cut out the tedious explana-
tions when we actually did meet, which I presume is now,
unless this meeting also doesn’t count.”

“Calm down,” Secuille said. “I’ve just taken the lib-
erty of peeking into your mind and finding out about Ed-
gar Loomis and all the rest of it. I'm completely at home
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with the situation now. By the way, I'm sorry I passed that
law concerning the employees of the Rui Gardens. I had
no idea it would affect you.’

“It’s quite obvious that you did that,” Crompton sald,
“in order to force me to find you and ask a favor.”

“It’s not as simple as that,” Secuille said. “I—the
identity who is speaking to you now—had no idea of your
existence, and passed the nondisclosure law in all inno-
cence. It was one of my other identities, the one whom you
met on the starship, who influenced me to pass that law.”

“How many identities do you have?” Crompton asked.

“Innumerable,” Secuille said.

“I find all of this difficult to believe,” Crompton said.

“That is only because you haven’t consciously experi-
enced for yourself the influences which your selves, past and
present, have on the identity you happen to be at the mo-
ment. Crompton, every sentient creature lives simultane-
ously in various timebound sequences, and tries to better
things for himself by influencing one or more of his other
selves. The voices that you hear in your head, telling you
what to do and what not to do, these are the voices of your
other selves at other times and places, casting their votes,
trying to improve conditions for themselves.”

“Maybe that’s true for you,” Crompton said. “But it’s
not for me. I'm always the same person.”

, “Some of your other selves are presently out of
touch,” Secuille admitted. “But what I say is as true for you
as it is for me. You yourself, at this moment, are nothing
more than one thin voice in the mind of some inconceivable
Crompton who might not yet have dreamed that this was
one of his situations.”

“I don’t understand any of that,” Crompton said. “The
fact remains that you passed the law that won’t allow me to
learn Loomis’s whereabouts. And now I suppose yow’ll give
me his address only if I agree to be a pawn in your Game.”

Secuille looked amazed, then threw back his head and
laughed. Aaians don’t laugh whole-heartedly as a rule when
in the company of other beings: Aaians, being ancient and
wise, are filled to bursting with various kinds of psychic
powers. The sudden explosive release of emotion tends to
allow these powers to manifest.

That is what happened now. Secuille’s laughter gave
form to the following beings: a brown-skinned girl with

P
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long black hair and dancing dark eyes, two Babylonian de-
mons, a yeti, and a red-faced man in a brown and yellow
checked suit.

“Do you see what I see?” one of the demons remarked
to the other, indicating the girl. “Poontang!”

“Is good to eat?” the other demon asked.

“Eeee,” said the girl.

“To think,” said the red-faced man, “that I should
wind up to be mere illusion in the mind of an extrater-
restrial being who, during my lifetime, I never even
dreamed existed! Yet he might equally be a figment of
someone else’s imagination. Which would make me an ap-
parition of a second order of unreality, counting from the
left.”

“Let’s get married,” the brown-skinned girl said to no
one in particular.

“All right, that’s enough of that,” Secuille said; and
the illusions forlornly turned into smoke and reentered the
Aaian’s head, all except the yeti, who escaped by the fire
exit and was hunted down and dispatched several days lat-
er by the Royal Aaian Illusion Squad.

“You have really missed the point, Crompton,” Se-
cuille said after everything was back under control and the
chair that the yeti had knocked over had set itself upright,
somewhat abashed at having been overturned by a mere
illusion. “Can you actually believe that I would try to
coerce you into playing in my Game?”

“Well, yowll have to admit that it does look that
way.” . -
“Maybe it does to you,” Secuille said, “but not to me.
To me it looks like the long arm of synchronicity is stirring
things into patterns again. Mr. Loomis’s address is 4567
Panderer Way, South Palmetto Shores, West Garden,
South Cetesphe. He works daily at the Episodes Division of
Pleasure Scenes Galaxy Spectaculars in the Gardens of
Rui.”

Crompton was stunned. After a while he muttered,
“Thank you very much.”

“You're entirely welcome,” Secuille said.

“And what happens now?”

“What do you mean?”

“You've done me a big favor. What do I have to do
for you in return?”
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“Just stay as sweet as you are,” Secuille said.

“But I thought you needed me in your Game!”

“That’s not important,” Secuille said.

“I never said that I would not help you,” Crompton
said. “It’s just that the way it came up—"

Secuille led him gently to the door. “Good-bye,
Crompton. It may be that we will meet again under differ-
ent conditions. Feel free to call on me for assistance. And,
as much as one temporary combination of bound energies
can wish another good luck, I do so wish you.”

He closed the door. And Crompton, feeling com-
pletely one-upped, walked out into the disconsolate night.

10

Crompton took a jitney ornithopter to the Episodes Divi-
sion of Pleasure Scenes Galaxy Spectaculars in the Gardens
of Rui. This part of the Gardens was devoted to the needs
of humanoform beings and their near-relatives. These in-
cluded the humans, the alinopods, the gnoles, the
subquasfian tadies, the barbizans of Grustark II, the irre-
pressible double-jointed trelizonds, the insidious and falsely
smiling lunters, and their neighbors, the hyperpromenteian
muns.

As Crompton passed through the main gate, he saw a
lean, intense-looking man in blue jeans and black-rimmed
spectacles sitting on a stool and working away at a portable
typewriter on his lap. Crompton stared at him with amaze-
ment, and the man looked up and said, “Yes, what is it?”

“P’d like to know what you’re doing,” Crompton
asked.

TR U LR P g R e St
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“Im writing a novel,” the man said, typing as he
talked. “This dialogue goes in, of course. My detractors ac-
cuse me of mere fantasizing, but I put in only what I see
and hear.”

“It seems to me—""

“Never mind,” the writer said. “No line of dialogue
beginning ‘It seems to me’ ever turns out to be amusing.
Perhaps I should deliver a set speech at this point. There
are several delicious ironies that perhaps have not occurred
to you to date. For example—"

“I hate sentences that begin ‘For example,”” Cromp-
ton said.

“I was going to rewrite that, actually. ‘Do I contradict
myself? Very well, then, I contradict myself—I am large. I
contain multitudes.” How well old Whitman put it! The pe-
culiar relevance of that conception—" _

“I must be going,” Crompton said.

“Good-bye,” the writer said. “It’s been a short scene,
but a snappy one.”

“It must be nice being a writer,” Crompton said.

“It is like being a slug crawling down an infinite sheet
of paper.”

“That’s too bad,” Crompton said. “Maybe—"

But the writer never listened to sentences that began
“Maybe.” His attention had already been captured by the
sudden entrance of a fat man clutching the leaden effigy of
a black bird to his chest, closely followed by Humphrey
Bogart, Mary Astor, Peter Lorre, and—in a surprise cameo
appearance—Albert Dekker! “This is more like it!” the
writer said, and proceeded to type furiously while smoking
two cigarettes.

Crompton ambled on. The setting for the Episodes Di-
vision was a long, rather indistinct street in an unknown
city. As visitors walked along, looking for amusement, frag-
ments of conversation and bits of action unrolled with
pleasing ambiguity. They could walk on and see what the
next episode would bring, or stop wherever they pleased
and take part in the unfolding situation.

Matters didn’t actually work out that well, due to irre-
concilable nomenclatural and procedural differences caused
by the crowded presence and divergent demands of various
humanoform but mutually unviable races. The producers of
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Episodes welcomed the resultant dense ambiguous proximi-
ties while deploring them publicly; for nearness and
strangeness forever lure the curious despite their pious pro-
testations. And that means money, a commeodity that the
Aaijans had arbitrarily decided to value for a few centurws
just to see if there was anything in it.

As Crompton walked along, he heard a double-jointed
and irrepressible trelizond in full autumn plumage remark
to its three brothers, “I’m leaving for Funthris today, may
my place in the nest fall vacant!” Nearby, a pride of gnoles
were tickling a subquasfian tadie into paroxysms, while
chanting, “We Move Unmoved through Moving Moves,”
to the consternation of the silent alinopod in the tree. Close
to them, one human female was saying to another, “I don’t
know who could help you with a problem like that, Josie.”
Nearby, seven muns were trying to engage in sexual psilli-
cosis by parentian closure—rather pathetically, since they
lacked the all-important badminton equipment. There were
more ominous matters happening nearby, where a barbizan
in leaf mail and pointed olymphat was tapping a message of
disillusion on the thorax and subabdominal feelers of an
insidious and falsely smiling lunter, caught red-handed in
the illicit and impossible act of surrogate transformation.

None of these scenes caught Crompton’s fancy, of
course. Each was intended to titillate the senses of a partic-
ular deviant of a particular humanoform—but not neces-
sarily human—species. Most of what these creatures were
doing to one another was incomprehensible to Crompton,
just as what humans do to each other is meaningless to
other humanoforms. This is the situation of ultimate recip-
rocal bewilderment, and it renders our own vaunted in-
comprehension of ourselves and our fellow man as pretty
small potatoes indeed.

Crompton was reduced to staring around him, bewil-
dered, a disembodied intelligence floating through scenes
from some surrealistic hell, as this pageant of creatures
acted out exotic emotions representative of their indescrib-
able realities.

It was senseless for him to continue in this way. He
turned back, pushing past two tadies tap-dancing on the
broad, shovel-shaped nose of a molting barbizan, and
other, even less savory sights, until he came to the main
gate and the typewriting writer.
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“You seem to know a lot,” Crompton said to him.
“Maybe you could tell me where I'd find Edgar Loomis?”

“You've come to the right man,” the writer said, turn-
ing on his cassette recorder and lighting a third cigarette.
“I am acting as my own deus ex machina, you know, so it
will do no disservice to the formal elegance of my scheme if
I tell you that Mr. Loomis is in the fourth scene to your
left, and his drama is even now ending. I fear you must
hurry, my friend. But before you go, let me say a word or
two about your overall situation.” There followed a ten-
minute lecture on various nuances and subtleties that
Crompton had almost certainly overlooked in his appraisal
of where it was all at. During this time Crompton stood
motionless, not even blinking, due to the small paralysis
gun in whose beam he was frozen. This instrument was
standard issue to members of the Galactic Writers Guild,
and was designed to ensure the respect and attention of
unappreciative audiences during the.dull but meaningful
parts.

At length the writer concluded with a quotation from
Rilke and turned off the paralysis gun. “And now,” he said,
“let’s hear a nice round of applause, plus the Guild mini-
mum fee of one hundred prontics for a nonexclusive one-
shot hearing of an impromptu passage of moral import.”

“Like hell,” Crompton growled.

“Pay,” the writer said sternly, “or I shall be forced to
turn on the paralysis beam again and give you a ten-minute
lecture on Gratitude at standard rates.”

Crompton paid, applauded perfunctorily, and rushed
off.

He reached the designated place just in time to see a
bearded man in a dhoti declare to the audience: “And so
on sweet Antione’s tombstone it shall be duly graven: ‘She
never saw it coming!’ ”

The audience—thirty-seven middle-aged and jovial
people from Phoenix, Arizona—really broke up at that
one,

The bearded man bowed and vanished.

Crompton grabbed one of the audience—John Wins-
low Audience from Flagstaff, by an eerie coincidence—and
demanded, “The actors! Where did they go?”’

John Audience—a portly, jovial man with steely blue
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eyes and an incongruous dueling scar on his left cheek—
pulled his arm free peremptorily.

“What did you say?” he demanded.

“I said, ‘The actors, where did they go? ”

“Oh, I guess they went backstage to get ready for the
grand finale, which will be starting any moment now,” the
man said helpfully.

“Was one of the actors named Edgar Loomis?”’

“I believe I saw that name on the program,” Audience
said, his hard blue eyes becoming momentarily gelid. “Yes,
by jingo; Loomis, he was one of the actors.”

“What did he look like?”

“He had on a silver shirt.”

“Is that all you remember?”

“It was the most distinguishing thing about him.
You'll be able to see him in the finale. Look, it’s begin-
ning!” :

A large stage had appeared. Crowded on it were all of
the humanoforms who had performed in that night’s epi-
sodes. Behind them were two symphony orchestras. As
Crompton watched, all of these beings threw off their cloth-
ing and crowded together, closer, closer, writhing and
slipping and sliding over, around, under, and into each
other in an unlikely potpourri of arms, thoraxes, feelers,
wings, cunts, chitins, claws, tentacles, cocks, shoulders,
heads, ovipositors, exoskeletons, pistils, kneecaps, mandi-
bles, fins, stamens, suckers, and the like. Somehow, despite
their contorted and unnatural positions, the humanoforms
were able to sing, squeak, whistle, and vibrate the following
song:

People and gnoles and hingers and tadies,
Barbizans, trelizonds, lunters, and muns
All in together in sexual friendliness—

Love conquers all, even beastly fat gruns!

A beastly fat gruns now appeared at the top of the
quivering mound of flesh, chitin, et cetera. The gruns was
grinning! It was a first for the Gardens of Rui!

The audience—sentimentalists all—applauded wildly.
Trumpets blared, and a long roll of kettledrums began. The

audience watched with bated breath as the great mound of
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composite flesh, chitins, et cetera, heaved and strained,
grunted and groaned, strove and endeavored. . . .

Crompton caught a glimpse of a silver elbow down
near the bottom left-hand corner of the stack. Loomis! It
had to be Loomis!

And then the entire great mound of intermingled and
interpenetrated humanoforms came simultaneously in a
vast greenish white orgasm of various forcibly expelled se-
cretions. The audience really lapped it up, but Crompton,
revolted, was already on his way toward the exit, heading as
quickly as possible for his hotel room and a game of soli-
taire.

11

Crompton had not been prepared for the squalid depravity
of Loomis’s employ. Now, sitting in the curtained quiet of
his hotel room, he was filled with doubts. It had occurred
to him to wonder whether he actually wanted a creature
like Loomis taking up room in his mind.

Loomis was going to be trouble. He really didn’t want
him around. But unfortunately, he had to have him. Rein-
tegration was impossible without all of the original compo-
nents.

But perhaps it would not be so bad. Dan Stack, the
third component of Crompton’s mind, would doubtless
serve as an equipoise to Loomis’s base impulses, once he
was found and assimilated. And Loomis himself might be
expected to show some gratitude for this rescue from his
pointless and repetitive existence. If the man possessed the
slightest bit of moral rectitude, he might be expected to
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keep himself under restraint until such time as his qualities
had been assimilated into the new and integrated personal-
ity that Crompton was planning to become.

Encouraged by this line of thought, Crompton put
away his cards and straightened up his room. With set jaw
and determined eye, he straightened his tie and went out
into the street.

He boarded a cruising ornithopter and gave its driver
Loomis’s home address. He was not interested in the alien
sights on all sides of him, sights which Playboy magazine
had voted “Most Far-out in the Galaxy” for three consecu-
tive years. The ornithopter flapped to a graceful landing on
the front lawn of the aluminum-sided ranch house with car-
port, jalousies, a Florida room, a swimming pool, and a
hibiscus tree. Crompton paid the driver (a freckled CCNY
student on a working vacation). Trying to maintain his
composure, he went up to the front door and rang the
chimes.

The door opened A girl of about five in a soiled T-
shirt looked up at him. “Whaddaya want?”

“Ah—is Mr. Loomis in?”

“What do you want him for?”

“That is a personal matter,” Crompton said.

“I don’t like you,” the child said.

“Gwendkwifer,” a woman’s voice called from behind
the child. “Come here, please.”

The little girl went away. A dark and boldly attractive
young woman looked out at Crompton. “Who are you?”

“My name is Crompton. I am here to see Mr. Loomis
on a matter of considerable importance to both of us.”

“If you're a bill collector, forget it, he’s broke.”

“It is nothing like that,” Crompton said.

A man’s voice from within the house said, “Get out of
the way, Gilliam. I can handle this.”

The door opened. Mr. Loomis looked out at Mr.
Crompton.

Tableau!

Parts of the same personality recognize each other in-
stantly, and through any dxsguxse The moment is always
the same, almost sickening in its intensity, a moment so
paradoxically and simultaneously attractive and repulsive
that response is momentarily arrested while one tries to
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think of something to say. For what do you say after the
initial shock has worn off? Should you take an informal
line? (“Hello, missing personality-segment, always glad to
see a part of myself, come in and take your shoes off. . . .”)
Or is it a time for caution? (“Oh, you’ve popped up again.
I do hope youw’ll watch your manners this time. . . .”)

So it was that these two fragments of a single person-
ality gazed upon each other without speaking. Crompton
saw the signs of a decaying Durier body. He observed
Loomis’s neat, handsome features, somewhat blurry now,
characterologically gone to fat. He noticed the smooth,
thinning brown hair artfully cut, and the brilliant eyes
around which was a trace of cosmetics. And you could de-
pend on Crompton not to overlook the self-indulgent twist
to Loomis’s mouth and the complacent slouch of his body.

Here was the stereotype of the Sensualist, the man
who lives only for pleasure and slothful ease. Here was the
embodiment of the Sanguine Humor of Fire, caused by too
much hot blood, tending to make a man unduly mirthful
and overfond of fleshy gratifications. In Loomis resided all
of Crompton’s potentialities for pleasure, untimely ripped
from him and set up as an entity in itself—Loomis, the
pure pleasure principle, vitally necessary to the Crompton
mind body. £

This pleasure principle, which Crompton had always
imagined as existing in vacuo, seemed to be endowed with
a personality of its own, to say nothing of the unexpected
complication of a wife and child.

“Well well well,” Loomis said, grinning and rocking
on his heels. “I always figured you’d look me up one of
these days.”

“Who is this creep?”’ Gilliam asked. (The actual word
she used was nmezpelth, a bit of Trastanian slang she had
picked up from her far-traveling tap-dancing father.
Nmezpelth means “diseased slime-mold” and carries the
connotation of ‘“dismal repetition of undesirable actions.”)

“He is my only living relative,” Loomis said.

Gilliam peered suspiciously at Crompton. “Is he a sec-
ond cousin or something?”

“Afraid not,” Loomis said. “Biologically he is a sort of
combination brother and father to me. I don’t believe
there’s a word to describe the relationship.”
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“You told me you were an orphan!”

Loomis shrugged. “Well, you told me you were a vir-
gln.”

“You bastard! What is this all about?”

- Loomis said, “Oh well, these things always come out
in the end, don’t they? Gilliam, I have a confession to
make. The fact is, I'm not actually a person at all. I am no
more than a portion of this person’s personality.”

“That’s really funny,” Gilliam said, laughing unpleas-
antly. “You’re always bragging about how big a man you -
are, and now I find out you’re not even a man at all.”

Loomis smiled. “My dear, you couldn’t even satisfy a
Durian android; God help us both if I'd been a man!”

“Now that,” Gilliam said, her voice rising to a scream,
“js just too damn much! Baby, I'm splitting because you
are not where it’s at.”

“Go back to the job where I found you. What was
it—graveyard-shift waitress at the Last Chance Simulacrum
Café? Doubtless that is more your speed.”

“Im going!” Gilliam shouted. “I'll send for my
clothes! You’ll hear from my lawyer!”

She scooped up Gwendkwifer, who screamed, “I don’t
want to go! I want to see what happens next to Daddy!”

“Precocious little thing,” Loomis remarked to Cromp-
ton. “Good-bye, my dears,” he said, as Gilliam and
Gwendkwifer exited.
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“Well, alone at last,” Loomis said, bolting the door. He
looked Crompton up and down and didn’t seem too pleased
with what he saw. “Did you have a pleasant trip here, Alis-
tair? And do you expect to stay long?”’

" “That depends,” Crompton said.

“Well, come into my parlor and let’s have a gab.”

Loomis’s parlor was a wonder and a revelation.
Crompton almost stumbled as his feet sank into the deep-
piled Oriental rug. The lighting in the room was dim and
golden, and a succession of faint and disturbing shadows
writhed and twisted across the walls, coiling and closing,
transmuting into animals and the blotchy forms of chil-
dren’s nightmares, and disappearing into the mosaic ceil-
ing. Crompton had heard of shadow songs, but had never
before seen one.

Loomis said, “It’s playing a rather fragile little piece
called ‘Descent to Xanadu.” How do you like it?”

Crompton shrugged. “It must have been very expen-
sive.”

Loomis shrugged. “I wouldn’t know. It was a gift.
Won’t you sit down?”

Crompton settled into a deep armchair that conformed
to his contours and began, very gently, to massage his
back.

“Something to drink?” Loomis asked.

“Depolymerized sarsaparilla, if you have it,” Cromp-
ton said.

Loomis went to get drinks. Crompton heard a melody

55
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that seemed to originate in his own head. The tune was
slow and sensuous, and unbearably poignant. It seemed to
Crompton that he had heard it before, in another time and
place.

“It’s called ‘Terminal Freedom,’ ” Loomis said, return-
ing. “Direct aural transmission. Pleasant little thing, isn’t
it?”

Crompton knew that Loomis was trying to impress
him. And he was impressed. As Loomis poured drinks,
Crompton looked around the room at the sculptures, drapes,
furniture, gadgets; his clerky mind made some estimates.
The goods in this room had cost a great deal of money.

Crompton sipped his drink. It was an Aaian concoc-
tion; a feeling of well-being began to pervade him. He said
reluctantly, “Pretty good.”

He didn’t expect Loomis to possess such a measure of
composure; or, as they say in the crosswords, sang-froid. It
.disturbed him. Loomis’s obvious competence, ease, and
command of the situation argued the disturbing idea that
perhaps Loomis was not as inadequate a personality as rep-
resented. If that were so, where did it leave Crompton?
Middle or low man on the personality dominance totem
pole? But that simply could not be. To have come all this
way to have a mere sensualist dominate him? No!

“I have come here,” Crompton said, “for the purpose
of effecting Reintegration, which, as I'm sure you know, is
our legal and moral prerogative.”

“Come to dissolve me back into your personality, eh,
Alistair?” Loomis said merrily.

“The goal,” Crompton pointed out, “is a state of fu-
sion in which our various factors combine to form a new
person, one which will partake of each of our memories
equally, and so equally be each of us.”

“That’s what is supposed to happen,” Loomis said.
“Personally, I have my doubts. And why should I run the
risk of finding out? I'm perfectly happy just the way I
am.”

“Happiness is impossible for an inadequate and trun-
cated personality such as yourself,” Crompton said.

“Well, just between us, I know what you mean. A life
devoted exclusively to pleasure with no regard for higher
values is a dog’s life. It’s a fact. Desires fade, Alistair, yet I
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continue the same weary round of repetitions. No, pleasure
is not the fun it’s cracked up to be.”

“Well then—

“But pleasure is the only game in town. Basically, I'm
a party person, Al, not a deep thinker. Sure, pleasure isn’t
all fun, but who am I to complain about it? It’s a living,
isn’t it? A man must do his work, even if his work happens
to be the pursuit of pleasures he no longer cares about.
That’s what being 2 man means.”

“I don’t think that definition would stand up to any
real examination,” Crompton said.

“Precisely why I will not give it one,” Loomis said.
“My motto is: Be courageous, follow your impulses, and
ignore the obvious!”

“Have you always lived by that motto?” Crompton
asked.

“I guess I always have. I always knew I was different
from others. But it didn’t bother me much as a kid. I was
always popular in school. Not much on education, of
course; or not on the education they thought they were
teaching me. But I picked up a lot on my own. What trea-
sures of sensuality existed for me in those days! Early ado-
lescence is a beautiful time. But you know how children
are—a lot of fooling around, but not much of the real
thing. The real thing began for me with Miss Tristana de
Cunha, my history teacher. She was a tall woman in her
late twenties. Beneath her shapeless schoolmarm clothing
she had the body of a nymph! She was an inexhaustible
treasure of sensuality. And after her there was Clovxs, then
Jennifer . . .”

“How long did you continue your formal education?”
Crompton asked.

“I dropped out at the age of sixteen. Or rather, I was
invited to leave. I was accused of corrupting minors
(though only a minor myself!). They said that I was stag-
ing ‘unspeakable orgies.” A gross exaggeration, I can assure
you. In any event, formal education held no charm for me.
I was young, attractive, energetic, enthusiastic, and I knew
even then what I wanted to be in life.”

“What was that?”

“] wanted to be a lifeguard at the Aaia Country Club.
I've always envied and admired lifeguards. They get all the
action. It’s such a béautiful job. There you are, all alone
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above the crowd, wearing nothing but trunks, sandals, and
a white pith helmet. And of course you’ve got a shiny brass
whistle around your neck! Naturally you get a fantastic
tan. And the action? A lifeguard is a seminaked authority
figure as well as a symbol of summer sensuality. I attained
that job in my seventeenth year, after working as busboy
and waiter. It was really fantastic.”

“What happened?”

“One of those things. One day, after I held the job for
two years, there was an emergency. Somebody was in trou-
ble out beyond the marker buoys. I got in my boat and
rowed out. It was a very fat woman from Earth. I tried to
get her into the boat, but she panicked and capsized me. I
struggled with her, trying to tow her to the overturned
boat, begging her to keep still while I got us back to shore.
But she was out of her head crazy with hysteria and she
had a stranglehold around my neck. I realized that the only
thing I could do was clip her one on the jaw and tow her in
like a stranded whale. Before I could do that, however, she
clipped me—a round-house right with her three hundred-
odd.pounds of berserk strength behind it. I went out like a
light. Luckily, people had noticed my difficulties and sent
out another boat. It was just one of those things that could
happen to anybody.”

“But the management didn’t see it that way?”

“They accused me of not knowing how to swim! If
you can believe that! Me, who had been their lifeguard for
two years!” '

“Surely you could prove to them your competence in
that department?”

“Frankly, I wouldn’t lower myself to it. If that was
what they thought of me, to hell with them. I resigned my
position.”

“What did you do then?” Crompton asked.

“I considered my situation.”

“For how long?”

“About a year.”

“How did you live during that time?”

“Fortunately I had a sponsor—Miss Suzy Gretsch.
That was the woman who had cost me my job. She was
grateful to me for having saved her life—"

“But you hadn’t saved her life!”

“In her opinion, I had. She was a generous woman,



CROMPTON DIVIDED 59

with a certain flair for sexuality belied by her ungainly
body. She was the first person to find artistic talent in me,
and to wish to develop it.”

“What artistic talent did she find?”

* “I’'ve always had a facility for sketching quick carica-
tures. She made me see that I had serious talent there, one
worthy of development. Under her sponsorship I enrolled in
art school.”

“You were living with her at the time?”

“Of course. She was so lonely, poor thing. It was the
least I could do for her. And it was really quite pleasant. I
gave that woman the best time she ever had in her life. The
small sums that I required for my clothing and odds and
ends were nothing to her. We were quite devoted to each
other. She even wanted to marry me.”

“So what happened?”

“Poor Suzy! She became pathologically, irrationally
jealous.” \

‘(Why?,’ -

“She had the silly suspicion that I was playing around
with the models at art class.” Lo A

“Were you?”

“Well, of course. But I was doing it all so cleverly that
she could never find out a thing. And since she had no real
evidence, her jealousy was irrational. All might still have
been well if she hadn’t hired that detective. He couldn’t
find anything really incriminating, either; but to save his
reputation, he framed me. He bribed three models to swear
that they had had relationships with me, singly, ensemble,
and with others. The damnable thing was that it was true,
but he hadn’t caught me at it. Still, the technical fact of it
having actually happened prevented me from showing Suzy
that I had been framed. . . . It resulted in quite a nasty
scene, as you can imagine. I gave her back her ankle brace-
let and left her apartment.”

Things were never quite so good for Loomis after the
lifeguard job. He did manage to get hired as a substitute
bartender at one of the popular nightclubs. It was a good
situation: bartenders have first crack at the female custom-
ers, also an inside track with the waitresses. He really
wanted to hold on to this one. And he did well at it. But—

“I got fired,” he admitted candidly. “It was because



60 CROMPTON DIVIDED

Leela made a scene and the owner decided that I was trou-
‘ble. I'd been living with Leela for about a month at that
time. Leela wasn’t her real name. She’d picked that up
from some book. She started these scenes because Myra,
whom I had recently met, was always hanging around. As
if I could stop her from coming into the bar!” .

“Why was she always hanging around?”

“Well, she’d become dependent on me. Foolishly
enough, I had agreed to help her out. She was learning to
be an exotic dancer, and she needed someone with sure
hands to hold her while she practiced splits and backbends.
Leela put the worst possible interpretation on this, of
course.”

“Did she have cause?”’ Crompton asked.

Loomis shook his head impatiently. “She never caught
me doing anything out of line with Myra. So why should
she be so certain? What right did she have to make a big
public mess, and to accuse me—with no evidence at all—of
sleeping with Myra and Bunny? Any court anywhere in the
galaxy would exonerate me—"

“Wait a minute. Who was Bunny?”

“Bunny was Myra’s sister. About sixteen, a charming
little thing with great blue eyes and a cute, immature little
figure.”

“And what were you doing with her?”

“Only what I had to do.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You see, they lived together in a one-room efficiency.
Bunny began to get ideas. And Myra didn’t care. That
Myral”

“So Leela made a scene and that was the end of your
job??

“That’s right. My life became a succession of tempo-
rary jobs and temporary women. One of those women was
Gilliam. And that brings us up to date.”

“What made you decide to marry Gilliam?”

“Well, she insisted. She was the only one who ever
really insisted. That’s love, isn’t it? And she was pretty
good-looking, and rich. I figured, how far wrong can I go?
It just goes to show you, doesn’t it?”

“Is Gilliam rich? I thought you said she worked as a
waitress.” ;

“She was just doing it for a goof. For a while I
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thought we could be happy together—just her and me and
her money. But it was not to be. We've had our problems.”

“Other women?”

“What else? I seem to be cursed with this powerful
interest in women.”

“In their sexuality, you mean,” Crompton stated.

“Well, of course. That’s what women want men to be
interested in them for, Alistair. Women are their sexual na-
tures. Very few men are aware of this.”

“That surely isn’t true,” Crompton said. “From what
I've seen, nearly all men are interested in sex.”

“It’s not the same thing,” Loomis said. “Being inter-
ested in sex is simply being interested in one’s own sensa-
tions. But few men are interested in women’s sexual nature.
It frightens them. You're a virgin, Al, aren’t you?”

“We are discussing you, not me. If I understand cor-
rectly, you live off the earnings of women.”

“And we all know what that is,” Loomis said. “Don’t
be so high and mighty, Alistair! Men and women do live off
each other—all except the freaks like you.”

“You are a mere parasite of the wealthy,” Crompton
said.

“Now that’s really unfair,” Loomis said. “Don’t the
rich have their necessities, too? Maybe they don’t need the
same things as the poor, but they do have needs. The gov-
ernment provides food, shelter, and medical attention for
the poor. But what do they do for the rich?”’

Crompton laughed. A short, unpleasant sound. “If any-
one finds it a hardship to be rich, he is free to give up the
burden.”

“But nobody can do that! The poor are stuck with
their poverty, and the rich are saddled with their wealth.
That’s life, it simply can’t be helped. The rich need sympa-
thy; and I am very sympathetic to their problems. They
need people around them who can enjoy and appreciate °
luxuries, and teach them how to enjoy them as well. I per-
form that function, making it more possible for them to
enjoy their lot in life. And rich women, Alistair! They have
their needs, too. They are nervous, highly bred, suspicious,
thgse women, and highly suggestible. They need nuance
and subtlety. They need the attentions of a man of soaring
imagination, yet possessed of an exquisite sensibility. Such
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men are all too rare in this humdrum world. Fortunately
enough, my own talents lie in that direction.”

Crompton stared at Loomis with a certain horror. He
found it difficult to believe that this corrupt, self-satisfied
seducer was a part of him, a potentiality of his own psyche.
He would have been glad to turn away from Loomis and
avoid the whole distasteful business of sex. But it could not
be: an inscrutable destiny had proclaimed that even the
most lucid and clearest-thinking men must still live with
that debased aspect of themselves, must come to terms (by

sublimation, if possible!) with the shameful male instinct to

fuck a lot of women and have a lot of laughs and get paid a
lot of money for doing nothing.

It was regrettable, but he had to have Loomis. And
perhaps it wouldn’t be so bad. Crompton had no doubt of
his ability to keep an impulsive, changeable, impulse-ruled
creature like that in line, maybe even help him to trans-
form his useless rutting instinct into a passion for architec-
ture or a love of gardening, or something like that.

“All of that is really of no concern to me,” Crompton
said. “As you know, I am the basic Crompton personality
in the original Crompton body. I have come here to Aaia
to effect Reintegration with you. I suppose you’ll want
some time in which to put your affairs in order?”

“My affairs are always in order,” Loomis said. “I just
take up with whoever wants to get it on with me.”

“I meant business matters, such as outstanding debts
you might wish to liquidate, settlement of property, and so
on.” :

“I usually don’t concern myself too much about that
sort of thing,” Loomis said. “I figure that taking care of the
mess I leave behind after I’'m gone is someone else’s busi-
ness, if you see what I mean.”

“As you wish. Shall we get on with it?”

“I beg your pardon?”

“With the fusion!” :

“Oh, yeah,” Loomis said. “That’s the part I'm kinda
doubtful about.” He thought for a moment. “I’ve been
thinking about it, Al, and the fact is I really don’t want to
integrate with you. Nothing personal, but that’s the way I
feelil

“You refused to fuse with me?” Crompton asked,
incredulous.
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“That’s it,” Loomis said. “I’'m really sorry, I know
you’'ve come a long way for nothing; though you might
have written first and asked me, you know? Anyhow, my
apologies, but that’s how it is.”

“Are you unaware,” Crompton said, “that you are in-
complete, unfinished, a caricature of a man rather than a
complete portrait? Don’t you know that your only possibil-
ity of dragging yourself out of the gutter of your life into
the clear, godlike atmosphere of self-transcendence is
through fusion with me?”

“I know,” Loomis said with a sigh. “And sometimes I
do bave the desire to find something pure, sacred, serene,
and untouched by the hands of men.”

“Well then?”

“But frankly, I don’t think about that sort of thing too
much. I can get by without it, you know? Especially now
that Gilliam has split and I can start getting around a little
more. I’'m just having too much fun to"give it all up in
order to take up residence in your head, Al, no insult in-
tended.”

“Your present state of happiness is only temporary, as
you must be aware. It will soon pass, like all of the other
ephemeral things in your life, and you will return to the
misery that has haunted most of your existence.”

“Actually, it hasn’t been so bad,” Loomis said. “I
really don’t mind going right on with it just the way it’s
been.”

“Then consider this,” Crompton said. “Your personal-
ity resides in a Durier body, which has an estimated com-
petence of forty-five years. You are thirty-five now. You
have no more than ten more years to go.”

“Hmmm,” Loomis said.

“That means that in ten years, you’ll be dead.”

“I understand what it means,” Loomis said. Thought-
fully he lighted a handmade cigarette with a red dot near
the filter.

“Reintegration won’t be so bad,” Crompton said,
twisting his face into agreeable lines. “We’ll all do our best,
you and the other fellow we still have to get in touch with.
We will settle our differences in a rational, amicable man-
ner and it will all be fine. What do you say?”

Loomis thought hard, drawing on his cigarette. At
last he sighed and said, “No.”
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“But your very life—"

“I simply can’t get worked up about that sort of
thing,”* Loomis said. “It’s enough for me to dig each crazy
moment as it trundles past. Ten years is a long time, some-
thing’s bound to turn up.”

“Nothing will turn up,” Crompton said. “In ten years
you’ll be dead. Just dead.”

“Well, you can never tell. . . .

“Dead!”

Loomis said, “Must vou keep on saying that?”

“It’s true. You will be dead!”

“Yeah, it is true,” Loomis said. He thought and
smoked. Then his expression brightened. He said, “I guess
we’ll just have to do this fusion, then.”

“Now you’re talking!”

“In about nine years.”

“That’s quite impossible,” Crompton said. “Do you
think I am simply going to hang around this ridiculous
planet for nine years waiting for you to make up your
mind?”

“Well—what else can you do?” Loomis asked reason-
ably. “Come on, old man, let’s not quarrel. I have always
found that things have a miraculous way of working them-
selves out if you simply ignore them and go about your
business. Come with me, Alistair. I want to ask your opin-
ion on something.”

”

He led Crompton downstairs to a basement workshop.
In one corner there was something that looked a little like
an electronic organ. It had many switches and buttons and
foot pedals, and resembled the cockpit of an anachronistic
747. There was a little footstool in front of it. Loomis sat
down and turned on the power.

“This,” he said to Crompton, “is a Wurlitzer-Venco
Self-Expression Machine.”

He flicked switches with both hands. “Now I have en-
ergized it and set the tone-values. The predominant mood,
as you can tell from the clear yellows and oranges pro-
jected on the wall in front of you, is one of deep self-pity.
This I further embellish through the musical theme which
the machine will now produce, and also through the verses
which it will write and reproduce in the lower left-hand
corner of the big screen to your left. Listen, Alistair.”
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Loomis emoted at the machine, and the machine
translated his emotions into colors, forms, rhythms, into
chanted verse, into dance forms danced by elegant puppets,
into gray ocean and black night, and into bleeding purple-
edged sunsets suffused with sunburnt laughter and shaken
by tremors of impotent rage. Misty, multicolored scenes
came into focus, filled with odd wispy people who enacted
dramas of curious import; and in these various representag-
lia, as they were technically called, one could feel the
childhood dreams of the man, his first bewildering sexual
cravings, his long and agonized school days, his first love
on his second summer holiday, and much, much more, all
flowing to the present, woven and intertwined in all of the
art forms available in this series (except for soapbubble
sculpture, a brand-new feature available only with the new
Mark V Waurlitzer-Venco) and coming at last to the bril-
liant and paradoxical coda in which all the various
elements were subordinated to their proper place in the en-
semble of qualities that made up the projected image of the
man, yet each highlighting and evoking the individuality of
the others, and thus bringing out—by default, as it were—
its own uniqueness. And so it ended and the two men were
silent for a time.

At last Loomis said, “What do you think? Be com-
pletely frank; politeness is misplaced at a time like this.”

“Well then,” Crompton said, “I must tell you that is
exactly what everyone plays on Self-Expression Machines.”

“I see,” Loomis said frigidly, pinching his nose in a
gesture of inner pain. :

He sat for a time, brooding silently. Then presently he
cheered up and said, “Well, what the hell! It’s only a
hobby! I just dabble at it, you know. But I do think I
achieved some pretty effects for an amateur, don’t you?
Let’s get together for a drink sometime. How long did you
say you were staying?”

“Only long enough to Reintegrate you,” Crompton
said. -

“Then it’s going to be a long stay,” Loomis said. “Be-
cause I’'m staying just the way I am.”

He turned back to the Self-Expression Machine and
played a cheerful little piece compounded of the sounds,
smells, and images of lust, greed, and intoxication. Cromp-
ton left before the reprise.
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He wandered aimlessly through the streets, uncertain of his
next move. His glittering premise had broken apart. Some-
how it had never occurred to him that Loomis, a mere
segment of himself, and not too bright a segment at that,
might prefer to go it through life alone.

He pulled himself together sufficiently to hail a taxi. It
was a six-legged semiliving Ford Vivacoupe—the XFK
model with the 240-cubic-inch stomach and the hemi-
spheric kidneys. He fitted his feet into the stirrups, gave the
address of his hotel to the built-in driver surrogate, and
lolled disconsolately against the well-worn pommel. By di-
vergent paths the bitter insight came to him: better love’s
disreputable counterfeit than the eternal highwire act-on
the slippery catenaries of your own nerves. He was very
close to tears at that moment.

The taxi clattered down the incident-strewn streets of
Cetesphe. Crompton, preoccupied with his misery, did not
even notice the Testercian funeral procession that passed,
led by the corpse itself, gaily decked in harlequin colors,
his flippers animated by minute electrical impulses directed
by the priest-technicians nearby.

The Hotel Granspruinge came into sight, but Cromp-
ton indicated to the taxi that it should drive on. A certain
unstable dynamism—the product, perhaps, of helplessness
times insecurity—had invaded his being. Though normally
a well-controlled man, even by his own stringent standards,

66
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he had decided that this was the time for the occasional
crazy p'unge he did allow himself.

“Do vou happen to know,” he asked the taxi, “where I
could find a Moodalizer Den?”

The taxi, though only half alive, and not gifted with
intelligcence in the usual sense of that word, was neverthe-
less able to make an immediate U-turn and proceed down
a narrow alley until it came to a store which bore a flash-
ing neon sign reading: JOE’S MOODALIZER.

Crompton got out of the taxi and paid. He entered the
Moodalizer, trembling slightly from anticipation. What he
was doing wasn’t really wrong, he had to remind himself.

The proprietor, a bald sweating fat man in an under-
shirt, looked up from his comic book long enough to indi-
cate an empty cubicle to Crompton. Crompton went in and
quickly stripped down to his underwear. His breath came
more heavily as he fitted the electrodes into place on his
forehead, arms, legs, and chest.

“All right,” he called out, “I’'m ready to order.”

“Okay,” the fat man said. “You know the rules. You
get one from Column A and one from Column B. Our se-
lections for the day are printed on the menu on the wall.”

Alistair scanned the selections. “Under Column A—
State of Mind—I think I'd like number five, Courageous
Eguanimity. Unless you’d recommend sixteen, Daring In-
souciance?” :

“It’s running a little thin tonight,” the fat man said. “If
I were you I'd stick with five. Or try seventeen, Satanic
Cunning, very piquant tonight with especially selected Ori-
ental emotional ingredients. I can also recommend twenty-
three, All-wise Compassion.”

“I’ll stick with five,” Crompton said. “Now for Col-
umn B, Contents of Mind. I think I'd like a nice number
twelve, Tight-packed Logical Thought Forms Garnished
with Mystic Insights and Sprinkled with a Seasoning of Un-
derstanding and Humor.”

“That’s always a good one,” the fat man said. “But let
me suggest our special tonight, number one thirty-one, In-
spirational Associations under Pale Rose Jelly Visions, and
Garnished with Humor and Pathos. And we are famous for
our number seventy-eight, Whole Sensuality Thoughts
Served on a Bed of Butterfly Random Insights with a Top-
ping of Humor and Gravity.”
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“Could you possibly let me have two from Column B?
I'd make it worth your while.”

“Can’t do it, buddy,” the fat man said. “Too great a
risk for you. It could send you -into terminal oscxllatlon,
and lose me my license.”

“Then I'll take twelve from Column B, but leave out
the humor.” (These places sprinkled it over everything.)

“Right,” the fat man said. He set his instruments. “Get
ready. Here it comes!”

Crompton felt the familiar sense of wonder and grati-
tude as the current hit. He was suddenly calm, utterly se-
rene, and filled with a joyous sense of certainty. Energy
and stability flooded through him, and with them came in-
sights of great subtlety and depth. Crompton saw the vast
and complex cobwebbing that connects all parts of the uni-
verse, and he was at the center of it, in his rightful place in
the Scheme of Things. Then he understood that not only
was he a man, he was also all men, and an axiomatic ex-
pression of the commonality of the species. Inviolable joy
welled up in him; he possessed the will of Alexander, the
wisdom of Socrates, the scope of Aristotle. He knew what
things were all about. . . . ;

“Time’s up, buddy,” the fat man called out as the
machinery clicked off.

Crompton tried to hold on to the splendid mood
which the Moodalizer had induced, but it slid away from
him and he was himself once more, and trapped in the
claustrophobic confines of his situation. All he was left with
was a fragile and indistinct memory. But that, though in-
tangible, was still something.

He returned to his hotel room feeling marginally bet-
ter.

Soon he grew despondent again. He lay on his bed
and felt sorry for himself. It really was unfair! He had
come to Aaia with the perfectly reasonable expectation of
finding in Loomis .a creature even more miserable than
himself, a thin and inadequate personality disgusted with
the futile inanities of his existence and eager, no, patheti-
cally grateful for a chance to attain wholeness.

Instead he had found a man well pleased with himself,
a man content to continue wallowing in the brutish sensual
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pleasures that all authorities agree can never bring true
happiness.

Loomis did not want him! This inexplicable and as-
tounding fact undermined the very basis of Crompton’s
planning and left him without apparent recourse. For you
cannot coerce a part of you into joining the rest of you.
This is a law of nature as old as exfoliation.

But he had to have Loomis.

He considered his options. He could leave Aaia and
go to Ygga, find and incorporate the other aspect of his
personality, Dan Stack, then return and try again with
Loomis. But the two planets lay half a galaxy apart, the
logistics were too tricky and the costs too great, and it was
a lousy idea anyhow. Loomis had to be dealt with immedi-
ately, not put off until another time.

But perhaps he should give up the whole mad venture.
Why not go to some pleasant Earth-type planet, and there
make whatever adjustments he could on his own? It
wouldn’t be so bad. There was, after all, a certain joy in
hard, dedicated work, a sort of pleasure in denying oneself
pleasures, and a sour happiness to be found in steadiness,
circumspection, dependability .

To hell with that!

He sat up on the bed, his narrow face set in lines of
determination. So Loomis refused to fuse with him? That
was what Loomis thought! Little did Loomis know of
Crompton’s iron will, his tenacity, his unshakable resolve.
Loomis was selfish, stubborn only when the mood was on
him, perseverant only when things were going his way.
And he was subject to the rapidly changing moods that are
the hallmark of the unstable cyclothymic pleasure-seeking
personality.

“Before I'm through with him,” Crompton said, “he’ll
come crawling to me on his hands and knees, begging to be
taken in.”

It would call for patience; but that was Crompton’s
chief asset. Patience, cunning, determination, and a mea-
sure of ruthlessness—those were the qualities by which
Crompton expected to capture his butterfly-minded compo-
nent.

Master of himself once again, Crompton mentally re-
viewed his circumstances. He realized at once that he could
not remain in the Hotel Grandspruinge. It was much too
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expensive. He needed to conserve his money against un-
known contingencies.

He packed, settled his b111, and went out and hailed a
taxi. “I need a cheap room,” he told the driver. “Si
hombre, por qué no?” the driver responded, and proceeded
across the Bridge of Sighs that connects luxurious down-
town Cetesphe with the slums of East Cetesphe.

14

The taxi took Crompton deep into the notorious Pigfat dis-
trict of South Cetesphe. Here the streets were narrow and
cobblestoned, and ran, or rather, staggered, through nu-
merous compound windings and adventitious turns. A per-
manent yellowish gray fog lay over the district, and the
gutters were uniformly full of slops. Although it had been
midday when Crompton left the Grandspruinge, in Pigfat it
was always dusk going on night.

The driver took him to a sagging five-room tenement
building. The sign outside of it read: ROOMS, CHAMBRE,
ZIMMER, GWEGWELFEISSE, ULMUCH'THUN. It was ob-
viously an interstellar rooming house of the lowest class.

Within, seated at a three-legged cardtable that passed
as a reception desk, sat an old, humpbacked crone with a
cast in one eye and a raven on her shoulder.

“A room, is it?” she asked. “Lord, yes, you're in luck,
we just do happen to have a vacancy since they took poor
Mr. Crank out of 12-B this morning, or rather shoveled
him out, him being in an advanced state-of putrescence,
poor lamb.”

“What did he die of?” Crompton asked.



CROMPTON DIVIDED 71

'

“Tertiary envy, that’s what the intern said. Here is your
key. Your room is on the top floor underneath the eaves,
and you’ve got a nice view of the fishmeal factory.”

Crompton unpacked, then went out for a look at his
new district.

Pigfat was certainly a most strange and incongruous
sight after the rational wonders of Cetesphe proper. Pigfat
was dark, dangerous, dank, and malodorous, and had been
carefully planned that way by the Aaians some years ago
when they had decided to import slum crime in order to
see if there was anything amusing or significant in it. The
programmatic origin of the squalor made it no less disgust-
ing in Crompton’s eyes.

He walked down innumberable wretched streets, past
over-flowing garbage cans and smoldering mattresses.
Yellow-eyed cats watched him with an air of savage calcu-
lation. A thin sulfurous ground-mist clung to his legs, and a
gritty wind tugged at his coattails. From boarded-up tene-
ment windows came the sounds of children crying, couples
coupling, dogs howling.

From a nearby saloon he heard coarse shouts of mirth
and drunken merriment. Crompton walked quickly past.
Suddenly the batwing doors burst open and a man came
through and hurried up to Crompton, seizing him famil-
iarly by the arm.

“Where are you going in such a hurry, Professor?” the
man asked in a friendly voice.

Crompton favored him with a look that could have
withered skunk cabbage at ten paces. “Sir, I do not believe
we are acquainted.”

“Not acquainted!” the man said. “Mean to say you
don’t remember good old Harry Stygmatazian who did a
six-month stretch with you at Luna Penitentiary for aggra-
vated bunco?”

Harry Stygmatazian was a small, fat, balding man
with wet spaniel eyes and a pug nose.

“My name is not Professor,” Crompton told him. “1
have never been to Luna. And I have never seen you be-
fore.”

“That’s beautiful,” Stygmataman said, falling into step
beside Crompton. “You’re such a con artist, Professor, I'd
actually think you didn’t know me if I didn’t know better.”

“I don’t know you!”
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“Don’t worry, we’ll play it your way,” Stygmatazian
said. “We’ll pretend we just met.” Sl

Crompton walked, and Stygmatazian hurried along
beside him. “I guess you just got in, huh, Professor? A lot
of the boys are here already. It’s quite an opportunity, isn’t
it?”

“What are you talking about?” Crompton asked.

“The Aaian special offer. All next month they are
going to let us plunder their homes in the best parts of
town, insult their women, beat up tourists, and generally
crud the place up, and with no interference from anyone.
They say that they want to experience moral outrage But
you know all about this.”

“The Aaians have actually invited you here to rob
them?” Crompton asked.

“They’ve even laid on special charter flights for crimi-
nals who qualify. You gotta hand it to the Aaians, they
really get into the spirit of things.”

“It is incomprehensible to me,” Crompton said.

“But profitable, huh, Professor?”

“Stop calling me Professor!”

Stygmatazian shook his head admiringly. “You’re one
in a million, Professor, you never crack. Six months we
shared a cell in Luna, and you never once during that time
let on that you so much as knew my name. And here you
are still keeping it up! That’s what I call control.”

“Leave me alonel” Crompton shrieked, and turned
back the way he had come. Behind him he could hear Styg-
matazian explaining to a disinterested bystander, “That’s
the Professor. He and I did a stretch together in Luna. You
could learn a few things from a man like that.”

P eTa————
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Stygmatazian must have spread his story far and wide, be-
cause Crompton found that there was considerable respect-
ful curiosity about him throughout the Pigfat district. For
the first time in his life, strangers came up and asked
whether they could buy him a drink. Women made clear
their sudden interest in him by rubbing themselves slowly
up and down against his barstool. Crompton enjoyed all of
this, but he also detested it, since he knew that it was not
him they were interested in but some imaginary construct
in their dull and doubtless diseased minds.

Then one morning, Nature, which abhors static situa-
tions, threw in a catalyst to get things moving again. The
catalyst came in the form of a very large, powerfully built,
brutally handsome young man with blond hair and blue
eyes who sat down opposite Crompton one morning while
he was eating his customary oatmeal and melba toast.

“Hope you don’t mind the intrusion, Professor,” the
big man said in a genial voice. “I heard you was in town
and I am a longtime admirer of your coups and triumphs
in the confidence racket. Is it true that you was the master-
mind behind the plot to infiltrate the FBI with degenerate
Albanian communist faggot lepers?”’

“It is a lie. Kindly go away and leave me alone,”
Crompton said.

“Now that ain’t no way to talk to an admirer,” the big
man said. “It’s lucky for you that you are a hero of mine,
because otherwise I would probably mash your head in.
My name is Billy Berserker. Hurting people is my business,

73
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but I'm trying to get into a better-paying field. That’s
where you come in.”

Crompton opened his mouth to expostulate, then
thought better of it as he observed the dancing red sparks
in Berserker’s blue eyes.

“What do you want of me?” he asked.

~ “Let’s go to a place I know,” Berserker said. “I'll tell
you all about it.” i

Later, in a sequestered booth in the back of the Al
Capone Memorial Tavern in East Pigfat, Billy Berserker
told about himself. Berserker was a pseudonym he had
adopted, a nom de crime. His real name was Edwin Gas- *
tenheimer, and he had been brought up in Paterson, New
Jersey, the son of Charles G. Gastenheimer, an internation-
ally famous bank robber, and Elvira Gastenheimer, who
operated the infamous Giggles Club in Hoboken. Young
Edwin had sought to emulate his successful and upwardly-
mobile parents. He served the usual apprenticeship in the
stews of Jersey City, then went to Columbia University,
where he was proclaimed Psychopathic Personality of the,
Year three times running. He was a natural as a smash-
and-grab man or an enforcer; but the higher reaches of
crime were outside his abilities. And so it went, the dull
years of living and hurting people, the hopelessness of it all.
There seemed to be nothing he could do to better himself.
And then he heard of the new opportunities to be found on
Aaija. .

“And that’s where you come in, Professor,” Berserker
said. “Fate has thrown us together like this. I need your
help to change my life. I am now going to reveal my deep-
est ambition to you, the secret pulsating soul of a man. So
please do not laugh at me or I might kill you in a charac-
teristic moment of sudden unreasoning rage that has more
than earned for me my sobriquet, Berserker.”

“What is it that you want?” Crompton asked.

Berserker looked momentarily shy. In a low voice he
said, “Professor, more than anything else in the world I
want to be a confidence man and live by my wits.”

Crompton thought about that. “And you believe that I
can help you?”

“I know you can! You will be my guru, and I will
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follow your advice and example. Men can rise on stepping-
stones of their dead selves to higher things!”

In his excitement Berserker pounded the table for em-
phasis, driving a spoon two inches deep into the hardened
formica surface. The gesture was not lost on Crompton,
who considered the hopeful, murderous, and probably in-
sane man in front of him and decided that there was noth-
ing to do but get into the situation and hope for the best.

He took a deep breath and heard himself say, “My
boy, there is no reason why you should not make a first-
rate confidence man. You have a confident bearing al-
ready. That is very important in this sort of thing, as I am
sure you can appreciate. Your speech is straightforward,
and no man would think you had much guile. In brief,
your air of bucolic ferocity is an excellent mask beneath
which, we both know, hides a rapierlike incisiveness of in-
tellect. Yes, my boy, there will be no trouble at all.”

“Gee, that’s great, Professor,” the giant said. “You’re
talking just the way I thought you’d talk.”

“How gratifying,” Crompton said.

“But now, what should I do specifically?”

“Ah, yes,” Crompton said, thinking desperately, “we
do come down to the practicalities of the situation. We
must find something for you to do. To do. . . . Well, you
must learn! You must learn all the little tricks of dress and
address that go to make up the truly accomplished confi-
dence man.” ’

“That’s just what I need!” Berserker said. “You see, I
don’t really know how a confidence man acts, and I don’t
want to look ridiculous by thinking I’'m looking like one
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