ROBERT SHECKLEY
DEEPBLUE SLEEP

THERE WAS A SUDDEN SNAPPY rapping sound at Gerson's door, followed by a sort of
inflamed and frenzied tintinnabul ation of the doorbel| that would not be denied.

It wasjust plain bad timing, because Gerston had been on the verge of plunging

into SnuggleDown, the Deep Blue Seep program provided by the good people at
Unconscious Adventures Unlimited for those who wanted some fun during the hours
normaly reserved for zilch.

Excitement, thrills, love, laughter, al these could be yours while you dept!
Things had changed alot since the bad old days when at sometimein every
twenty-four hours you had to lie down in adarkened room and let your mind go
into a holding pattern for eight or so hours.

Unitil recently, mankind was endaved to deep, that ancient enemy of our days
and nightsthat condemned usto spend athird of our livesjust hanging around
doing nothing, and without anything to show for it but vague and generdly
unsatisfactory dreamsthat needed highly paid expertsto render them even
dightly intdligible.

Then adong came the Deep Blue Sleep programs.

At last waking entry could be made into the mysterious kingdom of Mind, and this
could be accomplished by ordinary people, not just college grads with aMasters
or better in Psychedelic Psychology.

In this brave new world you could even earn aliving while adeep, asa
dreammagter, for example, or, if that position wasfilled, there was aways room
for adreamdave. And thiswas a considerable boon for those who were unable to
earn anything while awake.

The possibilitesfor inner travel werelittle short of amazing. Using the

automated electronic services available a a price most middle-class citizens
could afford, and lower classes aspire to, you could log onto SnuggleDown and
plug the old psyche into a Personalized Sleep Corridor that would take you dl
the way to the Gates (frequently described astal and made of iron) of Degth.
This became a considerable tourist attraction, and some daring couples even
opted for marriage in the Oblivion Zone. They were advised not to tarry there
too long, however, since death was sill not completely under the Company's
control, and individua safety could not be guaranteed, even though the Company
took every precaution.

Gerston had no interest in going to see the Gates of Death. That could wait

until hewasin amorbid mood. He passed up on the Waterfdl of Crestive
Endeavor, too, figuring his productive period might aswell wait until later,

since right now he was modding Procrastination. He didn't even want to seethe



Eterna Life exhibition, where the Company had created a great composite
jdlyfishwhichit kept in ashdlow lagoon in southern Florida

The jdlyfish was a composite entity made up of the life-essences of thousands,
soon to be millions, of subscribers, who had opted for something comfortable and
not too demanding as away of spending eternity.

And there were other possibilities. For alittle extrayou could add on the
Limbo Walkers service that would take your mind out from time to time and show
it anicetimein the country before putting it back into the undying jdlyfish.

There were other interesting things to do while adeep. They were listed on the
Extra Services menu and cogt alittle more. Gerston had chosen one of those,
opting for adeluxe interior adventure. He was ready to begin, but first he had
to take care of whoever was at the door.

The loud doorbell shried again, and Gerston called out, "Who's there?!
"Thought-o-gram for Mr. Grumpton.”

"Gergon?'

"What | said."

"Who'sit from?' Gerson asked, because heled aquiet life and hardly ever
received thought-o-grams or their near-cousins, intuition-flashes.

"Hey, buddy, you wanna know what color it istoo and doesit smell nice? Whyncha
accept it and seefor yoursdlf? Y ou catch my drift or am | vistling spitzie?”

Gerston had never liked the rudeness of what used to be called the lower classes
and now weren't referred to at dl. If he didn't answer, the fellow would
undoubtedly go away. Still, Gerston wanted to know who had sent him a
thought-o-gram and so he unchained the door and opened it. Standing in front of
him wasasmadl individua wearing akhaki uniform and acap on which was
written Mercury Thought-Transfer Service.

"Do | haveto sign for this thought-o-gram?* Gerston asked.

"Naw, just Sgnify assent by an act of mental volition and it will be so noted
on the mind-sensitive receipt formwhich | carry inthissmal leather pouch.”

Gerston signified, and the messenger said, "Hereyou are," and touched Gerston's
forehead with atrans storized forefinger.

Gergton fdt the familiar flash of transmisson and waited for the messageto
gppear in hismind. But it didn't. Instead he fdlt astrangeinterior sort of a
movement. It took him half a begt to realize what thiswas. Something was
dirring and moving insde hismind.



Gergton'sfirgt thought was a compact squeamish sensation for which thereisno
precise verba equivaent. Somebody wasin his mind!

"Hi," awoman'svoicein hishead said.
"What?' Gerston replied.

"l sad "hi."

"Y es, but who are you?'

"I'mMyra"

"Isthat supposed to mean something to me?"
"Y ou invited me here, don't you remember?’

"l did?' Gerston said. "The detailsare alittle dim. Perhapsif you could just
remind me of the circumstances™

"It wasin the | etter you wrote me. “If you're ever in these parts, do dropin.’
That sounds like an invitation to me. What was | supposed to do, go to Siberia?'

"I'm afraid | don't remember,” Gerston said. "But the thing | don't understand
is, why didn't you just come vist mein the norma fashion?'

"Because | thought thiswould be afun thing to do.”

" sep”

"But you hateit, don't you?"

"Wel..."

"So | madeamistake. So sueme. So I'll go kill mysdif.”

"Myra, there's no need to be melodramatic. Of course I'm glad to see you. Well,
it's not exactly seeing, but you know what | mean. It'sjust that | don't

usudly entertain peoplein my head.”

"Don't you ever get londly intheredl by yoursdf?"

"Of coursel do. But | ill don't -- "

"I know, you gtill don't entertain peoplein your head. Well, don't worry, |

don't hang around where I'm not wanted. Where did that delivery boy go? He said
he'd come back for me. At least | think that'swhat he said. It was alittle

hard making out what he was saying, you know?"'

"But you pretended you did?"



"Sure. | don't liketo hurt peoplesfedings, Harold."
"What did you cdl me?"

"| called you Harold, of course.”

"I'm not Harold."

"But of courseyou are!"

"Hey, | ought to know who | am. I'm Sid, that'swho | am.”
"Sdwha?'

"Sid Gerston, of course.”

"You'resure?!

"Of courseI'm sure.”

"Not Harold Greeston?"

"No!"

"Thenthat idiot ddivered meto thewrong mind!"
There was a short pause while Gerston tried to think.

"Aslong asyoure here" Gerson said at lagt, "1 guess you might aswell make
yoursdf comfortable.”

"Thanks." There was movement in Gerston's mind, and then asort of plop, as of
someone sSitting down. "Nice place you got here.”

"Well, it'sjust my mind, of course, but | try to keep it nice. Some might
condder it alittle augtere.”

"A littlewhat?"

"Siff"

"No, | think it'sreal nice. You suregot alot of booksin herel™
"Well, | think having alibrary in oneés mind isimportant.”
"How come thesetitles blur out when | try to read them?”

"It'sjust the ones | haven't read that blur out that way."



"And what'sthis here? A kitchen?'

"A virtud kitchen, actudly. | thought it would be rather fun, if you know what
| mean."

"But what do you do with it?"

"Well, you can eat by merely reading the recipe you want. They'redl right here
inthisbook."

"Wow, that'sabig book!"

"It'sthe Encyclopedia of All Encyclopedias of All Recipes Ever Concelved Since
the Beginning of the World, Together with Their Main Variations. Asyou can

imagine, it's pretty thorough.”

"Must have been expensive.”

"Yes, but well worth it, especidly withits Length of Medl option which lets
you st Ingestion Duration anywhere from 5 nanoseconds dl the way up to 18
hoursfor feasts you redlly want to linger over. And the Intensity scale hasan
orgasmic leve that's new this year. It makes agood meal just that much more
enjoyable.”

"Too bad I'm not hungry.”

"Y ou don't haveto be. | dso have aVirtud Hunger program that will giveyou
al the appetite you could want."

"l don't want to be hungry right now. I'll just wander around alittle more,
thank you. What'sthis, abroom closet?"

" liketo kegp things clean.”

"Inyour mind?'

"Of course. Virtud cleanlinessisjust asimportant asthered thing."
"Have you got abathroom here?"

"What would | be doing with a bathroom in my mind? And what would you need it
for?"

"A virtua bathroom will do just aswell. My, what alot of doors. And what is
this? A winding staircase! | wonder whereit leads.”

"Don't go down therel"

"Takeit easy. | dways enjoy looking around men's minds. Now thisis
interesting. It gets darker as| go down."



"Stay out of there! That staircase leads to the recesses of my mind. Can't you
read the ign? It says, "Unconscious Level. Entry Strictly Forbidden Except to
Licensed Psychotherapists.' | will thank you to keep your nose out of my
persond private busness.”

"Come on, don't be such a spoilsport. I'm down there already. | just want a peek
at what's behind this odd little door..."

"Don't touch that door!"

"Don't get 0 excited. What makes you think you got anything | ain't seen
before?'

"SHUT THAT DOOR!"
There was the virtual sound of adoor opening. Then Myrasaid, "Greck!"
"l beg your pardon?' Gersten said.

""Greck' isthe sort of expression my ex-husband Hubert used when he came across
something especialy nadly. | think what | just saw qudifies”

"l don't want to talk about it."

"I should think not. You are adirty bit of business, aren't you?'

"I'm perfectly normd. All men's heads have cdllar roomslikethat.”

"Y ou know, | don't think you know men's heads very well. The last guy's head |
wasin, it wasjust one big room, you know? No upstairs or downgtairs. And this
room was empty except for apile of stuff in one corner. Do you know what it
was?'

"Women's dismembered bodies?'

"Golf trophies! Isn't that a scream?”

"I see nothing funny about it. Get out of my Unconscious!”

"Inamoment.”

"What are you doing now?"'

"Looking around. This doorway here...It leadsto the Pleasure Center! | knew you
had to have one! Everyone's got onel”

"Leave my Pleasure Center done! And what do you mean, everybody's got one 7"

"Widll, everybody whose head I've beenin."



"What were you doing in other men's Pleasure Centers?"

"Wll, you know. Someone hires you to go into their Pleasure Center, you don't
spend awholelot of time asking them what they want you to do there, you know
what | mean?"

"I'mnot sure.”

"Want meto spell it out?!

"No! Why do you do that sort of thing?"

"Well, it'sajob, you know?"

"No, | don't know!"

"Youveled ashdtered life"

"So what do you do when you get into aguy's head?"

Myra hesitated, then said, "L ook, maybe we shouldn't talk about this."

"No, no, it'sdl right, tell me."

"You're not going to likeit... Okay, aguy usudly asks meto St down, make
myself comfortable. Sometimes he offersme adrink. It'snot ared drink, of
coursg, it'savirtua drink, but it helps bregk the ice. Sometimes helll offer

me ajoint or two, or a couple of snorts of coke."

"That'sagaing thelaw."

"Redl cokeis, but not virtua coke.”

"What do you do then?"

"Wefool around alittle"

"What do you mean, you fool around? There aren't any bodies involved, what can
you do?"

"I'mtrying to tell you, aren't I? What's this?"

"Wait aminute, whet are you doing?"

"It looks so nice and pink in here. | think I'll just touchit..."
"Don't touch anything!"

"Whassa matter, don't you like being touched?"



"Not by peoplewho arein my mind without my permisson, no! What are you doing
now?'

"It'sso nice here, | think I'll just take alittle nap. Catch you in afew
minutes, lover."

GERSTON WAS in ahigh state of nervous perplexity. He didn't know what to do.
And just to makeit worse, at that moment there was a violent knocking sound at
the gpartment door, the real one, not the virtua one. Gerston knew at once by
itsdightly hollow sound and over-determined air of redlism that it was even

more trouble coming hisway. And that was realy too much.

"I'm busy!" he shouted. "Go away!"

"Open thedoor," avoice said, "beforewekick it in. Thisisthe Thought
Police

"I never heard of the Thought Police. Areyou sure-- "

"Of course I'm sure, dummy. Open this door or we'll break it down and kick your
forehead in."

"Y ou have noright!" Gerson cried. "It'snot lega!"

"The hdl it's not! We have a search warrant that permits usto invade your
house, and another that alows usingressto your mind."

"But why areyou doing this?

"We have information that you are harboring adangerous crimind.”
"In my gpartment?'

"Don't play dumb with me, sucker! Y ou're hiding her in your mind!"

Gerston took amoment off from his panic to wonder, how could they know that?
"Dont beslly," hesad, fighting for time, space, air. "I'd never do that.”

"Weknow she'sinthere. An alien sex crimina from afaraway planet. A sex
crimina who cdlshersdf Myra. Am | getting through to you? Do yoursdlf a
favor, buddy. It's probably not your fault. Let usin and well get this cleared
up quicklike."

Gerston said, in adeadened voice, "l swear | didn't know shewasacrimind.
All right, come onin, officers.”

He unlocked the gpartment door. Three bulky officersin dark blue uniforms came
in. They wore slver badges on their shirtswhich read Thought Police, Squad
Three. One of them wore sergeant's stripes.



"Permission to enter?' the sergeant said, tapping Gerston's forehead with a
quat forefinger.

"Go ahead, you're going to do it anyway."

The doors of Gerston's mind opened. The three policemen entered in aflurry of
virtua black leather jackets and calf-length jackboots. Their feet were dirty
and their faces grim. They werefrightening despitetheir virtudlity.

"It'stoo crowded, please hurry!" Gerston cried.

The policemen searched through Gerston's mind. They swept memory-objects off
smulated shelves and knocked down the portraits of ancestors so remote that
Gergton hadn't known he had them. Their boots made marks on the pink
scuff-sengitive surface of Gerston's mind. Their crude remarkslingered near the
virtud celing like doudsof ill-ameling gas.

"Isthisgoing to takelong?' Gerston asked through gritted teeth.
"Better get used to it," the sergeant said.

There was a crash. "Sorry, chief," one of the policemen said. "I dropped one of
hisgolf trophies”

"She'snot here," another policeman reported. "We've searched dl of the way
down to therotting depths of the stupid insanity he calls his deepest seif.
Wed afound her if sheld been hiding there.”

"Damnation!" the sergeant said. "She got away again! But at least we got you,
sucker."

They exited Gerston's mind. A smile of great amusement gppeared on the
sergeant's tough cop face with the little busted red veins and the tufted
eyebrows.

Gerston opened his mouth to speak. Suddenly he froze. Everything around him was
arrested in mid-motion. Therewasaflash of light.

The policemen disappeared. Gerston goggled, unable to make sense out of this.
And then avoice spokein his head.

"Hi!" the voice said. "We have interrupted your entry into Deep Blue Segp to
bring you apreview of our unlimited psychic adventures for the young at heart.
Did you enjoy what you just experienced? Want more like it? Just Sgnify your
assent. Trained operatorswill pick up your inference and put the charge on your

credit card.”

So that waswhat dl thiswas, Gerston thought. This was outrageous!



Aloud hesaid, "'l demand to see someonein charge.”

A tal thin man with glinting spectacles gppeared in hismind.

"Supervisor Olson at your service. Isthere aproblem?”

"Damned well right theré'saproblem! | never chose any psychic adventure
program. A little deep wasdl | was after! And eveniif | had seected an
adventure, what right did you have to humiliate me by sending this Myra person
to invade my mind? And what was this police thing?'

The supervisor said, "Let mejust look at your record, Sir.”

Swiftly he plucked a card out of Gerson's mind, read it, replaced it.

"It'sdl right, Sr, we do have your assent, right here. That isyour
ggnature, it it?'

Gerston squinted. "It lookslikeit. But | never agreed to anything likethis."

"But you did, Sir. | hope you won't force meto tell you when you in fact signed
for the service”

"Go ahead, tdl me!”

"It wasjust beforeyou died.”

"I'm dead?" Gerston asked.

"That isthe case, Sr."

"But how could | be dead?’

The supervisor shrugged. "It happens.”

“If I'm dead,” Gerston said, "how come I'm still here?!
"We have our ways of keeping the dead dive."

"l don't want to be dead!" Gerston wailed.

"Sir, please be quiet, you'll wake up the others.

"The others? What others?'

But the supervisor was gone and the lights were beginning to fade.

Lightsin hisown apartment? In his mind? Fading? At first he thought he was
going to die. Then he remembered he was already dead. Or werethey lying to him



about that? And if thiswas degth, what lay beyond it? And anyhow, how could he
be sure he was dead? Might this not just be the continuation of one of their

dream adventures? It would be just likethem to lieto him, tell him hewas

dead, when actualy hewasjudt...jud...

Suddenly Gerston didn't know what to think. For now something rather strange
seemed to be taking place.



