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hoping someday we'll be

neighbors again.

For amoment, as he looked across megaopalis, something like terror caught him. What do | do now?

Reddened by haze, the sun was dropping behind a Center, which bulked black against a sky where
arcraft moved like glittering midges. The whole horizon wasfull of such unitized sub-cities and company
towers. But closer at hand K oskinen saw how the skyline was anillusion. The great buildings stood well
apart, separated by a huddle of warehouses, factories, low-class tenements. Tubeways knit them
together, curves which soared and gleamed in the last sunshine; but underneath lay aprosaic web of
dreets, beltsand monorails. In the early darkness below the walls, lights had aready switched on,
twinkling from ground-level windows, outdoor lamps, cars and trains. The silencein thisroom, ahundred
stories up, made the spectacle unred, aglimpse from aforeign planet.

Abruptly Koskinen turned the viewdll off. The scenein it reverted to arandom flow of pastel colors. He
didn't play the records which alist offered him, not even the Hawaiian surf or the Parisian cabaret which
hed fascinated him thismorning. Keep your shadow shows, hethought. | want something | can touch
and taste and smell.

Like what?

There were the hotel's own facilities, garden, swimming pools, gym, theater, bars, restaurants, dmost
anything he choseto buy or hire. He could afford first class, with five years back pay in hiskick. Then
there was the supertown itself. Or he could catch a stratoship to a more western city, transfer to aloca
flyer, rent aflitter at the edge of anationa park, and deep this night beside aforest lake. Or——

What? heasked himsdlf. | can pay for whatever | like, except friends. And already—good Lord, I've
been on my own less than twenty-four hoursl—already | know how lonely it is to pay for
everything.

He reached toward the phone. "Call me up,” Dave Abrams had said. " Centralia Condominium on Long
Idand. Here's the phone number. Our place always has room for one more, and Manhattan's only afew



minutes away, agood spot for apub crawl. At least, it wasfive yearsago. And I'm sure | can il
guarantee my mother's cheese blintzes."

Koskinen let hishand fdl. Not yet. Abramss family would want time and privacy, to get to know their
son. Half adecade must have changed him. The government representative who met the crew at
Goddard Field had remarked how quiet they were, asif the quietness of Mars had entered them. Also,
Koskinen redized wryly, pride held him back. He wasn't going to holler, "Hey, please coddle me, |
haven't got any playmates'—not after his boasts about al the things he was going to do back on Earth.

Similarly for his other shipmates. But they did al possess an advantage over him. They were older, and
had backgrounds to come home to. There were even a couple of marriages that had withstood so long a
separation. Peter Koskinen had nobody. The falout during the war missed thetiny resort town in
northern Minnesotawhere he was a child, but the subsequent epidemics did not. The Ingtitute picked the
eight-year-old survivor but of an orphanage and raised him with severa thousand others who scored
equally well on 1Q. It was rough. Not that the school was harsh—they did their best to supply parenta
surrogates—but the country needed alot of trained minds and needed them in one tearing hurry.
Koskinen took amaster's degree in physics with aminor in symbolics at the age of eighteen. That same
year the Astronautics Authority accepted his gpplication for the ninth Mars expedition, the one which
would stay long enough to learn something about the Martians, and he shipped out.

He graightened. | refuse to feel sorry for myself, he decided. | am twenty-three yearsold, in
excellent health, with a substantial bank account. In a few more days, when | make my official
report to the board, I'm going to blow the lid off space technology and get myself a niche in the
history books. Meanwhile nothing ails me except that I'm not used to Earth yet. You can't spend
some of your most impressionable years on another world, so different it's like a dream, and
instantly become just like six billion Earthlings.

"Got to start sometime, lad," he said half doud, and went into the bath cubby to check his appearance.
The high-collared red blouse, flowing blue pants and soft shoes he had bought today were, he had been
assured, in fashion. He wondered whether to depple his short blond beard, but decided not to: he was
rather baby-faced without it, snub nose, high cheekbones, oblique blue eyes. His body was muscular;
Captain Twain had inssted the gang exercise regularly, and lugging a hundred Earth-pounds of surviva
equipment around was no picnic either. Koskinen had been surprised at how readily he re-adapted to
home gravity. Thethick, dusty, humid air and late summer temperature were harder on him than weight.

| guess I'll do, hetold himself anxioudy, and started toward the main door.
It chimed.

For adartled instant, Koskinen didn't move. Who——? Someone off the ship, he wondered with quick
hopefulness, as much at |oose ends as himsalf? He remembered to |ook at the scanner. But the screen
was blank.

Out of order? The chime sounded again. K oskinen pressed the Unlock button.

The door opened and two men stepped in. One of them thumbed the Lock switch as the door closed
again. His other hand manipulated asmal flat box. The scanner came back to lifewith aview of an
empty glideway outside. The man dropped the jamming box into his blouse pocket. His companion had
moved aong thewall until he commanded aview of the cubby.

K oskinen stood motionless, bewildered. They were bulky men, he saw, soberly clad, their faces hard but
amogt without expression. "Hey," he began, "what's this about?' hisvoicetralled off, asif rubbery floor



and soundproof panels absorbed it.
The man by the cubby snapped, "Are you Peter J. Koskinen, from the USAAS Boas?"
"Y-yes. But——"

"We're from Military Security.” The man pulled forth awallet and flipped it open. Koskinen looked at the
identification card, from the photograph back to the features, and felt hisbelly tighten.

"What's the matter?' he asked, shakily, for even an innocent fresh off the boat know that MS wasn't
caled in to solve mere crimes. "'|——"

The man put away hiswallet. Koskinen had seen the name Sawyer. The one by. the door remained
anonymous. "Our bureau's gotten areport about you and your work on Mars," Sawyer said. His eyes,
bullet-colored, never left Koskinen's. "First tell me, though, you got any appointments tonight? Going to

meet anybody?"
"No. No, |—"

"Good. WEell be checking al your statements, remember, by psychointerrogation among other things.
Better not lieto us"

K oskinen backed astep. He lifted hands gone wet and cold. "What's the matter?* he whispered. "Am |
under arrest? What for?'

"Let'scdl it protective custody," said Sawyer in adightly more amiable tone. "Technica arrest, yes, but
just atechnicality aslong as you cooperate.”

"But what've | done!™ Sudden anger jumped up in Koskinen. ™Y ou can't quiz me under drugs,” he
exclamed. "'l know my rights.”

"The Supreme Court ruled three years ago, chum, that in casesinvolving the national security, Pl methods
are allowable. The evidence can't be used in court—yet. It's only to make sure——" Sawyer dmost
pounced. "Wheresthe gizmo?"

"Thewhat?' Koskinen began to tremble.
"The gadget. The shielding machine. Y ou took it off the Boas with your luggage. Whereisit?'

Pretty nearly was my luggage, adistant, crazily humorous part of Koskinen thought. You don't carry
much in the way of personal effects on a spaceship. "What-what-what do you want with it?" he heard
himsalf ssammer. "1 never ... sole. | only wanted it handy for when [ ... make my report——"

"Nobody's called you athief,” said the man by, the door. "It Smply happensthat gadget isimportant to
security. Who el se knows about it, besides the other expedition members?!

"No one." Kaskinen moistened hislips. The horror began to ebb alittle. "I've got it... right here. Inthis
room." "Good. Break it out."

K oskinen stumbled to the cabinet and pressed the button. The wall did back revedling afew changes of
clothes, arain poncho, and a parcel about three feet by two by one, wrapped in yesterday's picture
paper and tied with string. "There," he pointed. His finger shook.

"Isthat the whole works?' Sawyer asked suspicioudy.



"It'snot big. I'll show you." Koskinen squatted to untie the package. Sawyer clapped ahand on his
shoulder and pulled him back.

"No you don't! Keep away from that!"

Koskinen tried to swallow the rage that returned in him. He was afree American citizen who had
deserved wdll of his country. Who did these flat-feet think they were?

MS, that's who. The knowledge was chilling.

Not that he had ever had much to do with them before, or had heard them accused of unnecessary
ill-usage. But one spoke about them softly.

Sawyer made aquick, expert check around the room. "Nothing else," he nodded. "Okay, Koskinen,
check out of here and well be on our way."

He started throwing clothesinto the suitcase which had aso been acquired today. Koskinen went jerkily
to the phone, rang the desk, and mumbled about an emergency that forced him to leave. He signed and
thumbprinted a check; the clerk recorded afacamile down below and asked if he wanted a bellboy.
"No, thanks." Kaskinen switched off and looked into the anonymous agent's face. "How long will | be
gone?' he pleaded.

The agent shrugged. "I only work here. Let'sgo."

Koskinen carried his own bag, Sawyer had the package, the third man stood on the other side with a
hand resting nonchaantly in one pocket.

The glideway carried them down the corridor. At the third branch they took an upward belt, straight to
the roofport. A young man and agirl descended on the opposite strip. Her tunic was awisp of
iridescence from bosom to knees, her hair was piled high and sprayed with micalite, her laugh seemed to
come from acrossimmense distances. Koskinen had not felt so one since he stood hearing pinetreesin
the night wind and saw hismother die.

Nonsense, nonsense, he told himself. Everything was under control. That was what the Protectorate was
for, to keep things under control, to keep cities from going up in radioactive smoke again, and Military
Security was no more than the intelligence agency of the Protectorate. Now that he thought about it, the
potentia barrier effect did have war-like possihilities. Though not for aggressive war. Or did it? Maybe
the Security people— good Lord, perhaps Marcus himsalf—wanted no more than to be reassured on
that point.

Y et he was being hustled dong by Sawyer'simpatient grip on his elbow, and the other man must have a
gun in that pocket, and they were going to take him somewhere, incommunicado, and fill himwith mind
drugs.... Suddenly, blindingly, he wished he were back on Mars.

On the edge of Trivium Charontis, looking across the Elysian desert, where the small brilliant sun
spilled light from a sky like purple glass, a universe of light, floored with red and tawny dunes,on
to the horizon where a dust storm walked crowned with ice crystals; a stone tower which was old
when Earthlings hunted mammoths; Elkor's huge form coming from behind, scarcely to be heard
rustling in that thin sharp air; the palp laid on Koskinen's neck, so strong he felt the detailed
touch through his thermsuit fabric, yet gentle as a woman's hand, and the coded vibrations that
could by now be understood as readily as English, sensed through flesh and bone:

" Sharer-of-Hopes, there came to me, while | merged myself with the starslast night, a new aspect
of reality which may bear on the problem that gives us mutual joy."



Then the three men were stepping from the kiosk onto the roof. An ordinary-looking aircar balanced a
little way from those which were smply parked. Sawyer nodded to the attendant who seemed
intimidated, and did back the door. "In," he said. Koskinen entered the plastic teardrop and sat down in
the middle of the front seat. The agents flanked him, Sawyer at the manua controls. They fastened their
safety belts. Thelight on the radar post turned green. Sawyer pushed the stick and the car shot upward.

The sun was down and low-level megaopolis was quite dark, strung with eectric jewel s further than

K oskinen could see—from Boston, Massachusetts, to Norfolk, Virginia, he recaled vaguely, and
eastward to Pittsburgh, where it extended atendril to meet the complex derived from Chicago.
Skyscrapers and Centers reared above that hazy dusk, their heights still catching daylight. The western
sky arched greenish over the sunset embers. He recognized Venus and two crawling sparks that were
relay satellites. There were more aircars than he remembered from boyhood, darting on a score of traffic
levels. Materid prosperity was on the way back at last, he thought. A transcontinental liner danted huge
and slvery across the lanes, bound for Cape Cod seadrome. He watched it with longing.

Sawyer st the autopilot and punched for Washington. The car was assigned amedium level, which it
entered when the liner was safely past. Sawyer took out apack of cigarettes. "Smoke?' he invited
Koskinen.

"No, thanks." With anidiotic need to talk, say anything aslong as the humming silencein the vehicle
could be held off, he explained, "We couldn't on Mars, you see.”

"Oh, yes. When your oxygen had to be recycled——"

"No, weight and spate was what ruled out tobacco,” Koskinen said. " Oxygen was no problem. Not
toward the end, at least. With what we'd learned from the Martians—together with them, | should
say—we developed an air reclaimer the size of your fist, with capacity enough for two men at top
metabalic rate. I've included one in the shield unit. Naturally, when | was traveling around on the surface
of Mars, using the potentid field instead of athermsuit and helmet...”

Sawyer dtiffened. "Cut that!" he barked. "1 shouldn't hear any more.”
"But you're Security,” Koskinen said in astonishment.

"I'm not the boss man,” Sawyer said, "and | don't want them to wipe my brain of what I'm not supposed
to know. Too often you lose more memories than they figured on.”

"Shut up,” said his companion. Sawyer showed a second's darm, then clamped hislips. Koskinen sagged
back. Would they erase memoriesin me? hethought Sckly.

The companion turned around and stared through the rear window. "How long's that car been behind
us?' he snapped.

Sawyer looked too. Kaskinen couldn't help doing the same, though he saw nothing but avehicle a the



standard medium-speed distance, not noticeably different from those which moved pardld on ether sde.
"l dunno,” Sawyer said dryly. "Were not the only ones going to Washington.”

The other man took a spyscope from the glove compartment and peered through it. "Yeh," he grunted.
"Same car asfollowed usfrom Jersey. | paid attention.”

"Therearealot of blue 2012 Eisenhowers,” Sawyer said.
"I noticed the license number too," the other man snorted. ™Y ou better go back to the Academy.”
"But——" Sweat sprang forth in tiny beads on Sawyer's cheeks.

"Now how much of acoincidenceisit that a car which happened to get right a our rear on theway to
Philly then happened to leave the traffic pattern when we did, and happened to hang around in the streets
for precisely aslong aswewere in the Hotel Y on Braun, and then by sheer chance headed off for
Washington at the same moment as us?' The man spoke angrily. "And no closed circuit comin this hegp
to cal HQ! Somebody's head will roll."

"We got our ordersin such ahurry,” Sawyer argued. "Maybe that's an escort there. Y eah, sure. A
shadow wouldn't be that amateurish. HQ doesn't dwaystell you when you're going to be escorted.”

"If there was time to arrange an escort, there was tune to find us an armored car with aclosed talkie
circuit,”" the other man said. "That guy's aforeigner. What do we do about him?"

Sawyer touched the phone. "Call the regular police," he suggested. "Or HQ itsdlf.”

"And let haf the continent know something big's going on? Not till the Situation getsworse than this.” The
man leaned over Koskinen and punched the pilot board. Thetdltale screen lit up with REQUEST
MAXIMUM CIVILIAN SPEED FOR THISROUTE.

"What's happening?" Koskinen managed to bresthe.

"Don't worry, kid," said the agent. "When Control yanks usinto the top lane, those birds|l haveto
wait—about three minutes, I'd guess, at thistraffic dendgty—for the next opening. That'sthirty milesand a
lot of other cars put between us."

"But——-but——"

Sawyer had regained composure. "Thisisthe sort of thing we're trying to protect you againg,” he said,
not unkindly. "How long do you think* you'd liveif the Chinese got their hooks on you?'

"Oh, hemignht live quite awhile," said the other agent, "'but he wouldn't enjoy it much. Whoops, here we
go"

Somewhere down in the night, the Control computer identified a break through which acar could safely
rise. Thewarning bell rang and Koskinen was pressed back against his seat cushions. Riding lights were
switching on at thistwilit moment, so that he fell upward through a sudden blurred gdaxy of red and
green suns." Then they were beneath him, part of the jewels strung over megaopolis. The overhead
canopy showed him asky gtill dusky blue, thefirst stars blinking forth, no trace of man except the
satellites and one remote dtratoliner.

The car leveled off. "Whew!" Sawyer rubbed the back of a hand across hisforehead. "I'm glad to get out
of there, | cantel you."



"But what could they have done?' Koskinen blurted. "I mean, under Control——unlessthey had an
illega override circuit—"

"So do we, except for usit'sauthorized,” the other agent grunted. "I can't see adogfight down in the
crowded lanes, no. Especidly since the copsd be there in two minutes. But those boys aren't playing for
candy. There are suntsthey could havetried.”

Sawyer relaxed alittle. "The main drawback to this laneisthat we might be stacked up above
Washington, waiting for clearance to land, longer than it'd take us to get there at average speed. How
about ducking down again pretty soon?"

"Uh-huh. Not that | expect——"

Koskinen, looking at the stars and wondering horribly whether he would see them again, wasthe first to
oy the stratoship. "What'sthat?' he called. The two agents jumped in their seats.

The craft struck downward, agreat black bullet, unlighted, exhaust nearly invisible. Koskinen's ears, used
tothin air, heard thewail asit drew close. The car rocked.

"Military!" Sawyer exploded. He flung open apand and pulled a switch. Override, Koskinen thought
wildly; escape from the rigid course and speed set by Control—

The armored hull loomed monstrousin the canopy. The aircar leaned over and powerdived groundward.
Traffic scattered on each side as Control tried to compensate. Across delirium Koskinen saw Control's
falure. Two pairs of red-and-green lights wobbled together, merged, went out, and ameteor trailed fire
and smoke down into darkness.

"Hang on!" the nameless man shouted. "The copsll be coming!" Then the safety belt dug into Kaoskinen's
stomach. His head, thrown forward, dmost struck the instrument board. The crash rattled his teeth.

"Grapplel" he heard Sawyer yell. "They got asatellite recovery grapple on us" Through the canopy,
Koskinen glimpsed linesdrawn taut. The car tilted crazily. Theflegting lightsfell away again. They were
bound up.

Sawyer dammed the phone buttons. There was no response. "They've jammed our transmisson,” he
groaned. He leaned on the main drive switch till the engine roared and vibration nearly shook the car
apart. "No use." He cut power and dumped. "We can't bust that mesh. Any chance the cops can

intercept?'

"Not yonder," his companion said through clenched jaws. "Even lugging us, it can outrun any police car
even built. But if the Air Force getsthe word in time to scramble a pursuit squadron, we might get
rescued yet."

Through the creakings and shakings, K oskinen began to hear alow whistle. Outside he saw
blue-blackness and the sun again on the western horizon. They must be entering the Stratosphere. And a
leak had been opened in the abused chassis. Hefdlt his eardrums pop as pressure diminished.

"Thet car shadowing us did have aclosed com circuit,” said the unidentified agent dowly. "They werein
constant touch with the stratoship. It dawdled at extreme dtitude, beyond range of Control'sradars.
Must've taken off in thefirgt place from somewhere in America, or Continental Defense woul d've spotted
it. That'swhy they were so obvious about taling us. They figured we'd do exactly what we did, rise high
enough to be snatched from above. So they're Chinese. Nobody el se hasthat kind of organization or that
much brains”



Both men had gunsin their hands. "Wh-what can we do?" Koskinen faltered. His heart pounded asif to
crack hisribs. Breath grew scant; a cold draft struck his ankles.

"Break out the oxygen masks and fight,” Sawyer said. "Weve gill got achance. Having ushangingina
grapple net from their belly dows'em down. The cops must dready have aerted MS. Con Defense
radar's going to lock onto them inside of ten minutes. A pursuit squadron will overhaul ‘em in ten minutes
more."

"They must redize that too," said the other man. His eyes never |eft the canopy, where the whale shape
gleamed through the mesh, edged with night and Sars.

The car jerked. A square of deeper blackness opened in the hull above——no, there were
lights——"They're taking us aboard!" Sawyer gasped.

His companion st rigid, hardly seeming alive except for the blood that trickled from hisnose. "Yeah," he
sad. "l wasafrad of that."

His gun siwung about. K oskinen looked down the muzzle. "I'm sorry, kid," the agent murmured.
"What do you mean?" astranger cried through Koskinen's head.

"We can't let them have you. Not if you're asimportant as| gather you are.”

"No!"

"Goodbye, kid."

It was not Koskinen'swill which responded. That would have been too dow. But he had practiced judo
on Marsfor fun and exercise. The animal in him took over the learned reflexes.

He had twisted around in the seat to face the agent. Hisleft hand batted out, knocked the gun aside. It
went off with ahiss, startlingly loud beside Koskinen's ear. Hisright fist was aready rocketing upward. It
struck benesth the nose. The agent's face seemed to disintegrate.

Koskinen snapped his skull backward. It banged against Sawyer's chin. The man barked. Koskinen
reached over his shoulder, got Sawyer by the neck, and hauled the agent's larynx across hisown
collarbone. He bore down, brutaly. Already oxygen-starved, Sawyer made a choking noise and went
limp.

K oskinen sagged. Blackness whirled and buzzed around him. A quiver through the car stabbed
awareness back into his brain. The hatch wasjust above the canopy now, like an open mouth. He
glimpsed aman on the edge of it, thermsuited, air-hedmeted, and armed with arifle. The car would bein

the ship's hold in one more minute. Then, unencumbered, the ship would have a chance of escaping to
wherever it had come from.

Sawyer and the other agent stirred. For afractional second, Koskinen thought: My God, what am |
doing? | attacked two MSmen . . . I'mleaving them here to be captured——

But they meant to kill me. And | haven't time to help them.

He had already somehow unbuckled his safety belt. He scrambled over the sestback. The parcel lay on
the rear seat. He snatched it. His free hand fumbled with the door catch. The sound of air, whistling from
the interior toward stratospheric thinness, filled hisuniverse.



The car bumped over the hatch frame. Koskinen got the door unlocked. Swords rammed through his
eardrums as he encountered the full pressure differentia. The thermsuited man aimed therifle a him.

Hejumped from the open door, out through the hatch, and started faling.

First you protect your eyeballs. They can freeze.

Koskinen buried hisfacein the crook of hisleft arm. Darkness enclosed him, weightlessness and savage
cold. His head whirled with pain and roarings. The last lean breath he had drawn in the car was dtill in his
lungs, but clamoring to get out. If he gave way to that pressure, reflex would make him bresthe in again.
And there wasn't much air at this height, but there was enough that its chill would sear his pulmonary
sysem.

Blind, awkward with ahand and ahaf available to him, aided only by alittle space experience with free
fdl—very little, Snce the Franz Boas made the crossing at one-fourth gee of nuclear-powered

accel eration—he tore the paper off his shield unit. He and it would have different terminal velocities, but
as yet there was so tenuous an atmosphere that everything fdll at the same rate. He fumbled the thing to
him. Now . . . where was that right shoulder strap? The unit was adjusted incorrectly, and he couldn't
make readjustments while tumbling through heaven. . . . Panic snatched a him. He fought it down with a
remnant of consciousness and went on groping.

Therel

He dipped hisarm through, put his head over againgt that biceps, and got hisleft arm into the opposite
loop. The control pand flopped naturaly across his chest. He felt about with fingers gone insensible until
he found the master switch, and threw it. In one great gasp he breathed out and opened his eyes.

Cold smote like aknife.

Hewould have screamed, but hislungs were empty and he had just enough sensel€eft not to try filling
them. Too high yet, too high, hethought in hisown disintegration. Got to get further down. How
long? Square root of twice the distance divided by gee——Gee, Elkor, | miss you.
Sharer-of-Hopes, when you sink your personality into the stars these nights do you include the
blue star Earth? No, it'swinter now in your hemisphere, you're adream, hibernation, hiber, hyper,
hyper-space, is the shield really a section of space folded through four extra dimensions, dimens,
dim, dimmer, OUT!

At the last moment of consciousness, he turned off the unit.

Hewastoo numb to fed if there was any warmth around him. But there must be, for he could bresthe
again. Luckily hisattitude wasn't prone, or the air-stream pounding into his open mouth could have done
real damage. He sucked greedily, severd breaths, before he remembered to turn the field back on.

Then he had ashort interva in which to fall. He saw the night sky above him, not the londliness and the



wintry stars of the stratosphere, which reminded him so much of Mars, but Earth'swan sparks
crisscrossed by aircar lights. The sky of the eastern American mega opoalis, at least; that lay below him
gtill, though he had no ideawhat archaic city boundaries he had crossed. He didn't see the stratoship.
Wéll, naturdly. Hed taken the crew by surprise when he jumped, and by the time they reacted he was
aready too far down for them to dare give chase.

Suddenly heredlized what he hadn't stopped to think before——he was over a densely populated area.
At his speed hewas abomb. God, hecried wildly, or Existence, or whatever you are, don't let me
kill anyone!

Thecity rushed a him. It swalowed hisview fidd. He struck.

Tohimit waslikediving into thick tar. The potentia barrier made a hollow shell around his body, and
impact flung him forward with normal, shattering acceeration until he encountered that shell. Momentum
carried him afractional inch into it. Then hiskinetic energy was absorbed, taken up by thefidd itsdf and
shunted to the power pack. Asfor the noise, none could penetrate the shield. He rebounded very gently,
rose to hisfeet, shaky-kneed, stared into acloud of dust and heard his own harsh breath and heartbest.

The dust settled. He sobbed with rdlief. HE hit a street—hadn't even clipped a building. There were no
red human fragments around, only acrater in the pavement from which cracks radiated to the sdewalks.
Fluoro lamps, set far gpart, cast adull glow on brick walls and unlighted windows. A neon sign above a
black, shut doorway spelled UNCLE'S PAWN SHOP.

"I got away," Kaoskinen said doud, hardly daring to believe. Hisvoice wobbled. "I'm free. I'm dive."

Two men came running around a corner. They were thin and shabbily dressed. Ground-level tenements
were inhabited only by the poorest. They halted and gaped at the human figure and the ruined pavement.
A bar of purulent light fell across one man'sface. He began jabbering and gesturing, unheard by
Koskinen.

| must have made one bong of a racket when | hit. Now what do | do?
Get out of here. Till I've had a chance to think!

He switched off the field; Hisfirst sensation waswarmth. The air he had been breathing was what he had
trapped at something like 20,000 feet. Thiswasthick and dirty. A sinus pain jabbed through his head; he
swallowed hard to equalize pressures. Sound engulfed him—machines pounding somewhere, athrob
underfoot, the enormous rumble as atrain went by not far away, the two men's shouts, "Hey, what the
devil, who the devil'reyou——7?"

A woman's voice joined theirs. Koskinen spun and saw more dum dwellers pouring from aleys and
doorways. A dozen, two dozen, excited, noisy, glesful at any excitement in their gray lives. And he must
be something to see, Koskinen realized. Not only because he'd come down hard enough to smash
concrete. But he wasin good, new, upper-level clothes. On his back he carried alumpy metal cylinder;
the harnessincluded a plastic pand across his chest, with switches, knobs, and three meters. Like some
sciencefiction hero on the 3D. For a second he wondered if he could get away with telling them afilm
was being shot, special effects and——No. He began to run.

Someone clutched a him. He dodged and fled past the crowd. A halloo rose from them. The shield unit
dragged at his shoulders; ten pounds added up like fury when you were exhausted. He threw aglance
behind. The street lamps marched in an endless double row, skeleton giants with burning heads, but so
far gpart that darkness welled around each one. The wallsrose sheer on either side. A network of
tubeways, freight belts, power lines shut out the sky above, except for ared glow. A train screeched



around some corner. He could just see the men who pursued, just hear their yelps.

He pressed elbows againgt ribs and settled down to running. Surely he was in better shape than these
sarvelings. And with more to hope for, which also counted. What did they have to look forward to,
when machines crowded them from their last jobs and population growth outpaced welfare services? A
man couldn't fight, or even run very well, when the heart had been eroded out of him. Could he?

The street, intended for trucks, came to an intersection and looped above amonorail track. Koskinen
heard anearing wail in the iron. He sprinted into the shadow of the overpass, dodged among its pillars.
Thetrain cameinto sight and bore down on him behind a blinding headlamp. Koskinen sprang, sumbled
on therail, picked himsdf up, and got across an instant before the locomotive went by. 1t shook his
boneswith noise. Dust swirled grittily into his nostrils. He hugged awall and remembered that he could
have made himsdlf invulnerable by throwing the shield switch. But then hedd beimmobiletoo, unlessthe
train knocked him aside. ... It brawled on past. Behind the freight cars came the passenger section,
sdlow people glimpsed through dirty windows.

But | meant to break my trail. I've got to be out of view before the train is by me. Koskinen groped
hisway dong thewal. The oily wind of the train's passage buffeted him. He bumped into another column
supporting the overpass and fumbled hisway back onto the street. Quickly then he ran down its
emptiness until an dley yawned on hisleft. He ducked into thet.

Thetrain vanished. He crouched in darkness, but no mob came after him. Not seeing him, they must have
given up. Their chase had been mostly from curiosity anyhow.

The aley opened on acourtyard enclosed by four crumbling tenements. Koskinen paused in its shadows
to pant. Since there was nothing above the house roofs here except some power lines, he could seethe
sky—red haze, no stars—and the beautiful, arrogant heights of a Center, half amile or so away, looming
over these mean walls. Traffic hummed and rumbled everywhere around, but no life wasto be seen
except for one gaunt cat.

Wonder where | am? Could be anywhere between Boston and Washington, | suppose, depending
on which direction the stratoship took while it had us netted. Koskinen forced his pulse and
respiration down toward norma. Hislegs were weak but hismind was clearing. Thismust bea
bomb-drop didtrict, hastily rebuilt after the war and never improved since, except for the Centers; and
they weretownsto - themselves, of course, where nobody could afford to live who didn't have the kills
that an automation economy demanded. The deduction wasn't much help; there were alot of bombsites.

What to do?

Cdl the police? But the police would get an dert about him from Military Security. And the MS men had
tried tokill him.

Cold settled back into Kaoskinen. The fact couldn't be, he told himsdlf frantically. Not in the United States
of Americal The country which mounted guard on a sullen world—sdf-gppointed guardian at that; but
who else could handle the job2—must be tough. Of course. But it didn't use agents who were murderers!

Or did it? Perhaps the emergency had been precisely that great. Perhaps, in some way he couldn't guess,
the surviva of the United States depended on Peter Koskinen's not faling into foreign hands. If so, he
need only report to MS. They'd gpologize for everything, and give him the best of care, and release him
when——

Wdl, when?



Dad and Mother are dead, he choked, and Marsislost behind this filthy sky. Who have | got?

He remembered Dave Abrams. It waslike athawing in him. Dave had been his closest buddy. Still was,
by Existence. And alevelheaded chap. And Dave's father was on the board of directors of Generd
Atomics, which meant influence comparableto aU.S. Senator's. Y es, that wasthe drill. Cal Dave.
Arrange ameeting somewhere. Work out what to do, and then do it, with powerful friends at his back.

Returning nerve brought K oskinen a consciousness of how hungry hewas. And thirsty. Asthirsty asthe
time hisair humidifier failed on the expedition along Cerberus Candl... the time he and Elkor traveled to
the Philosophers, whose very shape he could no longer quiterecall. . . . That had been in the second
Earth-year, hadn't it? Y es. Thethird year they'd achieved their breakthrough, as Martian and Terrestrid
science viewpoints, ways of thinking, fused into a concept of energy phenomenathat was new to both
planets. In the fourth year they worked out the engineering practice and built portable potentia-barrier
unitsfor everyone on the Boas. But only this one had been brought home, what with weight restrictions
and—— Koskinen redlized he was maundering. Lightheaded. Let'sfind an eatery. Praise luck, hehad a
well-filled walet in his pants.

|V

crossing the courtyard, he emerged on amore or lessresidentid street. The neglected paving showed
that few indugtria vehicles used it. Brick and concrete buildings were jammed together, boxlike, none
more than five stories high. A good many people were out on their balconiesfor abreath of air. Others
drifted along the sdewaks: old shuffling men, tough-looking boys with hoods pulled over their brows and
cigarettesin their mouths, agaggle of adolescent girls hi deazy ultrafashionsthat would have been more
interesting if their figures had had afew more yearsto deve op, aweary mother hauling awhining small
fry home from agamein the street. More could be seen through their gpartment windows, Staring at the
inevitable 3D screens.

Koskinen waked rapidly, making himself ignore the looks and mutters. A placeto egt, aplacetoedt. . . .
Around the next corner the local supermarket flashed neon at him.

Few wereingde at this hour. He noticed how run-down and untidy the establishment was, but the prices
marked were cheap . . . yes, didn't the government subsidize low-level stores? Passing Drugs, Clothes,
Laundry, and Tools, he saw asign: RESTAURANT—animated, agirl dressed in an gpron, tossing
flapjacks—beyond shelves of groceries, and cut through that section. The checkout robot couldn't
identify the thing on his back. ""One moment, please," said thetape. A buzzer sounded, a scanner lit up,
and ahuman voice said from the mike, "Okay, go on. | don't know what you got there, asco, but you
didnt shoplift it here."

Koskinen grinned feebly and went on. The eatery wasn't an automat, he discovered with some surprise.
Well, adegree of handicraft survived on the very poorest levels, where any pay was better than
none—and among the wedlthy, who could afford live service. A large man with sad eyes stood behind
the counter; his belly sagged against it. Two other men nursed coffee cups at the farther end. They lacked
even the nomina grooming of local residents; their blouses were stained and greasy, they hadn't shaved



for aweek. The big one watched the 3D in the corner, someidiotic story about awar-time mission
across Audtralia. The other sat with a cigarette between hisfingers and stared at a private dream.

"What'll you have?' The sad man touched a button and today's menu appeared on a screen. Koskinen
had visioned a huge rare steek with French fried onions. But what low-level joint would carry actua
meat? He settled for agoomburger and algastew. "And your biggest bottle of beer to sart with," he
added.

"Spiked?" asked the counterman.

"Hm?" Kaoskinen looked, puzzled, into the heavy face. ™Y ou mean vodka added?’

"What you talking about? | mean buzz juice. Mescdinoid, skizzo, neoin, or what do you want?'
"Uh, nothing. Just plain beer. | need aclear head tonight.”

"Mmm. .. yeah. You're from topside, aren'tcha? Fancy clothes and a suntan. Y ou'd better not get too
happy at that, around here." The counterman took aliter of Raketenbrau from the cooler, opened it and
st it before Koskinen. "Infact,” he said, "my adviceto youis, caich the first train back. Or better yet,
phonefor ataxi to come and fly you home."

Koskinen's fingers clenched on the bottle. "Isthis such abad district?' he asked dowly.

"N-no. Not us natives, except for the boy packs. But were not far from the Crater, and alot of their
people come over thisway.” The man made afurtive gesture toward the two who sat at the other end.
The one who was not smoking had turned small eyesin adashed and broken face away from the 3D and
was|ooking openly, insolently, at the newcomer.

The counterman pushed anot very clean glass toward Koskinen. He used the opportunity to whisper:
"We got guardsin here, so we don't get any rough stuff. But you better not go out alonein the street. He
guesses you've got money on you."

Koskinen shrugged. There was no reason why he should not leave by taxi. "Thanks for the warning,” he
sad. He dipped the shield unit off hisback and laid it under his stoal.

"What isthat thing, anyway?" asked the counterman aoud.

"Experimental,” Koskinen said. The question was not pursued; people didn't get nosy on low-level.
Koskinen drank deep. The cool taste tingled the whole way down. He attacked the food ravenoudly.
Confidence flowed into him.

The man who had been watching him left the counter and went to a phone booth. Whoever he called
didn't choose to tranamit a picture. The man switched off and went back to his seat, where he joggled the
dreamer awake. They muttered to each other. Koskinen paid no attention. He finished hismedl and
walked past them to the phone. Gifted with agood memory, he punched out the number Abrams had
given him. The screen flashed: PLEASE DEPOSIT ONE DOLLAR FOR THREE MINUTES, TWO
DOLLARSFOR VISUAL.

Why . . . that wasthe charge for alocal call, wasn't it? Koskinen dropped in two coins and leaned out of
the booth. "Hey," he cdled, "wheream |, anyway?"

"Huh?' said the counterman.

"I'm, uh, I'mlost. What section isthis?"



"Bronx." The counterman rolled his eyestoward the ceiling. The two others grinned. Koskinen closed the
door asthe screen cameto life. He was too nervous to sit down and threw a hasty glance at the tdlltale.
But it wasn't glowing; no tape was being made at the other end of theline.

A plump, aging woman looked out at nun. Her eyes were red-rimmed and she twisted a. wedding ring
around and around on her finger. "IsthisMrs. Abrams?' Koskinen asked. She nodded mutely. "May |
speak to your son David, please?’

"Heisn't here" Her voice was amost inaudible.

Oh no! "Do you know where | can get in touch with him?It's pretty urgent.”

"No... no... who are you?"'

"Pete Koskinen. Dave's shipmate——"

She jerked asif burned. "1 don't know you!" she gasped. "I don't know anything about you."

"But maam " Koskinen's spine crawled. Heforced calmnessinto histone. "Is something
wrong? Dave must have mentioned me. If you don't know where heis now, could you have him call me
back?' He stopped and thought. "That is, I'll find ahotel room, then call and give you my number

a][l n

"No!" she screamed. "They arrested him! Don't you know they came and took him away?'
Koskinen stood unmoving.

She seemed to redlize she had said too much. ™Y ou'd better get in touch with the police yoursdlf,” she
chattered. "There's some awful misunderstanding, I'm certain it's amisunderstanding. Maybe you can
help clear it up. Davy's father has been on the phone for hours, ever snce—

Cdling everybody. Even peoplein Congress. But he can't learn athing. Maybe you can hdp——" she
beganto cry.

Is her line tapped? Kaoskinen shoved down the switch.

Briefly, he wanted to run. But that was senseless. He had no place to go. If adirector of Genera
Atomics couldn't spring his own son, what use— I'll have one more try. Captain Twain himself.

The skipper had gone to his home town in Oregon, Koskinen knew, even though he hadn't any close
relaives|eft there. Koskinen didled Information. " Please be patient, ir,” the computer tech said. "A
one-minute line breek is due shortly.”

What the devil? Oh, yes. The shifting configuration of theradio relay satdlites. "I'll wait," Koskinen said.
"If your party isn't a home, do you wish aspeciad search made?'
"Uh, no. Just find me where he's staying. I'll talk to anybody."

The screen blanked. K oskinen stood aone with the soft, silly "interlude music.” He shifted from foot to
foot, tugged his beard, hammered afist into the other palm. Swest trickled dong hisribs.

Therewas arap on the door. Koskinen turned about with an oath. The bristle-chinned man who had
made the previous cal stood outside. Koskinen flung the door open in asurge of belligerence. "Wdl?' he
barked.



"Y agonnabe through soon, asco?’ The tone was not impolite, but burly shoulders were hunched.
"A few minutes yet. There should be other phonesin thisplace, if you'rein ahurry.”

"Nah, nah, that's okay. | wasjust wondering, sort of. We don't get many topsiders down here. | was
wondering if you waslooking for alittle fun, maybe." The damaged face attempted aleer.

"No, thanks."
"l know some good places. Better'n anything yuh find topside.”
"No! I'm going to finish my cal and get the devil out of here. Okay by you?'

Momentarily the man glared. Smoothing his expression, he nodded. "Don't getcha guts hot. | wasjust
try'n'abefrienlly." Koskinen closed the door. The other went back to the counter and spoke to his
companion. Both looked pleased, Koskinen thought.

Some enormous tune later, the phone buzzed.. Koskinen whirled around so fast he bumped hisknee on
the seat. The pain stung him into alittle more sdf-control. "We have your number, sir," ahuman operator
said. "In Eugene, Oregon." He dropped hi the required number of buck pieces.

The screen showed him a strange man'sface. "Is Captain Silas Twain there?' Koskinen asked.
"Who wantsto know?" said the other. His manner was hard and wary.
Koskinen brigtled. "Who do you think you are?"

The man paused, reached adecision, and said: "Military Security. Captain Twain has been killed resgting
akidnap attempt. WWho are you?"'

Koskinen shook his head, trying to clear the darkness out. "Isthat the truth?' he mumbled. " Or another
dory?'

"Ask the news service. Now, who are you? Quick!"

"Jugt... an old friend. J3-Jm Longworth," Koskinen sammered, fishing a classmate's name from an
impossibly remote past. "I heard the Mars expedition was back and——I thought——" Because the
agent looked satisfied, he switched off.

Wildly, he stared out the booth. The big fellow who had spoken to him was now addressing the
counterman. His mouth was drawn into an ugly grimace. The counterman flinched, shivered, nodded
again and again, and tottered to the opposite end of the bar where he got furioudy busy. The big man
went out. The skinny one with the cigarettes remained, not smoking now, dert. It didn't register
particularly on Kaskinen.

Twain dead. Great, ruddy, unbendable S Twain, a corpse. But such things didn't happen!
Had MSkilled him themselves?

K oskinen dapped the switch up, punched for News, and fed coinsinto the dot. He scarcely saw or
heard the answer girl. "Gimme the latest story on Captain Twain,”" he dmost shrieked, hanging onto the
seatback. "Mars expedition. They say he's dead tonight.”

"Yes, gr. That story camein only half an hour ago, | remember.” The girl punched buttons. A tape began
to run, showing a man who said: "World News Service, Eugene, Oregon, September 12—— Captain



SilasG. Twain, 44, leader of the most recent expedition to Mars, was found murdered in hishotel room
today. The body was discovered about 1630 Pacific Daylight Saving Tune by Dorinda Joye, 22, a
secretary from an agency he had called not long before. There were many signs of astruggle. Beside
Captain Twain's body, which had been shot, was that of aman believed to be Chinese. His skull was
crushed by aheavy ashtray ill hi Twain's hand. Police theorized that severd intruders had come hi the
tenth-floor window from an airlift platform and tried to kidnap the spaceman. Whileresisting hekilled one
of them. Unable to cope with him and fearing discovery, the others shot him and fled, Police Inspector
John Flying Eagle said. Thetune of Twain'scall to Miss Joye's agency fixed the hour of death asno
earlier than 1600. Military Security agents moved promptly to occupy the scene and no further comment
is being made by any officia source.

"The reason for the tragedy remains mysterious. Captain Twain was——"
The commentary went into a hagtily assembled orbit, with film clips. Kaskinen switched off. Forget that.

Forget M S, and the Chinese, and every other murdering—— His eyes stung. I'm about to cry, he
thought inadim surprise.

No use calling anyone else from the ship. | must be the only one still alive and at large, and that's
only because | had the shield machine. Let's get out of here before I'm caught too.

Out? Where? | don't know. Right now | don't give a hoot. Just out.

Clumsily, because he trembled and didn't see very well, he punched for ataxi. "Yes, the Old Prole
Supermarket. How should | know the address? Y ou've got a directory, haven't you? Useit, for God's
sakel" he sngpped the switch vicioudy and stumbled from the booth.

The counterman shrank from him. Terror lay in the sallow features. Koskinen paid small heed. He hoisted
the shield generator onto his back and went from the restaurant area.

A stocky man with agun at his hip sopped him between grocery shelves. "'Scuse, miger,” hesad. "I'ma
guard. Been watching you on the monitor. Y ou know that bum who talked to you while you were

phoning?”
"No," said Koskinen vaguely. "Let meby."

"Him and that other character, they're from the Crater. I've seen ‘em around before. So they're up to no
good. | don't like theway hetalked to Gus at the bar. Plain as day, he told Gus not to warn you about
nothing. And then heleft his pa and went on out himsdif.”

The dreamy man drifted down another aide, toward the door. The guard glowered after him. "I can't do
nothing till they start acting roochy," he said. "But if | wasyou, migter, I'd stay hereand let me call the
cops. Y ou might want an escort home."

Koskinen started. "Police?' MS? " Thanks, no!"

The guard squinted. "Y ou on the lam yourself, son? Y ou don't look the sort. What's that thing you're
wearing?'

"None of your business!" Koskinen snapped. He took off, nearly running. The guard stared amoment,
then shrugged.

Asthe main door opened for him, Koskinen stopped. The truck |ot outside was bare and dimly lit.
Traffic growled, but not where he could see any. | better stay insidetill the taxi comes, hethought.



And then where to? A hotel, probably. Not so cheap it was arobbers den, not so good it would attract
MS investigators. Or Chinese, he thought with a shudder. A middle-class, traveling salesman sort of
place. He couldn't stay there long, he was too conspicuous. But he could buy ahappy pill, get anight's
degp—he was near fdling over from weariness—and decide on his next move tomorrow.

A battered green teardrop rolled into the lot. The driver got out. He wore a steel helmet and an
anesthetic needle gun, but his vehicle bore the legend COMETEER TAXICAB COMPANY . He strode
briskly to the doorway. "Y ou the party wanted a hack?"

"Yes." Koskinen followed him out. He opened the rear door with an unexpected flourish. Koskinen
cimbedin.

The door dammed on him. One powerful hand took his left wrist and twisted it agonizingly past the
shoulder blades. Another arm closed around histhroat. "Don't move none and you won't get hurt,” said
the voice of the man who had talked to him at the booth.

Thedriver chuckled and got into the front seat. He punched for air clearance and the taxi purred
skyward. Koskinen fought to breathe.

Foal, hetold himsdlf bitterly. Utter, total, thumblefumb idiot! The men at the counter had planned this
from the minute they saw him. They'd called their confederate, on the reasonable guess that Koskinen
would want to leave in ataxi. The conversation with him had confirmed that. The confederate had parked
around the comer till the big man, the mugger, appeared and told him, "Push it, now; pick 'im up before
thered cab getshere." Thelittle smoker had kept an eye on Koskinen till the last moment, ready to dash
out and warn the othersiif anything went wrong. But nothing had. He, Peter Kaoskinen, was caught.

"That'sright,” said the mugger. He laughed. " Just relax and enjoy it. Well letcha off in amile or so. Reach
around with yuh right hand and toss yuh wallet on the floor.”

Koskinen obeyed. But I'm crippled now! hethought. | doubt if I've got twenty dollarsin change. |
daren't call my bank——

"Okay," grunted the mugger. "He's been good, Tun. So land him near enough to atube station hell have
achanceuh makingit dive."

"X," sad thedriver, and punched again. Control lowered the taxi to street level and released it. They
rolled to ahat between two sheer walls, automated plants no doubt, roofed by arumbling freight belt.
The gloomwasthick here.

"Oh, yeh," said the mugger. "Y uh gimmick too. That thing on yuh back—boy, did it ever get in my way
just now!—I want that too. Dunno what it is, but mebbe Zigger will, or hisgirl. Wannatell me yuhsalf?"

"No——please—" Koskinen croaked through the pressure.
"Suit yuhself. But get outtathem strgps. Pronto!™

The stranglehold was rel eased so he could wriggle from the harness. The driver turned around and aimed
the needle gun a him. Itsmeta gleam was barely discernible. "No tricks, now," he said genialy.

What have | got to lose?

Koskinen dipped off his shoes, unnoticed in the murk. His hands pretended to tug at his shoulder straps.
Groping, hefdt the wallet through his socks, and picked it up between both feet.



"Snap dong there," said the mugger impatiently.
K oskinen threw the shield switch.

The expanding cylindroidd force shell pushed him off the seat until he occupied midair in acorner. The
bandit was shoved against the opposite wall. He must have roared, and perhaps the driver cursed, but
they were mere shadows now, altogether silent.

Koskinen put the wallet into his pocket and waited, shaking with reaction. He had become invulnerable
to anything they had. Not even gas could penetrate the invisible barrier; and the air cycler guaranteed nun
oxygen. He saw fists batter. A needle broke on the shield, and the mugger opened hiswindow to let the
volatile anesthetic out.

"That'sright," Koskinen babbled, crazily, since they couldn't hear him either. ™Y ou can't linger here. There
are police cars on patrol, you know. Y ou can't get at me. Shove me out the door and scram! You're
whipped. Get rid of me!"

The big man fdt around, defining for himself the volume of impenetrability. He threw his shoulder againgt
Koskinen and found that the shell, with its contents, was easily movable; for it added no weight, and
energy absorption provided a pseudo-friction. "Push me out and be done, you muckhead!" K oskinen
shouted.

The two shadows conferred. The driver bent back to his controls. Thetaxi sprang into the air.
Great Existence, Kaoskinen thought. The knowledge clubbed him. They're taking me along!

Therewas sufficient light in the traffic lanes, diffused from below by thedirty air, that he could clearly see
the mugger. The big man crouched againgt the farther wall, his gaze never leaving Koskinen. He had the
driver'sgun in one hand and avibro shiv in the other. His eyes were rimmed with white, his chest rose
and fell, sweat glistened on his skin. But these bandits had guts, Koskinen knew—the courage to teke
thisfearful thing whereit could be studied and perhaps acquired.

What to do?

He could switch off the field long enough to open the door and jump... no. That would take asecond, at
least. A needle would need much lesstuneto cross the car and knock him unconscious.

He could open his defenses and surrender.

No. Not yet. He could aways do that, if things got desperate. Let him try to wait out their attempts.
Maybe he could even bargain. Maybe, maybe—— His strength collapsed. Folding himself as nearly into
agtting position asthe shell allowed, he waited dully for whatever was going to happen.

V

It wasn't far to the Crater. The taxi left the Control beam and danted down on manual. Koskinen saw a
circle of darkness, below and ahead, carved from the wan light-haze and street-web of the surrounding
dum. He could make out afew buildings slhouetted on the rim, one or two windows aglow but



otherwise black. Severa miles away rose the Center he had seen while on foot, tier after tier climbing
zenithward like aluminous fountain; and a couple of skyscraperswere dso visible, where worldwide

enterprises found housing. He could even seethefirefly traffic stream yonder. It might aswell dl have
been on another planet.

Not Mars, though, he thought in his despair. Mars had killed men too: with unbreathable ghostly
amosphere, hunger and thirst and cold and strangeness. But beauty had abided in those deserts, moving
forests, stlark mesas—and foremost in the great serene Martian minds, which had joined with humansto
follow knowledge. | used to get homesick out there for Earth. For what | missed, now that | think
about it, was stuff like green grass and trees, sunlight, on my bare skin, wind ruffling a lake,
Indian summer, snow, and the people who belonged to such country, the people | knew as a kid.
Thisisn 't Earth. Wish me back to our Mars, Sharer-of-Hopes.

Thetaxi hovered near the unlit circle while the driver used his phone. Identifying himsaf? Rumor said that
the more powerful chieftainsin such places had meansto shoot down intruders. Kosk-inen didn't know.
Few upper-leve civilians had any real information about the Craters. Koskinen knew only that during the
initial postwar reconstruction there'd been too much radioactivity at the bombsitesfor habitation. Asit
diminished, the poorest eements of society moved near because such land was chegp or even free. The
hardiest went into the craters themselves, finding hideouts where they recruited their strength and from
which, hi time, they exacted tribute from the low-level dwellers of entire cities. The police, who had
enough to do e sewhere, seldom interfered unless things got completely flagrant, and sometimes not then.
Any socid order was better than none, and the crater barons did impose a structure of sorts on the
dums

The driver switched off. A radio telltale glowed on his panel. He followed the beacon to alanding.
Severd shadowy forms closed in. The driver emerged and talked for awhile. They opened the door and
wrestled Koskinen out.

Helooked around. They were on asmall concrete structure which jutted from the crater bowl! about
halfway between the rim and the invisible bottom. Itsflat roof made alanding platform. Gloom doped
upward on every sde, with the faintest vitrification shimmer, until it ended where a series of watch-towers
squatted againgt the surly red haze. A glowlamp in one man's hand revedled half a dozen hard faces,
helmeted heads and | eather-like jackets, gun barrels aimed inward at the stranger. Two picked Koskinen
up and bore him aong; the others fanned out on guard. The mugger and the taxi driver went on ahead,
while someone e se was deputed to flit the vehicle away.

Koskinen lay passivein his shdl, aching with tiredness. They carried him through adoor at the bottom of
the structure, down aramp, and so into a plastic-lined, fluoro-lit tunnel. A flatbed gocart stood there,
onto which his escort got with him. It drove rapidly downward. Before many minutes the passage opened
into amuch larger tunnd, perhaps a subway which had survived the bomb blast and afterward had been
refitted. They must have their own power system here, Koskinen thought, ventilation, hesting, every
necessity—including, no doubt, food and ammunition for along siege. The gocart passed others, mostly
carrying hired workmen who bobbed their heads respectfully to the warriors. It passed steel doors where
machine gun emplacements were built into thewalls, and finally sopped at an even more heavily fortified
checkpoint. From there the party took a side passage, on foot.

But thiswas astonishing: aglideway hdl, as elegantly decorated asthe VVon Braun's had been. An open
door revealed a suite of darkly shining luxury and taste. Beyond, an intersecting corridor led them past
less elaborate but perfectly adequate living quarters, then by a sprawling machine shop and a closed door
on which wasettered ELECTRONICS—and eventualy through athick double porta into a
concrete-block room where the guards set K oskinen down.



Hegot to hisfeet. That took alittle doing; he must move his center of gravity about until hetilted therigid
force shdl onto its broad flat "base." Glancing around, he saw the guardsmen place themsdalves aong the
walls, gunstrained on him. A workbench held standard |aboratory apparatus. Nearby were atelephone
and the armored pickup of amonitor screen. Thisis where they test anything dangerous, he decided.

After what seemed along time, the inner door opened again and let two peoplein. The guardsmen
nodded in salute. Koskinen forced down the exhaustion that made his brain seem full of sand and |ooked
closdly at the newcomers.

The man was big, middlie-aged, with akettle belly and abald pate. He scarcely even had eyebrows. His
face was pink and jowly, ablob of anose, agash of amouth. But he moved with abriskness that
bespoke muscles. He was gorgeoudy clad in iridescent blue; rings glittered on hisfingers. The spitgun at
his hip looked well-worn.

The woman was pleasanter to watch. She was about thirty, Kaoskinen guessed, tall, asplendid figure and
asupple gait. Blue-black hair fell most to her shoulders. Her face was squarish, with lustrous brown
eyes, broad nose, full and sullenly curved lips. Her complexion was a cafe-au-lait that made everyone
else look bleached; the whitelab coat she wore above an expensive red tunic heightened the effect.

Okay, Kaoskinen thought with a prickle aong hisscap, here's the boss in person. What'd the
kidnappers call him, Zigger?

The man walked dowly around him, felt the outlines of thefield, pushed him over and studied how hefdll
and how heregained hisfeet. Waving his underlings out of ricochet range, he fired afew bullets and
watched them drop straight down from the point where they struck. The woman leaned against the
workbench and regarded the performance without stirring. At the end, she picked anotepad from among
the apparatus, scribbled, and held the page before Koskinen's eyes.

Heread, in an unexpected copperplate: "Thislooks like something we need. Areyou interested in
Hling?'

He shook hishead. "Let me go!" he cried.

She frowned and wrote for him: "Make | etters with your fingers. Deaf and dumb aphabet. So." She
illustrated afew.

Deaf and dumb——7? Oh, yes, such tricks doubtless did survive among those who couldn't afford
neuroprosthesis. Koskinen spelled out awkwardly: ™Y ou cannot get at me and the police are looking for
me. Better let me go."

Thewoman conferred with Zigger. He seemed shaken. Shetold him something that surprised him, but he
gave ordersto aguard, who went out. The woman wrote for Koskinen: "Obvioudy you have air renewa
inthere, but | don't see any other supplies. Y ou could be walled up and | eft to Starve. Better come out
and talk to us. Zigger keeps his word—when it's convenient.” She threw the boss, who was reading over
her shoulder, afeline grin; he reddened but made no comment. "He's abad man to cross, though.”

Br'er Rabbit and the brier patch! Koskinen thought in aleap of excitement. "Please do not brick mein,”
he spdlled on hisfingers. If they do, | can expand the field and break down any masonry they can
erect—and maybe escape!

"Okay. Starving'stoo dow anyway," the woman answered laconicaly.

The guard returned with abulky long-barreled object cradled in hisarms. The woman wrote: Do you



recognize this?'
K oskinen shook his head. He couldn't see the thing very well.

"A laser gun. It amplifiesradiation by stimulating atomsto re-emit in ahighly collimated beam. Cdl it a
heet ray."

Oh, yes, Koskinen thought. Thewill drained out of him. I've heard about those.

"| expect that snce your forcefield or whatever it isletslight go back and forth, it will also let infrared
by," wrote the woman. "Thefirgt shot will beinto your foot.”

The guard brought the weapon to bear. Koskinen switched the shield off and fell forward on his hands
and knees.

VI

The phone woke him. He turned over, shoved his head under the pillow, and tried to deny its existence.
The phone kept buzzing. Kaskinen blinked, mouthed a curse, reached out and switched it on.

A dark woman looked from the screen. He gaped, not easily remembering her or where he was. " Good
morning," she said, with asmile that went no deeper than her lips. "Good afternoon, rather. Late
afternoon. | thought you'd been sacked in long enough.”

"Huh?' Sowly, in bits and pieces, recollection came back. Hed nearly fainted after the screen was off.
They took the unit from him and led him here and gave him atranquilize—— He looked around at a
small, not unpleasant room with bath. There was only one door, and no window ... aventilator grille. . .
yes, he was underground, wasn't he? In Zigger'sinverted castle.

"l wan't to talk with you," the woman said. "I've ordered dinner." Her smile widened. "Breskfast, to you.
The guardll comefetch you in fifteen minutes. Up, fellah!™

Koskinen crawled from bed as the screen blanked. His clothes were gone, but a closet wall retracted to
show severd excdlent new outfits. A needle spray forced some of the stiffnessfrom his muscles. There
was no logic to the fact that a green blouse and gray dacks should cheer him alittle. By thetimean
armed man opened the door, he was ready and famished.

They took the glideway into the luxury section. He was waved through a door which closed behind him.
Across a soft, tinted floor, he looked at a suite of several rooms. Some good pictures hung on the walls.
Theviewall was playing a color abstraction which wastoo intellectua for histaste, but he was gladdened
to recognize Mozart on the taper. The furnishings were low-legged, Oriental, centered about a pedestal
that upheld alovely piece of uncut Lunar crystal. How much had that cost? he wondered.

The woman sat before atable. A white tunic set off her pae brown skin. She waved a hand with a
cigarettein it. The other held a cocktail. "Sit down, Pete." Her voice was husky, with atrace of Southern
accent. She was a quadroon, he guessed, and probably part Creole.

"How do you know my name?"' he asked. Then: "Oh. Sure. Stupid of me, papersin my wallet.”



"And aquick check with the news service," she nodded. "Y ou got afine welcome home, didn't you?"

He sested himsdlf acrossthetable. A servitor rolled hi and asked nun what he wanted. He realized that
he and the woman were the only humans present—though doubtless the guard waited outside, and there
might well be an darm buzzer or atattler mikein her massve silver bracdet. "1... | don't know," he said.
"Uh. .. what wasthat thing the other day? ... aTom Coffins."

She grimaced. "Y ou need education, | see. Oh, well, it'syour palate. Smoke?'
"No, thanks." He wet hislips. "Wh-wh-what did the news have to say about me?'

"Not onething," she answered, looking straight into hiseyes. "Asfar asthe phone or the picture papers
know, youre gtill relaxing at the VVon Braun Hotel in Philly. However, we've not been able to contact any
of your shipmates.”

"I know," he said blegkly. "I only hope M S hasthem, dive. The Chinesekilled S Twain, you know."
"What?' She sat upright.
"It wason the news," hefaltered. "Last night."

"It wasn't today," she said. "Today's story said he died in an accident and anything you heard about a
murder was due to a hystericl——" The sensuous mouth grew as harsh as Zigger's. "What's the truth?”"

He summoned defiance. "Why should | tdl you?"

Her manner softened again, with the mercurid-nessthat had aready bewildered him. "L ook, Pete," she
sad, low and rgpidly, "you're caught in something tremendous. | spent the day making empirica testson
that gadget of yours. | know afew thingsit can do, and that aloneis enough to drive Zigger wild. We
haven't any mind drugs here, but we do have nerve machines, and even uglier stuff. No—" sheraised a
dender hand— "1'm not threatening you. | wouldn't do such athing to anybody, for any reason. But
Zigger would. I'mwarning you, Pete. Y ou've had the course. There's no choice but to level with . . . with
me, at least.”

"If | do, what then? MSwon't thank me."

"We can get you away from them, if you really don't think they will forgive you. The Crater does give
vaue for value recelved, after its own fashion. Okay, what happened to Twain?'

The servitor brought hisdrink. He snatched it and drank blindly. The account stumbled out of him.

She nodded, carefully, struck afresh cigarette and puffed for awhile with her eyes narrowed in thought.
At length: "Yes, obvioudy last night's account was the right one, and now MS has clamped alid onthe
truth. | begin to seethe overal picture. Y our expedition innocently bringsthisthing back from Mars,
never dreaming what it implies. The men zoom off to their respective homes. They mention thething to
their friends. M'S, which has been keeping tabs on them asit routindy does on everything unusud, gets
the word within hours. They seethe possihilitiesinvolved. They've got to lock away this machine and
everyone who knows anything about it, at least until they can figure out what to do. So they take most of
your shipmatesinto custody.

"But the Chinese have spies of their own, agents, deepers, scattered around the world. Everybody
knowsthat. And ... the Chinese ring was probably on the qui vive about this returning expedition. After
al, the previoustrips had shown the Martians to have a cons derable technology, even if it is utterly unlike
anything we've imagined on Earth. The Boas might well bring back something revolutionary. Especidly



since your announced purpose was to make an intengive sudy of the Martian civilization. The Chinese
could have worked agents into strategic positions far in advance. Y ou know, people who became close
friends of the spacemen's families, that sort of thing. So they got the word amost as soon asMSdid. It
became a race to capture expedition members.”

Enfeebled as he was from deegp following tota nervous exhaustion, and no food, the liquor hit Koskinen
likeafigt. "Not much use" he blurted through sudden fog. "I had the only unit on Earth. And the only full
knowledge about it. Y' see, | was the one who developed it. With Martian help, certainly. But the other
guys, they had their own projects.”

Sheleaned back on the couch, relaxing like abig cat, giving him only the softest of nudges. "Why didn't
MS grab you before anyone el se, then?”

"Prob'ly didn't get thefull story a once. And maybe had some trouble finding me. I'd said | wasgoing to
Minnegpolis, but at the last minute changed my mind, thought I'd ook over the Atlantic supertown. They
came fast, anyhow. With the Chinese on their hedls.”

"| take it you were escaping from the Chinese when our boys came upon you?'

"And MS. Also MS." Koskinen finished hisdrink. "Tried to kill me, MSdid." She opened her eyeswide
and let them glow a him. He fdt he must make himsdlf clear to her, and went through the story.

"l see" shemurmured at the end. "Y es, they're ahard-boiled ouitfit in their own right. How well | know."
She reached across the table and squeezed his hand. "But you need food now."

The servitor brought in soup, rolls, authentic butter. Shelet him est awhile before she chuckled and said,
"By theway, | forgot you gtill don't know my name. I'm Vivienne Cordeiro.”

"Peased to meet you," he mumbled. As his head cleared and strength returned, so did wariness. He
cursed himsdlf for giving away so many potentia trump cards. Though he must admit she had helped him
understand a Situation that had seemed afever dream. "Areyou aphysicigt?'

"Of sorts," she nodded. "Ingtitute kid like you —according to your news biography. They didn't pick me
up, however, till | wasfifteen." A darknessflitted across her face. "A good many things had happened
before then. But no matter now. | run the technical section here. Crater bosses aso need someone who
understands things like energetics and information theory."

Koskinen said, "Y ou redize the shidld unit is il in an early, experimental stage. Y ou'd need abig
laboratory and severa yearsto develop the potentidities. Especialy the potentidities that no one hasyet
guesed.”

"True. But Zigger could make excellent use of thething even asis. Let'stalk about it. Not in any detail—I
doubt if I could follow the math—Dbut in generdities.” Koskinen hesitated. "'l aready know agood bit,"
shereminded him.

He sighed. "Okay."
"Hrg, isthisaMartian machine?'

"Not exactly. | told you the Martians and— well, I—invented it together. They had the field theory but
didn't know much practical solid state physics.”

"Hm-hm. That means M S can't Smply send a spaceship there and demand the full plans. According to dl
previous reports, the Martianswon't play bal with anyonewho isn't simpatico with the humansthey've



decided to like; and it's no use trying to pretend you are if you aren't, because they know; and the
Russians found out the hard way before the war that they can detonate your atomic wegponsin your own
magazines. Of course, with the American government having the only spaceships these days, nobody else
can get to Mars either. Thisgame will be played out here on Earth.

"Sowhat isyour invisble screen? A potentid barrier?
Surprised, he nodded. "How did you guess?

"Seemed reasonable. A two-way potentid barrier, | suppose, ana ogous to amountain ridge between the
user and therest of theworld. But I've determined myself, today, that it builds from zero to maximum
within the space of afew centimeters. Nothing gets through that hasn't the needful energy, sort of like the
escape velocity needed to get off aplanet. So abullet which hits the screen can't get through, and falsto
the ground. But what happensto the kinetic energy?*

"Thefield absorbsit," he said, "and storesit in the power pack from which thefield isgenerated in the
first place. If abullet did travel fast enough to penetrate, it'd get back its speed asit passed through the
inner haf of the barrier. The field would push it, so to speak, drawing energy from the pack to do so. But
penetration velocity for the unit I've gat, at its present adjustment, is about fifteen miles per second.”

Shewhigled. "Isthat the limit?'

"No. Y ou can push the potentia barrier as high asyou like, until you even exclude € ectromagnetic
radiation. That would take amuch larger energy storage capacity, of course. For agiven capacity, such
asmy unit has, you can expand the surface of the barrier at the price of lowering its height. For instance,
you could enclose an entire house in asphere centered on my unit, but penetration velocity would be
correspondingly less—maybe only one mile a second, though I'd have to caculate it out to be certain.”

"Onemileasecond istill plenty,” she said, impressed. "How isthe energy stored?”

"Quantum degeneracy. The molecules of the accumulator are squeezed into low states. The pressureis
maintained by aregenerative sub-field within the accumulator, which is, however, responsiveto
momentum transfer through the main barrier shell.”

"You've just revised the entire concept of energy storage, you know,” she said absently, "killed adozen
magjor industries and brought twenty new onesinto existence. But asfor thefield, or screen, or shield, or
whatever name you prefer——what isit? A region of warped space?'

"You can cdl it that if you want to, though strictly speaking, ‘warped space’ isatautology at best, a
meaningless noise a worst. | could show you the math——" Koskinen stopped short. He oughtn't. Not
tothisgang of criminad

Sherdieved him by sighing; "I'd never understand. What little | ever knew about tensors has rusted away
long ago. Let's keep thispractical. | noticed today that you have athermostatic unit built into the
apparatus. You'd need it, obvioudy, Sinceair can't get in or out of the screen. And you have some kind
of oxygen recycler likenothing | ever saw."

"That's mostly derived from Martian technology,” he admitted. "Exhaed carbon dioxide and water vapor
circulate over acatdytic meta sponge surface which bleeds alittle energy from the accumulator for a
chemical process. Except for the small equilibrium concentration that your body needs, they're formed
into solid carbohydrate and free oxygen. Trace exhalations like acetone—stinks—get converted to
radicals attached to the carbohydrate.



"On Marswe included aunit that took care of organic wastes aswell and reclaimed all excreted water.
So then you only needed to take food along, and you could stay out on afield trip for weeks. But it was
aheavy thing, that unit, and the principle was e ementary, so weleft it behind.”

"l see" Vivienne nodded. "How could you work, though, immobilized insde abarrier field?'

"We traveled on flatbed wagons or Martian sanddeds, drawn in atrain by the eectric tractorswed
taken aong. Remote control robots did most of the actua specimen gathering. Toward the end, though,
our engineers built afew of what we called walkies. One-man platforms with legs and hands, controlled
by the rider, who could then go just about anywhere. In case of trouble, the shield could be expanded to
enclose the machine as Well asthe man.

"Of course," Koskinen added thoughtfully, "it was amakeshift. There's no reason why ashield can't be
designed that'd fit aman like athermsuit, only better, so he could walk and manipulate directly. It'd bea
guestion of using agood many small generators, each responsive to the wearer's posture and motion. The
tota field at any instant would be the vector sum of the separate fields. However, that'll take alot of
engineering to do.”

"That's not the only possibility,” she said with rising excitement. " Spaceships, aircraft, even ground cars
that haven't any hulls; just apotential shell generated when you need it. Vary the shape —turn your
gpaceship into your dome house— start redlly exploiting the mineralsin the asteroid belt! A new kind of
motor: push your ship forward by changing its energy potentia. Why, you might be able to travel near the
gpeed of light— if afaster-than-light driveisn't lurking somewherein your spacewarp equations. A new
way to get atomic energy, I'll bet; if you can hold the molecule in adegenerate Sate, you should be able
to do the same for the nucleus. Perhaps you'll be able to convert any kind of matter into energy. No more
fud cogts, no limit to the available power! Oh, Pete, your shidd isonly the beginning!"

He remembered where hewas, jarringly, and said with returning grimness. "It may be the end, with so
many factions snatching after thisthing.”

Thelight died in her. Sheleaned back. "Yes" shesad in aflat voice. "That's very possible. Virtud
invulnerability . . . yes, people have ripped each other gpart for lesser prizes, haven't they?"

The sarvitor brought in aroast turkey with trimmings. Vivienne shook hersdlf, asif she were cold. She
flashed Kaoskinen aquick white smile. "I'm sorry, Pete," she said. "I didn't mean to talk shop so soon.
Let'sforget it for awhile. I'd like to get acquainted with you as aperson.” Her voice dropped. ™Y our
kind of guy isn't any too common these days. Not anywherein theworld.”

They taked ill far into the night.

VII

The guard who escorted him waved K oskinen through the double door. The echoing concrete bleakness
of the [aboratory brought hisisolation sharply back. Zigger and Vivienne were dready there. The boss
was asking her:

"Y ou sure he didn't say nothing to you? Ever? Like maybe he was running alittle show of hisownin



low-levd somewhere, that he could of ducked out to take care of 7!

Her mouth curled. "Don't be more moronic than you haveto, Zigger. How could a hophead like Bones
run anything except errands?'

"He's not ahophead.”
"He's addicted to brain simulation, isn't he?"'

"That's not dope.”
"l sayitis"

Zigger lifted ahand asif to cuff her. Shefaced himrigidly. "How do you expect to locate Bones—that
way?"' she asked. He let the hand fdl, turned about with agrowl, and saw the newcomers.

"Argh! Thereyou are!” The browless eyes glittered close to Kaskinen. "C'mere. Grab him, Buck." One
of the three guards present seized Koskinen's arms from behind. The grip was painful. Koskinen might
have managed to break |oose and get revenge, but the other two, and their master, had guns.

Zigger took apair of channel pliers off the workbench. "I want you to understand something, Pete" he
said, amost conversationdly. ™Y ou've been caught. Nobody outside the Crater has any notion where you
are. You'e property. My property. | can do anything | fed like with you, and there won't be one damn
thing you can do about it." The pliers closed on Koskinen'snose. "I can haul your beezer out by the

roots, right now, thisminute, if | want to." The jawstightened until tears were stung from Koskinen's
eyes. Zigger grinned voluptuoudly. Y ou got worse places than that to get squeezed,” hesaid. "Or if |
don't want to do any harm, I'll hook you into a nerve machine. That hurts maybe more. I've watched guys
init. When we're finished with you, well run you through the grinder. | keep cats, and you know what
fresh mest costs.”

Asif with an effort, he tossed the pliers back. He had begun to swest alittle, and his voice wasn't aslight
asintended. "That'swhat | can do to property. Now, Vee, fix him up theway | told you."

Vivienne's face had gone dtogether blank. Shetook athick stedl disc somethreeinchesin diameter,
suspended from alight chain, and hung it around K oskinen's neck. Picking a spotweld gun off the bench,
she closed the links. He felt the heat on his skin, even through the asbestos paper she used to protect
him. When she was done, he wore alocket he could not remove without cutting tools.

Zigger had explained while Vivienne worked: "Thisisto make sure you behave. Y ou're gonna be hel ping
our lady scientist with that force screen of yours. Showing her how it works, making more like it, maybe
improving it some. So maybe you got ideas about getting the gadget on your back and switching the
screen on, someplace where alaser can't get at you. Well, forget that. This hereisafulgurite capsule with
aradio detonator. If | hear you're acting funny, I'll go press a button and blow your head off."

"Look out for stray Sgnds, then,” Koskinen snapped.

"Don't worry," Vivienne said. "The detonator is coded.” She finished her job and released the chain,
leaving the asbestos in place while the weld cooled.

"Let him go, Buck," Zigger said. Koskinen stumbled as his arms were rel eased, rubbed his sore nose and
scowled at them all.

Zigger beamed. "No hard fedlings, Pete," he said. "' had to show you the bad sidefirst. Now | can show
you the good side. Care for asmoke? A happy pill? Got ‘em right in my pocket here.”



"No," Koskinen said.

"Aslong asyou're aprisoner, you're property.” Zigger said. "But the boys here aren't no property. They
stick around because they know agood dea when they see one. I'd like to have you join us, Pete. From
your own free choice, | mean.

"Now don't look so horrified. I'm not acrook. Y ou got to redize that. I'm agovernment myself. Sure. |
make rules, and collect taxes, and take care of my people. What elseisagovernment, huh? What'd
Washington ever do for you that | can't do better? Y ou want money, good food, good housing, fun and
games? Y ou can have 'em, right here, starting today, if you want. Y ou wouldn' livein the Crater your
wholelife, neither. Change your face and you can go anywhere. | keep some mighty nice gpartments,
hunting lodges, villas, yachts, whatchamacallit, here and there around the world. I'll have alot more once
we've got those shields of yoursready. A whale of alot more. Use your imagination, boy, and see what
we might get usin the next few years. Want in on the game?"

Koskinen remained slent.

Zigger dapped hisback. "Think it over, Pete," he said jovialy. "Meanwhile, work hard and be good. So
long." He went out. The guards followed him. The door closed behind them.

Vivienne struck acigarette, sat down on astool and smoked in short ferocious puffs. Koskinen
wandered about the room. The bomb was alump at the base of histhroat. He glanced at the monitor
screen. Someone was watching him, of course, from elsewherein thiswarren. He felt like making an
impolite gesture a the watchman, but decided not to. The shield unit lay on the bench. Hefiddled
nervoudy with the controls.

After awnhile Vivienne sirred. "Wdl," shesad.
Hedidn't answer.

"I'm sorry about that thing," she said. "I got my orders. | can get away with alot, but adirect order from
the boss——"

"Sure" hesad.

"Asfor therest. . . what hedid ... | suppose Zigger's no worse than the average gang baron. Probably
not even much worse than any other government. He's right about being a government, you know.”

"They don't practice torture in Washington," he muttered.
"I'mnot so sure,” she sad hitterly.

He glanced at her, surprised. She hadn't said much about her past, for dl the talking they had done. He
gathered that she came from awell-to-do family and had gotten an education commensurate with her
intelligence at a private school; that was interrupted by the war, and she had had afew bad years
afterward, first in the refugee hordes and then as asemi-dave in aguerrillaband, until the police wiped
them out and turned her over to the Indtitute. It gave her room, board, medical treatment, psychiatric
help, and training in science. "'l should think you'd be the last person to preach anarchism,” he said.

"Or archism, for that matter." Her smile was stiff. "1've been on the receiving end of both conditions.”
With adight shake, asif to drive off her thoughts: "About Zigger. He was in atough mood. Worried
about Bones disappearing.”

"Who?'



"Neff's pd. Remember, there were two guysin that restaurant? Neff went out to the fake taxi and
captured you. Bonestailed you to the door."

"Oh, yes. Therunt. | remember.”

"He went back into town yesterday. He was supposed to report hi by nightfall—Zigger had ajob for
him—but he hasn't shown yet and they can't find any trace of him out there."

"Violence?'

"Maybe. Though Zigger's people are more apt to dish that out than take it. Bones might have run afoul of
aboy pack, of course, or even araiding party from New Haven Crater. We've been fighting asort of
war with them for control of Y onkerslow-level—— Oh, the devil with this." Vivienne ground out her
cigarette. "Everything's so sckening. Why doesn't the officia government get off the dollar and clean out
these pest holes?”’

"l supposethey will intime," Koskinen said. "Thereve been too many other thingsto handlefirst, though.
Maintaining the Protectorate takes so much money and energy that——"

"Don't talk to me about the Protectorate!" she burst out.

He gaped at her. She broke into ashiver. Her eyes, closeto tears, looked past him and past the wall.
Thenailshit into her pams.

"Why, what'swrong?" he ventured, and took a step toward her.

"If I believed in God," she said through her teeth, "1'd think he hated us—our country, our whole
tribe—and saddled us with the Norris Doctrine so we'd maintain our own damnation and save him the
troublel™

"Huh? Buit... | mean, Vee, what ese would you do? Do you want to fight a third thermonuclear war?'

Echoing in the back of his head were the words they had made him memorizein his current affairs class
at the Inditute:

"——the future security of the United Sates. Therefore, from this moment henceforth, no other
national state shall be permitted to keep arms or armed forces beyond what is needed for internal
policing. Any attempt to manufacture, assemble, recruit, or otherwise prepare forces suitable for
aggressive action, shall be an act of war against the United Sates, and the individuals responsible
shall be arrested and tried as war criminals by an American military court. In order to prevent the
secret accumulation of such forces, the United States will exercise an unlimited right of
inspection. Otherwise national sovereignty will be fully respected and the United Sates
guarantees the integrity of all national frontiers as of the date of this Proclamation. The United
Sates recognizes that nations may adjust such frontiers by mutual agreement, and that the people
of any nation may change their form of government by lawful or even revolutionary means.
However, the United States reserves to itself the right of judgment as to whether any given
change is consonant with its own security, and shall not permit changes which it deems potentially
dangerousto its own and the world's future.”

Congress, the Supreme Court, and subsequent Presidents had el aborated the Norris Doctrine until the
theory was alawyer's paradise, Koskinen reminded himself. But the practice was smple enough for
anyone to understand. The Americans maintained the last military services on Earth, and brought them to
bear whenever the President decided the nationa interest required action. The day-to-day details of



ingpection, intelligence operations, evaluation of data, and advice to the executive, werein the hands of
the Bureau of Military Security.

Vivienne didn't answer Kaoskinen's question.

"We're not perfect,” he said, "and, well, it'sno fun being acop ... and it's made us unpopular ... but who
else could be trusted with the job?!

Shelooked at him, then, and said: "M Stried to kill you.”

"Well... okay, they did." Argument stiffened his opinions. "They wouldn't haveif... | mean, I'd rather have
been cleanly shot than gone to some Chinese torture chamber ... or come here, you know!"

"They killed my husband,” shesad.
Hefdl slent.

"Want to hear the story?" she asked without tone, turning her gaze from him again. "After my graduation |
got aforeign service job, assistant science atache, and drew an assignment to Brazil. Janio wasan
engineer there. Sweet and alittle bit crazy and very young—oh, how young! Not much lessthan mein
years, actudly. But Brazil didn't get hit very hard in the war, and held scarcely seen anything of the
aftermath. He hadn't been poisoned, as 1'd been, and with him | finaly began to fed clean again. We
used to go bird-watching on theriver....

"There was this hothead conspiracy. MS had vetoed a plan to mine some uranium depositsin the Serra
Dourado, on the grounds that they didn't have inspectors enough to make sure that some of the stuff
wasn't smuggled out and turned into bombs——"

Her voicetrailed off. "Wdll, they don't,” Koskinen said. Helpless before her emotion, he thought vaguely
of turning the conversation into safer channels. "Inspection isahighly technica job. There aren't many
qudified men available. And even one country is such abig place. How do you think the Chinese, for
instance, keep that network of agents and agitators going? The Chinese government disownsthe
organization officidly, and the whole world knows they support it clandestingly, and there's nothing we
can do because we haven't got people enough to govern China ourselves.”

"Uh-huh," shesaid dully. "In Chinatherés at least afairly honest and fairly competent government,
however much they hate us behind those bland smiles. Most other places, we just prop up abunch of
corrupt do-nothings, because we know they won't maketrouble. . . and never mind whether their
people have alife worth the effort of living. Oh, yes, wetak non-interferencein foreign internd affairs;
but in practice—I've been in the diplomatic service, | tdl you. | know."

Hedghed. "I'm sorry. Didn't mean to interrupt.”

"Thanksfor that gpology, Pete. Y ou remind me of Janio, alittle. . . . Oh. What happened. Those mines
would have given work to alot of hungry paupers. Some nuts decided to overthrow the Brazilian
government, establish anew one that wasn't a puppet, and talk back to the Y ankees. The conspiracy
flopped. An amateur job. MS and the Brazilian secret service caught everybody. Including Janio, who
was not one of them. | should know that too, shouldn't I? My own Johnny! | knew where he spent his
time. But he had been angry about the Serra Dourado business, dong with alot of other things. Hewasa
proud guy, and he wanted his country to go her own way. He'd spoken his piece—what does our First
Amendment say?—and it'strue that some of hisfriendswerein the plot.

"They brought usto Washington for trial. | wasn't arrested myself, but | came aong, of course. There



were interrogations under drugs. | thought that would clear Johnny. Instead, someone I'd never met
before sworein court that he'd seen my husband at some of those meetings. | called him aliar under
oath. | knew Johnny'd been with me on severd of those exact dates. Y ou know the funny little
associationsthat fix something in your memory. We must have been camped on that Amazon idand the
weekend of the 23rd because we saw twenty-three macaws fly by, emerad green in apink sunrise, and
he said the gods were providing me with a caendar because they also thought | was beautiful. .. . That
sort of thing.

"So they found him guilty. And shot him. And | was charged with perjury. But they gave me probation.
Scientists are valuable and so forth. One evening, ayear or so later, | met a business executive with high
government connections at a party in Manhattan. He got so drunk that he spilled to me why Johnny had
been orbited. The Pl exam had shown he was 'a strongly potentid insurrectionist.’ Theat is, he might
someday get fed up with being shoved around in his own country, and do something about it. Better kill
him now. '‘Before he hel ps build abomb, or finds one of the big missiles till hidden here and there with al
records on them lost. He could kill millions of us,' the executive said. My Johnny!

"The next day | went down to low-level. Mostly | wanted to get away, log, killed if | waslucky. But |
got picked up by Zigger instead. Kidnap, | suppose, technically; but it didn't seem to matter much; at any
rate, it'sone way of sriking back at them."

Her words faded. She sat quiet, thetall body dumped, until finaly she took forth acigarette and struck it.
But after afew puffs shelet it burn out between her fingers.

"I'm dreadfully sorry,” Koskinen whispered.

"Thanks," she said roughly. "My turn to apologize, though. | didn't mean to unload my troubles on you.”
"| suppose any body of men gets. . .excessive ... when it has power."

"Y es, no doubt. When the power isn't restricted, at least.”

"And MS can't very well beredtricted, if it'sto do itswork. Although the shidld effect might make MS
unnecessary. Y ou could shied againgt atomic bombs, given alarge enough unit.”

She stirred and looked a him with ahint of life. "Hardly practical,” she said. Her voice was unsteady,
now and then she bit her lip, but she found impersond phrases. "Especidly since abomb could be
smuggled in piecemedl, assembled inside the target area. Or there are other nasty weapons, bacteria, gas.
Don't get mewrong, Pete. | hate Marcus and his M S goons as much as anyone has ever hated. But I'm
not so naive | think any other country would maintain the peace better. And one way or another, |
suppose the job does have to be done; because any sovereign State is a monster, without morals or
brains, that'd incinerate haf the human race to get its sovereign way."

"Aninternationa organization——"

"Too late now," she Sghed. "Who could we trust?' With astubborn striving to befair: "Besdes, we do
have asociety of our own here, away we prefer to live, the same as Brazil or Chinahas. Wewon't
surrender that to some world policeman; we can't, and remain what we are. And yet | don't see how a
world police force could be made workable without aworld community. So maybe the Pax Americanais
the only answer.”

He stared down at the unit on the bench, remembering how Elkor had blessed it on the day the ship
departed. The Martian had endured dl the agonies of delayed hibernation so he could bid his humans
farewd|. "Thisthing, though," Koskinen protested. " There must be someway to useit. The mgority of



people who died in either atomic war were actudly not killed by blast or the immediate radiation.
Firestorms and fal-out were what got them; later on, anarchy or disease. A shield unit would protect you
againg those things, aswell as gasand——"

"Sure" Vivienne said. "That'swhy Zigger wantsto ouitfit hisbully boyswith your screens. Theréd be no
stopping him then. In ten years hed own low-level from hereto California, and agood part of the
legitimate world too."

"And we're supposed to make them for him?' Koskinen cried.

"And improve them, in tune. If we don't, he can hire engineersto do so. The job doesn't look extremely
difficult.”

"No. ... | can't. I've got to get thisto the policel”

"Which meansto MS" shesaid dowly.

"Well—I suppose s0.”

"Which means Director Hugh Marcus. What do you imagine helll do then—remembering Janio?'

Koskinen stood quietly. She pursued pitilesdy, and he did not think it was because she, like him, had
suddenly remembered the monitor: "If not Marcus, then somebody ese. Y ou smply haven't thought out
theimplications. Invulnerability! Give anyone who has power, from Zigger on up through Marcus or the
dictator of China. . . give anyone who has power over other human beings invulnerability, and you free
that power from the last trace of accountability. From then on, anything goes.

"I'd rather Zigger got thisthing,” shefinished. Her mouth was drawn taut. She fumbled out another
cigarette and made a stabbing gesture with it. "All hewants, redlly, is plunder. Not the souls of thewhole
human race.”

VIII

K oskinen awoke. What was that?

Maybe nothing. A dream, from which he'd escaped beforeit got too ghastly. He had perforce taken apill
to deep, but that must have worn off by now. The luminous clock said 0415 EDST. Otherwise helay in
total blackness. And soundlessness, apart from the murmur in the ventilation grille. Thesethick walls
effectively insulated every gpartment. If an outsde noise had roused him, it must have been loud indeed.

Herolled over and tried .to doze off again, but instead he grew completely wakeful. What Vivienne had
said today, and her tone and expression and whole posture, had disturbed him more than he wanted to
admit.

| wouldn't know the score. Not really. My youth was spent in what amounted to a fancy boarding
school. | never encountered outside, day-to-day reality. Not that the professorslied to us, or any
such thing. They told us conditions were hard, and that we'd have to buck poverty, ignorance,
tyranny, greed, and hate. Butt see now their understanding of the situation was childish. They



accepted their political opinions readymade, from official sources, because their work kept them
too busy to do anything else.

| might have gone into the world with the rest of my classmates and had my nose rubbed in a few
facts. But instead | shipped out to Mars. Now | come home, and the truth confronts me. And not
gradually, so | can get used to it and accept it as sad but unavoidable. In one big brutal dose. |
want to vomit it up again.

Only what is the truth? he thought wearily. Who's right? What's the way out? If any.

He had spent the day in an emotionally stunned fashion, finding some anodynein drawing up, with
Vivienne's help, the diagrams and specifications for the shield unit. There seemed no choice but to obey
Zigger. Though they hadn't yet completed the job, severd more hours would suffice. Lying now in bed,
hisfists clenched, he thought: 1've been pushed around too bloody often. Time | started some pushing
of my own. But the explosive locket and chain were like ahand around his neck. Maybe sometime,
somewhere dong the line, he could secretly make a cage to screen out the signd that would touch off the
fulgurite. Maybe. Not soon, though. Hed have to bide histime, and watch his chance, and eat dirt——

A dull boom resounded. The floor quivered.

Koskinen sprang out of bed. His heart skipped abeat and began galoping. Hoy—wasn't that asiren?
He found the light switch. In that sudden illumination the room |ooked altogether bare. He tried the door.
Locked, of course. Helaid his ear againgt the panel and could just hear shouts, running feet . . . yes,
certainly agren, walling esewherein the caverns.

He switched on the phone. It didn't respond. Were nonessentia circuits cut off for the emergency, or had
the central been destroyed? Another crash trembled through rock.

Raid! But who?

Zigger. Koskinen broke into a chill swest. If a desperate Zigger pressed one certain button. . . . He
discovered he wastrying to snap the chain with hishands. Swiftly, futilely, he searched the gpartment for
anything that might cut metal. Nothing. He put on some clothes, set histeeth, and paced thefloor,
waiting.

Theracket increased outside. Another explosion came, and another. But he heard no more people go
by. The fight must be some ways off, then. He couldn't do athing except await events. Hetried to recall
his parents, and Elkor, and daydreams he had once nourished, but he was too tense. Stupid, he scolded
himsdf. If that bomb goes off, you'll never know it. Theredizaion did littleto calm him.

A louder crash yet. Thelightsflickered and dimmed. The ventilator fan whirred to a hdlt.

Koskinen's mouth felt like Martian dust. He started to the cubby for adrink of water. The door opened.
He whirled and crouched back.

Vivienne Cordeiro stepped through, closing the door behind her. She wore acoveradl. Therewasapistol
hi her hand and an ungainly bundle on her back with acloth draped over it. Her eyes were narrowed, the
broad nogtrils flared and her mouth bore atight grin.

"Therel" she panted. "Takethis." She dipped the thing off her shoulders. The cloth fell away and
Koskinen looked upon the shield unit. "A little heavy for meto run with."

"What——what—" he staggered toward her.



"Get it on, you clotbrain! Well be lucky to escapeasis.”
Strength resurged. He heaved the metal up and put his arms through the straps. "What's happened?”

"Raiding party. Big one, with military equipment. Chinese, according to one guy a amonitor. They
lobbed in acouple of smal HE misslesfrom the air, which shook up our ack-ack long enough for them
to land. Now they're blowing their way in past our defenses. We're equipped to stand off another gang
or even apolice sege, but not stuff like they've got!" She tucked the cloth firmly about his burden. "Into
the cubby, now."

She dragged him by the hand. "Everybody knows what you look like. But without those whiskers, you've
got afair chance of not being noticed. Quick!" She handed him the depple.

Heran it over hisface, recognizing his chin again with afaint shock. Not having avery strong growth of
beard, he could expect to be smooth-cheeked for aweek or so without further plucking. The desensitizer
spray felt cool on hisskin.

Vivienne kept on talking: "'l can guess how they did it, the Chinese. They knew approximately where you
landed, so they sent agood many agentsin to try and pick up your trail. Must have identified Bonesin
town—everybody in the neighborhood knows who the Crater people are—and put the snatch on him.”
She spared asigh for poor old Bones and the treatment which was doubtless used to make him guide the
attack. "Obvioudy they're shooting their wad. Every military weapon they've stockpiled in this country,
secretly, over the years, must be out there. It'sworth it, though. A China equipped with barrier screens
could tel MSwhereto get off, build anuclear arsena again, and probably blackmail usout of Asa”

K oskinen shuddered.

"| can't take the chancethey'll succeed,” Vivienne said. "Especidly sinceit looks asif they will get in here.
| don't want another war either. So | got my gun and let mysdlf into the [ab. What plans we drew today
are ashes now."

"Wait." Koskinen remembered. He touched his throat.

Shelaughed, a short humorless bark. "Yes, | thought of that too. There's adirect passage between
Zigger's suite and mine. He thought he had the only key, but | made mysdlf aduplicate long ago. And |
know where he keeps stuff like this. The minute he went out to command the defense, | popped in.”
Briefly she drew asmal flat case with abutton and a safety catch from another pocket.' 'Here's the
detonator."

K oskinen snatched for it. She sdestepped him. "No, you don't. Now let's go. Thereisn't much time.”

She opened the door first and peered into the hal. "Okay. Everything's clear.” They stepped through. A
guard sprawled outside. He had been shot in the head. Vivienne nodded. "Yes" she said. "Wasn't any
other way to get in. Gimme ahand.” They dragged him into the room and locked the door again with his

key.

"Burned your bridges, en?' Koskinen asked. In this corridor full of explosions, machine gun snarl, smoke
and shock, hefelt oddly callous about the murder.

"No," said the woman. "My bridges were burned for me quite sometime ago. The day they killed
Johnny. C'mon, thisway."



They crossed aglideway which had gone motionless. The air dready seemed stagnant and cooling. The
sounds of battle grew fainter. Koskinen's pulse legped when a squad of guards came loping past, but
they paid him no specid heed. Vivienne led him on down aside hal with plain, unnumbered doors.
"Mostly they're storerooms,” she said, "but thishere. . . . Take the lead. Keep your hand on the switch
and be ready to shield yoursdf when | tdll you."

Beyond the room, another door gave onto a steep upward ramp. Koskinen's footfalls pattered between
bare walls. His breathing was loud in his ears. He fdt the strain in thigh and shoulder muscles, caught the
sour smell of hisown swest. The lights were few and dim againgt whitewashed flathesses.

Rounding a continuous curve, he came to the end without warning. An armored door blocked the
passage ahead, where amachine gun pit held two sentries. Their helmets and gas masks made them
unhuman. "Hold it, you two!" one caled. The gun swiveled toward Koskinen.

"Shidld,” Vivienne hissed. He threw the switch. Silence clamped upon him. Vivienne, a his back, drew
her gun and fired, full automatic. Thefirst soldier lurched and fell. The machine gun raved, noisdesdy for
Koskinen. Bullets dropped a hisfeet. Vivienne continued to fire from behind him. The gunner collapsed.

Sheran to the pit, looked at the men, and waved to her companion. He snapped off his shield and joined
her. The blood glistened impossibly bright. Thiskilling sickened him, perhaps becauise he had seen it
done. "Did you haveto?' he strangled.

Her nod was curt. "They'd never have let us by without a pass. Don't waste any grief on these bums.
They did plenty of nationsin their day." She pulled a control switch. "Weve got to hurry. They
probably sent an darm.”

A motor whirred. The door swung ponderoudy open. Blackness gaped beyond. Viviennetook a
flashlight from one guard's belt and scrambled over unfinished rock—a short, curved tunndl that roared
and echoed with battle noise. Its entrance was camouflaged by agiant boulder. Koskinen halted in the
stone's shadow and looked out.

Three big, lean aircraft hovered againgt the red sky. He could discern severa others on the black surface
near the main entrance; they were little more than metdlic gleams, seen by lightning-like bursts as ground
combat spilled across the crater bowl. Smoke hazed the scene as much as the night did. Koskinen was
chiefly aware of confusion. But he ditinguished the sounds: bang, crack, staccato rattle, then arumbling
as high explosve went off down inthe tunndls.

"The Chinese must be gambling the police will figure thisfor only another gang clash,” Vivienne said. "If
the cops do try to intervene, naturaly they'll be shot down. They haven't got any stuff to compare with
that there. So then MS and the Army will becaledin ... but that'll take alittle while. The Chinese must
hope to be away with their booty—you, for one item—before matters progressthat far.”

"Where can we go?' he asked, stupefied at what he saw.

"Away. Come." Sheled him over anearly invishbletrack that wound toward the rim. He sumbled after
her. Now and then hefdl, taking cuts and bruises which stung abominably. But the discovery and capture
which terrified him didn't happen. They mounted the crater lip, scrambled down through snags and
skeletons of blasted structures, and so into the labyrinth called low-level.



| X

They stoppedin an dley. Blank brick walls enclosed two sides and filled it with gloom. Light trickled
from gray rectangles at either end, where the streets could be seen, empty at this hour save when the
wind blew adust cloud along or arattling scrap of paper. Overhead ran a pneumotube and a tangle of
power lines; beyond, the sky-glow. They had cometoo far to hear the battle at the Crater, if it was il
going on. Midnight growling and pounding, automatic machines, automatic traffic, made a background
which smothered any remote noises that might otherwise have been heard. The air was cold and smelled
faintly of sulfur compounds.

Koskinen sat down opposite Vivienne and let exhaustion overwhelm him. After along time hewas able
to look across at her, where she huddled in the murk as another shadow, and say, "What next?'

"] don't know," she answered in adead voice.
"The police—"

"No!" Theviolence of her denid shocked them both toward greater wakefulness. "L et methink awhile"
shesaid. She struck a cigarette on the wall—he heard the tiny scrit through dl the city's grumble—and
drew smoketill the red end flared into brilliance.

"Who else have we got to turn to?" he argued. "Another gang boss? No, thanks.”

"Indeed not,” she said. "Especidly since the hue and cry will redly be out, once M'S picks up the pieces
at the Crater and gets someidea of what happened. The word will get around. No baron will dare do
anything but turn usinif hefindsus."

"Solet'sgo to MS oursalves.”

"How many times do you have to get kicked in the teeth before you learn not to walk behind that
particular horse?" she snapped.

"What do you mean? Okay, | admit they'vekilled. But——"
"Do you want to spend your lifeincommunicado?’
"Huh?'

"Oh, they may smply wipe your memory. Which runsagraverisk of disintegrating the entire persondity.
Mnemotechnicsisn't the exact scienceit pretendsto be." He thought she quailed in the darkness. "Me,
I'd rather be put in adungeon for life than have their probes go into my brain. A prisoner can dwaysfind
someway to kill herself decently.”

"But why? I'm not the rebel type.”

"Figureit out. At present you, and only you on Earth, know how the screen generator works. A man like
Marcus, who'd cold-bloodedly frame and shoot an innocent person because he might someday make
trouble ... aman like that won't want to risk the secret getting out of his control. I' don't say Marcus
would actualy plan on making himself the military dictator of the United States—not right away—but
that'swhere held end, step by step. Because how do you effectively oppose aman who's got strong



convictions, and power, and invulnerability?"
"You're exaggerating,” he said.
"Shut up,” shesaid. "Let methink.”

The wind whimpered. A train screamed down some track not far away. Vivienne's cigarette end waxed
and waned.

"I know one spot we might aim for,” she said at length. "Zigger has—had—a place upstate, under a
different name. It's stocked with supplies and. weapons, like dl his places. Got aspecid phone system,
too—a shielded underground cable that sneaksinto a public circuit severa miles off, so you can buzz
your friendswithout danger of having your call tapped or traced. We can lielow there for awhile, and
maybe get in touch with some reliable—Brazilian?—anyway, try to get oursalves smuggled out of the
country."

"And then what?" he chalenged.

"l don't know. Maybe throw your unit and plansinto the sea and hide out in some backwoods areafor
therest of our lives. Or maybe we can think of something better. Don't bug me, Pete. I'm about ready to
caveinasis”

"No," Koskinen said.
"What?"She dirred.

"Sorry. Perhaps | am too trusting. Or perhaps you aren't trusting enough. But when | signed for the Mars
trip, | took an oath to support the Condtitution.” He climbed achingly to hisfeet. "I'm going to cal MSto
comeget me."

Sherosetoo. "No, you don't!"

He clapped ahand on his generator switch. "Don't draw that gun,” he said. "I can shidld mysdlf faster
than you can shoot, and outwait you."

She stepped back, reached in a pocket and pulled forth the detonator. " Can you outwait this?' she
countered unsteadily.

He gasped and made a move toward her. " Stop where you are!™ she shrilled. He thought he heard a
snick as she thumbed off the safety. "I'll kill you before | let you turn that thing over to him!"

Koskinen stood very ill. "Would you?' he bregthed.

"Yes...it'sthat important ... it really is, Pete. Y ou talked about your oath. D-d-don't you
see—Marcus—he'd destroy what'sleft of ... of the Constitution?' She began to cry, he heard her, but he
could make out in the night that she still clutched the detonator.

"Y ou've got everything wrong," he pleaded. "How do you know Marcus would act that way —or be
ableto if he wanted? He doesn't even have Cabinet rank. Therere other branches of government,
Congress, the courts, the President. . . . | can't outlaw myself just because—an opinion— you aren't
giving them achance, Ved!"

Silencefell between them again. He waited, thinking of many things, fegling his aoneness. Until she
caught her bresth with agulp and said in athinlittle voice:



"Maybe. | can't tel for sure. It's your machine, and your life, and—I suppose | could aways go hide. But
| wish you'd redlly satisfy yourself . . . before you walk into their parlor ... | wish you would. Once you're
thereit'd betoo late. And you're too good for what might happen to you."

Dave, he remembered. For along while he stood, shoulders hunched beneath his burden, thinking about
Dave Abrams. Anyway, |'ve been too passive. That's a shirking of responsibility, | suppose—but
mainly, I'mfed up to the eyeballs with being pushed around.

A minor part of him was surprised to note how resol ution brought back physica strength. He spoke quite
steadily. "Okay, Vee, I'll do what you say. | think I know how, too.”

She dipped the detonator back into her pocket and followed him mutely to the Street. They walked
severd blocks before turning a corner and seeing a cluster of darkened shops with apublic call booth
outside. She gave him some coins—he had none in this suit—and posted hersdlf by the door. Her cheeks
gleamed wet in the dull lamplight, but her lips had grown firm again.

Koskinen called firgt for ataxi. Then he punched for locd MS headquarters. Thetdltae glowed crimson;
government agencies aways recorded cdls. He didn't make avisud transmisson. No sensein betraying
his changed appearance before he must.

"Bureau of Military Security,” said awoman'svoice.

Koskinen gtiffened. "Ligten," he said. "Thisisurgent. Get your tape immediately to whoever'sin charge.
Thisis Peter Koskinen spesking, from the USAAS Franz Boos. | know you're looking for me, and I'm
back at large with the thing you're after. But I'm not certain | can trust you. | tried to cal a shipmate of
mine, David Abrams, acouple of nights ago, and learned you'd hauled him in. That sounds suspiciousto
me. Maybe I'm wrong about that. But what I've got is too important to hand over blindly.

"I'm leaving now. I'll call againin haf an hour from somewhere dse. At thet timel want you to have a
hookup ready which will include Abrams. Understand? | want to see Abrams persondly and satisfy
myself that he's okay and not being unjustifigbly held. Got me?!

He switched off and stepped from the booth. The taxi was already there, as he had hoped. Vivienne had
prudently tucked her gun and holster into the coverall; the driver wouldn't have come neer if he saw that.
Asit was, he wore ahelmet and had aneedier just like Neff's friend—dear God, only two nights ago?
Standard equipment for low-level hackies, evidently. Koskinen and Viviennegot in. The driver said into a
microphone—a blankout pand, doubtless bulletproof, hid him from the rear seat—"Whereto?"

Koskinen was caught off guard. Vivienne said quickly: "Brooklyn, and fast."

"Got to swing wide of the Crater, maam. Wider than usua, | mean. Some kinda ruckus going on there,
so Control's re-routed traffic.”

"That's okay." Kaoskinen leaned back as much as the unit he wore permitted. They svung doft. MS
would probably have acar at the booth within minutes, but that would be too late. They might then check
with Control, but the chances were that the computer would aready have removed the fact that thisone
cab had stopped at that one corner from its circulating memory. Investigation of the varioustaxi
companies would take more tune than was available. So 1 am on top of the situation, Koskinen
thought. Barely.

"Brooklyn," the driver said after ashort while. "Where now?!

"Hatbush tube gation," Vivienne ingtructed.



"Hey, I'll getcha anywhere in the borough as cheap's the tubeway, now we're here, and alot quicker.”

"Y ou heard thelady," Koskinen said. The driver muttered something uncomplimentary but obeyed.
Vivienne gave him a handsome tip when they |eft. "Otherwise he might get so mad held check with the
cops, hoping we are wanted,” she explained as she boarded the escalator with her companion.

The gate took money and admitted them. They entered the tube, stepped onto the belt and found a sest.
There were afew other passengers—workmen, a priest, severd Orientalswho looked out of withdrawn
eyes at the Western gut down which they traveled—but not many. The city wouldn't really awaken for
another hour.

Vivienne regarded Koskinen awhile. Y ou're looking better now," she remarked.
"| fed alittle better, somehow," he admitted. He dipped off the screen unit and laid it at his feet.

"Wish | could say the same." Her own eyes were bloodshot and edged with blackness. "I'm tired,
though." She sghed. "Tired down into my bones. Not just the chase tonight. All the years behind me.
Wasthere ever asmall girl named Veeveein aroom with blue ducks on the wallpaper? It fedls morelike
something | read oncein an old book."

Hetook her hand, wordlesdy, and dared dip the other arm across her shoulder. The dark head leaned
againg him. "I'm sorry, Pete," she said. "I don't want to go soupy on you. But do you mind if | cry alittle?
I'll bevery quiet.”

He held her closer. No one else paid any particular attention. He remembered the oneness of the ship's
crew, and of the Martians, and eventudly with the Martians—not aloss of freedom, rather an unspoken
bel ongingness which gave meaning to afreedom that would otherwise have been empty . . . perhapsthe
gridiest thing he had found on Earth so far was theisolation of human beings from each other.

But what € se could result, when aman was one atom in adeaf, dumb, blind, automated machine?

They rode with no specia destination until hiswatch said it was about timeto cal MS again.
Occasiondly Koskinen switched the seat onto cross-tube belts chosen at random. Vivienne had dozed a
few minutes and seemed refreshed thereby. She waked springily with him to the gate when they got off.

Below the escalator, he looked around. They had come into a better district. The buildingson their sde
of the street werefairly new, with curving setback walls of tinted plastic, broad windows, and balconies.
Across the avenue marched the cyclone fence that enclosed the parkscape around a Center. That pile
dominated the scene like amountain, but Koskinen® hardly noticed. He was too struck by the grounds
themselves, grass ablaze with green, flowerbeds of red and blue and yellow, the graciousness of trees,
beneath asky that had turned palein the east. 1'd almost forgotten that Earth is still the most
beautiful planet, hethought.

A uniformed guard watched them idly from behind the fence. A few early—or very late—ground cars
whispered aong the street; trucks and trains weren't allowed here. There was a cab stand close by, so
no reason to phone for getaway transportation again.

Why getaway? Koskinen resisted. Why not simply a ride down to the MS office?

Hewet hislips, made himsdf ignore his pulse, and entered the corner booth. Vivienne waited outside,
guarding the shield generator. Her gaze never |eft him. He punched the number.

"Bureau of——"



"Koskinen," he said roughly. "Are you prepared to talk to me?”

"Oh! Onemoment.” Click. A man'svoicergpped: "Thisis Colonel Audand. If you'll go onvisud,
Koskinen, I'll switch you over to Director Marcus himsdlf."

"Okay." Kaskinen put in the extracoin. "But bear thisin mind, | don't have the machine. If you trace this
cal and snatch me, my confederate has instructions to take off for parts unknown. Unknown to me too,
I'd better add.”

The screen showed him an indignant face which quickly gave way to another—heavy, bushy-browed,
with distinguished gray hair, Hugh Marcusin Washington. Kaskinen had seen so many news picturesin
his youth that he recognized the man at once.

"Hello, there," said Marcus quite gently. "What's the matter? What are you scared of, son?"
"You," Koskinen said.
"Widl, you've obvioudy had some rough experiences, but——"

"Quiet! | know damn well | haven't much time before your agents can get to where | am. I've been,
treated pretty high-handedly, Marcus, and | want some assurance from aperson | can trust that it was
only because of circumstances and not becauise your bureau has grown too big for its britches. Got Dave
Abramsready to talk to me?"

"Wait aminute. Wait aminute." Marcus raised one large manicured hand. "Don't start off
half-programmed like that. We took Abramsinto custody, yes. For his own protection, same aswe
wanted to protect you. He's perfectly okay——"

"Let himtdl me so. Quick, therel"

Marcus flushed but continued mildly: "Why Abramsin particular? It S0 happenswe can't bring him on
such short notice. We tucked him away in a Rocky Mountains hideout, and saw no reason why he and
the agents guarding him shouldn't get in some fishing. So they're off in the woods, and atmosphericsare
such that their talkie sets evidently won't reach our nearest closed-circuit relay.”

"I say you've shot him full of mind dope and couldn't wring him dry that fast. So long, Marcus.” Koskinen
reached for the switch.

"Wait asecond!" Marcus cried. "Will you talk to Carl Holmboe? Weve got him standing by for you, safe
and sound.”

The engineering officer—K askinen swayed on knees gone rubbery. "Sure," he husked. "Put him on.”

The image changed. A bading warus-mustached man regarded Koskinen, in his own screen, with a
dazed expression.

"Hello, Carl, "Koskinen said softly.

"Oh. Pete." Holmboe's eyes flickered sdeways. Did aguard with a gun stand beyond pickup range?
"What's got into you?"

"I'mnot sure,”" Koskinen said. "How're they treating you?"'
"Fin. Shouldn't they be? I'm fine."



"Y ou don't look it."

"Pete——" Holmboe swallowed. "Come on home, Pete. | don't know what the scoreis, except that you
ingst on being told they won't hurt you at MS. Wdll, they won't."

Koskinen paused. Stillness hummed from the phone. Through the booth windows, he saw the western
stars go out as the sun came closer. Vivienne had not stirred from her place.

Heforced tongue-and larynx into those deep croaks which were the closest men would ever come to
High Martian Vocal. "Carl, Sharer-of Hopes, isthere a reality in what you attest?"

Holmboe gtarted. Hisface turned till whiter. "Don't cal methat!™

"Why should | not name you Sharer-of-Hopes, as our whole band named each other that night in
the shrine with the Martians and the Philosopher's Sending? | will come to you if you tell me in the
pledge language that there is no wrongness intended. "

Holmboe tried to speak and could not.

"Sharer-of-Hopes, | know the danger to yourself,” Koskinen said. "Were that the only aspect of
this plenum, | would come at once. But | believe, in the night way | learned on Elkor's tower, that
moreis at hazard than life."

"Go swiftly and far," Holmboetold him.

He shook himsdlf, leaned forward, and barked in English: "Lay off that stuff, Pete. Y ou must be having a
brain typhoon or something, the way you're acting. If you want meto swear in Martian that it's safe to
come here, okay, I've sworn. So quit making ajackass of yourself."

"Saure. I'll come," Koskinen said. "1, uh, | have to stop and get the machine from the person | left it with.
But then I'll go Straight to the nearest M S office.” He drew a bregth. Histhroat felt thick, asif he had
swallowed the bomb that was chained beneath it, and his eyes stung. "Thanks, Carl," he said somehow.

"Yeah. I'll beseeing you."
| hope so.

K oskinen blanked the screen. Maybe Carl was off the hook now. Maybe held gained alittle time for
himsdlf to ... to do whatever came next. Existence grant that this be. There had been so much degth.

Heleft the booth. Vivienne seized his hand. "What's the word, Pete?"

He picked up the unit. "Let's get away while we can," he answered sharply.

X

She stood silent for alittle while. The sun, not yet visible, touched the heights of the Center with rose and
gold and filled the street with light. Traffic had not increased much; the resdents of an arealikethis
seldom needed to get up early. Here there was no gut-growl of megaopalis, like that which never ended



inthe dums. Rather, the city soundswere like agentle great bresthing. Againgt that background, Vivienne
made him think of adark angdl prowling just beyond the walls of that paradise which had cast her out.

"Where?' she asked. "Upstate, Zigger's place?’
"God, | don't know. | hateto ... do nothing but run away. We need help.”

Her laugh was sarcadtic. "Who's going to give it?" She caught his hand. "Come on, Pete! MS11 trace
that call. They'll have somebody hereinside of minutes.”

"| told them | was going to them.”
"They'll check here on principle. Come on!™

Light flared off awindow in the immense building opposite. Koskinen blinked. It was asif the sunitself
hed flashed himasigndl. Y esl" he dmost shouted.

"What?' Wide eyes, gold-flecked brown, searched hisface. "Y ou thought of something?"
"Uh-huh." He started walking rapidly toward the taxi stand.

The cabs were new and shiny here, the drivers unarmed. "That line doesn't enter the dums,” Vivienne
warned.

"We're not going to the dums.”

"Hacks can be dangerous, Pete. They receive dl public announcements. As soon as M S broadcasts an
darm for us, the cabbieswill seeit. Ours might very well remember us——"

"We haven't much choice, I'm afraid. The tubeways aretoo dow, if MS should decide to go directly after
us. And they can be stopped, can't they? | don't want to Sit trapped in atunnel, waiting for a squad to
investigate my coach.”

Her mind sprang ahead of him. "We want to go somewhere top-level, right?* she asked. He nodded.
"Okay," shesaid, "I'll take achance that you know what you're doing, because thereisn't tune to argue.
But let's act typica rather than unusua. We can pretty well concea our faces, too. Then | don't think we
will be remembered. Here, give me that generator.” Shetook it easily in one hand. "I'd likelier carry a
piece of apparatus than you. I'm agirl you picked up while dumming, you see, just after I'd gotten of f
work. Lord knows | look it, in this outfit. And you still look fairly respectable; that dark suit you're
wearing doesn't show how dirty you redly are.

"What do you mean?"' he asked, bewildered.

The sky was now S0 bright that he could see her flush. But she said in an impersonal hurry, "We've been
touring the low-leve tavernstonight.” At his continued gaping: "L ook, you fool, you're the wastrel son of
amulti-billionaire. There are enough of that breed around! Play the part ... oh, hell, you poor bumbling
innocent, follow my lead.”

They neared the taxis. Koskinen's mind boggled when Vivienngs free hand traveled up his back, ruffled
his hair, and pulled his mouth down to hers. But it made clear whet her ideawas.

Still nuzzling each other—even at that ingtant he could admire the skill with which she confronted the
cabman with the back of her own head and the mere top of his—they halted. The driver chuckled and
pressed the door button.



The woman shoved the generator into the rear and climbed after it. "Redlly, Tom, I've got to get back to
work," shewhined. "The bossll skinmediveasis, because | didn't ddiver thistest rig to his place
yesterday like | was supposed to."

Koskinen couldn't think of any response. Her fingers pinched him savagely. "Oh!" He entered behind her.
"Uh, don't, don't worry about that, uh, sweetheart. I'll seeto it that he's, uh, satisfied.”

"Gee, it must be nice to have money," she purred. The door closed behind him. The driver punched for
top speed, uppermost Controlled level, and the surge pressed his passengers yet closer together.

He gave her aclumsy bear hug. "Oof," she whispered. "Easy, there, bruiser.” Hisnodrilsfilled with the
warm odors of her, hair that smelled like sunshine and skin like—he had ho comparisons. The heart
racketed in him and he must force breath past the fullness hi histhroat.

From the corner of an eye, without much interest, Koskinen glimpsed the rising sun. In that light

megal opolis became aromantic, tower-pierced mist-land, where the two rivers and Long Idand Sound
lay like molten silver. There were not many other carsto be seen. Thetaxi fled eestward, faster than he
wished. Before long the city gave way to gardenscape rolling back from wide beaches, only an
occasiona Center bresking its serenity. When this areawas rebuilt, none but the wedlthiest could afford
to livethere, and they did not let industry return.

Thebulk of Centraliamarched over the horizon. "What flange, Sr?" asked the driver. He had to repest
himsalf twice before Koskinen heard, checked his memory, and ssammered, "T-T twenty-third. West
dde, that is”

"Very good, sr." Thedriver caled ahead for permission from the chief of guard. It was granted without
fuss, taxis came here often enough. He danted his vehicle downward, touched whedlsto flexiplast, and
let the machine proceed under ground guidance to a disembarkation ramp.

Vivienne had dready dipped money into Koskinen's pocket. "Give him afat tip," she breathed tenderly in
hisear. Still dazed, aware mostly of her, he nodded. "Oh, my," she laughed, "I must look like a perfect
mutie”

"Y ou look beautiful," he fatered.

Shetook the generator and went out. He paid off the cabman, who winked and muttered, "Y ou'rea
lucky onetoday, aren't you?" hiseyeson Vivienne's provocatively retreating back rather than Koskinen's

undistinguished face. Thetaxi threaded its way among the severd private cars parked on the flange,
bounced a oft, and headed toward Manhattan.

K oskinen followed the woman up the ramp to aterrace. There brooklets tinkled through beds of moss
and banks of rosebushes, wet with dew. Vivienne had paused beneath the pale red fire of aflowering
plum tree. She was |ooking across the gardens bel ow, to the dazzling beach and breskers, water that
glittered green and gulls that wheeled snow-colored in the wind.

He ventured to lay an arm around her waist. She sighed and leaned her head againgt his shoulder. "I'd
amogt forgotten how lovely Earth can be," she murmured.

"I'vejust gartedtolearn.. . . from you," he surprised himsdf by answering.
She chuckled. "Y ou learn pretty quick, Pete, | must say."

A footfall scrunched on gravel. They turned, ingtantly aert. There had been no attendants on the landing
flange, but the man in the control tower had evidently noticed strangers getting off and suggested that the



guards check on them. The man who neared wore no uniform—in this stratum of society therewas no
need for ostentation—and he walked leisurely, with asmile on his mouth. But K oskinen recognized
trained muscles when he saw them in motion; and there was aminicom on the wrist.

"Good morning, Sr," he hailed. "Can | be of service?'
"Yes" Koskinen said. "I'd like to see Mr. Abrams.”
"Sir?' The guard raised skeptical brows.

"My nameis Koskinen. | was ashipmate of David Abrams, and I've got some newsthat will interest his
father."

Professional calm broke in an oath not quite suppressed. "Of course, Mr. Koskinen! Right away! He's
gl adeep, | think, but—— Follow me, please.”

K oskinen took the generator from Vivienne and dung it on his shoulder by one strap. Shetugged at his
hand, holding him back, asthe guard started away. He saw the tension in her, and redlized with a sudden
hollowness that she had stopped thinking about the taxi ride.

"What's going on, Pete?" she whispered unsteadily. "I've heard of Nathan Abrams. Isn't heabig manin
Generd Atomics? What are you coming to him for?"

"Don't you remember that M S has got his son incommunicado? | think helll be more than glad to help us.
We have acommon cause.”

"Youidiot!" she exploded under her bregth. "Don't you think M S knows that too?”

"Oh, yes. Doubtless they've had him under surveillance. It was arisk coming here. But not too big arisk.
They can't watch everything, especidly right now when their hands must be full cleaning out the Chinese
organization that tipped its hand at the Crater. Because we did escape, you see, and so the Chinese
couldn't have made afast getaway of their own, they must have lost time searching that warren for us,
and that would have given MStimeto learn about the affair and intervene. Only M S would've had to pull
inevery local agent, | should think, on such short notice. I'm quite sure there's no stakeout here at the

"Unless M S has agentsin the household.”

"| doubt that too. Dave often told me that his father had spent years building up astaff loya to nun
personaly. All the big executives do. It's necessary, in thiswolf kennel world weve got.”

"M-m ... well... the fact that we haven't yet been nabbed does seem to bear out your reasoning.” She
looked at him so searchingly that his own eyes must drop. "Good work. A professonal couldn't have
thought faster on hisfeet. Y ou know, kid, you catch on to things so quickly that it scares me. But come
on, the guard'swaiting for us."

They were conducted through adiding vitryl door into the building. A fountain splashed twenty feet high
inthe middle of the solarium beyond. Koskinen saw that its starkly beautiful basin had been fashioned
from a gpaceship's meteorite baffle. The pouring water, the brilliant morning light, the smell of lilies
growing in beds on the flagged floor, brought the whole great room alive. But his attention focused on the
man who hurried to meet them.

It was not the elder Abrams, but a stocky, grizzled person, dressed in aplain blue zipsuit, whom the
guard addressed deferentidly. After amoment's conference, the newcomer dismissed the other man and



approached. Hisface was older than his athletic gait, with skin drawn tight over broad cheekbones and
beaky nose but deeply lined around mouth and eyes. Koskinen had seldom met so intense agaze. The
handclasp was hard. He introduced himself and Vivienne.

"I'm Jan Trembecki, Mr. Abramss confidentia secretary. HEll be dong in afew minutes. Won't you sit
down?' The English was fluent but accented.

"Thanks." Koskinen began to redize how tired he was. He nearly fdll into alounger and let it mold itsalf
to hipsand ribs. Vivienne lowered herself more gracefully, but shivering with exhaustion. Trembecki
considered them. "How about some breakfast?' he asked, punched an intercom button and spoke an
order.

Returning, he offered cigarettes. Vivienne accepted, drawing the smoke far into her lungs and letting it out
asif reluctantly. Trembecki sat on the edge of alounger and puffed his own cigarette in short ferocious
drags.

"| takeit you escaped from MS," he said. When Koskinen nodded; "Well, we may be ableto hide
you—or we may not—but let's be blunt. Why should we? Weve got troubles enough.”

"I may have hep for you," Kaoskinen answered. He pointed to the generator. " That's the reason for this
wholemess™

"Ah, s0." Trembecki grew atogether expressionless. "We've had someinklings of that, from our own
effortsto investigate.”

"Doyouthink Daveis... dl right?’

"I don't expect anything permanently damaging has been done to him. Doubtless he's been P'd, but if he
doesn't have any specia knowledge—does he?' The question spat like a bullet. Koskinen started before
he shook his head. "Good. In that case, Daveis mainly a sort of hostage. Therefore he hasto be
preserved intact. To be sure, that ties our own hands quite a bit.”

"What have you been trying to do? Couldn't you——Mr. Abrams should be able to, oh, even get the
Presdent'sear.”

"Hewill, in due course. That takestime, though, no matter how prominent oneis. Especidly sincethe
President's gaff can find waysto stal if they're put to it. And they no doubt have been. Every government
employeeisterrified of MS; abad report can cost you your job, or worse, in Washington."

"But the Presdent himsdf——"

"Y es, were lucky there. He's alibertarian by conviction. However, he's reponsible for the security of the
United States, which nowadays means the stability of the Protectorate. MSisindispensableto that. So
Marcus can get away with dmost anything.”

"But the Presdent can fire Marcud!™

"Thingsaren't that Smple, my friend. Y ou have to repect the integrity of agovernment organization, or
you'll soon have no government whatsoever. Furthermore, every leader has to make compromises,
otherwise held set everybody against him and get nothing accomplished. Read some history. Consider
how Lincoln had to put up with al the foolishnessin his Cabinet, not to mention afantastic series of
leatherheaded commanding generds. Or the uneasy baance between Stdinists and anti-Stdinistsin the
old Soviet Union. Or—— never mind. It boils down to the fact that the President can't fire Marcus
unless extreme wrongdoing can be proven, and can't countermand any orders given MS unlesshe and



Congress are convinced the orders were utterly mistaken.”
"Maybe we can convince him,” Koskinen said.

"Maybe. Hard to do through legd, public channes, though. And if we commit illegdities oursdves—like
shdltering afugitive from, shal we say, justice—we compromise our case rather badly.”

Koskinen let his muscles dump. For awhile only the fountain spoke.
"Ah, refreshments”

K oskinen opened his eyeswith ashocked realization that he had been adeep. A servitor halted and
uncovered itstable. Koskinen looked at coffee, orange juice, French ralls, butter, cheese, caviar, aniced
bottle of VVodka. Trembecki handed nun and Vivienne acouple of stimpills. "Better take thesefirst," he
suggested. "Y oull enjoy the food more.”

"Also," Vivienne said grimly, "well need our brainsin good shape.”

They had hardly begun when two figures appeared in the inner entrance. Trembecki rose. "Sorry to
postpone your breskfast," he said, "but heré's the boss."

XI

Nathan Abramswas not atall man, and he was getting somewhat bald and plump. The bathrobe swirled
amogt ludicroudy about his pgjamaed legs as he turned in his pacing. But Koskinen had never before
Seen So great an anger on so tight aleash.

A little hoarse with talking, he sat back and listened to hishost. "Good Lord," Abrams said through his
teeth, "I had some notion of how much rottennessthereis around, but when the thing comes out in the
open likethis, it's past timeto fight!”

"Using what for wegpons?' Trembecki asked.
Abramss hand chopped in the direction of the shield unit. "There'sthat, to Sart with."
"Take quite awhile to produce enough and organize agroup.”

"And meanwhile Dave——" Leah Abramssvoice wavered. Asif to give hersdf something to do, she
began putting food on the plates. "I'm sorry,” she said to Kaoskinen and Vivienne. ™Y ou must be starved.”

In spite of everything, Koskinen'slook and mind turned to her. He had naturaly known about Dave's
sgter, but she was only fifteen when the Boas departed. He had not expected to find someone dim and
supple, gray eyes, freckles dusted faintly across a piquant nose, reddish-brown hair falling softly to her
shoulders, adancer'sway of walking. She must have cons derable backbone too, he thought. Abrams
had not yet told hiswife about this meeting, he didn't know if she could stand it, but his daughter had
come along as amatter of course.



Besides, it was good of her to remember about breskfast. He was starved. Still he hesitated, while
Abrams stood and fought himself. The girl seemed to read histhought. "Go ahead," she urged. "You
needn't pretend that our troubles have spoiled your appetite. Asamatter of fact, | think I'll have abite
mysdf.”

Vivienne smiled. "Y ou're too tactful for your own good. But thanks, Miss Abrams.”
"Lean, if you don't mind. Werein the same army now."

"I'm not so sure of that," Trembecki said.

"What do you mean, Jan?' Abrams demanded.

"Wel—"

"l wasn't proposing anything rash, you know. We want Dave back first of dl, and everyone esefrom the
ship. Weve got to proceed cautioudly. But sooner or later, maybe well have to——" Abramsbroke
off.

Trembecki finished for him hi abruta tone: ' Tight againgt our own government?'

"Wdll . .. against Marcus, at least. This putsthe capper on everything I'd known about the man
previoudy. | tell you, he's a power maniac, and he's got to be stopped.”

"Let'sdrop the swear words, Nat," Trembecki said. "Neo-fascism doesn't come out of nowhere, any
more than Caesarism does. That's what we've got now, Caesarism, modified only dightly by the fact that
it arose in arepublic more sophisticated than Rome was. But it arose asthe answer to avery rea need,
surviva in the thermonuclear age. Y ou don't want to overthrow Caesar if the priceisacivil war that
weskens usfor the barbarians.”

"l wasn't thinking of any such nonsensal”

"It wasimplicit, though, Nat. In asubtler form, perhaps. less an outright revolt than adisruption of a
precarious balance of socid forces. Which could mean economic chaos. When that happens—when a
society failsto provide for its own internal needs—the way is open for total dictatorship. The popular will
demands a strong man then. Freedom isn't worth seeing your children starve. Not to most people,
anyhow.

"Marcus has millions of admirers precisdy because you and your kind have failed to solve problemslike
foreign enmity, overpopulation, maldistribution, educationa lag, and socid vacuums. If now the American
upper classesfdl out among themsdves, with even the mildest andogue of the Marius-Sullarivary, the
failure will grow worse yet. Maybe Marcus could be destroyed, but he'd have successors who'd destroy
usinturn. No, quite gpart from al the practica difficultiesin the way of our doing something big and
melodramétic, we've got responsibilities that won't et us.”

"Y ou weren't so shy about consequences when you helped take Krakow from that warlord,” Abrams
sad bitterly.

"l wasagood ded younger then,” Trembecki sighed, "and in any case the issues were smpler.”

Leah leaned over and whispered to Koskinen and Vivienne: "He'sfrom Central Europe, did you know?
Dad found him running acity in Poland and persuaded him to come work in the States.”

K oskinen regarded Trembecki with increased respect. The war and postwar years had been bad enough



in America But at least no foreign troops had invaded, to run amok and add to the chaos after the
missiles destroyed their homeland. If, besides surviving and restoring order, this man had found time to
become educated——

"Don't get mewrong," Trembecki said. "I don't propose tamely to turn over thisthing for Marcusto dap
a'security' label on and find waysto misuse. Frankly, | don't know how far we ourselves can be trusted
with it. Y ou're adecent man, Nat, and | suppose | am, but Generd Atomicsisn't our private empire.
With the best intentionsin the world, given thiskind of power, it could become something it shouldn't be.

"Leaving that asde, though, you're disquaified from doing much precisely because you are so influentid.
Y our actionsare dl too public for you to get involved in any eaborate conspiracy. Y ou're smply going to
have to stick to the aboveboard approach. Whatever you do clandestingly hasto be avery, very minor
part of your tota activity, and amount to little more than keeping in touch with whoever isbeing active.”

"Ah-ha," Abrams pounced. "Y ou admit there has to be a conspiracy.”
"No. Maybe there does. Maybe not. This has happened so fast. | haven't had timeto think."
"Y ouwon't get much time, elther,” Vivienne reminded him blegkly.

"With Marcuson thetrall. . . true," the Pole nodded. "I don't see how we can hide you for any great
length of time. However big ahousehold thisis, it's still not an organization. And that's what you need, an
organization with intelligence agents, hideouts, an Underground Railway—yet one that can be trusted.”

Abrams snapped hisfingers. "The Egditariand”
"Hm?"' Trembecki gave him agtartled look. ™Y ou mean Gannoway?"
"I don't know. But we can check on him, maybe."

"I'm not sure what you mean,” Leah said, "but if it has anything to do with the Egditarians, why, it sounds
very hopeful. I've been to plenty of their meetings, and talked to alot of them, you know. Dad, those are

good people.”
"Perhaps" Trembecki grunted. " Are they effective people, though?

"Gannoway himsdf isatough bird,” Abrams mused, "l ... we may have something here. It'staking a
devil of arisk a best, but——" ruefully——"what isnt?"

Trembecki nodded with arenewed briskness. "I'll start.some whedsturning, at least. Well collect what
information we can, evauate, and decide what to do. It should be safe to keep our young friends here for
alittlewhile. The sooner we get them to aredly secure place, though, the happier I'll be.”

"All right. Let's get sarted." Abramsturned to Koskinen and Vivienne. "I'm sorry to rush off like this, but
you can understand why. Well talk in more detail later. Meanwhile, Lean will take care of you."

Trembecki went over to the shield generator, which Koskinen had demonsirated in the course of relating
his story. The secretary picked it up with needless care, held it for a space before his eyes, clicked his
tongue, and walked from the room. Abramsfollowed.

"Dofinish eating,” Leah urged. "I'll see about your rooms and stuff. Beright back.”

Koskinen fdll heartily to eating. In combination, the stimulant, food, shelter, sense of power and
competence in those he met, had restored him considerable cheer. "I think,” he said around amouthful,



"we're on the homestretch.”

"Redly?' Vivienne only picked at her medl. He saw the exhaustion till in her and wanted to sootheit
away. But histongue knotted.

"Sorry," she said after awhile. "l guessI've been kicked around too much to start believing in Santa
Clausdl over again.”

"If Papa Abrams put on awhite beard and went, "Ho, ho, ho!" would that help?' he ventured.

She grinned wesarily, leaned over and patted his hand. ™Y ou mean you've even got patience with
sdf-pity? Y ou're a phenomenon, Pete.”

Leah's footsteps sounded lightly on the flags. Koskinen rose and looked at the girl as she neared. He
wondered confusedly if it was right to be so conscious of her grace, so soon after——

"Finished here?' she asked. "Good, come aong with me. Y ou'll want to wash and then deep, | suppose.”
"Not deep,” Koskinen sad, "with fifty milligramsof giminsdeme.”

"I'd forgotten that. Well, if you like, I'll be glad to give you the grand tour of the place, or any other
entertainment | can.”

"Y ou're being too kind."

Leah grew grave. "Y ou were Dave's shipmate, Pete. He talked alot about you, in the short time he was
here. And you've done some magnificent things, for him and for al of us™

"No, redly."

"Not just that filthy Crater, but perhaps even the Chinese underground, wiped out . . . because of you."
Thelong hair swirled past her cheeks as she shook her head in wonder. "1 ill can't quite believeit.”

"That was an accident. | mean, | was only running away, and——"
"Comeon." Shetook him firmly by thearm. Vivienne followed alittle behind, slent.

A glideway and escalator took them upstairs. Kaskinen had thought his hotel room and Vivienne's Crater
place were sumptuous, but his suite here revised his standards. He pottered about for haf an hour
making himsdf presentable. In the course of undressing he noticed the chain gtill around his neck. Have
to get that taken off, he thought, but forgot about it again.

Putting on alounge suit that felt dmost as silky asaMartian cloakleaf, hereturned to Lean in the
solarium. "Come outsidetill Vivienne arrives,” she suggested. "It's such agorgeous day.”

They strolled over the terrace to the parapet. Leah leaned againgt it and gazed out across the Sound. A
breeze fluttered her hair and shook afew plum blossoms down over her. Vee has paused a this same
spot, Koskinen remembered.

Hedrew alungful of untainted air. "Y ou're right about the outdoorstoday,” he remarked. " Sometimes
that seemed to be what we missed the most on Mars. Earth's wesather, every kind of it."

"But they have westher there too, don't they?"

"Y es. Nothing like ours, though. Days so clear that spaceitself didn't seem to exist between you and the



horizon, then night falling at once, no dusk, just suddenly the stars gppearing like fireworks, and so cold
you could hear the rocks groan asthey contracted. Or adust storm, thin enough for the sunlight to shine
through, making diamond sparkles across those old, old crags. Or the spring quickening, when the polar
cap melted and the bands of forest cameto life again, those grotesque little treesraising their tendrils
toward the sun and unfolding yard-long leaves that took on ahundred different colors, greens, russets,
golds, blues, and danced asif for joy——" Koskinen shook himsdf. "Excuse me. For aminute if amost
seemed asif | were back there"

"Would you want to return, ever?' she asked quietly.
"Yes. Eventualy. We got to be good friends with the Martians, you know."
"Dave said alittle about that too. Is'friends really the word you want?'

"No. There was something between al of us, thewhole crew aswell asthe Martians. Affection wasa
magjor part of it, but somehow so transformed thai—-I don't know. Y ou'd have to experienceit yoursdlf
to have any ideaof what | mean. Now that I've been away from it for awhile, | have sometrouble
understanding the concept mysdlf.”

"I'dliketotry," shesaid.

"Y ou ought to," he said, caught in asudden uprush of enthusiasm. "There definitely should be women on
the next expedition. We could only redize an incomplete rapport, because we ourseves were
incomplete. It'l take the full human unit, man-woman-child, to ... to establish atotal relationship with the
Martians. Y ou see, they don't communicate just with verba language. Weve got plenty of non-verbal
communication on Earth, of course, but very little of it has been systematized or developed. What'sa
synonym for agrimace? How do you conjugate awave of your hand? I'm putting it horribly crudely, of
course; but what I'm trying to get at isthat the Martians look on communication as afunction of the
whole organism. They have acomplete tactile language, for instance, aswell asaverba one, amusical
one, achoreographic one, and lots more. And those languages are not equivaent to each other, the way
writing is equivaent to speech. They don't say the same things, they don't cover the same range of
possible subject matter. But when you use severd of them smultaneoudly . . .can you imagine how
complete aview of reality might be approached?

"Only, for that kind of communication there hasto be a psychologicd affinity, a oneness, between the
communicators, because it's so subtle aprocess. | think we humans learned as much aswe could have
digested in five years anyway. But next time we ought to go further. And that gets back to the necessity
of completing oursalves. | mean by bringing both sexesthere, and every age, race, culture we can get.”

"You know," shesaid, "I beginto seewhy Daveliked . . . likesyou so much. You're acompletely
unduffy idedig.”

He glanced away in confusion. "'l didn't mean to preach.”

"l wish you would," shesaid. "I want so much to get an idea of what it was like on Mars, what you did
and discovered and thought, everything. After dl, Dave was there, and we hardly had a chanceto get to
know him again before—— But for its own sake too, I'd like to know. And someday go there mysdlf.
Actudly, didn't the experience of the rapport mean more to you than anything you learned fromit?' He
nodded, astonished at her quick perceptiveness. "Wdll, | wish for that experience too,” shesaid. "Y ou've
aready given me back the wonder in life. People have gotten so blase about spaceships and orbital
sations and extrarterrestria basesthat |'d forgotten what it really means. But now I'll see Marsin the sky
and think, That little red spark isa world," and fed achill down my spine. Suddenly the limits have been
taken away. Thanksfor that, Pete.”



It puzzled him how they had begun talking so intimately so soon. | guessit's that we'rein a stress
situation and our personal barriers are down, he decided. And Dave belongs to us both. She'sa lot
like him, whom I've come to know as well as | know myself. Not too much like him, though, he
added sophomoricaly. Then he forgot the matter. It wastrivia beside that with which they spent the
better part of the day.

Late in the afternoon Lesh came to herself with a shaky laugh. ™Y ou've got to excuse me, Pete. I'm on
thelocal committee for the World War One Centennia observances. We're going to re-enact a Liberty
Bond rdly, if that means anything to you. The whole businesslooks more foolish than ever, after what
you and | have been talking about. But | don't dare do anything unusual, like cutting out of the meeting.
Not now."

He agreed, thrown unwillingly back to the immediacies, and moped about the place after she was gone.
Finaly hedrifted into an imperid-sized library. A book would at least kill time.

Vivienne sat there reading. She wore awhite dress, reminding him of the night she entertained him, and
he wondered in a stunned fashion how he could have forgotten about her.

"Oh," shesad in alackluster tone. "Hello, there.”
"Why didn't you join us?" he asked. "When you didn't show, we figured you'd decided to deep instead.”

"No. | came out on theterrace," she shrugged. "But you were so deep in conversation | didn't want to
buttin."

"Veel Weweren't discussing any . . . any secrets. How could we have been?

Her lipstwitched ever so faintly upward. "Now why did you suppose I'd think that? Of courseyou
weren't."

"Thenwhy didn't you——"

The smile ceased to be. She looked away from him. "I know when I'm out of my class," she said, "and
frankly, I've got too much pride to play-act at the case being otherwise.”

"What are you talking about?"' he protested. "Brains? Good L ord, Vee, you can think rings around ninety
percent of the human race.

"Probably. Brainsisnot what | meant." Her tone grew jagged. "L ook, Pete, I'm not mad at you or
anything, but will you please get out of here for awhile? And close the door when you go.”

XI1

Koskinen returned the following afternoon from aviolent game of handball with Lean—he dared not
show himself outside the residence, but it included a gymnasium—to beinformed by aservant of a
conference at 1600. They changed clothes and went to the study at that hour. Vivienne and Trembecki
had aready joined Abramsthere.



The executive gave his daughter an unhappy look. "Not you, my dear,” he said.
"Don't besdlly, Dad," she protected. "I'm in this as much as anybody.”
"Yes, and | wish you weren't. Were not playing tiddlywinks."

"I found out the hard way in Europe,” Trembecki added, "that the fewer people who have complete
knowledge of an operation likethis, the better.”

"I wouldn't blab,” she said indignantly.

"Of course not. But there are such thingsas Pl drugs.”

"Do you mean somebody might kidngp me?'

"No. It'ssufficient if they arrest you, just asthey did Dave.”
"Oh." Shebit her lip. "Yes. What can | do, then, to help?’
"The hardest thing of dl: St tight."

"Wel—" She squared her shoulders. "I'll be seeing you, Pete. | mean that." Her hand lingered in hisfor
amoment before she went out. The door did to behind her like aclosing mouth.

"For the same reason,” Trembecki said, "'l think we'd better leave that bomb around your neck."

Vivienne gtirred uneadily in her chair. One hand went to asmall purse clipped on her belt. Slowly she
relaxed again. "Maybe," she sad, flat-voiced.

"You'rethelogica person to keep the detonator,” Trembecki said to her. "Y ou don't know how to make
ashidd unit yoursdf, do you?'

"No. We didn' finish drawing the plansin the Crater, and without abackground of theory, what circuits|
can remember arejust so much junk.”

"That leaves you the only person who does know, Pete." Abramssregard of Koskinen was troubled.
"Do you agree—if worst comesto wordt, Vivienne should be able to silence you? Life as a permanent
prisoner wouldn't be fun anyway."

"l guess 0," Koskinen dragged out of himsdlf.

"Not that | expect any such outcome,” Abrams said lessglumly. "In fact, things are looking up for us. Sit
down and let'stalk over our next move." He placed himsdlf behind his desk, bridged hisfingers, and
consdered for a space before he started:

"Our problem, as| seeit, isthis. Weve got to keep the shield from faling into the wrong hands, yet useit
as abargaining counter to get our friends released and, if possible, to get Marcus out of office. The best
way to work isthrough the President. If he can be convinced of the truth, and | think he can, hewill act.
After dl, once the United States armed forces have shields—most especially, once our cities and other
vulnerable points do— then the Protectorate won't need very tight controls over the rest of theworld. If
MS can't actudly be abolished, it can at least be sharply reduced hi size and function. That will please the
libertarians and the economy-minded hi Congress, without offending too much those who make afetish
of nationd security.

"But it'll take tune for meto get an gppointment; and then asingle talk won't accomplish much. All | can



hope to do the first timeis get nun so interested that helll agreeto let you demongtrate the effect. That will
have to be done secretly, so Marcus can't forestal us. | wouldn't put it past him to have you nated
and the generator destroyed, if there's no other way to safeguard his power. Such a meeting between you
and the President obvioudy requires careful pre-arrangement. And then gill more time must passwhile
the President setsthe political stage for what will dmost be a coup d'&at inlegd form. In the meantime,
you'll need asafe hiding place.

"Jan could have arranged that easily hi hisold days. But unfortunately, heand | have lived blamdesslives
for many years now. We haven't got the right kind of contacts. | trust the loyalty of the household staff,
but not their ability to play tag with the cops. Given aweek or so, we could doubtless arrange a good
bolthole for you; but we don't have that week. Y ou mustn't stay here an hour longer than necessary.

Y our guess was right about MS, my Washington sourcestell me. They did pick up so many leadsand
clues about the Chinese underground that it's taken dmogt all their resources to follow through. But their
attention is sure to turn back on me good and hard as soon as that pressure eases off, which | imagine
won't belong now.

"So...itisarisk, but | think the least risk we can get by with, if we try turning you over to the Equals.”
"Who arethey?' Koskinen asked. "It seems I've heard mention of some such name, but | don't placeit.”

"Short for Egditarians. They're an idedlistic movement, anumber of people who want the Protectorate
converted into arepresentative world government. That initself isn't anillegal thing to advocate. Sure,
Marcus and men of his stripe have denounced them as softheads and stooges for foreign interests. But
nothing has been done about them because there's nothing that needs to be done. They only organize
clubs, discuss, propagandize, work in eection yearsfor candidates sympathetic to their ideas. They're
mainly sgnificant because they dtract alot of intellectuas.”

"They don't sound very promising for our purposes,” Vivienne said. "In fact, those EqualsI've met in the
past tended to be dear old ladies ... of both sexes.”

Abramslaughed. "True. Not dl, however. There seem to be some Equas who believe hi direct action.
And they don't tell the dear old ladies about that.”

"What sort of action?"

"if I'd been ableto find out in detail, the group wouldn't be worth much. Thefact is, though, that outlawed
books and pamphlets get published and circulated, caling for violent overthrow of agencieslike MS.
More sgnificantly, people sometimes disappear when they get in trouble with the Protectorate.
Remember Y amashitaafew years ago? He was gtirring up the Japanese people on quite alarge scale—if
dtirring up istheright word; actudly he preached passve resstance. MS arrested him, then lost him
again. They haven't caught him yet. But he kegps popping up in remote villages, till drawing crowdsto
hear him, and vanishes before M S can arrive. There are several smilar cases known to me, and
doubtless many that | haven't heard of. Wéll, this sort of thing takes organization. Somebody isoperating
an underground which isn't nationdigtic but universaigtic. | suspect very strongly that Equasareinvolved.
They may well bethe prime movers

"l don't likeit," Trembecki muttered. "I think the outfit has engineered some murderstoo.”

"Maybe. But the victims needed murdering. Like Generdl Friedmann. Remember what he did to stop the
protest marchesin Rome?"

"Um-m-m. . . . Granted, I'm not oneto talk about niceties. And anyway, | haven't a better suggestion to
make. Go on, Nat."



"S0," Abrams said, "there's this Carson Gannoway, executive secretary of thelocal chapter of the
computermen’'s union, and an Egditarian. I've dealt with him for years, and in the past couple of days|'ve
had my persona detective saff investigate him to within an inch of hislife. HE's not overtly involved with
the underground, of course, but I've gotten some strong hints. For instance, thereve beeniillegal strikes
now and then, with some violence. Gannoway, like the rest of hisunion's officias, publicly deplored
them, asked the men to go back to work, and said he was hel pless against their 'spontaneous action.’
But, while conspiracy could never be proved, someone had obvioudy put them up to those walkouts.
Now | know Gannoway and | know that he could have prevented or aborted those affairsif hed redly
wanted. He's that able. Which suggests he was the actual brains behind them. Or theré's the fact that he's
been gone on 'vacation' severa times precisely when something broke . . . like when the Toronto rioters
suddenly acquired guns.”

"Has M S naticed him?' Vivienne asked.

"No, not particularly, I'm sure. They can't keep tabs on every last one of us, thank God, and Gannoway
isn't acongpicuous public figure. It'sonly because, as| said, have known him so long, thet | dowly got
the idea he had connections with the underground. | wasn't about to rat on him. | haven't been violently
anti-Marcus until now, but | never liked the way M S operates. Why shouldn't somebody like Y amashita
remind his people that they have aheritage of their own? So | smply kept my suspicionsto mysdf. The
underground never did me any harm. Now maybe it can help us.”

"Y ou think, then, Gannoway can——" Kaskinen choked on his own excitement.

"Wdll, well try him and see" Abrams said. "Jan phoned him today and asked if he could drop around to
his home tonight to discuss abusiness matter. Y ou two will go dong. If he can hideyou, grest. If not, I'm
sure helll keep his mouth shut. Then well arrange aplace for you in awarehouse | know of, though it'll be
apoor subgtitute.”

"If he does offer to hide us, but | don't like the looks of the offer, well head straight back too,"
Trembecki said.

"Us?' Vivienne said. "Y ou're going to be with Pete and me?"

The Pole nodded. "I'm ill tolerably fast with a spitgun,” he said, touching a spot benesth histunic.
"Though what | redlly want isto—— Well, Vee, you can land on your feet asreliably asthe next
she-tiger, but Pete here seems, frankly, awee bit naive. | think he could use aword on occasion, from a
guy who's had some experience with the underside of the world."

XIT1

Gannoway's home was a modest apartment in Queens, crowded by awife and four children. But he had
astudy of hisown which he assured his visitors was soundproof and free of eectronic bugs, and his
family had been sent out for the evening.

A tall, angular, somewhat Andrew Jackson-featured man, he closed the study door and stood
considering the others. K oskinen shifted from foot to foot under that gaze, glanced out the window at the
glittering sprawl of the night city, back again to the comfort of Vivienne beside him, and did not know



what to say. When Gannoway broke the silence, it was Trembecki he addressed.

"Y ou must have some reason for bringing me these outlaws, Jan, and you're not the typeto try to frame
me. But I'd appreciateit if you'd end the suspense.”

"Qutlaws?' Vivienne excdlamed. "Has the darm been ‘ca?"

"Y eah, an hour or s0 ago," Gannoway said. "On the evening news. Names and photos, with atape
excerpt from Mr. Koskinen's last phone call to the Bureau. Y ou're dangerous foreign agents, did you
know?'

"Damn! I'd hoped for alittle moretime," Trembecki said. "But evidently the Chinese job is completed.
They'll be after you now infull force, Pete.”

"What doesM S redly want you for?' Gannoway asked.
"That'salong story,” Trembecki said. "You'll hear it if."

"I knew the Mars expedition had been taken into "protective custody,’ of course, and wondered why. I'm
sorry about Nat's boy."

"Part of getting him back isto keep these kidsfree," Trembecki said. "We have to hide them away for a
period of time, amonth or longer. Y ou know every place Nat's got will be checked, just because Dave's
arrest has made him anaturd dly of theirs. Can you take care of them?”

"Here? Don't make melaugh. And while | sympathize with anybody in that position, why should |
jeopardize my family, aswel as mysdf, on your account?'

"On your own account too,” Trembecki said. "Wouldn't you like to get rid of Marcus? Pete, here, hasa
way to do o, if we can gpply it."

Gannoway's features remained immobile, but the bresth sucked sharply in between hislips. "Sit down
andtdl me"

"I'm afraid you'll haveto take my word," Trembecki answered. "We've had our differences now and
then, you and Nat and |, but you know we aren't doublecrossers.”

Gannoway shook hishead. "Sorry. Y our judgment of what's right and proper might not square with mine.
Besides, | couldn't do athing by myself. Otherswould be involved, who do not know you personally.
They'd have to be convinced the risk was worth taking."

"And that they'd have some say inthefind settlement?’

"Wadll... yes. If you've got, let's suppose, a gadget potent enough to overthrow Marcus and keep
someone equaly bad from succeeding him——" Gannoway gestured at the shield generator by
Koskinen's fest——"then it's probably a so able to accomplish other things.”

"The possihilitiesare big, dl right,” Trembecki said. "We wouldn't have turned to you if thered been
much choice in the matter. Nothing personal, Carse, but how far can we trust your associates?’

"All theway, provided you want the same asthey do."
"Which iswhat?'

"Read Quarks and find out. We're smply followers of his."



"So you say. But he wouldn't be thefirst prophet in history whaose teachings got twisted.”

"He's il dive, you know, to keep usinline” Gannoway said. "Professor emeritus at Columbia. | see
him quite often.”

He sat brooding before he addressed Koskinen: "L ook here, if you're the one that thishullabaloois
about, you're entitled to the deciding vote.

What do you think? Will you trust me without reservations, or would you rather go off and forget you
ever saw me? Inthelatter case, | won't fink on you, even though I'll bein serioustroubleif you're caught
and Pi'd. But | hope you'll choosethefirst.”

"|l——" Koskinen moistened hislips. "I don't.. . . that is, I'm so ignorant about everything on Earth, |
can't—"

Vivienne reached over to lay ahand on his. "He's had anasty time," she said. "How's he to know who his
friendsare?”

"We can't St long and argue,” Gannoway warned. "But. . . wait, | have a suggestion. Why not invite
Quarles over so you can find out what Egditarianism redlly is, and decide if it's something you can
honestly support?'

"Hey, we don't want to let anyone elsein on the fact that these people are with us," Trembecki said.

"No problem there,” Gannoway assured him. "He's been blind for years. Well simply introduce you
under different names."

"Would he come over, just like that?' Koskinen asked.
"Probably. Hes alonein the world. I've had him here often for an evening's chat.”

"I've been party to some strange negotiations,” Trembecki grumbled, "but making alecture on sociology
abeforehand requirement takes the pink sugar cake.”

"No. | think Mr. Gannoway's right,” Kaoskinen said. "1, that is, maybeit's hard for you to understand, but
we'd have done this sort of thing on Mars, trying to get the wholeness of a situation. | mean, well,
emotionisthelargest part of it, and that's not something you can put in abook likelogic. 1t's something
that someoneis feding here-and-now. Y ou have to encounter it directly."

"I'll cdl, then." Gannoway |eft the room.

Trembecki shook hishead. "'l wish I'd had more to do with the Equals,” he muttered. "I'd have some
notion, then, of the ins and outs of them, even their clandestine fraction. Asmattersare, | can only go by
guess and fed. Might be agood ideato talk to the old man at that. Of course, he probably has no idea
that an underground exigts, but sometimes you can judge atree by itsroots.” Helit acigarette and let it
droop from his mouth. " Sometimes.”

Gannoway came back. "Everything'sfine. Hell take acab right away. | told him | had some people
vigting, fresh from severd years of engineering work abroad, who'd love to meet him." He chuckled.
"Oren Quarlesisasaint, | suppose, but he has his human share of vanity.”

"Let'sget our yarns straight,” Trembecki said. "Aliases and such details.” They spent theinterva of
waliting in rehearsd. When Quarles arrived, they moved out to the living room.



The philosopher wasa small man, but carried himsalf so erect that one scarcely noticed. A massive
white-thatched head was framed in the thin cage of a"seeing eye," whose reflected pulses enabled him to
find hisway around with fair ease. There was courtlinessin the manner with which he shook hands,
bowing over Vivienne's, and accepted aglass of sherry. A while passed in the usud polite formulas. But
he was not hard to steer onto the subject of hisown ideas.

"Tobefrank," hesaid, "I don't like that name 'Egalitarianism.’ For one thing, it's uneuphonious—or
should I say dysphonious?—and for another, it fixes alabel. People are much too apt to identify the label
with the bottle, no matter how much the contents may change. Look at what happened to concepts like
Chrigtianity and democracy.

"Thelatter is particularly relevant. Democracy cameto be identified with freedom. That ain't necessarily
30, as de Tocqueville redized, and Jouvend after him. If the popular will prevails unrestrained, then there
is nothing government cannot do, and hence no limit to the degree of control which it can impose on the
individud. Louis X1V daydreamed about conscription, but only the French Revolutionary government
was actualy ableto inditute it. Or, on amore mundane level, democratic communities tend to have a set
of bluelaws such aswould never beimagined in an aristocracy or amonarchy. | readly believe that the
present-day liberalism about public morals and display—anything goes, they tell me, and what's till
technicdly illegd iswinked at—I redly think that semsdirectly from the decline of democracy: if only
because it helps hide the more important freedoms which have been logt.”

"But we have ademocracy ill," Koskinen blurted. "Don't we?!

"Inaway. Wedtill eect our legidators and our principal executives. However, the percentage of the
population that bothersto vote grows smaller every year. And that isn't merdly the result of poverty, poor
education, and the rest, bad though things are in those regards. It reflects agenerd redization that the
true government has become a set of bureaus: inevitably so, given the requirements of world empire. And
these bureaus, in turn, are gradually becoming the private fiefs of those men strong and clever enough to
get control of their machinery. Military Security isthe most conspicuous example, but the others aren't far
behind in that line of evolution. If you want to do something in industry, science, communications, amost
anything you care to name, you hardly ever deal with a Senator or a Congressman, trying to get laws
passed that will favor you. Do you? No, you approach an agency in charge of administering and

interpreting laws dready passed.”
"Do you mean Congressis arubber ssamp?' Koskinen asked.

"Not yet. Thefind authority isgtill there, if Congress can beinduced to useit. But that would requirethe
repedl of acentury'slegidation, al of which involved giving government more and more scope and,
therefore, giving those who execute that legidation more and more power. Thisin turn derives from the
bas's on which democratic government clamslegitimacy: the naked popular will. (Which, in practice,
meansthe will of the most effective pressure groups.) The Founding Fathers were well aware of that
tendency, and wrote regtrictionsinto the Congtitution, things that government could not do no matter how
large amgjority wished them done. Actually, this country began as arepublic, not a pure democracy. But
with the passage of time, many of those guarantees were re-interpreted amost out of existence. The
gtates could no longer control their own interna policies, theindividua could no longer bear ams. . . oh,
everything happened from the best of motives, with the aim of correcting gross abuses, but the end result
was the conversion of the republic to a curious cross between ademocracy and an oligarchy. The
evolution continues today, with the oligarchic dement steadily gaining strength while the democratic one
weskens."

"| thought you favored world democracy,” Vivienne said, "but now you spesk asif you don't think it's
even agood ideafor us."



"Oh, on the contrary, my dear. ... | think the concept of liberty isone of the noblest and most ennobling
which the mind of man has ever brought forth. But it is not identical with democracy, whichisonly one
form of government.

"The problem is how to establish and guarantee liberty. Man is not capable of being an autonomous
individua. If hetriesto be, the heart goes out of him. He ends as amiserable, ulcer-ridden,
futility-haunted nervous wreck. He needs to be part of awhole culture, with duties aswell as privileges.
But we libertarians fed that that bel ongingness should come from within, by hisown free choice. He
should not have to give more than he wishes, provided he does not take more than a share proportionate
to his contribution. Then, too, we must face the fact that the poor we aways have with us—the unlucky,
the handicapped, the oppressed, yes, and their exploiters, who are also unfortunate—and of course there
are those who are smply misguided. These must dl be taken care of, or society growssick and at last
wel comes the sharp medicine of dictatorship. But the machinery that takes care of them must not grow
too redtrictive.

"With dl itsfaults, the democratic republic was the best attempt thus far to solve the problem. It provided
agovernmental framework in which the ballot box was a permanent check on the arrogance of authority.
It dlowed thewill of the mgority to be expressed in action. But it also restrained that will, setting up asa
mora absolute the rights of the individua and the community, on which no one could encroach for any
reason.

"Thetrouble was that society changed. Transportation and communication improved until every
community was the next door neighbor to every other one, and amobile population felt no deep loyalty
to any of them. Freed from local obligations, responsible only for his own well-being, theindividua found
that no one was responsible for him. He had to turn to government for whatever help he needed. This
meant that government became ever larger and more firmly entrenched in every department of life. You
can't passaBill of Rightsand expect it to take care of itself. To endure, it must have deep-rooted
ingitutionsto whose exigenceit isvital. Smilarly, states rights became afarce when the Sates
themselves ceased to be organic communities and became, instead, mere providers of loca services—or,
in caseslike the old segregation laws, mere agents of a petty tyranny whose victims|ooked to the nationa
government for relief. And, finaly, the nuclear wars shattered morale aswell as physica plant. Theanima
wish to survive overrode every traditiona concept of internationa law. So we got the Protectorate:
whose yoke will bear more heavily on usthan on the client nations, as our society becomesincreasingly

Byzantine,

"'Sometimes, though, good can come of evil. | think we have achance, at thismoment in history, to
restore atrue democratic republic on afirmer basis than any which has existed in the past. A world
bass”

"I beg your pardon,” Trembecki said, "but I've seen afair amount of this planet, and that won't work.
Asans, Africans, even most Europeans and Latin Americans, they aren't Y ankees. They don't think like
you, want what you do, or care about what you think isimportant. The converseisaso true, of course.
That's one reason the Protectorate is hated—it forces those peoples, to some extent, into an unnatura
mold. Y ou won't make good democrats of them, ever, any more than they'll make agood Modem or
Hindu or something out of you."

Quarles smiled. "There have been occasiond startling overnight changesin nationd character,” he said,
"But | don't count on any such thing. Infact, | wouldn't want that to happen, the Americanization of the
whole Earth. Not only would it impoverish the human race—think of losing dl therich potentiditiesin
other culturesl—but it would make my pet scheme unfeasible.”

"Why, | should think it'sthe only way you'l ever get ared world government,” Koskinen said.



"A singleworld culture, where everybody agrees on at least the essentia points.”

"No, not redly,” Quarlessaid. "At best, if it could happen, such athing would only invite arepetition of
our own recent pag, thistime on aplanetary scae. But if you have, ingtead, adiversity of communities,
each solid enough to survive as agoing concern on abasis of equdity with the others, while remaining too
different from its fellows to merge with them, then would you not have what the United States began
as—agenuinefederdism?

"And would it not simulate areviva of liberty? The aomic individud is at the mercy of government
because he has no one to stand with him, no community of shared traditions, obligations, folkways. But
within the framework of an entire world, aMexican or Nigerian or Indian would not be atomic. He
would have just that community, his own nation, whose survival asadistinct entity would require that it
be abulwark againgt the ex-actions of the centra authority. And the same would be true of us
Americans”

"What sort of centra authority?' Vivienneinquired.

"Wdll, war hasto be prevented. That isthe basic necessity, which the Protectorate does servein its sorry
fashion. My own suggestion isthat there be a corps of planetary peacekegperswith limited but sufficient
powers of ingpection and arrest, and a monopoly of the most destructive wegpons. (I had to spend an
entire chapter defining those!) It should be under the direction of aworld president, who's elected by a
bicamera world legidature—one Senator from each country and Congressmen according to franchised

populetion.”

"Whoa!" Trembecki exclaimed. "Y ou surely can't mean to give every country equal representation. They
tried that in the old UN, with results that you know. And a population basisis every bit asbad. It'd
amount to turning the world over to the Chinese."

"| said franchised population,” Quarles reminded him. "The requirements for aworld-level vote would be
such that only the civilized would be included. Infact, | think the multiple* balot isagood idea. Grant an
additiond world vote for meeting any of severd qudlifications, such as educeation above the minimum, regl
estate ownership, public service, and so on. That would weight the scale till more heavily in favor of
reasonable policies. Of course, each country could make what electoral and governmenta arrangements
it wished within its own borders.”

"What else would the world government do?" Koskinen asked.

"Not too much, actualy. It could operatein fieldslike hedlth, conservation, and other politicaly safe
matters. But the principle of internal sovereignty would have to be scrupuloudy respected. Not that we
can continue to let the rich countries get richer while the poor get poorer. There will have to be some way
of sharing the economic burden more equa ly—without merely shielding every community from the
consequences of its own mismanagement. |'ve studied that problem too, in some detail, and concluded
that to begin with America could finance an economic program by hersdlf, for approximately what it now
costs usto maintain the Protectorate. That would conciliate most of our present enemies, I'm sure. After
thefirst decade, others can begin carrying their share of the load.”

"Too good to betrue," Trembecki said. "Y ou can't put countries off in neet little pigeonholeslike that.
They interact, change, merge, break up. And. . . not every war in history has been unjustified. Desths,
destruction, increased radiation background, and all, we're il better off today for fighting the totditarian
than we'd be if we'd knuckled under.”

"Borders could be changed at any time by mutua agreement,” Quarles defended. "That'sincluded in the
concept of internad sovereignty. Asfor the rise of oppressive governments, well, | would liketo give the



world authority one more power: power to enforce anew and basic human right. Any person not
charged with certain specific crimes—the usua ones, but political heresy and other forms of dissent are
excluded—any person may leave his country."

"And will any other country take himin?"

"I'm certain that many would, if he really was departing to escape tyranny. It would be a cheap way of
undermining the tyrant. To be sure, acynica caudillo could charge his opponents with murder and clap
theminjail, but you can't do that very often if you're unpopular or you'll soon run out of jalers. It would
become necessary to make onesdlf better liked."

Quarlespaused to sp from hisglass. "Youredize" hesaid, "I haven't any design for Utopia. Thisisgoing
to be aviolent and not very happy world for along tuneto come. That'swhy | wish that 'Egditarianism’
labdl could have been avoided. It suggeststheat thereisacure-all. But on the other hand, if suchamsare
to be worked for, there has to be some kind of organization to do the work, and | suppose it must
inevitably have some kind of name. | do think we can take action to right the most outstanding wrongs
and gart ourselves, above dl, back toward being free men.”

Thetalk went on for severa hours before Quarles bade them goodnight.
"Wdl?" said Gannoway eagerly, as soon asthe door had closed.
"Good Lord," Koskinen gasped, "yed"

X1V

The Zodiac in Manhattan had seemed an odd place for the Egdlitarian activist organization to keep loca
headquarters. It was fashionable and expensive enough to be patronized by numerous dite of MS,
among others. But those men had assured themsdlves it was not bugged! And anyone might go to the
place at any hour without attracting notice; and the use of masks was common; and in such awarren of
curious roomsit would not be hard to maintain amesting place.

K oskinen followed the others down through dimness and echoes. The shield unit felt heavy on his back.
At the bottom atunnel led to an armored door that opened after Gannoway had put hisfacein ahood to
show the scanner hisretina patterns. The room beyond was large and austere, holding little but office
equipment and a conference table.

Half adozen men waited dertly. There was nothing in their appearance to suggest the typical 3D
revolutionary. Their ages seemed to run from thirty to sixty, their clothes were conservative upper-middie
class, and they went through the forms of introduction in aperfectly norma manner, Thomson,
Washburn, Lanphier, Brorsen, Hill, Ricoletti. But Koskinen sensed the tension that thrummed in them.
There was swesat on a couple of foreheads.

"l was able to get aquorum of thisdirecting council on such short notice because each of ushasan
emergency cover, aplausible reason ready to advance for suddenly going off on atrip," Gannoway
explaned.

"We can't do it too often, though,” Brorsen said sharply. "This better be for good cause tonight.”



"Itis. Suppose | turn the meeting over to our guests.”

When he had finished, more than an hour later, and answered more excited questions than he wished to
count, Koskinen was hoarse. He sat down and gul ped the coffee offered him. Trembecki, who had said
little, remained on hisfeet. One by one the council members ended their examination of the generator and
went back to their own chairs. Cigarette smoke hazed the air.

Gannoway, at the head of the table, broke the silence. "The uses of thisthing are obvious, especidly after
some further development work has been done,” he said. "And I'll bet we find plenty more usesaswe go
adong. Given materid shidding againgt laser beams, even thislittle gadget isinvulnerable to amost
anything short of an atomic bomb; and abigger one——! With that kind of equipment, you wouldn't
need but asmall army, some thousands of men, to take over the country.”

"Wait aminute," Trembecki said. "Pete and | haven't yet agreed to anything. Especidly not to a
revolution.”

"What had you in mind?' chdlenged Washburn.

Trembecki outlined Abramss plans.

"Very pretty,” Lanphier snorted. "Now tell me something that might work."
"Why shouldn't this?'

"To begin with, the risk scares me spitless. Supposing you have the President's full cooperation, and
that'sabig if by itsdf, do you believe Hugh Marcuswill st ill for that kind of treetment? Evenona
grictly legd plane—and we've no reason to believe hélll confine himsdlf to that—he has hisown lobby in
Washington and his own propaganda machine. He can argue that the shield effect can't be kept secret
forever, any more than the atomic bomb could be, if foreigners are dlowed to do research oniit.
Therefore, he can say, M'S needs more power than before, not less.”

"Hed be arguing against public heroes, though,” Trembecki said, "the men, notably Pete, who've
presented this design to the United States."”

"Huh! Heroes can get tarnished mighty quick.”

"Not necessarily. Remember, legitimate charges can be brought against MS, of exceeding its authority
and even attempting murder.”

"Towhichitwill bereplied that Mr. Koskinenisaliar, or at least that he misunderstood the Situation and
panicked. That his shipmates were taken into custody to protect them from the Chinese—which is partly
true, considering the fact that Captain Twain actually was murdered. That they were Pl'd asan
unavoidable measure, Sncein thisemergency M S had to havetotd information fast." Lanphier shrugged.
"Oh, Marcus might have to sacrifice afew scrapegoats, agents he can say got too rough on their own
initiative, without hisknowledge. But he can keep hisown skinwhole, dl right.”

"With the Presdent gunning for him?"

"Y es, even then. Y ou underestimate the hold that M S has on the "public imagination. The American
people have cometo takeit for granted that the Norris Doctrine isthe only dternative to thermo-nuclear
war. And the Norris Doctrine doeslogically require that there be an MS."

"You see" Gannoway put in, "no matter how well your scheme works out, it does not much ater the
Protectorate. Doesit, now?"



"Not overnight,” Trembecki admitted. "But under al circumstances, the United Stateswill have exclusive
possession of the shields for anumber of years. Remember, an entire new concept of physics underlies
the effect, based largely on extraterrestria ideas that don't come easily to the human mind. It take quite
awhilefor any foreign worker to duplicate, unaided by the Martians.

"So there will be adecade or better in which this country is not only supreme but safe. The fear will ease
off. Reason will have a chance to operate again. Y ou Egditarians will be heard with respect. | think | can
promisethat my bosswill throw hisinfluence behind your political campaigns. And that amountsto alot
more than his persona fortune. Quite afew powerful men have ahigh regard for Nathan Abramss
opinions.”

"Congdering what you've seen and donein your own life," Gannoway said, "'I'm astonished at how high
you rate human rationdity.”

Trembecki's laugh held scant humor. "1 rate it lower than you, | suspect. But asfor rationdity per se, yes,
| do have ahigh opinion of it, and | believe it should be encouraged whenever theré'sachance. Thisis
such achance. No more than that; events could go completely awry; but who was ever guaranteed
anythinginthislife?'

The councillorslooked at each other. Finaly Gannoway lit afresh cigarette, drew deeply onit, and
trickled smoke between hislips as he answered:

"Y ou'reright, any course of action is hazardous. The problem ishow to minimize the hazard. Asyou
ought to know, Jan, one way isto reduce the number of unknowns you have to deal with. Now | havea
pretty fair understanding of myself and of my friends here, and you two fellows, and Nat. But I've never
met the President, and you're no intimate of hisyoursdlf. Nor have we met the thousands of
Congressmen, bureaucrats, military officers, business and labor officids, and so on, who condtitute the
power structurein this country. We certainly have not met every one of aquarter billion Americans,
whose hopes and fears and hates and loves and beliefs and prejudices form the general environment
within which the power structure must operate. Put o many unknownstogether, let them interact fredly,
and we can't possibly predict what will happen. Y et that's what you propose to do—merely hoping for
the best!"

Trembecki gave him asquint-eyed stare. 'Y ou're arguing that force isthe only predictable factor," he
sad.

"Yes," Gannoway replied. "Isn't it?If | asked astranger to do something for me, he might or might not.
Butif I pulled agun on him, I'd know damn well hewould."

"Mm, | could name you some exceptions. But et that go. Precisely how do you want usto act?’

"| can't giveyou any details. Weve had no timeto think them out. But | do say we should keep the shield
in our own hands, where we can know how it's going to be used. Proceed with devel opment work and
production of improved modds——"

"Wait aminute," Koskinen objected. "That'll take along time. What about my shipmates?’

"Theresthat,” Gannoway agreed. "Also, Nat won't stand for his boy being kept locked away indefinitely,
and helll have to be persuaded not to contact the President. . . . Okay. Given afew shields of the present
model—they could be turned out rather fast, couldn't they?—we can spring our friends. Including some
Equasnow in MSjalls, too."

"Get them out by actud attack?" Washburn asked. He doubled afigt. "Sure, | see how. A shidd unit



protecting asmdl, armed flitter, or something like that. First we nab some MS men and P out of them
where the prisoners are being held. Then we hit."

"When we have our improved shields," Gannoway said, "we proceed to the next phase: the neutralization
of MS"

"By shooting up its agents and establishments?' Trembecki said.

"Sometimes. More often, though, we'd smply stand them off while we carried out other operations.”
"MSisan agency of the United States government. Y ou're preaching insurrection.”

"All right, | am."

"What do you expect other agencieswill do meanwhile? Will the Army stay passve? Will Congressor
the Presdent make approving noises?'

"No."
"Or the people, even?
"WEIl be waging an intensve propaganda campaign, of course.”

"Insufficient, when you're bearing arms againgt the United States. The Condtitution definesthat as
treason.”

"George Washington was called atraitor too, in hisrevolution.”

"I'm not using loaded words. I'm just pointing out that when you've said A you have got to say B."
Trembecki's forefinger stabbed at the men around the table. "Come on, admit it. Y our amisand aways
has been the violent overthrow of the United States government.”

"So beit," Ricoletti said fiercely. "Therés no other way."

"That meansthat aparamilitary juntawill seize power and rule by fiat. It dso meansthat the lid will be
taken off the world. What do you expect will happen then?"

"Nothing very darming,” Gannhoway sad. "Thisis one problem we have sudied in detail. We aren't
bearded anarchists huddling in some dank cdllar, Jan. We know as much about war games, strategic
anaysis, and palitical anthropology asthey do at West Point. And we've used such techniques for years
to help usplan.

"The military garrisons abroad won't be recalled. Even with MS gone, they'll be able to keep control for
quite sometime. A large-scale revolt can't be organized and equipped overnight, you know. Meanwhile
the Equd regimewill be acting—fast. That isone very red advantage ajuntahas over arepublican
government or a bureaucracy, provided it knowswhat it wants: speed and decisiveness. As soon as
interna order has been restored, well cal an internationa conference. We aready know who most of the
delegates will be. Well present them with Quarlessworld authority scheme, get that ratified, saff the
necessary organizations—then bring home the American troops, resgn our own powers, and Sit back to
enjoy aworld weve madefit to livein!™



XV

It was very late, gpproaching sunrise, when Koskinen and Trembecki returned to their suite. But neither
felt ableto deep.

Koskinen put the generator down on the floor, seated himsdlf, jumped up again, got adrink of water,
stared out the window at the darkling city, ground afist into his pam and swore. Trembecki lit acigar.
His broad face had gone atogether hard.

"What should we do, Jan?' Koskinen asked findly.

"Get out of here," Trembecki said a once. "I'm not sure where to, though. By now M S probably has
every one of Nat's places staked out.”

Koskinen turned around to see him. "Do you mean that? About our leaving?'

"Uh-huh. If we stay here, we have to go dong with the Equals. | see no way of talking theminto a
moderate course.”

"They... they could beright, you know."

Trembecki grunted.

"I mean, well, they're so obvioudy sincere," Koskinen sad.
"Mogt overrated virtuein the universe, Sncerity.”

"I don't know. I mean ... look, when | signed on the Boas | took an oath to support the Constitution. It
may sound schoolboyish, but | ill take that oath pretty serioudy. Now the Equals are asking meto
violaeit."

"Sothey are”

"But a the same tune—there have been judtified revolutionsin the past.”
"| doubt that."

"'How about our own?'

"That was adifferent breed of cat. Remember, it started as an attempt merely to get certain traditiona
rights the colonists were entitled to as Englishmen. It became anational breakaway becausethisredly
was anation, a least in embryo. The colonists had already ceased to be Englishmen. A revolt against
foreign oppressoniseasy to judtify. But an internd revolution, no.”

"Even against domestic oppression? How about the French Revolution?”

"Y ou should go back and re-read your history texts. The French Revolution proper did not deliberately
employ violence. It didn't even abolish the monarchy. It smply used political pressureto bring about a
number of long overdue reforms. But then the extremists, of right and left, got the bit between their teeth,
and that'swhat led to the Reign of Terror and Napoleon. The origind Russian Revolution was quite
anaogous. The Dumamade the Czar abdicate, again by perfectly legd means. The Bolsheviks overthrew



by force afunctioning republic. | could give you agood many other examples.”
"There must be cases, though——"

"Y es, some. Various people have shot their way out from under atyrant, now and then. But by definition,
amogt, they became the next despots, possibly benevolent, but still despots. And benevolent despotism
isnot the best form of government. It's stultifying.

"Oncein avery great while, such adictator has worked to bring freedom, by patiently overhauling the
socid structure. Kemd Ataturk isthe most famous of the few who did. Now that's what you might call a
righteous revolutionary. But you'll note he did hisjob dowly and carefully, and without holding agun at
people's heads."

"Skip your ancient history,”" Koskinen snapped. "We're here and now. Why shouldn't the Equals be like
Ataturk? Isthere any other way than theirsto get aworld federation?”

"There might well be, assuming that it realy is desirable, a matter which you haven't taken thetime to
probe very deeply. Mysdlf, | doubt that establishing it by orders from above, the way Gannoway
proposes, would work. Thered be too few people used to thinking in such termsto man its
organizations. Thingslike that can't be built in aday, they have to grow.”

"When will the chanceto grow be given? Honestly, Jan, I'm not fueled about a Glorious Vison of the
Future or any such nonsense. I'm trying with everything I've got to decide what'sright. | don't see how
you can argue with what Quarles said, that the unavoidable necessities of Pax Americanaredly are
eroding away the spirit of the Congtitution, making adead letter of it. Isn't aradicd breakthrough to
different conditions the only chance of preserving what it stands for?"

Trembecki's cigar end glowed and dulled, glowed and dulled. "That may betrue," he said. "Probably is,
infact. But there are many sorts of radicaism. The kind which would force itself on people, whether they
want it or not, isthe kind that | want no part of. Nor do you, if you'll stop to think about it.

"Look, Pete, what they glossed over down in that room was the fact that we have not yet exhausted our
peaceful resources. Our backs are not quite to the wall. Marcusis not the omni present demon they make
him out to be, nor isthe President the fegble bungler which isthe best they're willing to admit he might be.
They taked about public support for MS and completely ignored the public opposition which aso
exigs—as witness the above-board part of the Egalitarian movement, among many other things. They're
fanatics, and that type has awaysignored—Ibeen congenitaly unable to see—any factsthat won't fit their
own preconceptions. That's Marcus's . trouble too, you know. He's not so much hungry for personal
power, though of course that element does operate in him, as heis saddled by areligious conviction that
foreignersare evil and he aone knows how to save civilization. Do you want to trade one Marcus for
another?'

"But Gannoway said,” Koskinen sumbled, "he said the juntawould resign as soon as—"

"The world has heard that song before, my boy. If the Equals ever did seize the whed, their dictatorship
would be no more 'trangtiond’ than that of any other revolutionary group. They'd have to stay on top for
awhile, smply to assure themsalves their world arrangement was working out okay. And of course it
wouldn't—new indtitutions always go off on unforeseen tangents—so they'd shoot some people and
tinker with the machinery and wait again. Meanwhileit'd be necessary to proceed againgt those of their
fellow citizenswho couldn't somach dictatorship. Thisimplies asecret police agood deal stronger than
MSisright now. And such an organization soon becomes a power initsown right; look at the history of
every repressive government for proof. No, when you try to force the whole world, beginning with your
own country, into therigid framework of an ideology, you have to be an utterly ruthlesstyrant. Therésno



other way."
"Quarleswouldn' let them!™

"What'd he have to say about it? He's only awell-meaning theori<t. If he saw the truth and protested to
Gannoway, they'd smply play the Grand Inquisitor scene over again.

"l don't know why I'm talking so abstractly, though," Trembecki finished. "Y ou need only ask yoursdlf
how far anybody can be trusted who's willing to achieve his ends by the means Gannoway spelled out to
LBll

Stillnessfell on the room. Koskinen sat down and stared at his generator. Why did | bring it back? he
wondered. Why was | born?

A noiserecaled him to awareness. Vivienne's bedroom door had did open. She came out in nightgown
and robe. The light gleamed on her touded hair.

"I thought | heard you talking," she said.
"When'd you get in?" Trembecki asked.

"Around midnight. | couldn't take any more. Besides, I'd learned as much as| probably would be able
to."

"Likewhat?"

Shetook a cigarette from abox on the table and lit it before saying tondesdly: "1 played the part of a
gang boss, or rather the female partner of a gang boss, come here for some gambling and so forth —and,
on the Side, to make discreet inquiries about possible businessdedls. A very naturd thing; every place
like this has underworld connections, and with Zigger gone, otherswill want to take over histerritories. |
got companionable with one or two of the girls who have been herelong enough to know quite abit. And
frankly, | flirted with the night manager, with an implication that we might get till friendlier if he obliged
me. What it boilsdown to isthat | found out who redlly ownsthe Zodiac."

"Wd|?'

"An unregistered corporation of which the magor stockholder, under adifferent name, isone Carson
Gannoway."

"What?" Koskinen legped to hisfest.

Trembecki was not surprised. "I rather thought s0," he said. "Thisplaceislaid out and operated so very
conveniently for the Equals. Obvioudy, they don't want it so much for a headquarters as a source of
funds. Financing isthe big problem of every revolutionary organization."”

"Oh, no, no, no," Koskinen shuddered.
Decigon sprang up in him, tight and cold. "Wereleaving," he sad. "Get dressed, Vee"
"Areyou that shocked?' she asked.

"No, thisonly clinchesthe matter for him," Trembecki said. "Go on, make yoursdf ready. I'll explain
meanwhile”

Hedid 0, curtly. Koskinen paced the floor, back and forth, his palms and armpits chill with swest.



Where to go? What to do? Wasiit possible to get back to Abramss home? Trembecki believed not, and
he should know. Besides, to compromise Leah was unthinkable.

Wait... hadn't VVee once mentioned an upstate hideaway of Zigger's? Y es, he remembered now. It should
servefor awhile, at leadt, give abreathing spell in which they could think of something better. He .told
Trembecki about it, and the Pole agreed: "We can probably get acab yet, evenif thedarmisout. If we
take azigzag route, changing pretty often, I'd say we have afair chance of making it. Are you ready,
Vee?'

"Right now." She emerged from her room in the dress she had worn here, purse clipped to the belt.
"Think it'd help to wear masks?'

"Only till we're out of the building. Then they're too conspicuous. Whered | put mine?'

The main door opened. Trembecki whirled, snatching for his gun. He wasn't fast enough. " Stop where
you arel" Gannoway barked. His own pistol covered them. The other councillors, likewise armed,
crowded behind nun.

"Y ou didn't think we wouldn't put atap on this place and hear your opinions of us, did you?' Gannoway
sad.

XVI

"Pete! The generator!” Vivienne cried.

It was on K oskinen's back. He spun the adjustment wildly, hoping to expand thefield so it would include
her and Trembecki, and threw the switch as Hill's gun spat.

Too little, too late. Silence thundered a him. The bullet fell harmlessto the floor. Ricoletti charged and
rebounded, six feet from Kaskinen. But Brorsen and Lanphier had seized Vivienne by thearms.
Thomson and Washburn did the same to Trembecki. Gannoway plucked the Pole's gun from its shoul der
holster, tossed it on the sofa, and shut the door. The happenings were for Koskinen like anightmare
dumb show.

There was noise, before he closed us off, he thought. Whoever heard——No. What would be done
here about a scream ?

Gannoway spoketo Vivienne. She answered him haughtily. The councillors argued among themselves.
Gannoway shushed them with an imperious gesture, walked to the screen edge and |ooked at Koskinen
for sometime. Kaskinen could only snarl a him.

Gannoway snapped hisfingers. Opening adrawer, he took out a couple of minicoms. He scribbled on a
piece of paper and held it where Koskinen could see.

"Thisistoo clumsy away of communication. | will toss one of these a you. If you switch your field off
very briefly you can get it. I'll lay my gun down acrosstheroom so | can't reach it in that short atime.
Those who aren't holding your partners will keep their handsin the air. Okay?



Koskinen nodded. He wanted to shout something to Vivienne in the split second when the screen field
wasn't between them, but he was too busy with histiming.

Insulated again, he put the instrument on hiswrist. Gannoway turned the other one high, so it could detect
anything spoken in theroom, and laid it on atable. "Now we can talk," he said.

"Therésnothing to talk about,” Koskinen answered.

"On the contrary, there's everything. Y ou've gotten afantastically wrong idea about us."
"Everything you do makesit look more and moreright.”

"Y ou werewilling to listen to usin the conference room. Then Jan Trembecki poisoned your mind.”

"He only showed me what the things redlly meant that you'd been advocating. | am not going to bea
party to the murder of my fellow citizens”

"Go ahead and make an exception for some of them,” Trembecki said.
Ricoletti suck him in the face. "Hey, none of that," Gannoway ordered.
"What's alittle roughnessto arevolutionary?' Vivienne gibed.
"Wewant to be friends,” Gannoway said.

"Y ou can gart by letting us go where we want to go.”

"That's lunacy. Y ou wouldn't last aweek in the open. | can't permit something like the shieldto fdl to
Marcus"

"Then hdpit fdl to the Presdent.”
"I've explained to you——"

"We don't accept that explanation,” Koskinen interrupted. "I'm supposed to turn thisthing over to the
proper authorities. Y ou're not one of them.”

"Itsno use, Carse," Thomson growled. "They're fanatics.”

"I'm afraid Jan is," Gannoway sighed. "But Pete, you seem like areasonable man. Can't you see our point
of view?'

"Yes" Koskinen sad. "That's exactly thetrouble.
"l hate to get tough. But you are immobilized in there. A man dies of thirst in afew days."

Koskinen wasfaintly astonished at his own lack of fear. He wanted to live as much as the next human
being, or perhaps alittle more so. But there didn't seem to be room in him for anything except anger. "I'm
quite prepared for that," he retorted. "But then my body will beinsde the screen forever, unlessyou
wreck the generator with a hest ray. That won't help you to build another.”

"Bventudly we might.”

"Not for adevil of along time. Meanwhile, other men can go to Mars—Abrams could finance an
expedition by himsdf if need be—whom the Martianswould be willing to give the plansto.”



"Yes. Thereisthat, isn't there?' Gannoway brooded a moment.

When helooked up again, something terrible lay in hiseyes. "Y ou may not be afraid to die," he said, "but
can you let your friends die, smply because of your own stubbornness?”

Trembecki spat on thefloor. "lan't he the big bad villain, though?"
"I meanit," Gannoway said. "l redly do. It'sthat important.”

Heat and cold pursued each other through Koskinen. ™Y ou kill them and you'll kill thelast atom of a
chance you ever had!" heydled.

"I didn't mean immediate death,” Gannoway said. "Y ou could last three or four daysin there. Given
gimulantsto help her dong, Mrs. Cordeiro should be about equally durable.”

The color drained out of Viviennesface. She had to try twice before she could say, "Don't pay any
attention to him, Pete. Whatever happens.”

"Y ou know where the equipment is," Gannoway told Hill and Ricoletti. "Bring it here."

The councillors went out. Ricoletti was grinning. Gannoway sat down and helped himsdlf to acigarette.
"Go ahead and talk to each other," heinvited mildly.

"Veg" Koskinen croaked.

She drew some long breaths before a degree of steadiness came. "Don't fed sorry for me, Pete. I'm not
interested in living, if the priceisto help out creatureslike these.”

"Wait aminute, you," Thomson protested. "Y ou don't think we enjoy hurting anyone, do you?'
"Why, yes" Trembecki said. The councillorsglared a him.

"I honor your motives," Gannoway said with anote dmost of desperation. ™Y ou can't imagine how I'd
liketo have you as my friends. And you could contribute so much to theworld. Do | look like afiend? If
this happens, will | ever get the blood off my hands?* hismouth twisted. "Only if | let you go, how much
more blood will be shed?’

"Dry up," Trembecki said. To Koskinen: "I'm getting off easy, it seems. There's no percentagein their
doing more than shooting me. But——" He blinked hiseyes. Tears tood in them. "If | bresgk first and tell
you to turn off that field, Pete, don't listen to me, you hear?'

Kaoskinen paid him smal heed. Theterror had come upon him now, high and shouting. He saw Vivienne
asif through ahaze. "Y ou decide," he begged her. "Y ou're the only one who's got any right to."

"I've dready decided," shesaid. "You Stay put.”

"No, ligten, I meanit. What'sdl this politicking to you? If anything, you should want nothing more than
revenge on Marcus. The Equals can promise you that, better than anybody else. Thisisn't your cause,
Vee. | ... we want you to be brave enough to choose for yoursdlf."

She amiled ever so faintly. ™Y ou're being acoward, Pete. Y ou want to shift the responsibility.”
"It'snot one | can take," he wept.

"Okay, then, I'll takeit. Stay put, Pete. My life hasn't been worth such alot to me, these last severd



years. Therés no gresat lossinvolved.”
"Dont talk that way!"

"Hush, dear." She murmured to nun, meaningless comfort, while Gannoway chain smoked. The
councillors holding her and Trembecki shifted about in their unease. Tune crawled.

"How about the you-know-what?" asked Trembecki suddenly.

The detonator! Koskinen remembered. A lunatic hope swerved through him. " Sure, I'll come out,” he
said. "Just release her... them... and I'll surrender.”

"Comeout firgt," Gannoway replied. "I'm not chancing any tricks."
"It'sno good, Pete)" Vivienne said. "Anintact unit, that'stoo big agift to give them.”
"But if you get the chance, while I'm il insde the screen——" he whispered.

He wondered why she seemed so appalled at the thought of blowing his head off. It was better to die
thus than from thirst and hunger, after watching her in pain. "No," she said shakily. "I can't. Not possibly.”

"What's going on here, anyway?" Brorsen demanded.

Attention was diverted by the return of Hill and Ricoletti. They carried aheavy box with ahandleand a
largeroll of plastic sheeting. "Where should we put this?" Hill asked, Gannoway gulped, but decided:
"Right there in that doorway to the bedroom. The force field is taking up too much space herein the

parlor.”

Ricoletti spread the sheet as directed. "Don't want to messtherug,” he chortled. Hill opened the box and
tossed acoil of rope at Washburn'sfeet. "Tiethat guy up,” he suggested.

Trembecki drew aquick breath and whispered something in Polish. He made no resistance ashewasled
toachar and lashed in place, but he called, "Pete." Thethird time Koskinen heard him.

"Yes, yes?'

"Pete-Look at me." Trembecki caught Koskinen's eyes and would not let go. "Listen. I'm adead man.
Whatever happens, short of the U.S. Marines bursting in the door, I've reached the end.”

"No, no," Gannoway sad. "Give methe shild and | hope you'l live many more years.”

Trembecki ignored him. "Listen very carefully, Pete. / don't mind. I've enjoyed life, but | got over being
scared of desth along time ago. | saw so much of it. And I've no dependents, my wifeisdead, my
children are grown. | can't think of a better way to go out than, well, helping freedom aong alittle ... or a
worse way to survive than being adave. Do you understand?!

Koskinen nodded dumbly. He felt, through his heartbeat and dizziness, that Trembecki wastrying to tell
him something. But he could not think clearly enough to seewhat it was.

"If something should happen, if you get achance, forget about me,” Trembecki said. "I've had afull share
of life. Veeistill young. So are you. And you're aso the man with the shield to give the world.

"Once, back in Europe, | ordered atown shelled where some of my own men were kept prisoner. They
died. But we had to reduce that town. I've never felt bad about it. Y ou shouldn't either.”



Gannoway rose, suspicious. "What's going on here? Shut up, Jan.”
"Okay," Trembecki said. "Goodbye."

"Not yet," Gannoway said. He approached Koskinen. "Pete, do you redize what this means? She won't
be hersdf very long. Toward the end, she won't even be human.”

"Soyou've doneit before," Vivienne said.

Gannoway bit hislip in exasperation. "Well begin with anerve machine," he said. "That doesn't do
serious harm, if it isn't Ieft on too long. Any time you want usto stop, we will. But if you
dont——wel——" He waved ahand at the instruments which Ricoletti was taking out of the box and
laying onthefloor.

Hill put achair on the plastisheet in the bedroom doorway. Ricoletti plugged in the neura exciter. Brorsen
and Lanphier led Vivienneto the chair and bound her fast.

"All right, stand back there," Gannoway said thickly. Ricoletti done remained with Vivienne. Therest
moved into the parlor again. Koskinen couldn't see Trembecki, who sat by thewall behind him. His
vison was blurred anyway.

"Wdl, Pete?' Gannoway asked.

"No," Viviennesad. "Seethemin hdl firs."

Ricoletti began to clip the leadsto her aamsand legs.
"Petel"” Trembecki roared. "Expand the field!"

It was asif another body moved. Koskinen's hand flew to the adjustment knob. He twirled it toward
maximum. Driven by the energy stored in the power pack, the force shell exploded outward. Only then
did he comprehend what he had done.

He saw Gannoway smeared acrossthewall like an insect. And the rest of the council—— No, one man
was jammed into a corner. Thefield swelled further, crushed him to red ruin. The walls cracked open.
Shardsfdl from the calling. The window shattered outward and atable crashed through to the street.

Vivienne and Ricoletti were merdly pushed into the bedroom. K oskinen snapped off the field and
plunged toward them. Ricoletti lurched back out into the demolished parlor. He fumbled in a stunned
fashion beneath histunic. A gun came forth. Koskinen snatched a blade from the debris on the floor and
charged him. The gun spat. A dug puffed dust an inch from Koskinen's feet. Then he was upon Ricoletti.
He struck. The knife laid open the man'sthroat.

Ricoletti went down in blood and wreckage. Koskinen legped over him, into the bedroom. "Veel" he
ydled. "Areyou hurt?'

"No," she gasped. "Cut me loose, though. Weve got to get out of here. Thisll draw everybody in the
house"

He hacked at the ropes. When he had finished, he threw the knife skittering across the floor. She got to
her feet with more salf-possession than he had. "Come on." She stopped only to pick agun from the
rubble and dip it into her purse. The main door, burst open, showed a halway full of swirling dust.

Koskinen didn't ook at the place where Trembecki had been. But he raised one hand as he went by.



A girl stood screaming in the corridor. Vivienne led Koskinen in the opposite direction. A male attendant
ran around the corner of aside passage. "What happened?’ he bawled.

"Something exploded, | think," Vivienne said. "Weére going after hdp.”

Her hand hovered near the purse, ready to draw and fire. But the man ran witlessly on. Vivienne took the
hall down which he had come. The nearest upramp was crowded with excited humanity, but the
escapees had the downramp to themsealves and were not noticed. Two floors below, Viviennetook a
corridor again. When they were out of sight around a corner, in adeserted stretch lined only with doors,
she stopped to get her breath.

"We'reclear," Koskinen said stupidly. "We're clear. We got away."

She leaned her arm againgt the wall and buried her face in the crook of it. "Jan didn't,” she said through
tears.

Koskinen took her about the wai <. It was hard to say which gained more from the few minutes they held
to each other.

In the end she raised her head and said with somelifein her voice: "Wed better get out of here before
they connect us with what's happened and start looking for us. And we've got to get out of town, too.
Let methink. . . . Our suite was on the south side. Let's leave by the north entrance then, where the
commotion won't have been noticed in the street. Get the generator off your back, Pete, and carry it in
your hand. Less noticeable that way."

They walked on at anorma pace. She took out comb and compact and made some repairsto her
appearance as they went. "What a man Jan was," she said once.

What a woman you are, hethought.

It seemed odd to him how neutra his emotions were with respect to those he had killed. Trembecki he
mourned, of course, with the Pole's own absol ution to preserve him from any sense of guilt. But asfor the
others, hisenemies, hefdt neither glad nor sorry. Their deaths were merely something that had

happened, impersond, aready fading in his memory under the urgencies of escape.

XVII

There was morning in the sky when Kaoskinen and Vivienne stepped forth. Starslingered to the west, but
eagtern spireswere outlined againg aclimbing brilliance. The avenue lay Hill, an occasond groundcar
diding between great walls. Theair felt unutterably cool and fresh.

"l suppose we are heading for Zigger's place,”" Koskinen said.
"Nowhere elseto go, isthere?' Vivienne responded.
"And then well try to get in touch with Abrams?'

"Wecan try," shesaid skepticaly, "but if hislines aren't tapped by now, | missmy guess.



"And you know," she added, "there was some truth to the arguments those Equal people presented, at
least as Jan reported them to me. Giving thisthing to the Protectorate and expecting any redl
improvement is like asking adrug addict to cure himsdlf with aspirin.”

"Who else should we giveit to?" he asked wesrily.
"l don't know ... | don't know. Theresataxi."

The driver pushed the door button for them and they got in. "Syracuse,” Vivienne said. "I'll give you the
exact addresswhen we get there."” That would be only the firgt of their stops, as they changed from car to
car. Thedriver punched his controls, and Koskinen saw again asunrise over the waters.

The blankout pand began to close off the front of the cab. "No," Vivienne said. " Stop. Retract that thing."

The driver looked surprised, but obeyed. "1... | like to watch the view in front, too,” she said lamely.
Since that was nothing but a sky, turning from silver to blue as the sun mounted, Koskinen doubted the
driver was convinced.

Wait! She had leaned forward to give her order. Recollection struck into Koskinen. He reached around
her back and snapped open her purse. "What the devil ?* she exclaimed, and tried to twist about. His
right hand stopped her with agrip on the arm. He pulled the detonator out and let her go. She crouched
away from him, half angry and hdf afraid. "What's got into you, Pete?’

"I'm sorry, Vee," hesaid. "Please don't have any hard fedings. But the Situation's changed again. From
now on | want to make my own decisions." He dropped the case in a pocket of his blouse and seded the

flap.
"Y ou could have asked mefor it."

"Y es, and you might have said no. After al, you refused to useit once already. I'm grateful to you for
that. But I've been too passive. It's high time | became my own boss."

Shelet out along breath. Muscle by muscle she relaxed. The smile she gave him was dow and warm.
"Y ou're toughening fast, | see,” she murmured.

Heflushed. "Haveto, | suppose.” With returning unease he noticed how the driver watched themin his
rearview. Why hadn't VVee wanted the privacy pand shut?

The call screen told Koskinen why, two minuteslater. "Attention al vehicles! Attention dl vehicled This
isan hourly announcement from the Bureau of Military Security. Two crimindsare a large, foreign
agentswhose arrest is of the utmaost importance. They may beriding in a public——"

Vivienne's gun was aready out of her purse and aimed at the driver's head. "Not amove, asco,” she
ordered. "Don't let your hands go anywhere near that transmission switch.”

"——congdered extremely dangerous,” the crigp voice said. In the screen Koskinen saw his own face,
from the tape that had been made during his second call, and a photograph of Vivienne that had been
gotten somewhere. "'If you see these persons, you are required by the Nationa Defense Act to——"

"| thought you looked . . . sortafamiliar,” the driver sammered. "What's going on? What do you want?'
"Y ouwon't get hurt if you cooperate,” Vivienne said.

"Look, | got awife and kids. |——please—"



Koskinen glanced out the window and down. At this speed, the densest part of town had been | eft
behind. Theland was till dominated by roofs, but they belonged to relatively smal buildings and traffic
waslight.

"Y ou can't get nowhereinthiscar,” the driver said frantically. "Not in any car. If they really suspect
you'rein acar, Control'11 take everything past the police checkpoints.”

"That'srather extreme," Kaoskinen said. "I should think it'd tie up traffic from now till midnight. They
haven't doneit yet, have they?'

Viviennethrew him ahaggard glance. "They haven't exhausted dl their other leads yet, either,” she said.
"Sooner or later, though, they'll try amass car check. If they get word of what just happened at the
Zodiac—and they will; therere M S customersin the place—they'll pretty quickly deduce what's
happened. And then their logical movewill beto try and trap usin our escape vehicle. The driver'sright.
Wed better get out of this hack while we can.”

"But—I mean, how——"
"l don't know, | don't know. . . . Wait. Yes. Stop at that playground yonder."

They danted down, went off Control, touched an old and cracked street, and hated at the curb. The
playground stretched vacant and the houses opposite—peak-roofed, narrow-windowed, with peeling
stucco fronts, obvioudy prewar survivals—hardly showed morelife at thishour. Vivienne opagued the
windows and suggested K oskinen bind and gag the driver.

"I'll use my own clothesfor that,” Koskinen said, "and wear his. Somebody may remember what | had on
at the Zodiac."

"Good idea. Y ou are becoming afine outlaw." She waited while he swapped garments. Afterward he
found some cord in the tool compartment, with which he did athorough job of securing the prisoner on
the rear floor.

"Somebody will get curious and investigate, sometime today,” he assured the man. "Y ou'll excuse mefor
hoping it won't be for afew hours."

"Oh, oh," said Vivienne, sanding beside thetaxi. "Man coming.”

Koskinen emerged and locked the doors. A burly person in mechanic's coverdls hated his douching
walk and said, "Trouble, bud? Maybe | can help.”

"Thanks," Koskinen said, "but the company wants meto report direct in case of breakdowns. Also, my
fare hasto get on her way. Where's the nearest tube?”’

The mechanic regarded him sharply. "No tubesthisfar out.”

"Oh." Koskinen laughed. "I'm fresh from Los Angeles. Still feding my way around. Wherésamonorail
dation?'

"I'm headed there mysdif."

Koskinen was pleased at how readily he answered questions about the west coast, where he had never
been ether. It took the mechanic's mind off the generator, which he probably assumed bel onged to the
lady. The man couldn't afford to travel, with wages as low as they were, "thanks to them machines. I'm
lucky to have ajob at all. If that there Antarctic colony had only worked out the way they talked about,



I'd've gone like a shot. Chance to be my own boss."
"Expensive, though, isnt it?"

"Y eah. That's the catch. Need shelter against the cold. That costs money. So only the big companies or
the government can build. So nobody can go who's not on their payroll. And everybody hasto live cheek
by jowl because one big shelter costslessthan alottalittle ones. Right? 1 decided | might aswell stay
here, the way the colony worked out in practice.”

Too bad, Koskinen thought. Americans wer e free men once.

Luckily there were no taxiswaliting at the station—if this poor decayed suburb rated any such service.
Koskinen entered a phone booth and pretended to call onefor Vivienne. The mechanic boarded thetrain
which had just comein. Asit started again, Vivienne led Koskinen in arun and mounted a car further
down.

"Thisisaimed our way, dl right," she panted, "but we don't want our friend to know that. It'sasmal
miracle that he didn't recognize us from the bulletins. The next time he sees one, he probably will
remember.”

Koskinen nodded. They took a seat. There were only afew deepy, drably-clad fellow passengers, and
he doubted if the coach was ever filled. Employment had dropped far below transportation capacity.

You know, hethought, people like this aren't really restricted to three choices, crime, the dole, or a
dull and meaningless job. With modern power tools as cheap as they are, with small machines as
well, with biological fuel cellsto furnish low-cost energy, with the food-growing techniques
developed for extraterrestrial bases—a family could become self-sufficient. Home industries could
revive, not so much competing with the big automatic factories as ignoring them. And that trend
would eventually force the economy as a whole to use automation rationally.

The brief excitement diedinhim. | can't be the first to daydream along those lines. | can already see
why nothing like it has been tried. Big business, big labor, big government wouldn't sit still for
such a development. They'd clamp down with zoning laws, regulations, taxes, anything that came
to hand, because a nation of independent men would spell the end of their power.... My! | seem
to've gotten cynical at the same astounding rate Vee thinks I've gotten tough. But | can't help it, |
can sense the wrongness in society today, as clearly as| can senseit in a badly designed engine.

That reminded him. "How are we going to get to our destination?' he asked Vivienne. " Control can stop
anything wed likely be ableto hire or ged.”

"Y es. Except——" She stared out the window. The suburb was giving way to open fields, where dew
flashed in the young sunlight.

"I've gotten anideg,” she said. "The World War One Centennia Commission has built alot of replica
machines. They'refor reenacting battles as the appropriate dates roll around. Makes anice 3D spectacle,
and givesidle people something to play with—but the planes and guns and ground-cars are honest
working reproductions. Between assignments they're occasionaly used in advertisng stunts, or asa
demondtration for history classes, or what have you. Well, abatch of the airplanesiskept right in this
area"

"Huh?'

"They haven't any autopilots. So they can flit about fredy. That's no traffic hazard. Asdow asthey are,



anybody's radar can spot them in ample time to dodge, and Control routinely compensates for bigger
swerves than that. What mattersto usisthat the police can't take over avehicle from adistanceif it
doesn't have an autopilot. Also, no one except the personsimmediately concerned pays much attention
to where those planes go. They dontt fileflight plans or any such thing.”

"My God." Koskinen pulled hisjaw back into place.

"Zigger and | visited out there one day last year. | know the layout. If you can figure out someway to
steal one, the theft won't be noticed for days. | could be wrong, of course. What do you say?'

He realized that she had made afind surrender of leadership to him. It was a heavy burden. He
swalowed and said, "Sure. Well try."

XVIII

The planes were stored three miles from the nearest train stop. Koskinen and Vivienne walked there,
after buying breakfast and two lengths of rope at the supermarket, as well as some pillsto compensate
for deeplessness. Most of the way they followed anarrow, crumbling street lined with the mean houses
of amoribund village. Trucks, occasiond cars, go-carts with bubble canopies whirred past them. But
there were only afew other pedestrians—chiefly women, though some unemployed and sullen men—and
nobody paid the strangers much attention. One man indicated where to turn, baffled that anyone went to
the hanger on foot but too apathetic to ask why. Evidently, K oskinen thought, the generd indifferenceto
life these days was working against Marcusss bulletins about him. Nobody bothered to be aert, or even
to notice what the strangers looked like.

The side street petered out in alane which crossed an enormous stretch of vacant lot.

"Ugh," said Vivienne. "Weeds and brambles where homes stood once, before the firestorm. It givesme
the crawls."

"Eh?" Koskinen blinked at her. The grassesrippled silvery green. Somewhere abird was singing. Instead
of dust he smdled moigt earth. "Buit thisislovely.”

"Ah, wdl." She squeezed hisarm. "I'm acity girl at heart.”

"Why isthe hangar way out here, anyway?"
"Land's chegp that nobody else wants."

The building and airgtrip stood in the middle of thefield, surrounded by atwelve-foot eectrified fence.
Radar darmswould dert the village police if anyonetried to land an unauthorized aircar here. Soa
watchman wasn't needed, and there was no activity scheduled for today. Koskinen looked around with
care. None of the houses he saw were so close that he was likely to be noticed.

He made anoosein onerope and, after severa tries, threw it around the top of afencepost. “Okay,
Vee" he said, and helped her don the shield generator. She turned it on. He used the second ropeto lash
himsdlf to the outside of the potentia barrier, and passed the lariat's end through aloop in that harness.
Awkwardly, then, he shoved her againgt the fence and pulled them both up hand over hand, theinvisible



shell between him and the charged mesh. He swested to think what would happen if he touched it. He
might survive the shock, but not the aftermath of the darmsthat were sure to go off.

At the top he hung on one-handed while he knotted |asso and harness together. Taking thelasso'send in
histeeth, he untied himsdlf and crawled over the shell of force until he could legp. Hefdll clear of the
fence on theinsde. The impact wasjarring. When he had his breath back, he hauled on the lariat until
Viviennein her invisible cocoon tilted over the top of the wires. Then he swayed back and forth likea
bellringer, until she bumped the fence and rebounded through aconsiderable arc. At the far end of one
such swing, she cut off the screen field and fell clear of the harness that had bound it. Nevertheless, she
landed so close to the fence that his heart stopped for amoment.

She picked hersdf up. "Okay, we'rein." Actua laughter sounded beneath the wind. "K oskinen and
Cordeiro, Cat Burglars by appointment to His Majesty Tybdt I, King of the Cats. Cmon, let's swipe us
some transportation.”

They crossed more weeds and the tarmac airstrip to the hangar. Vivienne would have shot out the lock if
necessary, but the door opened for them as they neared. The space within was huge and dim. Koskinen
gaped about at the machines. Somehow they made him feel he had wandered into a more ancient past
than even the, towers on Mars. You see, hetold himsdlf, thisis my past. My great-grandfather must
have ridden in a car like these.

Thisis my planet. Anger gatheredin him. | don't like what they have done to her.

He suppressed emotion, got some tools off aworkbench, and busied himsdlf. In an hour he had chosen
hisvehicle. The nameplate caled it aDe Havilland 4 day bomber, a big two-winged machine, two open
cockpits, less dash than the Spads or Fokkers but a certain unpretentious ruggedness that pleased him.
Between an operator's manua and his Mars-taught fegling for tightness, he deduced how to fly it. They
rolled it out onto the dtrip, fudled it from apump, and turned off the radar sentinels.

"Takethe rear seat and use the auxiliary controlsto start her,” hetold Vivienne. "l showed you how. I'll
crank the propeller.”

She regarded him with asudden intengity. "\We might crash, or get shot down, or anything, you know,
"shesad.

"Yes." He shrugged. "That's been understood right along.”

"|——" Shetook hishands. "I want you to know something. In case | don't get another chanceto tell
you."

Helooked into the brown eyes and waited.
"That detonator,” she said. "It'safake.”
"What?'

"Or | should say, the detonator works but the bomb doesn't.” Her laugh caught in her throat. "When
Zigger told me to make that thing for you . . . we'd been talking half the night, you and I, remember? ... |
couldn't doit. Thereés no explosivein that capsule. Only talcum powder.”

"What?' hewhispered again.

"I didn't tell them at Abrams's place. They'd have substituted area bomb then, and I'd never have been
ableto trigger it but someone e se might have. Now—— Wadll, | wanted you to know, Pete.”



Shetried to withdraw her hands, but he caught them and wouldn't et go. "That'sthe truth, Vee?'
"Y es. Why should you doubt me?*

"I don't,” he said. Heralied his entire courage, drew the detonator from his pocket, and snicked off the
safety. She watched him through tears. He pressed the button.

With awhoop, he tossed the object into the weeds, kissed her with inexpert violence, sammered
something about her being his crewmate and Sharer-of-Hopes and much el se, kissed her again, and lifted
her bodily to the rear cockpit. She nestled among the machine guns there and took the stick in a dazed
fashion. He swung the heavy wooden propeller down with more strength than he had known he had.

The engine coughed to life. Exhaust fumes grew pungent in his nose. He sprang onto the lower wing and
thence to the front seet. Vivienne rdinquished her own controls. Koskinen spent aminute listening to the
engines and noting the many vibrations. It seemed right to him. He taxied forward, accelerating. The
planeleft earth with ajoyouslittle jump unlike anything he had ever felt before,

Vivienne had shown him their destination on amap. He found he could follow the landmarks without
much trouble at thisleisurely pace. Elkor'straining of nerves and muscles made piloting smple after the
firgt few minutes.

The plane was aroaring, shuddering, odorous, cranky thing to fly. But fun. He had never before been so
intimate with the air. It howled around hiswindshidd, lashed hisface, thrummed in the struts, sang in the
wires, and bucked againgt the control surfaces. Ridiculous, he thought, that he should draw so much life
and hope from a primitive machine, or even from learning that the woman with him had never been willing
to help with hismurder. But that was the way he felt. And the landscape below had grown atogether
fresh, open, fair; thiswas awedthy ditrict, where houses were big and far between, separated by
woods and parklands. The Hudson gleamed, between hillsthat were infinitely many hues of green, under
ablue sky and scudding white clouds. There must be an answer to his dilemma—in such aworld!

Therewas. He saw it with wonder. After avery long while helooked upward. "Dream well, Elkor," he
cdled.

XIX

At the end of two days hard work, it was good to stand for awhile and become one with the land.
Zigger'sretreat overlooked theriver, which ran like fire beneath the westerning sun. Steep forested
dopesrose from the opposite shore. On this side, the view off the terrace was of lawns and rosebeds
that doped down to the water. Oak leaves rustled above Kaoskinen, an apple tree stood heavy with fruit,
afir sghed hi the breeze, athrush chirped. The million scents bewitched him.

But "now" isan infinitesmal. Asthe pleasant weariness of labor began to leave hisbody, his mind took
possession and he could no longer fed joy.

Why not? he asked himsdf. My job's done, the shelter's finished. Our word is already out to the
world. And we still have peace.

We won't much longer ...



WE'l have it again, or be dead.
Can't say | want to be dead.

What happened next, and how soon, depended on how fast his enemies could trace him. The airplane
might well have been seen to land here. Certainly it had Ieft aclear mark, plowing up the golf course with
therear skid that it used in lieu of wheel brakes. Nobody in the village, afew miles away, suspected that
he and Vivienne had burgled their way into the house. The locals must be used to odd goings-on a Mr.
Van Vdot's place; and Vivienne was known to them, under adifferent name. It was unlikely, too, that she
would be identified with the hunted woman. She had tricks of makeup and expression that made her look
utterly different from the broadcast picture, without gppearing astranger to the deliverymen from the
stores.

Nevertheless, there was bound to be gossip. Why was she here done, without Mr. Van Vet or aservant
or anything? Why had she ordered amidget bulldozer sent to the place, afork lift truck, amess of lumber
and concrete blocks, when she arrived yesterday? Some officiad might hear the story and begin
wondering himsdf.

From the other end of thetrail, too, there were probably clues pointing in this direction. Men must have
been captured by MS at the Crater, and some of them doubtless knew about this country estate, and
interrogation might bring out what they knew. The enemy was efficient.

Doubts assailed K oskinen. His hopes were tenuous, after al, based on little more than afedling of how
cause and effect ought to develop in arationa world; and surdly thisworld was anything but rationd.
Might it not be best to flee on?

No. Sooner or later, you had to make a stand. Koskinen drew another breath of Earth's air.

Vivienne emerged through the French doors. "Whew!" she said. "I'm hoarse as afrog and my fingertips
are raw from button pushing. | do hope you'll agree I've called enough people, while you were making
that fortress.”

"I'm sureyou have," he said. "We may aswell relax now."
"Wonderful. I'll rustle up areal supper to celebrate.”
"Y ou mean heat two packages?' he teased.

"I do not. I mean an old-fashioned individualy prepared supper, using my own handsand brainin the
making. | really am afair cook.” The forced lightness|eft her tone. She came to stand beside him. "We
won't have many more chances.”

"Maybe not," he admitted. "Perhaps afew days, though.”

Shelaid an arm about hiswaist and her head on his shoulder. "I wish | could do something more for you,
Pete, than just make you amed."

"Why?' Hisface turned hot. He stared fixedly acrosstheriver.
"l oweyou so much.”

"No. Nothing. Youve saved me ... | don't know how many times. . . and il it'slittle compared to that
business of the locket." He touched the chain. "I don't think | ever want thistaken off."



"Doesit mean that much to you, Pete? Redlly?"

"Y es. Because you see... you suddenly became someone | belong with, the way | do with my shipmates.
| can't ever repay you that."

"Y ou know," she whispered, "that's pretty much the way | fed about you."

Abruptly she pulled free of him and ran back into the house. He wondered why, and wanted to follow
her, but checked himsdlf. The Stuation was delicate, the two of them aone here, and he didn't want to
risk spoiling that which he saw developing by too great ahaste.

However, his restlessness had been aroused. He felt aneed to do something. Might as well make a few
mor e calls while she fixes that meal, he decided. The more the better. Hewent into the living room
and threaded hisway among luxurious furniture to the phone.

The note pad showed him that Vivienne, on her last batch of messages, had covered haf adozen
numbersin different cities of India. The Americas and Europe had previoudy been taken care of.

K oskinen reflected upon his school geography. Where would be a strategic placeto try next? Theidea
was to scatter the information aswidely as possible.

China? No, he couldn't quite bring himsdlf to that. The average Chinese was a decent, kindly man ... of
course ... the average anybody was. But the current government of China—— Okay, |et the Chinesefind
out from someone ese. Koskinen punched for the operator. "English-language Tokyo directory,” he said.

With ahelpfully inhuman lack of curiogity, the robot flashed a page onto his screen. Kaoskinen turned the
redl knob until he cameto thelisting for Engineers. He copied down several home and office numbers at
random, cleared the board, and punched the first number, adding the RX which internationally directed
the receiving instrument to record. A flat Oriental face looked out at him, puzzled. Thisjob was easier
when no onewas a home.

"l am Peter Koskinen," herattled. He had spelled Vivienne occasionaly in the past couple of days. He
offered amechanical smile. "News service will confirm for you that | have lately returned from Marswith
the Franz Boas expedition. | have brought with me a device which confersvirtud invulnerability onthe
user. To prevent its suppression, | am publicizing the physica principles, engineering specifications, and
operating ingructions on aworldwide basis."

The Japanese got aword in edgewise, doubtlessto the effect that he didn't speak English and thiswas
some mistake. Koskinen held the first sheet of histreatise up to him, then the next and the next, asfast as
he was able. (Preparing it hadn't been avery long job, since he and Vivienne recaled quite clearly the
plansthey had drawn in the Crater.) A few people had switched off, impatient with an obvious lunatic,
but this man watched with growing interest. Koskinen felt sure held take his tape to someone who could
read a playback, frame by frame. And if only afraction of the many who had been called would try the
gadget out, word would get around—inevitably.

Koskinen finished, said goodbye, and started on the next number. Vivienne's shout interrupted him.
He cursed and dashed back onto the terrace.

She poised there, bowstring taut, pointing into the sky. Four long black aircars whistled down the evening
sunbeams. He saw the Military Security emblem on their flanks.

"| spotted them from the kitchen window.” Vivienngs voice wavered. "' So soon?

"Wemust haveleft aclearer trail for them than | hoped.”



"But—" She caught hishand in cold fingers and struggled not to cry.

"Comeon," heurged. They returned to the living room, picked up the screen generator, and hurried out
onto the patio in the rear. It was awide flagstoned area surrounded by willows and roses, the clear view
making it agood place for astand. Koskinen had torn up much of the floor with the 'dozer, dug a pit and
roofed it with concrete blocks. Food packages, miscellaneous containers of water, bedding, and such
necessities were sowed within. There was aso arifle from Zigger's gun cabinet, and aminicom for
parley purposes. Koskinen took the shield generator down inside and flipped the switch.

He had adjusted it so the barrier shell enclosed the little blockhouse and a section of outside floor ina
cylindroid about twenty feet long. The flagstones made aloud crack asthe field, expanding from zero to
finite thickness, cut them in two. Then stillness descended.

"Okay," Koskinen said. "We're safe now, Vee-vee."
She crept into hisarms, buried her face againgt his breast and trembled.

"What'swrong?' Helaid his other hand below her chin and tilted her face toward his. "Aren't you glad
we can gart hitting back?"

"If... if weredty can——" She could not stop the tears any longer. "' thought we'd have sometime
together. The two of us."

"Yes" hesad, "that would have been nice."
She giffened her shoulders. "I'm sorry. Don't mind me.”

Heforgot shyness and kissed her lightly on thelips. They did not notice the agents who came around the
house, in plain clothes but armed, running in the crouched zigzag of soldiers. Not until an aircar passed
overhead, momentarily blocking off the sunlight, did K oskinen see that the enemy had landed.

He had looked forward to some comic relief when they tried to break in, but by the time Vivienne was
segted on the low blockhouse roof and smoking a cigarette with some return of coolness, the Siege had
settled down. Two dozen hard young men ringed the patio with weapons.

Koskinen walked to the invisble wall and tapped his minicom. A man nodded and called something.
Koskinen was only mildly surprised when Hugh Marcus himsdf came from the house with atransceiver
on hisownwrig.

They confronted each other, ayard apart, an uncrossable few centimeters raised between. Marcus
gmiled. "Hello, there, Pete" he said.

Coldness surged up: "Mr. Koskinen to you."

"Now you're being childish," Marcus said. "This whole escapade has been so fantastic, in fact, that | can
only guessyou've gone psycho.”

Gently again: "Come on out and let us cure you. For your own sake. Please.”
"Cure me of my memory? Or my life?'

"Do stop being so thestrical .

"Where's Dave Abrams?’



IIHE n

"Bring my shipmates here," Koskinen said. ™Y ou admit you have them. Let them stand immediatdly
outsdethisbarrier. I'll readjust it to include them. If they then tell me you've only kept them for their own
protection, I'll come out and beg your humble pardon. Otherwise I'll stay put till the sun freezes.”

Marcus reddened. "Do you know what you're doing? Y ou're setting yourself against the government of
the United States."

"Oh?How? Perhaps | am guilty of ressting arrest, but | have not committed any treason in the
Condtitutional sense. Let'stake the case to court. My lawyer will argue that the arrest was wrongful.
Because you know | haven't done anything to rateiit.”

"What? Why, your misgppropriation of government property——"

"Uh-uh." Koskinen shook his head. "I'm prepared to turn this gadget over to the proper authority at any
time. The Astronautical Authority, that is. The articles of the expedition said in plain language——"

Marcussforefinger lanced out. "Treason, yes! Y oure withholding something vitd to the security of the
United States”

"Has Congress passed alaw regulating the use of potentia barrier fields? Hasthere even been a
Presidentia proclamation? Sorry, chum. The articles| sgned never said aword about secrecy.
Contrariwise. We were expected to publish our findings.”

Marcus stood silent a space, then threw back his head and stated flatly: "I've got better thingsto do than
argue with an incompetent amateur lawyer. Y ou're under arrest. If you continue to resist, well burn you

"Havefun,” said Koskinen. He walked back to Vivienne. Thefigures outside ran here and there, and
soon three of them returned carrying laser guns.

"So they actudly deduced that,” Vivienne said on anote like terror.

"Sure, | never doubted they would. They're not stupid, much." Koskinen dipped down into the pit with
her. They settled themselves on the supply pile.

Sunlight filtered through the openings, touching her hair with a crow's wing sheen. His heart thudded as he
looked at her. Thelasers opened fire and she gripped his hand tightly. But those beams, which could
burn through armor plate, were unable to do more than warm the concrete and earth mass of the
blockhouse very dightly.

After awhile, Marcussvoice said from hisminicom: "Let'stalk again."
"If it amuses you," Koskinen answered. "But on condition you keep those slly heet rays esawhere.”
"All right,” Marcus said furioudy.

"My partner will stay inside here, in case you do try to snipe me," Kaoskinen warned. " She's as stubborn
about thisbusinessas | am." Not without trepidation, he emerged and went toward Marcus.

The chief looked almost bemused. He ran ahand through hisgray hair. "What's your game, K oskinen?
What do you want?'

"Firgt, my friends released.”



"But they wouldn't be safel”

"Stop lying. A police escort would be amplefor them, if there redlly isany danger. Since you haven't
produced them yet, | know why they're being held and | can make a pretty good guess how most of
them have been treated. My second point would make them perfectly safe anyhow, since thered be no
more reason to snatch them. | want the facts about the shield, including how to manufacture one, made
public.”

"What!" Marcus seemed genuingly aghast, so much so that the agents near him stepped closer. He
waved them back and stared at Koskinen. Long gold-colored light fell across both men and glowed on
the leaves behind.

"You'recrazy," Marcus said. "Y ou don't know what it'd mean."
"Sotdl me" Koskineninvited.
"Why, every crook would be immune to the police——"

"Wouldn't every honest citizen beimmuneto the crook? Let thisthing be refined further, let it be
engineered into a pocketsize gadget which lets you move about fredy while the screenisup, and I'd
guessther€lll be anearly complete end to persona violence. Confidence men and such can till be
arrested, you know, by restraining their movements. 1t'd be more difficult than now, but the gainto
society would judtify that."

"Maybe so0. But I'll tell you what elseit would end." Marcus thrust out hisjaw. "The Protectorate. Do you
want the atomic wars back?"

"The Protectorate won't be needed any more.”
"Can thisthing withstand an atomic bomb?"

"N-no. Not adirect hit or anear miss. But alarger unit would be able to. Every city could be equipped
with agenerator, that would go on automaticaly when amissile was detected. The only danger would be
from bombs smuggled in, and that isn't too hard to guard againgt, as you well know."

"Thereareabillion Chinese, Kaskinen. A hillion—can you understand that number? We sit on thelid
only because we could destroy them faster than they could charge us. If our wegpons were useless
againd them——"

"Why, then you'd smply turn on your own barrier field. Y ou won't see hordes marching acrossthe
Bering Strait one winter, or sailing acrossthe Pacific, if that's what you're afraid of. They'd be too easy to
stop . . . without any shooting, even. A big potential barrier, with the generator anchored to bedrock,
would doit."

Koskinen saw Marcuss face change. Could the idea possibly be getting across? Hope flared in him.
"Look," he continued, "you're missing the essentia point. Not only iswar going to becomeimpracticd, it
isn't even going to betried. Y ou need a stern government and a regimented populace to organize modern
war. And how long do you think any government can last that isn't popular—easygoing—when any
citizen can tell his mastersto go take arunning dive? Don't worry about Wang's dictatorship. Six months
from now Wang'll be cowering ingde his own barrier field with amob waiting to sarve him out! "

Marcus leaned forward. "Do you redize the same thing could happen here?' he asked most softly.

"Sure" Koskinen said. "And long overdue.”



"Do you want anarchy, then?"

"No. Only freedom. Limited government and individua independence. The hard, practica ability of a
man to say 'no’ when he fedls some demand on him—Dby society or by another individua—is outrageous,
and to make his'no’ stick. Wasn't that aways the American ideal? There may be some upheaval here
and there asthe world readjusts, but I'd call that asmall price for areturn to Jefferson's principles. The
tree of liberty must be watered from time to time with the blood of patriots and tyrants——remember?
Andinthiscase | don't expect any blood would be shed except the tyrants.”

Koskinen lowered hisvoice, which had rung out with the old brave words. "I know you hate to see your
job made obsolete," hesaid. "A job you beievein. But you'll have plenty to do, helping the trandtion
aong. Youll have more fun, even, in aworld that's begun bubbling again, instead of this surly garrison
date. Let'sbefriends, shal we?!

The director sood motionless. A breeze ruffled his hair, and Koskinen wished he too could fed Earth's
ar moving over him. The sun dipped low.

Marcus raised his eyes and rasped, " This has gone far enough. If you don't surrender at once, you'll bein
real trouble.”

Koskinen tried to answer, but couldn't. He swallowed grief and wrath, snapped off histransmission, and
went back to Vivienne.

"No go?' sheasked. A glow globelit the bunker, where darkness had already entered. She kndlt by
some packages she was opening. He shook his head and sat down. Weariness began to drag at him.

"Do edt," sheurged. "I'm afraid it isn't the supper | promised you, though. I'll give you arain check on
thet."

"I'd liketo seerain again,” he sighed.
She stopped what she was doing. "Don't you expect to?"

"Oh, | have hopes. Hopeisal weve got to go on." He leaned back againgt the supply pile and stared at
hishands.

Viviennefinished her work and made him take some nourishment.. "Now lie down for awhile," she sad.
Hedidn't resist, but laid hishead in her lap. Sleep came like ablow.

XX

She shook him awake. "Uh," he said, straggling through many thick layers. "Oh ... ugh.... Yeh. You
wannarest?' He knuckled hiseyes. Thelidsfdt gritty. "Damn me. | should have let you deep firgt."

"That'snot thetrouble," she said. Her expression wasintent in the glow light. "They've brought
mechinery.”

"Oh." Kaoskinen stuck his head out of the shelter. Floodlamps had been erected, hiding the night in glare.



Two movable cranes loomed dinosaurian over the barrier. Their treads had ripped the turf to pieces.
L aborers accompanied them.

Koskinen looked at hiswatch. "Quarter to five," he said. "Took 'em quite awhile to fetch that stuff, en?”
"But what will they do?'

"Didn't | explain this possibility? What we've got here weighs too much to be carried off by hand. They
figureto lift us by machinesingtead.

Probably put usin astratoship and take us someplace more convenient for them."”

"But Pete——" Sheleaned againgt him. Helaid an arm around her waist. After aminute he sensed the
fear draining from her. "Y ou don't seem worried,” she said.

"Lord, no," he laughed.

The hooks came down. Chains were attached, harnessing theinvisible shell. A foreman waved his crew
back. The crane arms began dowly rising.

"Okay," Koskinen said. "Class dismissed." He hunkered down by the generator and turned the
adjustment knob.

The barrier field expanded afoot, irresistibly. Chains broke in pieces and whipped acrossthe yard. The
cranes swayed. Koskinen retracted the field. "'l think | could knock those monsters over by extending
our roof upward,” he said, "but why risk hurting the operators?’

"Y ou know something?' Vivienne said shakily. ™Y ou're wonderful.”

The confusion outside settled down again. The workers | eft with their cranes; the agents resumed
guardian positions outside the circle of floodlighting. Marcus stepped into it, one.

"Koskinen," said hisvoice from the minicom, asthe younger man switched it back on.
"Yes?' Koskinen stayed where he was. He didn't want to confront Marcus again.

"Pretty good trick, that. Do you plan to keep on resisting?’

"es"

Marcus sighed. "Y ou leave me no choice.”

Koskinen'svoca cords seized up on him. He waited listening to his heart.

"l hateto do this" Marcussaid. "But if you don't come out, I'll have to use an atomic bomb.”

Koskinen heard Vivienne's gasp. Her nailsdug into hiswrigt. "Y ou can't,” he snarled. "Not without a
Presdentia order. | know that much law."

"How do you know | don't have an order?”’

Koskinen passed adry tongue across hislips. "Look," he said, "if you can get the President to okay such
athing, you can alot easier get him to come here and give me his persona assurance you arent trying to
grab al the power thereis before the power you've got dips away from you. If hell do that, I'll come



"Y ou'll come out when you'retold, Koskinen. Thisminute.”

"In other words, you don't have any Presidential authorization and you know you can't get it. Now who's
bresking the law?'

"Military Security hasthelegd right to use the nuclear wegponsinitsarsends, onitsown inititive, in
case of dire national emergency.”

"What's s0 dire about us? Were only stting here.”

Marcus looked at hiswatch. "Quarter past five," he said. ™Y ou have two hoursto surrender.” He walked
quickly, stiff-legged, from thelight.

"Pete.” Vivienne shuddered againgt Koskinen. "He's bluffing, isn't he? He can't. Not for redl.”
"I'm afraid he can,” Koskinen said.
"But how can he explainit afterwards?’

"Trump up some story or other. Therewon't be any evidence left, you know. Plenty of fireball atoms
travel fast enough to penetrate this shield, not to mention radiant heat. Obvioudy hismen herearea
hand-picked core, loya to him rather than to the Congtitution. Every would-be dictator recruits such a
gang, according to all the sociology | ever studied. So they'll support hisyarn. Sure, he can get away with
it

"But hell losethe generator too!"”

"That's better than losing his position, and his chance for agtill higher position. Besides, he may figure that
his tame scientists now have clueswhich'll let them work out the secret intime."

"Pete, thereisn't any secret! Wetook care of that. Why haven't you told him?"

"Because | was afraid, | fill am, that he'd fire that bomb at once. We, right here, with aworking potentia
barrier machine, we're the only immediate proof that he'saliar and traitor who's outlived his. day. No
one can make a unit overnight, you redlize. Thefirst handmade prototypes can't be ready for days at
best. If he actsfact, knowing the Situation, Marcuss gang sill has achance to hunt down the people we
contacted, and brand everything as an anti-Protectorate conspiracy. But that's provided the rest of the
government believes him and backs him. Which they won't aslong aswe're able to testify."

"l see" she said. After amoment, for no reason he could guess, she switched off the glow globe. The
blaze outside was softened as it diffused through the shelter entrance, until it touched her with highlights
and embracing shadows. "We can only wait, then," she said.

"Maybe your Brazilian friend, that you phoned the whole story to, maybe hell be ableto get actionin
time"

"Maybe. He's had to go through alot of bureaucratic channdlsif he's accomplished anything so far. And
his own government has him on the 'suspicious list because he knew Johnny. Still, heisajourndist. He
should know more ropes than most people.”

"How about that Senator you mentioned? The oneyou said isalibertarian.”

"Hohenrieder? Yes, | told him too, aswell as sending him a set of plans. But it wasn't him | talked to, of
course. A secretary, who looked skeptical. Maybe he wiped the tape at once. Hohenrieder's office must



get alot of crank cdls.”

"Still, maybe the guy did passthis one on to hisboss. So therés your Brazilian journalist certainly trying
to tell the Presdent of the U.S. what's going on, and Senator Hohenrieder possibly trying, and maybe a
few of the others, who've smply gotten our standard message, have put two and two together and are
aso trying. They may succeed at any minute.”

"Cut out that fake cheerfulness, darling,” she said. "I'm perfectly well able to face the fact that they
probably won't succeed before 0715. Marcus may bein jail by noon; but well never know.”

"Maybe not," he admitted reluctantly. After asecond: "We're better off than we werein the Zodiac,
anyhow. Thiswon't hurt. Y ou won't fed athing.”

"I know. In away, that scares meword. Life has so suddenly begun to matter again.”

"Do you want to go out to them?"' he asked. "I can switch off the barrier for haf a second and you can
runout.”

"Lord, no!" Her vehemence puit life back in them both. She laughed unsteadily and groped about for a
cigarette.

"I loveyou, you see," hefloundered.
"And I think | loveyou. So isthereaway to—"

"Maybe not. Not when | reslize you may be dead in ahundred minutes. | wouldn't be able to forget that.
| wouldn't know how to forget, how to do anything right. I'd rather love you the way | do understand,
talking, or smply looking at you. Can you see, Veevee?' he said in hiswretchedness.

"l think s0," sheanswered & ladt, infinitely gently.

"And there may, after dl, be another timefor us" he said, attempting to sound eager. Then I'll be asking
you!"

He did not know why pain crossed her face. But she smiled and nestled beside him. They held hands.
Afterward he remembered that the talking had been mostly his, about what they would do in ther future
together.

Thefirst sunlight tinged the sky. They went outside to watch, careless of heat ray snipers, looking past the
guardswho still stood in shadow, even past the ugly long cylinder that had been whedled on a cart next
to the barrier fidd. "Sunrise," Koskinen said, "trees, flowers, theriver, but mostly you. I'm glad | came
back to Earth.”

Shedidn't reply. He could not keep from looking at hiswatch. The time was 0647.

A bullet spray chewed holesin the house wall. Kaoskinen jumped. The Security car which had been
hovering on guard sped away. A gleaming needle swept after it. Gunsflashed fire. The car saggered and
fell downward. Koskinen didn't seeit strike, but smoke puffed up above the trees.

The dender craft returned. "That's Air Force!" Koskinen screamed. "Theinsgnia, see, Air Force——"

A man in uniform came running and dodging through the flowerbeds. An M S agent dropped to one knee
and shot a him with a submachine gun. The soldier hit dirt just beneath the bullet stream. Hisarm
chopped through an arc. Koskinen saw the grenade coming. Inginctively, he thrust Vivienne behind him.



Not even sound penetrated the barrier. But at least, he realized with nauses, he had spared her aview of
the agent's death. The others scattered from sight.

No—one man pelted over thetorn grass. Marcus! His face was twisted out of humanness; daver ran
from his mouth. He reached the bomb and fumbled with its nose. A soldier dashed from behind awillow
tree and fired. Marcus went on his belly. The soldier approached, turned him over, shook a hemeted
head and looked warily around. Marcuss dead eyes glared at the rising sun.

There was no more fighting that Koskinen saw. He held Vivienne .close, wondering why she sobbed. An
Army platoon deployed around the potentia shell. He read nothing on their young faces except
amazement.

A grizzled man led three or four junior officers and acouple of civilians around the house and onto the
patio. Four stars gleamed on his shoulders. "Koskinen?" he said into his minicom. He stopped, peering
uncertainly at the two behind the barrier.

"Yes?' Koskinen remembered to switch on his own tranamitter. "Hdlo?"

"I'm Generd Grahovitch. Regular Army——" a contemptuous glance a Marcuss corpse—— "Specid
Operations office. Here by Presidential command. We only cameto investigate, but when we landed,
these birds opened fire. What the devil isthe Stuation?”

"I'll explain,” said Koskinen. "One minute, please." He unwrapped Viviennes arms from around his neck,
gprang into the shelter and turned off the generator. As he came out, the dawn wind blew across him.

XXI

He had amoment done with her in theliving room, by grace of Generd Grahovitch, before they
embarked for Washington. As he entered, he saw her a awindow, staring out across the lawn to the
river and the hillsbeyond.

"Veaveg" hesad.

Shedidn't turn. He came behind her, laid his hands on her waist and said into her ear, with the blue-black
hair tickling hislipsand smelling like summer, "Everything's settled. All over but the shouting.”

Still shedidn't move.

"Of course," he said, "the shouting's gpt to last quite awhile. I'm told that half the government officids
who've heard the news think | ought to be hanged for scattering the plans around so widely. But the other
half seesthat we redly had very little choice and didn't break any important laws, so the only thing to do
isaccept the fait accompli and make heroes of us. | can't say | relish that prospect, but we should be
ableto snesk off eventudly.”

"That'sgood,” shesaid inaflat voice.
He kissed her cheek. "And then——" he said shyly.



"Oh, yes," shesaid. "l don't doubt you'll have awonderful time.”

"What do you mean, me? I'm thinking about us." He grew aware of the tension under his hands. "Hey,
you aren't worried about those old charges, are you? | have Grahovitch's personal word that you'll get
not just apardon, but anationa apology.”

"It was good of you to remember about me, in the middle of everything dse,” she said. Slowly, forcing
hersdlf, she turned about and met his gaze. "'I'm not surprised, though. Y ou're that kind of guy.”

"Nuts," he blustered. "Got to take care of my own wife, don't 1? Uh—" He saw with uncomprehending
shock that she was not crying smply because she had wept herself dry.

"I'll missyou like anything, Pete" she said.

"What are you talking about?'

"You don't think I'd tieaman like you ... to somebody like me ... do you? | haven't sunk that far.”
"What do you mean, sunk? Don't you want me? That tone——before sunrise——"

"That was different,” shesaid. "'l didn't expect wed live. So why not give each other what we could? But
for alifetime? No. I1t'd be too onesided.”

"Don't you think I'm anything at al?*

"Oh, Pete, Pete.” Shetook his head between her hands. "Can't you see? It's the other way around. After
everything I've done and been——"

"Do you think that mattersto me?"

"——everything | till am; because habits don't go away just by my wishing they would. Yes, it does
meatter. Not now; you're still too young to understand. Buit later it would. Asthe years passed. Asyou
came to know me better, and know other .people too, people like Leah Abrams, and started
realizing—— No. | can't do that to you. Or to myself, even. Let's say aclean goodbye.”

"But what will you do?" he asked, stunned into stupidity, seeing only afterward thet the onerationa thing
might perhaps have been to prevent her by force from departing.

"I'll manage," she said. "My kind dways does. I'll disappear——I know how to do that very
thoroughly——and get anew face somewhere, and find something to keep me busy. Remember, darling,
how short atime you've known me. In six monthsyou'll have trouble recalling what | looked like. | know.
I've known so many."

She kissed him, ahasty gesture, asif shewere afraid. "But next to Johnny," shesaid, "l liked you the

Before he could gtir, she was out the door, walking down toward the riverside where several Army
arrcarswaited. Her head was held high.



