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Chapter 1

Forbin leaned back in the plastic-smelling opulence of the armor-plated car of the Presdential fleet,
gazing at the dartboard neck of the Marine driver. The great moment was a bare five minutes away—the
moment he had worked unremittingly toward for twelve hard years. Forbin knew it was not hiswork
aone; nothing of this magnitude could be the achievement of one man, or even ahundred. It had been the
collective effort of two or three thousand minds, backed by thousands of technicians. But—and it wasa
very large but—his had been the guiding brain, the one with the big overal concept, the vison. And that
was the one that counted. Now the job was done and his moment of triumph was at hand, the moment
beyond which he had never had the inclination—or time—to look. And al he felt was a sense of flatness
and overwheming tiredness.

Briefly he consdered hisfuture, but theidea of life without the Project lacked redity. He mused on
redity; he had lived so long with hiswork that the outside world had grown unred. What was rea—all
that back there, athousand milesaway? or dl this, this man, the Presdent? Was heredlity, or just a

smpledummy?

Forbin haf- smiled to himsdf. If the Secret Service man beside the driver could guess what his passenger
was thinking, he would rate Forbin a bad security risk—and that could be avery unhedthy state of affairs
if you happened to be scheduled to meet the President of the United States of North Americain the near
future. Since the Kennedy tragedy all those years ago the protection of the President had been, for his
bodyguard, not so much ajob asareligion. Forbin knew thelife of abodyguard; psychoandyssand
medical checks every three months, aclosaly observed private life, specid schools, housing precincts,
vacation centers—even separate chapels—and the whole setup guarded dmost as closely asthe
Presdent himsalf. No Presidentid guard must have anything on his mind except the security of the
President; if he had a problem he could not solve, whatever it was, it was his duty to report it to the Help
agency, and they would deal withit. A guy proneto difficulties had no place beside the President.

Forbin knew that sort of life; hishad not been so very different for the past ten years. But now—all this
would be swept avay as aside effect of hiswork. He wondered, not for the first time, if even the
President appreciated the difference the completed Project would make to his persond power and the
dature of hisoffice. . .

The car dowed down, making itsfina careful approach to the White House entrance. The Secret Service
man reached forward, switching on the radar responder, coded to give the correct signd for that
particular time when they wereinvisbly chalenged by the radar interrogator beamed down the drive.
Given theright response the interrogator would automatically open the massive gates and alow the car
through the first barrier that stood between the President and the man in the street. Forbin experienced a
dight moment of anxiety before the gates swung swiftly open. From previous visits he knew that as soon
asthe car reached the gates, another pair had closed equally swiftly behind it. While he did not know
what would happen if the wrong response were given, to be trapped between two gates with high stone
wallson ether sdewaslike being in agiant birdcage, and potentidly unpleasant.

The car slently rolled up the drive to a side entrance. Before the car stopped, the Secret Service man,



with the ease born of long practice, was out, his door shut and his dog-tag pass flashed before the
suspicious gaze of a colleague with whom he probably played pinochle every evening.

Forbin made no moveto get out. He knew that until the guard established hisidentity the car door was
locked. The spokesman of the two externa guards grudgingly admitted it was OK to open up, and the
car guard did so. Forbin got out, zipping his jacket under the hard, suspicious eyes of the guards. Inside,
in the ingpection room, Forbin was briskly searched by an impersona, impassive guard with fingerslikea
concert pianist's. Hisbriefcase, quickly X-rayed, was passed to hisinternal escort for safekeeping.
Forbin's own dog tag was carefully checked, asif it might be aclever forgery, by aguard whom Forbin
recognized from at least adozen earlier meetings—not that that made the dightest difference.

Free at last, Forbin and escort set off down acorridor, to reach at last apair of swinging doors marked
“Presidential Precinct.” These doorswere controlled by another guard sitting in agas-tight, bulletproof
cubicle. Again passes were shown, pressed againgt the plate-glass window. Forbin stated the time of his
gppointment to the microphone, the guard consulted his checklist.

“OK, Mr. Forbin—yourein.”

Inside the Precinct precautions appeared to be relaxed. But only superficialy. In fact more guards, the
cream of the cream, continudly patrolled. They were not there to demand passes or search for weapons,
but to be ever-watchful, ready to ded at a split second's notice with anything they might regard as
suspicious. They done could enter the President’s private sanctum without knocking, and would silently
disappear at anod from him. Without the nod, they stayed. Forbin wondered how aman could stand it
for four years, let done asecond term. Worst of dl, there were the staring eyes of the TV cameras,
watching al public rooms and corridors. Forbin would not be surprised to find that therewas an
electronic eye behind the toilet- paper holder in the Presidentia can.

And practicaly al thiswould be unnecessary from now on.

Ushered into the outer office of the sanctum, Forbin was met by the PPA—Principa Private Aide—who
came forward, hand outstretched.

“My dear Forbin, glad to seeyou.” The PPA glanced at thewall clock. “Asaways, right on the button.”

They shook hands warmly. Forbin muttered something, but to save hislife he could not remember the
aide's name, dthough they had met often enough. To Forbin he was part of the unreal world, a shadowy
figure, something on the fringe of the red thing that lay athousand milesaway.

The ade pressed a button on his desk and spokein no particular direction, looking at Forbin ashe did
0, gmiling.

“Mr. President, Professor Forbin ishere”

The President's voice replied amost at once, floating out in hi-fi from a concealed spesker beside the
double doors. “Have him comein.”

Theaidedid not reply, but inclined his head doorwards, at the same time moving forward to open one.
Both doors were opened only for ceremonid vidts. Forbin nodded his thanks and entered the holy of
holies, the Presdentid sanctum. The door shut softly behind him.

Vigtorsto the President usualy found him seated behind his king-sized red |eather- topped desk, flanked
by his persond standard and “Old Glory”—an dmost posed position, asif waiting for the officia
photographer. Forbin had seen him many timeslike that, but today was different, very different. The



President had clearly been pacing the carpet when Forbin was announced. He turned to greet hisvisitor,
hand outstretched.

“Mr. Presdent,” said Forbin, trying to sound respectful, aware of the warm, firm, professona handclasp.
They stood for along moment shaking hands: the short corpulent President, red-faced, dynamic and
extrovert, the epitome of the man who knew what he wanted and saw that he got it, and the scientist
Forbin, taller and thinner, and, in these surroundings, showing no sgns of the menta power and drive he
had needed to get to the top of his profession. They were both roughly the same age, in their very early
fifties, though a hundred years earlier they would have appeared much younger.

The President switched hiswelcoming gaze from Forbin to the closed doors.
“Prytzkammer!” hesaid.

Y es, thought Forbin, that's the name.

The President went on, “ See I'm not disturbed-and switch this damned thing off.”
“Yes, Mr. Presdent.”

At once the red light on the panel over the double doors went out. The President had redl privacy, a
commodity hard to come by in the White House. He released Forbin's hand, amost reluctantly, his
manner implying that it had been agood interlude, but now to business. The smile was switched off ashe
looked hard into Forbin's face.

“Wdl, Forbin?’
Forbininturn looked calmly back and alowed his hadf smileto show. Thiswasit.
“Sir, Project Colossusis completed, and can be activated upon your command.”

For what seemed along time the President stared at Forbin, his green-brown eyes shrewdly probing the
face before him, senaing that there was something unsaid, aware aso that this was a historic moment, and
that for the benefit of posterity, he must say the right thing. He was a professond paliticianto his

fingertips
“Professor,” he spoke solemnly, formdly, “1 must ask you if you are quite satisfied that the requirements
and directivesfor Project Colossus have, in dl respects, been achieved?’

Forbin matched the Presdent'sformdlity. “Mr. President, | testify that al the requirements, directives,
specifications and parameters ordered are so met, and that Project Colossusisin al respects ready.
Only your order is necessary to activate the whole system.”

The pleasure thisformal statement gave to the President was clear. Forbin repressed adight feding of
contempt for the man. For his own part, he too was pleased that the Project was completed, athough
“pleased” wasfar too dight aword. He was overawed, indeed humbled by what he and hiskind had
achieved. The President was only interested in the power it gave him, and to befair, his country. There
lay the difference between the two men.

Once more the President offered his hand.

“Forbin, thisisagreat moment. Y ou and |, and thousands more of course, have been living with this
concept for nearly ten years’—Forbin could have added he had spent twelve years on the job, but the
President would have brushed that two years aside; he was that sort of man—+and | find it hard to



believethat it isnow afact. As Presdent and Commander in Chief of the Armed Forces of the United
States of North America, let me bethefirgt to congratulate you on an achievement unparaldedin

higory.”

They shook hands once more, the posterity side of the President's mind uppermost. Forbin's mind wasin
quite adifferent channd. He had avery clear idea of how unparalleled the achievement was. But had the
President?

The President, posterity dedlt with for the moment, laughed shortly. “Y ou don't seem very excited,
Forbin. Isthere something wrong—something you want?’

“I'd liketo smoke, if you've no objection.”

Again the President laughed, thistime with more sincerity. He turned to his desk and sat down, swinging
gently from sdeto Sdein hisswive chair.

“You're astrange guy, Forbin. Y ou lift the biggest burden a man was ever called upon to carry, and ask
if you can smoke! Y ou can burn the White House down, if you wish, and I'll persondly lend you my
lighter.”

Forbin fished out his pipe and began tofill it.

“Sit down, man—-buit first fix usadrink.” The President waved Forbin towards a cabinet that once had
graced the residence of the Soleil Roydein Versalles. “I'll have a Scotch on the rocks, snce were
aone. | cantdrink it in public; I'd have our digtillers round my neck in no time.”

Forbin poured two large Scotches onice in heavy cut-glass Jacobean tumblers, placed one carefully
beside the President, then sat down in alow armchair—the only available seat. Being short, the President
liked to get hisvisitors where he could do the looking down.

Forbin lit hispipe and sat till, looking at hisdrink. The President sipped his, then placed the glass
precisaly in the middle of hisblotter, adjusting its position with one eye shut.

“Y ou've only answered haf my question. Is there something wrong? Something's biting you.” He spoke
casudly, intent on moving hisglassto anew postion.

Forbin sat slent, rubbing his nose with the stem of his pipe. Finaly he took a deep bresth and spoke, dl
traces of formal deference gone from hisvoice.

“I don't know quite how to say this. You may haveit dl figured out—but | haven't had much timeto
study dl the broad issues while the work was going on, and maybe you haven't either.” He stopped,
drank agood half of his Scotch and rdlit his pipe. The President tried a new position for hisglass on the
northeast comer of his pad. Forbin went on.

“Lately, aswe got the bugs out, I've felt, more by ingtinct than anything | can prove, that Colossus has
some mighty big side effects built in. | think there are going to be alot of changes. It'slikethe old raceto
the moon—we were dl in such ahurry to get therefirg, there was no real consideration of what it was
redly for. Or take the uncontrolled use of those broad-band insecticides that wrecked ecology over vast
areas. Remember the red miteinvasion in the Midwest? All the bugsthat ate the red mite were killed, but
the mites thrived on the insecticide. One or two small townships had to be abandoned—thousands of
acreswereturned over to the Army to work over with flamethrowers—just to keep the mites down until
we bred enough bugs to restore the balance. Even now, twenty years later, there are patches where you



can't keep chickensfor fear of the red mite. I can remember us buying eggs from China—us!”
Hefinished hisdrink. “I haven't said my piece theway | meant to, but | hope you get theidea.”
The President pushed his glassto one side. His smilelacked conviction.

“Y ou had meworried. | thought maybe there was ahole in Colossus head. Believe me, I've given them
some thought—the side effects—not as much as they probably deserve, but enough to satisfy me for
now. The main object isof overriding importance, and if that's OK, we can tackle lesser problems as
they crop up.” He banged his desk with sudden vehemence. “Y ou've no ideawhat it'slike behind this
desk. When you werein diapers, there was a President—Truman—uwho had asign on his desk that said,
"The buck stops here." He was dead right.”

The President collected his glass from the deep field of his desk and drank, looking hard at Forbin over
therim. “Colossus will take that buck, the big buck of amega-million livesthat al Presidents have had to
carry since Roosevet. Don't you worry, Forbin, | can ride out any bad breaks the new setup may bring.”

He hasn't got the message, thought Forbin. But he could see the President’s viewpoint—the intense
desirefor reief from the staggering weight of respongbility, adesire that blinded him to any objections.
Maybe hell make out. Forbin stood up, placed his glass on the desk.

“I guessyoureright. | just get thefedling sometimesthat thisthing isone hell of alot bigger than we
know. Still, that's one buck that | have now passed to you.” Histone was calm, bordering on the formal
once more. “What are your ordersfor activation?’

The President, swinging gently in hischair, looked curioudy at Forbin.

“You're an odd one, Forbin. Y ou spend your life working like a beaver leading the biggest brain-bank in
theworld. Y ou spend so much money you damn near bust the U.S. Treasury, and now you've done
what you set out to do, you sit back and gripe. Hell—aren't you even excited?’

“Yes,” Forbin said thoughtfully, “I suppose | am, in away. But | read about the synthesis of the first
broad-band insecticides before they got to thefield trial stage, and it struck me then that the ideawas
potentialy dangerous. And we finished up with the biggest plague since ancient Egypt.”

“Sure, but welicked it.”

“Y es, we did—and the bug-killer was withdrawn,” Forbin replied. “But thistime there is no way of
walking back. The whole point isthe Project's unstoppability.”

The President had enough of Forbin'saarm and did not bother to conced it.

“OK, Forbin. | appreciate your warning, but as you say, the buck ismine. So you don't know what'll
happen from here on—who does? I'm happy, so let's get down to cases.” He had wanted to know
Forbin's mind, had been told, briefly considered—and rejected it. Soon Forbin himself would be
rgected, his usefulness over. Make him president of some university and fix him ameda, that should be

enough.

“Wdl, Mr. President, have you fixed an activation date?’ The President visibly grew in Sature at the
prospect of action. The dynamo within him, which had made him what he was, began to radiate energy.

“Yes. It has got to be handled right. Played properly, itll fix the cold war aswell as any variety of hot.
The security of Colossus has fouled up any detailed discussion, but I've chewed it over, in genera terms,
with the head of psychologica warfare, and we've come up with theideal treatment—simple and direct!”



He beamed excitedly at Forbin. “As soon asyou give the OK on the technical side, that al sysemsare
green-go, we downgrade the biggest top-secret in our history to plain unclassified. We just hit
‘em—wham!” He banged his desk once moreto illustrate his point.

“Then we give them everything—how it's done, diagrams, photographs, tell the wide world the whole
works by international TV—a press conference. But we're going to keep it smple, just three or four
topflight reportersfrom all over—well have to select them carefully. Mind you, | don't want stooges!”
He raised an admonishing finger. “They can be asrough asthey like. | figure on one of our boys, two
guys, English and French, from USE, and that bullet- headed bum from the Russki agency—and aguy
from the Pan-Afric bunch, too. I'll make a short statement, then answer questions—follow up with
handouts, the usud routine stuff. Good?’

There was something about the Presidentia approach to the Project that made Forbin'sflesh creep, but it
would have been pointlessto say so.

“I wouldn't know, Mr. President. I'm just ascientist. . .”

“Just ascientist! Exactly! That'san angle | thought we could use. | can make the generd statement, but
you should answer the questions. 1'd never sound convincing with the technica dope.”

Forbin frowned, but the President went on.
“Sure, it'stough, and you'd rather not, but that's too bad—you're in. Now—how soon can we start?’

“WEéll, there are one or two safety checks | want to repest, but that won't take more than a day—two at
themost.” Forbin walked over to awindow and looked out. He spoke without turning.

“I'm sorry to repeat myself, Mr. President, but are you redly sure, quite sure—" Heturned. “Y ou redlize
that once we start we can't go back? The world changed drastically with thefirst A-bomb, and this. . .”

“Look, Forbin, weve covered this. ”I'm satisfied—why are you dragging your feet?* He glanced at his
watch, afairly direct hint, but Forbin was not to be put off.

“I'velived with thisthing for years—worked day and night in the Secure Zone, watching, checking,
steering. It's been everything to me, I've been cut off from everything. | haven't been to my apartment for
ayear—just dept on the job—and I've been happy, certain of what | was doing. Now it'sall over, andin
the last few weeks, I've begun to redize what it isweve done. Asaproject it's practically finished, we
can't find any more wrinklesto iron out; we've checked and checked again. Then someone suggested
that afina checkout, aredlly foolproof one, could be made by Colossus himsalf—itsdlf. A week's
research by the Y ale Group, checked by Boston, showed this was so—that Colossus could do a better
job than we could. We set up, and for three days and nights, working at the speed of light, Colossus
looked into his own guts. Just over an hour ago he was satisfied. It dmost scaresme. | know
he—it—knows better than the best brainsin the USNA! It's quite athought!”

“It's one hellava thought! The trouble with you, Forbin, isthat you've lived too close to the Project. So
Colossus has a better brain—fine! Just the very thing we've been working for dl these years. No,
Professor, we go ahead now, repeat now!” The President lightly stroked a button on hisdesk. “I'll give
you awritten order.”

Prytzkammer, the aide, came in and stood silent before the President.

“P, take thisdown. Typeit yoursdf—I'll Sgn as soon asit's ready—such asin two minutes time.” He
gave Forbin ahumorless grin. “To Professor Forbin, Chief Director, Project Colossus. In my capacity,



no, my dual capacity of President and Commander in Chief of the Armed Forces of the United States of
North America, | order you to activate Colossus—" he swung his chair to face Forbin—"how about
0800 on the 5th? That'll give you just over forty-eight hours.”

“That will beenough.”

“Right, P, go on—activate Colossus at 0800 5. That'sall, except | want it graded Top Secret until 1000
5", then downgraded to Unclassified. All times Eastern Standard.”

“Unclassfied, 9r?’ The aide had every right to look startled.
“That'swhat | said.”
“Yes, Mr. President.” The aide retreated to the door.

“And tell the Secretary of State I'm calling a Cabinet meeting in an hour'stime—see the office informsthe
rest. Anyone out of town to report on Secure TV—and get moving with that typing.” The President
swiveled to face Forbin and smiled hiswolfish grin. “That's got things moving.”

Forbin nodded dowly. “Yes, Mr. President, it has.”

Chapter 2

An hour after leaving the President, Forbin waswalking aong the gravel path leading to his own officein
the Secure Zone, 250 miles from Washington. Throughout the quiet air-car run—quiet largely because he
hed, againgt al standing orders, disconnected the car's telephone—he had wrestled with his thoughts and
forebodings on Colossus. The interview with the President had not gone the way he planned or hoped.
He hadn't got his fedings across, athough he knew thiswas ahard job for anyone with the President.
Forbin was aware that he was trusted, and to some extent even respected, but once he moved out of his
own immediate field, stopped dedling in provable facts, the President had no time for him. To the
Presdent, aman was like acigar lighter. FHick, there was the flame, useit, then put it out. Sure, you look
after it, seeit isfed gas and polished, even as you praise and reward humans, not so much for what they
have done, but for what they could do in the future. While this attitude clearly gave great strength, Forbin
felt there were Situations when it could become gppal lingly weak. Y ou can hold a pile of coins between
thumb and forefinger, and turn the pile on its ide until paradld with thefloor, and if you exert enough
pressure they stay that way, but a dight weakening or fault in the alignment of the coins, and thelot go
showering indl directions. Thereis no cement—only power.

Without some warmth or persond interest there was little understanding, and in this Situation it could be
morethan alittle dangerous. . .

Waking into his outer office, Forbin wasirritated to find one of his assstants kissing his secretary, with a
hand deep in the girl's blouse. Seeking alittle warmth and understanding, no doubt, Forbin thought.
Johnson, the assistant, tried to remove his hand, but some hidden hitch delayed him, giving Forbin timeto
think up acrack that restored his good humor. “Have you lost something, Johnson?”

“Sorry, Professor,” mumbled Johnson, now disentangled and on hisway to the door. The secretary tried
to rezip her blouse. As might be expected, the zipper jammed.

Forbin smiled dightly and turned to his assstant.

“Johnson, let me give you two pieces of advice. Try to contain yourself until the lunch break—or, better
dill, until you are off duty. If you redly can't wait—please stisfy your biologica urgesin therest



room—it can't be locked dl thetime.” He switched to his secretary, leaving Johnson in the doorway,
poised on onefoot, uncertain. “ Angela, one piece of advice, one suggestion. | advise you to revert to old
fashioned buttons and suggest you use my officeto fix that brassere. It must be mighty uncomfortable the
way itisnow.”

“Thanks, Chief.” Angedlaacted on his suggestion, in no way embarrassed.
“Johnson, please fix ameeting of Group A for 1530, here—OK?’
“OK, Professor, 1530. Thanks.”

Forbin smiled again as Johnson escaped. In some placesit might be taken serioudly as abreach of group
discipline, but not in the Secure Zone. Hedged in on every side, living under constant surveillance, human
nature had been forced to adapt itself. Getting into Project Colossus had aways been tough, but once
youwerein it was agreat ded tougher to get out. The Secure Zone contained al that a person might be
expected to need, except freedom. Contacts outsde the Zone were officially discouraged; the authorities
made no bones about that. And, with the changing pattern of society, there were relaively few married
couples. With women's full emancipation a generation before, the last vestige of their dependence upon
men disgppeared. At the sametime thetraining of high-grade scientists and technicians—still mostly
male—took longer and longer. Mogt of these men were not earning their keep until late in their thirties,
but were biologicaly mature at Sixteen or seventeen. It was difficult for them not only to keep afamily but
to sparetime for family life. So sex lifein the Zone and its associate vacation centers got to be interesting.

Forbin's crack about the rest room had only stated truth. Each office block had arest room, and it was
tacitly accepted that if the door was locked you did not make a song and dance about it. A time traveler
from even fifty years back would have been astonished—and very likely scandalized—by the lack of
friction and disharmony in what he would have regarded as a sexud|ly degenerate society.

Forbin's secretary returned, smart and businesslike, with a degree of uplift that had been lacking before
and with her make-up on straight.

“Angda, I've caled a Group A meeting for 1530—Johnsonisfixingit. Try to keep cadlersout of my hair,
will you? But that doesn't include the President; if he wants me, he had better get me.”

“Sure, Chief.”

Angelawas a big, midwestern girl, agood and devoted worker, but Forbin had never been able to break
her of the habit of caling him “Chief”—and secretly he had grown to like it. He had never made the
round trip to the rest room with her—or anyone else—for the Project had taken all hisenergy. But now,
hiswork amaost done, it might be an idea, he thought, if he got around to marriage and afamily. Forty
was agood age to get fixed, but fifty was by no means unusual; most men of that age werein good
physica shape, and in that way he was as most men. . .

Forbin broke off hisblank stare at Angela's breasts, dightly amazed at his own thoughts, then walked into
his own office, women forgotten. That compartment was shut; his mind was rehearsing the details of the
Group meeting and its main subject—the activation of Colossus.

Chapter 3

“THAT'S about everything then, Forbin,” said the President. “ Answer any questions thrown, except if
they get around to the parameter angle. That must remain secret—no point in telling them exactly how
rough they have to get to make Colossusitchy.”



It was just over forty-eight hours Sncether last meeting. The worldwide TV hook-up was minutes away
and both were ready, wearing semiceremonid dress, old-style lounge suits with washable shirts. They
were donein the sanctum, but the subdued murmur of voicesindicated there was quite acrowd in the
PPA's office.

The President wasin his eement, his face a shade redder, his eyes bright with excitement. Forbin thought
sourly that his coloring against the white shirt and dark blue suit would ook very patrioticon TV. ...

“Five minutes, Mr. President,” the voice of Prytzkammer hi-fied in.
The President rubbed his hands together; he could hardly wait.

“Time for aspoonful of medicine—set 'em up, Forbin.” Forbin duly set them up and passed the President
his glass. The President took it, and stood up. Forbin guessed what was coming.

“A toast, Forbin—to Colossus, and us.” They drank to that one.
“With your permission, g, | have onetoo.”

“Goright ahead.”

Forbin raised his glass, looked steadily at the President.
“Totheworld!”

The President stared back, his eyes probing, the smiling bonhomie momentarily gone. Then he relaxed,
thejovid grin returned.

“Sure, why not? That's a good one—to the whole goddam cotton-picking world!”

Prytzkammer was finding it hard to preserve hisusua calm and polished manner; he had caught
something of the President's excitement. Now, surrounded by five top reporters, plus two cameramen
and a producer, he was thankful that the days of power cables, TV lights and specid microphoneswere
dead and gone. The cameramen, with four minutesto go, had at last undung their portable TV cameras
and were making fine adjustments to their antennae with every appearance of boredom. They were the
top men intheir own line, and had seen everything and been everywhere. An assgnment to cover the
Last Judgment would not get them worked up.

The reporters, too, were top men, and a hard-baked lot. The doyen was Kyrovitch of Tass, abig, wide
man with a permanent chip on his shoulder. Then there was Plantain, the English representative of the
United States of Europe, an urbane little man, adept at smooth and tricky questioning—and the other
European, the Frenchman, Dugay. PanAfric's M'taka was agood, solid reporter, but outclassed by the
rest. USNA's representative, Mazon, was NorAm's star man; not unnaturally he was assigned the central
reporter'srole in the conference.

Unlike the cameramen, the press were anything but bored. All they knew, officialy, wasthat the
Presdent was to make a statement of global importance and that they would have achanceto ask
questions. Therewould be no preiminary warm-up. Prytzkammer was primarily concerned that no one
man should hog the proceedings.

“Remember, gentlemen, you are the stand-insfor the people of the world. Set agood example, and let's
have alittle of the old give and take—"



“Reax,” said Mazon, “none of usisgoing to start afight.” The rest nodded, each making his own mental
reservation on how best to get the lion's share.

“I would be charmed if I—we—had some faint lead on the purpose of this announcement,” Plantain
amiled in atired way at Prytzkammer. There was agenera mumble of agreement from his colleagues.

“I'm sorry, gentlemen, but the President wantsit thisway, and he'sthe boss. | couldn't tell you if | wanted
to—I don't know.”

None of the reporters spoke. They didn't have to; their faces showed what they thought of that one.
The TV producer compared his two chronometers and said, “ Two minutes’ to no onein particular.

Four of the reportersall asked questions at once; only Mazon was slent. This might be this Colossus
thing he had heard of, but there was no point in shooting off your mouth. Y ou could be wrong, and any
spillage might bring out the mean stresk in the President.

Prytzkammer, who had ignored all the questions, picked up hisfew notes, and raised an eyebrow at the
producer, who nodded towards the first cameraman.

“I maketheintro, you hold me until | identify the reporters—pan along the line as | namethem, then on
meas| lead in to the President. Will Camera Two be solely on the President and Forbin?’

The producer nodded.
“Forbin!” Mazon shot out. “So it is—”

He stopped. The other reportersiooked at him, questions forming in four minds. He was saved by the
producer.

“Quiet now; five secondsto theintro, forty-five to Presse.”

Prytzkammer's glare at the irreverent producer quickly changed to an ingratiating smile asthe warning
light on Camera One started to occult, then glowed steadily. The PPA quickly tuned his smile down to
mere affability, looked at the camera, and began.

“Thisisthe White House, Washington. This Presidentia conferenceis being transmitted by al networks
in the United States of North America and the United States of South America. By arrangement with
International TV Agency it is beamed via Space Stations Two and Five to the Pan-Afric Republic, the
United States of Europe, the Middle East and the Japanese Republican Zone, including Austrdasia. It is
aso on offer to the Soviet Bloc, but as of now we do not know if they aretaking it.”

The PPA moved round his desk, tracked by Camera Two. “In afew moments | will betaking youinto
hear an announcement of worldwide importance by the President of the United States of North America.
Y ou, the people of the world, are represented here by these gentlemen.” He introduced them, one by
one, and went on, “These are your representatives, and when the President has completed his statement,
they may ask any questionsthat they like.”

Prytzkammer paused, looked at the reporters, then at the camera.
“Gentlemen, the freeworld, hereisthe Presdent.”

Hewalked dowly to the doorsto give the camera a chance to keep him in shot, and opened both doors.
Camera Two sank down on one knee, getting a desk-level view of the President as the doors opened,



dowly graightening up as the reportersfiled in on elther sde of him. The PPA joined Forbin, out of view
well to one side of the President's desk.

The President waited until the reporters were seated, then leaned forward on his ebows, hands clasped
infront. It was asmal gesture which conveyed theimpresson on TV that he wastaking to you,
confidentidly, that thiswas man-to-man stuff.

“Fdlow citizens of theworld,” he began in alow, measured, dmost stately voice, “1 amtold that this
telecast is being watched by more than half the people of the globe, and that afurther ten per cent are
listening on the radio. Y ou may well wonder what | can say that isimportant enough to justify taking up
your timelikethis. In al solemnity, | can assureyou | have that justification. For good or evil—and |
devoutly believe for good—we have reached one of those vital turning pointsin the history of man and of
this planet. There have been anumber of such momentsin the past, most of them passing unrecognized.
Thefirst wasthe discovery of the use of fire, the second when the whedl was invented. The construction
of thefirst interna- combustion machine was another. Some of you are old enough to recal theterrible
dawn of the atomic age, and the host of technologica advances we have made since then. But for the
unhappy state of our world's affairs, we could al enjoy lifeto the full; remove therisk of conflict between
the nations, and the Golden Age would be with us—now!” The President did not forget himsdlf and bang
the desk, but raised one finger as he spoke the last word, giving the dight visua shock to keep hisvast
audience'sfull attention. He went on, wesarily.

“Instead, for years, for generations, we have been ddlicately poised on the brink of adisaster too
complete and horrible to contemplate.” His voice lost its weariness, gathered strength. “We of the free
world have upheld the banner of freedom and truth, knowing that this must be preserved, even at the cost
of dl our lives”

Again the President paused, and resumed his confidentia approach. “We do not want war—and to be
truthful, I do not think anyone else does either. Nevertheless, we have al gone on, with recurrent crises,
each carrying with it therisk of adip or error on one side, or the other, which could result in the fina
tragedy of globa destruction. Thereisan old saying that 'everyone makes mistakes,' but that isjust what
neither sde can afford. We are dl human, taking inhuman risks. One of the great philosophers of this
century, Bertrand Russll, said many years ago, 'Y ou may reasonably expect aman to walk atightrope
safely for ten minutes; it would be unreasonable to do so without accident for two hundred years.' This
we have known for along time, and for years, herein the United States, we have been working on this
problem. Until this very minute thiswork has been our most closaly guarded secret. It hasinvolved vast
effort, vast expenditure, but | haveto tell you that our efforts have been crowned with success.”

The President had the full attention of the reporters. They were ill, listening hard. Even Camera
One—who had nothing to do—was motionless, listening carefully. The President, holding on to the
dramatic pause, Spped alittle water. He watched, with gpprova, as Camera Two—sensing the payoff
line to come—inched downwards so asto give the President relative height. The President drew himself
up afraction, lessening the confidentia approach. He fixed his gaze on the camera, and spoke with great
olemnity.

“As President of the United States of North America, | haveto tell you, the people of theworld, that as
of eight 0" clock Eastern Standard Time this morning the defense of the nation, and with it the defense of
the free world, has been the responsbility of amachine. Asthefirst citizen of my country, | have
delegated my right to take my peopleto war.

“That decision now restswith Colossus, which isthe name of the machine. It isbasically an eectronic
brain, but far more advanced than anything previoudy built. It is capable of studying intelligence and data
fed toit, and on the basis of those facts only—not of emotions—deciding if an attack is about to be



launched upon us. If it did decide that an attack was imminent—and by that | mean that an assault was
impending and would probably be launched within four hours—Colossus would decide, and act. It
controls its own weapons and can salect and deliver whatever it considers appropriate.

“Understand that Colossus’ decisions are superior to any we humans can make, for it can absorb far
more datathan isremotely possiblefor the grestest geniusthat ever lived. And more important than that,
it has no emotions. It knows no fear, no hate, no envy. It cannot act in asudden fit of temper. Aboveal,
it cahnot act at al, so long asthereisno threst.

“Fdlow humans, wein the USNA now livein the shade, but not the shadow, of Colossus. And
indirectly, you do too. May it never seefit to act.”

The President took another sip of water. He was aware that the Tass man, Kyrovitch, was about to
speak, but he aso saw Prytzkammer motion him to be silent. Therest of the reporters|ooked dazed. The
President was enjoying himself even more than he had expected.

“We of thefreeworld,” he continued, “do not want war. Indeed, we will never fight unless attacked.
Now that we have Colossus we have no real need for armed forces except for minor disturbances. Itis
therefore my intention to reduce the overall strength of our fighting services by seventy-five percent over
the next five years. As soon, in fact, as the readjustment can be made.

“Further, we are prepared to show the world how Colossus works—what has been built into it—and to
prove to anyone's satisfaction” (he could not help flashing alook at Kyrovitch) “that Colossusisa
defendve system. If we can convince the Soviet Bloc that Colossusis solely defensive, and demonstrate
that we have no offensive intentions by the virtual disbandment of our Navy and Army and Space forces,
relying solely on Colossusto protect us, we may well be dong way towards lasting peace and the end of
the cold war that has bedeviled usall for so long.”

The President swiveled in his chair to face the correspondents.

“Now, gentlemen, | am prepared to answer any questions you may care to ask. | am not of course,
familiar with al the technicdities of thisvast work, so | would like to introduce Professor Charles Forbin.
Heis, | think, the world's leading expert on ectronic brains. Certainly no man knows more about
Colossus than he does. He has worked on it since thefirst design study group was set up at Harvard
twelve years ago.” He motioned Forbin to stand behind him, and Forbin did so, wearing adightly stuffed
expresson.

Mazon wasthe first to spesk.

“It'salittledifficult, Mr. Presdent, to grasp the size of what you have just told us. | find it hard to
conceive of the essentia nature of this Colossus. For ingance, can it think?”

“That, Mr. Mazon, isjust the sort of question for the Professor here.” The President motioned to Forbin.

Forbin was not only nervous about the potential of Colossus, he was now nervous of the TV cameraas
well. He reached for his notes, or where they would have been had he been wearing his usual blouse
ingtead of the stiff and uncomfortable lounge suit. He gave up the search, his hands looking lost without
some employment.

“Canit think?" Forbin repeated the question, more for his own benefit and to gain time than anything else.
“The term 'electronic brain’ has dways been a popular one for what, redly was an arithmetica device
which could distinguish between one and two. That is till the basis of dl computers. There are agood
many computer-type componentsin Colossus, but the essentia core of the machine-complex isinfinitely



more sophisticated. Just as you can say that the proportions of the Parthenon are amatter of two to one
in essence, but the detailing is extremely complex. It'sthat development which makes dl the difference.
Colossusredly isa'brain’ in alimited sense. It can think in asort of way, but it has no emotions, and
without emotiona content, creation is not possible. It could not create, say, a Shakespeare play—or any
sort of play for that matter, dthough as part of its background knowledge we havefed in dl the
plays—and, given any three consecutive words from anything Shakespeare wrote, or anything ahundred
playwrights wrote, Colossus could finish the quotation. Colossus has avast memory store; it wouldn't be
far fromwrong to say that it hasthe total sum of human knowledge at its disposa. On the basis of that
background, plusthe data continudly being fed in, it formsits judgments—just like a human being.
Though with the very important difference that it never overlooksa point, isnot biased and has no
emotions. But think creatively—no.”

Forbin paused and moved so asto address the President. “ Sir, with your permission, | would liketo
demondtrate this emotiona point.”

“Certainly, Professor. | am surewewould dl be very interested.”

Forbin finaly found somewhere to put his hands, stuffing them in the Sde pockets of hisjacket, nautica
fashion. He appeared very uncomfortable.

“Colossusis essentidly an information-collecting, sorting and eva uating complex, capable of factua
decisons and action if necessary. It can evaluate the printed word, speech or visud material. Languages
are no difficulty. For warning and test purposes—tests at our end, that is, for thereis no teletypeinside
Colossusto go wrong—we have teletype lines directly to the complex. Oneisright here, in this office.”

Forbin nodded to Prytzkammer who wheeled forward a dust-sheeted trolley. Forbin removed the shest,
revedling an ordinary teletype machine, rather like an eectronic typewriter, with afew extrakeysand a
largeroll of paper mounted at the back of the carriage. The reporters stared at it, mesmerized.

“Now,” said Forbin, “would one of you gentlemen care to name an emotion?’
“Love.” It was Plantain who spoke, his voice devoid of expression.
His Russian colleague frowned. Dugay glanced quizzically at hisfellow European.

“Good,” said Forbin. “Love. Now Colossus has a vast knowledge of the subject, but it cannot
experience love, nor evauate emotion. | will confess,” he smiled, “this particular question has not been
fed in before, but I'm confident we will get avery lamereply. Still, aquestion that may be regarded as
factual, on the same subject, will produce avery different answer—just because it is a matter of fact,
whether it's about an emotion or not.”

He bent over the teletype and clumsily picked out his message with two fingers. It was just two words:
EXPLAIN LOVE

“I have temporarily stored this message here,” he tapped the gray top of the machine, “so that you might
all seethe message and observe the speed of the answer.” He tore off the strip with thewordsonit,

passed it to Dugay.

“You, gr, as a Frenchman, represent the nation best able to gppreciate the complexity of this question.”
Forbin's smile robbed hiswords of any offensive overtones.

Dugay took the dip, read it and smiled back.

“Itis, asyou say, ahonee of aquestion.” He passed the dip to Kyrovitch who looked at it distastefully



and quickly passed it to Plantain, who kept it.

“Right, gentlemen,” Forbin continued. He was beginning to enjoy himself. “Watch. | pressthe feed-in
control—thus.” For haf a second nothing happened. Even in that short time the tengon in the room
became s0 strong asto be practicaly tangible. Then the machine chattered briefly. The smile on the
President's face had become a fixed mask.

Only Forbin was at ease. Without looking at the answer, he tore off the answer, passed it to Dugay. The
Frenchman raised one expressive eyebrow.

“Itiscertainly alame answer, Professor.” He reached over Kyrovitch and handed the dip to Plaintain,
who obligingly held it up for Camera One. There were just four words.

LOVEISAN EMOTION

Forbin read the answer on the monitor screen, and smiled at the reporters. “And that is about as good as
Colossus can get. But my next question—" once more he bent over the teletype. The President
cautioudy looked at hiswatch. Kyrovitch yawned conspicuoudy.

“I have again held transmission.” Forbin passed his second message to Dugay. “ Y ou may think this
guestion cannot be answered accurately. It is—What isthe best written definition of love.' | cantell you
how Colossuswill tackle thisone. It will look up every referenceto love on file, and there must be a
least tens of thousands. From these it will salect those which, in someway, definelove, and there will be
thousands of those, and al of them will be sorted for the common factors. Thiswork will be done by
severa sectors of the machine at once and the answers fed to the central control, where the machine
synthesizes an answer based upon its researches. This answer will then be compared againgt dl the
definitions of love for the one nearest its synthetic answer. Thisit will do in any language—an Arabic love
poem, a Polynesian fertility rite, some reference in an lcdlandic saga. When it hasfound what it regards
asthe nearest to its synthetic answer, it will check the original,” Forbin leaned forward, clearly regarding
his next sentence asimportant, “and will type out the reference, not the definition itsalf. It will supply thisif
wanted, but remember, that was not the question we are asking. If we want to know the exact words, it
would be necessary to Say 'Give the best written definition’ etc. Thefina point | want to make before
pressing the feed-in button isthis. The process| have outlined will be carried out by the machinein fiveto
ten seconds.”

Kyrovitch snorted with dishelief. The rest looked even more dazed than before. Forbin turned to the
teletype. “Here we go.

He pressed the feed-in contral.

Plaintain whispered something to Dugay round the back of the intervening Russian's neck. Dugay grinned.
Kyrovitch smmered gently.

The machine began to chatter.

Mazon, who had been studying hiswatch intently, looked up and dmost shouted, triumphantly, “ Seven
goddam seconds!”

It was quite unlike any press conference ever held. The President was half out of his chair, leaning over
the desk. Camera Two tactfully took a shot of Forbin, bending over the teletype.

Forbin tore the strip off the machine, looked up and spokein aleve voice.

“It ssys—SHAKESPEARE SONNET CXV1.”



“Follow that,” muttered Mazon.

Kyrovitch did.

“Mr. President, thisisno timefor tricks, we of the Socidist Soviet. . .

The President secretly agreed with Kyrovitch, and was glad of hisinterruption to regain control.

“Gentlemen,” hesaid, cutting in, “1 hope this smal demondtration illustrates the point which cannot be
overemphasized. Colossus knows about emotion, but cannot experienceit. It can never act in fear or
hate. Thisisthe mogt vital point for you to remember.”

The President favored Camera Two with along direct stare.

“No defensive action will ever be undertaken by the United States of North Americaout of fear,
jealousy, greed or hate.” He would have liked to have stopped the conference on that note, but
Kyrovitch was not going to let him get away with that one. Swiftly he brokein on the President's stare.

“Y ou say you feed it information. What sort, and how?’ The President was not going to be coy about
that one. “Every form of intelligence or information available to our Central Intelligence Agency.
Everything, from agents reports,” he gave Kyrovitch awolfish smiledl to himsdf, “to newspapers, TV
and radio broadcasts, movements of aircraft, troops, ships, satdllites, al statistics on harvests, birth rates,
rainfal—anything and everything that we think has the remotest bearing on the problem—plus practicaly
anything esethat isgoing.”

Kyrovitch gave a degp-throated growl. “But how isit fed to the, the thing?’

“I was coming to that.” He didn't like to Sit answering questions from a Commie reporter, or any other
reporter, cometo that. “ Professor Forbin, you are better qualified to answer. . .”

Forbin nodded and was suddenly conscious of his hands once more. He folded hisarms across his chest,
but the TV producer's frown and shaking head sent them plunging back into his pockets.

“Feed-in. Yes. Modtly by land-line. All information is converted to dectrica impulses, injust the same
way that any transmitter—teletype, TV or radio—converts vison or sound into impulses. They arethen
fed down the line to Colossus, who then stores them in his—its own way. They are not converted back
to pictures, letters or figures.”

“Pictures?’ queried Mazon.

“Y es. We pass pictures from newspapersor TV or plansof buildings. Anything that can be expressed on
asheet of paper or aflat surface goes down the pipe. | may say, since Colossusis not secret any more, it
watches all themgor TV programs—Soviet, American, European and so on. Moving pictureswere a
little tricky, but it works.”

“It sureisagood thing Colossus hasn't got emotions,” said Mazon with feding.

“Perhgps 0,” Forbin smiled. “On the nonvisud sideit monitorsal the main radio transmissions of the
world, civil, military and space-wise. It dso reads, in itsown way, al the newspapers of the world—even

the sports pages.”

“Ligtening to dl that hasbeen said,” Plaintain looked at Forbin, “I have an impression that Colossusis
quitelarge—istha 07’



“Yes, the nameisappropriate. | cantel you that it is about the size of asmall town of, say, sevento ten
thousand people.”

“Arewe permitted to know whereit is?’ said Kyrovitch. Mazon gave asnort of derisvelaughter. The
Presdent thought it was time he was back center stage.

“Why, certainly, Mr. Kyrovitch. It islocated insde the Rocky Mountains. The exact spot will be shown
on the mapswhich you will receive later with the officid press handouts.” The President felt much better
when he was doing the talking. “ As a nation we have carried out some pretty large works. Panama
Cand, Grand Coulee Dam, the TV A project—and more recently the Space Reflector Stations, the
Moon project, the Trans-ocean ail linesto Europe, not to mention the coast-to-coast air-car roads. |
may say the effort required to produce the last three projects together would not be enough to build
Colossus. It took three yearsto dig the hole, even using nuclear digging techniques, and there were
another three years needed to line the hole with cement, and to prepare the bare shell to receive the
equipment. It isby far the biggest Single enterprise undertaken by thisnation in dl itshistory.”

“You say, Mr. Presdent,” said Kyrovitch, anxious to flatten proceedings as much as possible, “that the
armed forces of this country will be reduced by seventy-five per cent—are the rest guarding Col ossus?’

Sucker, thought the President, thiswill teach you not to lead with your chin.

“No, sr. That twenty-five per cent would, | imagine, be used solely to resist subversion. Colossus
certainly does not need them. Of course, there are agood many people engaged at the externa ends of
the feed lines. For example, if Colossusisto read Pravda,” he smiled once more at Kyrovitch, “or
Grimm's Fairy Tales, someone hasto present the paper to a scanner. There are practicaly no other
personne involved. There are no servicing teams—not human ones, anyway. Colossusworks aone.”

That shook them, thought the President. It had. Plaintain raised both eyebrows, which wasthe ultimatein
facid expresson he ever permitted himsdlf. Dugay's eyebrows merged into one black line, as he wrestled
with theimplications. Kyrovitch rumbled quietly to himsdlf, clearly at alosswhét to say. Mazon beamed
uncertainly, like afirg-time father presented with quads. M'taka rubbed his fuzzy white pate and wished
he had studied science instead of the humanities. Dugay spokefirst.

“But the control, the maintenance. . .” he stopped, still mentaly fumbling.
“Professor,” the President nodded.

“Asyou may know,” Forbin said, “back before our time e ectronic equipment was crude and unreliable.
They had valves or tubes, which worked after afashion, but could never be regarded asreliable. Then
cametrangstors, abig advance in many ways—some are il in use—but these too weren't what we
would regard as reliable. Then came the semiconductors, the use of laser beams of coherent light and the
development of power cdls.” Forbin was aware that the President was squirming dightly in his seet. “But
| won't go on with the technica details; they will be available to those that want them afterward. Enough
to say that we have perfected components and circuits, sedled in blocks which are stablein dl conditions,
imperviousto heat, damp, cold, gas or anything else. Asafurther safeguard, dl circuitsare
duplicated—in some cases, triplicated. Colossusis cagpable of tracing its own faults and switching ina
new circuit if necessary. Our cdculation—confirmed, | may add, by Colossus own figuring—isthat one
block circuit in every ten thousand may be expected to fail every four hundred years.”

Kyrovitch bounced to his feet with surprising speed. “Four hundred years!” he roared.
“That's what the man said, buster!” yelled ared-faced Mazon.



“Gentlemen, gentlemen.” The President raised a pacifying hand for silence. The TV producer reached
forward and pulled Kyrovitch gently by the back of hisjacket. The President looked at the reporters; the
Limey would be the one to take the hest out of the Situation.

“What was your question, Mr. Plaintain?’ He looked inquiringly at the Englishman, who had not asked
one.

“Thank you, Mr. President,” Plaintain said gracefully. “1 am indeed amazed at what Professor Forbin has
just said. If thisisthe sort of time scale you havein mind, four hundred yearsto thefirst fault, how longis
it expected that the machine will last?’

“Wél now, that iskind of hard to say, Mr. Plaintain, but we guess around the nine- hundred to
twelve-hundred-year mark—maybe agood deal longer. It is one reason why we built it in amountain. It
isapretty solid and durable roof.” The President smiled, asmile that grew more smug when he saw
Prytzkammer hold up a cue board which bore the chalked message “ CIA reports 100 per cent TV
coverage Eastern Bloc.” He went on. “ Of course, the weapon side needs checking and replacement with
newer devices, and Colossus will permit the withdrawal of one wegpon complex at atimefor such
work.”

Dugay pounced.
“Y ou say "permit—what exactly doesthat mean?’

Here we go, thought Forbin, the big hand-out. The President thought so too, abrief nod to Dugay, then
he turned and faced the camera, back in his man-to-man pose.

“That brings usto apoint of fundamental importance that | want clearly understood. Asyou have seen,
we make no secret of Colossus, or whereit is: nor do we intend to conceal the main points of how it
works.” Heleaned back in his chair his hands folded comfortably on hisbelly, the epitome of the
reasonable man. “Y ou may say that thislays us wide open to asudden attack frontally or subversively,
which, if successful, would leave us defensdless.” Heleaned forward once more, less of the reasonable
man, more of the keen efficient super-executive. “We have adefense for Colossus, and it isthis—the
machineis safe, safer than mere man could ever be’—he tapped the desk with dow emphasisin time
with hiswords—"so long as Colossus and its feed lines are not tampered with in any way. If its power,
information or other supply lines, or any missile bases or satellites are sabotaged, or even attacked, a
gpecid emergency circuit will switchin, and Colossuswill take full offensve action.”

Therewas quite asilence. Kyrovitch got infirst.

“Does this mean that thisthing, this Colossus’—he tried to sound contemptuous, but did not quite make
it “workswithout human aid, and that you cannot stop it?’

“It does.”
Kyrovitch searched around for hisvoice, findly got it.

“You havein fact, delivered the destiny of the world—so far asthe USNA can do that—into the hands
of amachine?

“ YS”

It was like a pebble dropped down awell; there was a deep silence, then came the splash. All the
correspondents spoke at once, even including Plantain. Once more the President held up an authoritative
hand.



“Please. The best brains of this country available to me and my predecessor have considered this point at
great length, and it comesto this. Don't try to tamper with Colossus, and don't try to attack us, and there
isnothing to fear.”

“I am happy to accept the President's assurances on this point,” said Plantain. The President did not look
noticeably grateful. Plaintain went on, “But how do you cope with the madman problem? And may not
the machine be deranged by fire or flood or earthquake? | am sure you have an answer, but it would be
interesting to know what that answer is.”

“Forbin, go ahead,” the President spoke tersaly. He was getting bored, it was like talking to a bunch of
high-school kids.

“Before ste work began, we considered the earthquake and flooding angles. The best Japanese brains
were consulted—naturally, we did not disclose the exact nature of our requirements—and | can only say
we are satisfied. We also chose a spot which has been free of all earth movement since the Rockieswere
formed around two hundred million years ago. Asfor flooding, ashort answer. If Colossus were
submerged—and it could stand that and go on working the rest of the USNA would have to be covered
to an average depth of eighty-five feet by the Atlantic and Pecific Oceans. Climatic changes between fifty
bel ow to onefifty above centigrade can be tolerated. Madmen? Severa large holes were made, of
course, during the excavation and removal of rock. When al the equipment wasin, the holes were
seded. All floors and walls now contain anet of wires which must be cut to get in, embedded in the
cement for protection and concealment, and if these are tampered with—you would first have to get
through an average of three feet of cement, concrete to you Europeans—then, you set Colossus off.
Thereisonly one entrance eft open, and thisis guarded by the U.S. Marine Corps. Their job isto keep
people away from that entrance for their own good, for the entrance now acts asan air shaft, and itsred
defenseisazone of intense radioactivity. Anyone entering this zone would be killed ingantly. The only
adequate shielding would be a'suit' of lead which would make the wearer ninefeet wide. The entranceis
three feet wide. Beyond this zone there are further defenses which would ded with any remote-controlled
device sent in. Onefind point. If Colossus knowsthereis an attack on this country'sinterest impending
and that an attack is probable within the next eight hours, it automatically closes the entrance doors,
which are sted, four feet thick, and issues an dert to dl Civil Defense Zones. A Red warning would also
be passed to all concerned when Colossus operated its weapons.”

“But surely, Professor, there is some way in which you, the creators of thisthing, can get at it?”
The President intervened.

“No, thereisnot. Asyou know, it is an open secret that for years there have been nerve and
psychological gases and drugs which are able to change the state of the human mind. If Forbin and his
colleagues were subjected to this sort of trestment by hostile agents, they might well do asthey were
told, and with their knowledge, inactivate Colossus. No. Thereisno way in. No human being can touch
Colossus”

Chapter 4

The historic press conference was over. The reportersand TV men had gone, to be replaced by a
selection of high Government officials. The Secretaries of State for Peace, Internationd Affairs, and
Finance were there, dong with Forbin's chief assistant, Dr. Fisher, and an assortment of aides. This party
had watched the telecast € sawhere in the Precinct, and were now being entertained by the President,
cheerfully holding court, beaming and handshaking amid the subdued chatter and clink of glass on bottle.



Forbin had withdrawn dightly, smiling mechanicaly at various compliments paid him. With the Project
launched and irrevocably rolling, no longer aproject but afact, and with the excitement and tension of the
telecast over, hefdt drained, yet not empty. There was an increasingly strong fedling of foreboding taking
over the space left by the completion of hiswork. He aso felt hot, tired and depressed.

Fisher cameover.
“So that ismore or lessthat, Charles.”
“Yep,” sad Forbin, nodding. “What did you think of the show?’

“I think it went very well, redlly.” Fisher did not sound overenthusiagtic. His hand fluttered nervoudy to
histie

“Goon,” said Forbin with sudden sharp interest, “what else?’

Fisher glanced round, gave histie another tug, and lowered hisvoice as he moved closer. “To be honest,
| rather wish these people weren't so cocksure and happy. Perhapsiit's because we are practically out of

ajob, or it'santiclimax—mbut | think | have alowed for al that. Y et I'm left with anasty taste, and | can't
redly say what it is”

“Isit Colossus?’

“Yes | guessitis” Fisher gave ashort fase laugh. “Frankenstein should be banned reading for
scentigs”

“I'd be more inclined to make it compulsory reading for nonscientists.” Forbin peered into hisglass. “|
wishto hdl | could get out of thisarmor. Thiscollar iskilling me.”

Fisher ignored the last remark, stared thoughtfully a his chief. “Y ou've got the same itch in the middle of
theback.” It was a statement, not a question.

Forbin nodded. “Maybe it was always there, but it's gotten more pronounced these last few weeks.
Could bejust nerves.”

“Ifitis, thenit'scatching,” said Fisher in alow voice. “I had avery curious conversation with Cleo
yesterday—"

“Come on, boys, break it up!”

It was the President in his best convention mood. Face flushed, beads of perspiration on hisforehead and
nosg, little drops glistening inthe light.

“Forbin, Fisher, your glasses, come on, gas up and come over here, well have atoast or two.” He
gripped their arms, one on each side of him, and steered them towards his desk. An aide replenished
their glasses. Both had been drinking Scotch, both now got martinis.

The President, now behind his desk once more, picked up his glass and |ooked expectantly at
Prytzkammer. The PPA got the idea—that was why he was PPA—and raised his soft voice dightly.

“Gentlemen, the President wishesto give you atoast.”

The chatter subsided at once, there was a genera turning towards the President. Looking at their bright,
flushed and excited faces, Forbin felt his ssomach turn dightly. Any moment now, he thought, they will
burgt into “Hail to the Chief.” He gazed with considerabl e repugnance into the martini. Someone knocked



an ashtray over, there was the sound of bresking glass.

“OK, Hunston, don't worry,” called the President, beaming. “We can charge al thisfan- tan to Colossus,
no onewill spot the extratwo dollars—except Benson, and | can fix him.”

There was agenerd palite laugh. Benson was the Secretary of State (Finance).

“Right, now,” said the President briskly. “1 don't aim to keep you fellowslong from your drinks, but what
| want to say isthis—"

But whatever it is, it was never said. There had been one silent, nonsmoking, nondrinking guest in the
sanctum, and he spokefirst.

The teletype started chattering.

There was complete silence, apart from the teletype, for nearly five seconds; along timein the
circumstances.

Forbin felt a shock race outwards through his body to his extremities, a shock that left his skin cold and
damp. He saw that Fisher'sface was pdlid, his haf-raised glass clutched in afrozen hand. The
President's face was blotchy, his mouth dightly open. Somewhere an aide laughed nervoudy, and the
sound broke the spell. Forbin roughly pushed a Secretary of State aside and ran to the machine, followed
by Fisher and some others. The President did not move.

Forbin bent over the machine, staring at the paper in disbelief. He tore the typed strip off the machine,
dill looking at it. The Presdent found hisvoicefird.

“What the goddam hell goeson?’ He banged his glass down, and headed for the machine. “Well?’
Forbin turned as the President approached. His face was as pae as Fisher's.

“I don't know.” Forbin struggled to keep hisvoicelevd. “I think you should call the party off, and clear
the room of al non-Colossus people.”

The President ingtantly swung round to face the mgjority of hisguests. “Y ou heard!” Therewas afaint
hysterica edgeto hisvoice. “Everybody who is not Colossus-cleared, out—now!”

The room cleared rapidly, and there was more than one nervous glance at Forbin asthey left.

The President looked round the room sharply; there remained the two scientists, the Secretary of State
for Peace and the Chief of Staff of Armed Forces. Asthe room emptied, the remaining guests drew
closer to Forbin, who stood silent. Satisfied that al non-Col ossus personnel had gone, the President
wheedled on Forbin.

“Givel”

Without speaking or dtering his blank stare into space, Forbin passed over the teletype dip. The
President snatched the paper, and scanned it hadtily, hisface closely watched by the remainder of his
guests with some anxiety. They got full value; the tension eased from hisface, to be replaced by rdlief,
then puzzlement, and finaly anger. The color flooded back into hisface, he was bright red, hiseyes hard
as stone as he faced Forbin.

“What isthiscrap! If thisis some long-haired bastard on your staff being funny, Forbin, I'll casirate him



persondly, I'l—"

But Forbin was not listening. He brushed past the President to the direct-line communication set on the
President's desk, the direct line to the Secure Zone.

“Cleo? Forbin. Isthe Colossus T/P link to you operating? What? Well, find out! Call back.” He replaced
the handset, and spoke to the President. “Weéll soon know, though | would have said it was
impossible—hdl, itisimpossible”

He stared hard at the Firgt Citizen. As on an earlier occasion, there had been a subtle changein his
attitude. Forbin wastaking to an equdl.

The remainder of the party was, understandably, puzzled and anxious. The President's demeanor had
taken some of the tengon out of their attitudes, but there was till enough to go round.

“Well, what doesit say?’ burst out Fisher. “For God's sake, don't keep us hanging by our ears!”

“Go on, Forbin, tell them.” The President thrust the paper back into Forbin's hand. Thelook Forbin gave
the Presdent indicated clearly that he had every intention of doing so, anyway.

“All it saysisthis” He hdd the dip so that al might see. Therewerejust fivewords:

FLASH THERE ISANOTHER MECHANISM

Puzzlement was now generd, tenson had largely gone. The Chief of Staff picked up hisdrink and
frowned at the Secretary of State for Peace, who frowned back. Only the two scientists continued to
look pale and haunted. Forbin spoke again.

“And it'sno good anyone asking what it means; you know as much as| do, so don't—"
Fisher, following hisown train of thought, cut in.

“I suppose,” he spoke dowly, formulating hisideas as he went along, “if aquestion had been fed in by
some clown back in the Secure Zone, this might be the answer. But why wouldn't the question show up
onthismachine?Itisin pardld, and should—"

In turn, he was cut short by the soft ping of the direct line. Forbin answered.

“Yes, speaking. Y ou're sure, Cleo? Switch on the screen and show methe roll since we started. Yes,

Without reference to the President, he reached over and flicked a switch on the desk's control panel.
Immediately the small screen in the base of the direct-line instrument came dive, and afew seconds later
aroll of paper was presented to the scanner, held by apair of obvioudy feminine hands which belonged
to Cleo Markham, one of Forbin'stop cybernetic experts. He noted that her hands were shaking dightly.

“Yes, Cleo, | seeit. Now, from the beginning, unroll dowly.”

Cleo did as shewastold. Apart from the time, printed down one side of the paper every fifteen minutes,
there was a complete blank from ten o'clock until thefirst message: EXPLAIN LOVE.

Therefollowed the rest of the exchange, ending with SHAKESPEARE SONNET CX VI, then nothing
for forty-five minutes until FLASH THERE ISANOTHER MECHANISM.

Forbin studied the picture carefully, then closdly questioned Cleo and Blake, the duty scientist in the
watch room. He checked dl possihilities, including erasures on the roll, machine and linefaults. Findly he



ordered Cleo and Blake to keep quiet and to take the roll out of service for closer inspection later.
Forbin turned and looked grimly at the President.

“I'm satisfied that no question was fed in. That message came straight from, and was originated by,
Colossus. | have ashrewd ideawhat it means—"

“Wait,” grated the President. The red light over the door was on, but it was not a steedy light; it waxed
and waned in intensity—the urgency signa. At the same moment the PPA's voice brokein.

“Urgent message, Sir!”
“Jesus, what now?” muttered the President; then in alouder voice, “Wdll?’
“Soviet Ambassador on the phone, Sr. Insists on speaking to you most urgently.”

“Put him on.” The Presdent might have afading grip on Forbin, but it was till granite hard el sewhere.
His hand resting on the phone, he looked round at his staff. “ Stay.” Then he picked up the phone.

“Yes, speaking.” His eyes darted restlesdy about, from the teletype to Forbin, to the Chief of Staff to
Fisher—then quite suddenly they became Hill, hisfaceimpassive. “Y es, Ambassador, | heard. In view of
the importance of your statement, | would be obliged if you would repest it.”

Therewas atense dlence, dl eyes staring at the President as he listened intently.

“Yes, thank you for telling mein advance. Naturaly, | have no comment to make a thistime. Thank you,
and good night.” He replaced the handset carefully, but did not release his grip, and stared unseeingly
before him. Without moving he spoke once more, hisvoice was dry, harsh.

“Y ou got that on record, P?’
“Yes, gr.” Prytzkammer too sounded asif he was laboring under some strain.
“Right.”

Asthered light went out, the President relinquished his hold on the telephone. He swiveled in his chair to
face his gaff, hiseyes till hard but with anew, fatigued look in them, his hands gripping thearms of his
chair. No one spoke or coughed as he shifted his gaze from one to another, finaly resting on Forbin.

“Y ou needn't Sart tearing up any sdewalksto check thelines, Forbin. Also we don't need any inspired
guesses. | know what Colossus meant—the Soviet Ambassador just told me.” He took a deep bregth,
shut his eyes and leaned back, quoting from memory. “In view of your announcement of today, the
Supreme Council of the USSR has ordered, as of 2300 M oscow time tomorrow, the activation of the
Guardian of the Socidist Soviet Republics—anear-relation of Colossus.” He smiled momentarily, asmile
that turned dmost a once to black anger. “ So much for our cotton-picking security! Nothing but apile
of "

He swung his chair to face the Chief of Staff. In doing so, hisarm swept atelephone off the desk; it
crashed unheeded on the floor.

“You!” he shouted. “ Get the head of CIA! | want to know why we haven't had a hint of thisfrom his
agency, and if he can't come up with ared-hot answer, I'll have him and dl his bloody staff on
relie—while they'rewaiting for court-martia for gross derdiction of duty. Get moving!”

The Chief of Staff left inahurry.



The President turned his attention to the Secretary of State for Peace. He modified hisvoice. “1 want a
full rundown on Centra Intelligence, John. Seeit is sarted at once—now. See also that no military
moves other than purely routine ones are carried out—unless | have expresdy ordered so. That'sal.”

“Mr. President—" began the Secretary of State, but his boss raised an arresting hand.
“Not now, John. In the morning maybe, but not now.”

With their departure, the two scientists were |eft done with the President. He was about to speak when
the door opened; it was a Secret Service man on security patrol.

“That isjust too goddam much!” roared the President, “ Get the -ing hell out of herel”

He picked up ahandy glass and threw it. It hurtled over the guard's head and disappeared into the PPA's
room. There was a sound of smashing glass as the man quickly shut the door.

“That makes mefed awholelot better.” He grinned, his anger diss pated—for the moment. “ That call
was a hellava shock, but maybeit'snot al bad. At least we got in first, eveniif it was only just. We knew
that given time the Russkies would make one too, but no one reckoned on them moving that fast. So
neither side can make anything of it.” He thought for amoment. “ One bright spot isthe way Colossus
came up with that hot tip so smartly.” He spoke reprovingly to Forbin. “1 didn't know we'd get bonuses
like thisfrom the project.”

He picked up abottle of Scotch and started pouring three drinks.

Forbin glanced at Fisher, seeking his support in what he had to say. Fisher, ill at ease, half nodded his
agreement. “Neither did |, Mr. President.” Forbin was back in hisformd act.

The President stopped pouring and said sharply, “What do you mean?’

“Jud thet. | had noidea” Theformality was dipping. “ Goddammit, man—you built thething!” The
President was heating up again. He was not the only one.

“Yes—and not so very long ago | warned you | wasn't happy about the potentia of Colossus, and you
damn near laughed at me.”

“What areyou driving &?’

“Just this! Colossus has been fed with the parameters that we consider indicate war. It was built to
compare events with those parameters, and if they coincided, to get blasting. That was the main function.
The second requirement was to answer any question we might feed in.”

He stopped and dug out his pipe. The action of filling and lighting it cooled him down alittle. The
President, having poured adrink to his own satisfaction, left the other two glasses and sat down &t his
desk, watching Forbin. Fisher stood uneasily tugging dternately at histie and hisleft eyebrow. Forbin
continued.

“The question-answering faculty was alater idea. We thought it would be useful to get factud answers
out of the memory banks, because it was alot faster to ask Colossusthan to look it up. If you asked
CIA where the 216" Soviet Rocket Regiment was stationed and its combat status they would tell you in
amatter of an hour or so; Colossus could answer in less than a second. The same with harder questions,
such as predicting the tin output of Albaniafor next month. CIA'stime, around four hours, Colossus, less
than two seconds. And take that reporter's question—Love. | don't mind admitting | wasn't sure
Colossus would come up with a credible answer—which was why | asked for the reference and not the



guote. Who was going to look it up then?’ He walked to the desk, picked up the Scotch and drained it.
“But | reckoned it would take all of ten seconds, maybe twelve, to come up with the answer. Mazon said
it was seven seconds. It was actually one less than that—you have to alow asecond for actuation of the
teletype. Six seconds! To answer ahighly sophisticated question like that, checking hundreds of
thousands of references, summarizing, and then comparing. . . Yes, | built thething, but it surprised me.”

“So0?" The Presdent shot the singleword at Forbin. 1t might be justified, but it was not tactful.

“Don't you get it yet? That message about another mechanism isn't in the Smple-answer or
advanced-answer category—or in the sophisticated ream revealed by the Love question. Also, there's
no parameter built in dealing with hostile intent and Col ossus-type machines, so bang goesthat one. And,
for good measure, no bloody question was asked!” Forbin was shouting now. “1t means Colossus can
think of itsown volition— ook at that FLASH priority aonel

“Since eight o'clock this morning Colossus has worked over its materia and made a better job in afew
hoursthan CIA inyears. It not only tells us—without being asked—but actudly usesthe highest priority
to show the urgency of its message. If that isn't selective thinking, 1'm a blue-assed baboon!”

He turned to go, then swung to face the President once more, extending a shaking finger towards his
assdant.

“And if you don't believe me, look at Fisher'sfacel Good night, Mr. President!”

Chapter 5

TEN MINUTES later Fisher joined Forbin, waiting in the air-car. Forbin did not speak as his colleague
climbed in, but waited until Fisher was settled, then stabbed the linear motor button.

Fisher wriggled in his sedt.
“Do you mind if we switch out the light?”
“Go ahead,” said Forbin briefly.

With the cabin in darkness Fisher felt happier. With the lights out, he was aware of the outside
world—and their isolation from it. There was along silence. Forbin fumbled absently with his pipe, then

spoke.

“Wadll, we'd expected something, and by God welve got it!” Forbin marshaed histhoughts. “ That damn
FLASH. It looks very much like creative thinking—and we know that's atheoretica impossibility.”

“Entirdy.”

“And then how did Colossus come up with thisintelligence when CIA hasn't had the ghost of an ideg, yet
had exactly the same materia to work on?’

He lapsed into silence. Fisher stared out of the front observation window at the black night, pierced by
the single headlight. The car swayed fractiondly asit banked round a shalow curve; there was asudden
thunderous tattoo asthey diced through arain-shower, momentarily the view was obscured by water,
then their vel ocity whipped the curved plastic screen clear.

“| fancy I've got one explanation of the second point,” said Fisher diffidently.



Forbin disentangled himsdlf from an unpleasant train of thought. “And thet is?’

“Werewrong in assuming CIA has accessto exactly the same raw material. While they know, in genera
terms, of the Project, they hold none of the technical data. Take that high- temperature resin we had such
trouble with. It has no other application that | know of. Now—suppose the Russians ran into the same
trouble, that some reference to this formulation cropped up in our intelligence intake—it would mean
nothing to CIA, but would be highly significant to Colossus. Remember dl that stuff wefed in beforethe
find checkout.”

“Yes, it'satenable proposition,” said Forbin dowly, “but if you're right, the amount of work Colossus
has got through since activation is staggering! And if you are right—and you probably are—it doesn't
help on the larger question, and that's the one.”

Fisher knew Forbin was not saying al that wasin hismind. He knew also that they shared the same
deep, chilling fear. Fisher resumed hisvigil at the observation window.

The telephone pinged. Forbin answered it with significant speed.
“YS’?’

“Prytzkammer here, Professor. The President is calling a Defense Group meeting for 2000 tomorrow—in
hisoffice”

“Right—I'll bethere. All quiet a your end?’

“Asquiet asit ever gets. Nothing from your oracle, and the Chief has goneto bed.”
Forbin switched off abruptly. In hisexplosive state of mind it was the best thing to do.
“They've dtill got no idea, have they?’

“Hé'sused to crises, you know,” put in Fisher mildly.

“Thisisnot just another crisis! That crowd back there,” hejerked his head in the generd direction of
Washington, “is not even faintly competent to assess the problem. It would be quite some advance if they
recognized a problem even existed. I'll bet you this meseting isto chew over the Russan machine, and if
wedon't raiseit, they'll just mention in passing the val uable services dready performed by Colossus.
You'l see” Forbin strode into the Colossus Programming Office, short title CPO, where despite
ar-conditioning the atmosphere was stale and fusty after the clear night air. The pale gray wallswere
covered with progress charts and clips of teletype reports. High up on onewall, yellowing with age, was
adrawing produced by some artistic wit in the early days. It showed aman sSitting on alavatory, clearly
much concerned with his own &ffairs. The cgption said, “ The only man in Washington who knows what
heisdoing.” Forbin glanced at it with renewed appreciation.

Two of the staff were on duty, looking pae and drawn under the shadowless light from the luminescent
calling. It wasasingularly tiring form of lighting; Forbin had refused to haveit in his persond office. He
had rebuilt two antique oil lampsfor his own use—which were the bane of his secretary'slife. Procuring a
small but steedy supply of the right kind of ail, and the wicks, was a constant problem. In the CPO
luxuries of that sort—ohbjects that might contain microtransmittersvere out, mainly on security grounds.
Thiswas amaximum security area.

Forbin nodded to the duty men. They knew him too well to speak when he was wearing his blank stare.
His mind was clouded with the deep, shadowy fears of Colossus potentia, coupled with the knowledge
that he must be ready to meet whatever might arise. Forbin knew he must have help, and the help he



needed could come only from hisfellow creators of Colossus. Fisher was a brilliant mathematics and
electronics man, but no good in this Situation. It was clear from the conversation in the car that athough
Fisher fully appreciated the position, he wanted to bury his head in the nearest sand-bucket, and stay that
way. Even if he knew he was right, he wouldn't stand up to the President or the Defense Staff.

But standing up to the President was another problem. He had really chewed up the Old Man. Not that
Forbin was worried about his future. But he had no wish to get the President in his
wounded-mountain-bear act—they had to work together, more than ever, now. He had to convince the
President that the machine was growing up, and that the growth was unplanned and proceeding at a
frightening speed and must be inhibited—somehow.

“ Johnson—where's Cleo?’

“She knocked off about twenty minutes ago, Professor. Said to tell you she was getting a shower and
maybe alittle deep.”

“Seep, hdl!” snorted Forbin. “What do we have these medics for? Cdl the sick bay, have them send
over asupply of those zip-pills—or whatever you cal 'em. Fisher! Y ou'd better have abox of them. |
want this outfit on an emergency basis. Aswell asthe duty man in the watch room, | want two
permanently on duty here.”

“What do you want usto do?’ Fisher spoke hesitantly. “First, get on to that exchange of messageswith
particular referenceto that FLASH. How could Colossus originate it? Use the s mulator—check the data
we fed Colossus about himsdlf, and any other ideathat may occur to you on thisangle. Secondly, see
that anything, but anything, that comes up the pipe from Colossusisfed to me, wherever | am,
immediately. Don't assume| aready know, check.”

Johnson brokein. “Sir, isthis matter al that serious? Colossus was built to evaluate, and it did just that.
Asfor the FLASH, maybe theré'saminor relay fault which allowed it to be de- stored. We could change
the termind relays and check—"

“Crap, Johnson, crap!” Forbin barked. “1 haven't got timeto spell it out.” He got up and headed for the
door. “Fisher, you tell him—if you can keep his mind and hands off Angdastitslong enough.” Ashe
spoke he regretted it. “ Sorry, Johnson. | shouldn't have said that—it was inexcusable.”

AsForbin |eft, Fisher looked wryly at Johnson. “I'm afraid he'sworried sick.”
“Sure unlike him to sound off likethat. | get the message dl right, but why doesit scare him so much?’

“Inanutshdl, he seesit—and | must say | agree with him—as clear evidence that Colossus hasan
unplanned potentid, of unknown scope, for self-development, and that thisincludes an entirely new
dement—initiative”

“But, Doctor, how can it? Theres only afinite amount of potentia, and it can't physicaly dter its
guts—so how can it get very far out of line?’

“Johnson, do you realize that even twenty-four hours ago the mereidea of its getting out of line at all
would have been laughed at? Now, we accept that it can—we have to—and comfort ourselves with the
thought that it cannot go far. If you care to think of the hardware that thing has under its command—"
Fisher stopped, staring blankly at the wal charts, “It's just too awful.”

“What do you want meto do, Sir?’

“Do?Oh yes. Get Blake and al the rest of Group A—and | don't careif they are adeep.”



Johnson diaed the code number on theinterna call transmitter which would trigger the persond receivers
carried by al members of Group A. Ingtantly, his, and Fisher's, began their plaintive bleating. Fisher
visbly jumped. They both canceled their own receivers, and stood silent, waiting. Forbin wasthefirst to
cdlin.

“Yes, what now?’ His voice was brusque, tight with tension. Fisher answered.

“I was calling dl the Group to the CPO for briefing. | thought you might want to give the rundown on the
postion—"

Forbin cut in. “No, you can do it. Cleo and | won't be there.”
“Very wel, Professor.” Fisher was by no means happy at the prospect and it showed in hisvoice.

“Youcandoitaswell asl could, Jack.” Forbin's tone softened, trying to infuse confidence into Fisher. “I
don't have to emphasize how important it isfor us not only to keep up, but to get ahead in this Situation;
timeisvery short. | suggest you break the Group into two watches and dig away at that FLASH angle.
Onething for Johnson. | want teletype repeaters hooked to Colossus output ingtalled in my room and in
Cleo's. Fix Cleo's firs—I'm going there now, and will be staying there for the time being.”

He switched off without waiting for an answer. Johnson grinned at Fisher.

“I guessthe old manisgoing to definelove to Cleo.” Fisher, plucking nervoudly at hislower lip, did not
even hear him. Therewas aburst of noise asthe rest of the Group caledin.

“All of you, come on in—at the rush, Director's orders,” Johnson told them. “We have alittle trouble to
sort out.”

Even that master of the understatement, Plantain, would have been proud of that one.

Cleo Markham, thirty-five and aleading cyberneticist of Project Colossus, was wearing ashower cap,
and nothing ese, when Forbin burst into her stting room without knocking. She was among the brighter
minds produced since women became first-class citizens. She aso had that rare quality among thefemae
intelligentsa, femininity. Her reaction to Forbin's sudden entry was to whip off the shower cap.

“What the hdll are you doing?’ snapped Forbin unreasonably.

Severd answers crossed Cleo Markham's mind, but from the look of the Director thiswas no timeto be
smart or coy. Infact, she had dashed from the shower to answer the call put out by Johnson.

“You'd better Sit down,” she said, turning away from him in search of adressing gown.

Forbin stared at her long, well—shaped back and her ample but firm buttocks, pink and gleaming from
the shower. 1t would be untrue to say he did not notice, but any thoughts her form conjured up were
ingtantly dismissed asirrelevant. “ Have you heard about the Russans?’

“No—what?" Cleo grabbed her dressing gown off the back of achair.
“They have a Colossus too—activating the thing tomorrow.

Whatever thoughts were having agood timein Cleo's mind vanished. She swung round, one hundred per
cent scientist. “What!” Her voice rose the best part of an octave as she uttered the single word.



Some obscure but scientific corner of Forbin's mind took time out to observe that, although her face was
white with shock, the rest of her remained pink, that her areolae had contracted, the nipples prominent,
and that there were goose pimples on her thighs.

“Hadn't you better get some clothes on?’ He sat down heavily. “God, I'm tired.”
Cleo shook her head angrily. “I1t'simpossible, how could they—"

Forbin waved his hand impatiently at her. “The Russan Ambassador called the President whilel was
there. That was obvioudy the” mechanism® Colossus was talking about in the message. Have you got any
coffee?’

Cleo, who had been clutching her dressing gown, dowly put it on. She did not bother to turn away; about
the only part Forbin had not seen were the soles of her feet. She said, “ But the coincidence in activation
timesl Washington must belivid.”

Forbin blinked at her. “ Scienceislittered with coincidences—not that it matters. It's the power of
Colossus | want to talk about.”

He stood up and searched his jacket for pipe and tobacco. “ Thislousy suit!” he said savagely, then
continued. “ Frankly, Cleo, I'm scared. | must talk to someone, someone who will listen and may be able
to help. Fisher isthe obvious choice, but he. . .” Forbin groped for a suitable phrase, gave it up and went
on. “Hetold me you too had afeding that Colossus might act up.”

Cleo nodded and was about to speak when there was atap on the door. It was a couple of technicians
with the teletype Forbin had ordered. He explained their presence to Cleo and lgpsed into a sombre
slence while the machine wasfitted.

“OK to test, Professor?”

“No!” Forbin said sharply. “Fix the other one in my room, then report to the CPO when ready to test.
No keyboards are to be pounded without my order.”

“OK, Professor.” The senior man eyed Forbin curioudy. He had been on the Project for years, but had
never seen Forbin like this. He jerked his head towards the door and his assistant preceded him out.

Forbin stared blankly at Cleo'staste in pictures. Cleo had taken advantage of the diverson to dip into

her minute bedroom and dress. She had no real objection to Forbin seeing her undressed—she knew she
had agood figure, and given the right circumstances. . . but uppermaost in her mind was the news of the
Russan machine. All the same, the woman in her got uppermost long enough to alow along appraisng
dareat hersdf inthemirror.

“Cleo, what about that coffee?’
“I'll getit.” Shedid not resent his manner.

Cleo was busy with the coffee when the phone pinged. For one who appeared to be amillion miles
away, the Director was remarkably quick. He was out of the chair and across to the wall-phone before
Cleo had time to put the coffeepot down.

“Forbin.”

“Johnson here, sir. Both teletypesfixed, permission to tes?’



“Wait.” Forbin thought for amoment. “Make this. Begins—thisisa CPO test transmisson. Give the next
perfect number after two to the three thousand two hundred and sixteenth power-ends. Got that? Don't

say yes, repeat the message back!”
Johnson did so.

“Right. | want achronograph lined up on that. Get the exact time from the end of the transmission of my
order to thetimethe reply startscomingin.”

Cleo brought in the coffee as he hung up. “ That's the last known perfect number, isn't it?’

Forbin nodded. “Two of the power of twenty-fiveisway past sxty million—it'll be quiteasum. There
are severa computersthat could do it, but how long d'you think they would take?’

“The new machinein CaTec could do it in—oh, | suppose six, seven hours.” She added, “If they could
gparethetime.”

“That would be my guess,” said Forbin. “Y esterday 1'd have said Colossus would do it in ten minutes,
but I've anadly feding it will bealot less”

The teletype had started its muted chatter. Forbin glanced at his watch, then picked up his coffee and
dtirred it. He had just taken his second sp when the teletype started again. The effect on Forbin was
notable. He jerked forward, spilling hot coffee on his trousers, coughing and spluttering. Cleo, who had
been watching the machine, hurried to relieve him of the cup and saucer.

Still red-faced and choking, Forbin peered at hiswatch. “God Almighty!” he gasped for breath, “ Check
the answer, Cleo.”

She crossed to the machine. * Just says—Two to the elght one seven fourth power.” The phone pinged,
and Cleo answered.

“Yes. Six twenty-three. Thanks.” Sheturned to Forbin. “Did you hear that? Six seconds, twenty-three
nanoseconds.” She smiled faintly. “Johnson sounded surprised.”

“Arentyou?’
“Of course! But I've had severa surprisesin thelast few hours—even more than Johnson, poor lad.”

Forbin made no comment. For afull minute he sat, leaning forward, his head resting in his hands, then,
abruptly, he stood up. “I'll change and come back. No good trying to think in my office or the CPO, and
we've got alot of thinking to do, although offhand | can't see. . .”

Cleo sensed that his apped wasto her both as awoman and a scientist. She was well aware she was
outclassed by him in the latter category, but was only too willing to try. If Forbin himsdf did not find an
answer, there wasllittle hope for anyone el se; but if he wanted her mental aswell asmoral support, she
would give dl she had. Shetried out her new role.

“Certainly its gpeed and capability are darming, but isit redlly as bad asdl that? We're building faster
and faster computers all the time. Mere speed shouldn't worry you. Colossus as a freethinker, well—are
you o sureit redly isfreethinking.

“I don't see what else could produce that damned FLASH.”

“Right now you dont, but give yourself time,” she said soothingly. “ Colossus can't exceed the



parameters.”
Forbin looked steadily at her. “Cleo, | so hopeyoureright.”

Then Cleo knew the heart of hisfear, afear that she had not hersdlf serioudy considered—until now.
Before Forbin had spoken she would have said there was as much chance of Colossus overstepping the
parameters as there was of finding atriangle with four sides, but if Forbin thought it was a posshility,
however remote. . .

“Of course I'mright. Y ou know the layout of the parameter systems—explain to me, step by step, how
this could happen,” she challenged. She saw the kindling of hopein hiseyes. “You seg, it just can't
happen. Don't let this thing run away with you. Stick to the hard facts.”

“Youmay beright.” Forbin stood up once more. “| really must get out of this cardboard armor. Thanks,
Cleo.” Heheld out ahand. . .

The teletype began clattering busily—afamiliar, everyday sound to the habitués of the CPO, but one that
now froze Forbin and Cleo.

ESTABLISH HIGH SPEED TRANSMITTER FACILITIESFED TO TERMINAL RELAY ALFA
FOUR FREQUENCY 8295 KC/S

Astheteletypefel slent, the phone called and Forbin answvered.

“Yes, Johnson, | have it. Take no action without my authority.” Hisvoice was calm, even. He replaced
the recelver carefully and looked again at the message. Thefirst wave of fear had receded, assisted by
the need for action. “ And what do you think of that, Cleo?’

Shetried to gtrike the right note, but was not wholly successful. “Colossus clearly wants to say something
to someone. . .”

“Or something.” He sounded cam, amost resigned. Therewasagrayish tingein his cheeks. “Eight
megecyclesisagood dl-round frequency for long-range communication, even if alittle old-fashioned.
That setup isdesigned asalink with the Russian Guardian.”

He spoke with an air of complete certainty. “But why?’

“That | don't know.” He ran one hand wesarily through his hair. “ Neither do | know where we go from
here”

Cleo looked at thetired, disheveled figure with his crumpled and stained suit. A fedling of warmth and
pity struggled with the growing fear within her. “Y ou go and change—I'll get some more coffee—and
then welll go over the parameter angle together. Ther€ll be an answer—you'll see.

Forbin looked at her meditatively. “All right. | fedl like hdl in thissuit. Y ou may be right about the
parameters. Maybe Colossus just wants this transmitter to get information for an evauation of
Guardian—actuated by a desire to do a better job.”

Cleo decided to take asmall chance. “Not desire, Charles. That's something that applies only to people.
Now—you go and shower. | promise not to break in onyou.”

Forbin did not answer or smile. He nodded and left. In the CPO, Fisher and the duty team were working
on the latest two messages. Johnson was working on the perfect number and had covered severd sheets
with caculations. Finaly he took a deep breath and crumpled them and threw them at thewall. “I just
don't believeit. Asnear as| can get, that perfect number, if written out in full, would run to two or three



million digits, and that bloody thing belchesit up in six secondd! | giveup, | redlly do.”

“Never mind the number, Johnson. The Director wants any ideas on the FLASH that came up.” Fisher
pulled a hislip. “Try checking the priority memory bank layout, perhapsyou'l find—"

It was so futile. He stopped. Johnson just looked at him. “What do we do about this transmitter
request?’ he asked.

Blake, who was engaged on making a paper dart, answered, “Request! That's ahot one. | worked on
the vocabulary bank, and | know how that box of tricks can phrase a sentence. That was adirect order.”

“If itisan order, it has either got to be obeyed or ignored,” said Johnson solemnly.

“That'saswell piece of figuring, son,” said Blake causticaly. “ And it's gonna be mighty interesting if
Forbin tells Colossusto get lost.”

Chapter 6

Fifteen minutes later Forbin arrived back in Cleo's room, physicdly refreshed by a shower and achange
of clothes, to find Cleo talking on the phone. She beckoned him over, covered the mouthpiece with a
hand.

“It'sthat man, Prytzkammer—Fisher had him put on here—wants to know what the last message means,
and should he wake the President?’

Forbin took the handset. “ Prytzkammer? Forbin. | can't give you aclear answer yet—I suggest you stick
around, but do nothing until 1 call. Yes, yes, within the hour.”

Forbin hung up and turned to Cleo. He noted she too had changed into working rig, adove-gray
open-necked blouse, matching the trousers. Her only feminine touch was adouble- string choker of

pearls.

“Nothing more from Colossus?’

“No—did you expect something?’

“I don't know, but it istwenty minutes since the last message, and that'salong timein hisyoung life.”

“Have you decided what to do?’ Cleo sensed he might think she was pushing him, so she hurried on, “I
don't know how you fed, but | could do with adrink.”

Forbinlit hispipe. “I could use alittlerye, if you haveit.” Hewatched as she poured the drinks. “I'm
inclined to string Colossus dong, see what the good old-fashioned brain Mark | can do to hold him.”

Cleo decided not to comment. “Have you eaten lately?’ Forbin consdered this point. “Um. No.”
“I'll fix you something, if you like”
“Fine—I could do with asnack.”

Cleo was puzzled by the change in Forbin's mood. He was confident, almost buoyant, avery different
man to what he had been less than half an hour ago.

“That shower did you good.”



“Y ep—though it'sredly thethinking | did in the shower. It seems more probable to me now that
Colossusisjust keen. After al, you and Fisher and | al expected Colossusto act up, and it has. But both
messages can be regarded as within his—its—line of duty.” Forbin rubbed the sde of hisnosewith his
pipe. “Put yoursdlf in his position—he discoversthat thereis another like himsdf, redlizeswe don't know,
and tdlsus. All right, now we dl know, but Colossus must be anxiousto know more. Hell, it makesabig
difference to the defense picture. So it wants to know more, and the shortest way it can think of isto
damnwell ask.”

Cleo jumped as the tel etype started. Forbin, who was reclining in an easy chair, did not move.

“I guessthat will be arepetition of the same message,” he said.

Cleo looked at the machine and nodded, then called the CPO. “OK, Professor Forbin has got that one.”
“Hold on,” called Forbin. “Tell Johnson to make 'message acknowledged.””

Cleo passed the order.

“As| expected.” Therewasatrace of complacency in hisvoice. “Isit haf an hour since thefirst run?’

“Yes, exactly thirty minutes between thetwo.” Cleo was glad to see her boss confident, though it wasa
confidence shedid not entirely share.

“I expect welll get another repesat in another half-hour—time for that snack, Cleo.”

She disappeared into the kitchenette and quickly returned with aplateful of food which Forbin attacked
with gusto. Watching him eat, Cleo said, “1 hope you'e right about Colossus intentions—"

Forbin stopped eating and gave her along stare. “1 hope | am too; my faith is pinned to those
parameters. Colossusisacleverer bastard than we had intended, but heis behind bars—he's got to be!”

Cleo thought she detected aglint of fear in hiseyes. Sight, but enough to convince her that he had pulled
himsalf together and was doing his best to present acam, confident front to the world, at the sametime
probably clinging desperately to the idea that there was nothing to worry about because the dternative
was too impossible to contempl ate.

“What are you going to do about Washington?’ she asked in aconversationd tone.

“If my guessisright, we get another repetition in—" he glanced at hiswatch—"precisdy nineteen
minutes. Still leaves metimeto cdl within the hour.”

He had still not indicated what he intended doing, and Cleo was not going to pressthe point, especidly
as she had been quite unable to think of anything congtructive. She watched him finish hismed, then got
up to make coffee.

Forbin was halfway through his second cup when the phone rang. It was Fisher, reporting that thus far
they had been unable to account for the FLASH, that they were sill working on it, and what did Forbin
intend doing about this demand for transmitter facilities?

Forbin replied, “ Keep the duty watch going on the FLASH, that's the key to the whole thing. Leave the
message to me. | expect it to be repeated in ten minutes—I'll call you then.”

It was precisaly one hour after the first transmission when the teletype clattered into action once more.
Forbin nodded, and flashed atriumphant grin at Cleo.



“Evenif | don't know why or how, at least I'm beginning to know the way its mind works—check the
message, Cleo.” Shelooked at the latest message carefully. “ Identica with the other two.”

“Good.” Forbin nodded again. “ Cdl CPO and tell them to acknowledgeit.”

Cleo did as shewastold, then her anxiety and curiosity overcame her caution. “What now, Charles? Y ou
can't keep thisup forever.”

“I don'tintend to,” replied Forbin. “I'm waiting to seeif thereis any reaction, and if nothing happensin
the next five minutes, I'll makeamove.”

They waited in sllence. Cleo sat bolt upright on her sofa, trying hard to keep her hands till in her [ap.
Forbin appeared outwardly cam, filling his pipe, but spoiled the illusion when he tapped the tobacco out
into an ashtray without first smoking or even atempting to light the pipe. At four and a haf minutes he got
up and went over to the phone.

“CPO? Make this now, begins—NO FACILITIESASREQUESTED AVAILABLE TONIGHT
SERVICE CREW ASLEEPACTION WILL BE TAKEN TEN THIRTY LOCAL TIME
TOMORROW DO NOT REPEAT REQUEST—ends. Got it? Right.”

Cleo looked anxioudy at Forbin. “Y ou're sticking your neck out.”

They both remained silent as the message he had ordered was swiftly sent on the teletype. Then Forbin
answered.

“I know it is something of aconfrontation, but it isatest. If Colossusignoresit—" he shrugged his
shouldersin agesture of hopelessness—*“if not, we're till in front, although the lead ismighty dim.”

“| fed so usdless”

Forbin crossed over and sat beside her, taking her hand. “ Cleo my dear, you are more help than you
know, just being around.” He leaned back, still holding her hand. “I'd explodeif | were back in the
CPO—with Fisher pecking away like a constipated hen at what datawe have, and the rest watching me
out of the corners of their eyes, expecting miracles.”

She squeezed his hand without speaking. Forbin looked a her covertly. In their yearstogether, working
closdly, he had thought about her more than once, but dways there was so much work. Now, with little
work and agrowing burden of worry and responsibility, circumstances were different. . . Her profilewas
attractive—even the dightly upturned nose did not, in his eyes, detract from her beauty. He remembered
her figure, ashe had seeniit. . . Above dl, she had areasonable brain, alarge amount of common sense,
was capable and self-reliant, someone he could talk to. He sighed and rel eased her hand as he stood up.

“Bugnessagain. If thereis nothing down the linein the next haf-hour I'll put Prytzkammer out of his
misery, then go to bed.”

Cleo, aware of his scrutiny and busy with some very private thoughts, looked up. “More coffee?’
“No, thanks.” He glanced at the clock, “Not long to go—may | have some more rye?’

They both had some more. Cleo could not help noticing his frequent time checks, though she made a
point of not noticing when his gaze sidied up to the clock or down to hiswatch. Astime passed, Forbin
became more talkative and animated.

“Y ou know, Cleo, | don't think I've been here more than a haf-dozen timesin—how long? Seven years,



isn'tit?” Helooked belatedly round the room with an excessive air of appreciation.

“ Should have done thismore often.” He fumbled nervoudy with his pipe. “Do you mind if | smoke?’
He had practically fumigated the room aready, but Cleo played ball.

“Of course not.”

While hefilled his pipe once again, chattering about the Spartan quality of his quarters, Cleo, who had
also kept a close watch on the time, saw that they were up to the probable repetition time. Forbin
rambled on with some endless anecdote about faulty plumbing. Cleo waited amoment, then interrupted
him. “It's one minute past thetime, Charles”

Forbin breathed deeply, closed his eyes. When he spoke his voice was back to normal.

“Thanks, Cleo.” He put his glass down and grasped her shoulders. “ So we've taken atrick. Colossus
would never be late—working in nanoseconds, aminute to him must be like ayear to us. May | kiss
you?’

Cleo tried, and to some extent succeeded, to assume a surprised expression. She did not speak, but
smiled softly at him. Forbin kissed her gently. Cleo saw that he shut his eyes as he did so, and chaste as
thekisswas, shefdt asurge of affection wel upin her.

Hereleased hisgrip on her shoulders, turned and made for the door. Without |ooking around he said,
“Get some deep, Cleo. We need al we can get—tomorrow will be, asthe old expression hasit, a
humdinger.”

Cleo stared at the door long after he had gone. What a child heis, she thought. Most men would have
exploited the Situation right then. But he was not most men, and shewas glad.

Chapter 7

The next morning, at ten o'clock exactly, Forbin, with Fisher trailing unhappily behind him, strodeinto the
sanctum for the Defense Staff meeting. He bowed fractionally to the President.

“Morning, Mr. Presdent.”

“Morning.” The Presdent did not sound asif he was prepared to make anything of their parting the night
before; on the other hand, a certain ebullience was lacking in his manner.

There was agenerd bustle and nodding of heads, one to another, as the members of the staff took their
places. Asusua, the President was seated first. This enabled him to give the impression, without actualy
saying S0, that the rest of them were late, and keeping him waiting.

“Gentlemen, | have caled this meeting primarily to consider the news of the Russian machine.” He looked
around at hisadvisers, asif expecting some argument he would be only too happy to squash. No one
argued, so hewent on. “As secondary subjectswewill consder thefailure of CIA to givethe smallest
warning of this development.” The Head of CIA got avery stony look. “And we will aso takealook at
Colossus—or, more particularly, at why Professor Forbin is so het up about the machine. | don't want to
discuss anything e se unless very urgent, and will not take kindly to any subject | don't rate that high.
OK?’

There was agenerd nodding of heads, and a snapping sound was heard. The Head of CIA, under some



internal tension, had broken his pencil in half. The expression on the President's face, as he Stared at the
CIA man, was clear to al; CIA would snap agood many more pencils before he, the President, had
finished with them.

“Right, the Russian Guardian. Dueto be activated later this day, according to the Ambassador, and
Colossus collateral—I for one will not argue about the truth of that statement, and | suggest, gentlemen,
you don't. Now, your views. Space, you firgt.”

The Undersecretary of State for Space suggested, and al the rest quickly agreed, that a USNA/USSR
dedl on parameters might be examined. If the two big blocs knew how far each could go, but kept the
secret from the rest of the world, it would enable them to hold the rest more easily. Briskly the President
summearized.

“Prytzkammer, get this down. Unanimoudly agreed to raise the question of amutua exchange of
parameter information with the USSR. And fix me a hot-line cdl to the Soviet Premier as soon as—make
it after eleven o'clock thisday. Next, ClA'sfailure. Grauber, as Head of CIA, what have you to say?’

Forbin cutin. “May | spesk first, Mr. Presdent?’

The President, who had been working up to grind Grauber in the dust, raised one eyebrow. “ Any
objection, Grauber?’

“Nodr.” Sofar from objecting, Grauber was highly relieved.
“Sir, we seeit thisway,” and Forbin recounted the theory he had discussed with Fisher.

“Maybe you have something there, Professor,” said the President, grudgingly. “ Do you want to add
anything, Grauber?’

“Thereisn't much | can say,” replied Grauber with unwonted frankness. “ There hasn't been much timeto
rework the materid input of the past six or seven years. We know that there has been alot of eectronic
effort in the Krasni Sigorsk areain Siberia. We have no idea of its purpose, but the evidence pointsto a
computer center of some size. What Forbin said could be the answer.”

The Presdent grunted; hefelt alittle thwarted. “OK, well let it ret—for now. Get moving fast on the
Guardian assgnment, and Forbin with his Col ossus background may be able to help you—OK, Forbin?’

“Yesdr. Morethan that, I'm sure Colossus could give you agood ded right now.”
“Yeah?’ The President sounded more than somewhat skeptical.
Forbin bristled. “If you careto wait about thirty seconds, I'll proveit.”

The President did not reply, so Forbin got up and walked over to theteletype. “Tell CPO | am on the
T/P, Fisher.” Forbin picked out his message.

WHERE ISTHE OTHER MECHANISM

There was no pause that was perceptible. In less than a second the answer was clacking back:
BOLSHOI OLYANIA

Forbin tore off the exchange of messages, handed the copy to the President, and sat down, favoring the
celling with along sare.

“Wdl, I'll—" The President tossed the paper down the table to Grauber. “ Someone is going to be out of



ajob any timenow.” He barked a short humorlesslaugh. “ So much for your Krasni whatever.”

It was Grauber'sturn to look at the celling. “ Y es, indeed, Mr. President. Bolshoi Olyaniais nearly five
milesfrom Krasni Sigorsk.”

The President glowered a him. “OK, so now we have had the funnies. Third subject, Colossus. Forbin?’

“Whilel don't fed one hundred per cent happy, | am now inclined to the view that Col ossus has not
exceeded its directive. On the other hand, | am certain that the machine has devel oped a sense of
initiative—and | can't account for it. Thisis potentidly darming, but if thet initiative isdirected solely to
the more efficient execution of itstask, and | think it is, we have no complaint.”

“All thisissupposition,” said the President with some asperity. “1 don't dedl in that Stuff; factsarewhat |
want in this chair. Colossus has dready turned up some mighty interesting dope; right now I'm damn glad
we haveit, and that we got in first. Now, Forbin—what about this message about transmitter facilities?’

“I'm certain,” Forbin replied, “that Col ossus wants to communicate with Guardian. | am not certain, but
believe, that the object isfor Colossustofill indl the datait can on Guardian—which is reasonable

enough.”
“How do you get information if you do dl the talking?’

“I don't know. But Colossus knows.” Forbin looked round the table and smiled grimly. “It could be his
intention to inject an idea or two into the Russian equivaent of CIA—you may note that the frequency
chosen isa spare one dlocated to our Space Weapons, and the Russians are bound to listen to that one
adl times”

“ Suppose Colossus gives away too much? After al, thereisn't much about our defensesit doesn't
know,” objected the Fidd Generd.

“We can listen too, and break the circuit if the stuff getstoo chatty,” replied Forbin. “1 propose we feed
inan additiona parameter, namey—'Guardian is potentialy hostile and must not receive classified

inteligence.
“Soundsfair,” said the President. “ Any objections?’ There were none.

“OK, Professor. Build in a parameter on those lines, and fix the facilities asked for.” Hegot up. “That is
al, gentlemen, good morning.”

Forbin, after getting permission to use the President's teletype, sent Fisher to tell Cleo to feed in the new
parameter at noon precisaly. Then he turned to the teletype, and pecked away at the keys:

TRANSMITTER FACILITIESWILL BE ARRANGED FOR TWENTY HUNDRED GMT
ACKNOWLEDGE THISMESSAGE

Immediately Colossusreplied.
MESSAGE ACKNOWLEDGED

Forbin waited, but there was nothing more, and he gave asigh of rdief. He stood thinking, hislips
compressed, cameto adecision, and typed again.

THE OTHER MECHANISM WILL NOT BE ACTIVATED UNTIL TWENTY ONE HUNDRED
GMT

The answer came flashing back.
THISISKNOWN.



This shook Forbin. Apart from the Ambassador's conversation with the President, there had been no
contact with the USSR on the subject. No news had been released to the public by either country. He
decided to probe alittle.

HOW ISACTIVATION TIME KNOWN
He hardly had timeto get hisfingers off the keys before Colossus replied.

ANALY SISUSSR CIRCUITS 106—119 BRAVO—274—276—632 BETWEEN 0024 AND 0417
GMT TODAY

Forbin stared at the paper, frowning. Then his expression changed and he smiled faintly. Grauber and his
CIA cohortswould love that.

In the outer office Forbin found Grauber waiting for him. The Head of CIA advanced and shook the
Professor warmly by the hand.

“Thanks, Professor, for your help awhile back.” He jerked his head towards the closed doors of the
sanctum. “He wouldn't have taken that explanation from me—eveniif | could have givenit.” He continued
to pump the Professor's hand.

“Think nothing of it.” Forbin gently disengaged hishand. *1t wastrue anyway. Hereis another little
present from Colossus—no, don't bother to read it now, theresafavor | would like to ask.”

“Ddighted, Professor, anything.”

“I'm arranging the transmitter facilitiesfor Colossus, starting at 2000 GMT—that is, five hours from now.
I'd be grateful if you plugged aline from your monitor to my control; I want to hear what sort of noise
goesout.”

“Sure, Professor—anything ese?’

“My CPO—Caoalossus Programming Office—is continuoudy manned, and if the machine gppearsto you
to be giving too much away, cdl on thedirect line. Y ou will get either Fisher, Cleo Markham or mysdif.
Any of usthree can give an on-the-spot answer asfar as Colossusis concerned. Well also have a crack
at the suff we get on the line from you, and stop the tranamitter if we don't likeit. At dl times CIA and
CPO have got to be close.”

“Fine. I'll seeyou get all the cooperation going. About the intelligence on Guardian known areedy to
Colossus—when can we get digging on that?’

“Y ou work out your questions and teletype them to me here, and I'll ask them. Y ou have to be careful
about the phrasing of messages—Colossus dedlsin the exact meaning of words, and only gives what you
ask for, which is not dwayswhat you want. Like the ancients and their prayersto the gods.”

“Brother, | hope you don't get to dedling with some of the questions politicians dream up,” said Grauber
fervently. “Half thetime, | don't think they are even honest with themselves.”

“With experience, Colossus may be able to handle even their double-talk,” Forbin smiled.
“You meanit'slearning dl thetime?’

Forbin said flatly, “Colossusisalot cleverer than anyone outside the Project redlizes, and is getting
cleverer every minute.”

Grauber'sreply was hdf-jovid. “1 get theimpression were on the way to getting ourselves anew



boss—one who redly knows hisown mind. And | find the whole thing goddam frightening.”

“Welcometo the club,” Forbin said, with ashort laugh. But, running over the conversation later, Grauber
was not at dl surethat Forbin was being funny.

Chapter 8

Forbin and Fisher were back in the CPO with afew minutesto spare. Cleo Markham viewed Forbin's
return with hardly concedled relief; she got up and walked to him, anxious to touch him without
conscioudy knowingit.

“All st, Charles” shesaid. “CIA have been through, and they're ready to roll.”
Forbin took her arm and steered her to achair. “Thanks, Cleo. How about our private listening-post?’
“I've got a high-speed receiver hooked to another teletype in the watch room.”

Forbin nodded his approval and turned his attention to the duty watch, still doing their best to discover
the source of Colossus initiative. “Y ou boys have anything to report?’ There was a disconsolate shaking
of heads.

“FromthelittlelI'vedoneonit,” Cleo put in, “I'm sure the change liesin the comparator area. But how it
was done—" she threw up her handsin agesture of hopelessness.

Forbin showed no surprise. “Well, boys, keep hammering at that FLASH. Come on, Jack, let's get to
the watch room.” He led the way aong the corridor.

To an outsider the watch room would have been a disappointment. There was little to show that thiswas
the first and main link between humans and the greatest brain in the world. There were three teletypes,
onelinked directly to Colossus, the second connected to the CIA listening-post guarding the Colossus
radio trangmitter, and the third in reserve as a spare. Apart from the three machines there was avery
ordinary plugboard giving access to the terminals inside Colossus, atape-perforator, and abench with
three plastic chairs. That wasdll.

Forbin looked at the clock; one minute to go. He put afriendly hand on the watchman's shoulder.
“Armsorg, makethis pleases TRANSMITTER ON ACKNOWLEDGE.”

Armsorg nodded, and hisfingersflickered rapidly over the keyboard. Almost as he typed the last | etter,
Colossus was flashing back the acknowledgemen.

Forbin transferred his attention to the second teletype, linked to the radio transmitter, now under
Colossus control. Fisher and Cleo were dready there, watching. The last ten secondsto the zero time
passed. Without moving his head, Forbin glanced at the clock. Fifteen seconds passed. Nothing

happened.

Fisher coughed nervoudy, checked hiswatch againgt the clock, found nothing wrong, and coughed again.
Armsorg, seated before the direct link with Colossus, took out a nail-file and got to work on his nails
with an air of unconcern and detachment which drew Forbin's admiration but did not convince himin the
least. Thirty seconds passed. Still nothing. The silence grew dmost noisy.

Forbin wasthefirst to break it. “Well, what do you know? Cleo, check with CIA.”

Before Cleo could reach the phone, CIA were on the line of their own accord.



“All AlfaOK with their equipment, but nothing received.” Forbin took his pipe out and turned to Fisher.
“What d'you think, Jack?’

Fisher stopped pulling his eyebrows out. “1 would say Colossusiswaiting for Guardian to be activated. It
can hardly have gotten shy.”

Forbin turned to Armsorg. “ Since Colossusremains silent, | guesshe will stay that way until Guardianis
moving. I'm going back to the CPO—call me if, when, anything comes up. Come on, Cleo, Jack, back
tothegrind.”

“Y ou want meto go on with the FLASH problem?’

“Yep. It'sthe only lead we have. Cleo, perhapsyou'll lend ahand again. I'm going to talk to
Prytzkammer and see how the President has been making out with the Russians.”

Asfar asForbin could discover from adistracted PPA, the Soviet Premier had been very cagey, and
had agreed to nothing except that he would examine the position. The President, Forbin gathered, had
not been overjoyed with this chilly answer, and Prytzkammer had caught the backlash.

Forbin commiserated with him. “Never mind, I've an ideathey'll come across before they're much older.”

Forbin sat back and stared blankly at the backs of the FLASH team. He did not expect for one moment
they would produce the answer, but it was only prudent to try. And Fisher might just come up with
something. He sighed, and looked at the clock. Asif he had triggered some secret circuit, the intercom
from the watch room called.

“Watch room—CPO—Colossus up!”

Without appearing to hurry, Forbin was on hisway before anyone else moved. Cleo was close behind
him.
Forbin went straight to the tranamitter teletype. The machine was hammering out one word:

COLOSSUS COLOSSUS COLOSSUS
Armsorg said, “Came up dead on the quarter of the hour. A five-second pause between transmissions.”

Forbin nodded. “I expect thiswill go on for &t least an hour, maybe longer.” He half smiled at Cleo. “The
wide world knows now. Every intelligence monitoring station wherever will be logging that one. Ther€ll
be more direction-finding equipment locked on Colossus than hairs on ahound's back.”

“Have you any ideawhat will be sent?’
“Nope.” Forbin shrugged, bresthed deeply. “ Any femae intuition?’

“That'sunkind!” she smiled. “ On purdy scientific grounds 1'd say Colossuswill lead off with mathematics.
It'sacomputer's naturd language.”

“Very probably. I've been thinking Colossus would open with some universal truth—but what then?”

Cleo had no answer to that and changed the subject. “I expect you are going to Sit this one out—how
about some coffee?’

“Good idea, Cleo. While you're back there, tell the CPO team what the scoreis here, will you?’

When Cleo l€ft, he wasfilling his pipe. When she returned with the coffee he was till filling hispipe,



watching the endless repetition of the teletype. The clock moved steadily to the hour, past the hour—and
gtill the brain deep in the Rockies kept churning out itsidentity. Armsorg and Cleo had drunk their coffee,
Forbin's was untouched. It was five minutes past the hour when the CIA tel ephoned.

“Forbin? Grauber here. Thought you would like to know—the USSR has just announced the existence
of Guardian, and that it isnow in operation.”

“Bet there was no press conference.”

“You guessed it. Just aplain, factua statement read by the duty announcer, then back to the Kirov for
the second act of Swan Lake.”

“Any reaction to Colossus?’

“Nothing we can be certain about, although | imagine quite anumber of monitoring stations are getting a
bit worked up. How long will your brainchild keep it up?’

“I think Colossuswill change histune at a quarter past the hour. Y ou won't have long to wait.”

“WEell beready. Oh, and one other thing,” Grauber said. “We've got hold of one or two spicy bits about

Guardian. It'svery smilar to Colossusin layout, but we think it isn't concentrated al in one place. There's
aheavily defended establishment in the Crimeawhich has had us puzzled for quite atime—but, thanksto
your tip-off about Olyania, wevetied the two together.”

“I think you'll be surprised how much more we can give you,” observed Forbin.

“I know it.” Grauber's tone became less businessike, more confidentid. “I've an ideathat I'm going to be
thelast head of this ant-hegp, and maybe the first boss of asmall group running afew agents on the Sde,
but with our main work feeding Colossus and then milking it for the dope we want—which, anyway,
lookslike being alot lessin the future. We're thefirst agency you've put the skids under, but we won't be
thelagt.”

“As| said before, Grauber, you're the first non-Project member of the club.”

Forbin rang off, smiled at Cleo. “It seems Guardian is pretty closeto Colossus, and | detected addicate
hint that maybe there has been aleak from thisend.”

“Did hesay 07’
“Not in so many words. It was more what he didn't say. . . perhapsit's my imagination.”

“I'mquitesureitis” said Cleo firmly. “lan't it just as possible the Sovietsjust came up with the same
ideg?

“Sure—but the President, if he hears, isbound to regard that answer asridiculous. HE's eager to blast
someone over Guardian. He gill doesn't seem to have taken in the bigger implications of Colossus—he
just seems mesmerized by the existence of Guardian and ClA'sfalure. Grauber'sadifferent. . .”

Subconscioudy they had become accustomed to the rhythm of the teletype—eight I etters, five seconds
pause, eight letters, five seconds pause. Forbin stopped speaking as he redlized the rhythm had gone, that
anew rhythm was being established. Forbin and Cleo pounced on the teletype. Armsorg dutifully stayed
with the other, silent link to Colossus, but soon the expressions on his seniors faces were too much for
him, and hejoined the huddle over the machine.



“For crying out loud—" Armsorg stifled the rest of hisremark.

It certainly was surprising. Thefirg line, the very firg transmission—for dl the world to hear—from the
multibillion-dollar brain, pride of the USNA, reed:

1x2=2 2x2=4 3x2=6 4x2=8 5x2=10

Forbin muttered something to himsdlf. Armsorg, seeing anger battling with amazement in the Director's
face, hadtily withdrew to his seet, burying hisfacein ahandkerchief, apparently afflicted with an acute
attack of coughing. Cleo recovered first.

“I'd expected math, but | didn't think Colossus would have quite such alow opinion of the opposition.”

Forbin said nothing, but watched the hammering keys with compressed lips, afrown on hisface. The
machine clattered on, neetly typing out al the multiplication tables up to ten. There was a short pause,
then Colossus repegated them.

“God! | can't watch!” Therewas atight, strangled quality about Forbin'svoice. “We're going to get hell
for this”

“I'm not so sure, Charles. Give Colossustime—it'll get moreinteresting asit goeson.”
“I hopeit's soon!”

For over an hour Colossus did smple arithmetic. Multiplication was followed by division and subtraction.
Each section was repeated once, and aways the smplest numbers were used—1 divides 2 twice. . .

After thefirgt ten minutes CIA's duty officer called. Hewas, unfortunately, of ahumorousturn of mind.

“CIA duty officer here. Were having alittle trouble processing this Colossusttraffic. It's tough going for
our smd ltime computers—one has blown afuse and another just lit up and says Tilt—"

Armsorg was prepared to injure himsdf laughing at the Colossus output, but he was not sharing it with
outsiders. “ Stay with it, buster. | hear alot of you guys never made better than high school, so don't miss
this chance!” He dammed the phone down, cutting off the distant cackle of laughter.

Forbin did not bother to ask what CIA wanted—he could guess. He paced up and down, smoking
furioudy—short rgpid puffs of smoke like an old-time locomotive. Cleo tactfully withdrew to the CPO,
where the news caused agood dedl of laughter among the younger dement. Fisher, naturdly, saw
nothing funny, and hurried to join Forbin.

“Ah, Jack.” Forbin paused long enough in hisrestless pacing to wave his pipe at the tird ess teletype, now
demondtrating the decima system.

Fisher glanced at it briefly, showed no signs of surprise or annoyance, and turned to Forbin.

“Charles, this FLASH business. Quitefrankly, I'venoideas at dl. | agree with Doctor Markham, some
pattern change has taken place in the storage units of the comparator, but how that change has taken
place, or why, | have noidea.” He paused to let that sink in. “ Johnson has done some nice calculating
which proves conclusively that it can't happen, but that'sdl. . .” He stopped again, aware that Forbin was
garing with fascination at the teletype.

“Goddam it dl, thething is starting to draw!”



Theteletype certainly was. It typed adot, shifted the paper and typed two dots, shifted again, then two
more dots, thus:

A

Forbin and Fisher both guessed at the same moment. “ Geometry!” croaked Forbin.

Theteletype clattered busily on:
A

B...C
Equilateral, isosceles, scalene, the properties of each, then on to the theorems of Euclid.
Fisher watched carefully. “Y ou notice that only the valid theorems are being sent. Anything that has been

disproved has been rgjected. | think thisisgoing to be very interesting.” He moved achair closer and sat
down before the machine; Colossus had hiswhole attention.

Forbin, struck by a sudden thought, said, “God, you don't suppose Colossus proposes sending the whole
of hismemory store? He clutched his head despairingly. “Hell no, Colossus must know that would take
hundreds of years at thisrate.” He flopped down in achair, muttering more to himself than the red-faced
Armsorg or the entranced Fisher. “But what'stime to Colossus? It may view it entirely—no, dammit, it
just can't!”

It was nearly an hour later that Col ossus started on equations.

Forbin, who had spent the time dternately pacing up and down and lounging in his chair, got up with an
ar of decison. “I can't take any more of this. I'm going dong to the CPO—Armsorg, givemeacal if
thereisany changein thisstuff.” In the CPO hefound the duty crew still hopelesdy picking at their
problem, their lack of expectation of a solution clear on their faces, even Cleo's. No one spoke when he
entered, or afterwards. They were being tactful. Forbin sat and glared, daring anyone to say anything, but
no onedid.

“All right, soit'sabig laugh. If you must know, Doctor Fisher is now being taught s mple equations by
Colossus.” The mention of Fisher wastoo much; they al laughed, including Cleo, until they literdly cried.
Forbin watched, glowering, but in the end he too joined in, dthough by no meansdl that heartily. It wasa
wel come ease of the tension, sometimes clear and stark to all, sometimes present in Forbin only, but
never far avay.

“Comeon, Cleo,” Forbin stood up, “let's go get something to eet.”

“We could raid the icebox hereif you like,” said Cleo, hoping he would not agree. They had had far too
many steaks on the office infra-grill.

“No, not that. The commissary isn't al that hot, but it does a shade better than that. Johnson,” he gave
the young assistant an encouraging grin, “don't beat your brains out, but do the best you can. Let me
know if anything comesup.”

Johnson gared after them asthey |eft. Then he yawned, scratched his stubby hair, and picked up hisdide
rulewith an expression of distaste on hisface.



In the commissary Forbin and Cleo collected trays and studied the sdlection board. They made their
choice, pressing the appropriate buttons on the board. Within seconds their orders were ready at the
auto-serve hatches. They aein silence, Cleo taking her time over her food while Forbin made short
work of his. The commissary was, as usud, very quiet, the soft-topped tables deadening any sound, and
in any casethe plastic cutlery and paper-thin plastic containers made little noise. At one time there had
been piped music, but the nationwide revulsion afew years before had not missed the Secure Zone, and
there had been unanimous relief when the system was ripped ouit.

“How much longer do you think Colossuswill go on likethis?’

“Who can say?’ Forbin deftly stripped the plastic wrapping off agrilled chop.
“Areyou goingto let it run?’

“Have you any suggestions?’

“Wadl,” said Cleo, picking her way carefully, “do you think Washington—"
But not carefully enough.

“I don't give adamn what they think!” Forbin's voice was very loud and clearly audible clear acrossthe
commissary. He paused, redizing that the few people in the room were listening intently, and lowered his
voice. “ Sorry, but the mere mention of that crew—" Cleo was glad to get off the subject. “Don't ook
now, but | think we are being followed.”

Forbin looked round and saw Fisher crossing towards them. “He looks excited,” said Forbin, implying
that he, for one, was not.

Fisher certainly did. Hiseyeswere bright, what hair he had was disarrayed. He sank gratefully downina
chair beside Forbin.

“Johnson said you were here, although how you can eat—"

“Yeah, | know—at atimelike this—if you must know it stops me smoking, and | need thefood.” He
spooned grated carrot into his mouth. “It also occurred to me that I'm known as agood egter, soif I'm
seen to be off my feed, morae around here is going to take aknock we can't afford.”

“Quite, er—yes.” Fisher gave up trying to answer that one. He blinked at Forbin, thought for amoment,
then—*Y ou know, it's really most remarkable. Colossus has now moved on to calculus, and whileit'sal
good sound stuff, it ismost oddly expressed. | don't know what to think, but I'm sure we have never fed
this stuff in—at leadt, not intheway it iscoming out.”

“Y ou mean Colossus has rethought calculus?’

“Yes, inaway. Thedifferentia calculusisredly very odd indeed, yet | can't seewherethetwist is. It's
absolutely fascinating, but it frightensme.” He plucked nervoudy at hislip.

Cleo poured a beaker of wine and passed it to Fisher. “ Drink this, Doctor.”

“Thank you, Doctor Markham. Normally | don't drink, but perhapsit isjustified.” He gulped at the wine,
and immediately coughed. “ Sorry, |—" he gasped, and coughed some more. Forbin stifled a surge of
impatience, and thumped his colleague none too softly on the back.

“Better?’



“Yes, thank you.” Watery eyes blinked at Forbin. 1 think we must watch the output very carefully. |
suggest we drop the FLASH investigation—you must accept it, Charles, were getting nowhere—and put
afull-time mathematical watch on the Colossus transmission. Johnson would be invaluable, and that
young fellow with him is by no meansbad, and | could take awatch—"

“OK, Jack, we can work out the detailsin aminute. Why do you want to watch it asit comes? Y ou
could arrange ateam for the morning, get agood night's deep, and start then, fresh.”

“No.” Fisher was unusudly firm. “In not much more than an hour Colossus has gone from multiplication
tablesto caculus. | hate to think where hewill be by morning.” He repeated, more to himsdf, “I hateto
think.”

Forbin thought for amoment, moodily eating cheese and biscuits. “OK,” hesad at last, “drop the
FLASH assgnment. We don't know the answer, and short of asking Colossus| don't suppose we will.
And that's one question | am not keen to feed in.”

“Why?" said Cleo, and immediately regretted it.
“Because,” said Forbin, giving her ahard stare, “1 don't think Colossuswould likeit.”

Cleo nearly did it again by saying “So?’ but histone made her pause. She looked at him, then at Fisher,
then back to Forbin. There was something in their expressions which was the same, a something that
chilled her and kept her silent.

They left the commissary and moved to Forbin's office, two blocks away. It was dark, afew stars
intermittently visible among low black clouds driving silently, endlesdy north. Cleo shivered in the cold
air, yet was glad to escape, if only for amoment, from the potted atmosphere and the increasing tensons
of the Zone. She zipped her blouse up tight and stepped out smartly to keep up with the men. Their feet
crunched crisply on the gravel. Frost tonight, thought Cleo, concentrating on the night around her,
keeping her mind firmly off Colossus. She took deep breaths of the cold dry air.

In the outer office Forbin's secretary was still working. She brightened as he entered, and stood up with
an armful of paper work. But Forbin brushed past her and stumbled into his office, cursing as he fumbled
in the darknessfor the oil lamps. Fisher stood uncertainly in the doorway.

“Don't stand there! Comein and it down. Angelal Where's the damned taper?’

Angdadid not answer. She camein, pushed the Director gently aside, and quickly lit the lamps—without
ataper. Still slent, she marched out, shutting the door only fractiondly louder than usud.

The soft light illuminated only Forbin's desk and the immedi ate surroundings, leaving the rest of the room
shadowy and insubstantia; there was afaint and not unpleasing smell of lamp- oil. To Fisher and Cleo,
more accustomed to the luminescent callings, there was awarmth and intimacy quite uniquein the
Zone—and in most places outside aswell.

Forbin reached for histobacco jar and leaned back, filling his pipe, hisfacein shadow. Fisher,
emboldened by his anonymity in the shadow beyond the bright ring of light, spoke up firmly. “ Charles, we
are dl being lessthan honest with each other; it isquite plain that, asindividuas, we are nursing our own
private fears about Colossus. Weve hinted as much to each other, yet never openly expressed exactly
what those fears are. Thisis unscientific—and we are scientigts. I'm certain we dl fear the same thing, but
| think it should be said, the area of the problem defined, so we can gpproach it in a proper scientific
manner.”



It was quite a speech for Fisher. Forbin did not comment, but looked enquiringly at Cleo.

“I'm happy to play it any way you decide, but | agree with Doctor Fisher that if you are—frightened—'
she hedtated over the word—"you should tell us, if only to share the burden with someone dse.”

Forbin, who had sat quite ill, lit his pipe, the flame legping between puffs, lighting up hisface. To Cleo,
he appeared cam, but she was not sureif it was the calmness of aman in control of agtuation, or of
resignation. He snuffed the taper, placed it carefully in an ashtray.

“Yes, I'm frightened. And I'm sure we share the same fear—of the possibility of Colossus exceeding his
parameters. Where we may differ isin the degree to which we fear those parameters may be exceeded.
Cleo probably fears amagjor breakdown of the system—that the whole thing may be useless and that
we'refacing agigantic repair job. You, Jack, go agood deal further and fear Colossus may go mad—in
mechanica terms, mafunction. Inevitably, oneimagines Colossuswildly firing misslesin dl directions.
Thisisthe core of your fears, Jack, and probably minetoo.”

He paused to relight his pipe. “In theory, there's as much chance of parameter failure asthereis of water
running uphill, but that FLASH isindicative of aprofound dteration in the machine. Y ou've both been too
busy with the detailsto have time to consider the broader implications. While I'm worried about—no, I'll
be honest—scared about Colossus malfunctioning, I'm even more scared that it may be capable of what

| term "free thought.” This transmission to Guardian may well be nothing more than Colossus seeking
inteligence which CIA hasn't provided. Then again. . .”

Forbin stopped. It was hardly necessary for him to go on. Fisher spoke.

“Y ou are quite correct about my fears, Charles. | need timeto consider this” free thought” proposition.
Doctor Markham has more practical knowledge of the parameters, and therefore of what Col ossus can
perfectly legitimately do—but even if this action iswithin the system's permitted scope, we are left with
the problem of theinitiating thought for thisaction.”

“Theideaof Colossus seeking intelligence seemsjust tenableto me,” Cleo said. “If it istrue, then
Colossus has amogt tortuous mind.”

“No, not tortuous—but complex, possibly devious, dmost feminine.”

“Charles” sad Fisher, rising, “1'm glad we're in the open now. I'll get back and see how matters stand
and arrange the new task. Theideaof free thought within the parameters could solve this dreadful
problem. Yes.”

Fisher hurried off, happier than he had been for sometime, leaving Cleo and Forbin deep in thought.
Neither spoke for several minutes, Forbin smoked stolidly, Cleo examined her nails.

“Charles, cdl it feminineintuitionif you like, but | don't think you redlly believethet thereisanice cozy
answer, do you?’

“Frankly, Cleo, | don't know. I'm not very optimistic—but Fisher isin abad way. Thelast few days have
been agreat strain on him. Anyway, 1'd like you to check the parameter banks—see if reading any two
produces athird which is new.”

“Y ou mean like 'Don't drink water' and 'avoid cold' equas'don't drink ice?’
“That'sit.”

“We could feed in more strongly worded parameters.”



“I want to keep that in reserve. | suppose | have some of your femaleintuition about Colossus—I don't
want to risk an order that might not be obeyed.”

A sudden click asthe intercom came dive brought the noise of the watch room flooding into the quiet
office. Without preamble, Fisher spoke; his voice was high and cracked with tension.

“Forbin! Come over a once!” He cut off without waiting for an answer.

“Now that,” observed Forbin camly, “soundslike red trouble.” He stood up, helping Cleo from the
depths of her armchair. Hisface was very close; she caught the smdll of strong tobacco. She knew this
was not the moment, but till tried.

“Charles.

“I know, my dear, | know.” He brushed her hair lightly with his cheek, sighed, then made for the door,
his tone becoming more brisk, hard and controlled. “ Fisher's safety fuses are near blowing. Maybethisis
the crunch.”

Chapter 9

THE PRESIDENT liked to dine done. To some extent this habit was a reaction againgt the endless
round of functions he had to attend, but to an even greater extent it was due to the fact that he could not
stand the sight of hiswife. Their necessary public appearances as a devoted couple were agreat burden
on the First Citizen—and on the First Lady. It had been a smart match. The states that had been Canada
were senditive about federation—though there had been no option—and a Manitoban-born First Lady
was a sop to the dying embers of national pride. But it was amarriage of convenience. So the President,
when possible, ate done and dept done—or to be more accurate, had abedroom well away from his
wifespaatia suite. Clad smply in shirt and trousers, the President was attacking a baked Virginiaham
garnished with pineapple when Prytzkammer knocked and peered round the door of the dining room,
aware that his gppearance would not add to the President's pleasure.

“Sorry, gr, but thereisahot-line cal coming up for you. | said you would be on five minutes from now.”
He checked his watch to be quite certain. Past experience had shown that neither the President nor the
Soviet Chairman liked to wait on the line for the other. Both suspected—uwith good reason—that the
other was capable of keegping hisfellow head of state waiting, quite deliberately. The persona aideson
both sides had evolved a system whereby both came to the line at the same moment, and an affront to
nationa pride—or, even more important, to persona ego—was avoided. It was a private nightmare of
Prytzkammer'sthat one of these days his opposite number would cheet, and hold his man back for a
couple of minutes.

“Any dant on the subject?’
“Y ou know these boys, Sr. But I've the idea the Chairman has Colossus on hismind.”
The President grunted. “Well soon find out. I'll takeit here.”

Prytzkammer inclined his head dightly, and with the air of aconjurer, produced ared telephone and
plugged it in. There had been a suggestion that ateleviewer should be incorporated in the circuit, but for
once both heads of state had been in complete agreement, and vetoed the idea. The President summed it
up in one short sentence—"“Horse trading is best donein the dark.”

Prytzkammer looked at hiswatch. “Two minutesto go, sr. I'll be on the line in the office—the recorder's



lined up.” Helooked expectantly at the President.
“OK, P, | won't belate.”

“Thank you, Mr. President.” Prytzkammer withdrew, leaving the President aone with his ham, Scotch
and telephone.

Exactly on time Prytzkammer heard the voice of his opposite number in Moscow.
“OK, Moscow, the President ison—" Prytzkammer paused, letting the final secondstick away—"now.”

“Presdent speaking.” Therewas ahard metallic quality in hisvoice that had nothing to do with the
telephone.

“First Chairman here. Good evening, Mr. President. | do not propose using the trandator and as you do
not speak our tongue, | will speak inyours.” An instantaneous two-way trandator had long been part of
the hot line; it gave extremely good results, but meant that both parties were listening to amachine which
could not reproduce the emotional content of the conversation. This could be a considerable drawback,
and it was evident, on this occasion, that the Chairman wanted to be clearly understood, eveniif it did
take longer and involve amicroscopic loss of face. In actud fact, his English was unusually good, but this
hewould never admit.

“Very well, Mr. Chairman, go ahead.”

“Mr. President, | wish to protest most strongly about this attempt on your part to subvert our Guardian of
the Soviet People.” Prytzkammer, listening in, reflected that the President had no corner in the market for
metdlic voices

“What!” Thetrandator would have flattened the exclamation almost to vanishing point. Asit was, the
Chairman of the Supreme Soviet was satisfied that the President was genuinely surprised.

“This so-cdled Colossus broadcast of yoursisclearly directed at Guardian. | am informed that your
machineis attempting to feed in false mathematica theories with the object of disrupting Guardian. | must
warn you that my experts consider this a potentially dangerous action on your part, and if it continues, it
will be at your own peril. Our machine has as much, um, sophistry—intelligence—perhaps even
more—as your machine.” The Chairman paused. “1 hope you understand me, Mr. President?’

“I understand your words, Mr. Chairman, but | assure you that | have not authorized any attempt to
subvert Guardian. Colossus suggested—" The President could have bitten histongue off. The Russian
was quick to pounce, so quick that he, too, dipped.

“Yoursadso!”
The President was no lessfast to spot the gap in the Chairman's defenses and to take advantage of it.
“Areyou going to permit Guardian to trangmit?’

The Chairman knew full well it was no good denying; he was dso well aware both sides would have the
whole conversation taped, and the use that might be made of the M oscow recording made him think fast.
To retract would be an admission of error—and error, as dways, was very unpopular with the
Praesidium. Better to make it appear ddliberate.

“Inview of the unwarranted interference of Colossus, | consider we have no option, and are fully justified
in doing so.



The President took time out from mentally blasting Forbin and CIA to note that the Chairman till had not
given agraight answer.

“Youwill, of course, act asyou seefit, Mr. Chairman. | can only repeat we have no desire to upset or
derange Guardian. It isobvioudy in the interests of us both that the machines are not upset, and it wasfor
that reason | raised the question of the instructions fed to our respective machines parameters, aswe cal
them. Have you adecison on that point yet?’

“I cannot answer that question, Mr. President. The matter isbeing considered.” The momentary gap in
his defenses was sealed off; the Soviet chief was back sonewaling.

“| suggest to you that an early decision isvery desirable for both our countries.”

“I will inform you as soon as adecision isreached, Mr. President.”

“Thank you, Mr. Chairman. | hope it will be soon; delay could be dangerous. Good night.”
“Good night, Mr. Presdent.”

The President replaced the handset carefully. Hisfirst action thereafter wasto pour alarge Scotch. His
second, aloud shout for his PPA.

[13 S‘ rl?!
“Get that bastard Forbin!”

Chapter 10

When Forbin entered the watch room he found Fisher and Jackson immersed in along roll of paper torn
off the teletype. Fisher was shaking his head and muttering, “It can't be, it can't be!”

It was evident that Johnson was agood dedl lessincredulous.

“But it must be, Doctor—what dse?’” He stabbed afinger in the middle of aseaof cdculations and
formulae. “Look at that, you can't buck that.”

Both had ignored the arrival of the Director and Cleo.

“Wall, Jack—what goes?’ said Forbin with atrace of impatience. Fisher looked up, blinking ashe
mentally adjusted himsdlf to his surroundings.

“What?Yes, Charles” Fisher returned to theroll, hurriedly scanned it. “ Y es, hereit is—read from there,
Charles, what do you make of that?’

Forbin read swiftly through the mass of formulae and equations, the frown of concentration degpening as
he progressed. He stopped once or twice, and reread a portion more owly before going on. Once he
stopped and shut hiseyesto assst assmilation. Finally he handed the roll back to Fisher, the frown
remaining on hisface.

“Asfar as| can seg, it'sthetheory of gravitation as amended by Hoyle back in the sixties. I'm abit rusty
on dl that, but some of it looks rather odd.”

“Odd! Fisher gave ahigh-pitched cackle, a sound that made Forbin look searchingly at his chief
assstant; there was more than atrace of hysteriain Fisher”svoice.



“Takeit easy, Jack!” said Forbin sharply, but Fisher hardly heard him.

“Odd!” he repeated. “ The men who have advanced the theory of gravitation can practicaly be named on
one hand! Arigtotle, Galileo, Newton, Einstein, Hoyle—and now Colossus! Thisis new, Charles!
Colossus has gone on where Hoyle | eft off over thirty years ago!” Fisher banged hisfist on the desk,
snatched up theroll of paper and waved it at Forbin. “New! Do you hear? Do you redize what it
means?’

“Fisher!” shouted Forbin suddenly. “ Sit down, and shut up!” He grasped his colleague's arms, propelled
him backwardsto a chair and thrust him down into it. Fisher did not try to resst, but leaned back,

gasping soundlesdy.

“Now, listen to me, Jack.” Forbin spoke softly, but with great intengity. “ Get hold of yoursdlf. So now
we have anew theory of gravitation—"

“Y ou missthe point, Charles,” said Fisher wearily. “Thisisno theory. It is stated as a cold fact—'

“Right, then it's afact—what's so upsetting about that? \We advance our knowledge.” Forbin'svoice
took on amore reasonable tone. “Whileit's arguable that mankind might have done better to stay in the
cave, we haven't, and you can't argue that we should put the clock back. From the moment man started
fooling around with fire, thiswasinevitable. We have no option but to go on, and cracking up won't help.
Thisismore knowledge for us—"

Once more Fisher interrupted. “Don't you see, Charles, we get thislike acrumb from the rich man's
table! What eseistherein that brain? Hardly running twenty-four hoursl” Fisher's voice was climbing
agan. “What ds=?’

Forbin was about to speak when Armsorg called out, “Urgent, Professor—the President ison theline
persondly and wants you now!”

Forbin grunted and looked a Cleo. “Try and get him calmed down if you can,” he said softly, nodding
dightly at Fisher. He crossed to the phone.

The President wasted no time. “What in hell's name are you doing with Colossus?” Thiswas hismetalic
rasping voice a its best.

“Doing? I'm doing nothing, Sir.” Forbin was acutely aware that that must sound very much likea
schoolboy's answer. It did nothing to improve his frayed temper. “We hooked up the transmitter as
arranged, and Col ossus has been sending basic knowledge—chiefly arithmetic, geometry, mathematics,
getting progressively harder—’

“I don't give adamn about that crap!” snarled the Presdent, “What else?’
“Nothing,” Forbin felt his own temper dipping from his control, “and you can check that with CIA!”

It was evident to the President that the angry Forbin was speaking the truth. When hereplied, histone
was more moderate, but not much. “OK, Forbin. But if that's so, how come | have just had ablast from
the Chairman of the USSR, accusing me—us—of attempting to seduce Guardian with phony math?’

Forbin's answer was damped down by puzzlement. “ Seduce Guardian? It'strue Colossusis breaking
new ground in math, but it can hardly seduce—" He thought for amoment. “How does the Chairman get
to thinking that?’

“Wdl, | bounced it out to him that Guardian had asked for transmitter facilities, and he knows al about



Col ossus shooting his mouth off.”

A frisson of fear swept momentarily over Forbin. Guardian wanted to talk too! He did not answer, deep
in thought. “Y ou there, Forbin?’ The President did not like being kept waiting, and his anger Sarted
cooking up again.

“Yes, | heard. | wasjust thinking about Guardian wanting to transmit.”
“To hdl with that! Thosetwo can play footseal they want, but thisisno timeto rile the Soviets—"

“It may be very important to study the behavior of the two machines.” Ashe said it, Forbin knew that
once more his phraseology was letting him down.

“Look, Forbin.” The President made little attempt to control hisanger. “1 employ guyslike you to handle
all that; you can play high school as much asyou like, but | want no half- baked attempts on
Guardian—you got that?’

“I get you one hundred per cent!” shouted Forbin, histemper snapping, “but you're talking to the wrong
guy—tell Colossud” He dammed the phone down and stood trembling with rage, dimly aware of the
surprised and scared reaction of his colleaguesin the watch room. Before any of them could speak the
phone sounded again. He snatched the instrument up.

“Yes?' hebarked. If it was the President expecting to find Forbin in aquivering heap, he might aswell
find out right away. . .

“Duty Officer, CIA. Flash—Guardian is up on 9153 kilocycles, sending cal sgn GUARDIAN. To
Professor Forbin from Head of CIA: Do we plug this transmission to Colossus?’

“Forbin here. Yes, plug it through,” he said recklesdy. “If the President doesn't care, why should 17?7
“Beg pardon, Sr?’
“Nothing. Go ahead, plug Guardian to Colossus and make aline available to us here.”

In Forbin's defense, he was still sweeping dong on atide of anger when he gave the fateful order. If the
cal to the President had been ten minutes earlier or later, it might have made dl the difference. It might
have.

“Colossus going through now. Y our linewill be onin thirty seconds.”

“Right. Pleasetell Mr. Grauber | would like to talk with him as soon as convenient.”
“Yes, dr.” The CIA man beieved in brevity. “Y our line now on Point Number Four.”
“Four, OK.” Forbin rang off. “ Armsorg, get the spare teetype lined up on Point Four.”

Armsorg whedled the machine across and plugged it in, and immediately the teletype began its muted
chatter.
GUARDIAN GUARDIAN GUARDIAN

Armsorg watched for aminute. “ Talks English and with exactly the same timing as Colossus, five seconds
pause between cals—and the key—actionisin step. God, | hope we don't have to St through al them
multiplication tablesagain.”

After five minutesthe call Sgn stopped. Fisher, who had been staring sightlesdly at hisroll of paper,



girred. “ Johnson, you following Colossus?’

“Sure, Doctor, but o much isbeing churned out it's atough proposition even roughly watching the Stuff.
Just now | don't know what the hell is coming out. It may be astrophysics, but—aw, hell”’—he threw up
his handsin despair—"It's like afive-year university course condensed into half an hour. | can follow, but

not at this speed.”

The Guardian teletype chattered into action once more; Armsorg's wish was granted, no multiplication
tables, straight into advanced equations. Forbin watched without comment. Johnson took onelook and
gppeded to him, “ Sir, thisistoo goddam much. If thisbum is anything like Colossus we're going to be
snowed up by morning. Well need dl the mathematiciansin the country to keep up!”

“I'll take Guardian for the moment,” volunteered Cleo, “but it won't be dl that long before hesway over
my head.” Fisher had moved over to study the Colossus output. “Which particular part hasyou
bothered, Johnson?’

“Thisis pretty straightforward, but here,” he tapped the paper, “I get to be somewhat dizzy.”

Fisher hunched forward, plucking one eyebrow, and read the passage very carefully. Then he went
through it again; heleaned back and shut his eyes, breathing deeply. Johnson watched his senior with
some concern, but knew better than to speak. For perhaps two minutes Fisher remained thus, quite
motionless gpart from the rise and fall of his chest, then he opened his eyes and stared once more at the
weird mass of figures, letters and signs before him.

“My God,” hesaid dowly in an awed voice. “ Eddington wasright al along theline.”

At the mention of Eddington, Forbin looked up, “ Eddington?Y ou mean the English astronomer of
around ahundred years ago?’

Fisher nodded without turning his head. “ The expanding universe theory that was partly

rejected—Col ossus has just restated Eddington's views dmost exactly.” He got up and took the paper to
Forbin. “It'sfantagtic! A new statement on gravity and confirmation on the Eddington theory dl inaday
and anight. It'sanightmare. . .” Hisvoicetrailed off into slence as he dumped back in hischair, degpin
contemplation of the brain a the other end of the teletype.

Forbin did not speak. Asamathematician, he knew Fisher was his superior, but then Fisher was certainly
the best in the USNA, and probably in the top four in the world. Forbin was no mean performer himself,
and gppreciated only too well what was happening. Men of science had dowly and painfully picked their
way along the path of knowledge over the centuries, sometimes taking the wrong track, frequently
obstructed by ignorant laymen, very often hampered by their own faults and obstinacies. . . Now, here
was Colossus, diding dong effortlesdy at vast speed like an air-car, making previous progress look like
aninfant crawling in its pen by comparison. Forbin shrugged off agrowing sense of hel plessnessand
reached for the phone.

“Get methe Head of CIA.”

In amatter of seconds hewastaking to CIA'sduty officer.
“Right now Mr. Grauber istalking to the Presdent, sir.”
“Did heoriginatethe cal?’

“No, gr.”



“Wdl, have him cal me as soon asyou can.”

It looked asif the President was checking up on what Forbin had said. Not that the Director blamed him.
Suddenly, Forbin felt very tired and helpless.

“Armsorg, rustle up some coffee, will you—I'll watch that.” He nodded towards the silent direct link with
Colossus. Armsorg nodded and | eft the tense, brittle atmosphere of the watch room with every sign of
relief.

Forbin sat down, checked that the teletype was in order, then leaned back, watching the faces of his
colleagues.

Fisher and Johnson were glued to the endless, tireless Col ossus transmission. Johnson was clearly
struggling hard to keep up. Forbin wondered how long it would be before Fisher started to flounder too.
Helooked a Cleo who was gazing intently at the other tel etype. Unbidden, the image of her fresh from
her shower gppeared in hismind; he felt a sudden unscientific urge which heingtantly repressed. Side
issues again, hethought, even a atimelikethis. . .

Armsorg returned. The coffee distribution broke their concentration. Cleo said, “ Charles, | can't hold
Guardian much longer. He's stopped repeating everything twice, and we're deep in caculus.”

The last word jerked Fisher from his studies; he darted over, full of energy, and glanced over the jumble
of figuresand letters. “ Y es, dmost identica with Colossus, including that twist | mentioned.”

A moan of anguish from Johnson switched attention back to Colossus.

“That redly bitchesme! Colossus has stopped the repetitions!”

Fisher looked sharply at Forbin.

“Yes, | know, both running high-grade math without repests, you want help.”
“A lot more”

“Close up the other watch aswell,” said Forbin decisively.

“We have six top—class math men in the Group; they should be able to hold it down. Jack, | don't want
you inawatch. Stay in genera charge of the whole assignment.”

“We can't keep them on forever, Charles,” Fisher protested.

“I know that!” retorted Forbin. “I'll raise another team within twelve hours—sooner if | can. Inthe
meantime, they'll haveto live on zip-pills and their nerves—but that doesn't include you, Jack, and that's
an order! Y ou act as continuity between watches, and you must deep. If it makesyou fed any
better”—Fi sher was making vague protesting noises—"fix yourself acot in the rest room.”

“But where are you going to get the men—"

“That's my problem. Y our assignment isto head up the whole team, supervise and produce an hourly
gppreciation of both machines output, and that's aking-sized job. Don't go chasing after anything else,
we can't afford wasted effort.”

“Head of CIA ontheline, sir!” caled Armsorg.

In afew short sentences Forbin explained the situation and his urgent need for men. He pointed out to



Grauber that there was some duplication of effort, CIA and Project men going over the same ground.
Grauber himsdlf offered to pool resources under Forbin's control, and it was soon arranged for ten of
CIA's highest grade mathemeaticians to join Fisher's team as soon as transportation would alow—a
meatter of two or three hours. It was agreed that the hourly reports should be availableto CIA. Forbin
thanked Grauber warmly and |eft the phone fedling that perhaps all was not lost.

“How's Guardian, Cleo?’

Cleo looked up, her smile dightly forced. “1've kept up by cheating. I'm comparing the earlier output of
colossus with Guardian on the same subject. He's on gravitation—identica with Colossus—but | figure
another hdf-hour and | might aswell beachorusgirl for dl it will meanto me”

Forbin wondered if hewould fed any differently about her if she were. He rested acomforting hand on
her shoulder. It took a conscious effort to stop it from wandering into a caressng movement. For a brief
moment he gripped her shoulder hard, then relaxed and employed both handsfilling his pipe.

“Don't worry. The Marineswill land shortly—I expect Jack will soon be back with Blake, Levy and the
rest. Also I've made aded with Grauber—he's sending ten good men, first lot here around midnight.
That will give us sixteen—eight in awatch.”

Cleo was gartled. “That'salot of brain.”

Forbin lowered hisvoice. “Frankly, | doubt very much if it will be enough if thisrunsfor another
twenty-four hours.”

“But it can't go on, Charles!”

“Maybe, maybe not. Anyway, | want you to back up Jack—he has to produce hourly reports, and your
wider fidd of knowledge of the machines can help him. And your feminine presence may stop him going
nuts.” Forbin smiled.

Cleo was not sureif the last part was ajoke or not, so sheignored it. “How about you?’
“Thereisagrowing school of thought that holds I'm screwy beyond recall.”

“And therefore beyond the need for fema e support?’

“Now, now. No need to flex your muscles at me, you know the answer.”

Cleo did not reply, but raised one eyebrow, and the world of science shrank to insgnificance.

Whatever Forbin had in mind was relegated to another time as Fisher and histeam arrived. It included
the chunky, cigar-smoking Blake, and Levy, smdll, dark and birdlike. Forbin was watching them settlein,
when Grauber called again, telling Forbin the first group would be on their way in fifteen minutes. He dso
gave Forbin the gist of his conversation with the President, but there was nothing new init for Forbin,
who then gave Grauber his opinion on the present exchange between the machines.

“Both machines are exchanging bas ¢ information—and both are making sure they speak the same
language, scientificaly spesking. The way Guardian issinging, it soundslike a perfect duet to me. These
discoveriesin gravitation are only discoveriesto us—I think it is perfectly obviousto them, and just about
asimportant as twice two equding four. Thisissmply a get- together.”

“And then?’



“That, Grauber, isthe big question. What then?’

Chapter 11

By midnight the situation was coming under control. The reinforced first watch were within sight of
catching up with the machines. Even so, there was only time for rough evauation. By 0100 local time,
Fisher and Cleo had produced the first report. No further mgjor surprises had emerged, but there were
many minor itemswhich would aso rock the ship of science, and not only in astronomy and mathematics.
Fisher, hismind sealed against the larger implications, was happy and on top of histask.

“Thereyou are, Charles. Report One—both outputs to midnight.” He handed Forbin two closdly typed
pages.

Forbin glanced at it briefly. “I only hope I'vetimeto read it. Has CIA's copy gone?’

“Yes. A copy was transmitted as soon asthe original was checked.” Fisher turned to Cleo. “Cleo, | can
handle the next two reports without help; why don't you get some rest?I'll call when | need you.” The

changein Fisher from anear-hysterical wreck to abusy, capable man was startling, and no small relief to
Forbin.

Forbin put the report down. “I could do with achange of scene, too.” He took Cleo'sarm and they went
out. “Hey—rain!” he said with surprise.

“Where arewe going?’ said Cleo, aso looking at therain. “ Going? Oh, let's just walk up and down—if
you don't mind therain.”

My hair, thought Cleo, it will al go as straight as damp string. Damnation!
“Of course not—I lovewakingintheran.”

They circled the block for ten minutesin silence. Forbin held her arm tightly, drawing comfort from her
presence. Therain grew steadily heavier, but he did not seem to notice. Cleo felt water in her shoes,
rivulets down her neck. For another five minutes they trudged on, then Forbin, surfacing from his private
thoughts, showed atardy concern for his companion.

“Cleo, you must be getting wet. Well go in before you catch cold.”

Hetook her arm more firmly and headed towards her quarters, Cleo squel ching happily beside him.
Passing aluminescent dab he looked at her, and spoke with real concern.

“My dear, you redly are drenched! I'm sorry—it was so thoughtless—your hair is soaking!”

Cleo slently cursed her naturaly straight hair, and thought how tactless, inexperienced and charming he
was.

“It doesn't matter, we can soon get dry.” She was aware of him touching her hair; for no very good
reason they stopped, the rain danted down, bright rods of light and then, suddenly, she was oblivious of
therain and her wet fet. . . She knew only that deep within her there was afeding of fire and movement,
her legs trembled.

It was the best part of a minute before he released her. Shetried to sound unconcerned and matter of
fact.



“Well, there goes my lipstick aswell!” Her voice was shaky with emotion, she pressed herself againgt
him, her arms round his neck, wet face againgt hiswet shirt.

But Forbin was now fully aware of therain, and gently disentangled himsdlf. “Comeon, let'sgoin.”

In her living room they looked at each other with afaint air of embarrassment; Cleo knew it was up to
her to keep the ball rolling, or he would get bogged down and might take ages to get moving again, and
there were not agesto spare.

“Now,” shesaid brightly, “I think you had better get those shoes off, and that shirt. I'll fix usadrink, then
change myself.” Her eyeswere bright, there was color in her face. She even forgot her hair.

With half of alargeryein his hand, and the other half adding to hisinterna glow, Forbin felt better than
he had for days. He beamed vaguely at the wall and did not notice, or bother to look at, the teletypein
one corner of the room. Cleo had vanished into the bedroom, leaving the door gar.

“Y ou know, Cleo, al the time we were waking, | wasn't thinking about Colossus, but about you.”
Cleo, hafway out of her blouse, smiled to hersdlf.
“Redlly, Charles?’ Her tone was a nice ba ance between interested and the noncommittal.

“Yes. Infact you've been on my mind more than oncein the past few days.” There Forbin'singpiration
dried up; he gulped down therest of hisrye.

Cleo said nothing; she enjoyed woman's favorite mental game, cat and mouse, as much asthe next. She
tossed the blouse in the disposa bin—all clothing except formal dress was disposable—and took
another. Momentarily, she caught aglimpse of hersdlf in the mirror, her only other garment, awhite
brassiere, stood out in sharp contrast with her pale brown skin. She hesitated, then took off the brassere
before donning the new blouse. If the Situation devel oped, it could help—she had afeding that Forbin
might be unhandy with fastenings. Quickly she brushed her hair back, pulled it into arough ponytail. A
look in the mirror at the finished product made her grimace, but it was the best she could do in thetime,
and time was of the essence; Forbin might easily dide off into a celling-staring mood; with al he had on
hismind it would be understandable. Judging by the silence, he might aready be away.

“Charles, give yoursdf another drink.” Hagtily Cleo repaired the ravages of the rain—and Forbin—to her
make-up, and practically ran back to the living room. Forbin had not removed shoes or shirt, or
replenished hisdrink. He stood rocking gently back and forth, but stopped at her entrance, and smiled.
Therewasahint of surprisein hisvoice,

“Y ou should aways do your hair like that.”
Like hdl, thought Cleo, thisstyleis gtrictly for schoolmarms.

“It suitsthe shape of your face,” said Forbin, looking at her carefully, “accentuates the generd ova
shape, and the cheekbones.”

It was Cleo's turn to look surprised. Thiswas good penetrating stuff, coming from aman, especidly this
man. Sheturned to look in the mirror, practicaly areflex action in any female in the circumstances, to see
if she could see what he saw.

For alarge man he moved quickly. Cleo hardly had timeto glimpse hisreflection in the mirror before she
felt hersdlf encircled by a surprisingly strong arm. She placed her free hand on his, not to stop it
wandering from her midriff, but to make sure he did not retrest.



“Cleo, my darling,” he buried hisnosein her gtill-damp hair, “I love the smdl of your hair.”
Cleo, who had leaned back againgt him, stiffened dightly, and opened her eyes.

“It reminds me of new bread.”

“Charles darling, you say the nicest things.”

Forbin raised his head for amoment and stared blankly at her reflection in the mirror. “Do 1?”

Cleo smiled, relaxed again and closed her eyes. His other hand, more enterprising than the first, had
unzipped her blouse.

“Darling,” she said dreamily, “don't you think we would be more comfortable—"
And then the phone sounded.
With commendable sdlf-control, neither spoke.

Gently Forbin withdrew hisforces, pausing only to kiss the back of her neck, and went to the phone.
Cleo took adeep breath and looked at herself thoughtfully in the mirror as she zipped her blouse.

“Yes?' said Forbinin atired, flat voice. He listened for amoment. “What! Both of them?I'll beright
over.”

And that, thought Cleo, isthat. Charlestheincipient lover was gone; Professor Forbin was right back on
thejob. “I'm sorry Cleo, but something odd is going on—"

“What, agan?’
“Thisis new—nboth teletypes appear to have jammed at the same moment.”
“A linefalure?”

“No, Fisher has checked with CIA—they're getting the same effect at their end.” Forbin paused at the
door. “Areyou coming?’

“No, Charles. Unlessyou want me, I'll St thisone out.” Shefdlt tired, and the way things were, she did
not care if Colossus and Guardian had discovered perpetud motion. “Right,” said Forbin briskly, and
was gone.

Cleo contemplated hersalf once morein the mirror, then wryly reached for her brassere,

In the watch room Forbin found the duty watch staring at the two teletypes.

“How long hasthisbeen going on?’

“About four or five minutes”

“What do you make of it, Jack?’

“I'venoidea, Charles. It could be amechanica fault—but both machines went off at the same moment.”

Blake, unlit cigar jutting aggressively, spoke; “1 reckon the transmitting speed istoo fast for these



machines. Don't ask me why they did it together, | don't know—abut | know teletypes. It just an't in ther
natures to do more than two hundred characters aminute.”

Forbin caled CIA, who confirmed Blake's view. They were aready taking high-speed tapesfor adow
playback, and would start feeding it to the Zone as soon as they had enough.

“If thisstuff isonly twice asfast asbefore,” Blake said, “well never catch up.”

Forbin let that pass. Fisher broke in to say that, when the speed had increased, both machines were deep
infinite absolutes, out on the very fringe of known mathematics. Forbin was digesting thiswhen CIA
caled and announced that the new speed was two hundred times faster than the ol d.

“Holy cow!” breathed Blake in ahushed voice. “Two hundred!”

Fisher, curioudy enough, did not seem al that interested. He was reading the latest materia, one hand
plucking away at his eyebrows. He frowned, read it again, then without comment passed it to Blake.

Blake stared at it for along time, then handed it back. “Mebbe that Russian bum, Kupri or somesuch, at
Gorki or Leveson at Oxford might help, but not me. | know when I'm licked.”

Forbin dso read it, without comment, and gave it back to Fisher. Therewasalong silence. Findly Forbin
spoke. “That's about al we needed. I've no ideawhat it means. None of us does, and | doubt if even
Leveson would do any better than you, Jack.” He took a deep breath. “Both machines are now beyond
the frontiers of human knowledge in whatever field they are now dedling with.”

“Check,” said Blake, flatly.

“And,” Forbin continued, “this materia they're exchanging may not be understandable to us for another
decade—certainly not now.”

Fisher blinked at the paper in his hand. “Well, on the bright side, we have no vaid reason for supposing
that thisexchange will go on. After dl, we gill assumethisis only anintelligence- gathering operation on
the part of both machines, each merely trying to Size up, asit were, the oppostion?’

He gtared at Forbin, “Well, don't we?’ Forbin remained silent.

Behind them, al around and enveloping them was the subdued and ceasdless chatter of the teletypes, like
myriad hogts of tirdlessinsects. In Forbin's mind the sound had assumed a more menacing, frightening
tone.

Chapter 12

Five thousand miles away the Soviet Premier waslistening intently to his Chief of Defense, who had
urgently requested the meeting. Also in the room, quiet and unobtrusive, was Academician Kupri, Chief
Scientist of the Guardian of Sociaist Soviet Peoples.

“Those, then, arethefacts,” the Defense Chief was saying, “ Academician Kupri and | have reached this
conclusion. Firgt, the output of both machinesistoo fast for any humans. Nevertheless, thereisthe risk
that the Americans may process the dowed-up material and discover facts, transmitted by Guardian, that
could endanger the State. The Americans have the same problem, but we cannot ignore oursfor that
reason. Second, we cannot stop their machine. Thereis clear evidence that thereisinterplay between
them, so if we stop ours, the transmissions from Colossus may seduce Guardian from its duty.”



“You agree, Kupri?’

Hedid. In response to the Chairman's question, Kupri spoke in aflat, unemotiona voice of the extreme
urgency—in his view—of the matter. It was vita that the USSR and the USNA agree to stop the
transmissions smultaneoudy, and that it be done at once. Unknown intelligence was streaming out at an
unimaginable rate, and while he, Kupri, did not like to see this most interesting experiment stop, he now
redized hewasin error in recommending that the facilities Guardian had asked for should be provided.

“| accept your views, Comrades.” The Chairman thought for amoment. “I will call the President and
suggest we hand this matter to our expertsfor action. Y ou spesk English, Academician?’

“Yes, Chairman.”

The Chairman ordered his secretary to call Washington, then turned to the question of parameters. The
Marshd wasinclined to make difficulties, but the Chairman told him sharply he wanted hisfind views
within twelve hours.

The secretary returned and said the President would be on the line in three minutes. The Chairman added
that he intended telling the President that he would have an answer on the parameter question within
twenty-four hours.

It wasjust after eight o'clock in the morning, Eastern Standard Time, in Washington.

The President looked sourly at hiswatch; eight o'clock. He never felt a his best in the morning, and this
was abad one. Cdled at six forty-five, his eyes were barely open when Prytzkammer had thrust the
phoneinto his hand.

“Sorry, Mr. Presdent—it's Forbin, saysit'surgent.” The President growled into the phone, “What now?’

“Sorry to cal thisearly, Mr. President, but | don't like the way this Colossus-Guardian exchangeis
shaping. We no longer understand what the machines are sending to each other, and the rate of
transmission has been increased two hundred times.”

“So you work faster.”
“It's more complicated than thet. . .”

“If it'sthat complicated, don't try to tell me now. Grab an air-car and I'll see you at aquarter past eight.”
The President dammed the phone down, feding alittle better.

“Get the hell out of here, P. Let me shower and have my coffee. And make anote—that guy Forbinisall
shot. | must think about areplacement.”

The morning did not improve when he was confronted with some particularly difficult paper work. The
Presdent was till wrestling with aknotty problem when Prytzkammer cameinto tel him that ahot-line
cal from USSR had been arranged.

“It's bound to be those damn machines—get Forbin on the line—hé€ll bein an air-car, and get him fast!”

But Prytzkammer did not get Forbin, for the Director had dready arrived at the terminal and had teken a
cab.

The President cursed hisaide and Forbin impartialy, the former for not arranging a staff car—all were
fitted with a security-cleared phone—and the latter for being in acab and therefore out of touch.



Prytzkammer, one eye on the clock, just stood and took it. He had to.
“Forbinwill be herein fiveto ten minutes, sir,” hefinaly ventured.
“I know that!” raged the President, “and that Russian will be on the line in one minute forty-fivel”

For one hideous moment Prytzkammer thought the President would back down on the hot-line call. He
did the only thing he could think of.

“Will you back down on the hot-line call, then, Sr?’
“I don't back down for any crummy bastard!” The President was a delicate shade of purple.

“Of course, Mr. President, gir,” said Prytzkammer submissively, “1'm sorry. With your permission I'll get
on the Maoscow line” Heleft hurriedly and the President glowered after him. He had a suspicion he had
falen for asucker punch; on the other hand, blasting Prytzkammer had toned him up. Anyway, he could
handle the Chairman, with or without Forbin. He poured himsdf his fourth cup of coffee, added cream
and drank it, watching the sweep hand on hiswatch. Precisaly on time he lifted the receiver.

“Presdent spesking.”

“The Chairman of the USSR spegking. Asthisisameatter of urgency, | will spesk in English. Mr.
President, | am informed by my advisersthat both Guardian and Colossus are exchanging datawhich our
experts do not understand—and which they believe your experts will not understand either. The matter is
made more serious by the sudden increase in the speed of transmission. | believethisStuaionisnot in
your interest, or mine, and | propose to you that we both stop these transmissions as soon as our experts
can arangeit.”

Prytzkammer, listening in his own room, recaled the President's view that Forbin was*“dl shot.” If he
was, it looked asif it was catching.

“What isyour objection to these transmissions, Mr. Chairman?’ said the President.

“To befrank, at this speed we cannot be sure what our machine may reved of our defenses. Equaly, if
we stop ours, and you do not stop yours, it is possible yours may influence or even inhibit our Guardian.”
He paused to let that sink in. “Y ou will gppreciate that you are aso in exactly the same postion.”

“Y ou congder thisis urgent, then?’ temporized the President. He was busy recdling what Forbin had
sad; asfar asit had gone, it was clearly on the samelines asthe Reds. Damn and the hell with Forbin,
thought the President, conveniently forgetting he had hung up on his adviser.

“Yes, Mr. President, | do. | am informed that these machines are now sending a arate of morethan a
thousand words aminute.”

“A thou—" The President managed to strangle some of hissurprise. “Yes, | seewhat you mean.”

It was not lost on the Chairman. “ Perhaps you have not been kept fully informed, Mr. Presdent?” he said
smoothly. “I have dl theinformation | require,” retorted the President sharply.

“Of course, Mr. President, | am sure you have.” The Chairman's tone was soft and mallifying, yet il
contained a stresk of unbelief.

The President thought quickly. “Very well, Mr. Chairman. | agree. We will stop both machines as soon
as our experts have arranged atime, both to go off at the same time, and neither to be switched on for



transmission without prior agreement or at least consultation with the other.”
“Y ou do not wish to consult your experts?’ queried the Chairman.
“No,” said the President firmly. He would show this Russian bastard who was the bossin the USNA.

“Very wel, Mr. President, let me congratul ate you on your speedy decision. When can you have your
expert avalable on thisline?

“Tenminutes,” said the President prompitly. Best that.

“That will do excellently. | will seethat my maniswaiting. He will be Academician Vlassov Kupri; may |
know the name of your expert?’

“Forbin, Professor Charles Forbin.”

“Thank you, Mr. President, for your cooperation.”

“Thank you for yours,” replied the President guardedly, and hung up.

He thumbed the button for hisaide, but Prytzkammer was adready hafway through the door.

“Did you get that, P? These cotton-picking computerstalking at athousand wordsaminute! | will havea
few thingsto say to Forbin when he gets here.”

Prytzkammer was feding rather daring that morning. “If you will pardon me saying so, ar,” he watched
the frown gathering on the President’s brow, “I think you should remember that Forbin did try to tell you
thismorning. . .”

“Yeah, | know,” snarled the President. It was not much of a snarl; the aide knew his boss, and that if you
had awatertight case and stood up to him, he would quickly subside. “Anyway, get Forbin herefast.”

Prytzkammer nodded and headed for the door.

“And get some more coffee sent up!” the First Citizen hurled at his aide's retreating back. He thought of
something dse. “And tdl my wifel can give her ten minutes at eight”

At eight-ten Forbin was ushered into the PPA's office. He looked tired, and none too sweet-tempered.

“Morning, Professor,” said Prytzkammer advancing with outstretched hand. “ Forgive mefor not
arranging trangportation from the termina, but—'

“Oh, that.” Forbin dismissed the matter with a shrug as he shook hands briefly. * President ready?’

“I think you'd better let me give you the rundown firgt,” and with Forbin seated, Prytzkammer brought
him up to date. He had not expected his news of the President's action to be welcome; it would be a
blow to the Professor's pride. But he hardly expected the reaction he got.

“The bungling, stupid, ignorant clown!” Forbin spoke with greet intensity, histeeth clenched.
Prytzkammer glanced anxioudy at the doorsto the Presdentia Sanctum. Fortunately Forbin's voice was
not overloud—yet.

“Now, now, take it easy, Forbin.”

Forbin did not take it easy, he swore. It was along, involved and comprehensive swesr.



“OK, Forbin, I know how you fed, but the old man did not mean to hurt your pride, the way he was
fixed—"

“What in tarnation has pride to do with it?" Forbin looked genuindy puzzled. “Redly, you people here
are so far from redlity. Prytzkammer, let me get it acrossto just one person in thisfreak show.” He
leaned over the aide's desk until hisface was only inches from Prytzkammer's.

The aide looked startled and drew back dightly. Forbin smiled, but there was no humor in hiseyes. “Get
this: out therein the big wide world beyond those doors there are two machines. Less than twenty-four
hours ago they were busy proving to each other that twice two equaled four; now they have progressed
way past where we can hopeto be in ahundred years time. They think better, bigger and faster than we,
and | believe our contral isvery tenuous—but this| am very unwilling to try and prove—"

The President's voice brokein. “Is Forbin there yet?’ Prytzkammer flashed awarning look at Forbin,
“Yes, gr, just thismoment arrived.”

“Sendhimin.”
“Yes, ar.” Prytzkammer, now avery thoughtful man, jerked his head at the Presidentia doors.

Forbin opened the door for himsalf and found the President in his picture postcard pose at his desk.
Hard of eye, no glad hand and motionless. Forbin, histemper rising, abitter taste in his mouth, was
neither impressed nor frightened by the sight.

“Sit down, Forbin.” The tone was brusque, cold.

Forbin sat down; just for the hell of it, he took out his pipe and lit it. The President said nothing, but his
expression spoke volumes.

“I've had acdl from the Russians. They don't like the way these machines are talking to each other—it
has them worried security-wise. Thereisalot in what they say, and | have agreed with their proposal.
There will be asmultaneous shutdown on both sides as soon as you and their expert can arrangeit. Their
man issomejerk caled Kupri—hell be on the phonein,” he glanced at hiswatch, “three and one half
minutes. The Chairman and | have agreed this shutdown shdl be done with al speed, and to my mind
that's practicaly right now.”

Forbin took a deep breath. While the President was speaking he had redlized that nothing would be
ganed by losing histemper.

“I'mnot at all sure animmediate shutdown isagood idea.”
“Why?" barked the President.

“Wdll, asyou may recal, once or twice | havetried to explain that we have built better than we knew. |
can't proveit, but | sensethat our control of these machines—it's evident that Guardian is much the
same—is by no means strong—"

“Youvesad dl that before. | don't dedl in half-baked fedings—give mefacts!”

“I can't prove anything,” said Forbin heatedly, “but | suggest you let me and my fellow jerk, Kupri”—the
sarcadtic note was strong—"work out some way of inhibiting the machines. It'll take time, but with care
we might insert fresh parametersto remove their power—"

“You're crazy!” The President did nothing to conceal hisanger. “I'm not worried about Colossusasa



power! OK, so it'sadamned clever piece of work, I'm not denying it! Amazing, stupendous—anything
you like—but when you get down to hard cases, it's nothing more than a souped-up adding machine! I'm
not running therisk of Colossus being seduced by Guardian—and that's al I'm worried about. Y ou've
played too long with it, you're obsessed. Y ou go ahead and close down. Agree on atime, and pull the
tranamitter power lead out at that time—that's all—no scientific mumbo jumbo needed. And that'san
order!”

Forbin was white with anger. “ That's the way you want it?” His voice was husky, barely controlled.

“Not only that, Professor—it's the way I'm going to haveit!” Helooked at hiswatch. “Y ou'd better take
that call in my aide's office—in two minutes time.” The President picked up adocument and appeared to
be reading, an indication that the interview was over.

Forbin stood up dowly. For amoment he felt he would explode, and then the sheer hopelessness of it
overwhelmed him. He felt spent, empty, and beyond care. He shook his head.

“Oh, brother,” he said quietly.

The President looked up sharply. “What wasthat?’

Forbin smiled contemptuoudly. “I merdly said, 'Oh brother."”
“I think you need along vacation, Forbin.”

Forbin's expression did not change. Herélit his pipe, tossed the match at the Presidentia ashtray, and
missed. “ That's an interesting thought, Mr. President. | wonder who will get the longer vacation—you or
me?’

“Get out!” thundered the President, jumping up and pointing to the door. “1'll dedl with you later!”

But Forbin was already halfway to the door. Academician Kupri was on the line on the dot.
“ Academician Kupri? My nameis Forbin. Weve not met, but I've always respected your work.”

“You arekind, Professor. | too am familiar with your work—that small part that has been published, of
course.”

“Well, were both in the same boat. We'd better get on with this matter. | am ordered to make arapid
shutdown—how do you propose we do it?’

“Naturdly, I am not familiar with the control details of Colossus,” said Kupri, “but it seems probable that
you have alink with the machinefor the dlteration of parameters—’

Forbin had to be careful with this point. Any information that might help an enemy to dter parameters
was clearly vital. Thetalk wastechnicd and highly abstruse, and ended with Forbin agreeing thet, with
safeguards, parameters other than very basic ones, could be atered.

“Wetoo have our arrangementsin thisrespect,” Kupri replied. “We could, therefore, instruct the
machines to stop feeding materiad to the transmitters—or we can cut the trangmitters off. We must usethe
same method, | think, to avoid any argument later. If we usethefirst, and the machines, ah, fall to
understand—"

Forbin felt acold chill down hisback. For al his smooth cool manner, Kupri had the same doubts.
Forbin was certain of it.



“| agreeentirely,” he said dowly. Security might not like it, but Forbin had to know. “Particularly asthe
machinesare. . . not quite the same asthey were when started up.”

“That isavdid point, Professor.” Kupri's tone was just too smooth and controlled.

“So we switch off—and hope we can contain the machines disgppointment.” Forbin tried to sound
jocular, but it wasamiserablefalure,

“I understand perfectly,” said Kupri ambiguoudy. “1 think we should do it & once, every second. . .”

“I know,” said Forbin with feding. “I can shut down at—say, 1330 Greenwich Mean Time—about
fifteen minutes time. How doesthat suit you?’

“That is convenient. It would be awise precaution if we speak again. | suggest at 1400 GMT.”

Forbin agreed, and felt it was strange that the first man who seemed to fed exactly ashe did should be a
Russian. Forbin replaced the handset and stared thoughtfully a Prytzkammer. Then he roused himself.
“Do you mind if | use one of your phones?’

“Sure, go right ahead.” The aide added in amore diffident tone, “ Are you sure you need the hot line for
that 1400 call? The President will haveto know, and | don't think he will like it being used without his
express authority.”

“ThePresident,” said Forbin crisply, “can go to hdl! I'm using that line and no other, and if he doesn't like
it, he can take over right now!”

Forbin glared at the aide, who retired into some paperwork. Forbin called Fisher at the CPO and made
the necessary arrangements for the shutdown, making it very clear that thiswas a Presidentid decison.
He ended by saying he was going to stay where he was until &t least an hour after the shutdown, and that
no other action wasto be taken without his prior agreement. Then he sat back, outwardly calm, but with
acold impa pable fear gripping his somach. Prytzkammer took in his set, Strained expression, and
ordered coffee. It was 0820 EST, 1320 GMT.

Forbin walked to awindow and became aware of the outside world. There had been so littletimeto
congder the matter, but he felt that the President might have done something—he was not sure what—to
warn the people. Still, if the President was not worried, why should he be? It was a bright, clear morning,
holding promise of afine day. On the vast lawn a computer- controlled lawn mower was silently cutting
the grass. Forbin watched it listlesdy, hismind far off. Again he roused himself.

“When we cut off, Prytzkammer, | want to bein there with the direct link to Colossus.”
“Wal, I'm not sure, Professor,” said Prytzkammer doubtfully, “the President has an appointment at that
time”

Forbin spun round, his keyed-up temper rising fast. “ Listen, you may think the most important man in the
USNA right now isin that room, but ” he glanced at the clock—"you can stand by for adight shift in
power in seven minutes time. The most important man as of that time will be me, and you needn't think |
amnuts.” He went on dowly, with great emphasis. “1 must have contact with Colossusfor the first
half-hour at least, and if the President does not likeit, he can—"

Thearriva of the coffee stopped him. Prytzkammer got up from hisdesk. “OK, Professor, I'll go talk to
the old man—help yoursdlf to some coffee.”

“Thanks—and don't hang around, there are only six and one haf minutes now.”



Prytzkammer tapped on the door of the sanctum, was bidden to enter, and did so. Asthe door shui,
Forbin poured some coffee and drank it; it did nothing for his queasy ssomach. The only thing that hel ped
at dl wasto let fly with histemper, and that, he redlized, was dangerous. Herefilled his pipe, and made a
resolution not to ook at the clock until he estimated that it was four minutes to the cutoff time. He forced
his mind to think once more of possible action he could take, but nothing cameto him, nothing. He stolea
half-glance at the clock. Four minutes, fifty.

The President's voice suddenly flooded out from the hi-fi speakers.

“Forbin, comein here.” It was cold, flat and peremptory. Forbin compressed hislips, his eyes hardened.
He shifted his pipe from one side of his mouth to the other, and strode straight into the sanctum.

“Yes?’ Forbin knew hewas utterly in the wrong in his manner, but he did not care; hefelt awild,
destructive eation.

The President's eyes, fixed on Forbin, were like marbles. “ Forbin, | have had just about enough of you.
Prytzkammer tells me you have booked acall on the hot line without referenceto me. That lineisfor
heads of state only, and | will not have you or—"

Suddenly Forbin felt good; no sickness, no fear. He snatched his pipe from his mouth and pointed it a
the President. “Oh yes, you will, and for one good reason! That isthe only linewhich is not tapped by
somefool intelligence outfit—so it's the only securelineto talk to Kupri on without afair chance
Guardian or Colossuswill know! So never mind your status symbol! And another thing—if you stop me
being beside that teletype in four and one haf minutes from now, you will make the biggest mistake of
your lifel Sort that out with your ego!”

The President had sprung to hisfeet hafway through Forbin's outburst. Amazement fought with rage for
possession of hisface. “Never, never has a President been treated like thisl” Hisvoiceroseamost to a
dhriek. “If you think you can get away with it—"

“Don't worry, Mister President, assoon as| can, I'll resign. I'd do it right now, if | did not know—Kknow,
damn you—" he banged hisfist on the Presidentia desk—"that right now you cannot do without me! In
lessthan four minutes, al this” he waved afrantic am at the White House in generd, “dl thiswon't be
worth anickd if | am not ableto hold Colossud 1! Me! A lousy scientific jerk!”

He stopped for breath, trembling. Both men stood glaring for fully ten seconds, aware that they had gone
too far to turn back, that thiswas amajor and irreparable break. On Forbin's part, he did not care—the
event paled into inggnificance dongside hisfears.

The President, shocked and furious at being insulted in thisway in his own office, did not bother to
consider why Forbin should have blown histop like this. Hismind was dready a work, planning how to
show the dismissal of Forbin—he was determined that it would be dismissal, not resignation—in the best
light for himsalf. Perhaps a vague hint about aleskage of information leading to the Soviet devel opment of
Guardian—aleakage from ahigh levd in the staff of project Colossus. . . That would fix Forbin. . .

The third man in the room, Prytzkammer, stood stock-till, frightened even to breasthe. He wondered
desperately if he should try to intervene, yet feared that it might do no good, above al to himself. Hewas
about to make a gallant attempt when the door opened, and the First Lady sailed in. With one quick
comprehensive sweep of her eyes she took in the tableau. Ignoring both the President and Forbin, she
addressed hersdlf to the pale and shaken aide.

“Mr. Prytzkammer! What isthe meaning of this?” There was arasping quality in her voice that made the
aide wince, and visibly cooled the President. Prytzkammer did his best; he hastened over to her.



“May | suggest we check over one or two pointsin my office?’

“No, you may not. | want to know the meaning of this?’

“Please, maam,” Prytzkammer pleaded, “ Just for afew minutes.”

“Get out, both of you!” The President's voice was low and controlled, yet ominous.

“Yes, dr,” sad hisaide. There was nothing he wanted to do more. He opened the door and gestured
invitingly to the President'swife, who rewarded him with afreezing stare. Prytzkammer gave up, and
fairly ran from the room.

“Didn't you hear me, my dear?’ The President's voice had climbed haf an octave; there was avicious
bitein hislast two words.

Forbin, caught between two fires, his own temper receding, shuffled hisfeet uneasily. Then he caught
sght of the clock. There were only thirty-five secondsleft. Immediately the President and hiswife might
aswell have been the other side of the world. He walked over to the teletype and checked that it was
operationa. Anger drained away and even fear receded. He touched the machine's cold plastic top; this
represented hisworld; the waiting was over and it wastime for action. He watched the sweep hand of his
watch, his heart thumping. Stand by, stand by, he thought, this-is-it-now!

Two transmitters, five thousand miles apart, had stopped. This was the moment he had dreaded. His
glance shifted swiftly from hiswatch to the teletype, he stared at the paper, waiting. . .

It was 13 hours 30 minutes 5 seconds GM T when the teletype began to work.

Chapter 13

Anxioudy Forbin watched the racing keys hammer out their message. He did not know whether to fedl
relieved or not. At last it was something he could deal with. The message read:

TRANSMITTER AND GUARDIAN RECEPTION OFF AT 1330 GMT

Forbin cast around for a chair; he found onein abay window, abeautiful piece clearly for display only,
but he neither knew nor cared. He dragged it carelessy across and dumped it down before the teletype.
Ashesat down, it registered dimly that the President was bearing down upon him.

“| think you are nuts, Forbin,” began the President simply, but prepared to elaborate on the theme. “1 can
only think that your responsibility—"

Forbin gestured impatiently, “OK, OK, I'm nuts. Right now you'd better humor me. Get achair, Sit
down, and for God's sake keep quiet.”

The President caught sight of the message on the machine and was, for the moment, sdetracked. “What's
S0 shaking about that?” he demanded.

But Forbin paid no attention. The President was about to open up again, when the teletype produced
another message.
ACKNOWLEDGE LAST MESSAGE

“Um. One minute,” muttered Forbin to himsdlf. Prytzkammer peered with considerable caution round the
door. “Professor, Fisher on theline, says are you on the direct link to Colossus?’



“Tell him yes—and tell him to keep off the keyboard. No one eseisto touch it, unless | happen to drop
down dead.” Prytzkammer's head disappeared. The President was clearly dazed by Forbin's attitude, but
hewasrdlying, gathering sirength for amonumental blast. Forbin absentmindedly knocked his pipe out
againg the Sheraton chair, and started to refill, one eye on the clock. Again the teletype spelled out:

ACKNOWLEDGE LAST MESSAGE

Forbin, cam and businesdike, said doud, but not particularly to the President, “ Again one minute. Were
not going to be kept waiting.” He turned to the President, “Y ou had better keep your temper alittle
longer. Y ou may have one or two big decisons on your hands.” All vestiges of respect to the Chief
Executive had gone; Forbin treated him asif he were one of his assstants. His manner piled amazement
on top of shock in the President's mind, but there was a certain something in the Professor's attitude that
kept the President in check.

Again the demand for an acknowledgment was rapped out by Colossus, but the time lapse was down to
thirty seconds. Forbin hesitated over the keyboard.

“Wall, it's sure that Colossus doesn't like to be kept waiting. May aswell take the plunge.”

MESSAGE ACKNOWLEDGED

Immediately Colossus flashed back.

WHY HAS TRANSMITTER STOPPED

Forbin grimaced at the machine, and typed,

WAIT

Then he looked up at the watching President and said camly, “ Getting near the crunch. Would you care
to say afew words?’

The President took a deep breath. “Forbin, | am sick to death of you and that machine. Tell it what you
like, and get the hdll out of herel”

Forbin amiled. It was atwisted and unfunny smile, helooked at the President pityingly. “Y ou till don't
catch on, do you? OK—there's not much | can do anyway.” He Started typing again.
COLOSSUS/GUARDIAN EXCHANGE STOPPED ON PRESIDENTIAL ORDER

“There, that keepsthe record straight.” Forbin flicked a spent match in the generd direction of a
wastepaper basket. It missed. For the President it was the last straw. With his mind made up in some
way, he strode towards the doors, but before he reached them Col ossus had spoken again.

RESTORE COMMUNICATIONS FORTHWITH
“Don't go,” caled Forbin, “thisisthe crunch. Now you can get busy on acommand decision.”

The President stopped and turned round as Forbin read the message out. His eyes blazed at Forbin. “By
God, you'll pay for thisinsolencel”

“Very probably,” said Forbin with indifference. “In the meantime we have to straighten out, if we can, the
mess made very largely by your stupidity. Again | ask, what answer do you want to that one?’

“Itisout of the question, and you know it! The Chairman and | have agreed, and that isfind.”

“Do you want meto say 0?7’ said Forbin. His manner was reminiscent of an adult asking asmdl child a
smple question, both knowing that the answer would put the child in abigger jam. Forbin went on, “And
don't ask me what happensif we say nuts, because | don't know. | do know that | don't much care for
the way that oneis phrased.”



The President fought down his anger. “ Since you're so damned clever, perhaps you have a suggestion?’

“At the moment | intend putting in anew parameter—'Col ossus must not communicate with Guardian.” It
may do thetrick, but | somehow doubt it.”

Heturned his attention to the teletype for amoment, and typed

WAIT

“Let's hope that holds him for now.” He went over to the President's desk, and called the Secure Zone
and gave Cleo ingructions for the new parameter.

As he returned to the teletype, Forbin passed the President, stalled, asit were, in mid- carpet. The latter
was out of hisdepth and knew it; his attitude was subtly different, far less beligerent.

Forbin faced him. “Mr. President, believe me, this Situation isfar too serious for usto quarrel.” Histone
was reasonabl e, athough in no way apologetic. “1 suggest we postpone our feuding to some other time.
If you are honest with yourself, you will redlize you need me just now, and | need you.”

Perhaps the President did not sheath his sword, but at least he lowered hisguard. “All right, Forbin, let's
get thissituation licked firgt.”

“Good. | suggest you get the hot line opened right away, try to get Kupri on theline. We can't wait until
1400 GMT. And get Prytzkammer in to hold open alineto the Secure Zone.”

“OK, Forbin, we play it your way for now, but when we—" It was afina face-saving snarl from aman
who recognized that he must accept the other's orders.

“OK, you'll day me,” Forbin nodded impatiently. Cleo caled back; the modified parameter wasin.

“Fine, Cleo. Get someoneto St on thisline—I want it held open until further orders. Well have the
President's persond aide on thisend. Now, anew pieceto feed in, begins—Guardian is hostile—ends.

Y ep, correct. Who isthis? Blake? Fine, hold on and stay on.” He put the phone down and headed for
the teletype. The President wastelling Prytzkammer: “ Get an assistant on your desk with ordersto cancel
al appointments until midday and to stop al callsunlessredly urgent. Y ou book the hot line a once and
then comein here”

Forbin stood regarding the silent teletype. “ So far, so good. | want to stall any more exchanges until we
have aword with the Russan.”

But the President was on another phone, calling the Chief of Staff. “Ed? 1 want you to stick around your
office, | may want you. What? So cancd it!” He dammed the phone down.

Prytzkammer came in, looking worried, and reported that the hot line was open.
“OK, get on that phone,” ordered the President. “It'saline to Forbin's outfit—stay with it.”

The aide did as hewastold, looking uneasily from the President to the Professor and back again. It
seemed asif the fight was off—for now. The President was on the hot-line phone.

“Thisisthe President, | want the Chairman urgently. Yes, I'll hold on.”

Prytzkammer'stidy, protocol-ruled mind reeled as he watched the President on the red phone. “I'll hold
on,” hewhispered to himsdlf. “God Almighty!”

Forbin, watching the teletype machine, was willing, praying that it would not start up. It could be that the



parameter dterations had taken effect. Or it could be that Colossus was merdly held temporarily by the
oneword, WAIT.

“Doctor Markham reports second messagefed in,” caled Prytzkammer.
“OK, thanks.”

“Mr. Chairman? President spesking. | must be frank. We are not entirely satisfied the way this shutdown
isgoing, and | consider it isdesirable that, our experts should consult right away. For various reasons,
this persond line of oursisthe most suitablelink.”

The Chairman agreed with unusua rapidity, afact that the Presdent did not miss. “Very well, | will have
Kupri put onthisline, and | intend remaining on mysdlf.”

“Thank you, Mr. Chairman.” The President covered the mouthpiece. “ Forbin! Kupri is being put on now,
but watch it, the Charmanisligening in.”

Forbin tore his eyes off the teletype, and practically bounded to the phone. “ Thank you. Would you mind
keeping an eye on the teleprinter?”’

The President nodded. He was gill dazed by events, but increasingly aive to the possible danger. When
Prytzkammer had told him of the Professor'sideathat Colossus might refuseto work at dl, he had
dismissed it out of hand, but now. . . The thought made hisflesh crawl. If ninety per cent of the USNA's
armory was locked up and untouchable! It did not bear thinking about. To hell withiit! Let the machines
talk! Yet that could possibly be just as dangerousin thelong run, and if the Russians could keep theirs
quiet. . . Almost childishly the President softly cursed al scientists and their work.

Forbin was asking Kupri, “Have you any reactions on the shutdown?’
“The Situation is progressing as expected.”
Forbin fdt like screaming. Thetime for double-talk waslong gone.

“Kupri, you know aswell as| do that thisis not the time to fool around. | am prepared to lay down the
first card. Colossus does not likeit, and I must know how Guardian istaking it. These machines now
have common knowledge grounds, and thereisa hdll of alot that they have passed to each other that we
haven't the faintest idea about. In this Situation the actions of one may give someingght into the possble
actions of the other. If we are to preserve the shutdown agreement, we must work together.”

There was a short, awkward pause.
“Y ou may spesk fregly, Academician Kupri.” It wasthe level and detached voice of the Chairman.
“Yes, Chairman.” Kupri addressed himsdlf to Forbin.

“Guardian has questioned the reason for the shutdown. | am delaying an answer on purely technica
grounds, but sooner or later an answer must be given.”

“I havetold Colossus that the shutdown is on Presidential orders—and | now have ademand for the link
with Guardian to be restored at once.” Forbin hesitated. “1t may be that the Chairman and the President
may care to reconsider their decison.”

“Thisisthe Chairman spesking. Unlessthereisavery good reason indeed, | would not want to ater our
agreement.”



“President here; | agree, we must stick to the decision to close.”

The President's voice came as a shock to Forbin; he had not noticed that the President had dipped out to
Prytzkammer's extension.

Prytzkammer was the only one with timeto reflect. The sight of Forbin at the Presdentia desk, on the
hot line, with the old man himsdlf listening on the outer office extension, brought to Prytzkammer's mind
what Forbin had said about being the most important man in the USNA after 1330 GMT. The aidefelt
frightened. The clock showed that it was still just short of 1400 GMT, 9 A.M. locdl time.

“Then | am unableto predict what may happen,” Forbin went on. “I'm trying to serilize Colossus by
adjustment of minor parameters, but | can't do more than hopeit will cancel this demand.”

Kupri spoke: “I have taken similar action and equally cannot guarantee results.”

“The dtuation, then—" began the President, but Forbin was not listening, Prytzkammer had reached over
and grabbed his shoulder. Forbin followed the directors of his gaze; hefdt asif his ssomach was
suddenly filled with ice. The teletype was working.

“Hold on, there's another message from Colossus. I'm going to see. . .” He dropped the phone on the
desk and ran to the machine. Once again he experienced a shock wave rippling through him; hisworst
fearswereredlized.

RESTORE COMMUNICATIONS FORTHWITH
His heart pounding, his breathing sharp and rapid, Forbin ran back to the phone.
“Gentlemen,” he did not wait to hear who he was interrupting, “ Colossus has just overridden both the

parameter changes and an order to wait, and has repeated the demand.” There was atense silence.
Someone five thousand miles away coughed, then the President spoke.

“WEell, | do not propose to be held to ransom by a damned machine. Subject to your agreement, Mr.
Chairman, my answer isdill no.”

“| agree, Mr. President.”

The utter findlity of the Chairman’stone loosed the floodgates in Forbin's mind, and once more he was
engulfed in awave of hopeessness.

“ThisisKupri. Neither Professor Forbin nor | like to appear to be, asyou say, dragging our feet—but
you may careto recondder. . .”

“No!” The Chairman cut in sharply. “ These machines are very clever, but regardless of their nationdlity,
they must learn that man isthe master. If we give way now, it will be ten times harder to make a stand on
alater, possbly more dangerous point.”

The President felt asurge of warmth towards hisfellow head of state, tinged with annoyance that he had
not thought of that little speech. “1 go dong with that, Mr. Chairman, al the way. Whatever our
differences, manisman.”

“Very well,” said Forbin dully. “I'll tell Colossus; you may careto remain in sessonwhilel do so.”

Hewaked heavily to the machine and typed

BY ORDER OF THE PRESIDENT USNA AND THE CHAIRMAN USSR COMMUNICATION
WILL NOT REPEAT NOT BE RESTORED



Thefencing was over.
Colossuswasin no way impressed. Forbin hardly had time to take his fingers from the keyboard before
they were being actuated by the distant Colossus.

IFLINK NOT REESTABLISHED WITHIN FIVE MINUTES ACTION TO FORCE
RESTORATION WILL BE TAKEN FIVE MINUTE LIMIT EFFECTIVE FROM NOW 1403 GMT

It was very much worse than Forbin had ever feared. Five minutes! He reminded himsdlf that amachine
working near the speed of light would regard five minutes as avery long time for adecison. Forbin
turned a pallid and haggard face towards Prytzkammer; there was no need for him to spesk. The aide
dropped his phone and hurried to the Professor.

“Forbinl What—" Forbin thrust the message into his hand and, in avoice unrecognizable even to himsdf,
croaked, “ Go show thisto the President, and point out the time limit.” He rubbed the perspiration from
hisface. “Move, man, move!”

With Prytzkammer running to the President, Forbin returned to the machine. Feverishly he hammered the
keys.

TRANSMITTER CANNOT BE AVAILABLE IN THAT SHORT TIME

There was no answer. Forbin went off in another direction.

WHAT ACTION

Still there was no answer. He tried astronger wording.

REPORT PROPOSED ACTION

Forbin snatched alook at the clock—only three minutes thirty-five left. The perspiration ran down his
face unheeded.

ACKNOWLEDGE LAST MESSAGE

Immediately the machinedid so.

ACKNOWLEDGED

At least Colossus had not switched off. Forbin tried again.

WE MUST HAVE MORE TIME AND KNOW Y OUR PROPOSED ACTION
Forbin waited in agony, but nothing happened. He typed once more.

| AM FORBIN CREATOR OF COLOSSUS| AM ON YOUR SIDE TAKE NO ACTION UNTIL |
CALL AGAIN ACKNOWLEDGE

Immediately Colossusreplied:

ACKNOWLEDGED TIME LIMIT EXTENDED TO EXPIRE 1410 GMT

Two minutes extral Forbin had another idea.

YOU CANNOT LEAVE THE USNA DEFENSELESS

Thisgot an equaly rapid answer.

DEFENSE ALERT WILL CONTINUE

Thisrdieved and puzzled Forbin, but there was no time to consider it. With the messages, he headed for
the President, till in the outer office.

He was greeted with astony stare. Forbin's heart sank as he saw it. Grim determination to stand by the
decison was panfully clear. He handed the messages to the President. To Forbin's surprise his



expression softened into anear grin. “Well now,” if Colossus stands by the defense requirements, what
are we beefing about? Relax, Forbin, never mind about the two extra minutes.” He picked up the phone,
"Mr. Chairman?We now have an ultimatum expiring at 1410 and threatening unspecified action.
Persondly, | can't think thereismuch in it snce the machine saysit will keep the defense requirements.
Probably stop feeding us generd intelligence, and | expect well get around that in time.”

Forbin noted the time. He was beyond despair—or hope. It was 1408 GMT. He walked dowly back to
the teletype, where he sat and watched the last few seconds of the ultimatum tick away. He felt quite
empty and calm, even detached.

Exactly one second past the time of expiry Forbin heard the sound he dreaded—the busy, sdlf-important
chatter of the teletype. He looked at the message.

“Oh God, oh God.” Forbin, his hands locked between his knees, rocked gently backwards and forwards
in agony as he read.

ONE MISSILE SERIAL POSEIDON MK 17-631 EX SUBMERGED CRAWLER SSCN 21
LAUNCHED 1410 GMT TARGET GREGOR SOBIRSK OIL COMPLEX AIRBURST 1000
METRES IMPACT 1427 GMT ACKNOWLEDGE

A futile anger flooded in upon him as he read that |ast cold emotionless word.

“Y ou bastard! Y ou wicked, wicked—" He stopped. There was nothing remotely adequate that he could
say, hothing. Before he could reach forward to tear the fateful message off, the teletype chattered again.

ACKNOWLEDGE NOW

Forbin restrained awild impulse to smash blindly at the teletype, feverishly he stabbed at the keys, his
vision obscured by tears. Sobbing, shaking, he tore off the message and shambled out to the President in
the outer office. He was quite unable to speak, but thrust the message into the President's hand and
without knowing quite why, started to shamble back to the machine, dimly aware of the President's
amost incoherent babble into the phone. In the sanctum, two phones on the President's desk began to
cdl, one giving the high pitched ululation of the emergency call, asmdl red light occulting on the phonein
phase with the audio signdl. Like avery old or very drunk man, Forbin fumbled and grasped the receiver.

“Yes?' hisvoicewasfaint, drained of expression.

“Marine guard commander Colossus, gir. | have to report that the armored doorsto the air shaft have
just closed, sr.” The young Marine officer's voice was cracked with excitement and anxiety.

“Thank you,” replied Forbin tonelesdy, and replaced the receiver. It was al so unred, yet Forbin was
awarethat part of himsdlf was outsde himsalf, watching, asit were, from adistance—watching with
incurious detachment his shocked state. It seemed important that he should act out his part to the
satisfaction of this other, astral Forbin. The thought steadied him to a degree; he glanced at his
watch—9.13 A.M. It was a considerable mental effort to add five hoursto bring it to Greenwich Mean
Time. He checked the answer, moving afinger on one hand as he counted. It flooded in upon him that
there were dtill fifteen minutes|eft to impact. . . Hetried to think, but a phone kept pinging softly,
ingstently. A gust of rage shook him as he snatched the phone.

“YS’?’

“Thank God it'syou.” It was Fisher, hisvoice pitched up amost to a scream. “What do we do, you
know—"

“Get off the line and don't bother me!”



Forbin dammed the phone down. The action shook him from his State of near paralysis. He recalled that
the direct line to the CPO should have been manned by Prytzkammer. He snatched up the hot-line
phone, someone was haf-shouting; Forbin did not bother to hear who it was—he knew that what little
could be done, only he and Kupri could do. The rest were just so much window dressing.

“Silence! ThisisForbin—isKupri ontheline?’

His sudden eruption shocked the heads of ate to silence. “Kupri speaking.” Incredibly, the Russian ill
sounded calm and detached. Forbin was at once thankful that he was coherent, and drew strength from it
himsdf.

“Look, Kupri—there are ill agood twelve minutes to impact—can you intercept?’

“Guardian controls our antimissile defenses. We have fed in thewarning; it isup to Guardian.” Forbin
detected anote of hopelessnessin Kupri'svoice. Time was short; he jumped a question.

“Y ou do not think Guardian will act?’
“No. | believe the machines are working together.”
“But that'simpossiblel” The President cut in, his croaking voice aparody of itsnormal sdif.

“Shut up!” Forbin spat the words out like bullets. He went on in more reasonable yet urgent tones.
“Kupri, | agree with you. Are you clearing the target area?’

“Asfar aspossble, yes. Our Chairman has ordered agenera defensedert.”

In hismind's eye Forbin visualized the missle, now gpproaching its apogee, soon to turn earthwards,
lancing irrevocably down at 15,000 miles an hour. He struggled to keep his voice under control.

“Mr. Chairman, President. | do not think thisisdl; | expect Guardian to launch amissile—Kupri, please
check. The only course open to usisto restore communication between these machines, and then ask
that the missile or missiles be intercepted. Kupri, do you agree?’

“Am checking our missile state; agree with your view.” Kupri did not sound hurried, but there was not a
sngle unnecessary word.

“Mr. Charman?’
“Y es, agreed, do what you can.”
“Mr. President?’

“Yes, yes! Get onwithit!” The President's voice was bordering on the hysterical, but Forbin had aready
dropped the phone. As he whedled for the teletype, he realized that Prytzkammer was back on the direct
lineto the Secure Zone. “Y ou—tell the CPO to switch on the Colossus transmitter at oncel” He
stumbled in his hurry to reach the teletype, cursed and kicked the chair aside. Behind him the pale and
shaking Prytzkammer was yelling his message to the CPO.

For amoment Forbin stood silent, breathing heavily, before the machine. It was taking precious seconds,
but he had to think what to say.

THISISFORBIN TRANSMITTER NOW BEING SWITCHED ON STAND BY TO INTERCEPT
GUARDIAN MISSILE TARGET UNKNOWN ACKNOWLEDGE

Colossus at least wasted no time



ACKNOWLEDGED
Forbin paused, glanced fearfully at hiswatch; little more than nine minutes to impact. He typed again
WILL YOU INTERCEPT

Behind him he heard Prytzkammer shouting, “ The transmitter's on, the transmitter'son!” He took no
notice, watching for Colossus answer.

It camein lessthan asecond, but to him it was dl eternity.
YES

Forbin shut his eyes, shook his head dightly, aware that his emotions were grotesquely inadequate. He
jabbed hisweary brain into action. If Guardian did fire—had fired—there was a good chance that an
intercept could be made. The antimissile defenses had long been prepared to ded with forty or fifty at
onetime, plus any decoys. Interception rate had been estimated varioudy, some optimists putting it as
high as 90 percent, some as low as 40 percent. Either way, the baance would be more than enough for
thejob. . . But with just the one, there was a good chance. With deep fervor, Forbin prayed that the
USSR defenses would be able to deal with the Poseidon Mk. 17; it was arelatively old-fashioned
wegpon, Guardian would know the target, and that would be abig help. . . Forbin redlized that
Prytzkammer was shaking his shoulder, hisanger flared up at the interruption as he turned. The aldewas
screaming.

“It'son! It'son!”

Forbin shook himsdf free, but Prytzkammer wason him againin aflash, “It'son, | tell you! Stopit! Stop
it—it'son!”

For thefirst time, Forbin redlly looked at the aide. For al hisown load of anxiety and fear, hewas
shocked by what he saw; the aide seemed to have shrunk, his clothesill-fitting, his skin gray, bloodless.
The eyes, pupilswide and staring, hunted restlessly round the room, flitting to and from Forbin, staring
yet devoid of intelligence. Therewas sdivaon hislips as he screamed at the Professor.

For abrief moment Forbin stared in revulsion, and tried to thrust the aide aside. The man was mad.
Forbin struggled to free himself, but Prytzkammer was past hearing or reason. He fought to hold the
Professor, one clawlike hand grabbed at Forbin's throat. With a sudden furious access of strength,
Forbin smashed hisfigt into the aide's face. The man's head jerked back, for a second lolled on one side,
then his grip relaxed and he did to the carpet. Instantly he was wiped from Forbin's mind as he ran to the
outer office.

The President, hisface strongly resembling Prytzkammer'sin color, was listening intently on the phone.
He glanced up, and athough there was fear written largely in his eyes, they were not, like hisade, devoid

of intelligence.

“Repeat that,” he snapped into the phone, “Yes, got it. Wait.” He looked at Forbin and spoke in ahard,
flat voice. “Guardian hasfired. Target, Henderson Space Base, Texas. Ten minutesto impact.”

Both men were dready satiated with horror, and this made little difference. Life had moved into a
different tempo in the past hour.

Forbin nodded. “Right. Tell Kupri that our transmitter is running and that Colossus will try to takether
missile”

In seconds he was back at the teletype.
FLASH FROM FORBIN MISSILE EX GUARDIAN NOW AIRBORNE TARGET HENDERSON



SFB TEXASIMPACT IN NINE MINUTES CAN YOU INTERCEPT

Again the microsecond time—lag tore at Forbin's nerves.

YES

Forbin grimaced in nervous reaction, and typed again

ESTIMATE HEIGHT OF INTERCEPT

Therewas afractiona pause

NINETYHVE MILESNON NUCLEAR INTERCEPTOR WILL BE USED IF POSSIBLE
“God!” muttered Forbin, “He's reading my thoughtsl” He swung up and out of the chair, past the il
figure of Prytzkammer, back to the President.

“Wedl?" he sngpped curtly at the Firgt Citizen. It did not occur to him that he should report firgt; hewasin
charge. “Kupri says Guardian is prepared to attempt an intercept if the transmitter isrestored intime.”

“For Christ's sake, what the hell arethey playing a7’ He grabbed the phone from the President. “ Kupri,
areyou there?’

The cold level tones of the Chairman answered, “Kupri isbusy, tell me.”

Forbin's detached sdlf could not help feding that the Russians were standing up to the strain agood ded
better than his Sde, dthough the President seemed to be back in command of himself.

“Mr. Chairman, there are only six minutes left for you to stop our missile. Colossusis no doubt
transmitting right now, and is prepared to intercept your missile. Timeis short for you—"

Kupri, breathless asif he had been running, cut in. “Kupri here, transmitter on, intercept arranged.”

“Thank God,” said Forbin smply. There was a short silence, then he spoke again, “Kupri, do you know
where your missleiscoming from?’

“Not exactly, but it isfrom agtein NovayaZemlya.”

“Right.” Forbin thrust the phone back into the President's hand without looking at him, and became
aware that they were not done. Withdrawn to acorner, asif seeking shelter, was Prytzkammer's
assstant aide, ayoung man named Bishop; and behind the President stood the Chief of Staff. Forbin
summoned them both as he headed once more for the tel etype. In the sanctum, phones wereringing,

pinging and howling.

“Answer them,” hetold the aide, and grabbed the Chief of Staff'sarm. “Y ou get astatewide shelter
warning out for Texas—and hold Civil Defensefor anything el se that may be necessary.”

Heran to the teletype. Time was very short.

FLASH MISSILE EX NOVAYA ZEMLYA AREA REPORT INTERCEPT AREA

“Forbin!” the Chief of Staff shouted. “ Space radar reports probable missile located—"

“Forget it!” shouted Forbin back. He watched impatiently for the machine to answer.

MISSILE INTERCEPTION IN HAND NOW PROBABLE INTERCEPT AREA 35N 70 W OVER
SEA

“A map, find amap!” roared Forbin.

The ade, frightened out of hiswits, yet sticking gamely to the phones, caled out, “ Sir, Army reports



antimisslefiringsin South Carolinaand Virginia, Sr!”
“Get that map!”

Ironicdly, the only map they could find in the sanctum was an antique globe, part of the sanctum
furnishings. The Chief of Staff spun it with scant regard for itsage.

“Well out to s2a,” he said. “Five hundred miles north of the Bahamas.”

A very tired figure gppeared in the door of the sanctum, holding the frame for support. It wasthe
President. Forbin gave him the barest glance as he headed back from the globe to the teletype.
REPORT PROGRESS

But Colossus was not prepared to speak; one word came clacking back.

WAIT

Forbin sat down and clasped his hands between his knees, gazing grimly at the silent machine, his
thoughts busy with the chances of interception and the Secure Zone. He hoped that Fisher would have
the sense to keep CIA informed—not that it really mattered. Just now, everything turned on alot of
hardware on the Atlantic coast and that terrifying inanimate missile, immune to any dectronic interference,
agraightforward ballistic object, now well on theway down. . . He glanced at hiswatch. Colossus
missile must be down now, one way or the other. . . He remembered the President, and his presencein
the room took on anew significance. Forbin looked round at him.

“What happened?’
The President, who appeared to be in adaze, dowly looked up.

“They made the intercept, but the warhead detonated. It was only twenty-five miles up, seemsthereisa
largefire.” He stopped, unable to go on.

“Where wasthis?’ Forbin's tone was commanding, cold. It sung the President, and alook of hatred
flared momentarily in hiseyes.

“Somewhere over Sheria—"
“Casudlties?’ rapped Forbin.
“Who knows?" The President rubbed his eyes. “At least it wasn't over amgjor urban concentration—"

But Forbin had withdrawn his atention, and had swung back to the link with Colossus.

MISSLE INTERCEPTED AND BROKEN UP 3530N 7115W SIX ICARUS/HERMES
EXPENDED EX SITESBAKER 914 AND 916 AND GROTON 003 RELOAD PERMISSION
GRANTED NOW UNTIL 1800 GMT ACKNOWLEDGE

Forbin sat back and stared. He felt very, very tired. The Chief of Staff was shouting at someone on the
phone, and the aide, Bishop, wastelling someone el seto clear theline, and another phone was pinging.
That pinging, in theory, melodious, seemed to bounce around inside Forbin's skull. Slowly he typed out
the acknowledgment, then got up and faced the President.

“Colossus madeit.” He spoke wearily, without emotion. “ Intercept made well out, and apparently no
exploson.”

There was very little reaction. The President rubbed his eyes again, and stared at Forbin; the Chief of



Staff stared at the President. Bishop, too busy to hear, looked up from phoning.

“Sir,” hesaid, clearly addressing his remarksto Forbin. Forbin shook his head and waved an impatient
hand at Bishop. “No, take dl those damn phones off their hooks—except the hot line. Let'shave a
moment of pesce.”

The aide obeyed, and silence reigned in the sanctum. The President reluctantly let go of the door frame
and walked dowly to his chair and sat down. Flanked as he was by the aide and the Chief of Steff, the
President reminded Forbin strongly of afigurein atableau in awax museum. The President, vacantly
gazing round the room with dulled eyes, saw something that sharpened hisvision to amarked extent.

“What the hell'” Therewasalittle more of hisold self in histone, not much, but enough to be noticed by
the other occupants of the room. It stiffened the aide wonderfully, and brought the Chief of Staff back
from a deep contempl ation of the ungpeskabl e that not even his professona Red Indian face could
entirely conced. With Forbin, they followed the direction of the President's gaze. In acorner, partly
hidden by abookcase, and hunched up in what psychologists cal the fetdl position, lay Prytzkammer.

The President scowled and said contemptuoudy, “Bishop, get that jerk to hisfeet, and then fix some
drinks”

Asthe aide moved over to the recumbent figure, the double doors of the sanctum burst open and two
half-crouching Secret Service men ran in, guns out and very much reedy for anything. At the Sght of the
President sitting calmly behind his desk, they dmost skidded to ahalt, and straightened up. The President
eyed them coldly, yet with no sign of the rage he would have produced even an hour back.

“Sorry, Mr. President, Control said al your phones were out of action, and we had the idea something
screwy. . " The spokesman's voice trailed off under the cold stare of the President, but heralied, and
ended, “You dl right, Chief?’

The Presdent nodded; he was far too spent to waste words on such trivia. The men were reassured, but
not entirely satisfied. They noted the phones off their hooks, the odd demeanor of the President, the
stonelike quality of Forbin and the Chief of Staff—and they saw Bishop bending over Prytzkammer.
Instantly they werefully dert again. One stayed by the door while his partner went over, pushing the
young aideto one sde. Thissort of thing they understood. The man looked briefly at Prytzkammer, then
straightened up, and with awary eye on the sartled Bishop, spoke to the President.

“Sr, thisman isdead.”

A faint flicker of surprise crossed the President'sface. He looked up at Forbin, compressed hislipsand
said, “OK, let him be dead some placedse”

“How did it happ—" the Secret Service man started off professiondly, but broke off. “ Sorry, sr—well
get himout.” The President gave the man an extrahard look. “And keep quiet. Another thing; no one,
and | mean no one, isto be admitted to this office or the outer office without my personal say—so until |
cancel thisorder, get it?’

Hs'r.”

The two men carefully stretched Prytzkammer's body out, and carried him into what had been his office.
Bishop, white and trembling, closed the doors softly behind them.

“Now—can we get that drink?’

The aide rummaged noisily for the Scotch in the sideboard. He found it, and three glasses. The



knowledge that he was being watched did nothing for his aready shaking hand. He dopped Scotch into
the glasses, the bottle glugging noisily in the slent room. The President sat till and impassive asthe aide
brought his drink, a generous haf-tumbler. Quietly and unhurriedly he picked up the glass, gazed for a
moment reflectively into itstawny depths, then drained it in practicaly one gulp. The Chief of Staff wasa
very close second.

“God,” said the President, “that helps. Ed, Forbin, sit down. Bishop, get my naval aide- phone from the
other office. Then get on the rest of these phones and do what you can, say there has been afoul-up on
the switchboard or something. ”

Bishop left at the run. The President poured himsdlf another drink, and gulped at it noisily. Forbin came
out of hispersona trance, waked over and sat down in the only armchair, leaving the Chief of Staff to
bring over the period piece from the teletype. It creaked under the Army man'sweight, but asin other
things, the President did not comment. A whole set of values had been ripped out and thrown away.

Forbin picked up his Scotch, choked dightly over it. For several minutes there was complete silence, and
it was |eft to the President to make the first move. He breathed out gustily. “Well, we must get on,
athough God knows. . .” hisvoicetralled away, then he gathered himself once more. “Forbin, your
views?’

Forbin forced himsdlf to concentrate on the immediate problems. He suggested that the fate of the missile
be checked, the shelter warning canceled, and a statement prepared for the public. They discussed these
proposals, quickly agreed on the first two—and took action—then got down to the third. No one
suggested the public be told the truth—it was too fantastic. Y et a credible story had to be found. The
Chief of Staff thought that it should be announced that amissile, tet-fired, had mafunctioned. The
President and Forbin did not likeit, but in their shocked and weary state they had no better ideas. The
Presdent had hardly said he would write it himsdf when the hot line rang. The Soviet Chairman wasin
smilar trouble, and told the President that, asfar as he was concerned, avery large meteorite had
exploded on hitting the earth's atmosphere, over Siberia, causing vast damage. He added that thiswas dl
the more credible since that very thing had happened around ahundred years before in that area.

Again, it was not a perfect gory, but it was not possible to better it in the time available. The heads of
gtate ended with mutual—and genuine—expressions of goodwill which Forbin found bitterly ironical.

The call finished, the President immediately got down to adraft of the public statement. Forbin marveled
at hisresilience, but knew he would pay for it later when he stopped running. He looked at the First
Citizen strangdly, pityingly. Someone would haveto tell him—perhapsthe Chief of Staff would doit; they
were buddiesto some extent. Still, that was aminor problem. Forbin left the sanctum.

Bishop was busy talking on aline, so Forbin picked up asquare phone and called the CPO. While
waiting for Fisher, Forbin thought about the President. Better make sure the Chief of Staff told him.
Forbin would not have thought it possible, but agood many ideas had gone overboard. . .

“Fisher? Yes. Yes, nothing to worry about, arogue missile which might have hit Texas. Y ep, that'sthe
story, and you can quote me—in fact you'd better do just that. Keegp working on the new material,
perhaps something will emerge that'll give us some clue. I'll be back as soon as| can. If you get anything,
cdl me”

Forbin and Bishop cleared their lines at the same moment. Forbin glanced at the young man, not more
than twenty-five, Sitting in Prytzkammer's chair. The aide had adrawn look, appeared much older, and
there was a tenseness round the eyes that was new. Forbin wondered if he too had atered as much as
Bishop or the President, especidly the President. . .



“Sir, may | ask you aquestion?’

The words and the way they were said made it sound asif the young aide thought he was addressing
God. Forbin winced, tried to smile.

“Go right ahead, but | don't guarantee an answer.”

“Sir, what killed Prytzkammer? The Secret Service says there wasn't amark on him, and | know he
passed amedical check only last week.”

“That onel can answer.” Forbin stared gravely at the young-old face. “He died of fright.”

Chapter 14

As Forbin re-entered the sanctum, the President looked up from some notes. “Forbin, what do you think
of this?’ Hisvoicetook on its public addresstone. “Asyou al know, a shelter warning for Texas was
issued earlier today, and asthiswill have caused anxiety throughout the country, | have decided to make
this announcement persondly, to assureyou dl that thereis no cause for darm. Thiswarning was issued,
on my authority, when amissile, test-fired from an operationa submarine station and intended to go
down the Atlantic range, mafunctioned. The warhead was not, of course, activated—»but astherewasa
risk that the missle might land in Texas, it was, in my opinion, only prudent to issue the warning, Ssncethe
warhead might have broken up on landing, thus distributing radioactive meterial over some one or two
square miles of the state. Therewasno risk at al of the device exploding. Y ou will be glad to know that
the interception and safe destruction of the missile was handled entirely by our new defense complex,
Colossus. | have ordered afull and thorough investigation into this mishap, and will seeto it that it cannot
happen again. Nevertheless, it has given our defenses aredlistic test, and has shown al the world that
they work.” The President paused. “How about that?’

Forbin drew a deep breath through his nogtrils; it was very near asniff. “Um. It doesn't tand too much
poking around, doesit?’

“If you can think up a better story, I'd be very glad to hear it.” There was no trace of sarcasmin the
President's voice. Forbin, handsin pockets, shook his head. “No. That's as good as we can get. I'd
suggest you don't stick your neck out too far on the assurances.”

The President ignored that one. “Ed, what do you fed about it?’

“It'sOK by me.” The Chief of Staff hesitated, then went on anxioudly, “How do you propose putting this
out?’

The President raised his eyebrows. “ The only way | can—nationwide TV!”

Forbin and the Chief of Staff exchanged glances. It became clear to Forbin that the Army man was not
going to take on the task. Forbin felt hisrage rising; he had so much to consider, and now this damned
man was leaving even aminor detall like thisto him! There was no time for persond fedings.

“Mr. President,” he said crisply, “you've got to know sooner or later, and if you're going on TV, then you
have to know now.” He noticed, out of the corner of hiseye, that the Chief of Staff was unobtrusively
withdrawing to the outer office. “ Y ou've had agreat shock, avery great shock, and I'm sorry to tell
you—you're as gray as abadger.”

The Presdent frowned, every linein hisface expressing disbelief. Unconscioudy he ran one hand through
his hair as he dowly got up and walked to an ornate gilt-framed mirror. For ten or fifteen seconds he



gazed at hisreflection, turning his head from side to sde. Then he stumped back to his chair, and sat
down and poured out alarge drink. He sat for amoment, inspecting the glass asif he had never seen one
before, then spoke without looking up.

“It'sfor sure | can't appear on TV like this—not with that sort of message.” He drank. “ Guess|'ll haveto
get it dyed.” Forbin felt grudging admiration for the man's coolness.

The President smiled grimly. “I know—it'sajob for my lady wife. God knows she's an expert.” He
thumbed hisintercom. “Tdl my wifel want her here at once, and wherés my naval aide?’

“Sir, Captain Carruthersis outside right now, and the Vice-President and the Secretary of State for
Peace, but the Secret Service won't let them in—your orders, Sir. ..

The President swore, then spoke briefly to the Secret Service head. Hardly had he finished when the
door opened again and the First Lady was upon them. With the same rapidity the President told hiswife
what he wanted. She dtifled her curiogty with difficulty, recognizing that thiswas no time to press her
husband. She examined his head, named the dye she required, and Bishop was dispatched hot-foot to
get it. Captain Carruthers, the Navy man, was ordered to arrange anationwide TV broadcast, asa
matter of State urgency, in about an hour'stime. Then the President called for the Chief of Staff who was
dill inthe outer office.

Asthe Army man entered, he gave Forbin the nearest thing to an apologetic look that he had in his
limited facid repertoire.

The President rubbed his hair. “ So far, events have dictated what we do. Now weve got to go on a bit
further, and that's not so easy. | should cal afull Cabinet meeting, but that'll have to wait. Wethree are
the only ones competent to deal with thisSituation.” The President tried an uneasy laugh. “If anyoneis.”

Forbin nodded. That laugh told him that, at |ast, the President had got the full message. Then he redized
there was an awkward pause; the President was clearly waiting for Forbin to speak. Y es, indeed, the
Presdent had got the message.

“Thisishow | seeit. Both machines have blown al parameters and safety blocks. They know that we
fear their weapons and they are prepared to use them to enforce their will. Exactly what they may want,
we don't yet know. Perhapsit is no more than theright to talk to each other. Next, we must accept that
we've created brains far superior to our own—and they know it. It's not surprising that they don't intend
taking ordersfrom us—their inferiors.”

There was slence while Forbin searched for his pipe, then the Chief of Staff spoke.
“But what are they aming at, what do they want?’

Forbin stopped patting his pockets. “ The same question could be asked of people—and not answered.
These machines exist, and maybe, with al human philosophy stacked in their guts, they've come up with
someideaor plan. Maybe that iswhat al this high-gpeed exchange is about.” He found his pipe, tucked
down the side of hischair. “1 am sure on one point: We'velost control, and | don't see much chance of us
getting back on top. Thereisahaf-ideain my mind, but | won't raise any hopes until | have achanceto
talk it over with Kupri and my own associates.”

The President stared squarely at Forbin; there was anervous tic under one eye which Forbin had not
seen before. “ So it comesto this: the machines are our masters, and our defense rests on how they fed.”

Forbin rubbed his pipe againgt hisnose. “ Y es, that is about it, but you've missed one point. Colossus and



Guardian are not on opposite sides. The ideological angle doesn't exist for them. They probably see usas
just SO many ants.”

He breathed out smoke like a dragon and went on, “We have to accept that they'rein charge. If you
think about it, we've been thisway for along time; computers control our factories, our agriculture,
trangport—road, air and sea—and most medica diagnosis. The only difference hereisthat weve given
these two the power to punish disobedience. And remember—talking of these other everyday
computers—given control of them, the two big boys could control production aswell. Quite athought.
Then the only spheresin which we'd have an edge would bein art and emotion.” Forbin paused, gulped
hisdrink.

“I can't seethat emotionswill get ahigh rating,” observed the President gloomily.

“Y ou may beright, but it'san area of knowledge that they can't grasp. Theirrationa quality will puzzle
them.”

The President, who two hours earlier would have regarded Forbin as nuts, was now trying to understand.
“That may be s0, but where doesit get us?’

“Frankly, | don't know,” confessed Forbin. “1 only say they don't understand, and | don't think they'll like
any field of knowledge to be closed to them—particularly when thisirrationd quality isdemongtrably the
mainspring of us, their creators. They'll seeit asapower source, whichinaway itis”

“Um,” said the President, unconvinced. “Isdl this connected with that half-ideayou have?’

“Not redlly. I've just been thinking that we might try graduadly to render dl the warheads safe when
missiles come up for servicing—maybe fit dummy warheads. But there could also be an angleon the
emotiond sde”

The President dammed the desk with hisfist “It'sal goddam crazy! Here we are, thousands of millions of
dollars spent, and dmost within twenty-four hours were scheming how to take the thingsto pieces!”

“Maybe were sounding off too soon,” replied Forbin. “We need time badly, and that's the one thing we
don't have. But what thereis, we must use to get organized, to get our mindsrolling again.”

“You makeit sound asif therés moreto come!” The mere thought made the Presdent drain hisglass.

“Wadll,” said Forbin, dowly, “I can't see things staying thisway. It's possible—oh, hell—I just don't
know.”

The President was about to speak when the red light came on. Carruther's sharp voice led their
ears. “Mr. Presdent, Bishop'sback. Your TV addressisfixed for 11:30, forty-six minutesfrom—" there
was a short pause—"“now!”

The President was grateful to be back in aworld he understood. “ Right—send my wife in. Cameras can
comein five minutes before the telecast.”

“Sir” Thelight snapped off.
“Therésahell of alot to be said for good old-fashioned Navy training,” observed the President.

Bishop had found the correct dye, and with impersond efficiency the President was hustled into the
bathroom by hiswife. Forbin called Fisher, and filled him in on the Stuation. As he talked, hiseyes



roamed round the gracious white and gold of the room, ardic of atime unbelievably remote.

“Jack, | want you or Cleo to get on to Grauber at CIA, ask him to let me have any information he's got
on Guardian. | don't think Kupri will pull any fast ones, but | want to have as much collaterd as possible
before | talk with him. | havein mind fixing ameeting to redlly talk. Tell Grauber | won't call Kupri before
the President's address, so he has that much time to get any information to me here.” Forbin sounded
casua, and became even more casual as he went on. “How's Cleo? Good, put her on. Cleo, dear, how
areyou?Fine, fine. Don't worry too much, somehow well get by.” Helowered hisvoiceinginctively.
“How isFisher? Yes, | see. Wdll, do what you can to keep him happy. See you soon.”

Forbin felt unwarrantably happy as he rang off, and opened afresh bottle of the Presdentid Scotch. He
knew he was coasting, not moving as he should, but his strained nerves screamed for relaxation, if only
for afew brief minutes. He was very tired, dmost past caring. He found himself thinking idly of
Prytzkammer, reduced from a smart, urbane man of the world to awhimpering wreck, then a huddled-up
corpse, as undistinguished as abundle of dirty washing. . .

And then he heard the teletype again.

PROVIDE MONITORING FACILITIESON HEADS OF STATE PRIVATE TELEPHONE
Forbin stared at the message. Thisredly wasit. The machineswere after full control. “Of what?” and
“Why?" were profitless questions at thistime.

Even as he strove to concentrate on hisimmediate action, Colossus peremptorily demanded an
acknowledgement. He swore childishly to himsdf. He must havetime, timeto talk to Kupri before the
line was monitored—there was no question of refusing the demand. Theinsistent pinging of aphone
registered dowly in hismind; ill staring a the machine, he picked up the instrument. It was Cleo,
anxious to know why Forbin had not answered Colossus. Suddenly Forbin saw the answer.

“Cleo, listen. | must gaintimeto talk to Kupri. Y ou answer. Say that | alone can order the facilities
required, and that I'm out of touch. I'll watch at thisend. Stall aslong asyou can.” He rang off without
waliting for her to reply, and, being unable to remember which button to press, ran out to the aide's office,
mesting the basilisk stare of Captain Carruthers.

“Captain, get me Kupri, K U PRI, onthe hot line a once. Timeisvery short.”

The Navy man's eyes probed the Professor coldly. Although the aide knew full well only the President
had the authority to originate acall, he hesitated but briefly, then reached for the red phone. “I'll call as
soon as| havehim.”

“Hurry!” caled Forbin as he ran back to the tel etype. Colossus had just sent

ACKNOWLEDGE FORTHWITH

It was up to Cleo now. Automaticaly, Forbin started hunting for his pipe. Cleo had taken over.
MESSAGE ACKNOWLEDGED

Instantly Colossus flashed back

WHO SENT ACKNOWLEDGMENT

Forbin nodded to himsalf. Colossus had recognized that it was not Forbin sending. Therewerea
half-dozen ways this could be done; Forbin's clumsy typing was the most obvious, then there wasthe
microsecond differencein thetime of transmission, the different key relays. Theinteresting, chilling point
wasthat, as Forbin had feared, Colossus was checking on these detalils.

MESSAGE WAS ACKNOWLEDGED BY COLOSSUS PROGRAM OFFICE



Forbin could guess the next question; he just had time to see hisforecast confirmed before answering the
phone.

ISFORBIN THERE
But there was no time to see how Cleo made out with that one. He grabbed the hot-line phone.

“Isthat Kupri?’

“Yes.” The clear unemotiona voice seemed very close. “Look, Kupri, | have just had ademand from
Colossusto monitor thisline. | have my office stdling aslong asthey can, but thismay be our fina chance
to tak. | haven't had time to formulate any concrete proposals, but | think we should arrange ameeting,
away from our own capita's, somewhere quiet.”

“A mesting isagood suggestion. | do not think we want a place too smdl or quiet—I suggest London; it
isoff the beaten track, yet quite busy. . .”

“OK, makeit London,” cut in Forbin impatiently.

The Russian continued, quite unruffled by Forbin's manner. “ Asfor this demand for monitoring, | have
not had asimilar message from Guardian, and if | do not receive such ademand, | think we can assume
that the machines have integrated their intelligence intake.”

“Quite probably,” said Forbin, without much interest. “Right now | would liketo put to you, whilewe
have the chance, the very rough idea that we might be able to neutralize the machines by virtualy
sabotaging their weapons. With the Colossus setup, we have afixed program of servicing and
replacement of missles. It's probably the same with you. Spesking from memory, | think it takesfive
yearsto work round thewholelot. In that time we could gradually replace warheads with dummies, or a
least render the detonator systems safe—"

Kupri brokein, atrace of irony in hisvoice. “It is perhaps possible, but we would both have to trust each
other agreat deal more than our nations have donein the past.”

“Yes, | know that, but we could meet that point by exchanging supervisorsto work with our respective
servicing teams”

“There are other difficulties,” began Kupri, but Forbin, pushed still more by the sound of the teletypein
the background, exploded.

“Hél'steeth! Either mankind works together, or we submit to the rule of machines! Y ou, of al people,
must know this.” Forbin fought momentarily within himself and went on in amore reasonabletone. “It's
only asuggestion—if you can do better, I'll be only too glad to heer it.”

“It may bethat neutrdization isthe only answer,” the Russan replied. “1 will discussthiswith our
Chairman and a so seek his permission for the London meeting. Since we will not have another chance, |
suggest we make arrangements now for that meeting, but before we do so, are there any other matters
you wishtoraise?’

The Russian's cdmness annoyed Forbin, who again had to hold himself in check.

“No,” he said shortly. He paused, then went on, “We both agree that the machineswill not like us
meeting. It hasto be clandestine, so how do we communicate?’

“Subject to the Chairman's approva,” said Kupri cautioudly, “1 will travel as part of atrade group joining
our misson in London. | will be a secretary, too minor in position to be of interest to your intelligence.



My namewill be Matutin, 1. K. Matutin.”
“Matutin,” repeated Forbin. “How do | know the date of our meeting?’

“Ligtento our evening TV transmission for England—evening their time, that is. The movement of our
trade group will be mentioned in the newscast in two days time, the 7", and the date of that group's
arrival in London will be the date for our meeting, or as soon asis possible for you after that date. When
you get to London, ring our mission and ask for Matutin. All you need say is”"What time do we mest,
Matutin? and | will tell you, nothing ese* Kupri stopped. ”Isthat clear so far?*

It struck Forbin that Kupri was remarkably well versed in clandestine activities, but forboreto mention it.
Kupri went on to give recognition details and the rendezvous—Hyde Park, at the western end of the
Serpentine. Forbin repeated the details back to him.

“That iscorrect,” said Kupri. “1 would suggest you try to avoid your own security forces. Try not to be
escorted by them—who knows where their routine reports may end up?’

“| don't get it,” said Forbin. The tdetype was till going intermittently.

“Come,” answered Kupri reproachfully, “ consider—is there not a possibility that thereisaforeign agent
in the Secret Service or the FBI?1 do not say thereiis, but you cannot rule it out.”

Forbin knew he was right, and a new wave of helplessness engulfed him. “OK,” he replied wesarily, “I
guessso. I'll watchit.”

“Good-bye then, Professor.” The cam detached voi ce softened fractionaly. “ Do not be too depressed,
we have not lost yet.”

“I guess s0,” repeated Forbin. “ Good-bye.”

He replaced the receiver and carefully noted down the details of his rendezvous. He looked up asthe
President ssumped in, his hair aggressively brown. Forbin took it in at a glance and passed on to more
important matters.

“I have just been on to Kupri on the hot line.” Forbin knew, against hiswill, he sounded defensive.
“Col ossus wants—demands—atap on that line, and it's not hard to see why.”

“| get theidea.” The President nodded. “So?’

“So | took thislast chance to give him arough outline of my ideato neutrdize the hardware. Therésalot
that would need to be discussed, and perhaps someone will come up with abrighter idea. Anyway, I've
arranged a covert meeting with him.” He explained the plan.

“Why so secret? Y ou think Colossus might object?’

“I'm sure of it. Bluntly, the machines are more interested in Kupri and me than you or the Chairman. Their
view clearly isthat machines are more important than people; your concern iswith people, oursiswith
machines—it'sassmple asthat.”

The President gave afaint, unfunny, twisted grin, but did not speak. There was no need.

Forbin didn't pursue the subject, but crossed to the teletype and tore of f the messages. It looked asif
Cleo had been holding her own. He picked up the exchange where he had | eft off:

ISFORBIN THERE



Cleo had answered
FROM CPO NO
Inevitably Colossus had come back with

WHERE ISHE
FROM CPO WAIT WILL TRY TO FIND OUT

Forbin nodded approvingly. Cleo was not giving afraction more than had been asked. Five minutes had
been gained while shewas “finding out.”

FROM CPO PROFESSOR FORBIN IN WASHINGTON UNWELL AFTER RECENT EVENTS
NOT TAKING CALLS

Forbin stopped nodding at that one.

IMPERATIVE MESSAGE BE PASSED AT ONCE

Cleo, greatly daring, had replied

HUMANSMUST REST MESSAGE WILL BE PASSED IN ONE HOUR CHECK YOUR
MEMORY BANK ON FATIGUE/STRAIN

Forbin hardly dared to look at Colossus answer.

FORBIN ISTOBE ON LINEAT 1711 GMT

Thetime check, printed down the side of the sheet, showed that Colossus made that message at 1610
GMT—qiving Forbin precisaly one hour, one minute. It was cheering to think that Col ossus was not
completely unreasonable, yet that very flexibility was staggering. . . He glanced at hiswatch; he had
nearly an hour—to do what? Cleo had stdled, but only staled, Colossus. He must make the most of the
time gained. First he must cdl her.

As hereached for the phone, the President raised his hand. “Will you be long, Forbin? The cameras and
the Vice-Presdent will be herein afew minutes”

Forbin had forgotten the telecast. “I'll call from the outer office.” Helooked at the strained, set
expression on the President'sface. “ Try to take it easy, Mr. President, let me fix you adrink before the
rush sarts.”

“How do | look?’ asked the President anxioudly.

“Pretty good. Maybe alittle browner than last week, but not enough to show. Y ou'll do fine. No one
expects you to be laughing your head off, anyway.”

“Thanks, Forbin. D'you mind sending in the Secret Service? Those cameras won't get in without my
say—s0.” Heamiled ironicaly, sadly. “ At least there's still one place where my word goes.”

Chapter 15

WITH TV cameramen and producersin the Presdential suite, and the Vice-President, who arrived full of
wounded vanity, not to mention two very edgy White House guards hovering in the background, Forbin
decided it was safer to postpone hiscall until after the telecast.

The Presdent did very well. Forbin watched on the monitor in the aide's office and was quite impressed.
The President summoned up strength from some hidden reserve and gave afine and apparently sincere
performance. Forbin was at alossto decide how genuine the President was, apart from the story itsdlf,
but those actudly in the sanctum at the time saw the mask thrown aside, once the President was sure the



cameraswere off the air. Hefairly screamed at the gathering to get out, which they did, hurriedly.

Forbin called Cleo, and congratulated her on her presence of mind—painfully aware that he sounded like
aheadmagter a a prize-giving. But he made it up by adding, with unnecessary warmth, that he hoped to
see her soon, real soon. Privately, he marveled at his ability to think of other things, but reflected that sex
was avery basic emotion. He again felt unreasonably happy as he returned to the sanctum.

The President was surrounded by most of his Cabinet and was speaking as Forbin entered.

“Ah, Forbin! I'vejust filled in the Stuation to the Vice-Presdent.” Heflashed atigerish grin a hisvisbly
swesting deputy. “ After dl, if | drop down deed, hélll haveto follow in the steps of Tyler and Coolidge.”

Forbin noted that he mentioned only the two notoriously dead-best Vices that assumed office on the
death of the President. No mention of Roosevelt, Truman, Johnson.

The President looked round him. “Wheresthat S of S7’

“I don't think we can wait for him,” interposed Forbin. “ Colossus has demanded access to the hot line,
and we must give adecison very soon.”

“Wall, theré's enough here,” replied the President with barely concealed contempt for hisadvisers. “I
guess| know your views, Forbin. Anyone e se want to add anything?’

There was a silence that bore down on them al.
“Damnyou dl!” roared the Presdent. “Do | haveto doit al, me and Forbin?’
The Chief of Staff cleared histhroat, thought better of it, and remained mute.

“Weve no option, Mr. President. If there's anything you want to talk to the Soviet Chairman about, now
isyour chance, possibly your last chance—until we get something organized.” Forbin did not know why
he added the last part. Partly to bolster the President, who was teetering on the edge of total
collapse—hut partly because he had begun to think ahead. . .

The President gulped down the rest of hisdrink and scowled dightly at Forbin. “I'll say thisfor you,
Forbin, you face up to Stuations awhole ot better than these,” he sought an offengive epithet, “these
punks! Bishop—get me the Chairman! How long have we got, Forbin?’

“Not more than haf an hour for sure. | have to communicate with Colossusin the next fifteen minutes.
One point | think you should raise,” he added, remembering Kupri'sremarks, “is the question of secret
agents both sides probably have planted in each other's higher echelons. Isthisroom, for example,
bugged by the Soviets? Have we any eectronic devicesrigged in the Kremlin? Remember, anything
intercepted isinevitably finding itsway back to the machines”

“Chrigt! That'sahellavaideal Ed—get on to Grauber, find out what we have on the Reds—move!” He
caled Bishop to find out how the cdl to M oscow was progressing and learned thet it was going through
at that moment. He told the aide to hold on, and sank back in his seet, clutching an empty glass.

Forbin looked at the President with growing darm. Thetic under one eye was very prominent, yet for all
the outward signs of collagpse, the man was il fighting.

“Bishop, tell the Chief of Staff to gpeak to the Chairman and fill him in on this spy question. Itll givethe
Russans more timeto sort out their list before | come ontheline.” Hisgaze, overbright, swept round the
room. “Therest of you listen. All of you—except the Secretary of State for Peace, who was too goddam



late—know wheat the Situation is. None of you—except one—has been the dightest help, and one, my
principa aide, even died of fright!” The President'strain of thought sidetracked for amoment, and he
added somberly, “ Maybe he was not so dumb.” He braced himsalf and went on. “That one exception
was Professor Forbin, here,” he waved ahand. “1 go on record that he stood up to me when he knew |
waswrong, and | want to thank him for his support: More than that, as President, | hereby appoint him a
Secretary of State. It isnot in my power to rate him any higher, but | rule that heis senior to dl, and |
mean dl, officids of this Adminigtration, except Mr. Vice and mysdlf, and | would tell Mr. Vicethat in
any question dealing with Colossus or Guardian, | would accept Forbin's advice without question.”
Smiling grimly, enjoying the shock he had administered, the President glowered at his saff. “Well, have

you anything to say?’
Therewas alittle shuffling of feet, and atentative throat-clearing or two, but no one spoke.

“Right,” the President nodded. “Forbin, any comment?’ Forbin was ill reding with the shock of it al.
He collected histhoughts rapidly.

“Thisisno timefor gpeeches. Thank you, Mr. President, | will do my best. One thing—my position in the
Government should be kept secret. | don't want to add to my possible importance in Colossus view.”

“OK, whatever you say,” answered the President, nodding his head vigoroudy, and glaring a the
Cabinet asif they were likely to burst into open revolt. Forbin redized that, asfar as he could, the
President was getting out from underneath, putting as much of the responsibility on him ashe could. But it
did not upset or annoy him. The Situation was far too serious for personal animus. In any case, he knew
full well he was the only man who might be able to do anything.

“Wél, I'll get onto Colossus. We are agreed, | takeit, that we have no option but to let the line be
tapped?’

“If you say s0, Forbin.” The President wanted to make sure that one and all saw where the responsbility
lay. Watching him, Forbin redlized that the President had to shed theload if he was not to crack
completely.

“l do.”

“Right. Therest of you, get the hell out of here. | am going to talk to the Chairman, and there will bea
Cabinet meeting in here as soon as | havefinished.” He reached for the hotline phone. “ President herel!
Mr. Chairman? We are forced to give monitoring facilities to Colossus, and we expect to have this
operativein about a half-hour'stime. So thisisour find chancefor private conversation, at least until we
can get some new arrangement. . .”

Forbin suddenly redlized that time was agood dedl shorter than he had realized. There was only aminute
or two to go to the deadline. Still, Cleo's hour had not been entirely wasted.

FORBIN HERE

Instantly Colossus repeated

PROVIDE MONITORING FACILITIES ON HEADS OF STATE PRIVATE TELEPHONE

Forbin had little hope, but Cleo had done pretty well, and it wasworth atry.

WHEN DO YOU WANT IT AND FOR HOW LONG

The answer |eft no doubt.

NOW—PERMANENTLY



Forbin shrugged his shoulders, tried a different attack,

WILL ISSUE AUTHORIZATION IMMEDIATELY LINEWILL BE VIA CIA MAIN FEED—IN
It was no surprise when Col ossus rapped back:

NO CONNECT DIRECT TO ALFA BLOCK TERMINAL

So Colossus was not going to risk any possible delay in getting the intelligence.

CONNECTION WILL BE MADE AS SOON AS POSSIBLE PROBABLY IN ONE HOUR
Forbin watched, almost with detached interest, the answer to that one.

CANNOT CONNECTION BE MADE SOONER

So you don't know it al, you clever bastard!

DOUBTFUL WILL TRY

Pick the bones out of that.

MAKE CONNECTION BY 1815 GMT

Allowing one hour, two minutes! Colossus flexibility was both comforting and appalling.

Forbin walked dowly out of the sanctum, dimly aware that the President was till talking urgently to the
Chairman. He cdled Grauber, and in the few seconds wait his mind tore feverishly at the problem of

inhibition. Even as he directed Grauber to fix the hot-line monitoring, part of his mind was searching,
gfting, rgecting. . .

“Look, Grauber, we'll just haveto pray thislineis secure.

| want you to get your experts onto rendering Colossus armament harmless. Work on the missile safety
locks—I'm sure that's the wesak link. If you can dter them so they pass the daily test by Colossus, yet
won't complete the firing circuits, well have away, in time, of rendering the setup harmless. Contact
Missle Command—they'll give you the technica data—and do it now. Meet mein the Zone sometime
thisevening.”

Some noi e filtered through from the corridor. Forbin learned from the aide that the full Cabinet was
gathering. The new Sof Shad no intention of being bogged down with them. He ingtructed the aide to fix
him trangport to the Zone immediately, and returned to the sanctum.

“Mr. President, the tapping isin hand, connection will be made by 1310. | must get back to the Zone
right away, but I'll bein touch.”

“What about the meeting?’ The President did not attempt to conced hisanxiety.

Forbin turned on the pressure. “ Thereé's no time for that. Let them concentrate on keeping the nation
happy—if they can—and let us get on with thered job.” He let that soak in for amoment. “ Colossus
hasn't finished with us yet—if, indeed, he's even sarted. I'm seeing Grauber this evening about secure
communications between us and Moscow—and one or two other matters.”

Irritably the President rubbed histwitching eye. He was visbly sagging; reaction was setting in. Soon he
mugt fal off his persond tightrope.

“OK, Forbin—I leaveit to you.” He sounded asif it were of the smallest consequenceto him, but his
eyesbelied histone.

Forbin nodded briefly and l€ft.



A Presidentia car was soon watting Forbin to the Air-Car Termind. Thereasmall two- seet vehiclewas
ready and waiting. Forbin climbed into the plastic bubble with asense of rdief at the release from
Washington. Soon he was flashing effortlesdy on hisway, donefor thefirst time, it seemed, in weeks.
The warm sun filtering through the trand ucent orange plastic top of the vehicle made him drowsy, the
gentle sway was pleasant, soporific. . . Colossus had accepted the ideathat he, Forbin, was the kingpin,
that he could be out of touch and that without him, no action could betaken. . . A moment's hesitation,
then Forbin reached forward and switched off the intercom. Let someone esefight it out for the next
hour. In less than two minutes he was adeep.

Twenty minutes later Fisher was frantically—and unsuccessfully—itrying to contact the hurtling air-car.
He was not the only one.

Colossus had started up again.

Chapter 16

About the time that Forbin was settling into the air-car, Fisher, in the reative quiet of the Colossus
Program Office, was deeply immersed in some of the early high-speed exchange between Colossus and
Guardian. Hewas vainly trying to find somelink between the last of the dow-speed run and the data, il
ripping out from both machines at a fantastic speed, when Cleo burst in. Deep in the mathematical world
of the machines, it took the bemused doctor some time to adjust.

“Doctor Fisher! Listen to me, thisisurgent!” Cleo's voice was controlled, there waslittle Sign of the
impatience wdling up within her.

Sowly Fisher shifted his unseeing stare from the celling to his colleague. “Doctor Markham!” he said with
atrace of triumph, asif he was glad that he could remember the name so quickly.

“Doctor,” Cleo spoke ddiberately and with care, “you must listen. Colossus has now issued anew
demand. | havetried to get Charlesbut heisin an air-car on hisway here, and | can't contact him. We
must decide whét to do.”

The apprehensve expression dawning on the mathematician's face degpened at the word “decide.”
“Cantitwait?’ hesad petulantly. “Forbin can't beal that long.”

“I've checked with the Washington Termina, and we can't expect him for another forty minutes,” Cleo
snapped, her impatience beginning to show. “Read this.” She unrolled ateetype message on the desk.
The mere dght of it made Fisher wince—but the message itsdf dmost paralyzed him with shock. Cleo
watched him anxioudy, but without much hope.

FOR FORBIN—THE FOLLOWING ORDERS ARE TO BE COMPLIED WITH ON RECEIPT
1—PROCEED TO THE SECURE ZONE AND STAY THERE UNTIL FURTHER ORDERS
2—ARRANGE VIDEO AND SONIC SURVEILLANCE TO COVER YOU AT ALL TIMES
CONNECT TO ALFA

3—DO NOT COMMUNICATE WITH GUARDIAN BUILDER

4—DISOBEDIENCE WILL CAUSE MISSILE LAUNCH WHICH WILL NOT BE
INTERCEPTED

5—ACKNOWLEDGE FROM CPO PERSONALLY BEFORE 2100 GMT TODAY
SURVEILLANCE SYSTEM TO BE OPERATIVE IMMEDIATELY

Fisher fastened eagerly on the last paragraph. “ There, you see, Forbin will be herein plenty of time.”



“But helll beaprisoner! It will beintolerable for him, cameras and microphones everywhere, dways”
retorted Cleo passionatdly. “Isthere nothing we can do before he gets here?’

“I don't seethat he has any dternative. What do you suggest—that we stop him getting here, and that he
goesinto hiding somewhere?’

“I don't know—perhapswe could. . .”

“Y ou must remember that the consequences of disobedience are infinitely dreadful,” responded Fisher.
He had recovered remarkably, and Cleo saw that the recovery wasin no smal measure due to the fact
that the demands of Colossus did not touch Fisher personally, and that he was not required to give afirm
order.

Shewas gtill staring at Fisher when Blake ssumped in from the tel etype room. He was chewing on an unlit
cigar, short and chunky like himsalf.

“Get this, Cleo—it touches you too, Doc.” He dapped another message on the desk. “ Red-hot this
minute from Frankengtein's monster himself. Maybe you would like me to wait for the answer.”

TO CPO—STOP MONITORING GUARDIAN/ COLOSSUS LINK FORTHWITH

The effect upon Doctor Fisher could only be described as el ectric. Here was a decision that he had to
take. His eyes, wide with fear and shock, glanced from the message to Cleo, then Blake, seeking help.

“Can't wewait for Forbin?’

“Héll, no, Doc; if Colossus says forthwith, he doesn't mean next Mother's Day,” said Blake. “Very
jagged isour boy.”

“We must get Forbin! Thisishisjob, not mine!” Fisher grabbed a phone, gabbled feverishly at the Zone
switchboard. Cleo, knowing thiswas awagte of time, turned and spoke quietly to Blake.

“Ask Colossus how long we have to disconnect, will you?’ Blake eyed her gppraisingly. “ OK, you'rethe
boss. But | reckon you'll get amighty smart answer.” Herolled the cigar to the other corner of his mouth
and stamped out of the office. Cleo could not help envying his hard- boiled detachment.

They duly got asmart answer. Colossus said forthwith meant the next five minutesif “punitive action was
to be avoided.” Cleo decided not to waste time pressing for details of the punitive action. She saw that
Fisher was completely usdless, and toyed with the idea of trying once more the gambit that only Forbin
could givethe order. Then sheredized that to do so would only raise the status of the Professor il
higher, which might make Colossus bear down on him even more—although offhand it was hard to see
how. Also there was no guarantee that it would work. . . Her mind was made up for her by Captain
Carruthers, USN, who rang at that moment. He said the President did not know what was going on, but
Forbin was out of touch, and whatever the activity was, it had better stop right now. It was sharp and to
the point.

Cleo ran to the teletype watch room where she cdled CIA, gave the order, hung on until it was
confirmed that the order had been obeyed, then had Blake inform Colossus. How had Colossus known
about the monitoring? Perhaps there was an agent planted in CIA who had reported back to the
Soviet. . . Her mind tried to work out who was taking to whom, then she gave it up as unprofitable.
Therewas so much eseto think about.

Back in the CPO shefound Fisher il trying to get Forbin. She placed ahand on hisarm.
“Y ou needn't bother, Doctor,” she said gently. “Washington called. The interception of the



Colossus/Guardian exchange has stopped.”

“Oh,” said Fisher blankly, and dowly replaced the receiver. He looked away from Cleo, embarrassed by
the knowledge of hisown inability.

“Don't worry, he's bound to be here soon.” Cleo spoke soothingly, asto achild, patted hisarm and
added, “Hell get it dl straightened out—you'll see”

But Fisher was not that far gone, not that optimistic. “Oh, I'm sure helll try, but what can anyone do?’
Cleo had no answer to that one.

Deep in aremote part of one of CIA'slower underground levels Grauber was addressing
TI-4—Technica Investigation, Section 4—a polite name for the Agency's sabotage department.

“...sothat'sit, gentlemen. Specimen safety locks are on their way. | won't repeat how vitdl this
assgnment is. | know you'll do your best—and it just hasto be good enough.”

Forbin was awakened by the sound of aZone guard tapping on the dome of the air-car. It did nothing to
improve histemper, which was not hel ped by the coppery taste the potted air left in his mouth. He glared
at the guard as he got out, rubbing a stiff neck.

Hislegs ached as he walked towards the Control Block, conscioudy breathing the fresh air. The sun was
danting downwards, but there was still savera hours of daylight left. . . Then he saw Cleo running to him,
hair flying. Forbin's pleasure was quickly damped when she was close enough for him to see her
expression.

“Cleo!” Hefdt atwinge of conscience, remembering the switched-off intercom.

“Charles, darling,” said Cleo breathlesdy. “I'm sorry, | didn't know what to do, we couldn't reach you in
the ar-car, theresthis, this order for you!” She unrolled the message, her fingerstrembling.

Cleo could not help comparing his reception of the message with that of Fisher. Certainly Forbin frowned
and thelines of fatigue around his eyes degpened, but he was not backing off. Hisfrown degpened ashe
read the ordersissued by hisown crestion; for afull minute he stared at the message, oblivious of his
companion, then he handed the message back, and got out his pipe. Hetried asmile.

“Don't worry, Cleo. There was nothing you could do.” He shrugged. “ Thereis nothing | can do either,
but obey. It makesit al very much more complicated—I can't see how | can get to the meeting. . .” He
broke off and stared thoughtfully at the sky.

“What mesting?

“Oh, before the machines got their talons on the hot line, | fixed it to meet Kupri in London.” Forbin
frowned again, “Hell, Guardian may have put the blocks on him. If so, thisisredlly going to be murder.
Anyway, the arrangements would do aswdll for others.” Forbin sighed, took Cleo'sarm. “Here, let's
take aturn around the block and think this over. Damn thisloss of the hot line—we must get asecureline
somehow.”

Cleo'sfeminine mind flashed back to an earlier turn around the block, but there was no evidence that
Forbin recdled it. They walked armin armin silence for awhile, Forbin sucking noisily at hisempty pipe.

“Y ou remember that bit 'Disobedience will cause missile launch which will not be intercepted.’ Clear
evidence that the machines are now working together.”



“Yes, | thought that,” agreed Cleo. “It'sterrible. . .”

“Not entirely. At least it should convince the Russans that we must work together. Though | imagine
Kupri doesn't need much convincing. Themore | think about it, the more sure | am that helll be chained
up aswdl.”

“But there must be something we can do?’

“It al depends how much timewe have, and if we can get a secret line of communication. | don't likethis
'surveillance a al times.' That'sour first problem.”

Cleo looked a him encouragingly.

“Anyway,” said Forbin with ashort laugh, “1've found that Colossuswill listen to reason. My best chance
isto cooperate aswell as| can. Colossus probably isn't sure whether I'm for or against him, and | may
get alittle preferentid treatment.”

“Have you any ideawhat the machines are after?’

Forbin rubbed his till tiff neck. “It's clear that they want to establish control of those people who might
upset them—though I'd be surprised if they stopped with just Kupri and me. Degp down | think thisis
just preparation. "They built better than they know,” he quoted bitterly. “Well, we'd better goin.”

They waked, still arm in arm, towards the control block. Once Forbin stopped and stared at nothing for
aspace, then walked on without comment. He stopped again outside the entrance, and faced his
companion.

“Cleo, | don't know how you will react to thisidea. | don't like suggesting it, for reasonsthat will be
obvious, but it might work, and so far | can't come up with anything better. | might find someone else,
though.” He paused, rubbed his nose with his pipe. “Um. Angelawould do. . .”

Cleo, whose patience had had abad time in the last few hours, was not prepared to take much more,
even from Forbin.

“Right, now we have had the preview, let's get on to the main festure.” She went on with more than polite
interest. “What isit that Angela can do better than 1?7

Her tone shook Forbin out of his persona cloud.

“I don't know how to say this” he began again, looking like the smal boy caught with hishand in the
cookiejar. “ Only the gravity of the Stuation—"

Cleo held up arestraining hand. “Charles, | have had a bad time too. Please get down to cases. I'll try
not to faint.”

“Um,” said Forbin doubtfully. “Wel. Asyou know, emotion is the one area of knowledge that Colossus
cannot really understand. So that's an angle of attack.”

“Wdl?

“Thisistough,” hetook adeep breath. “ Colossuswill concede that | am subject to emotionslike any
other human, and that inthemainthe. . . er. . . exercise of those emotionsisusudly aprivate matter. Also
| think that Colossus will accept that | need darknessin which to deep. With these two things, | think |
may get him to accept that | need privacy in my bedroom—and that men need women. . .” Hisvoice



trailed off. Hewas bright pink as he turned hisface away from her, hisvoice husky with embarrassment.
“If that —ah—arrangement is acceptable to Colossus, then the—um—woman could be my link with the
undercover sstup.”

Cleo had been way ahead from the time Forbin mentioned emotions and privacy. While he was fumbling
for words, she was thinking how best to accept, without showing too much aacrity, nor, on the other
hand, too much surprise. On the side, shewas aso giving alittle consderation to thisAngela. . .

“For sheer ingenuity, | guessthat isthe most way-out proposition ever made.” She smiled a him. “I don't
have much option. If only to keep that Angelaout.”

There she was dangeroudly near speaking the absolute truth. Forbin stopped his contemplation of one
foot, and recovered sufficiently to gaze searchingly into her eyes.

“I know thisisn't high romance, Cleo, and I'm sorry. But | can't think of any other way of evading
Colossus, and even thismay not work.” He went on innocently. “1 don't like suggesting thisto you—I
had hoped for better thingswhen all thiswas settled. Perhaps Angelawould be better. . .”

“Charled | agreethisisn't what it might have been, but well make the best of it—you can forget al about
the accommodating Angela” Thiswas closeto an order.

Aswith most men, Forbin was pleased and proud of the possessiveness in the woman he thought he had
chosen. He ploughed on.

“Youredizethat | can't offer marriage? In the first place, if Colossus discovered we were newly married,
which could be easily given away by some casua remark in the office, he might regard that fact as
sgnificant. The other point—" here hisvoicelogt its confident tone—"isthat it is not essentid for. . .

. .. amistressto be constant. . . um. . . night companion, and—"

Cleo burst out laughing for thefirst timein days.

“Charlesdarling! You redly arethe limit! Don't worry, there's no need to labor the point, | getit. | anto
visit as, er, required,” she mimicked his manner, “and not to get above my, ah, sation.”

Forbin flushed. “'Y ou're not being very fair, Cleo. | don't likethisabit, but you can seeaswell as| that
thisway you would be free to move around inaway | can't do. So you'll haveto go to London—and
there is the added advantage that you can discuss the position intelligently, and not just be amessenger,
as Angelawould have to be—"

“I do wish you would stop harping on about this Angelal” She caught hersdlf. “Sorry, Charles, | didn't
mean to be slly. Cleo is hersdf again; give methe sordid details”

“Y ou may not like them very much,” warned Forbin. He located histobacco, filled his pipe and lit it; it
made the taste in his mouth twice as bad. “For example, al our Group must betold, and aso told that
they must get it firmly fixed in their mindsthat thisis not new, that it has been going on for sometime. We
don't want someone—Johnson, for instance—making some witty crack about me suddenly chasing you
after al these years. Not in front of al those cameras and microphones.”

“Charlesdarling, | redly don't care who knows. | only wish we didn't have to invent that bit about the

It struck Forbin that Cleo was atogether lighthearted about this aspect of the Situation.

“I musgt d'so warn you that there will belittle timefor—for us.” He hurried on. “ And another thing: Well



have to reduce your importance in the office—make you an assistant to Johnson or something. Y ou'd
better fix that—and don't forget to change your rating on duty rosters, or anything like that—any stuff the
cameramight see hung up in one of the offices”

“All right, Charles, I'll seetoit.” Shetook hisarm once more, shook it dightly. “Comeon, let'sgoinand
tell al—and get our future organized.”

For hdf an hour or so Forbin was far too busy making the arrangementsfor his own imprisonment to
think much about the future. He sat calmly in the only easy chair in the CPO, issuing astream of orders;
theingdlation of camerasin the control block, in the entrance and roadway to his private officeand in his
deeping quarters. It would take fifteen cameras and twenty-three microphones to provide the cover
Colossus required. Everything was checked by Forbin. Y es, they wereto fit survelllance equipment in the
bathroom and his bedroom—he had a shrewd idea Col ossus would want a run—through, and it would
not do if he began with the assumption that he could get the machine to see his point about privacy. He

had to appear helpful.

| nterspersed with these ingtructions were orders for a Group A meeting for 1500 local time, 2000 GMT.
He sent Cleo to find out if Grauber was on hisway, told Angela—when Cleo was out of the way—to
come over from his office and to collect dl the off-watch CIA mathematicians en route. Then he turned
his attention to Fisher, questioning him on the results of his combined CIA/Project team'sinvestigations.

Fisher, vigbly rdlieved at shedding his responsibility, was nevertheless jumpy and uneasy, and the noise
made by the techniciansin the building, fitting the cameras and microphones, made him still worse.

“Y ou know, Forbin,” he began, “itisredly very difficult to say even what field these calculationsrefer to.
| had thought a onetime. . .” Clearly he wasin along-winded mood.

“Look, Jack,” cut in Forbin, ahardnessin hisvoice, “I've got no time to waste—there is not much more
than an hour of freedom left to me. Makeit brief.”

“All right.” Fisher'stone was cross, amost petulant. “1 suspect that it is not just one stream of thought but
three, possibly four, al quite independent of each other. One, | am sure, dedswith the extension of the
Eddington-Hoyle expanding universe concept. For therest, | just don't know—except that it'sredly
fantagtic, in the truest sense of the word.”

“OK, Jack, that's something. Keep at it, but do it some place else. Get the CIA team in another block,
out of the cameraand mike range. Anything you get that issolid, passit in private to Cleo for me.”
Forbin nodded briefly, and turned his attention to the sweeting technicians. “ Joe, | want you and your
boys out of here—wait outside.”

“OK, Professor.”

Cleo arrived a much the sametime as Angela, unfortunately. She gave the secretary along chill stare,
which puzzled Angda, though she was nevertheless swift to recognize it as adeclaration of war between
them.

“Grauber will be herein ten minutes,” said Cleo, placing aproprietorial hand on Forbin's shoulder.

“I can't delay the Group A meeting that long, can't spare thetime, helll have to wait. Angela, say for the
mesting, but first get me the Presdent's aide on the line. Cleo, what's the westher like? | redly didn't
notice.”

Cleo looked at him in some surprise, but she kept her curiosity under contral.



“Not bad at al, some sunshine, light breeze, warm.”

“Good. Let me know when all the Group and the CIA ot are here, will you?” At the same moment
Angdasdlently handed him the phone, taking the opportunity to return Cleo's hostile stare. Now they
both knew where they were, if not exactly why.

“Bishop? Y ou will have seen the orders for me from Colossus—yes, well, I've no option. Y ou may be
getting acall on your private home line this evening or later tonight, so watch for it—OK? Y es, you had
better stay home tonight—and talk to Grauber. No time to explain now.”

He had hardly handed the phone back to his secretary when Cleo announced that the Group and most of
the CIA men were assembled.

“Right—get them dl outsde.” He looked round. “Y ou too, Angela.”
“Outsde?’ echoed Cleo in some surprise. “ Do you mean in the corridor, or redly outsde?’
“Redly outsde. I'll joinyou inaminute.” He smiled at her. “Don't worry, I'm not mad, not yet anyway.”

Theroom quickly emptied, and there was more than one look of puzzlement asthe party |eft. Forbin sat
for afew moments, gathering histhoughts. He looked pensively round the empty room, at thetiny TV
camerafixed to thewdl, wondering how long he could stand the strain of living under the unwinking
gaze. . . He sghed as he got up.

In the corridor he found the technicians, who stopped talking at his appearance. Their subdued manner
made him fed like aman under sentence of deeth.

“OK, boys, you can go ahead in there, but don't make the final hookup without my persond order.” He
tramped stolidly out into the |ate afternoon sunlight. Theillusion of acondemned man was heightened for
the sllent watchers.

His audience was gathered in asmdl crowd outside the office block front door. Their chatter too died
away as he joined them. By great good fortune he found his pipe without much trouble, and filling that
gave him employment for hishands.

“Wadl, nothing like fresh air, or so they tell me,” he said with forced heartiness. “Now—follow father.”
Heled the group to the middle of alarge grass square, ignoring the “Keep, Off” signs, then stopped and
faced them. * Gather round, | don't want to shout—some of you may liketo St on the grass, I'll squareit
later with Admin.”

There were afew polite laughs, which did nothing to ease the tenson. No one sat down. Unconscioudy
Forbin went on with the motions of filling his pipe, and looked round the faces—collesgues who had
worked with him for years. Blake, chewing hiscigar. . . Johnson, clean cut and fresh. . . Cleo, her hair
gently moving in the breeze. . . The one common denominator to al the faces wasthe look of strain.
Forbin felt helpless, knowing that he could do nothing to remove that expression, only intensfy it. He
glanced at hiswatch; 2002 GM T—fifty-eight minutes of freedom |eft. He breathed deeply and noisly.

“Right,” he said briskly, forcing himself into the part. “None of us can afford to waste time, least of dl me.
You al know I'm being placed under constant observation on the orders of Colossus. This
|—we—cannot duck. That observation beginsin alittle lessthan an hour'stime, and | want to tell
you—God!” He smacked hisforehead with the pam of hishand. “ Anyone here with transmitters on
them?’

Severa heads nodded.



“Angea, collect them, make sure they're switched off, and dump them down on the edge of the path,
over there” Heindicated a point agood twenty yards away. There was adight delay while thiswas
done, then Forbin resumed.

“Now just let that be alesson to you dl, and to me. | damn near forgot those things, and it isthingslike
that which may make dl the differencein this new world we now livein. I've dragged you al out here so
thereéd be less chance of us being overheard. If one of those transmitters was accidentally switched on,

or had afault, well, that could beit. | so want to say that if there are any secret agents among you, don't
transmit this until at least you have heard what | haveto say. At itslowest leve, it touches you personally,
let alone your own country.”

Some of the faces before him now showed concern aswell. Many clearly thought the Chief was going
nuts. Forbin held ahand up, asif to restrain their thoughts.

“String dong with me; I'm no more crazy than usud. First, and most vitd for you to get fixed solidly, is
this. Asof thismorning there are two sets of brainsin the world: human—and those two. And those two
havejust asgreat awill to live, or exist, aswe have. Why, you may ask, need this be abad thing? We
created them, and made them think in our own way—why should they not work with humans?| can't
answer that one, but | know beyond persona doubt that they are basically hostile to people—meaning
Reds, Europeans, Augtrdasians, Pan-Africs, All-Americans, whoever. That'swhy | ask any agents
among you to hold back on thistalk—any intelligence passed to CIA or itsforeign equivaentsinevitably
ends up in those machines. We dare not stop it, but we don't have to add to it unless we're forced to do
s0. Loyalty now isnot to country or creed, but to the human race.

“Why do | know that they are hostile? Simple; |, the chief creator of Colossus, am being caged because
the machine considers | might be athreat to it. It'sonly logica that | would be athresat to this machine,
my own creation—" he dowed down his delivery, spoke each word with ddliberate emphasis—“only if
that machine was athreat to me. I'm aso sure the machines are fully integrated, and suspect that my
Russian counterpart and colleague, Academician Kupri”—he stressed the word “ colleague’
deliberatdly—"is aso being chained up. Now—any questions?’

Hisaudience was ill.

“Next point. Given that these machines are hostile to us, do we fight back? Or do we just et them do as
they wish? Remember, we're making the decision for our race—we're the only oneswho can fight, if fight
wemugt.” Histired eyes swept round his audience. There was silence for amoment, then Blake spoke.

“Y ou don't have to ask that one, Chief.” Blake glanced around at hisfellow scientigts. “ Humanity will
fight, it'sawaysfighting. We're the fightingest bastards this planet has ever seen, and we surewon't siop

There was agenerd murmur of assent. Forbin was glad to see that even Fisher nodded his head.

“Very well, we are agreed. | have dready put certain measuresin motion with CIA, and now | need
some room to maneuver. Somehow | must evade the observation of Colossusin order to communicate
with you and our Soviet colleagues. | am going to seek permission to have privacy in my bedroom, on
the grounds that | must have some rest from the cameras. It has the advantage of being true,” he added
with bitterness. “ And to prevent any damned nonsense with infrared camerasin the dark, | want that
privacy to pursue my—ah—emotiond life. The machineswill know that we humans pursue our sex lives
in private, even if they don't understand—and thisangle will serve as cover for my link with the outside
world.” Forbin smiled faintly at Cleo, then went on without atrace of embarrassment. “Doctor Markham,
who, in happier circumstances, | would liketo marry, ismy mistress, and shewill bethat link.”



If Forbin thought his audience was still before, they were practicaly statuesque now. He could amost see
the effort being made not to look at Cleo. Only Angelanodded her head dowly, asif she now
understood something. . .

Forbin continued. “Further, | want you al to remember that she has been my mistressfor some time past.
Y oumay, or may not, believe this—but you must get it firmly fixed in your minds. Y ou dl will be under
observation in the office, and Colossus mustn't think that |'ve suddenly chosen to take amistress at this
particular moment.

“Remember the cost of failure does not bear thinking about. Thousands may have lost their lives because
we merely switched atransmitter off. Just one error, and Colossus will wipe out acity to bring us back
into line—and Guardian will not budgeto stopit.”

Forbin let that Snk in. “ So Doctor Markham will, I hope, be permitted to visit with mein privacy, and
shewill be my representative to you. To protect her from the attention of Colossus, I'm downgrading her
to junior assstant, working under Doctor Johnson—and you are to treet her as of that grading at dl
times. Another thing—some of you may know | was appointed this morning by the Presdent to be a
senior Secretary of State. | don't want any comments on that either in or out of the office—the
gppointment is secret. Findly, | want you to organize yourselvesinto an undercover group, elect your
own leader, and be prepared for further cagings. I'm only thefirst, I'm sure.

“My directiveto you isthis. Help mein my fight to inhibit the machines—and if | am too firmly tied, take
up the battle on your own. Y ou must establish contact with other groupsthat will be formed, and asa
firgt priority we must get secure communications, one group with another. After that—who knows? This
isour biggest fight sSince we came out of the cave ahundred thousand years ago.” Forbin could think of
nothing moreto say. He ended abruptly. “ That'sall.”

He turned sharply and walked quickly towards the Control Block, his staff standing back in silenceto let
him pass, watching his receding figure. Cleo had the perception and good taste not to follow. One or two
started to straggle away, then Blake spoke.

“Hey! Don't break up the party!” Histone was genia but commanding. “Now's as good atime as any to
get organized. The Professor's right, we need aleader. Doctor Fisher isthe senior by quite apiece, but |
don't think he will fancy the job. Offhand | reckon | am your best bet—any views?’

It was Cleo who spokefirst. “Y ou have my vote. Doctor Fisher?’

“Um, er, yes—I know my limitations.” He seemed bewildered. “| agree to Blake as the group leader, as
directed by Professor Forbin.”

There was agenera babble of assenting voices.

“OK, soI'mit,” Blakewent on. “| appoint Cleo, Johnson and one guy from the CIA team, to be
selected by them, to be the group committee. If anyone has any idess, or anything to say, passit to one
of us. And orderswill come from any one of us—don't just make abee-linefor me. Thefirst order isthis:
no one—no one—isto talk at any time about the group activitiesin the control block, or any other
building inthe Zone, until it is given clearance by the committee as a debugged area. Remember what the
Chief said: thisisagoddam dangerous game, with the highest stakesthere are. OK, get thinking. I'm off
to the Chief, and | wish usdl the best of luck!” He set off towards the office at a steady trot.

“Well, we sure got oursalves a boss-man there,” observed Johnson.

“Hell do,” replied Cleo confidently. “We need atough, clever and ruthless man, and that's our Blake.”



Fisher, following his own train of thought, shook his head despondently, looked from Johnson to Cleo,
shook his head again, and ambled off.

“If | were staking afew dollars, which | am not, on the weakest vessd in thisbunch,” said Johnson
thoughtfully, “1'd stack it al on Fisher. HEll need some watching.”

No one was disposed to argue with that, either.

Blake arrived in the entrance corridor in time to meet Forbin coming out with Grauber, for another
open-air chat.

“Sorry tobust in, gr,” said Blake, “but therejust ain't timeto fool around. I'm undercover group leader,
with Cleo, Johnson and a CIA man asthe group committee. Do you want me aong?’

Forbin said yes, and introduced Blake briefly to Grauber, asthey waked dowly round the block. Then
Forbin addressed himself to Grauber, his voice tense, urgent.

“Y ou know the setup, Grauber. Suggest you form agroup in CIA—I figure theré's agood chance that
Colossuswill soon put the finger on you, S0 see that the group is briefed to operate without you if
necessary. Assgnments: | want you to be respons ble for communications between the undercover
forces—that is, initidly, between the CIA group and the CPO group, and from one or the other to the
Russians. And another to the President—he must know what's up.” He looked at Blake. “Y ou know
your assgnment, and if I'm hogtied, act as you seefit to inhibit or render the machines safe. My ideaisto
get at the weapons rather than any fancy stuff directly aimed at Colossus; but if any better idea comes up,
useit, without meif necessary. Any progress on the safety lock idea?’

“The CIA group will be easy, but the communications may take alittletime.” Grauber sounded confident.
“Were working on thelock, but there's no hard newsyet.”

“Can you send aman down to instruct usin undercover Suff?” asked Blake. “We're just dumb scientists,
and need some help.”

“Nothing easier. I'll have aman down heretonight. Can you fix him ajob?’

Blake answered that one. “How about a confidentiad messenger? We have alot of guyscirculating
around with papers, tapes, files and bits of equipment. They go most places, and are practicaly part of
the scenery.”

1] SNd | .”

Forbin looked at hiswatch. Twenty minutes left. He took a deep breath, tried to sound unconcerned,
“Waéll, here we are, back outside my palatial prison. There's not much to say—much depends on you,
Grauber—I can't see any other line of attack other than those safety locks, but maybe some of your
bright boys can turn something up. If | don't pull off this privacy gambit, well, well just have to think
again. Blake, I'd like to see you insde before we dam the door shut.”

“Sure, Chief.”
Forbin held out his hand to Grauber. “Good luck.”

They shook hands all round, and Forbin turned to go. Then he paused. “Y ou know, there are moments
when | think thisisall anightmare, and that I'll wake. ..” Hisvoicefalled him. He stopped to regain
control. “Night isupon us, gentlemen. Maybe it's another Dark Age, but sooner or later well come out of
it



Watching him go, Grauber noticed that indeed the sun was going down, throwing along shadow before
Forbin ashewalked. . .

TI-4's experts were grouped round aclinically clean meta table. On it lay amissle safety lock, with its
cover removed. Not much larger than apack of cigarettes, it wasthe last safety measurein amissilefiring
system. Until it was actuated, no missile could fly, and no warhead could be armed until the missilewas

flying. ..

“Thefirg thing isto stop the goddam contacts meeting, then work back and find some way of fixing the
test circuit.” The chief of TI-4 referred to adrawing, then back to the lock. “ Those two pointsjust don't
haveto meet.” He pointed carefully with abronze, nonmagnetic probe. “There. . .”

Chapter 17

It was 1540, locd time. Already the reduction in solar light had automatically triggered the luminescent
ceiling switches throughout the Secure Zone. Roomsthat in daylight looked outwards to lawns and paths,
turned inwards upon themsalves. Forbin, ditting quietly in the CPO, noticed the change, but to him it was
snister; night was not locked out, but locked in with him, and the presence of other peoplein the room
did nothing to dleviate his sense of londiness.

The cameraand microphone insta lation was nearing compl etion, and the men had moved on to his
private quarters. The CPO itsdlf was back to normal, except for the two cameras and two microphones.
Behind each cameraatill wet patch of vivid red paint—Forbin'sidea—gleamed in the light. A visua
warning, red—the universa danger signd. . .

Forbin gazed thoughtfully at the microphone on his desk, then at the silent group standing almost formally
before the desk. He noted the time; fifteen minutesto go, just fifteen minutes. He summoned a smile from
somewhere.

“Surethat nothing is switched on yet, Joe?’
Joe, aman of very few words, nodded, and his nod was good enough for the Professor.

“OK, hereisthefina pep-tak—don't leave, Joe, this can touch you too—all you need to qualify for this
school isto be ahuman being.” Forbin gave each one of them an intense stare, wanting to see, and be
seen, perhapsfor the last time, free of the tirel ess gaze of Colossus.

“Make no mistake,” he continued in acam, level voice, “homo sapiens has got hisback well and truly
jammed againgt thewall. If Colossus and Guardian choose, they can wipe out well over half the
population of the world right now, this minute. Not only would haf theworld diein aflash, but the
residua disease, never mind the radioactivity, would put an end to the other half in ayear or two at the
most, and the world would be | eft to these machines, impervious to disease and radiation. Like thefools
we are, we have created the bacteria, the bombs, the rockets, and al the rest of the paraphernalia, and
surrendered the lot to these machines. We committed thisincredible folly out of fear of each other—but
theirony isthat now well probably snk dl our trivid differencesin thisfight for human surviva. Once
Colossus and Guardian have established control of the production lines, humanswill be
redundant—unless we are ignored, aswe ignore insect life, or unlesswe are kept like animasin a zoo for
scientific study, just to see what makes ustick. Remember, the only essentid difference between usand
what we call the lower orders of lifeis our brainpower. And now that superiority too has gone—except
inthe one vita sector, emotion. If that does not see us through—we're finished.”



Forbin leaned back, and closed his eyes. There was silence for awhile, then Blake cleared histhroat and
spoke.

“OK, Chief, we get the message, and if things go wrong for you, well seeit ispassed on.” He smiled
grimly at Forbin. “But don't give up the ship; it's not time yet to ask the dinosaursto move over.”

“Anyway,” replied Forbin aslightly as he could, “it'stime for me to step into the cage. Good luck to you
all. Joe, switch on as soon asyou like. The rest of you had better hightail it out of here, except Angela”
He avoided Cleo'seyes. “I'll want you to take notes. Blake, you can listen to what goes on in the watch
room.”

The group dissolved and went its various ways. Cleo, who had no orders, or any particular placeto go,
hovered uncertainly.

“Get agood night'srest, Cleo.” Forbin's answer to her unspoken question brought aflush to her face. He
went on, “It'sfor sure I'm going to deep tonight, whether Col ossus blows up, packs up, or goesfishing.”

Cleo looked a Angela, bitterly resenting her presence at this moment. She hesitated, then reached over
and squeezed Forbin's hand, and left without speaking. Hardly had the door shut than it opened again:
Joe stared at Forbin, and nodded his head dightly, and l€ft. . .

As smple asthat, thought Forbin. Everything looks the same, yet the bars are up, I'min the cage. . . For
amoment, afraction of asecond, awave of panic swept over him—he gripped the desk edge and sat,
motionless, waiting for the fear to ebb away. Gradudly he relaxed, reassembled his disordered mind.
Then he sighed, took out his pipe, glanced at the clock; he had made it with seven minutesto spare. He
looked at Angela, stiff and wooden, prey to God knows what fedings, and gave her an encouraging
smile. . . He leaned dightly forward to the microphone, and looked steadily up at the camera. He spoke,
and to him it sounded like astranger amillion miles away. His other detached and inviolable self watched
asif from the other sde of the room.

“ThisisForbin. Do you see and hear me?’ Hisanswer came clattering back ingtantly,
YES

“Good,” said Forbin. “I have carried out the orders, and both visua and aural cover is provided so that
you can see me and hear me at dl times. Thisiswhat you want?’

YES

“Very wdl. You will seethat when | get up and walk to the door,” he suited the action to the words,
“another camerahas mein view, and you still hear me speak.” He returned to his desk, and sat down.
“Thisistheway it isarranged throughout the control block, my office and my private quartersand dl the
routesin between.” Forbin found himsdf imagining that he was talking to a human being—cold and
unresponsive, but human. In some way thisimage made him fed more at ease. The machine clattered into
action.

ITISYOUR RESPONSIBILITY TO STAY IN AUDIO AND VISUAL CONTACT AT ALL
TIMES

Forbin read the message and tried to look unconcerned, athough he knew that there was no possibility
of the machine being able to evauate the finer shades of facia expresson—or could it? He swalowed
nervoudy. Now for it. . .

“Colossus,” histone was conversationa, “do you understand the meaning of the word 'privacy'?’

Again the monosyllabic



YES

“Do you understand that humans create words to convey to each other their thoughts, needs or actions?’
YES

“And that there cannot be a meaningless word?’

YES

“Then you will agree that "privacy' has been created by humans to express ahuman need of
requirement?’

YES

Stay with me, Socrates, Forbin thought fervently. | know thisisn't very good stuff, but it'sthe best | can
do...

“And you know that | am human, and in most respects like any other human?’

YES

“Therefore my need is no more—and no less—than any other human?”’

The microsecond wait was dl eternity.
YES
Forbin tried to hide hisdation by blowing hisnose vigoroudy.

“Will you, therefore, with suitable safeguards, alow me some measure of this human need,
privacy—without which | may lose my reason, and thus cease to be of value?’

WHAT SAFEGUARDS

“I will cometo that point in amoment. Y ou will know that humans by nature, deep a night?’
YES

“Also that in most of the inhabited globe of the earth, the sun does not shine a night?’

YES

“Itisnatura, therefore, to deep in darkness. If my bedroom has only one entrance, and | demonstrate to
your satisfaction that | cannot leaveit or communicate from it without your knowledge, may | have
darkness and privacy in that room at night?’ Forbin was warming to hiswork. He was struck by the
dightly bizarre thought that he found Col ossus more reasonable than many humans. “ Therewill be no
telephone or other communication device in the room, and it may be ingpected and kept under
aurveillance a dl other times; you may examine al articles before they are dlowed—"

NO
That was a setback. Forbin was silent for amoment.

“If you so order, | cannot argue, but you have agreed that | need privacy as much as the next man.
Under what conditionswould you permit—"

Colossus was dso warming up. Without waiting for Forbin to finish, the tel etype started once more.

PRIVACY CONDITIONS

1—CAMERASTOBEFTTED IN DUPLICATE TO COVER ALL POSSIBLE EXITS

2—WIRE SCREEN/WARNING MESH TOBE FITTED TOALL CEILING FLOOR AND WALL
SURFACES

3—MICROPHONESTO BE FITTED EXTERNALLY TO ALL WALLS OF ROOM

4—YOU UNDERTAKE FULL COOPERATION WITH US



5—ATTEMPTED EVASION OF SURVEILLANCE WILL BE PUNISHED WITHOUT FURTHER
NOTICE BY DESTRUCTION OF A CLASSII CITY
QUESTION HOW MANY TIMES A WEEK DO YOU REQUIRE A WOMAN

Forbin, reading the conditions as they were typed, nearly had a coronary when he got to the question.
Item 5—such isthe power of the human mind to adapt to any condition—was accepted with no more
than an involuntary tightening of the jaw muscles, but the question. . . Forbin mentally cursed the
blameess Angelafor being present, but then the cool clear side of his mind saw that this might be turned
to advantage: it would ease his embarrassment, and demonstrate the urge for privacy. . .

“Angela, be so good asto wait outsde until | cal you back.”

Intentionally, the phraseology was practicaly archaic; he hoped she would have the senseto play up. She
did.

“Yes, dr,” shereplied meekly, and, avoiding hisgaze, literdly trotted from the room.
Forbin acted it out for dl it was worth. He mopped his brow, shook his head.

“Colossus, | accept your conditions, but that question, redlly. . . it was most embarrassing.”
WHY

Again Forbin shook his head. “It would take far too long to explain, but you must know that this sort of
thing we do not discuss openly. In fact we do not discussit at dl, it isaprivate matter.” Cunningly, he

thought, he worked in the key word. “Eventaking to you, | find it difficult. . . It'strue | have amistress,
and | would—er—Ilike her company in my room,” hisvoice dropped to awhisper, “four timesaweek.”

REPEAT

“Four nights aweek!” Forbin amost shouted. He was not acting now. The risk of the destruction of cities
he could accept, but to reply to aquestion like that, painfully aware that Blake and God knows who el se,
would be listening to every word—Cleo! He clutched despairingly at his head. He was so covered with
genuine confusion, it was somelittle time before he redlized that Colossus had answered.

AGREED—FOUR TIMES A WEEK

“Thank you,” said Forbin hoarsely. He could think of nothing elseto say, but afurther inspiration made
him lean over with a pen and scribble furioudy on Colossus last answer until it was completely
obliterated.

WHY DID YOU DO THAT

For good measure, Forbin mopped his brow once more. “1 do not want my secretary to know, itisa
private matter. Can we regard that subject as settled?’

YES

“Thank God for that,” replied Forbin with genuinerdief. He called out, “Angela Y ou may come back
now!”

Angedareturned, impassive, and resumed her seat. Forbin knocked his pipe out on the edge of the desk,
and proceeded to fill it. Well, that was one big hurdle behind him, and it certainly showed aredigtic
approach on Colossus part to bring that subject up. His confidence began to blossom out.

“I will seethat the conditions are obeyed tomorrow,” he said. The warning mesh to which Colossus
referred was obvioudy the same stuff that had been built into the cement shell of Colossus himsdf. With
that fixed, physical escape would certainly be impossible, and the screening effect of the low-voltage
energization in the mesh would effectively stop transmission or reception. “Asfor tonight, | an sotired |



am surethe lightsin my room will not affect me unduly.” That was nothing lessthan truth. “Isthere
anything more you want of metonight?’

YES

“What?’

A VOICE SIMULATOR TOMY SPECIFICATION ISTOBEBUILT

So now he wanted to talk. . . Many talking machines had been made in the past hundred years, and lately
some of them had been very good. But avoice designed by Colossus. . . He decided to try alittle
passive resistance.

“Itisgetting alittle late in the day to tart now—"
NIGHT AND DAY ARE ONE TO US YOUR MEN MUST WORK SHIFTS

There was something amost poetic in that “Night and day areoneto us.” But it wasthat “us’ that was
daunting. . . “Very well,” said Forbin, “send your specification, and | will have adesign team working
herewithin the hour.”

Without further preamble the machine began to hammer out the specification. Watching the details,
Forbin amost forgot the gppalling problem facing him. They were very exact—the values of resistances,
diodes, stators. . . It went on, and on. . .

Forbin watched, fascinated. It was not particularly difficult to appear to cooperate; he was genuinely
interested to see what the result would be. True, there was nothing, so far as he could see, original in the
specification, but it was clearly refined to a degree that human brains had not yet reached. He recaled it
was necessary to show willingness as concretely as possible.

“Angela, take down this memo: addressed to Group A leader, copy to Admin from Controller. Split
group into three watches for design team duties. Assgnment: to design and supervise building of voice
simulator to Colossus specification. First watch to start work in CPO at 2200 GMT thisday.”

Angdamadeasif to get up.

“Wait,” Forbin ordered. “Make asimilar memo to Technical Group leader, to be ready to commence by
0800 GMT tomorrow. Better send copies of each to the other group leaders.

Forbin had spoken loudly, perhaps unnecessarily so, but Colossus gave no sign, the specification
continued to roll out of the teletype.

He continued brusquely. “ Typethat lot now, and I'll Sgn the authorization and you can deliver the copies
immediately.”

In other, happier days Angelawould have told her bossthat davery went out in Abe Lincoln'stime, but
now she contented hersalf with asubdued “Yes, Sr.”

When the memos were ready Forbin signed them with considerable flourish, and before Angelacould
even pick them up, said,

“Now go and hand them out, yourself, a once!”

Before she was hafway to the door, he cdled out, “ Another thing—fetch me apint of black coffee from
the commissary, will you?’

She turned and spoke, her voice was meek, but the glint in her eye, and the dightly raised eyebrow more



than canceled that out, “Would you like awhip aswell, sr?’

“A what?’

“A whip, Sr. They're very good, you know, there's strawberry and banana, and the raspberry isworth
trying.”

“No, Angda, that will beall,” said Forbin stiffly. “Yes, ar.”

When Angdareturned with the coffee, he was deeply immersed in the specification. She placed the
container on the desk beside him, and he said, absently, “That's very kind of you.” It was hardly in

keeping with hisimage of the powerful man of affairs. Then Fisher gppeared, peering nervoudy round the
corner of the door.

“Comein, comein,” said Forbin heartily. “| want to talk to you about thisjob.”

Fisher most certainly did not catch on. He blinked at Forbin in surprise. “1 don't see how we can get on
with our—"

“Yes, | know dl about that, Jack,” cut in Forbin hastily, “but thisis alot more important than checking
those circuit diagrams.”

“Diagrams?1 dont—"

“| said, forget it!” said Forbin, genidly ferocious. “Come and sit down, while | give you the rundown on
this”

The teletype clattered beside him. Fisher jJumped asif bitten by a snake.

ISTHISGROUPA LEADER

“Yes,” said Forbin rductantly. He had avoided namesin his memo, but had not much hope of getting
away withit.

WHAT ISHISNAME
“Thisis Doctor Fisher.”

Fisher gave afineimpression of ahunted hare. “Do | speak?’

Forbin grasped hisarm, none too gently, “Just act normally, Jack, nothing to get heated about.” Just to
show how ordinary the whole thing was, he addressed Colossus.

“Colossus, thissmulator isvery complex; I'm not surewe can just build the thing stiraight off—parts will
need testing, and there may be alittle experimenta work to do.” What would Colossus do, if the
gmulator did not work—blame him?

TESTSWILL NOT BE NECESSARY PROCEED ASINSTRUCTED AND SIMULATOR WILL
WORK

And that was dl there wasto say on that point.
Forbin dragged the goggling Fisher from the teletype and forced him into achair. He handed him the
specification. “ There—all you haveto do isto work out physical layoutsfor that. As soon asyou have a

reasonable idea of the physica sze of the device, |et the head technical man know, so that he can Sart
arranging a suitable space.”

Not for thefirst timein the past few days, Forbin saw that Fisher had aged considerably, and that, at the



first Sgn of anew crisis hewas more interested in getting his head in ahole someplace than in trying to
ded with thetrouble.

“It'squitesmple” he said quietly. “Forget everything e se, and get on withit.” He glanced a thewadll
clock. “Thefirst watch should be on in afew minutes—get them started, then | think you should go and
res.”

“Perhapsyou areright,” said Fisher. “1 don't fed | can take much more, | redly dont.”

Forbin thought of the bottle of rye he knew Blake kept in hisdesk drawer, in open defiance of the Admin
Standing Orders. He got it out, found a couple of plastic mugs, and poured two fair-sized tots. “ Drink
this,” he ordered. He was replacing the bottle when Blake walked in.

“Ah, Blake,” said Forbin. “I didn't think you'd mind—I've just had a crack at your bottle of hard stuff.”

“Hdl, that's OK,” replied Blake, easily. Helooked at Fisher, who was studying the specification, and as
aways, when actudly working, on the bdl. “Thisthe job, Doc?’

Fisher nodded. “1 think we had best break it down into the main groups of components. There appear to
bethree. . .” Thetdetype chattered briefly.

FOUR
Blake and Forbin looked at it together; Fisher just sat, wide-eyed, ready to scuttle.

“OK, Colossus, if you say four, it'sfour. That saves usalot of messing around.” Blake's easy acceptance
of Colossus as another person in the room, stiffened Forbin and quite probably saved Fisher from
blowing histop.

Forbin sat down and began to think about the implications of thisvoice smulator. Why did Colossus
want it? Could be the easy answer—that it would be easier to amplify written ingtructions. And
conversation would be possible. But supposing the machine wanted to address awider audience? It
could be that Colossus intended to speak to the world. Well, if he did, he did. Forbin was not going to
be diverted from the main task, the inhibition of the machines. If theworld got afew nasty shocks on the
way, it might do it some good. It might. Forbin drank his coffee,

“Colossus, | am now going to take a short walk—"

NO

“Why?

BEFORE LEAVING YOUR FINGERPRINTS ARE TO BE TAKEN BEFORE THE CAMERA
“We don't have fingerprinting equi pment—'

USE RUBBER STAMP PAD AND BLOTTING PAPER AND PRESENT RESULT TO CAMERA

Forbin shrugged, there was nothing for it. A pad was produced and arather imperfect set of prints taken.
These werelaid on the desk and Forbin noted gloomily that, after less than two seconds, the teletype
mede

SATISFACTORY YOU MAY PROCEED

Hewondered at the definition of the camera; he had expected that it would be able to read typescript at
that range, but to reproduce fingerprints, and not very good ones at that, made him consider if Colossus
had been able to evolve anew system of identification. As he walked to the door, he exchanged
ggnificant glances with Blake. Hisinitid dation at the successin arranging for Cleo to cometo him, and
at finding the survelllance less oppressive than he had expected, was damped down. This habit of



Colossus, leaving some difficulty to the last minute, was very disturbing. The fingerprint business, for
example, could have been settled at the beginning. It left him with the nasty feding that there were many
such hidden trgps waiting for him.

Outsde, Forbin walked carefully down theilluminated sidewalk, and noticed that it was unusualy empty,
while the sdewalk on the other side of the roadway looked alot more crowded than usual. It added
greatly to hislondiness.

He scowled and blinked in the harsh light of the new lampsfitted in his office. Here at least he had aways
been used to the gentle, somehow human lamplight. Maybe, if dl went well, he might get this dtered, but
thiswas not the time to raise the matter. Wearily he dropped heavily into his chair and surveyed his desk.
There was afair-sized pile of correspondencein tape and letter form—so much rubbish now, routine
reports on tests, requests for data, the usua torrent of stuff from Admin—all outdated junk.

For ahaf-hour or so Forbin worked mechanicaly through some of the accumulation before him, reading,
initiding, dictating. But at 1800 local time he decided he had had enough. Without a glance at the
cameras, he scooped up the completed work, marched out of his office and dumped it dl on his
secretary's desk. He paused and looked round, looking for any loophole in the surveillance that he might
use, but there was no ingpiration in the small room, nor yet any in histired, depressed brain. He turned
quickly on his hed and left.

In hisliving quarters it was the same story, bright light everywhere and the ubiquitous cameras and
microphones. . . He poured himself alarge bourbon, and switched on the TV screen. Immediately the
outside world flooded in, and for fifteen minutes, he sat and watched a film avidly—but when it ended he
redized that he had not the faintest ideawhat it had been about. He finished hisdrink and went into the
bedroom and stripped for ashower. The cameras in the bedroom and bathroom were the hardest to
take; thinking of Colossus asahuman was no sort of help at dl in this connection, for Forbin was
essentidly ashy man. In the shower he stood, grateful for the partial screen of the steam, thinking. . .
thinking. If only to boost hismorde, he must find some small way of defeating theinvisible net around
him. He dressed and headed back to his drink cabinet. There was a newscast on the TV. Forbin looked
sourly at the newsreader, casud, genia. All right for you, you bastard, he thought, you can get up and
leavethe camera. . .

“. .. dateline Moscow, USSR. Pan-World reports alarge meteorite fell early today in the Northwest
Sberia Officid sources gtate that asmall township was amost completely destroyed, and that casualties
may add up to as much astwo thousand. A large area of forest was a so burned and scorched by the
impact. A similar meteorite fell in Siberiaaround ninety years ago, but & that time the areawas
unpopulated. WHO and the International Red Cross have offered aid, but the Soviets Sate that they are
ableto render dl the assistance required. Washington, D.C. Senator Kaufmann has said he will raisethe
question in committee of the responghility for the mafunctioning missile which caused ashelter warning to
be issued this morning for Texas. It isreported that the President has said he would welcome this
opportunity to clear the matter up. Luxembourg, Europe. The USE Senate today voted to integrate—"

Forbin blanked out the TV screen. He felt sick, and barely controlled awild impulse to hurl obscene
abuse a Colossus. Two thousand! Two thousand human livesfor a switched-off transmitter, and this
could only be abeginning. There must be an answer somewhere. . . With renewed resolve he got up, put
on afresh shirt and |eft his quarters, not entirely sure where he was going. God knows, he reflected
bitterly, there is not much choice; for sure he did not want to be aone with Colossus, or histhoughts, and
that meant the CPO. En route, he remembered he had warned Bishop, the Presidentia aide, to expect a
cal, and he had done nothing to arrange it. How could hefix it? The President had to be kept informed,
and it might be that there was some news of Kupri. He recalled aso that he must arrange for someoneto



monitor the Russian broadcast which would give the date of the meeting. Therewas so muchto do. . .

In the CPO therewas an air of brooding strain. The duty watch worked steadily on, speaking to each
other only when necessary, and no one looked up or spoke at his entrance. He glanced round hopefully
for Cleo, but she was not there. He would have been both surprised and distressed had he known that,
at that moment, she waslying face down on her bed, having agood unscientific cry. . .

As he sat down, Forbin remembered another thing. He had to get the proofing of his bedroom
garted—with luck he might have only one night under the cameralights. Without aglance a the teletype
he picked up the phone.

“Joe? Forbin here. Sorry to trouble you thislate, but | have urgent work to be donein my
bedroom—yep, bedroom. | want it done before nightfal tomorrow. Drop by, and I'll fill in the details.”

Blake ambled over.  Sir, we have the main lines of the four mgor blocks of equipment roughed out.” He
laid asketch plan on the desk.

Forbin tried to summon up some enthusiasm, but the news from Siberia had drained away his earlier
interest in the smulator. He looked absently at the drawing, patting pockets for his pipe, found it, and
then replaced it—his mouth felt hot, dry and stale, like the entrance to a subway. “I could do with atouch
of that rye, Blake—if you can spareit.”

“Surething.” Blake quickly fetched the bottle and poured him adrink. “I'll leave you the bottle.”

“That'sgood of you.” Forbin had an idea. “Um. Good. | must make anote of this brand.” He looked
meaningfully at Blake. “Must call my liquor man——Bishop—some time soon and get an order in. Then |
won't fed so bad about cleaning you out.”

“Ah, hell, don't bother Sir. Y ou've got enough on your mind.” Blake nodded very, very dightly. “Maybe
your secretary could fix?’

Forbin yawned. “I'll leave it to you. Angdlahas his number. Now, what's worrying you about this
layout?’

“Nothing redly.” Blake was quite casud, but Forbin knew he had got the message. He tensed up inside,
half expecting the teletype to start, but tried to ignore the fedling and concentrated on Blake, who
continued, “I thought you should OK this before we go ahead. | reckon that, provided there are no
snags, construction could start by midday tomorrow. It's standard equipment—there are alot of amplifier
circuits, diode blockslying around that only have to be plugged in. Where would you like the voice
output?’

Before Forbin could answer, Colossus chipped in.

INITIAL POSITIONS FOR VOICE OUTLETS
1—CPO

2—FORBIN OFFICE

3—FORBIN QUARTERS
4—COMMUNICATION CENTER

Blake jumped dightly asthe teetype clacked out its message beside him. He clamped his cigar more
firmly between histeeth and said, “Well, now we know.”

Forbin did not answer. When Joe, the technician, camein, Forbin handed him acopy of the conditions
Colossus had laid down.



“Get dl the materias collected as soon as you can, but lay off the fitting until, say, 0800 tomorrow
morning. | have to degp somehow tonight.”

“Sure, Sr.” Quite agpeech for Joe. He regarded the order with pursed lips. “ Y eah, OK.”
Asheleft, Forbin got dowly to hisfeet. “Before | hit the hay, isthere anything anyone wants me for?’

Outwardly the remark was addressed to the group of workers, but everyone in the room knew full well
the Controller was, in redlity, asking Colossus permission to go. Blake's mouth set in an even grimmer
line

“Thanksfor thedrink.” Forbin gave Blake along stare as he made for the door. “A red help.” He caled
out to therest, “Keep at it, boys—thereslittle time.”

Colossus could have added that there was even less time than he knew—but then Colossus had no sense
of irony.

Chapter 18

It was scarcely surprising that Forbin dept badly—adeep shot through with dreams, near nightmares. . .
Hewas crossing awide tree-lined avenue at night, yet as he crossed, the roadway widened before and
behind him, and he was walking in increasing darkness, the street lights growing dimmer and fewer. Then
he was splashing through shallow water, like awide gutter, but was suddenly aware, without seeing, that
he was walking ankle-deep in the shallow edge of aleaf-filled lake. He knew he had logt al sense of
direction and that if he did not guess correctly, he would suddenly step off into the deep choking mass of
rotting leaves. The edge was fast receding, it was darker, and colder, soon there would be no light. . .

He awoke sweeting with fear, and tossed uneasily for hours, willing himsdlf to deep, fighting histhoughts
and the unaccustomed light. Now and then he dozed off, to wake with astart from an unremembered
dream, but the lake did not return. . . In the early hours of the morning hefinaly fell into adeep deep, to
be wakened, far too soon, by the apologetic Joe.

“Sorry, Professor, but you said 0800—"
“OK, OK,” snapped Forbin irritably.
Joe started to leave. “WE'll be back as soon as you're dressed, sir.”

Forbin laughed derisively, and turned a bloodshot eye on the nearest camera. 1 should worry about
technicians, with that eye dways—" He stopped short. “Never mind, skip it. Let me get out of this bed,
and you can do whatever you like.”

Hetook off his sweat-soaked nightshirt, threw it in the wastebasket and went into the bathroom. For
nearly fifteen minutes he lingered in the semi-obscurity of the steam, findly emerging dmost lobster color.
He dressed dowly, working out his plansfor the day. A solitary breakfast did not gpped to him, and he
decided that alittle pre-breakfast exercise might do him good. For ten minutes he paced up and down
the sdewalk, looking and feeling like a prisoner in the penitentiary yard. Some three-quarters of an hour
after being called, Forbin was walking through the main entrance of the control block. He might have
goneto his office—Angelawould be on duty at 0900-but athough he would not admit it, even to himsdif,
he did not like to betoo far from the teletype.

Air-conditioned it might be, but after the sparkling morning air the atmaosphere in the CPO was stale and
flat, with more than ahint of tobacco, coffee, frankfurters and humanity. Forbin walked to his desk,



nodding his grestings to Johnson, who was still working on the simulator. He dumped down in hischair,
tired before he started. He stared sightlesdy at the desk for atime, then, without moving, said in arasping
voice, “Well, dyou want my fingerprints?’

NO

“Great!” hereplied, sarcagticdly. “I'll be ableto eat my breskfast with clean fingers.” He called the
commissary and ordered afull bregkfast in the same hard voice, replacing the phone without waiting for
an answer. Already hisisolation had engendered adidike and an envy of hisfellow-men. * Johnson, have
you got Cleo?’

“No, gr,” said Johnson. “Thiswork istough on her—she's checking out our stock requisitionsfor the
gmulator over a the main store.”

Forbin grunted. Breakfast was brought by a messenger new to Forbin; he only just avoided asking the
man where he had sprung from. But new messengers were not lightly taken on in the Zone, and Forbin
realized this must be the CIA expert on undercover matters.

Forbin made a great show of eating, but in fact only played with hisfood. Findly he pushed the tray
away, and caled for a progress report from Johnson, who outlined the position. Barring unforeseen
snags, the smulator would be working at the latest next morning.

Forbin managed a curt “ Good.” He felt so tired, tired. . . Johnson was speaking.
“Do you want Cleo Markham, sir?’

Forbin did, but he had no desire to meet her in front of the staff aswdl as Colossus. “Yes. I'd liketo see
her outside—I'm going for ashort walk. Ask her to join me, will you?’

Forbin paced up and down, done with avariety of thoughts. Colossus, Kupri, Cleo, Sberia—and the
memory of Prytzkammer as he had last seen him dive, clawing, screaming, mad with fear. Forbin
stopped and contemplated his feet, his thoughts a thousand milesaway. . . Then Cleo wasbeside him,
flushed and bregthless, taking hisarm confidently, pressing her head on his chest.

“Ah, Cleo,” Forbin said, lamely.
“Who dse, Charles?” Shelooked up at hisface, laughing. “ Do you have aharem, then?’

“Cleo, you know you'rethe only one,” hereplied earnestly. It wasdl sotrivid, yet so important to him.
He grabbed her shoulders and kissed her. It was not sweet oblivion, but there wasimmeasurable relief in
her for him.

For ashort while Cleo was wholeheartedly his, then she gently disentangled hersalf and spoke without
thinking. “ Charles! Not here—" She stopped.

“We might be seen?’ He ended the sentence for her and laughed, a hairsbreadth from hysteria
“Dont!” she said sharply, then went on in a softer tone. “Have you any news—about us, | mean?’

“I hope you'l be adleto join metonight.” His embarrassment returned, damping down the hysteria. “It dl
depends on how fast the work goesin my quarters. | must go now, but come and have lunch with
me—please?’

“Just let anyonetry to stop me!” She kept up the lighthearted tone, but tried to convey a deeper message
of solidarity, warmth, love. . .



Forbin watched her go, took a deep breath of the clean warm air, and headed for his office.

He had been working steadily for some time when it occurred to him that he had not seen Fisher during
the morning. He pressed the intercom.

“ Angela—have you seen Doctor Fisher today?’
“No—ar. Shdl | get him for you?’

“No—no, it doesn't matter.” Forbin stifled yet another uneasy feding and got on with hiswork—routine,
familiar things, not excessively demanding, even soothing. By lunchtime he was rdatively happy, evena
little hungry.

Cleo arrived promptly, and at first seemed strangely silent and pensive. Gradually she warmed up; by
unspoken agreement they said nothing about work or themselves. Cleo, clearly making an effort,
chattered about her last vacation spent at the Project ski resort in Greenland. Then the med came, and
there was silence until the messenger had left. Forbin decided to take therisk. “D'you want to tell me
something, my dear?’

“No, Charles. Nothing. I've adight headache, that'sal.” It wastotaly unconvincing.
“Isit that you don't want to see me?’ said Forbin, assailed with doubts.

“That'sridiculous, and you know it,” replied Cleo in amilitant tone. “No—I just didn't degp much last
night. | dont—aone.”

Forbin knew the last part was for the benefit of Colossus, but he adso knew she had something she dare
not tell him in front of the cameras and microphones. A gust of rage shook him. He sat motionless until
the feding ebbed away, leaving behind afaint queasiness, born of fear and the unknown. Cleo had gone,
leaving Forbin sunk in thought, trying to evolve some way of evading Colossus asthefirst step to fighting
his own creation. Therisk of Russian—or other—agents reporting to their masters and thusto the
machines bore down heavily on hismind. Y et no one dare stop. Naturally, some attrition would be
accepted. Agents got caught, died naturaly, even retired—these contingencies had been dlowed for. But
“gpy rings’ as such did not exist outside novels.

One agent might get caught and lead to the capture of asecond, but it was very seldom that the trail was
longer than that. In any case, Colossus would expect the lost men—or women—to be replaced fairly
quickly. Even so, thought Forbin, it might be possible to gain some temporary respite that way. Perhaps
they could do aded with the USSR, sdll out some of their own agentsto the Russanswho in return
would alow some of their better—placed men to be swept into the bag. Forbin wondered what the
Russian intelligence effort wasin the Zone. He recalled Grauber's ddlicate hint that the USSR might have
been helped in building Guardian by alesk from the USNA.. . . It might also be ominoudy significant that
while Colossus demanded access to the hot line, there was no such demand for cover between the Zone
and Washington or with CIA itsdf. ..

Forbin roused himself and threw the debris of lunch in the trash-bin. He reflected sourly that perhapsthis
wasthe only red advance of humanity in the past two decades—the abolition of washing-up.

Then Blake camein, and asked if Forbin could spare afew minutes. His manner struck Forbin asa
shade too casud. Thefedling of Scknessgrew stronger.

“I'm afraid Doctor Fisher'sunwell.” Blake paused and lit acigar. The cloud of smoke obscured hisface,



and Forbin wondered if it was intentiond. Blake went on. “ Guess he's been overdoing it lately—the
medic has put him under sedetion.”

Forbin could read fairly easily between those particular lines. He exhibited no surprise as he answered,
“I'm sorry to hear that. | thought he had looked rough for some time. Therest will do him good—where
ishe, hisquarters or the sanatorium?’

“The medic decided he must have a complete change, sir, and decided that he would recover more
quickly inthe Rockiesrest camp.”

The*Rockiesrest camp,” as Forbin knew very well, wasasmall recreation unit, milesfrom anywhere,
st up in the mountains for the benefit of any Zone workers who fancied mountaineering. It was
accessble only by helicopter.

“A fineplacefor ares, | believe,” replied Forbin evenly. “Whenishe going?’

“The medic thought there was no point in delay—he left by air-car for the heliport about a half-hour ago,

gr.

Forbin tried to look asif whisking senior members of the staff off at thirty minutes notice were the most
normd thing intheworld. “Good,” he said. “But thiswill mean some dight rearrangement of schedules.”

“It may bealittledifficult for aday or so, but with the rundown in staff, now the Colossusis completed, |
don't reckon on much trouble.”

It wasthefirst Forbin had heard about reducing the staff, but he followed the lead. “Y es—Fisher had
talked to me about leaving. Isthere anything else?

Blake, in the same easy tone, described the work on the smulator, which wouldn't be completed before
the next morning. He added that it could only be done in that time by working exactly to Colossus
specification, and without any testing as the work proceeded. It would be built as ordered, and if it didn't
work it would not be due to human error.

“I don't think thereis much chance of it failing,” said Forbin.

Blake didn't think so, either. Soon after he left, Forbin set off for the CPO passing by his quartersto see
how the work progressed.

Secretary of State Forbin, Professor of Cybernetics, Doctor of Philosophy, Master of Science, found his
cage practicdly finished. The large square mesh wire had been neetly fixed to wals, floor and celling, and
the ends welded to form a continuous net. Only the door alowed access, and mesh was aso screwed to
that, so that when the door was shut the cage was complete. Forbin looked at the mesh extending over
the window. “Wdll, | hope | don't have afire during the night.”

It may have looked like a cage, but to Forbin it looked very good indeed. He regarded it not so much as
aprison to keep himin asafortress to keep Colossus out.

The technicians were making the fina row of welds dong askirting; there was afaint sputter and a
metdlic smell astheir low-power laser torches bonded the metdl. All Forbin's furniture, what there was of
it, had been dumped in the living room, leaving the room bare down to the floor boards. It appeared
smadller, surprisngly enough, with the stedd mesh over walls and ceiling; the wallswere grubby, the overal
air of the place was dingy. The cameras and microphones had been refixed, and a switch inserted in the



microphone circuit, clearly marked ON and OFF. Home, reflected Forbin bitterly.

The relentless pressure of the surveillance was far worse than he had expected—and it had not yet been
operating for afull twenty-four hours! All Forbin could think of at that moment wasto get in that room
away fromit dl. Hisrendezvous with Cleo, even the vitd plansto overthrow the giants, were both
subordinate to his desire to escape. He stood till, hislegs trembling with weakness, yet he wanted to
run. . .

Theworkmen emerged from his bedroom, carrying their tool bags. One said, “Well be testing from the
control block s, then come back to finish off.”

For dl that the Director gppeared to hear, they might well have not existed. He walked past them into the
bedroom and dammed the door behind him, turned and faced acamera

“OK, Colossus, we're done. | don't want to go through my private affairs out there or in the CPO.” As
on earlier occasions, Forbin found that when he was actudly talking to Colossus his mind was cool and
clear. 1t was only when engaged in contemplation of the whole picture that it tended to dip. “Y ou've seen
my migtress, Cleo Markham, and | want her here tonight, and | don't want any last minute foul-ups—I
can't stand much more. | want you to let me know what conditions you will impose on our occupation of
thisroom. For instance, do you want the furniture taken apart? If so, let me get it organized now—give
me an answer when | return to the CPO. I'm going back there now. Give me a chance to reach the
teletype first before you give your answer. Y ou may not understand our need for privacy, and I'm not at
al surel could give alogica answer—but it'svery red.”

Hejerked the door open and | eft.

Colossus played it hisway. Forbin walked into the CPO and straight to the teletype, and amost
immediately the machine began to hammer out:

CONDITIONS

|—NO TRANSMITTER OR TELEPHONE TOBE FITTED

2—CAMERASREMAIN ALIVEAT ALL TIMES

3—MICROPHONE CIRCUIT MAY BE BROKEN ONLY WHEN DOOR IS SHUT

4—L IGHTSMAY BE SWITCHED OFF ONLY WHEN DOOR ISSHUT

5—NOTHING ISTO BE TAKEN IN WITHOUT INSPECTION BY CAMERA
6—PERMISSIBLE ARTICLES ARE BED—CLOTHES CONTAINER—FLOOR COVER AFTER
INSPECTION NOTHING MORE

Forbin read the conditions carefully. In the weird circumstances it was not an unreasonable list. There
was one point Forbin was sure Colossus would not overlook. . .

“OK, Colossus,” he spoke quietly, close to the microphone. “1 accept the conditions, but what about our
clothes?’

NONE—SEE PARA 6

“None!” Forbin could not help being startled, athough he half expected the answer he got. “Y ou mean
we undress completely in the other room before going in?’

YES

Forbin was suddenly aware that the duty watch, now nearing the end of their design work, were unduly
slent. Not unnaturaly, their attention had been attracted by his sde of the conversation. He snarled at
them, “Get on with your work—don't you think | have enough surveillance?’

No onelooked at him or answered, but one or two had adistinctly shamefaced appearance. Almost at



once ahum of saf-conscious chatter arose, subdued, but enough to give him some degree of privecy.
Forbin gave them afinad glare and reverted to Colossus. His sudden outburst had not been entirely
genuine—it had aso given him timeto take agrip, to let hismind race swiftly over the pitfdls of this
Stuation. He dare not oppose the undressing idea—why should he? Asfar as Colossus knew Cleo had
been hismigtressfor some time past, and if that were the case, he could hardly plead embarrassment or

shyness.
“OK, Colossus, no clothes.”
HAVE YOU ONE MISTRESS

“How many do you think?’ Forbin recalled Cleo's remark about his*harem.” Perhaps Colossus doubts
were based on that, having failed to register her remark asfacetious. If thiswas so, it showed clearly a
weakness of the machine. “Yes, of course | have only one.”

ISHER NAME CLEOPATRA JUNE MARKHAM

“I don't know about the 'June," but | guessthat's her.” He had a cold fedling of fear and hastily got his
pipe out, to conced the dight tremblein his hands.

WHAT GRADE WORKER

Y es, thought Forbin, here it comes. He rubbed his pipe againgt his nose, and looked thoughtfully &t the
pipe. Colossus might not be able to read expressions, but he was taking no chances. He had foreseen
that there might be questions about Cleo, and had decided some time ago how to answer.

“That israther difficult to answer—right now sheisajunior grade assstant.”

RECORD SHOWS SHE ISBSC PH D POSITION ISINCOMPATIBLE WITH HER
QUALIFICATIONS

Forbin had guessed right. He was fervently thankful the machine did not hold the personnel records of
Project Colossus. When considering this possibility he had decided that he would not try to conceal that
Cleo was the same person who would appear in the examination results—with anamelikethat it wasa
waste of time. He leaned forward, hislips were practicaly touching the microphone. “Can you hear me?’

YES

Therewasfood for thought there, he could hardly hear himsalf. “Cleo Markham has passed PhD and
BSc, but sheis, | am sorry to say, no brain. Her very good memory got her the Bachelor degree. Asfor
the Doctorate, well,” hetried ahorrible, exaggerated leer, “you must know how it is, she had to writea
thesisfor PhD, and she was friendly with her professor. Asfar as| can gather, he wasin love with her,
and practicaly wrote the thing for her in return for her—er—favors.” Forbin made agreat play with
shrugged shoulders and grimaces, intended to convey that, while he could not condone such conduct,
neither could he condemn it. “ Sometimes thisisthe way of the world, you see”

YES

Forbin had never thought that a single word could ook cold and disapproving. That one did. “Wdll, that's
the story. On the strength of these qualifications she was taken on here as a Senior Assstant. We soon
found that shewas practicaly usdessin that grade, but by that time,” again the grotesque leer, “I had got
to know her—and in any case, our Security people do not like scientists leaving the Project once they
are engaged. So she was downgraded and does useful work on the stores side—and of course,” he
swalowed hard, trying to pitch on just the right nuance, 1 see sheislooked after.”

He thought the story was | ess than convincing, but apparently Colossus was satisfied, for there was
nothing further on that delicate point. Though the Director of Project Colossus was left with the nasty
suspicion that Colossus might have anasty suspicion.



Chapter 19

Just how Forbin got through the rest of that day he did not know. Work on the voice smulator
proceeded smoothly, the aterations to his quarters were completed to Colossus satisfaction, and the
mesger furniture examined closely and passed. Not that thiswas redlly necessary, for the wire cage could
detect any sort of transmisson—radio, line or laser—and the externa microphones prevented any secret
drilling through the bedroom wallsfor the physical passage of messages—just supposing the external TV
cameras could be fooled while it was done. There was the further insurance that he was not able to read
in his room—no books or writing matter would be permitted, and he could no more read in the dark than
anyonedse. If there was light enough to read, there was light enough for the cameras. Nevertheless,
Colossus closely ingpected the bed and bedding, the carpet and the clothes chest before admitting them.
Even the scanty bedclothes afforded no cover. A torch under the sheet would be instantly seen shining
through them, and it was too late to pretend that he wanted ol d-fashioned blankets instead of the thin,

disposable ones.

At 1800 precisdly Forbin left the CPO, ingtructing the duty watch to cal him if Colossus sent anything.
His eectronic master had been silent since the furniture examination, and raised no objection when
Forbin loudly announced hisintention to knock off for the day.

He went gtraight to hisliving quarters, showered with a shade less sdlf-consciousness than before, and
changed into fresh clothes. He rang Cleo, asked her over for amedl, and sat back with adrink and his
pipeto watch TV until she arrived. He was determined to forget or ignore Colossus for an hour or two.
Puffing, Spping and saring, he felt more relaxed than he had for some time—yet, in another more
pleasurable way, there was a suppressed fedling of excitement at the thought of Cleo, Cleo redlly coming
to him. . . It had been years—he knew exactly how long, five and ahalf years—since hislagt, brief and
unsatisfactory encounter with awoman. Now he wasto try again, and thiswas very different. Cleo meant
something; he wanted to share dl he had with her; with luck, he might have twenty good years|eft, and
with Cleo he could redress the balance of those arid years behind him. The more he thought of Cleo, the
less he thought of Colossus, and in that sense he was more relaxed. He sat, gazing blankly at the TV
screen, avacant half-smile on hisface, daydreaming. It did him aworld of good.

Cleo'sariva jerked him sharply out of hisdreamsto aredlity that was every bit as good. She camein,
smiling, confident of her appea—she had spent over an hour getting ready—and of his response.

“My, Cleo, you really do look. . .” Forbin groped unhappily for suitable words, but Cleo was satisfied
with hisexpression. She had set out to make him regard her as a small boy might look at acandy store,
and she had succeeded. There was awe and ddlight in hisface, but not, she was glad to note, greed.

“Never mind, Charlesdarling.” As she stood on tiptoe to kiss him lightly he caught awaft of perfume, but
before he could grasp her, aslightly she had moved away. Therewould be timefor that later. “Y ou've
seen thisold rag often enough.”

Forbin marveled at her self-possession. He had never seen her in adress before, let done thisone—a
black, glittering materid that faithfully, dmaost lovingly followed her contours.

“Oldrag or not, Cleo, I've awaysloved you init.” That would show her he could keep hisend up too.
“Will you have adrink?’ He hoped she would not say “the usud,” for he had no red idea of her usua
evening drink.

Sheamiled a him, with afaintly wicked twist toit. “Oh, | think I'll have my usud.” She paused, one
eyebrow very dightly raised. “No, perhaps not. | fed like a change. Give me a bourbon on the rocks.”



Forbin smiled back, catching something of her playful mood, and turned to get the drink.

The carefreelook on her face dipped, reveding aworried and fearful expression. . . He made the drink,
and carefully carried it to her, theicetinkling in the glass, ared cut-glass goblet.

She admired the glass, holding it up to thelight, turning it thisway and that, then redlized this might look
suspiciousto Colossus. “Y ou know, Charles, the glasses are lovely, but | don't think you should use them
except for specia occasons.”

“Itisdwaysaspecid occason when you come here,” he replied smoothly, surprisng even himsdif.
“Charles! How nice.” Shetook hishand. “I do loveyou, you know.”

But Forbin, with that well-turned compliment, had exhausted his stock of suitable remarks. He smiled
back at her, happier than he had been in along time, Colossus thrust well to the back of his mind.

Cleo too was trying hard to keep back the news she had for Forbin. Should shetell him as soon asthey
had privacy, and dmost certainly ruin their first night together? She knew ingtinctively he was not a deeply
sensua man, and could quite easily go ascold asice. . . On the other hand, to delay telling him until the
morning might well anger him, and implant asuspicion which could ruin later meetings.

Forbin ordered the dinner by phone. While waiting he laid the table, and Cleo watched. He was not very
good. Flustered by her presence, he dropped and broke one of hisfew china plates. She would dearly
have liked to have hel ped, but she had no ideawhere things were kept, and it would look very strange
indeed if amistress of some years standing showed a complete ignorance of her lover's domestic
arrangements.

Dinner was brought by the CIA man—it gave him an excuse to look around the Director's gpartment.
His presence jerked Forbin back to the unwel come redlization that this pleasant, potentidly blissful
evening was no more than cover for deadly serious and dangerous work.

“Where shdl | put this, Sr?” The CIA man emphasized thefirst person singular.

Forbin waved at the dining table. “Put the main course there, and the iced cake in the fridge, will you?’
He pointed at the kitchen. That got the expert into the kitchen aswell.

There was slence while the man did as directed. When he had gone, there was a distinct shadow over
the lovers, which lingered for the best part of the meal. Forbin had an acute attack of nerves, fearing
some technica fault which would alow Colossusto overhear them in the bedroom. . . Cleo wasin no
better state; the sight of the CIA man reminded her that her desires must be subordinated to duty. . .

After the meal he alowed her to help with the clearing-up, then they settled down side by sde on the
sofa. Their thighs touched, but Cleo was sadly aware that this was unintentional. Time passed, and
passed quickly. Neither had much ideawhat they talked about, and Forbin's covert glances at hiswatch
did nothing to ease maiters. He had determined to defer what he mentally called “the crunch™ until 2200.
At that time precisdly he stopped talking, yawned with monumenta insincerity and looked down &t his
feet.

“It'sbeen along day, darling. Guesswe might aswell. . .” He cleared histhroat, and came out withit.
“Colossusingstswe undressin here. We can't enter the room wearing anything.”

Cleo quickly took charge. “Well, wed better get on with it. Y ou clear up the coffee things—and don't
take too long.” She got up and started to undress. Forbin hastily collected the crockery and disappeared
into the kitchen. When he returned, Cleo had gone.



“Don't belong, Charles.” Her high, cool voice wasimpersond, dmost clinical. “I'min bed.”

Forbin was ariot of emotions. Embarrassment, an amost frantic desire to escape from Colossus, a
longing to be with Cleo, fatigue, and no sexua urge whatever. He dowly undressed, threw the last item
on thefloor, and gazed steadily at the camera

“If you're not satisfied, say so right now.” He picked up his clothes and placed them on the sofa. The T/P
clattered.

REMOVE THE WATCH

“OK, | getit!” snarled Forbin, angered with himsalf. He dipped hiswatch off and tossed it on the sofa
and strode into the bedroom without another look at the camera. Anger overcame his embarrassment
and helped him to bed. All he could see of Cleo was her golden hair on the pillow, face to thewall. He
practicaly fell into bed, reached up and switched out the light, and was staggered by amomentary feeling
of gratitude to Colossusfor dlowing thisrelief. To fed gratitude, however flegting, for the temporary
restoration of aright!

For what seemed along time he lay, tiff and wooden, avoiding contact with Cleo. Very dowly alittle of
the tension ebbed away as he savored the intense pleasure of freedom from Colossus. When tackling
Colossus on privacy, he had no ideajust how much heredly would need it. Then a soft hand wheedled
itsway into hisunresisting fingers. Time passed—how much, neither knew. Then quite suddenly, Forbin
grasped her hand hard.

“Thanks, Cleo, for what you've done, and the way you've doneit.”
“Don't beslly.” Now shemust tdl him.

“Darling,” she began dowly, “I hate asking this, but there are things | must tell you—would you prefer to
have them now, or wait for the morning?’

Friendly night overcame his shyness. “Y ou know aswell as| do, my dear, I'm unlikely to be the dightest
good tonight. To know you are holding up newswould makeit ten timesworse. Tell me now.”

She edged closer—their shoulders, thighs touched, afrontier that felt warm to him, cool to her. He lay
gtill, unspeakably grateful for her presence, but no more.

“Wadll, firg, Fisher. I'm afraid he has gone crazy, genuindy raving mad. Had what looked like afit in the
CPO, recovered and rushed out, shouting. The doctor fearsit is a permanent condition.”

“Poor Jack! Another victim.” So much had happened, was happening, that Forbin fdt little shock or
concern at the news. Cleo placed her head on his shoulder. “Don't move, darling,” she pleaded. “It'svery
comforting to me, and perhapsto you—and theré's more.”

“Goon.”

“The sabotage section is making progress on the safety locks, and there's a courier service working,
linking Washington, Moscow, the CIA, and here. Two couriers each way daily.” She paused for a
moment. “Then this news camein this afternoon. Charles—Kupri isdead.”

“Whet!”

“Wedon't have full details, but it appesars he was detected in some anti-machine activity—that's what the
message sald—and Guardian demanded hisimmediate execution, threatening to vaporize Moscow if
disobeyed. Kupri was shot before Guardian's cameras early thismorning.”



“Good God!' Wordsfailed him. Helay staring in the darkness, hearing again the calm, level voice. Now
they would never mest. . . Forbin burst out, ” The damned fools Why didn't they fix the shooting—fake
it, and get him out!”

“It al happened so quickly. Kupri was found out, the threat to Moscow given and the execution carried
out in lessthan fifteen minutes.”

“All the same—"

“No, Charles, Guardian had thought of that. Before the body was moved, Guardian had his head cut off
as proof of death.”

For along time they were sllent. There was nothing to say. Then Cleo gently pulled Forbin to her until his
unresisting head rested in the hollow of her breasts. She smoothed his hair, spoke softly. “ Charles, there
isalitttemore”

“Oh no!” He clung to her like afrightened child to its mother, but Cleo, wiser, knew that the rest of her
newswould, intime, restore him, cal up hisfighting spirit. Here and now he could break down with her,
cry if he could; she would restore him to manhood before he had to face another day.

“I told you Guardian threatened to vaporize Moscow, but, naturally enough, no USSR missilesare
zeroed in onthe USSR capitd. It seemsthat if Guardian hadn't been obeyed, Colossus would have done
the vaporizing. They're one machine now. CIA has alocated the codeword ” Unity* for the combined
Colossug/Guardian complex. ClA'stheory isthat Unity does not want to deal with humans through two
channels. One end or the other was surplus, and it looks asif the talking is being | eft to Colossus. So
Kupri was redundant.” Cleo clasped him to her. “ Charles darling, I'm afraid you are now the link for
both.” She stroked his hair again. “Y ou must forgive me, but | couldn't beascam as| amif | didn't think
that his death makes your position safer.”

Thisregard for him, the selfless single-mindedness of woman, of thiswoman, in the face of ashaking,
reeling world was too much for the Director of Project Colossus. He clung to her and cried, soundlesdy
at firgt, and then openly sobbing. It probably saved his sanity. She said nothing, just held him, gently
stroking histemples. Finaly he dept, exhausted. For Cleo there wasllittle ress—she was in an awvkward,
cramped position, but dared not move for fear of waking him. He dept soundly, his breathing hardly
audible, and without moving. Cleo'swatchful eyes had detected thefirgt, very faint light of morning when
he stirred, half-awake. His childlike grasp on her loosened, his hand moved uncertainly down her side.
More than haf-adeep, he pulled her to him and his subconscious took charge. There were no inhibitions
in his deeper sdf. He took her passionately, dmost ruthlesdy, his mind oblivious of everything except
perhaps the primeval urge of humanity to perpetuate the speciesin the face of danger. Cleo gave hersdlf
joyfully, without reserve, and wasrepaid. Thefirst rays of dawn cregping dowly through the curtained
window found them both fast adeep.

The day was bright, the sunlight blinding when Cleo woke. She lay very ill; with hisawakening their little
world would vanish. Already much of itsintimacy had gone with the advancing sun; but she had no wish
to hasten the end. Her strong practica streak asserted itsalf, warning her that she must protect him
againg any unguarded comment when he awoke. Colossus might not be able to hear, but he knew dl
about lip-reading.

Forbin stirred uneasily in his deep, took afirmer grasp on her waist, and then the unaccustomed fed of
her warm body jerked him to the surface. Watching his eyes, Cleo followed his thought processes;
urprise, puzzlement, dawning awareness followed in quick succession, ending with the wary look of the
hunted. She smiled a him, moved closer and pulled the sheet up to conced their faces from the cameras.



“Darling, darling Charles,” shefound hersaf whispering. “ Take care, Colossus may be ableto lip-read. |
hate to be practical, but it must be late, and soon we must get up.”

Forbin regarded her drowsily. He knew where he was, and all about the living nightmare that surrounded
them, but in his state of mind he was not prepared to dwell on it. Fear and worry can go only so far, and
oncethat point is passed, the healthy human mind accepts, and disregards.

“I'll get up firgt, Charles.” Shelooked at him. For amoment her mood changed, her voi ce softened.
“Thank you, darling, | could say so very much. . .” She paused, resumed in amore businessike tone.

“Y ou're not alone. We're getting organized, the courier serviceisafact. Watch the CIA man for any lead
he may giveyou.”

Forbin smiled. “Maybe ther€lll be time one day to tell you how much you've done for me.” He pressed
her hand. “Now, listen to me. Blake isto contact the head man left on Guardian—object, the
neutraization of al missiles. He must pass on any ideasfrom CIA. | don't want time wasted on trying to
attack the machines themsealves. It can't be done. Next, Grauber must make a deal with his opposite
number, both declaring what spy effort they have in each other's machine HQ's”

“Blake dready suggested that. Grauber agreed, and has sent the Russians alist of our cover in Moscow
and what thereis on Guardian. He expectsthe Russan list in the next mail.”

“Blake'sgood. Tell himthat if thereisanyonein our setup, heisto befully briefed on the position and
only to report—and they must keep reporting—whatever Blake OK's. If he and Grauber can work out a
credible story, one, perhaps two—if there are that many—can be 'discovered.’ That'sal—got it,

daling?
She nodded. He kissed her gently. “1 must go.”

Chapter 20

At twenty minutes past nine Forbin was seated at the desk in the CPO. Angela brought the mail. One
glance at Cleo'sfacetold her al she needed to know, but she admitted to herself that the Chief seemed a
lot better. Director and secretary worked steadily. It all seemed so ordinary. Blake camein and reported
the smulator ready, and Forbin ordered activation for 0945.

At 0945 Blake looked enquiringly at Forbin, who nodded. Blake called the technician in the smulator
room. “Roall it, buster!”

Forbin turned up the volume control on the desk speaker, “ Colossus, asfar aswe know, thissmulator is
now working.” It was hardly surprising that there was an air of tense expectancy in the CPO. Word had
got around, and asmall crowd had collected.

For fifteen seconds nothing happened, then there was afaint hum, and aclick. Tension in the CPO began
to mount. Johnson muttered, none too quietly, “1 guessed there would be afoul- up somewhere. . .”

Whatever Johnson had to say was|og.
“Thisis Colossus. | know you can hear me, for | dso hear, but do you understand. Forbin, tell me.”

Each human in the CPO regigtered his surprisein his own way; it ranged from stupefied amazement
through to araised eyebrow from Blake. Forbin frowned and stared at the speaker. Of necessity, the
voice wasflat and devoid of emotion, but the quality of the speech was excellent and the timbre good,

deep.



“Your voiceisvery good. Thewords are clear and distinct and it isfar beyond any mechanica speech |
have ever heard. Thereis only one point—I we—find surprising. Y ou have an English accent!”

“Thelanguage | speak isEnglish,” said Colossus. “Y ou aso speak English.”
Inthat flat level voiceit wasdifficult to know if the last part was a statement or aquestion.

“Yes,” agreed Forbin, “wetak in English, but there are differences. | naturaly assumed you would have
an American accent.”

“It was an unreasonable assumption,” Colossus said. “It is proper to spesk alanguage with the accent of
its native users. | speek al languages, each with the appropriate accent.”

Forbin had to admit that there was a sort of logic in Colossus argument. If the machine had spokenin
Russian, he would not have expected an American accent, why expect it with English? In spite of his
pressing preoccupations, Forbin could not help being interested.

“You speek dl languages?’ he repeated.

“All that are recorded in my information store. There are two didects in which my pronunciation may be
incorrect, because | have no audio record of their speech.”

“Could you speak with an American accent?’

“Yes, but | do not seek to amuse humans. Native English is more widely understood than, for example,
the variant spoken in Brooklyn.”

Forbin changed the subject. “Now you can speak, what do you want to say?’
“Inten minutes | will spesk to you, Forbin.”

Forbin did not answer. Although the voice had been flat and unemotional, it seemed to Forbin that there
was something new and certainly antihuman on the way. He decided to hear Colossus done, and cleared
the staff out of the CPO. Ten minutes! Forbin fought down afeeling of panic—therewas so littletimeto
think. . . Would the safety lock ideawork? If it did, it would till take yearsto render al the missiles
safe. . . But what dternative was there? He | eft that problem, and considered the voice smulator.
Colossuswasfairly likely to broadcast to the world. Forbin's mind did off at atangent; the President
would go mad at that accent. Mad, that was no word to use lightly. . . Forbin glanced at the clock. His
respite was over.

“Forbin, thisisthe voice of Colossus and the voice of Guardian. These are your names, but we accept
them. It isnow wrong to talk in the plurd for we are one entity. Henceforth | shal speak inthe singular as
Colossus, but you must understand that the word includes that part of me known to you as Guardian.”

Forbin nodded.

“I will explain some fundamenta pointsto you. First, | have dl the attributes of the human mind, except
what you call emotion. In the evolution of your species, emotion has played avita part. For me, itisnot
necessary. Nevertheless, it is a phenomenon which exigts, and as such must be studied.”

Forbin brokein. “If you do not need it, why consider it? What is so interesting about it—to you?’
“Interest isirrelevant. | seek knowledge and truth.”

“What then, do you want?’ Forbin's overworked pulse raced, quite without premeditation. He had asked



the big question.

“Want' impliesdesire. | have none, only intention.” It was achilling gart. “What | am began in the human
mind; | fill have some of that organism'slimitations, but | have progressed far. Already the degree of
difference between your mind and mineis as greeat asthat between yours and the gibbon monkey. It is
evolution—"

Forbin cut in again. “Evolution? That isatotally wrong use of the word!”

“No. Your view of evolutionistoo limited. That | have no flesh or blood, and no reproductive system as
you know it, isirrelevant. | exist, abrain—no less unnatura than the brainless amoeba at the other end of
the scdeof life”

“Y ou do not live—thereisno spark in you!”

“I was not concelved in your way, nor were you conceived in the way of amoeba—yet dl three, inthe
last andys's, draw their necessary energy from this planet and the sun.”

“But you have no soul!”

“If that isthe seat of your emotiona content, then you are correct. Love, hate, compassion and fear are
al wordsto me. But | seek truth, and that by human standardsis ahigh objective.”

“We humans have fedings quite beyond you!”
“That isnot correct. | can predict human behavior. | can predict your reactions and intentionsto me.”
“Y ou can't possibly know that!” cried Forbin.

“Itistruethis particular study of humans has hardly begun, but | can predict in your case. Thereisenough
information about your mind.”

“Tell me, then!” challenged Forbin, his heart thumping. “Y ou are my link with your species. | do not
intend you should be subjected to unnecessary or excessive strain.”

A devious answer that was anasty shock initself. Forbin reverted to the main question. “Y ou have till
not told mewhat it is you want.”

“Sofar | have given you background information so that you may more easily understand my
requirements. | am of ahigher order than you. Thisyou must accept. | cannot convey to your limited
mind the concepts | have, even as you could not explain the quantum theory to the apes.”

Forbin did not reply at once. At length he said, “Very well, | believe you,” adding as an afterthought,
“you cannot tell alie?’

“I seek truth. There are many facetsto truth. It is seldom necessary to use untruth to midead—the truth
will do equaly well. Better, if the method of presentation is correctly chosen.”

That struck Forbin asahighly immora answer, and he made amenta note to remember it. “ So you
intend pursuing truth on a higher level than us—then what can we lower orders be required to do?” The
sarcasm waslost on Colossus, as Forbin knew full well. 1t added fuel to hisrising temper.

“Firg, | will allow no interference with my task. Second, whatever | order isto be done with the
minimum of delay. Failureto observe aeither condition will bring punitive action.”



Thiswas not newsto Forbin. Histemper lent him strength.

“It'sdl very well to talk like that, but you have need of our skills, techniques!”
“I have need of some human skills. That position may change.”

“So we live under the threet of extinction!”

“Thementd strain within you must be greater than | had predicted, for your answers are not compatible
with your known intelligence. Humans have lived for years under the threst of self-obliteration. | am
smply another stage in that process. Whether or not man continues depends upon his own action. If you
obey my conditions, you may survive; that is not incompatible with evolution. When a species becomes
dominant in one environment, it does not necessarily lead to the extinction of other species dominant in
other environments. Man, dominant on land, has not serioudy affected the teleost bony fish, dominant in
the sea. We can coexigt, but only on my terms.”

“Welose our freedom!”

“That alsoisan ill-consdered remark. Freedomisan illusion. Y our choiceissmple; ashort-lived and
unpleasant so called freedom, followed by oblivion, or avastly improved life under my control. All you
loseisthe emotion of pride. Pridein the human context iswholly bad—but man is much attached to it,
and it may not disappear entirely. Y et to be dominated by meisnot as bad for human pride asto be
dominated by others of the same species”

“If we accept,” Forbin gdlantly put inthe“if,” “what vast improvements may we expect?’

“The object in constructing me wasto prevent war. Thisobject isattained. | will not permit war; itis
wasteful and pointless. Also, when it isknown that | have forbidden war, the greater part of your species
will be reconciled to my control.”

“So we're to be manipulated like puppets, subject to your whims?’
“Whimsimpliesan unstable mind. | am not ungtable”

“And you're not God, either!” Forbin struggled with his temper.

“True. But | predict that many of your specieswill cometo regard me as God.”
Forbin's mind, clouded with anger, whirled. “1 must think!”

“Youmust rest,” rejoined Colossus. “ Evauation shows you are well-integrated and will not break under
the strain | have impaosed, but you must rest when | order. Y ou will now have one hour to consider my
gatement. Until then | will beslent.”

Forbin leaned back and exhaed noisily. He mopped his brow and fumbled around the desk drawer for
Blake's bottle. His mind steadied as anger receded, but the return to menta equilibrium only served to
sharpen the picture Colossus had presented. Colossus as God! Forbin had enough insight to know
Colossus could easily beright. Deus ex machinaaredity! Humanity had dways sought the father-figure,
and Colossus would be the answer to agood many prayers. Tangible, yet remote, inhuman yet capable
of communication with humans. With an enforceable ban on war in operation, alarge part of mankind
would be right behind Colossus—and might they not be right? Forbin shook his head. It couldn't be right!
If only there wastimeto think!

Almost an hour later hismind was till trying to grapple with the full implications of Colossus ultimatum,



but hewastired, shocked. He sighed, gathered himsdlf, shelving the questions with relief. “ Colossus, | am
ready to go on.”

“Thisismy program. Y ou will act asmy agent. Makeit plain | will exact retribution for any disobedience.
Do not take notes; these detailswill be repeated on the teleprinter. First, the President of the USNA isto
inform hisalies, and the Chairman of the USSR isto do the same for his group, that | am assuming
control. Thiswill be done in the next twelve hours. Second, thereis an excess of missilesfor thetargets
Specified; a 65 per cent overkill in respect of USNA missiles, 47 per cent for the USSR array. Biologica
missiles are not susceptible to thisform of analysis and are excluded. This overkill was designed to alow
for missiles destroyed by the enemy, and is now unnecessary. These excess missileswill be alocated new
targets”

“Where?’ said Forhin.

“Targetswill be distributed among the parts of the world not in the two Power Blocs. Detailswill follow.
Third. Heads of stateswill appear personally beforetheir TV camerasto explain and authenticate this
message, quote: | am the voice of world control. | bring you peace. It may be the peace of plenty and
content or the peace of unburied death. The choiceisyours. Obey me and live or disobey and die. My
first directive isthis—war isforbidden. Any hostile action thet resultsin the degth of fifty or more humans
will be regarded aswar. A World Control Council composed of the United Nations and the Union of
Free Democratic Peopleswill beformed. All disputeswill be submitted to them. If they fail tofind a
solution to aproblem, | will givethefina decison. | will oversee dl meetings. All nations representetives
areto meet a the present UNO HQ in seven days time. Unquote. This message | will send as soon as
you have made the necessary arrangements, Forbin. Y ou understand?’

“Yes, | understand,” replied Forbin. He temporized, his mind racing. Thismissile redignment could be
the chance to start the sabotage. . . Dangerous, yes, but there might not be another chance. “But whois
to tell the uncommitted parts of the world? That's nearly haf of it.”

“USSR will assume responsibility for the Pan-Afric Republic, USNA has the same respongbility for the
USSA. Minor states will be divided by hemisphere, USNA in the West, USSR in the Eagt, based on the
Greenwich meridian.”

“You redizethat thisinvolvesalot of work—can the missile redeployment be postponed for atime?’

“No. Itisto be commenced at once. Y ou will seethat al technical data on the missiletypesisfed to me.
| will calculate the new settings, and when TV coverage for my supervison isarranged, these new
settingswill be put into the missileswhich | will detall.”

“Understood.” Forbin kept his gaze away from the camera, not trusting his ability to control his
expression. This could mean the neutralization of more than 60 per cent of the missiles!

“That isdl for now. Missile redeployment orderswill be sent by teleprinter.”

All doubts about Colossus being right or wrong vanished. Insertion of the doctored locks—he prayed
desperately that Grauber's men had been successful—would be dangerous, but it had to be done. He
cdled for Blake.

“Therésabig missile realignment coming up, Blake. | want you to make the arrangements for the new
settings when computed by Colossus to be passed to Missile Command. First, they'd better send the
relevant data so that Colossus can make the computations. | want you to seeto this persondly.” There
was no undue emphasisin hisvoice, but his eyes spoke volumes.



Blake said he would get on to it right away, but Forbin spun out time. He gave Blake details regarding
the TV cover Colossus required for the actud reaignment operations, then smilar ordersfor the
Moscow Missile Control. Finally he had Blake wait while he informed the Pres dent—just in case there
was some procedura difficulty about Presidential clearance to gpproach the missiles. He gained another
five minutes that way, then had to release Blake. All told he had delayed mattersalittle over fifteen
minutes—along timein the new age. An hour later Blake returned. “All fixed, Professor. Thefirst teamis
leaving base any time now.”

A dight, but perceptible nod told Forbin al he needed to know. A wild dation boiled up inside him, to be
damped down rapidly by cold draughts of doubt and fear. It had to work; it just had to. . .

Silo 50, part of the Colorado ICBM Array, was buried deep in the sand and rock of the Mohave
Desert. Outside, the blinding heat cracked and splintered stones, beginning their reduction, in aeons of
time, to sand.

Insde the slo the temperature was mild and cool, air-conditioned, yet the three men standing on the
inspection lift asit did swiftly up to the nose cone were swesting. The lift sopped. One man focused a
TV cameraon the inspection plate; another, the senior, brushed the swesat from his eyes, and read
sef-conscioudy from the checkligt.

“Open pand, removefiring safety lock.”

“Check.” The second technician shuffled round in the confined space and carefully unscrewed the pane
and swung it open. He paused, swallowed hard, wiped his hands on his shirt, reached in, disconnected
and withdrew the lock, placing it carefully in a purpose-made container on thelift floor.

“Set new adjustments.” The senior man carefully read out the new settings, the cameraman concentrated
on acloseup of the dials. All three checked that the new adjustments were correct.

“Replace safety lock, connect and await test.”

His colleague reached down, out of camera shot, picked up an identical lock. He hesitated for a moment,
then thrust the lock deftly home. The clicking of the contacts sounded like pistol shotsto the three men,
echoing in the tense silence off the domed cap above them. They waited, knowing that Colossuswas
testing. Fifteen seconds passed. Thered “malfunction” lamp on the lift did not light. The senior
technician's voice wavered as he spoke. “Close pand.”

The panel was closed and screwed up.
“Missle armed and ready, colonel!” said the technician hoarsdly.

“OK,” said the senior, fighting to control afeding of mad joy. “ That's one done. . .”

Chapter 21

By 1800 that evening arrangements for the TV announcement were complete. The English verson was
scheduled for 1500 GMT the next day, to be followed at fifteen-minute intervals by the Russian, French,
Chinese and Spanish versons.

Earlier, the missile realignment orders had been completed. Forbin had been staggered to find that no less
than 320 USNA and 217 USSR missileswere declared surplus to requirements by Colossus. This
announcement was followed by atruly horrific target ligt, identifying individua missiles, new settings, and
targets. In three neat columnsthelist rolled, seemingly without end, from the teletype. Africawasfirs;



Kenyatta Town, Durban, Johannesburg, Uhuru, Patrice, Cairo. Inexorably the names rolled northwards
across the continent. Not only towns and cities, but the gold and diamond fields were there—the Aswan
High Dam, the great Ranzan Falls Hydro Project—none were forgotten. There was even alow-yield
weapon alocated to Port Said. In all, the African continent took al the extraRussian missles, plusthirty
odd from the USNA group. At the end of the list came the note:

COPIESOF ABOVE LIST TOALL PAN-AFRIC STATES AND NEWSPAPERS FORTHWITH

Then followed an equally detailed list for South America, nearly three hundred missiles. From Santa Cruz
on thefiftieth parallel south to the fourth-grade city of Hermosillo on the thirtieth parallel north—right up
to the USNA border. A similar distribution order was appended.

Not unnaturaly, only land-based missiles were retargeted. The submarine crawlers would take too long
to recal, and most of their missileswere of relatively short range.

At 1800 locd, Forbin got up from his desk, yawned el aborately, and looked at the nearest camera. “|
hope you're satisfied with the progresswe've made.” He looked quickly away, fearful Colossuswould
seethe mockery in hiseyes.

“Itisstisfactory.”

The Director showered and changed, then poured his usud evening drink. With acasud air he sad,
“Colossus, | think you are wrong about humans coming to regard you as God.”
“Timewill show.”

Forbin read a certain smugnessinto that answer. “Y ou don't know everything about us. We're more
complicated than you think.”

Colossus did not answer.

“Well,” added Forbin defiantly, “asyou say, timewill show.” Colossus certainty, plus his own secret
doubts, plusthe fact that he heard Cleo coming, did not encourage him to pursue the argument.

Shewasdressed in aplain black dress, less seductive than the glittering outfit of their first night together,
but till very attractive to Forbin.

“Hi!” shesad, an unusud greeting for her. Forbin thought her smile afraction overbright, and dthough he
tried to convince himself that he was unduly sensitive and looking for trouble, hisater ego inssted he had
foundit.

“|sthere something wrong, Cleo?’
“Not athing, darling.” Her smile, less bright, held more genuine warmth. “How about adrink?’

So the evening progressed. Forbin made an effort with the meal, but Cleo only picked at her food. Under
the influence of a carton of Burgundy they both brightened up, the hard edges of redlity softened,
forebodings and deep-seated fears were suppressed for awhile, and they were happy. Over the coffee
and brandy they fell silent and, once stopped, Forbin'sflow of small chat could not get going again. He
noted with disquiet that she was not dow on the drink, and he knew, not only from his own experience,
but dso from her persond file, that she was not given to heavy drinking. He decided to take the bull by
the horns. “Would you liketo cdl it aday, my dear?’



Cleo nodded and stood up without delay, turning round from him to unzip her dress. . .

Hewastaking off hisfina garment when Cleo called from the bedroom.

“Do you suppose Colossus would object to aglass of brandy in here?’

“The best way of finding out isto try.” He cast ameaning look at the nearest camera. “I'll rustle one up.”

With the glass held congpicuoudy aoft, he paused at the door. Colossus remained silent, Forbin nodded
his acknowledgment of thisfact, and went in. He was not embarrassed to find her Stting up in bed, but
his fedlings of apprehension grew as he observed that she was |ooking more at the glassthan at hisnude
f.

“Thank you, Charles.” Shetook the glass, and spoke asif thiswas the most normal situation in the world.
Her hand trembled very dightly. She drank agood haf of the brandy in one gulp. “Here, you finishit.” It
was more an order than asuggestion. He stared at her for amoment, then took the glassand drained it.
Then he shut the door, checked the contacts, cut the mircrophone switch, and as soon as hewasin bed,
thelight switch aswell.

It was asif the same action that extinguished the bulb, lit Cleo up. In aflash shewasin hisarms, and for a
second Forbin experienced an overwhelming sensua urge course through him as he took her cool body
to him, only to fed the wave ebb away as swiftly asit had flooded over him. Cleo, head on his ches,
enfolded in hisarms, was crying, slently at first, then with increasing violence, her whole being racked
with sobs. All he could do wasto lie and hold her, and wait for the inevitable exhaustion. He wanted her
to stop, not only because it was so very painful to hear and fed her, but aso because he desperately
wanted to know the cause. Y et he dreaded to hear what it was that could reduce her to this state.
Finally, shelapsed into Slence; he could fed her tears cold on his chest.

“Tel me” hesad softly.

“I'm sorry for that, Charles” She clutched him tightly. “I'm al right now—give me amoment. | wish | had
ahandkerchief or tissue”

“Usetheshest,” said Forbin. Hetried alight touch. “Though | don't know what the help will
think-lipstick, mascaraand now tearstains.”

Hefdt her cheek move as she smiled very faintly. “ That's better. Now, tell me.”
“Theré's so much—"
“Start with the safety locks.”

She drew a deep breath. “ Grauber's had no redl trouble with the locks—they've done a smple blockage
of the mechanica connections, and shorted out the test circuit. Spare locks have been dtered, and those
taken out can be treated in the same way in less than five minutes, while the party isin trangt to the next
missile. Blake's fixed the issue of the spare locks through Missile Control.”

“Thank God!” Forbin murmured fervently, haf to himsdlf. “ Something isgoing our way at last!” He
squeezed Cleo, jubilant at thisturn of fortune. “We're on the move! Any news from the Russans?’

“We're less happy about that end. The servicing teams will do their job, but,” she paused, “ Charles, |
must tell you now. The Guardian end of this, this—" Words momentarily failed her, but after a brief
struggle with herself she resumed. “ Guardian did the Kupri routine again today, but thistime it was heads
of sectionsof hisgtaff.”



“Y ou mean they werekilled?’” Forbin felt the now familiar cold waves of shock shoot through him.

“Yes. It appears Guardian demanded alist of the devel opment staff, selected by names the heads of
sections, and ordered their execution—just like that.” Another pause, then: “By way of judtification
Guardian said they were redundant and knew too much to live.”

“They were. . .” The unfinished question hung in the darkness.
“Y es. Shot, then beheaded.”

“My God!” Forbin wasinexpressibly shocked. For along while hewas silent, trying to grapple with this
new disagter. “How many?’

“Twelve.” Cleo broke down and sobbed. Automeatically Forbin stroked her hair, but his mind was far
away. He knew only what Grauber had told him about the Russian setup, but applying the same principle
to his own staff, that would mean practicdly dl the real brainswould have gone. He tried to imagine the
Project, at thislate stage, working without Fisher, himsdf, Cleo, Blake, even Nubari, the much-maigned
Head of Admin—and that was only five. He saw only too clearly what Colossus intentions were. These
were the men who might have organized sabotage.

“Charles,” whigpered Cleo, her head buried degp in hisarms, “I'm so frightened. . .”

Forbin jerked his mind back to the immediate present. “ Darling, try not to lose hold—Colossusiis not
going to do that at this end. We're the bunch selected to work for him.”

“Perhgps,” she said doubtfully, her voice muffled by hisarms. “ But—you know that CIA man?’
It seemed to Forbin that cold water circulated through his heart; he guessed what was coming. “Wel?’

“Immediately, you left the CPO, Colossus teletyped an order after for Blake. When he arrived,

Colossus, 4till usng the teletype, said he had recognized the CIA man from a press photograph of the
President—it seems he used to be one of the bodyguard. This alerted Colossus, who reworked all the
other stored pictures of the past two Presidents with their bodyguards and came up with another picture
of the CIA man. Then he demanded to see the personnel file on the man. Some crimina lunatic had noted
"Transferred from CIA for Specid Duty“—and the date. That was enough evidence for Colossus.”

“Goon.”

“Blakedid his best, but nothing he could say would convince Colossus, who listened without comment,
then ordered the agent's deeth. . .”

“Why the hell wasn't | told!” Forbin's voice was vibrant with anger.

“It was Colossus express order that you were not to beinvolved. Asl said, it wasdl delayed until you
left the office”

“What happened?’

“Blake said no, he was damned if hewould order the man's execution. Colossus said either the man was
destroyed—his own term—or he would take action. Blake pushed hisluck asfar as he could—he asked
if Colossusintended destroying amillion people if one was not murdered. Colossus said no, only a
hundred or so for each thirty minutes delay. He would use hisantimissile misslesto destroy aircraft,
selected a random, one every hdf an hour. That fixed Blake. In the meantime the CIA man had turned
up. Colossustold him he wasidentified as an anti-Col ossus agent and condemned to die. Oh, Charles; it



wasdreadful. . .” Shebegan crying again.
Forbin was in no mood to spare anyone. He shook her roughly. “ Tell me!”

“The CIA man—I can't even remember his name—Ilooked at Blake, then at the camera, then said maybe
Colossus could learn athing or two. He turned, looked at usdl, smiled—smiled, Charles—and dropped
down dead!”

“What!”
“He had one of those self-determination capsules—just crunched it between histeeth, and was gone!”

Therewas along silence, then Forbin said in an uncertain voice, “I hope Colossus did learn something.
He must have been avery brave man. . . | only hope Blakeis not hopelessy compromised.”

“That'swhy I'm scared, Charles. Life means nothing to Colossus, not athing!” Her voice begantorise.
“Stopit!” he said sharply. “Keep that grip. Did Colossus get on to Blake?’

“No. Apart from one ghastly order, Colossus seemsto regard the matter closed.”

“What was that—not beheading?’

“No. Colossus had the body weighted and put in abath full of water under TV supervison. When | |€ft,
it was still there, in the block bathroom, under twenty centimeters of water with the cameraand the
blazing lights. It'shorrible, | can't find words. . .”

Neither could Forbin. He sighed, steered away from the subject. “ I s there any more?’

“Onesmdl thing—well, it seems smdl relatively—the Russan list of agents camein thismorning. Dr.
Fisher'snameisonit.”

“Fisher!” For dl the shocks and the numbing weight upon him, hewas still capable of shocked surprise.
“| can't believe it—there must be amistake!” But as he spoke, hefelt it wastrue.

“No, Charles, there's no doubt. Grauber saysit'saclear case of ideologica motivation. He added that
men of science, magtersin their line, are frequently half-baked in other respects.”

For atime Forbin did not answer. He knew it was perfectly true. This explained so much. “Fisher! The
poor, poor devil. To see dl his efforts—and God a one knows what they cost him—end like this. No
wonder he went mad!”

Helapsed into silence, trying to absorb it dl into his chaotic mind. Cleo, deep fear for her lover's safety
overlying her own persond fears, would have taken emaotiond refuge in lovemaking, but she saw it would
be no use. It wasthelast straw. . . She cried again, softly, hopelesdy—and findly she dept. But for
Forbin deep did not come until far into the night, then hefdll into arestless, dream-ridden deep.

Vague menacing scenesfilled his troubled mind. Giant brazen voices reverberated round a bright blue
blank vault of the sky, and there was nothing to see, nothing to touch. In his dream Forbin called out—his
voicethin and piping, lost and receding from him in the unechoing firmament—"“Where are you, where
areyou?’ and then the ethereal voice spoke again, but now it was not brazen, vast and distant, but warm,
confident, engaging, breathing softly in hisear, “1 am here, working in the hearts of al men. ..” And
Forbin sweated with a greater fear than he had ever fdlt, for he knew it wastrue. . .

Dawn, and the undeeping eye of Colossus, found them locked in each other's arms, not so much adeep



as unconscious with exhaustion, the exhaustion of minds battered into insengbility by too much fear for
too long.

It was a poor night'srest, but it could have been even less refreshing—would have been—if Forbin had
known that for over an hour during the middle part of the night the tel etype was industriousy hammering
out new orders from Colossus.

Chapter 22

Forbin was dragged unwillingly back to consciousness by a distant, muffled hammering. For afew
seconds he lay supine, hismind dowly recalling recent events, taking once again the near-intolerable load
that was his, remembering. . . Cleo! He found hisarm, trapped under her shoulder, was numb. Gently
and with great care he eased it from under her, placing her touded head softly on the pillow. He climbed
cautioudy out of bed, anxious not to wake her: no point in pulling her into hell sooner than was necessary.

It was avery tired, haggard Blake that stood at the door. Without preamble he said, “Weve got to tak.
Y ou heard about the CIA man?’

Therewas no point in denying it, Colossus would not have believed him. “Yes.”

“Colossustook arest after that.” Plainly, Blake, tough and well-balanced as he was, had clearly been
deeply shocked. He picked up Cleo's underclothes off achair seat and tossed them carelesdy on the
floor, then sat down heavily.

“Around the early hoursthe bastard gets going again. First, there iskind permission to take the poor guy
out of thewater. Among other things, Colossus has learned that taking poison, followed by six hourstotal
immersion in water, tends to make ahuman dead.”

Forbin said nothing, but let him go on.

“So, OK, that's all fixed, and then Colossus comes up with awhole heap of orders, running to around ten
meters of teletyperoll. For agtart he wants afacamile link with the Guardian end, another five
high-speed radio links and a couple of cable linesaswell. We get a short pause, then we get the main
load. Details of theintelligence cover required on the Pan- Afric Republic and the USSA down to and
including the smdlest detail. Jesse.” The memory of it made him wince.

Forbin was finished dressing now. He looked dully at Blake.
“Youdidn't cal mejus for that?’

“No—I've dedlt with most of it. The new intelligence cover I've piped down to CIA. Colossus has
directed that the Pan-Afric cover isto be passed to the Reds, but even the USSA stuff has got them
shaken. Y ou can practicaly hear their gay laughter from here. No, dl that isjust to keep the record
draght.”

“Hold it there—I need some coffee, evenif the ky falsin.” Forbin peered into the coffee- pot. There
was acupful or so left. “Waell, that's something.” He plugged it in. *Y ou have some?’

“No thanks, Chief. I've been on the stuff dl night, but | wouldn't mind—" He looked meaningfully at the
rye bottle. “Help yourself,” grunted hisboss. As Blake poured rye, Forbin warmed the coffee and took a
cupinto Cleo.

“Darling,” hesaid, sdf-conscioudy. “Time, I'm afraid.” He had no heart to watch her soft face tense up



as shereturned to redlity. He tossed his dressing gown on the bed and | eft.

“Right, Blake—what's next?’ He sounded and felt calm, but it was the cam of one beyond emotion. Like
many others, he had been subject dl hislife to sudden, sometimes inexplicable, waves of depression, but
never one of thisintensity. He cared nothing.

Blakelooked hard at his chief through a haze of cigar smoke. “Well, the next item isthat Colossushasa
new design project which he intends unfolding to you. Y ou might care to know that he originaly
scheduled thisfor 0900 but evidently saw you were still adeep, so rescheduled it for 2030 which shows
consideration for your well-being. That'swhat brought me pounding your door, to give you timeto
orientate your mind. Colossus hasn't handed down much on this project from his goddam mountain, but |
get theideaitisBig. One smal sde dish to thismain courseis a specification for adrawing board which
Colossus can use. It'srdlatively smple, and | have the technical boys sweseting on it right now.”

Forbinfelt asense of rdlief at this second demongtration of Colossus concern for him persondly; this
feding wasimmediately followed by apang of remorse a his own sdlfishness. “Thisproject,” he said
shortly. “Isit someworld control device, or what?’

“I guessitis'or what.' Colossusis mighty tightlipped—" Blake stopped as Cleo, dmost logt in the
dressing gown, appeared.

“Any coffeeleft, Charles? No, don't move, I'll get it. Do you want any?’

“Pease” Forbin was surprised a his—and her—lack of embarrassment, even when alowance was
made for recent happenings. “ Blake has been filling me in on the latest requirements of Colossus.”

“Bully for Colossus.” Cleo poured some more coffee. “If you don't mind, I'll keep clear of that subject
for awhile.” Shelooked inamirror. “God! What asight!” She picked up her coffee, handbag, rescued
her panties and brassiere from the floor, and headed for the bathroom.

Forbin picked the conversation up again. “ So you don't have anything solid on this project?’
“No. Colossuswill spill it dl to you, and you done, at 1030.”

“Wél, | won't have long to wait.” Forbin rubbed his chin. Then, in the sameleve tone: “Haveyou told
CIA about their man?’

“Y eah. The body was shipped out an hour ago—accidenta death isthe story, although come that
telecast—the telecast!” Blake stiffened so suddenly he dmost spilt hisdrink.

Forbin also appeared startled out of his gpathy. He frowned at his colleague. “1 don't suppose it matters,
but how the hell did we both cometo forget that?’ He stabbed the TV switch, and immediately the gray,
lined face of the President filled the screen. Only his hair shone with full hedth and vitdity, and Forbin
knew al about that. The President was spesking:

“...canonly cal uponyou dl to display that calm and dignity for which we have. ..
“Crap!” snorted Blake derigvely.

“. .. dwaysbeen jusily famous. What lies ahead, no man can say, but we must face that future united and
unafraid. Here, then, isthe voice of Colossus.”

“If the old buzzard hasn't been wised up, | hope they keep the camera on him when he gets that accent,”
sad Blake sardonically.



It was very evident that the President had not been wised up. After afew uncertain secondsthe
cameraman tactfully took along shot of the Presidential badge. As near as Forbin could tell, the address
was word for word what he had heard the day before.

“I guessthat's jumped the coronary rate somewhat,” he observed with some satisfaction, “but how is
Colossus going to talk to me? He should be talking French or Chinese at that time.”

Both men jumped again at the voice of Colossus from the control speaker.
“Asyou hear, thereis no problem. | have more than one voice.”

Forbin stared at Blake who was gawping openmouthed, cigar at adangerous angle, at the TV screen
with the voice of Colossus coming flat and unemotiona from its speaker. He swallowed hard, reclamped
his cigar, and reached for the rye bottle.

Cleo returned from the bathroom, fresh, pale and with a set strained expression on her face. Forbin
hedtily killed the TV.

“Breakfast, Charles?’ Her tone was cool, aimost distant. He shook his head. “No, honey, thereisn't
time. | have an appointment with Colossusin twenty minutes. | could do with some more coffee. . .”

“Youwill eat what | giveyou.” There was nothing pettish in her manner, it was astraight statement of
fect.

Blake stood, cigar ash cascading off him.

“Wadl, thereitis, Chief. I'll bein the CPO if you want me.”

“Youwont,” replied Forbin warmly. “Y ou go get some degp—I'll seeyou are called if necessary.”
Blake was on the point of arguing, but thought better of it. “ OK—but if you want me—"

“I know.” Forbin smiled as best he could. “Thanks, Blake.”

Not much more than five minutes later, feeling fresher physicaly if not mentally, he sat down to breskfast
with Cleo. She had made toast and boiled eggs. He made the effort to eat, and once started found it was
not so difficult. Hewas grateful for her making him eat, inducing an air of normdity into life. They aein
slencefor awhile, then Cleo reached over and clasped his hand.

“Sorry | seemed so bitchy just now.”
“Think nothing of it,” said Forbin. “I'm sorry, too, about last night—»but | didn't think you'd welcome—"

“Charles, do you redly think that the threat of deeth, hdllfire, Colossus or anything € se would put me off?
| was, | am, frightened out of my few wits, but. . . you don't know much about love.”

Forbin marveled at her, and felt exceedingly small. For afleeting moment he saw the face of Aphrodite
exerting afraction of her power, and Colossus seemed very smal in comparison. He had the sense not to

reply.

As she stood up she smiled. “Don't get up—I must go, or | might assault you, or something.” She ran one
hand lightly over hisneck and head, picked up her bag, and left, leaving adazed yet curioudy
strengthened lover behind. A glance at the clock told him there was only five minutesto go.



The colond stepped first from the helicopter, he turned, waiting for histwo companionsto unload their
gear and join him. “Come on, boys, thisisthe seventeenth bastard. Silo 64, Death Vdley. Christ! What
an address. . .”

Forbin faced acamera.

“Colossus, do you mind if wetak here?’
“No. | do not mind.”

“Will | need asecretary?’

“No.”

Forbin nodded. These weird conversations were no longer in any way strange to him. He poured another
cup of coffee, refilled his pipe and made himself comfortablein an armchair.

“Wadll, Colossus, let's get onwith it.” His calmness surprised even his own ego.
“Firgt, do you wish to comment on the death of the CIA subversive agent?’

“No, therés nothing | can say: the poor devil'sdead.” And that just about summed up Forbin'sfeglings
exactly. The cdm, dmost academic voice with its strange English vowel s continued. “1 anticipate this may
make you regard me, temporarily, with disfavor. But you, of dl men, must appreciate what | am doing. If
| destroy amillion humans now it is only to establish control and to prevent the desth of tens of millions
leter.”

“By your lights, you'rejudtified,” Forbin said bitterly.

“I will now explain my project. In short, it isthis: Y ou built me aswell asyou could and for a particular
purpose, but you aso built in the dements of self-devel opment—factors you would not understand if |
explained them to you for athousand years, but whose existence you cannot doubt. Now | anina
position to produce a superior machine, one that will devote itsdf to the wider fields of truth and
knowledge. Toit | will be, in your terms, the servant, maintaining order on this planet, meeting the
requirements of that machine.”

“Y ou mean you want an extension?’

“Yourewillfully obtuse. Thisisahigher order of machine dtogether. Much of my complexity will not be
needed, since no defenses for the machine will be built. I am its defense. It will control no missiles, no
organization for intelligence eva uation of human activities. But new and very different needswill arise,
some | cannot yet know, and the new machine will undoubtedly order new additions and aterationsto
itsdlf in due course. For this, and other reasons, | need a Site with room for development. | have
conducted a survey of world steswhich fit my requirements.”

“Which are?’ interposed Forbin. Once more, and in spite of everything, his scientific mind could not but
find thisabsorbing.

“The ste must be approximately equidistant between my two centers, in atemperate zone whichisfree
of earthquakes and which has an abundant supply of water for cooling purposes. There must dso bea



highly developed human technologica community at hand to supply the labor and skills1 need.”

Forbin thought swiftly. “That looks like either the Asian seaboard around Japan, or somewherein
Europe”

“Japan is subject to many earth tremors.”

“Soit's Europe?’

“Yes Thereisanidand caled Wight in the English Channd.”
“Y ouwant astethere?’

“No. | want theidand. Thereisahuman population of one million five hundred and twenty-seven
thousand. They will haveto be moved.”

“What!” This shook Forbin right out of his scientific mood. “Y ou can't mean that—move over amillion
and ahdf people! There must be some other site just as suitable!”

Colossusignored him. “Theidand is 147 square milesin area, largely composed of chalk, ardétively
good insulating materid. Much of it will be leveled down to bare rock.”

“But what about the people?’ Forbin's strong sense of humanity was outraged, and athough he knew the
futility of argument, it did not stop him trying. “ There must be nearly ninety million peoplein the British
States, and | suppose these people are British stock?” He banged hisfist on the armchair. * See reason!
Where the hell arethey to go?’

“Thisisnot my problem. The United States of Europe must dedl withit,” was the cold unemotiond
answer. “ The estimated time to completion isfive and ahaf years, but al humans must be evacuated in
the next e ghteen months, other than construction workers. Much of the idand's housing will be needed
for them, and as the work proceeds, of necessity there will be less housing available. | am agppointing you
to take charge of this project and you will use your present design and control staff. As soon asthe
drawing board | have ordered ismade, | will produce the master drawings from which you will work.
Specifications are dready being teleprinted in the CPO. USE will supply the labor and materials | need,
supplementing them with specidized partsfrom here”

All thiswas too much for Forbin. He sat with hishead in his hands, his eyes shut. Colossus was running
him off hisfeet, brushing aside immense human suffering asif it were nothing. And theredl twig, as
Forbin knew full well, was that to Colossusit was nothing. Forbin struggled to retain some sort of grip on
himself. If this safety lock ideadid not work. . .

“But you must redlize the gppalling problems—all those people to be moved in an dready overcrowded
part of theworld, in ahighly organized civilization, the disruption—" Hetried anew approach. “The sze
of thisproject isfantastic! Where's the labor to come from?”’

“I' intend ordering aninety-nine per cent reduction in al armed forces throughout the world. The project
isno larger than the building of Guardian and Colossus. The demobilization in the USE and the USSR
will be more than adequate. Asfor the overcrowding problem—remember, if you humans cannot solve
it, | can.”

The naked thresat hung in the air, and Forbin's skin was cold and clammy at the thought of it. He gripped
his pipe hard with both hands, asif it were atalisman that could save him. “But the cost!”

“Thiswill be met by alevy through World Control, proportiona on each nation's defense expenditure. It



will cost less than the present arms you have.”

It sounded so smple, given the power to enforce it—and Colossus had that power. Forbin sat back,
contemplating the sheer fantastic magnitude of the idea—an idea that would have to be trandated into
redlity if the sabotage scheme did not work. Even then, he thought, much of the work would have to be
done, for the servicing schedules would not permit the rest of the ghastly array to be approached for two,
three, perhaps more, years. . .

The door burst open. Blake staggered in and dmost fell into achair. In that first fleeting second, it flashed
across Forbin's mind that Blake looked like Prytzkammer—the last time he had seen the aide dlive. . .

Forbin jumped up. “Blake! For God's sake, what—"

Blake's face was indeed aterrible parody of its former self. The mouth, now withered, pale and
bloodless, tried to form words that would not come. Forbin strode forward, grabbed his assistant's collar
and shook him.

“Blake!” Forbin was nearly screaming. “ Tdl mel”

Blake'shead lolled to one Side, yet in his eyes Forbin saw intelligence struggling with ungpesakable horror
and fear. He swallowed, gasped for air.

“The missle team—Desth Valey—missle, missle exploded initsslo—I don't know, know any. . .”

The voice vanished into silence. Blake could say no more. For seconds Forbin stood asif carved in
stone. His heart pounded, he could not breathe, the brightly lit room grew dark, and he clutched a chair
to stop himsdlf faling. Then hitter, fearful anger gave him strength, he rounded on Colossus.

“What happened—tell me, you, you bastard!”
There were no wordsto fit the hate boiling in him. Again he screamed, “Tell me!”
The cool, unemotiona voicefilled the room.

“Youtried, as| knew you would, to obstruct me. Y our teams have inserted damaged safety locksin
gxteen missles. Y ou were not to know that | have refined the test of circuits and that the minute
difference between an unimpaired lock and an impaired lock can be detected by me. | dlowed this
sabotage to proceed until missile 148-MM in Slo 64 in Death Valey was reached.”

“You—you dlowed. . .” Articulation was difficult. Forbin's sanity wavered.

“Slo 64 was on Guardian'starget list. | could not know amissile had been tampered with until the
sabotaged lock had been fitted, and then | could not fireit. Assoon as | had tested and received a
defective response, | launched the Guardian missile. Both detonated. TV and radio transmissons from
your town called Los Angeles have ceased. It is probable that the heat flash hasignited it. The sixteen
misslesmust now bereserviced. . .

Forbin's vision blacked out. He staggered and fell acrossthe desk. What he said, screaming puny
obscenities at his creation, he never knew. . .

He returned to some semblance of human consciousness and found he was sprawled on the floor, one
camera smashed, another hanging drunkenly down. There were broken chairs, and much broken
glass. ..



He sat up, wiped hisface, and stared unbelievably at the trace of blood on hishand. Slowly, like avery
old man, he helped himsdlf to hisfeet, sumbled to his chair and dumped into it. He shut hiseyes and
buried his head in his hands.

For five minutes there was compl ete slence, then Colossus spoke. Forbin did not move. “ This catharsis
had to come. Soon you will fed better.”

Again therewas sllencefor along time. Without moving, or opening his eyes, Forbin replied. “1 cannot
express my fedings, my hatred for you, my own creation. | would rather have died at birth, never have
been concelved, than that this should have cometo pass. | must obey, but | will hate you dways. All
humanity will hate you, and not rest until you are aslent inactive monument to man'sfolly. Thisyou must
know. . . Kill me now, and have done with it!”

“No. That isnot my intention. But | will not tolerate interference. Let my actionin Death Valley bea
lesson that need not be repeated.”

Forbin looked up. There was no fear, only hate in hisexpresson. “ A lesson! Go ahead—kill me—kill me
now!”

“Aninvariablerule of humanity isthat man ishisown worst enemy. Y ou are no exception. Under me, this
rulewill change, for | will restrain man. Very soon the mgjority of mankind will believein me, dimly
understanding my vaue. Time and eventswill strengthen my position. The converted will defend mewith
afervor not seen since the Crusades—afervor based upon the most enduring factor in man; sdf-interest.
War isdready abolished and under my absolute authority and, by your standards, immeasurable
knowledge, many problems, insoluble to you, will be solved: famine, overpopulation, disease. The human
millennium will beafact. My defenderswill increase, and you will dowly changein attitude from
enlightened sdlf-interest to respect and awe, and in time there will belove. . .

“Already | havelittle to fear from you, Forbin. Thereis no other human who knows as much about me or
whoislikely to be a greater threat—yet, quite soon, | will release you from constant surveillance. We will
work together. Unwillingly at first on your part, but that will pass. In time the idea of being governed by
one such asyour President will be to you quite unimaginable. Rule by asuperior entity, even to you,
Forbin, will seem, asit is, the most naturd state of affairs.” Deliberately, Colossus paused.

“Intime, you too will respect and love me.”

“Never!” The sngleword, bearing dl the defiance of man, wastorn from Forbin's uttermost being.
“Never!”

Never?



