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Pr ol ogue:

The only thing necessary for the triunph of e~i|l is for good
men to do nothing.

- Edmund Bur ke

THE | NVADERS

Todos

El sewhere in Los Angeles it was |late afternoon, but here was only twilight. The three invaders

peering out of the orange grove were deep in shadow. The sky bl azed behind them and sent chinks of

bl ue-white light through the trees to nmake the shadows darker

There was a fresh snell of fertilizers and crushed orange peel carried on the warm Santa M a w nd.
Cl ose ahead the eastern face of Todos Santos was a black wall across the world. Thousands

of bal conies and wi ndows in neat array showed in this Iight as no nore than a facel ess void seen

through gray | eaves, a sharp-edged black rectangle blotting Qut the sky.
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The invaders blinked as they searched through uncertain light, and froze at the thunder of
wi ngs above. Nobody was about. They had watched the grounds tenders | eave. They had seen no
guar ds.

"There." The girl pointed. Her voice was no | ouder than the | eaves' rustle in the w nd.
"There."

The two boys stared until they nmade out a square outline, barely visible, at the base of
the towering wail. It seened about man-sized. "The big door," she said. "W're still a good way
away. It doesn't look it, but that door is thirty feet high. The little one is to the left of it."

"I can't find it," said one of the boys. He giggled suddenly, and stopped as suddenly. He
said, "Nervous? Me?"

The other boy was | ean and sketchily bearded, and he carried a black case on a strap. He
stared at tiny lights set on its top, then said, "Run for the big door until you see the little
one. On the count. Three, two, one, go."

He ran holding the case in front of hinself to cushion against shock. The others |agged
behind. They were carrying a nuch | arger box between them The |eader was al ready taking things
Qut of the case when they canme puffing up

"This lousy light," he panted.

"Bad for the guards, too," said the girl. "It's late afternoon everywhere but here. At
ni ght they'd know they couldn't see. They'd be watching harder."

The other boy grinned. "We'Il give "ema hell of a shock." There was a sign on the door

Bel ow a | arge death's head it said:
I F YOU GO THROUGH THI S DOCOR
YOU WLL BE KI LLED.

It was repeated in Spanish, Japanese, Chinese, and Korean. "Subtle, aren't they?" the girl
said. She stiffened as the bearded boy pushed the door open. There was no sudden wail of al arns
and they grinned at each other for a noment of triunph.

They dodged through fast. The bearded boy cl osed the door behind them

Life in the state of nature is solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and
short.
- Thomas Hobbes, Levi at han

THE WATCHERS
Joe Dunhill polished his badge on his sleeve and plucked imaginary lint fromthe crisp blue of his
uniform The door was still there, still marked CENTRAL SECURI TY: Authorized Personnel Only. He

took a deep breath and reached for the small button at one side. Before his finger could touch it,
there was a faint buzzing sound and the door opened.

The roominside gleaned with steel and chrome and Formica. A policeman with netal
sergeant's chevrons on his collar sat at a desk facing the door. There was nothing on the desk but
a small TV screen. "Yeah?"

"Officer Dunhill, reporting for duty."

The ol der man raised an eyebrow. "Bit early for the evening shift."

"Yes, sir. | thought there night be paper work, nmy first day and all."

The sergeant smiled faintly. "Conputers take care of that. Dunhill?" He frowned. "OCh,
yeah, you're the new man from Seattle PD. Guess you had a pretty good record up there. Want sone
cof fee?" He turned to a nmachine on one side of the room

"Uh, guess so. Light and sweet, please."

The sergeant pushed buttons. The nachine thought for a nonment, then whined faintly. The
sergeant held out a nol ded plastic nug. "Here you go."

Joe tasted experinmentally. "Hey. That's good." The surprise was obvious in his voice.

"Well of course it's-Ch. You're new here. Look, all the coffee machines in Todos Santos
make good coffee. W wouldn't have "emhere if they didn't. Boss |ady bought a thousand of these."

Even clichés die, Joe Dunhill thought.

"Why' d you | eave Seattl e?"
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The question sounded casual, and maybe, Joe thought, maybe it is. And maybe not. "Todos
Santos made nme an offer | couldn't refuse."

The sergeant's smle was friendly, but knowing. "Dunhill, I wasn't on the board that
decided to hire you, but |I've heard the story. | think you got a raw deal ."
"Thanks. "

“Yeah. But | wouldn't have hired you if it was left up to ne."

"Ch." Joe didn't know what to say to that.

"Not because you shot that punk. 1'd have done the sanme thing nyself."
"Then why not ?"

"Because | don't think you can do the job.

"I was a dammed good policenman," Joe said.

"l know you were. And probably still are. And that's the trouble. W don't have police
here." The sergeant |aughed at Joe's blank stare. "W | ook |ike police, right? Badges. Uniforms.
@uns, sone of us. But we aren't police, Dunhill. W're security people, and there's a | ot of
difference." He came over to put his hand on Joe's shoul der. "Look, | hope you work out. Let's

go.
He | ed Joe out of the reception roomand down a long hail to a cl osed door
"Did they tell you about the |ocking systemwe use here?" the sergeant asked.

"Not really."

"Well, everybody in Todos Santos has an | D badge. There's sone kind of el ectronic nagic-
well, hell, it mght as well be magic for all | know It opens locks if you' ve got the right badge
for it. Residents' badges open their own doors, that kind of thing.

Security badges open a | ot of doors."” He waved his own badge at the door in front of them Nothing
happened. "But not this one. Security Central's kind of special. What happeils is we alert the
i nside duty officer."

They waited for a few noments, then the door opened into a small, dimMy lit roomthe size
of a closet. The door behind them cl osed, then another door in front of them opened onto a much
larger and even nore dimy lit room

There were TV screens around all four walls, banks of them wth uniformed men seated in
front of each bank. In the center of the roomwas a huge circul ar console with dozens of dials and
buttons. More TV screens were built into the console. A uniformed captain wearing a tiny tel ephone
headset - ni cr ophone spraw ed in a confortable chair in the nmddl e of the center console.

"Dunhill, Captain," the sergeant said. "First day. Assigned to Bl ake."

The captai n nodded. "Thanks, Adler. Wl conme aboard, Dunhill."

| saac Bl ake had a square face with roundness shapi ng under the square chin, a square body
al so turning round, black-andwhite hair with the white winning. He lolled at ease before the bank
of TV screens and sipped coffee. Every twenty seconds or so he touched a knob and the pictures
shi fted.

There seened no order to the flow of pictures. Now the canmera | ooked down on the heads of

hundreds of shoppers strolling along a Mall, bright-colored clothing that |ooked strange because
the light was artificial but the scene was so |arge that you expected it to be sunlight. Now a
view of a big dining hail. Now a view through the orange groves, |ooking up at Todos Santos

standi ng a thousand feet tall

"Whew-this is one big city. Even on a TV screen.”

Bl ake nodded. "Yeah, it still gets to ne, sonetinmes." His fingers noved, and the view
shifted to | ook along one side wall. Seen fromthat angle, the two-nmle length seened to stretch
on forever.

The kal ei doscope continued. Sparse traffic in a subway. Interior halls, stretching far
away; people on noving belts, people on es
cal ators, people in elevators. A dizzying view down onto a bal cony, where a nude hairy nman
sprawl ed i n obscene confort on an air mattress. Thirty men and wonen seated at a | ong bench
soldering tiny electronic parts onto circuit boards, chatting gaily and working al nost wi thout
| ooki ng at what they were doing.

The canera switched to the greensward beyond Todos Santos's perineter, where a dozen
pi ckets lethargically marched about with signs. "END THE NEST BEFORE | T ENDS HUMANLTY, " said one
Bl ake sniffed and touched buttons. The scene junped to a pretty girl in a mniskirt carrying a bag
of groceries; the canmera followed her down a long hall froman escal ator, zoom ng along to keep
her in closeup as she walked into a small al cove. Wien she took her badge out of her purse, the
door opened, and she went inside, |eaving the door standing open while she set the bag down on an
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Eames chair. For a nmonent the screen showed an expensive apartment, meticulously clean, thick
rugs, paintings on the walls. The girl was unbuttoni ng her bl ouse as she came to the door and
closed it.

"Like to watch the rest of that show," Blake nmuttered. He turned a lazy smile toward Joe

Dunhi I 1.
"Of course we aren't supposed to do that," Dunhill said.
"Nope. Can't, either."
"Ch. |'ve noticed you haven't shown up the inside of any apartment. | guess | wouldn't

want cameras in ny bathroomeither."

"Ch, we've got themthere," Blake said. "But they don't go on without authorization-
there's one now. " He touched his headset. "Captain, |'ll take that interior call."

"Right."

The TV screen ificked to show a kitchen. A small boy was pulling things out of cabinets,
scattering flour on the floor and carefully mxing in salt preparatory to pouring a bottle of
sherry across the nmess. Bl ake reached forward to a button under the screen. He waited a nonent,
then said into the tiny headset m crophone, "Ma'am this is Central Security. Sonmebody pushed the
pani ¢ button in the kitchen, and | think you'd better have a | ook out there. Yes, Ma'am it's safe
but you ought to hurry."

He waited. On the screen above, a wonman, md-thirties, not very attractive at the noment
because her hair was partly in curlers and partly in wet strings, cane into the kitchen, | ooked
down in horror, and shouted, "Peter!"

Then she | ooked up with a smle and noved closer to the canmera. "Thank you, Oficer," she
said. Blake smled back, for no sane reason, and touched a dial. The picture faded.

Joe Dunhill watched in concentration. Sergeant Adler had been right, this was no kind of
police work he'd ever seen. He turned to Blake. "I don't get it. You just skip around."”

"Sort of. OF course there are exceptions, |ike when sonebody asks us to keep an eye on
things. But nostly we watch what we feel like. After a while you get sonme judgnent about the

feels.”

"But wouldn't it be better to have assigned places? Instead of junping around-"

"Bosses don't think so. They want us alert. Who can be alert just staring at one scene al
the tine? The math boys worked it out, how many of us, how many TV screens each, probability of
troubl e-over ny head, but it seems to work."

Joe digested that. "Uh-seens to ne |'d be nore val uable out on the streets. Responding to
calls-"

Bl ake | aughed. "After you've been here a year maybe they'l|l put you where you interact
with stockholders. If you work out." The kal ei doscope above continued. A noving beltway, wth sone
ki ds wal ki ng on a bal cony above it. Bl ake touched controls, and the camera zooned in on the kids.
After a nonent the kal ei doscope started up again. "Think about it," Blake said. "In Seattle, you
were a cop, and out anmong the civilians. You worried about maki ng good arrests, right? Best way to
get pronoted.”

"Sure- "
"Well, in here it's different." Bl ake suddenly frowned and set down his cup
It took Joe Dunhill a nonment to realize that Bl ake was no |onger interested in the
conversation, and another to see why he was staring. It wasn't the screen at all. A blue light to

the side had lit up

"On the roof," he said, with a question in his voice. Then, with nore confidence,
"Visitor. How did he get up there?”

Bl ake played with the controls. The screen junped with di sconnected pictures, flashing
views of four square miles of roof: the curtained wi ndows of the Sky Room ni ght club; golfers on
the golf course; a view down onto one of the inverted-pyram d shapes
of an air well, plunging down in narrowi ng steps each one story high and lined with wi ndows. Then
a forest of skeletal structures:

a children's playground, enpty at the nonment, then another jungle gymw th a dozen ki ds hangi ng
like bats. The A ynpic swiming pooi, with a wide, shallow children's wadi ng pool just beyond.
Basebal | di anond. Football field. On the Todos Santos roof was every kind of playground for child
or adult.

Then beyond a | ow fence, an enpty area, bags of concrete and piles of wood for forms, cenment m xer
idle at the nmoment. The canmera zoonmed to the mixer. "ID badge," Blake nmuttered. "Visitor badge,
must be stuffed into the cenent mxer. Wat the hell for? And what's he doing up there?" The TV
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screen fl owed across the roof again, searching- "There," cried Joe Dunhill

"Yeah. | see him Doesn't seemto be carrying anything. Mght have been, though. W'l
have to search the roof. Detectors would have picked up anything netal, and there's not a | ot
worth bombing up there, but we'll have to | ook anyway."

The figure nmoved rapidly along the twel ve-foot fence between himand the edge. He was
hunched over, a caricature of a man sneaking. He found a gap in the fence, hesitated, and noved
into
it.

Bl ake grinned. "Hah! Maybe we won't have to send anyone up after alL He's found the diving
board. "

"That's not the pool area.”

"I know. Sonetines | wonder about Rand. You know about Tony Rand? He's the chief architect
for this place. Rand's high board isn't in the pool area."

" ~ui ?"

"Watch. If he's really a | eaper, we won't have to call anyone." Bl ake touched anot her
button. "Captain, | have the bandit on the roof area. Looks like he's going to dive." Bl ake
fiddled with the knobs. The picture sharpened.

He had been following the fence for thirty mnutes, looking for a way to reach the edge.
The fence seenmed endl ess, and he wondered if he could clinb it, and if there were al arns. Todos
Santos was said to be very Big Brother

Then he saw the opening. There was a cenent mixer nearby and he pushed the visitor badge
into it. The badge wasn't his, and told nothing about him but it was the |ast possible clue.
Maybe they'd find it and naybe not. He noved on, to the gap in the fence.

There was a big sign: WATCH YOUR STEP. He did not snmile. H s |ong, unhandsone face was
dead calm as if he had never sniled and never would. He turned into the channel of fencing. It
was just wi der than his shoul ders.

The channel ended in a steel |adder. Through the steps he could see the orange groves and
parks far bel ow, then beyond themthe tiny shapes of city houses, some with the blue splash of a
swimm ng pool, all looking Iike mniatures. He pressed his forehead against the cold netal and
| ooked dowmm . . . a fifth of a mle down to the green | andscape around Todos Santos. A thousand
feet to oblivion.

He clinbed the steps. The situation was strange. The steps ended in a |ong, narrow
rectangle. He tested it with his foot. Wod padded with burlap. . . and it shook slightly.

A hi gh-diving board.

He wal ked out on the board and | ooked down.

The bal coni es receded in perspective until they nerged with blank wall. The parki and bel ow
was a green blur. A view nore mathematical than real, parallel lines neeting at infinity. So here
was the end of a dull and thwarted life. He was carrying no identification. After a fall Iike that

they woul d never know who he was. Let them wonder.
The board bounced as he shifted his weight.

"But - but suppose he junmps?" Joe Dunhill asked.

"Well, we don't advertise it, but there's a net that comes out when he passes the spy-
eyes. Then we just collect himand eject him Let himgive his bad publicity to sonmeone el se,"
Bl ake told him

"Does this happen all the time? You don't | ook particularly interested."

"Ch, I'minterested. |I've got five bucks in the pool. See that chart?" Bl ake waved at the
far wall, where chal k marks said:
LAUGHI NG 3

BACKED OUT JUWPED 8
TERRI FI ED 7

"That's this quarter's talley. Work it out," said Blake. "The roof of this place is eight
m |l es of sheer cliff. W get every woul dbe suicide west of the Rockies and sone from New Engl and
and Japan. But the high-diving board is the only access to the edge, and it does have a funny
ef fect on people." Blake frowned and scratched his neck. "He sure |ooks |ike a junper. |If he backs
out | stand a fair chance to win."

The man stood straddl e-1 egged at the end of the board, broodi ng above a thousand-f oot
drop. The picture of nelancholy .
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until a gust of w nd slapped across him and suddenly he was danci ng on one | eg and waving his
arms.

"Maybe not," Bl ake said. The junper was reflexively fighting for his life. The gust died
suddenly, and he al nost went off the other side of the board. He wound up on hands and knees. He
stayed there, gripping the board. Presently he began backing toward the | adder. When he reached
the steps he stayed stooped and backed down, placing his feet very carefully.

"Leaper's off, Captain," Blake called.

"Right. Got a detail going after him"

Joe asked, "Some of them|augh?"

"Yeah. It's a funny picture, isn't it? You re going to kill yourself. It's the npst
powerful statenment you can nake about the way the world has treated you. That's what Rand says,
anyway. And when you finally get there, there's a high-diving board to add ten feet to the drop!"

Joe shook his head, grinning.

"They don't all back out. Once | watched a woman stand up there, take off her overcoat-she
wasn't wearing anything under it
-bounce once, and take off in a really gorgeous swan dive." He smiled, then shook hinself. "But
the board turns off a lot of them Rand isn't any dummy. He built Todos Santos, and he's stil
building it, if you know what | mean. He's always tinkering around.”

“I'd like to meet him"

"You will."

Fat chance, Joe thought. "What happens to the | eaper?"

"One of the bosses will talk to him Standing orders. Rand wants to know what makes them
tick. Maybe ~think of ways to discourage them" Bl ake | ooked at his watch. "This one may have a
wait. There's a bigwig from Canada coming in for a visit and all the brass will be busy."

"“Can we hold hinP" Joe asked. "I nean, civil rights and all-"

"Sure. Some of us are real live cops," Blake said. "It's a legal thing. Todos Santos is
legally a city. Sort of. But the insurance is cheaper if nost of us are security officers rather
than peace officers. But we are a city. W even have a jail. Judges, too, but they don't get much

wor k. Corporation people take care of civil matters, and felonies go to the LA County District
Attorney."

"It sure is different here-" Joe blinked and | eaned closer to the screen. "Hey-"

"What ?"

"I saw a light flash. That one."

"Urn. Tunnel area. W better check, that's critical territory-" He did things to the
console, and a row of lights flashed green. "Nobody there who doesn't belong there. You sure you
saw sor net hi ng?"

“Al nost sure."

"Probably sonme nai ntenance troop had his badge inside a tool box.
anot her cof fee?"

"Sure."

Bl ake yawned. "Get me

Preston Sanders ranked high in the Todos Santos hierarchy; high enough to rate the
enornous office furnished as he liked it, with abstract paintings and maps of ski slopes. A teak-
bordered TV screen nearly covering one wall showed notion pictures of ski events. The ffickering
nmotions, shifting fromthird-person to over-the-shoul der views of an expert taking the world's
st eepest slopes and junps, generally drove his visitors to ask for sonething el se, but Preston
| oved them

The furniture was mahogany and teak; even the panels of the desk console were covered with
teak, and there were dark wood borders on the TV screens on the desk and on the walls. Wen
Sanders had expl ai ned the decor he wanted, Tony Rand had characteristically remarked, "Matched
set, eh?"

Sanders thought of that sonetinmes. It was true enough. Sanders was the col or of oiled
teak. And Tony Rand had neant the remark exactly as it sounded. Sanders |ooked up at Rand, who was
doi ng his best to ignore the gut-wenching view of the AQynmpic junp. "I used to wonder about you,"
Preston said. "You don't have any racial prejudice.”

Rai sed that suddenly by a black man, the subject would have jarred sonme whites. Rand said,
"Should I?" and still not looking at the TV screen with its instant vertigo finished pouring
coffee fromthe silver sanovar. He tipped a dollop of Sanders's brandy
-Carlos Prinmero, and far too good to be put into coffee-into the coffee.

"Certainly. It's nornmal. So | wondered, and | finally got the answer. You still think of
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Todos Santos as practice for building a starship, don't you?"

"Sure, Pres. | built Todos Santos. Who should know better than me? W could start buil ding
the ships right now The design is straightforward. Wiat we can't do is build a technol ogi ca
society that's self-sufficient with only a few thousand nenbers."

"Did the Directors know you thought that way? |'msurprised they even |l et you work on this
pl ace. They coul d have pi cked soneone who thought it was an end in itself."

"It isn't. | don't think the Directors think so. They think it's practice for better
arcologies. It is, too. We're too dependent on Los Angeles, but we'll learn what we didn't put in
the design and the next one will have it. Brandy?"

"Not just now. |'ve got to see Art before he gets tied up with a visiting firenan-
surprised you don't know about him" Sanders reached to the teak panel and turned a dial. The
A ynpi ¢ scene vani shed, to be replaced with a view of Los Angeles as seen fromthe top of Todos
Sant os.

"I know about him | convinced Bonner |1'd be busy all day. What was your great
contribution to race rel ations?"

"Well, one day | said to nyself, here | am one of a couple of hundred bl ack people in a
building the size of a city, and I'm Art Bonner's deputy. And here's Tony Rand, flying a starship
in his head, with a single black man in the bridge crew. Then it came to ne. |I'mthe token alien

and you're studying ne."
Rand grinned slowy. "Token alien. On the bridge. Interesting

e . . listen, if you'll tell ne your token skin color, I'Il tell you the shape of your token
ears."

"Green."

"Pointed."

They grinned at each other. 'Rand said, "Tell you sonething. There are aliens on the
bridge, and you aren't either of them And yes, |'mstudying them WIIl you grant ne that Art
Bonner is a genius?"

"Sure,"” Preston said without hesitation. "I know what the top job in this place involves.
Nobody el se could do it."

"Think you'd catch me trying? Al right, is Barbara Churchward a genius?"

Sanders frowned for a monent. "I don't work the Econonics departnent nuch. Art thinks so."
He frowned again. "Aha. | think | see what you're driving at."

"Right," Tony Rand said. "Now, they've both got those inplants.” Rand's face took on a
strange | ook; alnost, Sanders thought, one of intense longing, |ike an exile | ooking across the
sea toward honme. "Whnder what it's like to know anything you want to, just by asking? Anyway. W
can think of both of themas nan-conputer interfaces. Wat | have to decide is, just how inportant
is the computer |ink? They were both geniuses before the inplant link went in."

The TV screen showed the phallic shape of the Los Angeles Gty Hall jutting up through the
snog. Sanders tuned the picture nore sharply. "And the inplants are hideously expensive," Preston
said. "l see. You have to decide if the officers of your starship need them anyway."

"Or of ny next arcology. So you tell me: are those two just geniuses, or are they now
sonet hi ng nore?"

"How the devil would | know?"

"Just on the odds, | thought you might be a genius yourself. | mean, the only black man in
the conmand staff of Todos Santos nust have had sonething nore than the usual going for him™"

"Ch, you idiot."

"Query?"

"It doesn't take that. It takes a certain anpunt of intelligence, plus being willing to
take the responsibilities for the orders you give, and-" He stopped, ifinching at the word he had
been about to use; and he | ooked to see if Rand had guessed.

But his problemwas just the opposite. Rand, w thout the faintest idea of what he was
tal ki ng about, was waiting for himto

"Al'l right," Preston said. "W play the politics gane here. It nmeans a | ot of
i nterpersonal friction, a lot of conpronises, between one guy who thinks he's got the right answer
and anot her guy who thinks he does. | get caught in the mddle a |ot, naybe nore than anyone,
because |I'm nore noticeable." Sanders shrugged. "So | put up with it. | give in a lot, even when |
know I"'mright. There are people who would call that tomm ng."

"Tonm ng? Uncle Ton? But you give nore orders than you take."

Rand woul d never understand. It was the trait that kept himout of Todos Santos's
m cropolitics: you tried to nmani pulate him and suddenly he was somewhere el se, redesigning your
cl oset space while you were trying to get soneone fired.
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Wi ch was why Sanders generally felt confortable with Rand. Tony Rand was no threat. Like
Art Bonner, he was someone you could trust all the way.

But if he ever does get involved, Sanders thought. |If he ever does, he's going to be a
dangerous man. True, M ntenance was part of Operations-but the Mintenance supervisors woul d
probably side with the Chief Engineer if it cane to a choice. Maybe not openly, but-. Sanders had
a nental image of soneone trying to |l ever Rand and ending up with his sink connected to his toilet
while his air conditioning poured out eau d' skunk. His face split into a wide grin.

Rand sai d, " Somethi ng?"

"Do the name Sir George Reedy nmean anything to you?"

"He's the chap you ducked out of neeting, the Canadi an who's cone to study Todos Santos.
I've been watching for his helicopter.”

"I thought you' d changed the scene to be polite.”

"And, Tony-Sir George has an inplant."”

"Uh. | guess he's worth talking to, then." Rand | ooked thoughtful

"More than you know. He got the inplant as a favor soneone owed his famly. | doubt that
he was a genius before the inplant went in."

"Ch ho." Rand gl anced at his new toy, a Bulova Dali watch, as thin and flexible as the
sl eeve of his shirt. "Uh-1 think | ought to see about sone details,"” he said. "Maybe | can get
free for the
afternoon. Pres? Thanks." Rand |left hurrying, followed by that white grin.

The grin slipped away as Sanders foll owed private thoughts.

H's fam |y had never been enslaved. Undoubtedly sonmeone had been, somewhere; but from as
early as 1806, the furthest back anyone could trace, the Sanderses had been free Negroes worKking
for the United States governnent in Washington. His father had been a Public Health Service
physi ci an. Sanders hinself had gone to the best private schools.

where they were so liberal they wouldn't even think the word nigger. And how | hated those
snotty bastards, Sanders renenbered. He | ooked down at his dark hands and wondered at hinself. So
why don't | hate Mead and Letterman and the others, the ones who get nervous talking to ne?

He straightened, renenbering, and used the console controls to change the view on the TV
fromeastward toward LA to westward toward the ocean. A joystick control nmoved the camera until he
saw a brightly col ored shape in the afternoon sky, and he zoonmed in on it. Frank Mead, shouting
happily as he hung fromthe doubl e-wi nged hang glider. Mead wasn't overwei ght, he was just big,
and it took a specially designed glider to carry him Mad was one of theny one who nade no secret
that he thought Preston Sanders was going to blow it one day.

So why don't | hate hinf? Preston wondered. He nakes me nervous, but | don't hate him Wy?

Because | don't share the black experience? That's what nmy roommate at Howard woul d have
sai d.

O because we're all doing sonething we believe in? We're running a civilization
sonmething newin this world, and don't bother to tell ne howsnall it is. It's a civilization. The
first one in a long tine where people can feel safe.

If only they believed in ne.

He got up fromhis desk. It was time for his interviewwith Art Bonner.

Il

Managenent has been the success story of a century which
has not been one of the nobst successful centuries in human
hi story.

In the society which our history books describe, everybody worried constantly about rank
and precedence. Nobody today worries about precedence. Wat all these managers worry about is
tal king to each other.

-Peter F. Drucker, "Mnagenent's New Role" in The
Future of the Corporation, Hernman Kahn (Ed.)
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THE MANAGERS

Preston Sanders wal ked briskly along the corridor called Executive Row, not really noticing the
thick carpets and the paneled walls dotted with paintings. He considered what he had to cover
rank ordering priorities for Bonner-who had a mllion demands to fill, and couldn't possibly give
Sanders everythi ng he want ed.

The anteroomto Bonner's office was a study in confort, designed by psychol ogists to nakes
waiting to see Bonner, if not pleasant, at |east as mninally unpl easant as possi ble. Del ores
Martine certainly contributed to that feeling. Sanders knew she was at | east as busy as Bonner-
possi bly even nore so-but she always had tine to chat with anyone waiting.

"CGet your work done, Dee," Preston said. "lI've got a couple of things to sort out anyway."
"Al'l right. M. Bonner will be free in just a nonent. He got a satellite call from Zurich-
From the big bosses, the noney people who owned Todos Santos. "It's all right," Pres

assured her. "Really."

She nodded and began shuffling through papers, |eaving Sanders to his reverie. He wanted
to think about the [abor problemin Air Shaft 4, but his thoughts strayed to Del ores-and Art
Banner. Wbnder what happened to those two? They were obviously having an affair the year after
Art's wife left him Wo' d want a casual visitor for a husband and father of her chil dren? But Dee
sees himall day. They were at it hot and heavy for a while, and then nothing. Wnder why?

"He's of f the phone now," Del ores said.

"Thanks." Sanders went into the inner office.

Art Banner | eaned back in the black | eather chair and put his heels on the wal nut desk.
Despite the expensive furniture there was a junkyard | ook to the office: nodel sailboats; shel ves
full of bric-a-brac including the truly horrid souvenirs sold in stalls near the boat |andings of
a dozen tourist-trap cities; a couple of yachting trophies; and m xed with all the nautical stuff
wer e expensive "executive toys" of every conceivable variety, nost of themridiculous. There were
al so books opened and left on the credenza, sone piled two deep. No one would accuse Art Banner of
conpul si ve neat ness.

The TV screen on the wall showed a hol ographic view of Todos Santos in all its conplexity.

"Zurich problenms agai n?" Sanders asked.

"A few. OPEC s raising prices next nonth. Thank God we've got our own power sources,"”
Bonner sai d.

“I'f we can keep them That's ny top problem" Sanders said.

Bonner sighed. "Yeah. Ckay, unload the bag, Pres. But you'll have to nake it fast. My
visiting fireman is early for the cocktail hour." He frowned slightly, and the hol ogram faded from
the TV screen, replaced by a view fromthe roof |ooking toward the Los Angeles City Hall. A dark
speck came toward them

The building was a thousand feet in height rising starkly froma square base two nmles on
a side. It rested anong green parklands and orange groves and | ow concrete structures so that it
stood in total isolation, a glittering block of whites and flashing wi ndows
dotted with colors. The sheer bulk dwarfed everything else in view

"Magni ficent!" Sir George Reedy crowded agai nst the wi ndow of the Los Angeles Fire
Departnment helicopter, then turned in wonder to his host. He had to shout above the thrum of the
motor. "M ster Stevens, |'ve seen it on TV, of course, but I had no idea-"

MacLean Stevens nodded. Todos Santos | ndependency affected everyone that way, and Stevens
was | ong accustonmed to the reaction. That didn't nake himfeel any better about it. Los Angeles
was a great city too. "If you'll look out there beyond it, Sir George, you can see the Catalina
I sl and devel opnent. Cl oser, on the mainland, the city marina is just off to our right. W think
Del Rey and Catalina are significant devel opnents in their own way."

Sir CGeorge Reedy dutifully |ooked off toward the sea. "Ah, | was going to ask about that.
| saw it when we flew in. The great white nmass-"

"The iceberg." | mnight have known, Stevens thought. Five hundred billion gallons worth of
Antarctic iceberg had been towed into Santa Monica Bay. Los Angel es water had never tasted better
Arizona, San Francisco, and the sea gulls of Mno Lake had never been happier. The berg sat out
there in a kind of tub. There were teans of clinbers going up two faces, and a dozen Boy Scouts
gl i ssadi ng down snow near the bottom "Ronulus Corporation tows the icebergs here. They're the
ones who built Todos Santos, too."
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There was no way to get off the subject of Todos Santos. Stevens gave in gracefully and
called the pilot. "Captain, if you'll just circle Todos Santos for Sir George-"

The whi ne of the turbines changed subtly as the big red chopper curled in a tight circle.
It traced the perineter of the parks surrounding the huge building. To their left was Todos Santos
and its outlying moat of orange groves and green parkl ands. Reedy peered down, then exclai ned,
"Did | see deer?"

"Li kely enough,” Stevens said.

Directly below them where they couldn't see, was a ring of shabby houses and decayi ng
apartments.

MacLean Stevens did not | ook down but he was acutely aware
of what was below. Block after block, a nockery to city governnent and all of Stevens's hopes,
houses fllled~ with fam|lies without hope living on wel fare-and on the | eavings from Todos Sant os.

The turbine whines continually changed pitch as the pilot varied the speed, and Stevens
hoped his visitor wouldn't notice. Eaters didn't usually shoot at the Fire Departnment anyway. Not
anynore.

"But what is that made of ?" Sir George asked. "This is an earthquake area."

"Yes. They tell me it's perfectly safe," Stevens answered. "The contracts require that the
architect, contractors, and a |lot of the work force have to live inside. They put a lot of design
sweat into it."

"As to what it's nade of, just about everything. The supporting towers are steel trusses,
nmostly. The walls don't carry gravity |oads, and they can be anything that resists the w nd
stress. Conposites like fiberglass reinforced with carbon ifiaments. Some of the nore advanced
conmpote tuffies. Lot of concrete on the |lower levels. See the gaps there? The apartment conpl exes
are assenbl ed down bel ow and hoi sted into place as units-"

Sir George wasn't listening. He had lifted his binoculars and was busily staring at the
nmonstrous building. Fifty levels rose out of the parklands and orange groves bel ow. Bal conies
jutted at each level. At seemingiy randomintervals, yet with an overall pleasing pattern he
couldn't have expl ai ned, extra-|arge bal conies protruded, and these were covered with tables and
chairs where groups of people in brightly colored clothing ate, or played cards, or did other
thi ngs not noticeable even with binoculars froma nile away.

"I say, some of those people are naked!"

St evens nodded. Not the diners and card players, of course. Sir George nust be spying on
i ndi vi dual apartnent bal conies. The inhabitants of Todos Santos were fond of sunbathing, and the
bal coni es were conpletely private fromone another. Only airborne peeping toms could watch them as
if anyone cared all that nuch in Southern California. Evidently, high-ranking Canadi ans had
di fferent standards.

"And what are all those bel ow?" Sir CGeorge asked. He pointed
to a series of |ow nmounds, obviously the roofs of underground buil dings; the nounds were covered
with trees and shrubs, but concrete driveways | ed dowward to doors at each one.

St evens shrugged. "Food factories, nostly. Dairies. Chicken ranches. Processing sheds for
the citrus groves. Sir George, I'mnot really an expert on Todos Santos. You'll get better
i nformation inside."

"Yes, of course." Reedy turned away from his bi nocul ared rubbernecki ng and | ooked at
Stevens with synpathy. "I forgot, it's not really part of your city at all, is it? Aren't you a
bit jeal ous?"

Stevens controlled his face and the grimace he felt. The question rem nded himof the ever-
present sour pain he felt in his guts recently. "O the wealth, yes. O the noney that flows into

it and goes out of the country. OF the taxes it evades. | resent those, Sir CGeorge, but | am not
jealous of the people who live in that termte hill."

"I see."

"No, sir, | doubt if you do." The bitterness was open now and Stevens rushed on, heedl ess

of the consequences. "Termites. Wen you' re inside, notice the sinmlarities. Caste system
remar kably wel |l devel oped. Warriors, Kings, Queens, Wrkers, Drones, all represented. And a strong
tendency toward identical units within each caste."

He checked hinmself before saying nore. It would be better to let this visiting dignitary
see for hinmself. Sir George | ooked an overwei ght fool and m ght be one, but Stevens thought he
probably was not. He ranked as a Deputy Mnister, and Stevens had noticed that many Engli sh-
Canadi an officials feigned carel ess buffoonery.

"I saw denonstrators," Reedy said

"Yeah," Stevens answered. "Several varieties, too. Todos Santos is not exactly popul ar
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with the younger generation."”
"Why not ?"

"Maybe you'll see for yourself.'
with it.

The helicopter had turned again and now crui sed above a wel |l marked ifight path across the
orange groves toward the building. As the chopper rose, the roof cane into view

The enornous surface was cluttered. It was cut into areas by four huge |light wells, each
step-shaped with interior bal conies.

"They look |ike the box the Great Pyramid cane in," Sir George quipped

Stevens | aughed. "Actually, they're bigger."

Even with the Iight wells, the renaining area was huge. There were parks, sw nmning pools,
mniature golf and a driving range; heliports, playgrounds with running children; corner towers
for penthouse residents, the highest caste of all.

"What powers it all?" Reedy asked.

"Hydrogen," Stevens said. "They've got a conplex of nuclear breeder plants in Mexico, with
pi pel i nes running up to Todos Santos."

Reedy nodded approval. "Hydrogen. Todos Santos doesn't add nuch to your LA snog, then."

"No. That was part of their contract with the federal governnent." Stevens paused. "Sone
environnentalists are still unhappy, though. They say Todos Santos is sinply exporting its
pol lution-"

He was interrupted by the roar of the helicopter as the pilot let the bright red machine
settle gently onto a painted circle at one corner of the nassive building. The roof was so | arge
that it was difficult to realize they were hundreds of feet above ground | evel

Men waited for them A brisk wi nd whipped across the building. The wind was cold in the
| ate afternoon, and they were glad to get inside one of the | ow rooftop structures.

The heliport reception area was not |large. Most of the men in it wore unifornms and carried
weapons. The guards very politely photographed them

"If you'll just put your hands on this identiplate, please, sir," a guard |ieutenant
pronpt ed. The readout screen was hidden fromview of visitors, naking it inpossible to know what
t he guard found out.

Machi nery hummed and spat out two thick plastic badges. MaclLean Stevens, Executive
Assistant to the Mayor of the City of Los Angeles; and Sir George Reedy, Deputy M nister for
I nternal Devel opnent and Urban Affairs, Doninion of Canada. Their photographs filled half the
badges' faces, and VISITOR was printed in letters of fire across them

"Pl ease wear these at all tines while in the Independency,"” the lieutenant said. "That's
very inportant.”

"What woul d happen if | |ost the badge?" Sir Ceorge asked.

H s voice was very precise and clipped, perfect Oxbridge accent.
It held just the right note of incredulity and contenpt, and
MacLean Stevens envied it.

The guard didn't seemto notice that he had been insulted. "Sir, it would be very serious.
Qur detectors woul d indicate someone without identification in the Independency, and officers
woul d be sent. It might be enbarrassing to you."

"M ght be dangerous, too," Stevens said. "Lieutenant, how many people come in here and
never come out?"

"Sir?" The guard was frowni ng now.

"Skip it." No point in harassing a rent-a-cop. The man nmight not know. O, Stevens
thought, | might be wong. "Shall | take Sir George, or do we need an escort?"

"As you choose, sir. Mster Bonner-" the lieutenant |owered his voice, as if in fear, or
reverence, or both--"will be expecting you shortly. If you're planning any delay en route, please
tell us so that we can notify him"

"We'll probably take a quick tour through the Mall, thank you."

"Very good, sir. | take it you will not need a routing slip."

"No. |'ve been there before."

"I know you have, M. Stevens." The guard gl anced down at the invisible screen. "Have a
pl easant stay in Todos Santos."

And maybe you won't, Stevens thought. Maybe-ah, to hel

E I I

The hol ographi c view of Todos Santos blinked a blue light, and two small blue dots
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appeared in the heliport reception area. "My visitors will be here pretty quick, Pres," Art Banner
said. "Anything you can't handle for ne?"

"No. But I want to say it again. That hydrogen delivery schedule is very tricky, Art. If
t he FROVATES naenage to zap an input line this nmonth, we're hip deep in trouble.™

"Al'l right, aiready. You can have the overtime authorization for your cops.
f r owned.

Bonner's pause was nonmentary, al nmost inperceptible, and Sanders wondered what his boss was
listening to. Only it wouldn't exactly be listening, either. What would it be like to have data
fed directly into your mnd?

"The conptroller won't like you nmuch for it," Bonner said
"Mead was scream ng about budget overruns just yesterday. But it's your decision."

"He'll scream | ouder if those. yippies shut down our power," Sanders said.

"Right. Have no pity on nme. | have to account to Zurich. You don't."

Banner's contract gave him conplete authority within Todos Santos. He was responsible to
the noney people who'd built the city, but they had no right to interfere with how he ranit. O
course they could always fire him

"Take it as easy as you can," Banner said. H's voice becane serious. "It isn't just Frank
Mead. Zurich's going through cashfl ow problens just now. The orbital construction shack eats noney
like nmad. But damm it, do what you have to do. It's ny problem and Barbara's. Maybe she can pass
a money miracle." He turned to the TV screen and poi nted. The blue dots were noving rapidly
downward. "Here they cone. Look, we've settled the labor situation in central air control. W've
pronoted three policenen. W' ve got your nenp bl owi ng snoke up that vendor's arse. You're
aut hori zed overtinme for your patrol men, which is what you came in here for in the first place.
Enough, abeady. Back to the cotton mines, Rastus."

"Yes, baas." It was easy to talk that way to Bonner. It hadn't always been-which was
probably why Banner did it, Pres thought. Art Bonner was damed if he'd have a thin-skinned
deputy.

Bonner

"You know how to sort the crap,” Banner said. "Well, ny people will be here shortly.
Dri nki ng and carousing at all hours, no doubt. The wild and happy life. So, guess who'll be on
duty toni ght?"

"Yes, sir," Sanders said.

Bonner eyed himcritically. Then he thunmbed a button in the armof the big chair.
"Del ores.”

"Yes, sir," the intercomresponded.

"Dee, if Mac Stevens and that Canadi an get here before |I'mready, give themthe Nunber 2
Stall, will you?"

"Yes, M ster Bonner."

"Thanks." He cut the intercom "GCkay, Pres, what's eating you?"

" Not hi ng-"

"The hell there isn't. Talk."

"Al'l right. | don't like being in the worry seat, Chief." If you' ve got to know, he
thought. "I like my job. It isn't the work, and it isn't the responsibility. You've never given ne

anything | can't handle-"

"Precisely. So what's the problenP"

"The people out there don't like me as Number One. Nunmber Two to you, sure. I'mtheir
bl ack man because |I'myour deputy. But not in that seat."”

Bonner frowned. "You been getting static? Who fronP ['I]-"

"No." Sanders spread his hands hopelessly. "Don't you understand, Art, you'll only nake it
worse if you have one of your f ampous tal ks with-with anybody, about this. It's nobody in
particul ar anyway. They all resent having ne in tap charge. A lot of them my not even know they
resent it. The ones that do work like hell at hiding it. But | can't nmake a m stake! Not even
one."

“"Neither can |-"

"Bull puckey. You can't nake a big one. | can't make one at all."

“"You're telling me to replace you because you can't handl e the job?"

“I'f you think that, do it."

"I do not think that. If | thought it, 1'd have replaced you a long tine ago." Banner
si ghed and shook his head. "Okay. You know how to find ne. But for God' s sake, see if you can't
buy me a couple of hours, anyway."

"Sure. | can always do that,'

Sanders said. "And if the big one comes up and | can't reach

you-

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (13 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

"Yeah?"

“I'"'min charge, Art. | know that."

"Good. Now can | see ny visiting Canadi an? W fini shed?”

"Sure."

"For now. W'll have lunch on this," Banner said. "See Del ores about when." He | ooked at

the array of screens around him They were all bordered nicely in green. "lI'mgiving you a clean
board. Call ne when you reach your office. As of then, you're in charge.”

As Sanders left, he noticed that the blue dots had noved to a | evel far bel ow Executive
Row.

"We can talk here if we keep it down." The bearded boy sounded uncertain, but there were
no al arms, and he grinned.

The ot hers nodded and opened one of the boxes. The girl took out a gas mask. It was warm
in the tunnel, and she w ped sweat from above her eyes before she put it on
111
Custom reconciles us to everything.
- Edmund Bur ke

A TOUR OF TERM TE HI LL

The reception | obby opened onto a roonful of el evators.

"The Executive Suites are below, " Stevens told Sir George. "W can go strai ght down, or we

can take a quick look at this anthill before they assign you a guide."

"But | thought we were expected."

"Don't worry about it. Banner has plenty to keep himbusy, and he knows exactly where we
are."

"Real | y? Then there is sone neans of tracking these badges." Stevens nodded. "W'l| take a
qui ck swi ng past sone of the outside corridors. It wouldn't be fair to take you to the Mall first
t hing. "

"Whyever not?"

"Too much to see. There's every kind of store in the world, and it's pretty crowded."

Reedy frowned. "If it's so big, why is it crowded? Surely there aren't enough peopl e
living here to-"

"Not the residents," Stevens said. Hs face held a sour expression. "Angelinos. Alot of
them come here to shop. Hell, | can't really blame them It's convenient. Al the stores in one
pl ace,
and the subway systemto get them here. But the noney cones in, and it never goes back out, not
back to LA anyway."

"But-" Reedy gasped as the floor dropped fromunder him "I say, that was abrupt." He
wat ched the floor indicator blink rapidly. "I don't suppose you can restrict your people? Keep
t hem from coni ng here?"

"How?" Stevens asked. "W tried that once. Courts threw out the ordinance-and the voters
woul dn't have put up with it anyway. Didn't matter, though. Todos Santos owns the subway system
This place is the hub-and it's easier to get from San Pedro to the San Fernando Vall ey by com ng
through here than it is to drive. Alot easier than riding the bus."

The el evator door opened onto a broad corridor. "We're on Level 15," Stevens said. "Mstly

smal | industry. Electronics assenbly, wal do operators-"
"Wal do operators?”
"Yeah." Stevens |ooked as if he were swallowing a live nmouse. "It's the |latest way Todos

Santos drains off nmoney fromLA. Skilled machine operators are scarce. Alot of themwant to |ive
in Todos Santos, but there aren't enough jobs for themhere. So they live here, and work here-the
| athes and mlling nmachines are out in LA and controlled by TV and a tel ephone-conput er hookup
The technical nanme is 'tel eoperated systems.'"
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Stevens led the way to a noving pedway. "Watch your step." They wal ked onto the noving
bl ack slideway. "This one's slower than some. If you want to get to the other side of the
bui | di ng, you go to another floor and catch a fast strip.”

The ceiling was high, and the entrances to the chanbers off the corridor were no nore than
a series of closed doors; at infrequent intervals there was a split-second view of the outside.
Tubs of growi ng plants stood al ong sone of the walls, but there was never any illusion of being
anywhere but in a building.

"Todos Santos built the Los Angel es subway?" Reedy asked.

"Sure. They have the capital. Mddle East oil noney funneled through Zurich. Also the
equi pnent, big sem automatic tunneling machines. Matter of fact, they're digging a new one right
under nmy office in City Hall. Wth their stuff they can dig for about 10 percent of what it would
cost us."

The inward side of the corridor was another junble: neat signs on the doors announcing
el ectroni ¢ shops, repair services, |ight
i ndustries of one kind or another, interspersed with small conveni ence shops. Somnetinmes there was
a long series of doors blocked off, each with a single sign: Wstinghouse, Tel edyne, I|nternationa
Security Systens, Cerlikon, Barclay-Yanashito Ltd., stood out as sone of the |argest.

They ended at an el evator bank. "Well, now that you've seen the drab parts, you're ready
for the Mail," Stevens said. "That's a sight not to mss."

The el evator dropped like a falling safe. Stevens watched Reedy's face as the doors
opened.

Reedy knew what to expect, of course. Most visitors did. And they still took severa
seconds to nake sense of what they were seeing.

They were | ooki ng down a broad corridor that stretched diagonally through the ground fl oor
of Todos Santos. It was alnpbst three mles ong. Mwving pedways in the center were a blur of hunman
figures approachi ng and recedi ng, though they stood notionless. Lines net at infinity. The pedways
were flanked on both sides by wal ks, and people strolled along these, |ooking into shop w ndows,
going in and out of stores, clunping to hold animated di scussions where they woul d bl ock the
passage of others. Tiers of balconies rose high above them Residents strolled along the bal conies
or idly |l eaned over to | ook down. d ass-sided elevators clung to walls and noved at inpossibly
hi gh speeds. G gantic spaces, and wails and a roof enclosing all; that was what confused the mnd
but the real shock was to see all these shoppers taking it so lightly.

Stevens chuckl ed. "Tell yourself you can get used to anything.
the floor.

They passed under an enornmous sign: PRI VATE PROPERTY. PERM SSI ON TO PASS REVOCABLE AT ANY

He I ed the way out onto

TI ME

"Whi ch neans?" Sir George asked.

"Exactly what it says," Stevens answered. They stood | ooking for another nonment, then Mac
escorted his visitor onto the pedway strip. Sir George seenmed accustonmed to them Mdst new
shoppi ng centers and airports had them although not as el aborate as these.

The outer strip was broad and had seats. A series of nuch narrower strips separated it
from anot her broad seat-laden belt in the
center. Each strip noved faster and faster until the inner one flashed past at fifty kiloneters an
hour. They noved progressively across strips until they reached the fast one, and sat next to the
transparent w ndscreen partition that noved with them

Parall el |ines converged ahead at the vani shing point. There was a nediumsized city
poi sed over their heads. Mac knew it, but he had never been able to sense it, not even here, in
this tremendous. . . room

Through the Plexiglas they could see the flicker of faces and bright clothing of
passengers coning in the opposite direction, a blur of hunmanity. Both sides of the barrier were
lined with shops, all doing a brisk business. Reedy noticed a branch of Dream Masters, the chain
of fantasy art galleries. They swept past a side corridor that | ed upward to another level wth
nore wal kways and conversation areas. Mre changes of |evel; bal coni es overhangi ng the pedway
itself, with nore shops

There was no special order to the shops, but the signs
Reedy frowned, puzzled. What was it about the signs on the shops?

"See it? The Corporation pernits advertising," Mac Stevens said, "but they regulate the
size of the signs, and they've got an aesthetics conmittee that sets up standards. |If Art Banner
doesn't like sonething, it'll probably be found to be unaesthetic."

Sporti ng-goods shops, stationery, clothing, bicycles, restaurants, banks, electronics,
nmusi ¢, bookstores. People noved in and out in random patterns. The buildings had a fragile | ook
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not made to withstand weather. Sir George grinned at the sudden incongruous sight of a
tobacconi st's shop, built apparently of brick, and as solid-|ooking as a Mayan pyram d

"Does anyone buy?" Reedy asked. "No one seens to carry packages."

"Security," Stevens said. "Visitors have their purchases delivered. Either to the exit
pl aza, or directly to their hones. Residents don't usually carry nuch around either. The guards
don't like it."

"I should think Americans have a long tradition of telling the police off," Reedy said.
"Sure. But the residents of Todos Santos are different. | didn't say the guards won't put
up with residents carrying packages. They just don't like it. And the residents don't deliberately

annoy
the guards. They'd rather cooperate." They had reached the opposite corner of the building, and
Stevens led the way across the slow strips and finally to the corridor

"I don't see badges on everyone," Reedy said. "In fact, not nore than half."

St evens nodded and | ed the Canadian to the end of the diagonal. A series of exits funnel ed
the traffic and they went through. "If we hadn't had unrestricted visiting badges, we'd have been
stopped back there," he said. "The Mall is an open area. They let in nearly anyone. They only

wat ch for known crimnals and terrorists.”" His lips tightened. "Wth their fast transportation
systemthey siphon off a |lot of business fromthe city."

He pointed down a long corridor. "East perinmeter, Mall level. Mstly apartnents, of
course. The outside viewis a first choice f or living quarters.”

"Total | y? That seens a poor design-"

"No, not totally. There's a m x here, as everywhere. Night clubs, restaurants, private
cl ubs, even sone excl usive shops. OF course any business out here draws only customers from
i nsi de, except for favorite custonmers with pernmanent Visitor badges."

"Strange," said Reedy. "1'd think they'd want visitors. Wiy all the restrictions?"

"Ch, there're reasons." Stevens indicated a door. As they approached it, it slid open. A
r ed- and- bl ue-uni fornmed guard stood inside. The rent-a-cop smiled pleasantly as they passed and
headed for another bank of elevators.

About fifty people were waiting for elevators with them Al had badges, and very few bore
the bright VISITOR | abel. Reedy | ooked at the badges and peopl e, sayi ng nothing.

There was no way to characterize them Pick fifty randomcitizens fromany major city and
you woul d find as much variety. What was it about themthat nmade them seem|i ke a gathering of
di stant cousins? Reedy couldn't put his finger on it.

The elevator rose swiftly and deposited them at anot her novi ng pedway. They were on the
out si de periphery, and they passed apartnents, open areas |eading to outside enclosed decks; it
was obvious that this was an affluent area.

"All right," Sir George said. "l've been unable to work it out. What is it about the
peopl e-t he saneness? They don't dress as
flashily as one expects of Southern Californians, but it can't be nmerely that."

Stevens grinned. "Termites. Np? Well, | admit | don't know either, not conpletely. But did
you notice how quiet it was, even in the Mall, anobng those peopl e?"

"Why-yes. Not at all the noise level |I'd have expected. Is it some regul ati on?"

"Custom Custons are very powerful here. By the way, | wouldn't be surprised if sone

Conpany policeman were listening to us through those badges."

Sir CGeorge | ooked at his badge as if he had di scovered a poi sonous spider on it. "Do the
residents put up with this?"

St evens shrugged. "Resident badges are different. O so they're told. But, Sir George, the
residents want surveillance. It's another custom The Law and Order tradition is very strong in
here. A kind of siege mentality-"

" Par anoi a?"

"Ch, they've got their reasons. Paranoids have enenmies too," Stevens said. "Here, that's
where we're going, the exit up ahead. Have you been foll owi ng the news? The FROVATES, the Friends
of Man and The Earth Society, keep trying to sabotage Todos Santos. Not to nmention various other
hate groups. And just plain gangsters out to extort noney. Stink bonbs. Hornet nests. That kind of
thing, nmostly, but sonmetines the terrorists come up with sonething really nasty, |ike the grenade
that killed a dozen people in the Crown Center Arcology in Kansas." He shrugged hel plessly. "M
police haven't had much luck at catching them outside, so the Conpany has its own police."

"But doesn't that play into the terrorists' hands?" Reedy asked. "One purpose of terror is
to provoke a reaction. Make things so bad that people wel cone any change-"

"Any change that will protect them" Stevens said.

The journey ended at another elevator plaza, and they took an Up car to the Executive
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Suite. They energed into thick carpets and wal nut paneling. It came to Sir George that he was
| ost.
Every resident of Todos Santos had known that nmonment of shock, save only the children and
Tony Rand. One can | ose one's way anong city streets, but being lost in Todos Santos was |ike
being last in Carlsbad Caverns. Lost in three dinensions, in a naze alnost a cubic mle in extent!
The nonent passed. It didn't nmatter that Sir George had foll owed an inpossibly tw sted
path. He had gui des; he wasn't trapped. But there was always that nonent.

MaclLean Stevens was in his md-thirties, and very athletic, while Art Bonner was ten years
ol der and wal ked with a linp he'd picked up in the Arny. Stevens's hair was |ight tan, Bonner's
dark and thinning on top, with a bare spot his hair stylist had nore and nore troubl e covering.
Both were tall nen, over six feet, Banner perhaps an inch higher and twenty pounds heavier than
St evens.

Put that way the two men didn't look alike at all; yet those who knew them and sonetines
even visitors who net both casually, were nore inpressed with their simlarities than their
differences. It wasn't anything you could put your finger on. Certainly you would never m stake
one man for the other. But both | ooked at people in the sane way, and both spoke in the sane tone:
the tone of command, of a man so thoroughly accustonmed to bei ng obeyed that he did not have to
rai se his voice or resort to threats.

"Good to see you again, Mc," Banner was saying.

"Been a while," Stevens responded automatically. "Art, this is the Honorable Sir George
Reedy, Deputy M nister for Devel opment and Urban Affairs for the Canadi an governnent. Sorry we're
a touch late, but | took the liberty of showing Sir George the shopping mall-"

"Sure, | know," Bonner said. "Cone in, please, have a seat. Drink? W've got nearly
anyt hi ng you coul d possibly want, and a ot you wouldn't."

"You sound as if you're showing off," Reedy said. He sniled broadly. "Pimmis Cup, if you
pl ease. "

"Certainly. Mac? The usual ?"

"Yes, please.”

Bonner waved themto | eather chairs and took another in the conversation group with them
| eaving his desk in the background. The office lighting adjusted subtly so that only the
conference area stood out.

There was a | ow humin the background. Ot herwi se the office was silent. "Quite a place you

have here," the Canadian said. "I'mvery inpressed.” But he | ooked uneasy. Too nuch of the
touch of strange . . . and the nmoment of being lost was still with him
"Thank you," Bonner said. "Wuld you like to see nore of it? Let ne show you around." He

gestured toward the wall and the decorative art works vanished to be replaced by an enornous
cutaway view of Todos Santos in three dimensions. Colored dots seemed to crawl through the

hol ographi c presentation; it was all diagranmatic, with the too-realistic lines of an architect's
drawi ng. That vani shed to show a nontage of color pictures, each a blur of notion: shops, people
getting onto a noving pedway, a riot of color

Sir George frowned. "Wiy, that's the route we cane here by-"

Banner sniled. "That's right." The diagram reappeared. "You see the noving dots? Those are
menbers of my staff that we want to keep track of. Your badges are tagged VIP so | was able to see
where you went. Not that | paid a lot of attention, but the route is recorded anyway-"

There was a slightly I ouder hum "Here we are," said Banner. He was having fun. The solid
bl ack rectangle of a coffee table in the conversation group opened to reveal three glasses. Banner
reached down and lifted the tray. "Pinmis Cup. Talisker. And Mac's Royal G n Fizz. Don't know how
he can drink that mess. Cheers."

Sir George |aughed, and was joined by the others. "Well done. | will admit | thought you
had forgotten-" The smle faded into sonething el se. "Just whom do you have |istening to us?" he
demanded.

"Nobody, " Art said. "Oh-ny apologies, Sir CGeorge. | like doing this with drinks and food
orders, but believe nme, nobody is listening to us. | used ny inplant to tell MLLIE what we wanted
and she took care of it."

"I see." Sir George's eyes focused on nothing for a nonent~

Bonner grinned. "Try again. Use your |ast nane for the key."

"Ah. Thank you."

"You're welcone. |'ve given you a visiting VIP access cl earance. Mac, have they nade any
progress on swi nging an inplant for you?"
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"Think the city's got an extra mllion bucks?" Stevens asked. "Hell, we haven't got an
extra five hours' overtinme for a sanitary
engi neer." Stevens eyed Sir CGeorge warily. "I hadn't known you were one of the elite."

Reedy | ooked synpathetically at Stevens. "Don't rate it, actually. Fanm |y hel ped PSYCH C
LTD. once and they paid off with this." He paused, searching for words. "Very useful gadget, but
you know, you can conmuni cate with a conputer about as well with a good briefcase console."

Reedy and Bonner | ooked knowi ngly at each other. It was a |look that |eft MacLean Stevens
out. It was the | ook that sighted nmen night give each other in the presence of the blind.

"Well, what would you like to see, Sir George?" Banner asked. "As you've gathered, we're
rat her proud of Todos Santos. | have us schedul ed for dinner a bit early, 1900, but we've plenty
of tinme before then. Ch, and M. Rand, our Chief Engineer, will be joining us."

"WII we be eating in the Commobns?" Stevens asked.

"l thought Schranmm s. Best Hungarian food in the country."”

"Hell, Mac, I'mnot trying to hide anything,"” Bonner said. He grinned. "There's nothing
al coholic to drink there, and the food' s nothing special in Commons, but there's plenty of it.
Shall | cancel out Schrammi s?"

"Commons by all neans," Reedy said. It was obvious to himthat Stevens thought he had
scored a point in sone conplex gane.

There was an awkward silence, and Sir CGeorge said into it, "As you know, we're thinking of
building units like this one. W must construct the housing at any event, and the Governnent is
wondering if we should not do it rationally as you have. There are a quarter of a million people
here, as | understand."

"“About that," Banner said. "MLLIE could tell you. But we ought to let Mac listen in, and
we can't." He | ooked thoughtful for an instant, and words flowed on the wall screen

Total Present: 243,782

Unrestricted Visitors in Mall: 31,293

Visitors with Special Passes: 18, 811

Non-resi dent Workers: 114

Unaut hori zed Visitors: 7

Det ai ned Prisoners: 1

"Who's the prisoner?" Stevens demanded.

Bonner | ooked thoughtful, then said, "A |leaper. They've got himin Central Security. He's
been under arrest for three hours. They'll let himgo by mdnight if nobody's free to interview
him before that. Afraid we're hol ding one of your people in durance vile, Mac?"

Words crawl ed on the screen again. How nany residents are acconmodat ed here?

Desi gn CGoal : 275, 000
Now Resi dent : 247, 453
Resi dent in Qutbuildings: 976

"Roughly a quarter of a nmifflon, then," Sir George said.

Bonner nodded. "In four square niles of building, or about ten square niles of buildings
and grounds. That's about the highest popul ation density ever achieved on Earth anywhere. Renenber
the studies a few years ago that proved that if you pack a |lot of people into a small area they'd
all go insane? Doesn't seemto have happened.”

MacLean Stevens chuckl ed. Banner threw hima threatening | ook, then grinned.

"Where did you have in mnd building, Sir George?" Banner asked.

Reedy shrugged. "There are a nunber of possible sites. W have so nuch undevel oped | and-"

"Wn't work," Stevens muttered. Banner said nothing, and the two executives exchanged
signi ficant gl ances.

Bonner is |aughing about this, Reedy thought. Why? |I'd expect Stevens to be negative about
the whol e idea, Lord knows he hates this whole conplex-do all Angelinos think that way?~-but what
is this joke they share?

And why, when three of these arcol ogi es have been nore or less failures, is Todos Santos
apparently so successful despite being packed in anmong ten mllion enemes in Geater Los Angel es?
~lv
Where is the man who owes nothing to the land in which he lives? Whatever that |and may be, he
owes to it the nobst precious thing possessed by man, the norality of his actions and the | ove of
virtue.

-Jean Jacques Rousseau
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KI NGS AND W ZARDS
The guard turned with a puzzled expression. "Seens to be a glitch in Tunnel 0-8, Captain."
"What kind of glitch?"
"No visual."
The duty captain frowned. "In 8? That's a critical area. Don't need intruders in 8
He typed furiously on his console, then | ooked relieved. "M LLIE shows nmai ntenance in that," he
sai d.
"Wth overtine authorized yet, the lucky beggars. Punch in an imedi ate repair request for the
vi sual s. "
"Hell, it's near dinner time. They' |l never get it fixed tonight." The captain shrugged.
"If they don't, we'll send in a patrolman. G ve 'ema chance, though. They're in there aheady,
maybe they can take care of it." He | ooked at his readout screen again and nodded. "Looks al
right. Nobody's opened any doors to the outside. Let nme know when the visual cones on again."
"Sure." The guard settled back and sipped coffee as the kal ei doscope began agai n.

* k%

Ant hony Rand put down the, telephone with a grinace. It was al ways an unpl easant
experience when Cenevieve called, and he wasn't sure whether it was worse when they fought or when
she tried to make up. Wiy the hell didn't she marry and get out of his |ife? She was no bl oody use
when he was trying to nake a career; and when he hadn't risen fast enough to suit her, she'd
wal ked out taking Zachary and two-thirds of his inadequate incone with her. Now, of course, she
wanted to come back

She doesn't want to live with me, she wants to live in Tados Santos, Tony thought. And I
will be dammed if she's going to come here and live |ike a goddam princess off my status

O course she had a bribe to offer: Zach, aged el even. And she had sanme good argunents.
The boy needed his father, but Tony Rand didn't have tinme to raise a son-he barely had tine to
have the boy in for visits-and soneone shoul d take care of Zach, why not his nother? And nmaybe
their breakup hadn't been quite so sinple and one sided. She did have her side to the story- He
squirnmed a bit as his body renenbered Genevi eve, suddenly, against his will. Djinn had been
wonderful in bed. It had been too |ong since he'd had a satisfying affair. No time for that; no
time to nmake friends. Too bad you couldn't rent m stresses. He'd heard that was possible: that
there were wonen who'd gladly pretend affection, be attentive when you wanted themto be and self-
reliant when you had no tinme for them He wished he knew where to find soneone like that. It
wasn't so nuch that he was afraid to ask, as that he hadn't any idea of whomto ask.

Why not GCenevi eve? She was offering al nost the same thing- no, I'Il be damed first.

Hi s apartment was nothing like the others in Todos Santos. It was |arge, because his
status rated a |l arge place; but rmuch of the space was concentrated in one enornmous room There was
a smal|l bedroom but he seldomused it because it was too far fromthe drafting table; he'd
forgotten a good idea once while stunbling frombedroomto drafting table, and that wasn't ever
goi ng to happen agai n.

The drafting table domi nated a whole side of the big room a vast expanse of metal surface
littered with drafting instrunents and bordered by sw tches and buttons; when he drew on it, an
i mge went into his computer files and was accessible in his office, or on a job site. Another
wal | held awards, framed scrolls and trophies. Books took up another. There wasn't roomfor al
t he books he needed-and where should he keep them here or in his office suite? Better to get them
read into the electronic brains of Todos Santos. Sonmehow, though, storing his books in conputer

menory hadn't conquered the nmess: the roomwas still littered with letter trays full of papers,
magazi nes (nmostly unread but full of inportant articles he didn't want to nmiss) in half a dozen
mahogany rack tables, unanswered letters spilling out of drawers. He was drowning in paper

He envied the quiet efficiency of Preston Sanders or Art Bonner or Frank Mead. Their assistants
al rost invisibly took care of details. Tony had never been able to nanage that. It wasn't that he
didn't have good people. Alice Strahier was a good engi neer and executive assistant, and Tom

Gol den ran the procurement division, and- But good as his staff people were, it wasn't enough
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They mi ght
protect himfrommere details-but far too often he'd found that details were the key to the
problem He had to follow the mnutiae, because he didn't know what would turn out to be vital

That led to his devel opnent of robot probes; small devices with caneras and sound
equi pment which coul d nove freely through Todos Santos under Rand's direct control. If he sent out
two or three of the small tel e-operated devices (he called them Arr-twos after the small droid in
Star Wars), Rand could effectively be in several places at once, see machinery and construction
details in real tine fromboth above and bel ow, and generally explore w thout |eaving his bedroom

Good as the An-twos were, with their full two-way comuni cations and their TV screen to
show Rand's face, he'd found it necessary to get out and talk to the technicians and carpenters
and pipe fitters and nai ntenance people; talk to them hinself, because nbst construction people
didn't like talking to an Arr-two even with Rand's TV inage.

And he had to go hinsel f. Hi s subordinates, even the best ones, didn't seemable to
recogni ze an inportant point when they heard it. And getting around Todos Santos took tine, which
meant that the journals and nmagazines and letters piled up until he was hopel essly behi nd-

The phone rang. Genevi eve agai n? he wondered. What in hell does she want this tine?
"Hello," he barked at~the enpty room

"Strahier here, Chief," the phone speaker said.

Uh oh. Alice wouldn't call about sonething trivial. "Ch, ah, yeah, hello."

"Sorry to bother you at dinner time. W have a problemon that carbon filanment reinforcing
lattice. Medland can't deliver on tine."

"Sir?"

"Not hi ng. W& need that stuff." Boy do we ever need it, and it's conpletely out of our
control, damcmm it all to hell! How would we handle this if we were a space colony? O a starship?
"Alice, the schedule's godawful tricky, and-"

"That's why | called," Strabler said. "I tried alternate sources. Farbenwerke has the best
delivery schedule, but it's still a fourweek delay. But | did find a condom nium going up in

D anond Bar that has enough to take care of us for a nmonth, and they've got a strike so they don't
need it right now W can buy theirs and have Farbenwerke ship ours to Di anond Bar-but they'l
want a prem um'

"Sounds like you've done your homework," Tony said.

"Yeah. But it'll cost us," she said. "Rescheduling around a four-week delay costs one
point six million. The Di anond Bar deal costs nine hundred thousand. | can't find any other
choi ces. "

"Pretty clear what we have to do," Rand said.

"Yes. Shall | talk to the conptroller?"

"Yeah. Do that. Say, this is Tonms job, not yours."

"M . Golden has an anniversary party," Strahler said. "Hs wife would | eave himif he
mssed it. So | took it."

"Thanks, Alice. Okay, nmake the deal ."

"Sure will. Good night."

"CGood night," Rand said. "Finished with phone." An expensive call, he thought. Nine
hundred t housand bucks, no small sum GCh, well. Alice and Tomwould take care of it. That was the
kind of thing he thought of as a detail, no matter how nmuch noney m ght be invol ved; sonebody el se
could handle it. But if he hadn't got his hands dirty working on the sewage treatnent system he'd
never have found out that the instrumentati on pathway wasn't workable until the system was
fini shed. He shuddered at
the menory. They'd have had to tear out a concrete wall and delay conpletion of the new
residential w ng.

It was only by accunulating details that you found sonething |like that-and the way the
details fit together wasn't at all obvious, which neant there was no rational filing systemfor
them resulting in the ness in his apartment (his office was kept relatively neat) because you
never knew when you'd need an old neno or an article.

Maybe, Rand thought; maybe if | had an inplant? |Is that how Banner keeps track of
everyt hing? But Pres manages w thout one, and so does Mead.

He put on a clean shirt. It was tine to neet Bonner and Stevens and, what was his nane?
Reedy. Time to neet them for dinner.

The dining hail was |arge enough for six thousand people and served an entire |evel
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Hol ogr aphi c panels along one entire wall gave the inpression that it |ooked out over the sea;
sai | boats noved on the Bay, and |ights w nked as sunset shadowed Catalina Island in the distance
The great bulk of the iceberg in the Santa Monica harbor was outlined against the dying sunlight,
a nount ai nous island that shone too brightly to be stone.

"That's lovely," Sir George said. "And quite realistic."

“I't ought to be," MacLean Stevens told him "They've piped the view inside."

"Yep. Real time," Rand said proudly. "Cost less than noving the dining hall. There's never
enough outside view area, and-" He cut hinself off. He hadn't cone to talk, but to listen. That
was going to take careful control; he'd been told he tal ked too nuch, and he supposed it was true,
al t hough he never said anything he woul dn't have wanted said to himif he didn't know the
i nformati on.

And certainly he had reason to be pleased at Reedy's response:
appreci ative silence, and anot her close | ook at the hol ographs. "Pity the ceiling is so low, "
Reedy observed finally. "But even so the illusion is nearly perfect."

Art Banner |aughed, a short polite sound. Tony Rand had no trouble readi ng Bonner's nind
the cost of the hol ographic walls had been hi gh enough without using up val uable space to give
high ceilings to the Cormon roons. Rand had suggested it and got nowhere.

Art hadn't wanted the hol ographs, either, but Tony insisted- and brought themin under
budget, too. He was proud of that. The Conmons woul dn't be nearly so nice without that illusion of
| ooki ng out- The roomwas filled with the buzz of conversation and clicking plates. There were the
random sounds of people in notion. "A good bit |ess noise than I'd have imagined for this nany
diners," Reedy said.

Rand was about to tell himabout the acoustic design: wails subtly not parallel
i ndentations at key places, and the rest, but Reedy wasn't |istening.

"Custom agai n," MaclLean Stevens said. "Deeply ingrained custom Devel oped pretty rapidly,

t oo.
"Doubtl ess there is selectivity," Reedy said. "Those who can't adapt won't stay |long."
"The idea is to adapt the habitat to the inhabitants' needs,” Art Banner said.

"You seemto have done well," Reedy replied.

The tables were long and narrow, with a pair of noving beltways down the center. Dirty
di shes canme fromtheir right, and a continuous stream of food and beverages and clean utensils
poured from some cornucopia to the left. "Take a place," Art Banner said. "You can choose your own
conmpany, or wait for soneone to choose you."

"No reservations?" Reedy asked.

"No. It's a random proposition.” Banner |led themto an enpty stretch at a |ong table.
"Scheduling's going to catch hell for this if it doesn't fill up." He paused for a nonent to stare
at not hi ng.

That's the value of that inplant, Rand thought. He's just nmade a note, with all the
details, and tonorrow MLLIE will remind himto think about schedul es.

Reedy waited until he saw Banner was attentive again. Then he said, "How can you plan
wi t hout reservations?"

Bonner shrugged. "W manage."

Stevens's voice was carefully controlled as he said, "Residents nust take a certain nunber
of nmeals in the Commobns. They're
not only charged for themas part of the services, but they pay extra if they skip out too many
times. Wth that incentive it's a sinple matter of queuing theory mathematics."

"Not all that sinple,” Rand said.

Reedy frowned. "That doesn't seemvery pleasant."

They took seats, Reedy and Banner on one side of the table, Rand and Stevens on the other
The novi ng di shes and foods seened to distract Reedy and made it hard for himto talk across the
table. Bonner didn't seemto notice.

"You'll find clean plates coming along any second,” Banner said. "I think you'll like the
meal , and certainly it's efficient.” Pause. "Tonight's was only seven dollars twenty-ei ght cents
per person that we'll serve, assumng the projection's right. If you see sonething you like, just

take it. Wen you've served yourself, put the rest back on the conveyor."

"I's that sanitary?" Reedy asked.

"Certainly." Bonner snared a covered dish of chicken fricassee. "There are no nore than
four portions in a dish to begin with. And we've enpirical evidence, too. Check our absenteeism
due to mnor illness-"
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Reedy | ooked thoughtful. "Quite low " he said.

"Check the LA rate for comparison. Not that they have as good data as we have, but it
gi ves you an idea."

Rand watched them carefully. In his office he could have got the sane data just as
qui ckly, but here he would have to take out his pocket communications terninal, type in the
question, and read the answer. Reedy and Banner sinply thought the question and got the answer
piped into their heads w thout interrupting the conversation.

"There's another reason for no nore than four portions to a dish,” Rand said. "If the
FROVATES do get in and poi son sone dishes they won't kill nany people-"

"Ch dear. Is there nmuch chance of that?" Reedy asked. He seened to have lost his appetite.

"Al nost none," Rand assured him "The security agents watch all the tine." He waved toward
the | ow ceiling.

Reedy gl anced around nervously, as if feeling eyes on the back of his neck. Then pl ates
and silver came past and he took them Bonner handed hi m Hungari an goul ash, and vegetabl es and
bread quickly followed. There was tea and coffee, and nmilk, and water,
and fruit juice. The goul ash was hot and snell ed deliciously of paprika.

Rand ate eagerly, but Reedy was still hesitant.

"Cets to you, doesn't it?" MaclLean Stevens said gently. He began to eat. "Not much you can
do about it, so enjoy your neal."

"About what ?" Rand asked.

"Being watched all the time."

"But we're not watched all the tine," Rand said. "The guards foll ow a random surveill ance
pattern.”

"What do you do if you catch then?" Reedy asked. "Saboteurs. O even just pickpockets."
Banner snorted. "That's a sore subject. What happens is, we turn themover to Mac's
police, and they let themgo."

Sir Ceorge lifted an eyebrow. "Really, M. Stevens?”

"Not quite-"

"Cl ose enough,"” Bonner said. "Let's suppose we catch an Angelino with his hand in a
stockhol der' s pocket. Suppose we've got himdead to rights, a dozen witnesses. W call the LA
police. They come get him One of the District Attorney's people comes out and takes statenents.
So far so good

"But now the Public Defender gets in the act. It'll be sone bright youngster just out of
| aw school, anxious to make a reputation. So we get delays. Continuances. Every time the victim
and our w tnesses show up, the Public Defender isn't available. Schedule conflict. Something.
Until the day the victimisn't available, and wham That's the day they insist on a speedy trial."

"Now, damm it, that's not fair," Mic Stevens insisted.

"It's close enough, Mac, and you know it. If we want a conviction, we have to spend hours
and days in courtroons, and for what? Even if we do it, the yo-yo gets bail and probation."

"So what do you do, M. Banner?" Reedy asked.

"W grit our teeth and play the game," Banner said. "And try to see that no repeat
of fenders get in here. W do have the right to keep the bums away from our people."

And how woul d we do that on a starship? Tony Rand wondered. Hnmmm We'd have to have
crimnal law. Justice, if you will. Wiich is hard to automate. . . and not ny department.

The food was good, and they ate in silence for a few m nutes. Mdst had second hel pi ngs.
Rand started to tell them about some
of the problens he'd had in getting the conveyor belt systemworking properly, but he saw they
weren't interested.

Finally Sir CGeorge |ooked up and said, "Surely there's a |ot of wastage? You can't
possi bly predict how nmuch will be eaten.”

"We do better than you think," Banner said.

"Yes, and they sell the leftovers to Las Angeles welfare institutions," Stevens said
grimy. "Churches, skid row missions, that sort of thing. There's no waste because the Los Angel es
poor live an Todos Santos's garbage."

“"Now, that's not true," Rand said. "The garbage goes to the pig farns-"

"He neans that only the untouched portions are sold for human consunption," Banner said.
"And he's right, the real garbage feeds aninmals. And, Mac, you may not |ike feeding your welfare
peopl e on our |leftovers, but I notice you don't conplain about the water we supply.”

The sun fell into the sea and the iceberg offshore winked with navigation lights. The
dar kness of the hol ograph was | ovely, but it made the |ow ceiling press down even nore heavily.
Sir Ceorge glanced around again. "I shouldn't think Americans would |ike surveillance while they

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (22 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

eat .

"The Corporation doesn't much |Iike the expense of providing it, either," Banner said. "Now
tell me what | should do? Despite everything the FROVATES do get into Todos Santos. And they do
try to poison people-"

"They don't think it's poison," Stevens said.

"LSD i s poison," Bonner said. "If ny people want to turn on, they'll do it thensel ves.
They don't need help fromeaters. And slipping acid into the food isn't all the honorable Friends

of Man and the Earth do. They've also tried blowing up the kitchens, as well as other parts of

Todos Santos. They tried-well, their diseased m nds cone up with pretty ingenious stunts.
"So we have to watch for them and we can't abandon the Commobns. Wuldn't if we coul d.
Most of our residents |ike the Commpbns. Sonme never eat anywhere else. After all, it's our nost

denocratic institution."

"Why do these criminals dislike you so much?" Sir George asked. "Surely they know your
peopl e are not unhappy here-"

Banner and Stevens | aughed together, a shared joke, which Rand could have joined if he
wanted to, but the nmenory was too
pai nful . Genevieve had lived with an eco-freak after she left Tony's bed. Tony tried to be
objective, but he fai.ind it difficult.

"The FROVATES claimto be ecologists,"” Banner said. "As if | didn't have some of the best
ecological talent in the world available to nmy staff. Only they can save the Earth-"

"Art's not being quite fair," Stevens said. "lI've got no use for terrorists, but the
FROVATES have a point. They claimthat if Todos Santos succeeds, there'll be no barrier to
popul ati on growt h. Not even fam ne and overcrowdi ng can stop the popul ati on bonb, until it's too

| ate for everyone and everything. Actually their best arguments are fiction. They're backing a
novi e made froman ol d science fiction novel, The Godwhal e, about how the human race crowds itself
until no humans are left."

"I take it you agree with them" Sir Ceorge asked.

"No. But they do have their share of truth. Todos Santos uses enornous resources to
produce an elite that enjoys-" He clanped his lips firmy together. "I'd rather you saw everything
for yourself."

Saw what ? Rand wondered. Sonethi ng not working right? \Were?

"I saw the denpbnstrators outside," Sir George said. "Do you often have serious attenpts at
sabot age? Bonbs, that sort of thing?"

"More than | |ike," Banner said. "But they don't often get past Security. Setting off a
bonb's pretty hard when the guards are | ooking over your shoul der."

"I'sn't there anywhere the guards don't watch?"

"Not many places."

A young family cane over to their part of the table and sat next to Art Banner. The man
was about thirty, and his w fe considerably younger. There were twa boys with them about six and
eight years old. All wore the neat slacks and winkle-free shirts that seenmed to be standard
dress, and all four wore resident badges. Like nost resident badges these were personalized. The
parents' had color drawings with their nanes in stylized calligraphy; the children's had cartoons.
The shirts had conplenentary patterns of wild color, designed so that you could see froma
di stance that they were a famly, although each shirt was different.

The man sat next to Banner and exami ned Art's badge with care before he spoke. "I thought
| recogni zed you, M. Banner."

"Good evening," Banner said pleasantly. He | ooked at their badges: Cal and Judy Philli ps.
The color had already told himthey were resident stockhol ders, and the badge identified his
busi ness: Executive Row Cothing Rental, 25th Level Mall.

Bonner gestured to his conpanions. "Mster Phillips, this is Tony Rand, the Chief
Engi neer. Qur visitors are M. Stevens of the Los Angeles Mayor's O fice, and Sir CGeorge Reedy of
t he Canadi an governnent."

Phillips's eyes widened slightly. He nodded pleasantly to the others, then began to gather
di shes for hinself and his fanily. He spoke in a | ow voice that they could just make out if they
i stened hard enough.

The newconers tal ked only to each other for a while, but when Cal Phillips was certain
that Banner was finished with his neal, he said, "M ster Banner, my shower is not delivering
enough water."

Banner frowned. "You've had Maintenance in to check?"

"Yes, sir. They say everything's fine."

"But it isn't," Judy Phiffips said. "I used to be able to rinse off conpletely, and now I

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (23 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

can't. And there's been no water allowance reduction in our neighborhood."

"Wher e?" Rand asked.

"Forty-four, West, R-ring," Judy answered.

"Hrm Could be the conputer. | don't think there's-"

"Leave it to Miintenance, Tony," Banner said. He frowned for a nonent. "All right, sonmeone
will look intoit."

"Thank you," Cal Phillips said. "If you' ve a few mi nutes-"
"Not tonight," Bonner said pleasantly. "I have to show ny guests around. |If you'll excuse
us-"

"Certainly," Cal and Judy Phillips chorused.

"We' || have coffee at nmy place," Bonner said to his guests when they were away fromthe
table. "And we can discuss the economcs of the situation, Sir George. Expect that will bore you
to tears, Tony-"

Was Banner trying to get rid of hin? Rand wandered. Wiy would he do that? But it had
happened before, when there was di pl omacy to di scuss.

Bef ore they reached the outside of the Cormbn Room Bonner
had heard five mare conpl aints, been given three separate solutions to problens in garbage
di sposal -one interesting enough that Rand took out a notebook and wote it down-and had been
encouraged not to give in to outside pressures fromthe Teansters.

When they reached the corridor, people obviously recognized Bonner, but they didn't speak
to him except to wish hima pleasant evening.

"We'll head an up to ny place,” Banner said. "Sure you can't join us, Tony?"

Definitely a hint, Rand decided. "Thanks, Art, but | think |I'd better turn in early," Rand
sai d.

He watched them get onto an el evator

There were other residents in the elevators, and they didn't speak to Banner either as he
I ed his guests to a corner of the 47th floor. An apartnent door opened as they approached. He
ushered theminto a | arge carpeted room The view of the city was magnificent on two sides of
t hem

Long lines of light that were streets overflowing with traffic; dotted |lines of enpty
lighted streets; tall buildings with nore patterns of light; a bank of fog rolling in fromthe
bay, shrouding the iceberg, its top far below then Los Angeles lay in splendor around them

MacLean Stevens stood at the wi ndows basking in the light. "Now that's a city," he said.
"Alive and lovely and free."

"Splendid," Sir George said. "Really lovely."

"Especially fromhere," Banner added. "Pinmm s Cup again, Sir George?"

"Thank you, 1'Ill have brandy-"

."Carlos Prinmera be all right?"

"Spl endi d. Thank you."

They took seats. They watched the solid coffee table for a nonent, a duplicate of the one
in Bonner's office.

"Custons again," Reedy said

Banner | ooked puzzl ed.

"The residents. They are pernitted to speak to you in the Conmons, but not in the
corridors.™

"More or less,"” Banner said. "Not so much pernmitted as-well, as you say, a custom"”

MacLean Stevens started to say sonething, but caught hinself.

“Actual ly," Banner said, "anyone can speak to anyone in the Commobns. If you hadn't been
along they'd have talked ny armoff. They were being polite to outside visitors."

"And why was everyone so interested in garbage di sposal ?" Reedy asked

"It's the 'Problem of the Wek'," Banner said. "Every week we have sonething the residents
are asked to think about. If they come up with a good idea, we use it. Wrks nore often than you
t hi nk. "

"I see. And you eat in the Comons regularly?"

"Reasonably so. |I'mexenmpt fromthe requirenent, of course, although |I'mnot so certain
that's wise. Getting out and neeting the residents is just plain good politics. If N xon had gone
drinking in bars once in a while, he'd have served two full terms as President. For that matter
Mac, your Mayor woul d benefit by getting out and neeting some randomcitizens."

"Sure. Wth fifty bodyguards.”

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (24 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

"See?" Banner said. "I don't need bodyguards. Not in Todos Santos. | can go neet anyone
like. Ah. Here are our drinks."

The coffee table opened to reveal three large snifters of brandy.

Reedy asked, "Is an automatic bartender standard in all apartnents?”

"I't's not automated," MaclLean Stevens said. "Sonewhere in this building a very hunan
bart ender poured those drinks."

Bonner nodded agreenent. "Mst places get deliveries by jitney to their outside door
Executive and | uxury suites have direct conveyors."

"A service reserved for the higher castes,"
lifted his glass. "Cheers."

"That's a very old image, Mac." Banner lifted his own glass in reply. "Cheers. | suppose
you coul d call the executives kings and queens, and the najor stockhol ders drones, but what's the
sense of it? Sir George, Mai doesn't |ike Todos Santos-but his wife wants to Iive here. Doesn't
she, Mac?"

St evens nodded sourly.

Stevens said. "Kings, Queens, and Drones." He

"You'll notice he doesn't say he can't afford to bring her here, either," Banner said.
"I'"ve offered himnearly every job in ny departnent.”

Stevens fidgeted nervously, then glanced at his watch. "Sir George, | really nust be
| eavi ng soon. "

"Good heavens, yes, of course you'll have tci get back to your famly. I'mvery sorry-"

"You needn't |eave," Banner said. "W have guest suites. Please stay on, Sir George. \Wat
time is your first appointnent in the norning?”

"Well, actually | had expected to return here-"

"That's settled, then. I'lIl have a guest suite with same toilet articles laid out for you
You've no family with you in Los Angeles."

He didn't say it as a question. Stevens wandered for a nonent, then nodded. Banner woul d
have had M LLIE check airline and hotel reservations.

"I would enjoy staying over, if M. Stevens doesn't mnd," Reedy said.

"No, of course not. | can find nmy way out, Art. Can you have ny chopper neet ne?"

"Sure."

St evens dawned the last of his brandy and stood. "Be seeing you. |I'll cone by for Sir
George in the nmorning. Call City Hall about an hour before you're ready to leave, if you please."

"We'| | get himback to you," Bonner assured him He wal ked with Stevens across the thick

carpets to the entryway. "Bring Janice with you next tinme. Sonetine when you' re not show ng the
Commons-"

St evens nodded. "Thanks." The door slid open for him then closed.

"Poor Mac," Banner said as he cane back to his seat. "His wife really enjoys this place
and Mac thinks coming here is a chore. Excuse ne a nonment, please?" He frowned in concentration

Reedy coul d hear the instructions: That is, he could hear MLLIE listening to them
MacLean Stevens |eaving 47-001 now. Full Protection. Call LAFD for his helicopter

ACKNOW.EDGED

Banner said, "I expect you' ve got a few nore questions."

"MIlions," Reedy agreed. "I don't know where to begin. Uh-
| say, M. Banner, | can't help noticing that your relationship with M. Stevens is rather
peculiar."

Banner grinned broadly. "That's not the way |1'd put it, but yes. Mac is convinced that
this place couldn't exist without Los Angeles. To himwe're no nore than a vanpire sucking up
sustenance fromhis city. And since he's got an ungovernable ness out there, naturally he resents
our order and tranquility even mare."

"I see. And yet you're friends."

"I wish we were closer friends. He's a very good man, Sir George. But then you' ve seen
that."

"Yes. |Is his theory correct, by the way?"

Banner hesitated for only a second. "Certainly. In a way. There have been severa
experiments in arcologies, Sir George. This is the only one that has succeeded."

"You're quite the | argest and best financed."

Banner nodded. "True. But that isn't all of it, | think. W have had a | ot of success. Not
just avoiding deterioration, we've had growmh and i nprovenent and we nake a profit far the
stockhol ders and financiers. The earlier arcol ogi es need nmassive tax subsidi es, Todos Santos pays
taxes. As few as possible, but we pay."

Sir George nodded agreenent. "I know. It's the purpose of nmy visit. Wy?"
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"Qur independence and | ack of tax strangul ation,” Bonner said quickly. "W make our own

| aws, and no one outside bothers us. Dictatorial efficiency. 'The first bloomof fascism' | nake
the trains run on tinme. | even build trains.”
"Seriously-"

"I am being serious. W do have efficient adm nistration. Sinply getting out from under
the dead hand of governnent, chopping out bureaucratic deadwood-that's worth a lot."

Reedy nodded again. "That's the standard explanation, but I amnot at all certain that |
accept the standard theories, else |I'd not be here. | amlooking for what the sociol ogists and
econoni sts nmay have m ssed. Mast of them hate you fromtheoretical principles. O love you from
ot hers. "

"Sonet hing el se you' ve seen,"” Banner said. "Security. Nobody has to be afraid in Todos
Santos. Everyone in this place can talk to everyone else, and not be afraid. | think that's worth
sonet hi ng, too."

"But what of Stevens's theory?"

Banner smiled. "I'Il junmp Mac's gun, since he'll tell you all about it tonmorrow anyway.
But do keep in nmind what | said. Wthout our conmunications, upwards and downwards and si deways,
the rest wouldn't matter

"Now, Mac Stevens believes that without the resources of a big city to draw on we'd never
make Tados Santas anything like selfsufficient. We'd forget something vital, and it would take
time and effort to correct. That's why he said you couldn't build an arcal ogy out in your
undevel oped | ands. "

"I see. But there was an experinent like that. In India." Reedy |eaned back in the
confortabl e chair and sniffed brandy. "Back when the United States was sending aid to India. The
Rockefel |l er Foundation tried to build an instant industrial conplex in an undevel oped village and
farm ng region."

Banner nodded. "M LLIE has the details, if you're interested. Yes. And the project failed

dismally, for precisely the reasons |'ve nmentioned. Sure. Sir George, | won't try to hide fromyou
just how nmuch we depend on Los Angeles. | know, because MLLIE nonitors everything conming into
this place. | know where every dollar goes out of here, too. | think Mac's absolutely right, you

have to be near a big city, near enough to draw on its resources, or your arcology's going to
flop. Econonmically, socially, in every way."
"But certainly that's not enough by itself. It can't explain your econonic successes."
"Right," Banner said. "But you saw sonme of that tonight."

"Did |?"

"The Phillips bay. Clothing rental. Coviously there was a need for that service. W
weren't providing it, but our people like to dress up for parties and weddi ngs and such. So we
were inparting rental clothing and exporting noney. Now Phillips does it, and the npney stays
right here. Mare than that, he's buying stock with his profits.”

"And he brought in the capital to start the business,"” Reedy mused. "Of course, | can see
why people with no capital resent you."

"And you're wong," Banner said. "I admt | checked on Phillips so | know in advance, but

his story's typical. He cane in with nothing. W | oaned himthe noney to build up his business."
Reedy thought that over. "Do you do that often? It seens risky."
"Wn a few, lose a few W do pretty well. Qur Director for Capital Devel opment is very
sel dom wr ong. "
"Ah." Reedy smled. He wondered if Arthur Banner realized just how nuch he was revealing.
O cared. "And how would we go about |ocating such a magician?"
Banner grinned. "That's your problem W' ve got Barbara Churchward."
V
Then conquer we nust, for our cause it is just..

-Francis Scott Key

COVVAND DECI SI ONS

Tony Rand was at | oose ends. There would be novies, either in Conmons or on his TV. . . or he
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coul d read sane of the technical articles now cluttering up his working space . . . but he wasn't
sl eepy and he didn't feel |ike working.

He had wanted to watch Art Banner and Sir George together; but Art had made it clear that
he woul d be in the way. Business. Fine. Art was no engi neer, but he had a way of snoothing things
out, so that the real work of Todos Santos could go on. Tony was still annoyed.

He punched for his own level, 100, and braced for the thrust. There were slow and fast
el evators; you | earned which were which. Art polled the residents regularly. Some hated waiting
for elevators; sone hated the accelerations. It wasn't hard to change the operating speeds to suit
t he users.

Hm Del ores had seened glad to see hi mwhen he was in Banner's office earlier. She'd be
up, it was early. Could he drop by her place? But on what excuse? Damm it, why couldn't he learn
how to pick up girls? Even with wonen he knew, |ike
Del ores, he couldn't seemto change the relationship frombusiness to social. Did other nen have
this probl enf

He decided that Delares wouldn't want to see him not at this hour, without an
appoi nt nent. Who woul d?

Genevi eve. She'd be gl ad.

He' d been in love with her once. He was still in love with her when she left. And to be
fair, he hadn't been much of a husband. Too wapped up in work, irritable when interrupted,
unwilling to go places with her, rude to her friends, and gl ad enough when she decided not to go

to conventions with himbecause she was al ways bored.

There' d been plenty of danger signals. He could see that now, |ooking back at the | ast
year they were married; but he hadn't seen themthen

If I had, he thought. If I'd noticed how unhappy she was, could | have done anythi ng about
it? 1'd have tried. But tried what?

She'd be glad if | called. | could invite her to cane visit. Bring Zach and conme stay a
few days. She'd like that, and, danmit, she used to be fun to have around. Am 1 still in love with
her ?

The el evator stopped at his floor. Sonehow the idea of his enpty apartnent was unpl easant;
too unpl easant to face. Instead he took his pocket electronics box-cal cul ator, phone, conputer
term nal, alarmclock, and cal endar, an invention of his own that soneday he'd market when he had
time to perfect it-and plugged it into a jack in a panel near the elevator call box.

CGenevi eve's nunber didn't answer after twelve rings.

So now what? The apartment was still enpty. Dammit, there had to be sonmeone who'd be gl ad
to see him Sanders. Pres would be on duty, and he coul d use sonme conpany. Pres didn't |ike night
duty on the worry desk. Rand entered the el evator again and punched for the Operations |evel

The A ynpic ski junps were back on the screen in Preston Sanders's office. "Evening," Tony
said. "Wy can't you be addicted to reruns of the Mary Tyler More show? O at |east watch the
eveni ng news?"

"I do watch the news," Sanders said. "And | generally get some work done when |'ve got
ni ght duty on the worry desk."

"Quiet tonight," Rand said. "Ch-there's sone kind of prob
lemwith water deliveries in 44-Wst. Could you have Mi ntenance check it out?"

Sanders | aughed. "I |logged that one in an riour ago. How did your dinner go? Any
concl usi ons about inplants and geni us?"

"Haven't made up ny mind. Best way to find out would be to get ny awn."

"Sure. Tonorrow norning."

A shrill tone shattered their conversation. Red flashed above the screen, and the skier
di sappeared in md-junp, replaced by a red-bearded guard captain. "Break-in. Intruder on CGring, 1
8-North."

Tony stopped breathing. Burglars in the house?

Sanders | ooked automatically at the hol ographic nodel. Tony Rand didn't bother. The north
side was unfinished in large part:
not hing but girders and franework and the thin curtain wall that had been erected for appearances
and environnmental control. But two main hydrogen intake |lines and a fastube to Santa Barbara cane
in near ground level on the north side.

A red pinpoint winked on in the hol ographic display. Level 18, and definitely out in the
unfi ni shed area. "Visual," Sanders demanded.

"Getting it, sir," the guard said. Another screen swam then showed a dimfigure on a
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narrow catwal k. "He won't know we've spotted him?"

Rand went around behind the desk to | ook over Sanders's shoul der, careful not to distract
Pres. There wasn't enough |ight far details.

"Keep it that way a minute, Flemng. What's he carryi ng?" Sanders denanded.

"Can't nmake it out," Captain Flem ng answered. "No history on him He had a badge at one
time, or he wouldn't be here."

"And he ditched it before he went into that area. Right," Sanders said.

Rand felt beads of sweat pop out on his forehead, and a cold knot began to grow under his
belt. This was no lost child. And if he felt the tension, what nust Sanders be feeling? The bl ack
man | ooked cal m enough. "A teener resident out to have fun?" Rand suggest ed.

"Possibly," Sanders nmuttered. He continued to stare at the screen. "But not |ikely. Not
out there. Keep on it, Flem ng. You' ve sent nmen down there?"

"Yes, sir."

"Maybe you ought to call Banner," Rand suggested.

That got hima scow. "Art's been drinking with the Canadi an,"” Sanders said. "Afraid
can't handle the situation?"

"You know better," Tony protested. Was that what | was thinking?

"Two nore," Flem ng said excitedly. "Two bandits, Accessway 9. They've got sone kind of
interference gear. Don't know what it is, but we can't get an exact |ocation."

"Interference?" Rand shouted. "What in hell could they-" He fell silent, thinking
furiously, recalling the details of the security system Accessway 9? That was a mai n hydrogen
i nput tunnel

A bright band sprang into view on the nodel: the indeterninate |location of two intruders,
deep underground. The sout hwest pipeline conplex that ran parallel to the tunnel showed up as a
series of thick purple lines.

"It makes a pattern,"” Pres said uneasily. "Opposite sides. Both ainmed at hydrogen intake
lines. That's our weakest spat. W've got to get visual on those new bogies!"

"Yes, sir," Fleming said fromthe screen. "Trying. | can send nmen into the tunnel-"

"And alarmthem Hold that." He | ooked up helplessly at Rand. "Christ, if they' ve got
expl osi ves, they can nake one hell of a ness."

Tony could only nod agreenent. "Pres! My Arr-two's. |'ve got one near Tunnel 9. Maybe they
woul dn't be suspicious of a robot-"

"Maybe worth a try," Sanders said absently. "Use that console over there to fire it up
but don't do anything else without letting ne know. Now let me think."

"Sure, Pres." Tony went to the console. It wouldn't be easy controlling the robot with
this standard input; Tony usually used joysticks and gl oves with special sensors, and ot her
devices, but there weren't any of those closer than Tony's office-and by the time he could get
there, this nmight all be aver

Sanders cane to a decision. He pushed anot her button an the desk console. "Cut the
hydrogen in those lines. Al the lines next to Tunnel N ner, and the northside lines too. MLLIE
what does that do to us?"

"WE WLL GO TO FLYWHEEL DRAIN. NO ESSENTI AL PONER LOSS FOR SEVENTEEN M NUTES. AFTER
FOURTEEN M NUTES WE MJUST BEA N PHASEDOMWN PONER CUTS TO PREPARE FOR | NEVI TABLE PONER LOSSES. DO YQU
W SH MORE DETAI LS?" The contralto voice spoke in inpassive block capitals; at |east that was how
Rand al ways visualized them

Power cuts woul d- "Negative phasedowns,
fl ywheel storage."

" DONE. "

“"Not enough!" Rand said. "W need those-"

"Tony, shut up," Sanders said. "Flening, are you certain they've got sonething that
intentionally fouls up the detectors? That's not an acci dent?"

"Not bl oody likely, sir."

"M LLI E"

"PROBABI LI TY | NSI GNI FI CANT. "

He turned to Rand. "Tony?"

Rand shrugged. "I don't know how they did it, but | can't see that happening by accident.'
He pointed at the fuzzy band on the hol ogram "W aught to have intruders |located to the
deci neter."

"I"'mgetting an infra-red i mage now," Flem ng said. "Tunnel Niner."

The screen showed a di m shadow of two figures, each carrying sonething heavy. The faces
bul ged |ike the snouts of pigs.

Sanders said. "Carry out previous order and use
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"Gas masks," Sanders said grimy. "MLLIE, do the inmages match anything in your nenory?"

"PROBABI LI TY OF GAS MASK OR DELI BERATE SI MULATI ON OF GAS MASK, 76 PERCENT. OXYGEN MASK, 21
PERCENT PROBABLE. | F OXYGEN MASK, THE TANKS ARE VERY SMALL."

"Sinulation? What's the chance of that?" Sanders denmanded.

"1 NSUFFI Cl ENT DATA."

"Jesus. Tony, get that dammed robot of yours in there. Fast."

"I can't, Pres. Whatever they're using to interfere with our detectors is jamrm ng ny conm
links with the Arr-two. | can't help you a bit."

It had happened at last. Preston Sanders had al ways known it would. It was the reason he
hated the worry desk. Sitting here always involved political decisions; nothing else would be
bucked up to the top duty officer. That was hard enough

And now the big one had happened while he was on duty. |'ve got about thirty seconds to
dither. Should I call the bass? It'd take himat |east that long to get up to speed. Maybe |
shoul d have called himearlier. Probably would if Tony hadn't suggested it. Ch, damm it- And what
if Art's not sober? That LA man has left, but the Canadian is still here- One of the shadows in
the tunnel bent over. Possibly to tie his shoes. Possibly to set off a bonb that would weck the
I ines. Sanders made his decision

H s voice was calmas he said, "Big one. Tunnel Niner. Big stuff. No drill. Execute."

Hi s voice was calm but sweat dripped fromhis chin. He'd never been in the Arny.

And he had just killed two nmen, deliberately, in cold blood.

"Now we take care of the one on the north side," Sanders said. "Stand by |ights and
sni pers. He doesn't |look to be carrying anything heavy enough to do nmuch damage. Ri ght?"

"Right," said Flenng

"Make sure he's got nothing to penetrate the intakes. And no bonb. Then catch the son of a
bitch. Catch himalive, and no alarns."

"Roger, Mster Sanders." Captain Flem ng turned away fromthe screens, and Preston Sanders
sank back into his chair.

Art Banner drank a final nightcap with Sir George Reedy and | eft the Canadian in the guest
suite. The perineter corridor was dark and deserted as Art linped slowy toward his enpty
apartnment, but he paid it no attention

He al nost turned to the elevator that would take himto Delores's apartment. But. . . no.
She'd made it clear that whatever they'd been, it was all aver now She'd be glad to see him but
for what?

What do | want? he wandered. For the apartnent not to be enpty when | get there. And
that's inmpossible, because who
wants to live with a man who lets a city set his schedule-and loves it. It was a wonder G ace
stayed five years.

Actually, . . - Delores will be glad to see ne. W can tal k about next week's schedul e,
and she'll make sone tea, and- Not fair. She nmust have men friends. One of them might be with her
ri ght now.

It would be literally no effort to find out; he had only to think the question. Wy not?
But- There was a rising and falling note in his head. It wasn't quite sound; the inplanted
receiver fed directly into the auditory nerve, and he could sense the difference fromtrue sound
For one thing, there was no vibration. But it was |oud enough to startle himno matter how often
he had heard it before.

He thought, M LLIE?

| NTRUDER ALERT. SINGLE | NTRUDER NORTHSI DE LEVEL 18 CORRI DOR 128 RING C. | NTRUDER
APPARENTLY UNARVED CARRYI NG
NOTHI NG LARCE. TWO | NTRUDERS CARRYI NG SURVEI LLANCE | NTERFERENCE EQUI PMENT AND GAS MASKS AND OTHER
HEAVY
EQUI PVMENT EXTENT AND NATURE UNKNOWN | N ACCESS TUNNEL

OH NI NER LOCATI ON | MPGSSI BLE TO DETERM NE.

Mare information poured into his head: everything MLLIE knew about the situation, the
conputer's probability estimates, the probabl e consequences of explosions in the penetrated areas;
al | happening so quickly that Banner was hardly aware of it.

"Lord Gad," Banner said to hinself. He noved toward the fast |ane of the pedway.

Sanders has it?
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AFFI RVATI VE.

He's in charge.

ACKNOW._EDGED.

He was automatically going toward the Operations Center. And what do | do when | get
there? he wondered. | left Pres in charge. He'll think | don't trust himif | conme in and take

over. He hasn't asked for help.

And there's the little matter of the brandy, too. Am | conpetent to nake deci sions?

SANDERS HAS ORDERED LETHAL GAS ACTI ON I N ACCESSWAY NI NER, MLLIE told him

“"Christ Almghty," Banner nuttered. He had seconds only to interfere, if he were going to.
And he had no information.

Pres is a good man, he thought. Another part of his mnd answered: "He'd damed wel |
better be." Banner wal ked rapidly along the pedway. It was silly, it wouldn't get himto the
control offices nmore than a few seconds earlier, but he did it.

VX RELEASED | N ACCESSWAY NI NER. SECURITY IS MOVING I N ON THE | NTRUDER | N NORTHSI DE
AREA.

Well. That's that.

He was past his own apartnment now, not far to the elevator to the top floor. That |ocation
was sffiy, Banner thought. Admi nistrators ought to be either next to their own apartments or
somewhere in the mddle of the building; but the designers had their own ideas. What was happeni ng
to Pres?

He began noving off the fast |ane again. An elevator was waiting far him of course, and
there were two uniformed nen next to it. Al through Todos Santos the Security people would be
moving quietly into place, just in case there were nore to this attack than just three intruders
i n uni nhabited areas.

Mai nt enance and engi neering and the fire department would be on alert, too. If the
hydrogen lines went, even if there wasn't a fire, Todos Santos would cane grinding to a halt. It
took energy to run the city. Less than the sane people would need if they were scattered out in
hundreds of thousands of buildings, of course, but it took plenty.

He linped off the pedway, acknow edged the guards with a wave, and entered the el evator
twitching while it rose. How s Pres taking it? He's killed two people! The el evator | oosed hi mand
he ran for Preston Sanders's office, angling sideways to favor the bad | eg.

Tony Rand watched the black man with awe. How can he be so damed cal m about it? he
wonder ed.

Maybe he's not. He's snoking like a chimey-have | ever seen himsnoke before? He's
usual Iy so fussy about enptying ashtrays, and that one's half-full already.

He went to the shelf and poured a shot of brandy, tossing it off, alnost |aughing at the
absurdity of his thoughts: it canme unbidden that he'd put Sanders's prize brandy in coffee this
aft ernoon, now he was drinking it |ike medicine. "Brandy?"

"I"'mstill on duty," Sanders said. "Flenming, what's the status on that northside
i ntruder?"

"He's spotted us. He's hiding."

"Thank you."

"Maybe you ought to call Banner now," Rand ~said. "MLLIE already told him" Sanders said
absently. "Standing orders on anything this big. He'll be here in a nmonent." He painted at the
hol ograph, where a blue star noved rapidly upward toward the operations suite. "lI'd go easy on
that brandy. Art will want you in on the conference."

Two dead, Rand thought. What the hell did they use to interfere with the surveillance?

Art Banner came in. He took in the situation at a glance, his eyes resting nonmentarily on
the full ashtray. "Status?" he asked.

"You already know," Sanders said. "I gassed Mner. They're getting nen into survival gear
to go inspect. And-"

"I NTRUDER CAPTURED, " M LLI E announced. She used audio to speak to all of them

Fl emi ng appeared on the screen. "Got him" Another inage forned: a young man, eariy
twenties at mast, long hair in back but cut short at the sides and in front; scraggly beard, which
wasn't unusual; cotton deni mpants and jacket.

"No weapons,” Flem ng reported. "W fluaroscoped him Nothing. And Medi cal says no drugs.
He tried to put on he was high, but we've got himconvinced we know better."

"That may have been a m stake," Sanders said. "M ster Banner's here. Take aver, Mster
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Banner ?"

"I relieve you. Get Delores up here, will you? And Sandra. |I'mgoing to have to have sone
sl eep before this night's over, and you will too. Flem ng, send that intruder up here.”

"Yes, sir." The inmages faded.

Banner put his hand on Sanders's shoul der. "Relax." Sanders tried to smle. It didn't
work. "I killed them Art. Both. In cold blood."

"Sure. Tony, get Pres a drink."

"It happened so fast. Al aver in a minute. Art, what if it's nothing? Like that kid, no
weapons, nothing? Just trying to throw a scare into us? They never had a chance!"”

Tony Rand brought over a brandy. "If they were trying to scare us, they made it nicely,"
he said. "Here."

Banner nodded agreenent. "You nade the right decision. Sane as | would. What if it wasn't
not hi ng? What if they had bonbs al
set to take out the hydrogen lines? Set off the hydrogen with a big whoosh. Big bonfire, right in
the park."

"I wish it hadn't been .ne.

“I't was. And I'll back you all the way."
“I't isn't Zurich I'"'mworried about. O the Angelino police. It's ne."
"Sure."

The bay was grinning. That was the first thing Tony Rand noticed when Lieutenant Bl ake
ushered himinto Sanders's office: a wide, triunmphant grin.

"W got an U) on this one,"” Bl ake sai d.

"Sure. I'mAllan Thonpson," the youth said. H's voice was pl easant and sounded educat ed.
"My father's a real estate broker in Hollywood. Were are the others?"

"What ot hers?" Banner asked.

"Aw, cone on," Thonpson said. He was still grinning. "You gotta have them by now" He
shrugged. "Maybe you don't." That seened to anmuse himeven nore.

Preston Sanders had ignored his brandy, and sat staring at the youth, his eyes a study of
m sery. The grin got to Tony Rand. "Wat's so damed funny?" Rand denmanded.

Banner raised a hand in warni ng. Rand subsi ded.

"We found a VIP Visitor badge outside the crawl way entrance to the unfinished section,"
Bl ake reported. "A M. Roland Thonpson, who's a favored custoner for a nunber of places."

"Sure, that's my Dad's badge," Allan Thonpson said. "Okay, so now you call himand tel
himthe prodigal's in trouble again."

"Pl ease sit down, Allan," Banner said carefully. "And tell us why you were crawl i ng around
on a catwal k a hundred neters above ground |l evel this late at night."

“I't was fun, nman." Thonpson sat with the attitude of an inportant visitor. "W thought,
what the hell, they're always tal king about the security systemat Todos Santos, we'll just show
"emit's not as goad as they think-"

"We?" Banner denanded. "Who are the others?" Thonmpson grinned slyly. "So you really
haven't caught themyet! That's choice. Well, | better tell you, 'cause it's getting pretty late
and sitting here's a bumrer. | don't guess you'll let ne |oose
until you round 'emup. There are two, Diana and Jimry, and they stayed in the stupid tunnel we
got in from"

There was a sharp hiss as Preston Sanders took in a quick breath. Lieutenant Bl ake | ooked

grim

"Hey, what's the nmatter?" Thonpson denanded. "Look, they aren't going to hurt anything!"

"Al'lan, were your friends carrying anything? Special equipnment or anything |ike that?"
Banner asked casually. It was difllcult to keep the strain fromhis voice.

Tony Rand | eaned forward to listen. He felt the sane thrill of horror that Banner did; but
he al so wanted to know, how did they do it?

"Ch, sone big boxes full of sand. Had 'dynanite' painted on the outside, you know? Just to
show you. And Jimy, that's Jim Planchet, he's an el ectronics genius. He nmade sonething that he
t hought would really give your detection stuff fits-"

"What ? How did it work?" Rand demanded.

"Hell, I"'mno electronics type," Thonpson said. "But it nust have worked if you haven't
got 'emyet!”

Art Banner was posed in the characteristic way he used to talk to MLLIE with his inplant.
Hi s face | ooked-strange. Rand got up and went behind the desk so that he could see the TV screen
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that Sanders was watchi ng. What had Banner found out?
The screen showed:
JI M PLANCHET. | DENTI FI CATI ON.
COUNCI LMAN JAMES PLANCHET OF LOS ANGELES HAS A SON AGE TVENTY NAMED JAMES EVERETI' JR
"Lord God," Tony said involuntarily.
"What ?" Al l an Thonpson squinted at Rand. "Did you say sonething?"
"No, " Bonner said. "Wo is Diana?"
"Aw, Diana Lauder. Kind of engaged to Jimy, you know? Roanms in the dormwith us."

"I see. Well, | hope the autonatic systens haven't harnmed your friends," Banner said
evenly. "Lieutenant, please take M. Thonpson to Central Security. W'l|l have to hang on to you
for a while, Allan. What you did was highly illegal, didn't you know that?"

“You nmean unlawful. Illegal's a sick bird," Thonpson said. "W didn't nmean any harm M ght

even have done you a favor
Suppose we'd been sonebody really out to get you? Wasn't ny idea anyway. Jimmy's father kept
spouting off about this place, and-there's sonething wong, isn't there?" The boy's grin faded.
"Jesus, they weren't hurt, were they? Look, Mster, they didn't mean any harm they didn't have
any weapons or anything! You didn't hurt them did you? Jesus, Councilman Planchet will kill me if
anyt hi ng' s happened to Ji my!"

"So it was your idea," Banner said evenly.

How can he be so cal n? Rand wondered. And Pres just sits there staring at the brandy.

"Take himout, Blake," Banner said. "W'll talk to himlater."

"Hey, wait a minute, tell me, what's happened to Jinmy and D ana? Let nme go, you goddam
rent-a-cap! Wiat did you bastards do? You can't handle nme this way-"

The door cl osed behind the guard and the struggling youth. So that's that, Art Banner
t hought .

"Kids out playing," Sanders said. "I don't want to believe it! Boxes full of sand. Art,
they're as dead as-they're dead! | killed them and they were just kids!"

"Yeah. Get hold of yourself. You did the right thing, given what you knew. Suppose it'd
been FROVATES with a bonb?"

Sanders sat unnoving, staring at a wall he couldn't see. "Cone on, Pres, it's all right,"
Rand said. "Look, they tried their best to make you think they were FROVATES, right? | thought so,
wat chi ng over your shoul der. What el se could you do?"

Medi cal . Get someone in here to take care of M ster Sanders,
Banner thought.

ACKNOW.EDGED

And get Sandra on duty. For everything except this. | don't want to be bothered with
trivia.
MS. WYATT | S JUST REACHI NG HER OFFI CE
Tell her she's in charge as soon as she sits down. And Medica
can give Pres a shot to get himthrough the night, but what the hell are we going to do tonorrow?
An LA City Councilman's kid and his girlfriend. Planchet- Jesus, why did it have to be
hi n? He spouts off a lot, but he's not really an eneny. WAsn't an enemy. He will be now.
Can we keep it a secret? No. Thonpson knew where the others
were. Qthers mght. Maybe not. Unwanted, a thought crept into the darker part of his mind. Sorry,
kid, you know too nmuch- Banner pushed it away.
Get ne | egal. Roust out Johnny Shapiro, right now, and get himup to nmy office.
ACKNOW.EDGED.

Status?

SECURI TY TEAM NOT READY TO ENTER. DETOXI FI CATI ON ALMOST COVPLETED. ESTI MATE TEN M NUTES
UNTI L SAFE TO ENTER

We'll just have to wait.

Rand watched inpatiently: Banner giving orders and getting reports through his inplant,
whi | e Tony knew not hi ng. Banner coul d have had the decency to put it all on the TV screen! "Wat's
happeni ng?"

"They're flushing out the last traces of nerve gas," Banner said. "Not inportant enough to
send guards in there with protective suits, not until it's safer. Is it?"
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"Don't think so. | tried to get a robot in, but the coonmlink is still janmed."
"Why the hell can't your people devel op sonething better than nerve gas? Something to
knack a man over instantly but not kill hinP"

"Tall order," Rand said. "You' ve got one, but it has to be inhaled. These were wearing gas
masks. |f you want sonething that works on skin contact and knacks them over before they know what
hit them war gasses are all there is."

"l suppose.”

"Here's the route they nmust have taken," Banner said. A thin line noved through the
hol ograph; a second screen showed what soneone traveling that route would see. Twice the stark
wor ds appear ed:

I F YOU GO THROUGH THI' S DOOR
YOU WLL DI E

SI USTED POR ESTA PUERTA
HABRI A PASADO, USTED HABRI A MJERTO
MJY PELI GRCSO

"Subtle we aren't,"” Rand said. "And those were good | ocks on those doors. Anything nore
and we couldn't get through them ourselves. Maybe if [|-"

"You too?" Bonner said irritably. "Look. We took precautions. At great expense. Danmit, we
aren't norally obligated to design this place so that idiot geniuses can't hurt thensel ves! Wat
are we supposed to do, sit back and let a pack of crumy bastards shoot our police, poison our
peopl e, bumthe city, put our people out of work-and never fight back?"

"Sure," Tony said; but he couldn't help wondering if there wasn't sonething else he could
have done. A nore fool proof design. But these kids were anything but fools!

A young nedi cal resident cane in and gave Preston Sanders a shot. Later, a security team
brought out the bodies of Jimmy Planchet, age twenty, and Diana Lauder, nineteen. They had nothing
dangerous with theny only dumy bonbs with garish cartoons, a box of sophisticated el ectronic gear
that Rand thirsted to study, and masks connected to Scuba gear.

There were no weapons at all
Vi
Knowl edge of hunman nature is the beginning and end of political education
-Henry Brooks Adamns

EYE OF THE STORM
Lying on a strange bed in a strange city in a foreign country, Sir George Reedy gradually realized
that he wasn't going to sleep

It was jet lag, of course. Sir George had always suffered from biarhythmupset. It was a
pity, because his work involved a good deal of traveling. He would not have survived had he not
| earned to sleep on airplanes.

But, having slept through the flight to Los Angel es, Reedy was now w de awake at m dni ght.
He was tired but not sleepy. If he closed his eyes tight and clenched his fists and willed hinself
to sleep, he'd still be doing it came the dawn. He'd tried to force sleep often enough. The trick
(he thought, as he sat up and reached for his contact |enses) was to take the additional awaketine
as a gift, and do sonmething with it.

The day was full of undigested data . . . Anthony Rand had nentioned stockhol ders who
wor ked out side wi thout ever |eaving Todos Santos. An intriguing possibility in a world running out
of fuel. What had Rand called then? WAl dos. And a technical termhe'd forgotten

MLLIE, Sir Ceorge said in his throat. Reedy.

READY, SIR GEORGE.

What have you got on wal dos?
WALDO A SYSTEM I N WHI CH THE MOTI ONS OF A HUMAN HAND
OR HANDS ARE | M TATED BY A MECHANI CAL HAND OR HANDS LOCATED ELSEWHERE. THE | DEA WAS FI RST CONCEWED
BY ROBERT
HEI NLEI N FOR A SHORT SCI ENCE FI CTI ON STORY, Wal do, PUBLI SHED I N 1940. WALDGOS, OR TELEOPERATED
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DEVI CES, WERE
LATER DEVELOPED FOR USE | N HANDLi NG RADI OACTWES, THEN
FOR ANY DANGEROUS PROFESSI ON: THE M NI NG OF URANI UM OR
COAL, MANI PULATI ON OF DANGEROUS CHEM CALS, WORK I N VACUUM ON THE MOON. THE TELEOPERATED TOOL MNAY
BE OF ANY
S| ZE, AND MAY BE M TTEN- SHAPED RATHER THAN HAND- SHAPED. A
ROUTI NE MAY BE RECORDED ONCE USI NG AN OPERATOR, THEN
THE PROGRAM NMAY BE REPLAYED | NDEFI NI TELY.
How rmany wal do operators presently reside here?
FOUR HUNDRED AND TEN.

Reedy was at the wi ndow now, |ooking out at a glow ng carpet of light. |Indeed, Los
Angel eswas beautiful. . . from here. Does
the Todos Santos air conditioning systemfilter snog?
YES, W TH 80% EFFI Cl ENCY.

Cost ?
RESTRI CTED.

Sir George paced. Order ne a |arge mug of chocol ate and two ounces of bourbon
DONE.

This science fiction witer. Wat else did he invent? Did he make any noney at it?
ROBERT HEI NLEIN | S CREDI TED W TH THE | DEAS BEH ND THE LI NEAR ACCELERATOR LAUNCHER, THE
MOVI NG WALKWAY, AND THE WATER BED. NO PATENTS ARE ON FI LE.

Reedy shook his head, grinning. Typical. But wal dos, now
that woul d have a strong bearing on how nuch parking place Canada nust allot to a projected
arcol ogy. What el se should he be checking, before he started digging f or real infornation,

t onor r ow?

An arcal ogy woul dn't work without a city nearby? If true, it was crucial. What kind of
city? How near? Todos Santos and Los Angel es were perhaps too close; relations between the two
seened strained. The kind of tension he'd already seen couldn't hold forever, Reedy thought.
Sonet hi ng woul d snap

Per haps the Canadi an host city, or its citizens, should be given concessions of sone kind?

That family in the Commons: they had been financed by Tadas Santos itself. Banner had said
so. How woul d that work?

M LLIE

READY.

What data have you on a Phillips famly, man and wife and at |east two children?
PHI LLI PS, CALVI N RAYMOND, AND JUDY NEE CAMPBELL

| NDEPENDENT STOCKHOLDER RESI DENTS. MARRI ED ONE Tl ME NI NE
YEARS TO PRESENT. CHI LDREN CALVI N RAYMOND JUNI OR PRESENT
AGE El GHT YEARS, PATRI CK LAFAYETTE AGE SI X YEARS
COOPERATVE OMNER UNI'T 18-4578. PERCENTAGE OF OANERSHI P
RESTRI CTED | NFORVATI ON

Orit personal details, Reedy instructed. How was his business financed interrogative.
DI RECTOR FOR CAPI TAL DEVELOPMENT ADVANCED CORPCORATE LOAN FUNDS | N EXCHANGE FOR ONE QUARTER
| NTEREST I N THE BUSI NESS ENTERPRI SE

What security was given for the loan? Sir George scratched his ear. The tiny voice in his
head ti ckl ed.
NOTE OF HAND ON RECOMMENDATI ON OF M SS CHURCHWARD.

He'd heard that nane. . . from Bonner? Who is Churchward?
DI RECTOR FOR CAPI TAL DEVELOPMENT.
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"My word," Reedy said al oud.
QUERY?

ditch. Is this kind of financial arrangenent normal ?
443 STOCKHOLDERS HAVE OPENED BUSI NESSES | N TODOS SANTOS USI NG LOANS RECOWMVENDED BY BARBARA
CHURCHWARD. 27 HAVE SI NCE DECLARED BANKRUPTCY

That was quite a good record, Reedy decided. Tell ne about Barbara Churchward.
PERM SSI ON FROM CHURCHWARD REQUI RED. CHURCHWARD HAS PRESENT STATUS NO DI STURBANCES FOR
ROUTI NE MATTERS. |S THI S AN EMERGENCY?

No. That will be all, thank you

The table opened to deliver Sir George's hot chocol ate. He sipped enough to make room
then added the bourbon. The m x had put himto sleep on other occasions.

Si pping, he smled out at the carpet of light. No wonder the
Angel inos were bitter. Every previous arcology had begun its life as a hopefully self-sufficient
entity. Todos Santos had begun as a synmbiote on Los Angeles. Now, by searching out the people it
needed, by luring theminside with | oans and concessions, the cityin-a-building was maki ng every
attenpt to becone self-sufficient, within Los Angel es's borders.

Just how necessary was Churchward to the process?

M ght she be | ooking for a new career, with a hefty rise in salary? Reedy nade a nenta
note to find out.

That a man could be so lost in despair that he was prepared to destroy hinself, and that
other men could nock himin the very act! He woul d never have believed it. The last of his
illusions had burned out of himwhile he danced in the wind on the high board. H's anger was deep
inside him too deep to show, and turned against itself.

His face wasn't even sullen. It was dead calm as he sat, waiting, waiting; for what he
didn't know, and didn't care. He had wal ked where the guards had | ed him and sat where they
poi nt ed.

The guards had found hi mleaning agai nst the fence, |ooking outward, with tears running
down his calmface. He had felt the stubby fingers on his arm had followed the pull. The guard
had spoken in reassuring tones; he had not heard the words. They led himinto an el evator. Dawn,
like a falling stone. Qut. To this room where he waited.

The door opened.

He did not bather to | ook up. But people were talKking.

"I don't know, Tony. | don't know what's going to happen now. But | swear they |ooked like
they were going to blow up the
hydrogen lines."

"I was there. | canme dawn to see the equipnment they carried. It's nat in here? Ch. Wo's
he?" Voi ces grew cl earer as heads | ooked into the roam

"Hin? Ch, he's a |leaper we pulled off your high board."

"Jeez, Patterson, we've got worse problens than him They've got M. Sanders doped to the
eyes. M. Rand, what do we do if the Angelino cops cone for hinP"
"Not hing. Pres killed two saboteurs and captured a third. That
third one was lucky. Pres had every right to kill himtoo. Los Angeles isn't going to do a thing
to him!'

"Yes, sir-but the kids weren't carrying dynanmte, damrit! It was just a box of sand. How
will that look to a Gand Jury?"

He | ooked up to see "Tony" shrug and say, "Blake, those three did their danmdest to

convince us they were ready to weck Todos Santos. |1'd say they succeeded beyond their wil dest
dreans. Think of it as evolution in action.™

A bark of laughter, and a sober voice: "It won't stop there, Tony. God, I'mglad |I'm not
Banner."

Answering | aughter. "So is everyone el se tonight."
They cl osed the door. They had forgotten himagain. He resented it. He resented their
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| aughter; it nmocked his coming deat h.

They renmenbered himan hour later. The stubby-fingered guard | ed himback to the el evator
and took himdown and put himin a subway car and said things he didn't bother to hear. He had
al ready nmade hi s decision

Thomas Lunan zapped the el ectronic gizno and drove the Jaguar into its garage. He westled
two bags of groceries out and set them down, then busied hinself with | ocks: an enornous netal bar
across the steel garage door, then the police | ock and two deadbolts to let hinself out the
smal | er door for humans. Once outside with his packages he had to set them down and | ock up

Hi s apartment was three bl ocks away, and he had to carry the groceries. The streets were
wel |l lighted, though, and busily traveled; it was one reason he'd sel ected that garage.

The apartnent buil ding had been a house before it becane old and run-down; dil api dated
woul dn't have been too strong a word. The hail carpet was threadbare, and the walls hadn't been
painted in years. There were only two apartnents in the ancient house.

He clinbed one ifight to his own and unlocked it. The | ocks were nat new and di dn't appear
particul arly good, although in fact they were recommended by a firmof security consultants he'd
i ntervi ewed.

I nside, everything was different. H's apartnent was tastefully
furni shed, and everything was bright and clean. Hi s stereo and
TV were expensive and new. Some of the paintings on the wall were originals.

But fromthe outside you' d never know there was anything worth stealing; which was the
i dea. Lunan was rather proud of the method he'd hit an. He wanted to |ive near the beach, and
couldn't afford the expensive beach communities; therefore it had to be Venice with its old houses
built in the 1920s. But Venice was a high-crinme area, so how could he enjoy his expensive
possessi ons wi thout being ripped off? Coviously he had to live in a way that kept anyone from
knowi ng he had anything worth stealing.

The car was the toughest part; if he parked the Jag near the building someone was bound to
get the idea that its owner had good |loot. They'd follow himhome and rip himoff. Lunan lived
al one, and his job kept himaway for week-long intervals; that was bad enough, but worse would be
far a street gang to cone when he was home. Which was why he was careful going fromhis car to his
apartment, and so far it had worked perfectly.

He turned on the news, but paid little attention to it, keeping an ear tuned to alert him
to anything unusual. Unusual for himneant a | ead on a hot story.

Lunan was in trouble. Not, he told hinself, big trouble, but trouble just the sane. He
hadn't had a big story in nonths, and the station director was breathing dawn his neck

If he didn't find sonething pretty quick, they'd assign himsonething; and he'd worked too
Il ong and hard for his high status as a roving investigator to go back on assignnent. Wrse, the
associ at e producer who handl ed assignnents didn't like him and neither did npost of his reporter
col | eagues. They'd give himdull crap. Not all dull crap, of course; he was too good for that. But
any dull crap was tao mnuch.

The trouble was, he hadn't had an idea in a long tinme. And he lived on ideas. Lunan didn't
do stories the way others did: didn't chase anbul ances, or go to fires, or hang around the police
station. He didn't do what the others would call news at all. H s specialty was in-depth
i nterviews, digging out big human-interest stories that explained the world.

So what to do now? He estimated that he had about two weeks before they called himin and
put him back in the pool. Not very long. Howin hell was he to find something big in two weeks?

He decided to fall back on a technique that had worked for himin the past: go fishing.
Wander out, people-watch, talk with anyone he could find, and |l et natters develop. It sounded
haphazard, and it was; but [uck had been with himin the past. He'd gotten two Pulitzer
nom nations that way.

So where to go? He put on a classic, the Beatles, and relaxed with a glass of Chivas
Regal , and after a while he renenbered that he hadn't visited the Santa Monica Mall in quite a
whil e. Why not? Maybe somet hi ng good woul d cone of it.

The | eaper left the subway at the Flower Street exit in central Los Angeles. There were
bui |l di ngs here: not high by Todos Santos standards, but high enough. The men who had nocked himin
Todos Santos woul d read of his death, and they would be sorry.

But woul d they know?

It was inportant. He was carrying no identification and no suicide note. He had only the
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money the Todos Santas guard had thrust into his pocket. He had decided to di e anonynously. Now
that was not enough. He nust | eave sonething. He stood between the enpty track and the walls
scraw ed with obscene nessages and gang synbols, while half-thoughts formed in his nind

He searched his packets for a Magic Marker until he found it.
He stood before the wall (not caring if anyone was wat chi ng)
and presently inspiration came. He printed in large letters, over a
nmessage that had al nost been washed away:
THINK OF I T AS EVOLUTI ON | N ACTI ON

Now, that was good. It was not too proud. It was the statenent of a man who had done one
| ast service to the human race, by ridding it of a chronic loser. He would scrawl it on the
parapet, or wherever, just before he junped. And this nman, Tony, would recognize it for his own
wor ds.

He turned and wal ked briskly toward the exit stairway.

Bi g Ji m Pl anchet poured hinmsel f another bourbon and settled back into his study chair. He
thought that his visitor was finally getting to the point. George Harris had spent a lot of tine
t al ki ng
about nothing, and it was late; tine for Planchet to rejoin his other guests an the patio.

"You know | go to jail every week," Harris said.

Counci | man Pl anchet frowned. "I guess |I'd heard about it."

In fact, he knew al nost as rmuch as Harris did; he'd had to check it out, because he wanted
to be sure that having Harris on his canpaign finance conmttee wouldn't cause himtrouble with
his Los Angel es constituents.

George Harris had falsified his inconme tax returns, been caught, and convicted of tax
fraud. At his trial he'd said he'd done it in protest agai nst Washi ngton policies that he refused
to continue paying for. That may nat have hel ped himget the judge's synpathy; in addition to his
fines, Harris had to spend four dozen weekends in the county jail. They |let himout on Sunday
ni ghts so he could conduct his business, but every Saturday norning he had to go back

Not many knew where Harris went on weekends, and nost of those who did felt sorry for him
Doesn't everybody cut his tax return as close as possible? There were sane who thought Harris
deserved a nedal. So there wasn't any probl em about renaining friends with George, which was just

as well, since Planchet had known himfor years.

"l need help," Harris said.

Big Jim Pl anchet frowned. "Look, George, that was a federal court. |If your |awers can't
get you out, | sure can't-"

"I know that," Harris said inpatiently. "Mst people think | got off easy. | guess | did,

conpared to what it would be like if they kept ne inside all week. But Jim | can't stand nuch
more of it."

This was going to be enbarrassing. Planchet could tell. Harris, tough old George Harris,
was about to break down and cry. And that wouldn't do at all. They weren't that good friends.
Harris would regret it later, and-"Look, Ceorge, | knowit's not pleasant, but-"

"Not pleasant? Jim it's sheer hell! No human dignity at all.

The jailers are sadists. Every week it's the sane speech fromone of the fat slobs. 'I'mreal easy
to get along with. Real easy. But you give nme trouble and I'Il rmake you regret it. Just renenber
that. Themrules you see pasted on the wall got nothing to do

with what really goes on in here. Renenber that and we'll get along fine.' Every week he says

t hat .

"And he neans every ward of it. They enjoy their work, Jim They |ike waking us up at four-
thirty in the norning. They |like herding us to the showers in | ockstep. They like rousting us into
a hol ding tank and keeping forty nen crowded into a cell meant for six. | cone in every Saturday
at eight in the norning. | have to be there at eight. They don't even let me in until nine, but
God help me if I'"'mnot there at eight to sit out front for an hour. Then jamed into a hol di ng
cell for processing. Every damm week. They know I'm coning, so what's all this processing? But |
don't dare ask, and you wouldn't either."

"Yeah, well-"

"And that's not the half of it." Harris had broken the barrier of reluctance to tal k. Now
the words rushed out in a flood. "Breakfast at five, and it's not edible. Soggy bread. Eggs cooked
in fish oil. At five AM! On Sunday. They say breakfast has to be early, because nost of the
i nmat es have court appearances and need to be ready by eight. Maybe that's so, but on Sunday? And
for lunch there's the sane dammed bread, and greasy neat, sausage w apped in rubber with rubber
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pot at oes. They are. They bounce when you drop one."

"Jail isn't supposed to be fun, George."

"I know that! But do they have to take away every last shred of dignity? Are they
‘reforming’ nme? How? |'mnot a crimnal."

"No. The judge thought you were sonething nore dangerous. A rebel."

"Damm it, Hitler was treated better when they jailed himafter the Munich Putsch."

Sure, and if they'd treated hi mworse, maybe he woul dn't have tried it again, Planchet
thought. Make it easy on tax evaders, and there'd be a tax rebellion all over the country, and
what woul d happen to the poor then? George was protesting nuclear power plants, but the sane |ogic
could be used to protest welfare-and welfare was a | ot |ess popular than power plants. He really
didn't have a lot of synpathy for George Harris. On the other hand, there were those canpaign
donations, and Harris seened to have influence with sone heavy people in real estate. A good man
to be friends with.

"And the people they put me in with! Jim one weekend | had a cell by nyself. The toilet
didn't work, it had overflowed all over the floor, but that was the best weekend | had yet. The
animals they thrownme in with-"

"I guess that could get pretty bad," Planchet said. "Wat do you want nme to do? The jail's

county, not city. | don't have any control over it. That's the sheriff's departnent."”
"But can't you do sonething?"
"W try. Every now and then a judge declares that jail 'cruel and i nhuman' and there's a

bi g brouhaha about 'reforms,' but it never anmpbunts to anything."

"Yeah, but what can | do? I'mat the end of ny rope, Jim"

"l suppose,” Planchet said. He lifted a m crophone froma desk drawer. "Em |, see if you
can get M. Ceorge Harris-spelled like it sounds-set up for VIP treatnment at county jail. He's on
one of those weekend detention work furlough prograns. Reports on Saturday norning and gets out
Sunday night. At least try to get hima better class of cell mate. County owes us a couple, cal
in one of our favors." He put the mcrophone back in the desk. "There. My assistant will get on it
in the norning."

Harris | ooked genuinely relieved.

"Can't promnise," Planchet warned. "But | think things will change for the better. Alittle
better, anyway."

"Thanks. Thanks a hell of a lot." He drained his glass. "Ch. About your fund raiser.
think I can get some of the guys at the Athletic Club to buy tables. It'd be easier, though, if
you'd show up once in a while.” He | ooked accusingly at Planchet's mddle, which was beginning to
hang over the Councilman's belt. "If you'd been that out of shape, you wouldn't even have nade the
team at USC. "

"Suppose you're right," Planchet said. That had been a long tinme ago, when Ji m Pl anchet
was a star running back. That hadn't hurt his political career, either

CGeorge patted his own flat stomach. "You ought to keep in shape, Jim Wrk out sonetines."

"Weekends in the pokey don't seemto have hurt you that way," Planchet said.

"Hell they don't. The only way to exercise is regularly. Every dammed day. And can you see
me doing exercises in a cell with a screani ng queen? But | eave out how fl abby you're getting, you
ought to get to the club to neet the boys. Play a little poker once
in a while. You' d be surprised how nmany friends you can make | osing a couple of hundred bucks."

Pl anchet nodded. "Good advice. Now when~da | do it? | don't even have tinme to see ny own

son.

"What's the probl enf"

Pl anchet shrugged. "Todos Santos, nostly. Lot of businesses in ny district |osing
custonmers to that termite hill. Not much |I can do, but they sure want nme to try."

Harris nodded in synpathy. "Yeah. They bring in their own construction people too. Buy
everything fromtheir favorites. For a while |I thought | had a deal lined up selling them sone

el ectrical supplies, but they found sonebody inside their shop to take care of it for them Your
constituents have a legitimte conplaint. Todos Santos is exenpt from nost of the regulations that
drive our businesses under."

"Sure. But that was the only way they'd build the place," Planchet said.

Fifteen years ago, Los Angel es had been glad to get Todos Santos. Terrorists had tried to
start riots by starting fires in one of the ghetto areas. It had worked fine. They threw so nany
firebonbs that they started a firestarmand burned down square miles of city, |eaving a hideous,
angry scar, a lot of people honel ess, and unenpl oynent soaring. Wien the consortiumthat owned
Todos Santas offered to rebuild and create a hundred t housand jobs, and solve the fresh-water
problemin the bargain, Congress and the state |egislature and everybody else had fallen all over
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t henmsel ves to give the noney people the incentives they demanded.

Probably a nistake, Planchet thought. But it |ooked |ike a good idea at the tine.

"You ever have to talk nobney with Todos Santos?" Harris asked.

"Not too often.” Planchet got up and put his glass on the bar

Harris continued to talk as he followed Planchet to the party. "Be glad you never did.
They' ve got a femal e shark you'd have to do business with. Beautiful wonman, but cold as that
i ceberg they have out in the harbor. Hard as nails."

When the waiter brought the check, Barbara Churchward took it before the young man across
the table fromher could protest.
His | ook of dismay was interesting, and idly she wondered if he were worried about the deal he was
trying to swing, or if he sinply couldn't accept the idea of a woman payi ng for dinner

It never hurt to be nice, she thought. "It's all right, Ted," she said. "W own half of
this place. | get a goad discount."

Not that it mattered a lot. M. Binghanipton was in for a di sappoi ntnent. Possibly
several, if she'd correctly read his intentions for the rest of the evening. Not that it would be

particularly unpleasant to | et himshow her his earnings report or whatever he was |likely to use
to induce her to his guest suite on Level 96. He was handsone, he was intelligent, he was

personable. . . but she never mi xed business with pleasure, as he was about to find out.
And for that matter, she wasn't going to do any business with himtonorrow either. It had
| ooked like a good deal, if a trifle conplicated. She'd recently acquired a conpany that had an

excel l ent outside sales farce; in fact, the salesmen were better than the production staff. If she
had a goad hone product line to add to their wares they could handle it fine.

And M. Ted Bi nghanpton represented an undercapitalized conpany that nade excellent |aw
cost vacuum cl eaners that her sales force could peddl e door to door with very little retraining.
The only problemwas the "iceberg."

Tennaha El ectric had a generous pension policy. How many of its enployees were average? |f
there were a lot of them the initial profits would be high, but after a few years things woul d
cone apart.

M LLIE, she thought. Has Sam cone up with the figures on the age structure of Tennaha yet?

Data flowed into her mnd. Age of enployees, pension entitlenment, average turnover
average age when hired. Wen the streamwas fini shed she exam ned what she'd | earned. From | ong
experience she controlled her expression, but inwardly she frowned. Tennaha was an ol dsters
outfit; old craftsnen. They weren't hiring new people, and they had a | ot of elderly craftsmen who
woul dn't be around nore than a decade.

No goad. As she'd suspected, the iceberg was just too big. She toyed with the idea of
buyi ng Tennaha out, skimmng the cream and unloadi ng; but that involved the risk of finding a
sucker. She could probably do that. The inflated downstream cost | oad was
wel | hidden, and it had taken a lot of investigation to nail it down. But she couldn't be sure of
a sucker when she needed one.

Besi des, she had a better use for the sales force. There was anot her conpany, CMC Inc.
smal |, located right here in Los Angeles, that was vul nerable to a stack takeover, and that | ooked
like a nmuch better deal. She had two of her people out talking to the enployees; if the key ones
were willing, the whole outfit could be noved into Todos Santos, adding to TS capabilities; the
money woul d stay in TS banks and credit unions, available for additional investnent, rather than
movi ng outward to Col unbus where Tennaha had its plant.

There were a | ot of advantages to that. Todos Santos was exenpted from npst of the stupid
regul ati ons that businesses outside had to live with. If they bought Tennaha they'd have a hell of
atine strepmining the place, what with equal opportunity and anti-age discrimnation and all.

Far better to inport the capability than acquire an outside firm

O course the managerment of CMC wouldn't want to sell out to Todos Santos, but that was a
techni cal problemonly. The right offer to the stockholders at the right tine and the directors
woul dn't know what hit them They were a pretty naive bunch anyway. A couple of the directors
weren't so bad, and those she'd keep on, but nost would have to go- "Hey, cane back," Ted
Bi nghanpton said. "You're a mllion niles away."

"Ch. Sorry," Barbara said. "I guess | was."

"l can never tell what you're thinking."

She gave him her best smile, which she knew was pretty good. "There's luck." Until she
found out if the key CMC people would nove to Todos Santas, it would be best to keep the Tennaha
deal alive.
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She listened idly as he said sonething about what a pleasure it was to do business with a
| ovely worman. She'd heard that before, and she could respond with the proper snile wthout

| i stening.
She didn't have to listen. She had a totally objective appreciation of her attractiveness:
high. After all, Playboy had once offered to do a spread on her when she was just getting started

in business. Now that was flattery. Thank God she'd had sense enough to refuse, although at the
ti me she sure could have used
the nmoney. Back then she was young enough and naive enough to think that physical attractiveness
was terribly inportant. Al the evidence said it was. She'd nade plenty of noney by nodeling.
Enough that she'd had to pay sonme attention to what was done with the noney, and
di scovered that she |iked business. It was the nost exciting game in town. It hadn't hurt to be a
pretty young thing who could talk Iike an ingenue, either. Not then. She was popul ar at parties,
where she net a |lot of other young wonmen with nmoney. Mdels, novie and TV stars, the whole panoply
of Hol |l ywood society, and after a while she was nanaging their investnments; before that phase of
her life ended she'd built a nultimllion-dollar investnent counseling firm in which she stil
owned a 20 percent non-voting interest. She'd al so earned enough to pay for her inplant, and that
was inval uable. Wiile the people she negotiated with funbled with papers and tried to renenber
figures, she had all the data available sinply by wanting it.
"And we have sone new production figures," Ted was saying. "I didn't bring them down to~
dinner, but if you'd like to go over themnow | can show you."
She was considering how to refuse politely when the warbling began inside her head, and
she knew she had real trouble.
Vi i
Those who would treat politics and norality apart will never
understand the one or the other
-John, Viscount Morley of Blackburn

NI GHT MEETI NGS
The conference had started when Tony Rand canme back to Executive Row. He entered quietly and took
his seat at the big mahogany tabl e.

Most of the rulers of Todos Santos were there. Art Banner at the end of the table, with
Preston Sanders next to him Sanders ware a strange expression: haunted eyes in a face rel axed by
tranquilizers.

Bar bara Churchward, even nore beautiful than usual, in a gold | am® gown that probably cast
two thousand dollars, her red hair swept up into a scul ptured helmet, her eyes focused on not hing.

Next to her was Frank Mead, his buttocks overflowing the confortable chair, his face in a
perpetual scowl. As Conptroller, Mead worked for Banner and Churchward, but he also reported
directly to the Board in Zurich. Runor had it that Mead was a! nast as powerful as Bonner
Certainly no one wanted to annoy hi m needl essly.

There were others. Col onel Anpbs Cross, Chief of Security, a thin, dapper man going bald in
a handsonely di stingui shed way. The young medi cal resident who'd given Sanders the shot, | ook-
ing very out of place anong the m ghty. And John Shapiro, the head of the |egal staff, self-
conscious in a shirt open at the collar; usually he wore a full-vested suit and conservative
neckti e.

They were all |ooking at Tony Rand. Banner frowned. "Learn anyt hi ng?"

"Some. They had one signal generator that put out a code MLLIE interprets as routine
mai nt enance, another that bollixed up the capacitance detectors, and a couple of others | won't
understand wi thout a few hours work."

"Any concl usions fromthat?" Banner asked.

"Good brains at work. How could anyone that smart be that stupid?”

"Tony, how did they know what they'd need?"

Tony shook his head. "Some of it's logical, but they couldn't have guessed the
frequenci es, and they'd never have guessed the codes to open |ocks."

"Meani ng they had an inside source?" Frank Mead asked. "It's likely,"'
sonmebody who has access to MLLIE. But I've no idea who."

Tony said. "Probably
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"l don't either," Banner said. "I hate to think of anyone as disloyal-"
Mead asked, "Wose staff would he be an?"
"Your s?" Rand asked.

Mead shook his head. "None of ny people know a dam thing about electronics. | don't
mysel f. Look, if we've got a goddamtraitor in here, we have to get rid of him"
"Certainly," Banner said. "We'll see what we can do in the norning. But for now, we don't

need anot her penetration. Colonel, are your troops on alert?"

"Yes, sir," Cross said. He snoothed dawn his nearly invisible pencil mnustache, then put
hi s hands together and laid themcarefully on the table where he could watch them "I've doubl ed
the watch in Central, and we've got teans with dogs out wal king the perineter. Al so, with your
permssion, |'d Iike to see just who's had access to MLLIE. "

Banner nodded agreenent. "|'ve already got MLLIE working up a report for ne. Tony, is it

possi bl e they've got a way to get information out of MLLIE wi thout |eaving any record?"
"Sure. You do it all the tinme. So does Barbara. And your depu
ties, and Delores. Anyone with an inplant, or with a term nal and unrestricted access."
"Aren't there records of who's, called up what file, and when?" Barbara Churchward asked.

"Sure," Tony said. "But the accession records aren't secure. Al nobst anyone could alter
t hem "

"Why is that?" Mead demanded. "Seenms awfully | oose to ne."

"Well," Tony said, "every time you put in closed ifies, you conplicate the prograns.
Conpl ex programs are hard to maintain. W can do it, but it will get expensive."

Banner's lips tightened. "Okay. That's another problemthat' ||l have to wait unti
morning." He took in a deep breath. "Planchet's kid, of all people. He's nore powerful than the
Mayor! He can really hurt us, and we've got to assune he'll try."

"Scapegoat," Sanders said. "He'll want a scapegoat. Me."

"Well, he won't get you," Bonner said. "Johnny, what's the |egal situation?"

"Not goad," Shapiro said. "For the nonent we're all right. W're a police departnment, and
we've notified ourselves. But it's been an hour, and by now we shoul d al ready have called the
County Coroner's office. Once we do that, the D.A.'s nen will take jurisdiction awmay fromus."

"Can we fight that?"

Shapi ro shook his head decisively. "No, sir, no way. Tados Santos has a lot of |ega
imunities, but we're still a part of LA County and the state of California. Nothing we can do
about that."

"I"'d like to ignhore it,"” Frank Mead said. "Bury 'em deep and say the hell with LA County."

"Be serious, Frank," Bonner said. "A hundred people know about the break-in. Not to
nmention the Thonpson boy."

Mead rai sed hands the size of small hans. "Yeah, | know It was just a thought." He
brought his hands down flat on the table in a gesture of hel pl ess rage. "But damm all, Planchet's
going to hurt us, just now when the cash flow s a nmess. It's just a bloody lousy tinme to fight
LA "

"There's never a really good tine for economic warfare," Churchward said to no one in
particul ar.

"John, what happens when we do report this?" Banner asked. "WII| they try to arrest M.
Sander s?"

"Probably. They don't have to, but given the political situation they will if Planchet
insists onit."

"I don't like that nmuch," Frank Mead muttered.

Preston Sanders |aughed. It was a horrible sound. "But M. Mead, you' ve al ways been so
certain |'d screw up. Now it's happened."

Mead was shocked. "Hey, Sanders, | don't deserve that!"

"There's no need for that, Pres," Barbara Churchward said. Her voice was snoothly

prof essional. "Art, we know what happened here. Do we need Pres any | onger?"

Banner frowned. "He's ny deputy-"

"And doped to the eyes," Churchward said. "I suggest you let himget a goad night's
sl eep. "

"l suppose you're right. One thing we nake clear, though. Los Angel es does not put Sanders
injail. They can interview himall they want to, but right here. Are we agreed?"

There was a chorus of assents, except for Shapiro. The | awer |ooked worried. "Not going
to be easy to do, Art. If they decide to arrest him how do we stop thenP"

"For the monent, he's too ill to be noved. Dr. Finder, you take care of that. Take Pres
down to your hospital and keep himthere. No visitors w thout ny approval, only don't say it's ny
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approval, say it's Dr. Wintraub's. Wn't that do it, Johnny?"

Shapiro nodded slowy. "I suppose. Best get a couple of shrinks into the act. W have to
have a plausible reason for this.”
“I"'mnot crazy," Sanders protested. "Dam it, | amnot crazy!"

"Nobody says you are," Banner snapped. "But it's best if we say you're 'enotionally
upset."

Wi ch he certainly is, Tony Rand thought. "Pres, it's all right. Just go dawn and babbl e
once in a while. You know, think up sonme good stories for the city shrinks. Like you see green
snakes crawing out of the air vents, and flying purple people eaters in the bathtub. If you | ack
i magi nation, I'll cone help you."

Sanders giggl ed. Banner nodded to the nedical resident and Dr. Finder stood. After a
monent, Sanders got up and |l et Finder |ead himout of the room

"He said it, not me," Frank Mead said after the door closed behind Sanders. "And he did
screw it up."

"What woul d you have done?" Banner demanded.

"Waited for Security to catch the upstairs intruder,” Mead said. "And tried knockout gas."

"Letting them bl ow up the hydrogen input lines,"” Tony Rand said. "That's not too bright."

"Better than starting a war with Los Angel es!"

"That's enough fromboth of you," Bonner said. "Wt are not here to go over what happened
We're here to decide what we do now. Understood?"

"The first thing we'd better do is call the coroner's office,’
we put that off, the worse we | ook."

"Al'l right," Banner agreed. "I'll have Sandra do that flaw " He paused for a nonent with
his head tilted to one side. "There. Now we've got |ess than an hour before it hits the fan

"Next. Who should tell Councilman Planchet? If he has any special friends in Todos Santos,
M LLI E doesn't know about it."

"MacLean Stevens," Barbara Churchward said. "Call himand let himnotify the Council man."

Shapiro said. "The | onger

"Good thinking. | suppose |I'd better do that now. Excuse ne." Bonner |left the roomto go
to an adjoi ning office.

"We'll need statenments for the press," Churchward said. "l suppose Sandra can get the PR
people on that. 1'll check with Art."

Now she's doing it, Rand thought. Telepathy. Well, not quite. She tells MLLIE, MLLIE
tells Banner, and vice versa; but it's as close to reliable telepathy as |I'm ever going to see.

"And there will be all kinds of econom c¢ inpact,” Churchward said. "Sales of TS products
inthe LAarea will fall like a falcon. | wonder if we'll have food shortages? Before this breaks
it wouldn't be a bad idea to lay in supplies."

"You sound as if you're preparing for a siege," Frank Mead sai d.

"Not a bad anal ogy," John Shapiro said. "And not a bad idea, either."

The man |lay sprawl ed across the concrete stairs, a dozen steps bel ow the subway exit.
Beneath the bruises his |long face had never been handsone, and the winkles formed a pernanent
sulk. His skull was distorted; it had been pounded repeatedly agai nst
one of the steps. His clothes were worn and dirty, but they had been expensive.

The rooki e who had di scovered hi mwal ked away, wobbling a little and | ooki ng greenish.
Li eutenant Donovan politely ignored him He watched as a | ab nman turned out the pockets.

Not hi ng. The nuggers who' d killed hi mpicked himclean. There was nothing in his packets
but a pocket pack of Kleenex and a Magi c Marker pen. Donovan wondered why they had | eft those.

Solving rmuggings is like bailing out a |lifeboat with a teaspoon, he thought. He woul dn't
waste much tine with this one. He'd been on his way honme when he saw the neat wagon pull up and
had conme over to | ook, otherw se he'd never have cane to the scene. Miggi ngs were for | ower-grade
detectives, not honicide |ieutenants.

Wonder what he was doing here? Damm fool. O all the places to get off the subway. The
trains are safe enough, but not this station. Damm fool. Donovan had given up crying for them

But he had to go through the notions. It was still a nurder

No witnesses. No way to find anyone who'd been riding the train. They'd either cone
forward or they wouldn't. But there was another possibility. There was an access way into the
unconpl eted tunnel systemright here in this station. The Todos Santos crews were working back
there-if he stood very quietly he could hear it, the humring roar of their big digging machi ne
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burning its way under City Hall. Maybe one of their crews had cone out to use the can or
sonmet hing. Not likely, but it was possible. He nade a note to call the TS tunnel foreman.

O, he thought, | could go in there now and talk to their people. That woul d be
interesting. |'ve never seen one of those big machines working, and I'd like to, and this is as
good a chance as any.

"Sir?" The rookie cop was back, stifi looking a bit greenish. H s eyes avoided the dead
man. "l've found sonmething. If you'll bring that pen that was in his pocket." He |ed the way
downst ai rs.

Broad Iines in blue ink, a freshly printed nessage anong the other nessages, |ess obscene
t han nost:

THINK OF | T AS EVOLUTI ON | N ACTI ON

“If that's a dying nmessage, it's not likely to name his nurderer,"’
right, though. It matches the

NI~ Al MC~I 11N~ ~D o

sai d Donovan. "You're

marker. He probably wote it." Another reason to talk to the TS tunnel crew. Mybe they saw him
witing on their door

"l wander what he neant ?"

"We can't ask him" said Donovan, and forgot it. O thought he had.

MacLean Stevens kept his enmergency phone on a fifty-foot cord rooted in the central hall.
That way he coul d nove around the house while tied up on the phone. In particular, he could reach
the coffee cup and the |iquor cabinet, and when he got calls on that phone he often needed to.

This time he needed both. During a marathon bargai ni ng session on the costs of digging new
subways, Art Bonner and Tony Rand had introduced Stevens to the habit of lacing strong coffee with
brandy. Now, as he listened to Banner, he padded barefoot out to the kitchen to put on the coffee,
then to the front roomfor brandy. Then he decided not to wait f or the coffee.

"All right, Art. 1'Il tell him" Stevens said. "God dam it-Ch, hell. I'Il tell him" He
put dawn the phone and poured two fingers of Christian Brothers. He was tossing it off when
Jeanine cane in in her lunpy flannel nightgown.

As usual when she was disturbed at night, she | ooked both irritated and w de awake.
"You'll tell whan?" she asked.

"Counci |l man Pl anchet. Hs son's been killed."

"Ch, no! Mac-Mac, it will kill Eunice."

St evens nodded. "Yeah."

"Who was that, one of your police?"

"Art Bonner."

Her face showed surprise, then shock, then went blank. "But- Art, what happened to Ji nmy?"

"He was killed breaking into Todos Santos. And now |'ve got to call M. Planchet."

She cane over and held himfor a nonent, her head buried against his shoul der. Then she
was al |l business again. "I'lIl get your coffee. And your slippers, no need for you to catch cold."

Wi ch was the way she handl ed any energency, and why Mac coul dn't conceive of |ife without
her .

He held the tel ephone without dialing. This was going to hurt. Big JimPlanchet was in
many ways nore powerful than the
Mayor. Mayors |lasted two or three ternms at nost, but a City Councilman could be reel ected forever
This was Planchet's fourth term and his second as Council President.

He made hinmsel f dial the nunber. It buzzed four tinmes, then a thick sleepy voice said,
"Yeah?"

"Mac Stevens."

There was a significant pause. Stevens wouldn't call w thout a dammed good reason. "Yes,
Mac, what is it?"

"There's been an accident at Todos Santos," Stevens said. "Your son was involved." He
paused just |long enough to let that sink in, to let Planchet guess there was worse conming. "He's
dead, M. Planchet."

"Dead? Did you say de~td? But | just saw himat dinner-" The voice | owered, spoke
conspirationally. "Accident, you said. What kind of accident?"

"Jimy and Di ana Lauder-"

"Yeah, | know her, nice kid-"

"-broke into Todos Santos. They were both killed by Todos Santos guards."
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"Brake in? Killed by guards? Mac, that doesn't nake sense! My kid wouldn't have hurt
anybody, why woul d the guards kill hinP"

"The Todos Santas people say they were carrying a | ot of conplicated el ectronic equi pnent,
and boxes of what |ooked like dynamte. The guards thought it was a real attack by PRO
MATES. "

Anot her |ong pause. Then, "I'll be out as soon as | get nmy clothes on. Meet me at the East
mai n entrance of the Box."

“I wouldn't advise it, M. Planchet. There's nothing to see. Your son and Diana aren't
there any longer, and the area where it happened is-is contam nated.”

" Cont am nat ed how?"

"Wth poison gas."

"They gassed ny ki d? Gassed hin?" Planchet was shouting in rage. Then his voice fel
again. "Were is he?"

"They're taking himto the coroner's |abs."

"To the norgue. Jesus, | don't want-1 can't take Eunice to the norgue! Wat-what can
do?"

"Stay there," Mac advised. "Get some friends over. Your clergyman. |'Il look into this for
you.

"Yeah. Do that." There was another |ong pause. "They gassed him Mc-Mac, | want to see

justice done here. Justice."

"I"massuming the District Attorney will decide to prosecute," Shapiro said. "That's a
fairly safe bet. And assuming that, the first step is a prelimnary hearing. The DA wll try to
convince the judge that a crine has been conmitted, and that they have a prina facie case against
Sanders. "

He | ooked thoughtful for a nonent. "It's not customary to put on a defense at a
prelimnary hearing, but ny imedi ate thought is that we ought to. Qur defense will be that
there's been no crime at all, only a justified action."

"What are the chances of w nning?" Banner asked.

"Not good. The judge will be under a | ot of pressure. Here are two dead bodi es. Unarned.
Harm ess kids. Were we justified in using deadly force? It's going to be a sticky decision, and
nmost of the precedents are against us. We could win, but |I doubt it."

"Suppose we do," Barbara Churchward said. "What do we do with Sanders?"

"Put himback to work," Banner snapped.

"I't would be costly,” Churchward said. "I think you ought to consider it carefully.”

"She's right," Mead said. "Planchet isn't going to forget this. Hs kid' s been killed. And
as long as Sanders is here to renind him he'll be coming at us."

"He's ny deputy. | need him"

"We need sales, too," Churchward said. "I don't mean to suggest that we dunp himout, but
the Ronul us Corporation has a lot nore enterprises than Todos Santos. And will we be doing Pres
any favors by keeping himhere where he'll be surrounded by people who'll call hima nurderer

every chance they get? Ronmulus is a big conpany, Art. They can find Pres a good post sonewhere
el se."
"Prisoner chasers," Banner nmuttered. "Sir?" Shapiro pronpted.
"dd Arny story. Never knew if it was true, but we all believed
it. That if a soldier assigned to guard prisoners ever shot one, they lined himthe cost of the
cartridges, gave hima carton of
cigarettes, and transferred himto another post. Wat we're proposing to do with Pres. Johnny,
suppose we | ose this hearing?"

"Then he'll be bound over to the state for trial," Shapiro said.
"And we'll try to convince a jury that he acted properly. | think we've got a fairly good chance
of that. And we can always play legal ganes to get it declared a nmistrial. And there are appeal s,
and-"

"And neanwhile, Pres is in jail."

"Wel |, probably out on bail."

"And spending his life in courtroons,
care of our people than that."

"How?" Shapiro asked.

Bonner shrugged.

"That's not all the bad news,

Banner said. "I'd like to think we can take better

Shapi ro sai d.
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"What now?"

"You can bet that within a week, soneone's going to file for an injunction to make us
dismantl e our defenses. Make us get rid of the lethal gasses. And they're very likely to get that,
Art. Very likely. W' ve always been on shaky ground with that stuff."

"shit fire. Col onel ?"

Crass | ooked sad. 'We can increase the physical security. Try to keep intruders out of the
systemin the first place. But it's hard to see just what nore we can do. The VX was a backup, in
case physical security failed. Turned out we needed it-"

"Or thought we did," Churchward said.

"Sane thing," Colonel Cross said. "Unh-in this prelimnary hearing, how nuch of our system
do you have to nake public?"

"Alot," Shapiro said. "I have to establish just howtough it is to get into that tunnel
Show t hat these weren't just casual trespassers-and that Sanders had good reason to know they
weren't."

"I thought so. Tony, we're going to have to rework the system again."

Rand nodded agreenment. He had al ready thought of that, and was nulling aver ideas. "It
will take tinme."

"l can delay the prelimnary hearing," Shapiro said. "For nonths, if you'd like."

“I don't like," Barbara Churchward said. "This thing is a financial disaster anyway. Keep
it hanging fire and it's worse."

"What about this injunction?" Bonner demanded. "How | ong can you del ay hearings on that?"

"A week. Maybe two," Shapiro said. "No guarantee of |onger."

"Not | ong enough, but it will have to do," Rand said

"I don't like to be crass about things," Frank Mead said, "but there's this problem!l
have. How nuch is all this going to cost?"

"Alot," Banner said. "And | don't think of one thing we can do about it.

"Me either,"” Mead said. "Look, Art, |I'mon your side."
Sure you are, Tony Rand thought. Support Banner all the way. Like you did Pres.
"But it's not up to nme," Mead said. "It's up to Zurich, and they're bottomline people."

"We're fighting for our lives," Art Banner said. "This whole project could go down in
bureaucratic regulations. The way the rest of the country's going. So. Barbara, you're going to
have to live with delays, and Frank, you'll sign sane big checks with a snmle, and I'lIl talk to
Zurich."

Frank Mead's jaw tightened, but he didn't say anything.

"No choices," Banner said. "Rand needs tinme to redesign the defense system and until
that's done we don't dare show a court the system we use now. We've got to delay. Johnny, buy us
time. As nuch as you can. Tony, you and the col onel get to work."

"Shoul dn't sonebody ask Pres?" Rand asked.

"Sure. W'll talk to himin the norning,"”
supposed to do. Let's get to it."

Banner said. "Ckay. W all know what we're

VI

justice consists of an enduring and unalterable intention to render to each what that person
deserves.

-Aristotle

SERENDI PI TY
Thomas Lunan rel axed on one of the circular benches in the Santa Monica Mall, smling, |ooking
about himsel f, sometimes sipping a small Coke.

Thomas Lunan had presence. He carried a tangible self-satisfaction and a nice snile.
Passersby usually smiled back. He was too well dressed to be a bum too sedentary to be doing
anyt hi ng but goofing off. In a mnute or so he'd nove on, perhaps to a drugstore, perhaps to
anot her bench a bl ock down.

Every other reporter would be out at Todos Santos, or in the LA Cty Hall. Two kids dead,
one a pretty girl, one a Gty Councilmn's boy, both unarnmed, both harm ess. The story of the
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year! and Thormas Lunan was in the Santa Monica Mll

It wouldn't make sense to the City Editor. It didn't nake sense to Lunan, except that he
trusted his instincts, his luck, his noira.

The crowd nmeandered past. Sonme struggled with bulky clusters of paper bags. |sol ated
shoppers swung wi de of hal f-a-dozen col |l ege-age boys and a girl. Mstly Lunan was ignhored. Qthers
shared his bench; they generally refused his offer of conversation. When nobody was watchi ng, he
sonetinmes tal ked to hinself.

Lunan called it | egwork.

A young girl came past.

Even Lunan wasn't sure what nmade her stand out; but she did. She was vivid in a crowd of
blurred faces. Her wal k. Her hair. Her style of dress. The curious way she treated the people
around her: noving obstacles to be avoi ded, or objects of curiosity.

A Todos Santos girl.

He stepped briskly forward. "Pardon ne, Mz-"

Her reaction was curious: she |ooked around the Mall. Then she | ooked over Thomas Lunan
"Yes?"

“I"'ma reporter for the Los Angeles Trib. You' ve heard about the nurders |ast night?"

She al nost wal ked away. "1've heard," she spat. Her anger showed.

“"What do you think about it?"

She debated with herself. To speak, perchance to be nisquoted
- Lunan knew that reaction. But she was young, probably under twenty. She woul d speak

"They were not nurders,"” she said, her voice very rmuch under control now.

"But the District Attorney is going to charge, uh, Sanders with nmurder," Lunan said.

"M ster Sanders was doing his duty. The Angelinos have no right to interfere in our
internal affairs.”

He was diffident. "I wonder, did the situation require such drastic action?"

"Yes."

"How can you be so certain? | mean, you can't know nuch about what happened. There was
very little in the news this norning-"

"l know exactly what happened, and | don't need to read it in Angelino papers, either
M ster Bonner showed us this norning." She saw his puzzled frown. "On the TV. Qur cable station
M ster Bonner. The General Mnager of Todos Santos. This norning he showed us exactly where the
i nvaders were, and what woul d've happened if they'd set off a bonb."

He woul d have hated | osing her, but he risked it. "They didn't have a bonb."

"Your Angelino children did their best to pretend they were Fromate saboteurs carrying a
bonb," she said. "How can they
conpl ai n when they were treated |ike saboteurs? Think of it as evolution in action."

|"ve heard that before, Lunan thought. In the Cty Room Unidentified nugging victimwote
it just before somebody pounded his head into jelly. "Where did you hear that phrase? From M.
Bonner ?"

She frowned, trying to renmenber. "No. | don't know where | heard it. Fromone of the
guards when | was | eaving this norning?"

Too bad it wasn't Bonner, Lunan thought. It would nake a better story if it had been said
by a high official of Todos Santos. Think of it as evolution in action-"Well. It's certainly true
that two of themaren't conplaining. | notice you name the Fromates directly-" Lunan's mi crophone,
projecting fromhis shirt collar, stood just beyond and below his chin |ike a hatpin. Tiny as it
was, it made sonme peopl e nervous.

But not this girl. "W el se?" she asked. "They broke up a concert with wasps only | ast
week. They tried to put LSD in our water. They're proud of doing things |like that."
"Not bonbs-"

"No. There's another group that takes credit for bonbs and grenades," she said. "The
Ecol ogy Arny? Sonething like that. But they're all Fronates. Wo el se hates us that nuch?"

She had nore to say, about atrocities real and fanci ed agai nst Todos Santos. Sone Lunan
knew about. Others he would have to ook up in the ifies. And of course she knew all about the
Kansas City incident where terrorists had killed a dozen arcol ogy dwell ers. Wen she stopped for
breath he offered to buy her sonme iced tea. He was beginning to think he'd struck gold.

Let the other reporters dig for facts. The key to this affair was the conflict between two
cultures. How had Todos Santos becone so paranoi d? Why did they react so strongly? Their official
statenment on the news this norning said they "regretted the necessity" of Sanders's action. Sorry
they'd killed two kids, sure, but stressed the necessity of defending thensel ves.

And that was what Lunan wanted. The key. Two cultures, so different that Lunan coul d spot
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a Todos Santos girl in a mlling cromd of shoppers, although he wasn't sure how he'd known. She
was about ei ghteen; she could have spent nost of her life inside the towering bal conied walls.

He wanted the flavor of Todos Santos: the life, the attitudes,
t he phil osophy. "Your Angelino children-" Like that. He |l et the conversation drift away fromthe
murders, drift where it would. He asked questions. Listening is a fine art, and Lunan had nastered
it.

Her name was Cheryl Drinkwater. She was a student at Todos
Sant os University, where she was a sophonore in engineering.

Her father was a wal do operator. Lunan had found out quite a | ot
about her, and it wasn't hard to get her talking about life in
Todos Sant os.

" and we used to jump just as the elevator was starting down," she said. "If you're
careful you can touch the ceiling, then get back before there's weight."

"Sounds too bloody fast for nme. Like a roller coaster."

Cheryl was amused. "If we slowed themdown, it'd take twice as long to get anywhere,
wouldn't it? We've got a hundred levels to get around in."

Narrow chin, upturned nose, brunette hair streaked with blond; she was |ovely. Not
beautiful in the sense of classic beauty, but lovely just the sane. Wen she | aughed Lunan w shed
for a photographer. Maybe | ater

She knew little of the Fromates beyond their constant sabotage attacks. Wen he spoke of
their work in preserving the ecology of America's wild places, she |aughed. "W live in a nearly
cl osed ecol ogy," she said. "W know exactly what cones in and goes out. W grow up know ng what
your Fromates have to go to college to learn.™

"Not ny Fromates."

"Sorry. Not mine either." She frowned. "W never had any trouble fromthe Fromates or the
Angel i nos when | was growi ng up. Say, do you renmenber a novie, a feature-length cartoon? Call ed,
uh, The Nest, | think."

"Yah. Ten years ago?"

"Well, ny parents say the Fromates nade that film and all the hassle has cone since. |
don't renmenber." She | ooked a question at him

He had heard that, from another source, but he couldn't say so, not in his present role.
He changed the subject.

VWhen he asked her how she liked living in a walled fort, she said that a walled fort
didn't have bal coni es.

"You could be getting a bit inbred,"” Lunan said. "Your university-are all the students
residents in TS?"

"Just about. W have a few exchange students. Sonme of ny friends go to schools Qutside.
like it where | am W get real working engineers for instructors. And real managers. M ss
Chur chward t eaches econonics. Mster Rand |lectures on city design."

And so on. She wasn't exactly defensive, but she wasn't going to adnmit that |ife m ght
hold nore than a promise of a place in Todos Santos or sone other arcol ogy.

"You're watched every mnute of the day," he said. That's why she doesn't freeze up in

front of a microphone. "lIsn't that a bit nuch of a good thing?"
She sniled up at himacross her second iced tea. "Maybe we don't have a lot to hide."
Touché, dammt. "Well. . . dating? They tell ne the autonobile revolutionized dating. It

meant that couples could find privacy. Any people, so long as they could get to a car. You' ve
taken a gi ant step backward, haven't you?"

“I wouldn't know. | didn't grow up then."

"But the-" He alnbst said rent-a-cops. "Security would know every boy you dated. \Where you

went. | suppose they can even spy on the roomns."

She thought it through, frowning. Then, "We don't have cars, and we don't have nuch
privacy. W ball, but we tell our parents.”

"You b-b-"

"After all, they'll find out anyway," she said briskly. "Go ahead and ball, but tell Mm
and Dad.' That's what ny brother Andy told ne when | was growing up. And the schools teach us how
not to get pregnant if we don't want to. | wouldn't ball with a boy nmy parents didn't |ike, but
that still leaves nme plenty of |leeway. OF course marriage is a lot nore serious thing." She
noti ced his expression, which nust have been interesting. "What's wong? Did | use the wong
wor d?"
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"No. We use it too." Jackpot. Tal k about serendipity- The alleyway snelled of urine and stale
garbage. It was

bounded on one side by a blank wooden wall, on the other by a

chain-link fence opaquely overgrown with ivy. The bl acktop surface was marked with crystalline
smears of dried urine. Honicide Lieutenant Donovan wanted to~ hold his nose, ~but he didn't dare.
There was a growing crowd of chanting blacks near the alley entrance.

"PO LEECE MURDERERS! " The voice was femal e, but not feninine

"Metro squad's coming," Sergeant Otiz said softly. "The | ocal precinct conmander's
worried he can't hold them"

Donovan nodded and went back to the body that |ay crunpled behind an overfl owi ng garbage
can. It had been a young black man. There wasn't a lot |left of the face beneath the thick Afro.
There wouldn't be after a charge of nunber-four buck fired fromthe twenty-inch barrel of a
Rem ngt on Mbdel 870 twel ve-gauge riot gun had done its work

There was also a large hole in the chest.

A dozen police stood near the body. Two stood just apart fromthe others, not quite part
of the group but not yet separated fromit either. Donovan notioned to one of themand led hima
few steps farther away fromthe others. He kept his voice |ow as he said, "Ckay, Patterson, let's
go over it once nore."

"Yes, sir. W got a call at oh-nine sixteen this norning. Househol der heard noi ses at the
back door. When we arrived at theiddress of conplainant, we drove to the back of the house. At
that nmoment, wi thout warning, an unidentified black male broke and ran for the alley. | pursued on
foot while Oficer Farrer took the cruiser to the other end of the all eyway.

"Before entering the alley | drew ny service pistol, and observed O ficer Farrer with the
riot gun at the other end of the alley. On entering the alley | heard at |east two gunshots. The
shots came from behind a garbage can. | shouted 'Police,' and heard an additional gunshot. The
flash attracted my attention, and | saw an arned suspect crouched behind the garbage can. | ained
for the can at chest height and fired one shot. As | fired | heard ny partner's shotgun discharge.

"The suspect fell from behind the can. Wen we approached we found a .45-caliber Colt
Conmander automatic pistol near the suspect. W then reported an officer-involved shooting to the
di spatcher."

And after he's rehearsed that a few nore times he'll have it down perfectly, Donovan
t hought. Now for Farrer- He | ooked up in annoyance as a black Inperial canme into the far end of
the alley. The police line holding back the crowd parted briefly to let the car through. Donovan
saw batons uplifted and sw ngi ng.

"JUSTI CE! " someone shout ed.

"Hope Metro gets here soon," Patterson said. "Can | go now, sir?"

Donovan nodded, and stood waiting for the Inperial. Wwen it got closer he recognized
MacLean Stevens, and felt relieved. The Mayor kept some strange ones on his personal staff, but
Stevens was all right.

The Inperial's window roll ed down. Stevens | ooked at Donovan and rai sed an eyebrow.
Donovan went over. "Looks righteous," he said. "Sone crazy kid with a forty-five blazed away at
two patrol nen, and they blew himup."

Stevens scow ed distaste. "The crowd thinks differently. Wy?"

"Hell, they always turn out when there's a shooting," Donovan said. "You know that, sir."
He frowned. Sonething was wong. Stevens wasn't reacting properly. Wiy? \Wat was goi ng-Holy shit!
No wonder Stevens was | ooking funny. He wasn't alone in the car

Donovan recogni zed the man in the back seat. The Reverend Ebenezer Clay, an old-tine civi
rights activist and | eader. Wat the hell was he doing here? Frantically Donovan tried to renmenber
what he'd said. Not a lot. No real harmdone. He'd said "they," neaning blacks in Watts, but what
the hell, it was true. They did turn out whenever there was a shooting.

"Reverend C ay had an appointnent with the Myor," Stevens said. "Then we heard about the
shooting and cane down to see."

"Not hi ng much to see," Donovan said. "Unh-the body's not very pretty, sir, you wouldn't
want to | ook-"

"I can stand it," Reverend Clay said. He got out of the car, a tall thin man with skin the
color of weak tea. He had cotton-tuft white hair that nmight have cone right out of an old novie.
Clay wore a gray suit and clerical collar, but he had put a | avender
handkerchi ef in the breast pocket. He | ooked around the alley and curled his lip in distaste, then
went over to the body.

"I't was a good shooting," Donovan said. "Suspect fired three tinmes at the officers."

"Wtnesses?" Stevens asked.
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Donovan shrugged. "Only the officers-"

"Only the officers. Nobody heard shots? Nobody saw anyt hi ng?"

"Nobody who'll adnmit it," Donovan said. "And believe ne, M. Stevens, we're |ooking. Hell
I know what'il happen. As soon as the officers tell their story for the papers, there'll be a
dozen witnesses, all saying it didn't happen that way. Then we'll start running them down. Half of
them coul dn't possi bly have been within niles of here when it happened. Some nore wifi tel
stories that don't make sense. But one or two could have been here, and wifi tell stories that fit
t he evidence they know about, and then we'll have good cops in trouble."

Reverend Clay cane back to join them He gestured toward the crowd. "I will talk with them

"To say what?" Stevens asked. "To calmthem or-"

"Cal n? What is caln?" Clay denmanded. "A brother |ies dead, and you speak of calm A youth,
a nere boy-"

"That mere boy tried to shoot two police officers," Donovan said quietly. Think of it as
evolution in action. Got to be careful about that. Say that here and ny ass is grass.

"So they say," Cay said. "Yet why would he do that? He was guilty of no crine."

"None we know of ," Donovan admitted. At |east the officers sent to | ook at the house where
they first saw the kid couldn't find anything. "But he did have a gun we haven't been able to
trace. It may have been stolen-"

"You accuse him but he cannot defend hinself," Cay said.
"Reverend, you're not meking sense," Stevens said quietly. "Neither you nor |I know enough
to have an opinion. You wanted to see the scene for yourself, and you've done that. | think we

shoul d | eave. "
"While ny people cry for justice," Cay said.
"Not much we can do to get it for them" Stevens said.
"There never has been. Al right, M. Stevens, |I'll cone with
you. | have nissed ny appointment with the Mayor, but there is a matter of inportance we nust
di scuss.” He got into the car
As they drove away, the first three units of the Metro Squad arrived, and Donovan felt a
| ot better.

El even years earlier Thomas Lunan had cone here with a girl.

Wth apartnments ready for tenancy in the west wall, the nanagers had been | ooking for
publicity. There had been refreshnments and gui des and a hang glider floating around inside the
Mal | itself. Thomas Lunan had been a fledgling newsman then, but he hadn't cone for news. Todos

Sant os had been publicized to within an inch of its life. The world's tel evision audi ences knew
all there was to know about the hal f-finished city-in-abuilding.

But it was a fine excuse to bring . . . what was her nane? Marion Sonething. A fine way to
get Marion's attention. She'd |l oved the way the hang glider floated around in all that enpty
space, diving down to buzz her, then riding the updrafts fromthe air conditioning fans. ("Making

a pass," she'd said, and in fact the pilot had done so, later.) They had sanpl ed the snorgasbord
and shopped the Todos Santos Mall, and then Thomas Lunan had used his press card to get themup on
t he roof.

The roof of the Mall, that was. The Mall had been finished and two-thirds occupied, with
t he overhangi ng bal conies partially conpleted. The city's outer walls had been finished too, and
sone of the interior. Lunan and Marion had stood on the roof of the Mall and | ooked up into a
trenmendous |idless box crisscrossed with girders, girders to shape the inverted pyranids that
woul d be the air/light wells. The tips of the inverted pyram ds stood on four pillars as big as
smal | apartnent buil dings.

El even years later. Marion Something was probably fat and married now, and Lunan had never
got around to coning back. The great box had been sitting on the skyline for eleven years, while
pressures fromwi thin the box had reached out into Los Angeles itself. The thing was too big to
noti ce, and Angelinos
didn't like to think about it. It was Sunday supplenent material, but not news.

Not until now.

Thomas Lunan and a different girl | ooked down on the Mall froma snall bal cony just under
the roof. Cheryl was finishing her dessert. Lunan itched to talk to his nicrophone, but the gir
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becane restive when he did that. Still, the mke was |live, and he had a good nenory.

"Thanks for bringing ne," he said.

Cheryl Drinkwater smiled up at him There was chocol ate syrup at the corner of her nouth.
"Has it changed nuch? It was already finished when we noved in, and | don't renenber nuch anyway."

"I't's changed. | like what they've done with the pillars. Last tine | was here they were
just-pillars."
"You really should see the day-care center. | spent a lot of time there."

They were npst of the way up the northwest pillar. Shops wound upward in a spiral
narrowi ng as they rose, culmnating in a series of small balconies with restaurant tables. Cheryl
was certainly giving himhis lunch noney's worth. The whol e of Todos Santos was spread bel ow him

The vi ew was staggering: the vast expanse of the Mall with its bew | dering gane board of
shops, beitways carrying people, the balconies tiered bel owthem others across fromhimglinpsed
through a maze of pillars and conveyor tubes. You wouldn't dare try hang gliding in here now.

Apartments, shops, restaurants, even factories overlooked the Mall, and Lunan thought it nust be
wonderful to live with a viewlike this; so nmany people to watch. But he was getting nore than
scenery.

Agai n he wi shed he could dictate. There was a | ot to renenber.

The guards. They were not police. They were not obtrusive, unless they were deciding
whether to let you in; but they were not invisible. Todos Santos citizens didn't ignore them any
nmore than Lunan would really ignore a waiter. They were there, and they were convenient.

Cheryl had stopped at the gate to have a guard | ocate her f ather. Drinkwater had been
just leaving a dentist's office. He had agreed to neet Lunan for drinks when his tour at the wal do
transcei ver ended at five. And a boy younger than Cheryl had been aski ng another guard to track
down his missing date, and he knew the guard's nanme. And the drunk busi nessman. He'd gotten off
t he subway | ooki ng apprehensive, and weaved his way up to the entryway, and his relief at getting
i nto Todos Santos was so evident that Lunan had spoken to Cheryl about him

"Sure he's relieved," Cheryl said. "Angelino police would arrest him wouldn't they?"

It hadn't even occurred to her that Todos Santos police mght arrest a citizen for being
drunk in public, and they hadn't. Instead, one had hel ped himto an el evator

He had to renenber it all, because it mght be the biggest story he'd ever done. The
murders/regrettabl e incident (choose one) had triggered a renewed interest in Todos Santos, and
the city-ina-box was going to get a |lot of headlines and prinme tinme; but that wasn't Lunan's kind
of story, not by itself. The new culture that had devel oped unnoticed here; the inpact of Todos
Santos on its inhabitants; that could be Pulitzer Prize material

A city at peace with its police force. Qur guards, our police, holding our civilization
together. And it was a civilization. That showed in the very structures. The seeming frailty of
shops not built to resist weather. . . or vandalism

It showed in the people, too. The stout lady in her underwear- They had stopped in a
cl ot hi ng shop hal fway up the northwest pillar. While Cheryl was buying tennis shoes, a fortyish,
matronly woman had realized that the dress she was trying on was too small. She had stepped out to
the counter in her bra and support pantyhose to trade the dress for another. Nodded cheerfully to
the other custoners and went back in. Just before she di sappeared, her eye had caught Lunan's.

Clothes weren't needed for protection here, unless on the roof. A constant awareness of
the guards' eyes might nake conceal ment seemfutile. If the nudity taboo di sappeared in Todos
Santos, would it be surprising? But that [ook. She'd known he was an Angelino; and then she was
enbar r assed.

Meanwhi | e, Cheryl had said-? "Day-care center? Sure, let's go see it. Wiere is it, on the
r oof ?"

Cheryl pointed. Lunan didn't .understand, a~ first. She nmeant the vast artificial tree
envel opi ng the sout hwest pillar

A fence ran beneath the tips of the | owest branches of that great tree. There were nany
children and few adults within the fence. When Cheryl and Lunan were cl ose enough, the illusion of
a tree broke down; the cone of greenery was hollow Lunan could |ook up into what the branches had
conceal ed. Not just schoolroons, but jungle gyns, seesaws, a nerry-go-round; and a vast
t hr eedi mensi onal steel grid for clinmbing, with netting beneath. A score of children were playing
what had to be a teamsport within the grid.

"You liked it," Lunan said. For just that noment he wanted to be a child again. This was
weal t h.

Cheryl nodded happily.

"Do all the Todos Santos kids come here?" Lunan asked.

"Sure. Well, we have nei ghborhood parks too," Cheryl said. "But they aren't used nuch.
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Some of them are being closed dowmm. M. Rand tal ked about it in class |last nonth. The origina

i dea was to have small nei ghborhood parks because that's what the people were used to when they
lived outside. But when everybody realized that it was safe for the children to go anywhere, the
designers decided to build the tree because it could be better than a |ot of small places.”

"But you still have snall parks?"

"Sure," Cheryl said. "For adults and babies, nmostly, though. And we use them for bal
ganes if it's raining on the roof."

Anot her thing to think about. Wuld Todos Santos be different if the outside weather were
worse? O would they sinply put a done over the roof? "There are four pillars,” Lunan said. "The
shops, and this tree-what are the ot hers?"

"Come see.”

She led himto the Mall pedway. They edged inward toward the fast strip, Cheryl always
ahead of him Lunan pushing hinmself and feeling clunsy. They stood upright, hurtling through the
Mal |l at fifty kilometers an hour, while Cheryl tried to explain the rules
of the gane she'd played as a girl on that three-dinensional grid in the nursery tree. Everybody
around him seened perfectly at ease.

Anot her datum They nust really trust the Todos Santos engi neers, Lunan thought. He was
filing other inpressions in his head:

Quiet. The machinery was nearly silent, and voices didn't batter the ears. Lunan
consi dered the sound-bafihing effect of all those balconies, and the two pillars that had been
turned into trees, and the high ceilings. Not enough; there nust be soundproofing in the ceilings.
Have to ask soneone. But that still didn't explain it. Lunan made hinself listen . . . and knew
that the | oudest voices he heard were all Angelinos. Even the children.. And he could hear the
di f ference.

Todos Santos children weren't |oud, but they were agile. This was their turf (all of it!
No wonder the designers had built that nursery tree. Why would you want to play in your own
nei ghbor hood when you could go there? And that pronoted loyalty to the city as a whole, not just
to your own bl ock!) and they noved through it |ike streaks, never bunping anyone. Even here, where
there were a lot of Angelino visitors, clunsy noving objects to avoid.

They cane to a wide arch spanning the pedway. Above was an arcade with shops, but for a
monent they were passing through a tunnel, stationary wal ks but no shops on either side of the
swi ftmovi ng pedway. There were boys on the wal ks. One slipped a coil of rope off his shoul der
Lunan watched in horror as he flung it high in the air. It floated down, unrolling, across the
fast pedway ahead of Lunan. Boys on the other side caught it. They pulled it taut, |eaning back
with the effort.

"Duck!" Lunan roared. He dropped to the belt and tried to sweep Cheryl's |egs from under
her. She danced back, |aughing, fending himoff. The rope caught her across the chest, and
disintegrated. It was toilet paper

Lunan got up. "Swell. What if it was a real rope?"

Cheryl was still laughing. "It can't be. The guards would stop them D d you see anyone
el se duck?"

He hadn't. He thought: Even Angelinos |learn better. It can't be
real rope. Security wouldn't let it be. Are they crazy or are they right?

* %

Stevens drove the Inperial back toward City Hall. They passed through bl ock after bl ock of
| ow, wood-frane houses, structurally sound (mostly) but usually in need of paint; houses that
weren't really squalid, but were officially classed as substandard, and | ooked it.

Sone woul d call them sluns, but MacLean Stevens resisted that. Watts and the surrounding
areas had open space. There were a few apartnents, but nostly there were single-unit houses and
dupl exes. Most of them had yards, sone scattered with occasional blow ng paper, some neticul ously
clean. A few of the yards were filthy, littered with discarded furniture and decayi ng mattresses,
but those were exceptions.

Not a slum Stevens thought. Los Angel es doesn't really have sluns. Not |ike Harlem or-
"What | needed to see you about was the Price Menorial Project,"” Clay said. "They say we need nore
tests. First the EPA. Now HUD. M. Stevens, ny people need housing. This is a good project, an
excellent project. It can turn that whole area around, if only they will let us build it! And we
cannot continue testing and studying. We will soon |ose our contractors. They say rightly that
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t hey cannot keep their equipnment idle |onger."

"W saw the report," Stevens said. "The Mayor nade a strong protest. | know it was strong,
because | wote it. | could show you the file if you |ike-"

"I believe you," Cay said. "But protests don't hire people or build housing. W need that
housi ng now And the jobs. Jobs! You know what that neans? Do you know what the unenploynent rate
is down here? What are the young peopl e supposed to do? They have no jobs. There is no one to work
for. The result is that they run in gangs, |ike that young man today-"

"You saw the gang tattoos, then?" Stevens asked.

Cl ay nodded slowy. "Yes, M. Stevens."

They turned onto a nmain north-south thoroughfare. It was Iined with bars and |iquor
stores, all looking like fortresses with iron grill w ndow guards and steel cagework to cover the
doors. At the
corner stood a supernarket, one of a nmmjor chain. Stevens noticed the prices. At |east 20 percent
hi gher than in his nei ghborhood.

They have to, he told hinmself. It costs nore to do business. Insurance alone. And security
agai nst shoplifting, and-And the higher prices help keep people chained down to this m serable
bl ock.

"Yes, | saw the gang synbols," O ay repeated.
"Coul d they have a bearing on his actions this norning?"
"I don't know," Clay admitted. "It's possible. O he may have been high on sonet hi ng

W thout jobs, wi thout hope, they join gangs. They use drugs. They also steal. At the nonent they
steal fromtheir neighbors. Sonmeday the neighbors will have nothing worth stealing. Then they will
conme out and steal fromyour nei ghbors, and perhaps you will pay sone attention-"

That won't happen, Stevens thought. As long as welfare and food stanps and aid to
dependent children and social security and all the other benefit programs punp in noney, there'l
be sonething to steal. And we already paid too nmuch attention to Watts anyway. Every departnent of
every governnent at every level is involved, and all those expensive people think they have to
contribute to justify their salaries, and every contribution is another del ay.

"Reverend, | know how you feel, but what can | do? The federal government is putting up 84
percent of the cost, and their inspectors have to be satisfied that it's safe. After all, there
was a chenical plant on that site."

"Thirty years ago!"

"Yes, but they m ght have buried sone toxic wastes,

"The Del Ri o Conpany states that they did not."

St evens shrugged. "HUD won't take their word for it. They insist on taking their own soi
sanpl es and making their own tests." And for that matter, when did Ebenezer Cay start taking a
corporation's word for anything?

"The devel oper will quit while they are testing."

"We'| I find another one," Stevens said.

"It took nore than a year for Jacobsen and Myers to qualify,” Cay said. "A new firm nust
start conpletely anew" He sniffed and winkled his nose. "Or perhaps not? Perhaps that is the
pl an.

To delay and delay until we can delay no longer, then obtain an emergency ruling relaxing the
affirmati ve acti om progran? And then a nice lily-white conmpany will cone-"

"That won't happen," Stevens said wearily.

"I't has happened in the past.”

Mac Stevens had nothing to say to that. O course Clay was right.

"AIl we want is justice," Cay said.

Justice, Stevens thought. A line fromthe hymal ran through his head. "Thy justice like
mount ai ns, hi gh soaring above, Thy cl ouds which are fountains of goodness and |ove." But what
soared above off to the left was neither justice nor nountains. It was the blank wall of Todos
Sant os.

"Does anybody really want justice?" Stevens asked. "If justice is getting what you deserve-

St evens sai d.

"A fair chance, that is all we want. Wiy can't we have it?"

Because nobody gives a damm anynore, Stevens thought. Nobody but you and your friends, and
you don't have many of those left. The glorious old days of the civil rights nmovenent are gone,
| ong gone and not many | anent them

We did care, once. A lot of us did. But sonething happened. Maybe it was the sheer size of
the problem O watching while everybody who could afford it ran to the suburbs and |l eft the
cities to drift, and conpl ai ned about taxes going to the cities, and
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-O maybe it was having to listen to ny police explain why they'Il only go into Watts in pairs
with cocked shotguns and if the Mayor doesn't like it he can damed well police that precinct
hi nsel f.

Peopl e think they've done enough.

What's enough? It isn't enough. If we'd done enough, we wouldn't have the problens- "I'I|
do nmy best to speed things up," Stevens said. "W'Ill call Wshington."

"Do you think that will help?"

"It can't hurt." And probably can't help, although you never knew. The probl em was that
Washi ngton didn't have to listen. They nmight, but they don't have to.

He renenbered the chanting crowd outside the alleyway. They demanded justice. And the
Reverend Clay wants justice. M. Planchet wants justice. The Mayor wants them all kept happy,

meani ng |' m supposed to deliver what they want. Justice. Hell, | don't even know what it is.
Not that it matters. W'll get Clay his developnent, but it won't bring justice to the
ghetto. It'Il just be another project.

And whatever justice is, JimPlanchet doesn't want it. What Big Jimwants i s vengeance.

The northeast pillar had beconme another tree; but this was no Christmas tree. There was a
gl ass-wal | ed ballroomnestled in its topnbst branches. In its sprawing, knotted roots was the red-
lit entrance to Lucifer's, the ganbling hail. Halfway up the thick trunk were three | evels of
Dream Masters, the gallery of fantasy art.

Lunan stared, searching for old menories. "And there's a serpent gnawi ng at the roots,
right?" he asked. "And an ol d oneeyed god cones to inpale hinself in order to |learn the runes?"

"We've got a hologramserpent. | don't think anybody's had the nerve to play Qdin yet.
Thomas, would you like to get a scul pted bust of yourself? O a tattoo?"

"Ali. . . why?"

Cheryl laughed. "1'lIl show you." She led himto an outside el evator shaped |ike a rocket

ship out of a 1930s Amazi ng: baroque fins guiding a pointed glass tube, glow of orange lights in
rockets clustered underneath. "You should see this anyway."

Fantasy art had cone a long way since the art shows at early science fiction conventions.
Dream Masters still displayed paintings: creatures foreign to Earth, and "artists' concepts" of
interstellar spacecraft and structures that woul d have dwarfed the Earth itself. But there were
al so wi ndow si zed hol ograns that | ooked out on alien worlds; a gun with a double stock, for use by
sonmething with two right arms; tiny |andscapes for use as game boards in rol e-playing ganes, and
dragons and trolls and elves for markers; ornately carved rings, cups, belt buckles.

There were two small shops within Dream Masters itself.

In the solid-photography shop Lunan sat with parallel bands of |ight and dark denarking
his head and shoul ders, while a score of photographs were taken frompre-set angles. "It's
absol utely accu
rate," the clerk told him "The markings guide the conputer that guides the tools that carve the
bust. We do have to add the eyes; they cone out blank. And we can fiddle with the texture of the
hai r, and nake the bust bigger or smaller."” Lunan's bust would be the size of a fist, carved in
synthetic mal achite.

The walls of the tattoo parlor were covered with designs. Line cartoons, very sinple and
very expressive. Slogans in ornate Gothic script. Photographs of astronomical scenery, suns and
glowing interstellar gas clouds, tattooed on human backs; a white conet running down a suntanned
arm

The tattooist was in her twenties, with wild black hair and sonewhat protuberant eyes. She
caught Lunan staring at a pair of photographs and said, "They were both fromthe Red Plush Onion.™

One was a col or photo of a woman's ass-not bad, Lunan thought-with a cluster of vertica
lines tattooed on one cheek. Product identification narkings. The other, a puffy red giant star
losing a streamof flame into the blue-white accretion disk around a black hole, tattooed across a
bl ack woman's chest.

The tattooist had a vivid snmile, and her eyes danced. Damm, they were al nost hypnoti c,
alnost too big for her face. Lunan said, "I didn't know the Onion ran to astronony buffs.™

"You'd be surprised.”

Her voice was | ouder than Los Angel es traffic noi ses-absent here-and beneath the
vi vaci ousness was a sel f-consci ousness that the Saints eventually |lost. Angelino. Lunan said, "You
haven't been here |ong."
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She admitted it. She had noved in last April, right after making out her incone tax form
"Where were you before? What were you doi ng?"
"I lived in Westwood. And | did a little of everything. . . including a novie. They had ne

pl ayi ng a zonbi e-" and she wi dened her eyes and grinned a death-rictus at him so that Lunan
recoi |l ed even while he was | aughing.

"Are you glad you noved?"

"Ch, | love it here. | was a little worried, you know, about making new friends, but it
wasn't bad at all. There's the Commobns; you can't help nmeeting people. And then, Saints seemto
trust each other. As if just being here neans you're okay. And | get plenty of custoners.™

"Angel i nos? And the Oni on?"

"No, nostly Saints. | think it's |like ego plates: you know, personalized car |icense
pl at es? Nobody wants to be exactly |ike everybody else. You'll see a |lot of ny designs floating
around . that is, you would if you could nake friends fast enough. |I put some of themin fairly

private places."

"I'"ve got one nyself," Cheryl said denurely.

There was a buzzing in Lunan's ear. "My master's voice," he said with genuine regret.
"I'"ve got to call in." As Cheryl led himto a guard station, Thomas Lunan wondered what coul d be
so inportant that the City Editor would beep him
I x
White shall not neutralize the black, nor good Conpensate bad in man, absolve himso: Life's
busi ness being just the terrible choice,
- Robert Browni ng

THE FURI ES
Tony Rand wasn't happy. For one thing, it was lunch tine, but instead of eating he was standing in
Art Bonner's office. "I found out howthey did it," he said. "W've got maintenance people in

those tunnels all the tinme. Security used to watch them but that got too expensive, so we set up
a systemto have MLLIE track everyone in there and call Security only if sonething unusua
happened." He shrugged. "So the kids fed MLLIE the right signals."

"How about getting in to begin with?" Art Bonner asked.

"Sanme thing. As far as the conputer was concerned, one of our own work crews went in for
unschedul ed mai nt enance. Happens often enough. Art, it bugs ne that soneone can do that to
MLLIE. "

"Bugs you, does it? Tony, how would you feel if you knew soneone could fiddle with your

menor y?"

Tony turned, startled. "Ch. | hadn't thought of that aspect.”

"I rather hope nobody el se does. Don't nention it to Mss Churchward, okay? W'll have to
work out sone safeguards for MLLIE s nenory. |1'd say a nan could make hinself very
weal thy by tanpering with what MLLIE tells Barbara. And that's not the worst that could happen."”

Rand | ooked thoughtful. "1'll need a couple of specialists in programm ng. High-priced
ones."

"You'll have them Now, in future | want everyone going into a critical area to check in
with Security. At |east be |ooked at,"” Bonner said. "It won't be as convenient, but we have to do
sonet hing. Meanwhile, life goes on."

"Maybe, " Tony sai d.

"You still worried about the carbon filanent deliveries?"

"Some. That condominiumoutfit's holding us up for nore than Mead likes to pay."

"Like it or not, we've got to keep expanding. He'li pay it," Bonner said. There was a | ow
tone fromhis phone. Bonner lifted the instrument. "Excuse me, Tony. Yes, Dee?" He listened a
monent. "Put himon. She says it's John Shapiro with sonething urgent."

Bonner listened again. "He what? | don't believe it."

"Who what ?" Rand asked

Bonner ignored Tony's question. "That tears it," he told the tel ephone. "I guess we'd
better have another strategy nmeeting. Ten minutes, in the board room™
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There were nore people in the conference roomthis tine. John Shapiro had brought a I|egal
assistant, a big conpetent-I|ooki ng wonan dressed as conservatively as Shapiro was. Col onel Cross,
dark suit, narrow club-striped tie, was flanked on either side by uniforned najors. Ji mBowen,
Rand' s admi nistrative assistant. There were others Tony Rand knew only vaguely, people from Mead's
section, an athletic young man whose nmain job seenmed to be fetching coffee for Barbara Churchward.
(Did he have other duties? Tony wondered. The way she dressed woul d be enough to drive nost nen
nuts if they had to work closely with her, and she nust know that.)

They listened, sone patiently, sonme not so, while Major Devins tal ked. "Who was going to
stop hi n?" Devins asked. "Not any of our people. He's our boss, danmit. He went down to the subway
| obby and caught a train. Nobody had orders to keep himinside."

"Not your fault," Art Bonner said. "l should have told MLLIE to |l et me know where Pres
was at all tinmes.”

"How coul d you know he' d~ do sonething |ike this?" Shapiro asked. "Hardly anyone's fault."

"He nust be off his rocker," Frank Mead said. 'Wiy the hell would he turn hinself in?
Messes up all our plans, too."

"That it does," Art Bonner said. "Johnny, what's next?"

Shapiro | ooked nore at ease: he had his vested suit and his briefcase. He spread his hands
el aborately. "As | said last night, prelimnary hearing. Whenever you want it. | can delay, or
start next week, as you'd like."

"Can you get Sanders out on bail?" Barbara Churchward asked.

“I doubt it. Not in a capital case," Shapiro said.

That shook all of them "Capital case? Death penalty?" Mend asked.

"It's possible. | doubt they can win an appeal, though," Shapiro said. "But Mirder One is
what Big JimPlanchet insists on, and he's got the clout to make it stick with the D.A.'s office
Besides, it |ooks better for the politicians if Sanders is in jail. Lets them | ook rmuch tougher
than if he were wal king around free waiting for trial. O course we ask for bail, and if it's
turned down we appeal, but that all takes tine."

"And meanwhil e one of our people is in their bucket," Mend said.

"l amnot sure | understand your position," Churchward said. "You don't |ike Sanders-"

"What's that got to do with anything? He's ours,” Mend protested. "W can talk over this
dam fool stunt when he's out. Meantine, the Angelinos have one of our people, and I don't Iike
it."

"I see. Art, why did he turn himself in?" Churchward asked.

"Quilt. He wants absolution," Bonner said. "And you know, it's our fault. In all we said
while he was here last night, we didn't really nmake it clear that we're behind him W talked a
| ot about strategy and what we ought to be doing, but we didn't just flat out say 'You done good,
Pres'."

"You did," Tony Rand said. 'Wen you first came into his office."

"I didn't nake it strong enough," Bonner said. "And we should all have said it. Here in
this conference room with every one of us backing himup, and a parade of people to say the sane
thing this nmorning. My fault."”

"He m ght have thought he was hel ping us," Tony Rand sai d.

"How s that?" Bonner demanded.

"The norning news was full of threats by Planchet,” Tony said. "How he'd weck Todos
Santos. It could be that Pres thinks he's saving us a lot of grief."

“I't won't help," Frank Mead insisted. "Makes us look like idiots-"

"What do we do now?" Churchward asked. "W didn't talk to Pres about strategy, and we

weren't supportive enough. We'll fix all that. But what do we do this afternoon?”

"Prepare for siege," Art Bonner said. "Tony, you and Cross will have to speed up the new
security systeminstallations. Meanwhile, we'll try Angelino justice. | don't have any faith in
it, but we'll give it atry."

Alice Strahier waited nervously in the conptroller's office. Wiy was he late for his
appoi ntnent with her? His secretary had said sonething about an energency neeting in the board
room Sone new devel opment fromthe Fromate raid

Coul d they have found out? Alice wondered. Maybe | ought to run- She took a deep breath
and | aughed nervously, then glanced up to see if the receptionist had noticed. She needn't have
worried. The receptionist was talking in |ow tones on the tel ephone.

The guilty flee when no man pursueth, Alice thought. The best way to be certain they know

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (55 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

is to act scared. They don't know. They don't even suspect. Tony Rand trusts ne with everything-
He sure does, Alice Marie, another part of her mnd said. Ain't you proud?

And that was just the trouble. She wasn't proud. Tony Rand had trusted her, pronoted her
to an inportant position, and she had betrayed him

| had to. The Movenent put nme here. And it's inportant. W're rushing toward the eco-
spasm we have to act before it's too late-

But it's already too late for those kids. They're dead, and they wouldn't have tried it

wi t hout your informa~tion, Alice Marie. And now the Movenent will want nore. Everything about the
new security systens, the guards, everything-and you know why they'll want it.
Dam, people are conplicated. It's so nuch easier to work with conputers. | should have

stayed a progranmer, never taken that pronotion, then | wouldn't have- Frank Mead cane in,
charging ahead as if he were hitting the line for Princeton again. He glanced at Alice. "Ch. Sorry
to keep you waiting. Should have phoned. Come on in."

She followed himinto his big corner office. It was el aborately furnished-nobre so than Art
Bonner's, she thought. And that has to nean sonething. She took a seat and waited for the
inevitable inquisition: Frank Mead trying to |l earn nore about Tony Rand's departnent.

"I have a right to know," Mead had told her the first tinme he'd summoned her. "And asking
Tony is a waste of tinme. So you're not betraying him you're doing hima favor."

Whi ch night even have been true. Tony Rand woul d hate having to explain hinmself to the
conptroller, but since he went over
-or outside of-his budget quite often, somebody had to cone down here and defend what Rand's
departrment did. So she wasn't really being disloyal in talking to Mead-which was a j oke, because
what Mead | earned was | egitinate conpany busi ness.

And what | tell Wlfe is legitimte human business, she told herself. The survival of the
human race is far nore inportant than petty bourgeois norals.

VWi ch doesn't explain why | feel so cheap sonetimes.

"So. Here's the check, all approved,” Mead was saying. He held out a slip of paper. "Hope
your friends in Dianond Bar appreciate it. Easiest profit they ever turned. They don't really have
anything at all coning to them"

She took the check and waited for the questions, but Mead seened preoccupi ed, and after a
while she left his office.

Honi ci de Li eutenant Donovan drank quietly and al one.

That is not to say that he was not enjoying hinmself. There could have been drinking
buddies if he'd wanted them He could
have gone to a cop bar. He wasn't in the nood this afternoon. Instead, he was in a nood to get
qui etly buzzed, watching the thoughts that played through his head, enjoying sone of the life that
surged around him This very skillful pickup, that clunsy approach that worked anyway. The endl ess
political discussion between the two who didn't know what they were tal ki ng about.

He al so had menories to savor. The Todos Santos tunnel crew knew nothi ng about the nuggi ng
victim but they'd enjoyed telling himabout their job, and showi ng off the enornous machi ne that
chewed into dirt and rock, fused the detritus to line the tunnel walls, and craw ed i nexorably
onward. It had been sonething to see, and there wasn't another nmachine like that in the western
hem sphere. And then cane the news that their high nucky-nmuck Sanders had turned hinself in. The
wor k crew hadn't been happy about that at all. Interesting, workmen who worried about their boss-
But the argument at a nearby table threatened to ruin his npod.

Three of them Men younger than Donovan, getting excited. The youngest sat quietly,
happily, letting the others |l ecture each other. He wasn't going to stop the devel oping fight.

“"Don't tell me about those Todos Santos bastards." That one had snall features and very
pale blond hair. He | eaned forward, forearns braced on the table, to enphasize his words.

"They got a right to live," said the third nan. He was small and lean, with a face like a
hat chet and a tension in himthat showed even when he rel axed.

"Yeah? Listen, do you know the Red Plush Onion? Right in the shadow of that big fucking
bui | di ng?"

"“lI'"ve heard about it. Never been there."

"I't's a whorehouse. | thought I'd try it. You know how it is. | got lonely one night." The
bl ond man rel axed, |ooked into his beer, drank. Donovan watched in the nmirror. Donovan's
pl easantly mel ancholy nood had faded somewhat .

It was a pity he couldn't take off his reflexes with his badge. Then he could Il et them
wor k thensel ves up, punch each other out, get thrown into the street, incident finished. None of
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hi s busi ness anyway. But he'd been a street cop a long tine before maki ng detective. He reached
into his pocket.

"So | drove out there and tried to get in. You know, they
wouldn't et nme in? | wasn't drunk. Not drunk. The big bouncer said they didn't want ny kind." The
blond man's lips craw ed away fromhis teeth. "I was going back to thy car when a guy went past
me. Atall, thin guy with lots of teeth. |I knew him The bouncer let himin. Said "hello.' Called
hi m by his nane. Know who he was? The Todos Sant os undertaker!"

"Well, you can see their point," said the other. "They get nost of their custonmers from
Todos Santos. "

"Yeah. Yeah. And the Hvers won't go in if the Angelinos do. That's what they call us.
Angel inos. | hope they put that Sanders bastard in the gas chanber."

If the little guy could have let it lie. . . nope. "Wiy? Because he killed two kids, or
because he's from Todos Sant os?"

"Yes," said the blond man. Then, "What are you defending himfor? He gassed 'em GGassed
"em Nerve gas! Wiat the fuck, they were only Angelinos."

"Maybe they won't dare try it again,” the smaller man taunted him "Wy don't you try
snheaki ng i nside sone night with a box |abel ed Dynanmite?"

Donovan was there as the blond man tried to surge across the table. "Think of it as
evolution in action,"” he said, because it seenmed to fit and had been on his nind

They froze and | ooked at him all three. It was a good stopper, that phrase: just cryptic
enough. He held his badge | ow, cupped, so that only those three could see it. "Forget it," he told
t hem

Their eyes dropped.

Donovan went back to his own table. His eyes found theirs in the mirror. They left very
soon.

The interview roomin the new Los Angel es County Jail had not intentionally been designed
to be intimdating. The furniture was heavy and nearly inmobile, of course, and the w ndows were
barred; but the designers had tried to nake the room confortable. They hadn't succeeded.

Big JimPlanchet tried to keep his voice under control as he eyed Al an Thonpson wth
di staste. Why hadn't he paid nore attention to the kind of conpanions his son had? And yet - what
coul d he have done? This boy wasn't any criminal. Good famly
real estate people, good upper middle-class fanmly. Just |ike Diana Lauder. The Lauders were
bl ami ng hi m

He didn't want to think about it, but he had to. And he didn't have a lot of time. He
wasn't supposed to be here, of course. It had taken pulling strings. But JimPlanchet was a
| awyer, and if Ben Costello (good thing the Thonpson famly |awer was an old friend) insisted on
havi ng Pl anchet as an associate, the D. A 's office wasn't going to object.

"Why?" Pl anchet demanded. "What did you think you were doi ng?"

"Easy," Ben Costello cautioned. "M . Planchet's right, though, Allan. If I"'mgoing to
defend you, |'ve got to know everything."

For a nonent the boy's face held defiance. He even started to say it. "It seened like a
good-" But his reserve broke. "My God, M. Planchet, |I'msorry. Really sorry."

"Lot of good that does. Why?" Planchet said again.

"Easy, damiit," Costello said. "Can't you see Allan doesn't like this any nore than you
do? Wy, Allan?"

"Well-M. Planchet had said a | ot about Todos Santos. Jimy really respected you, M.

Pl anchet. He thought-he thought he was hel ping you."

It hit Planchet like a blow. And it was probably true. | did, he thought. | did spout off
a | ot about Todos Santos. Ternmite Hill. The Box. Gaveyard of freedom Picture of an ugly future
He renenbered it all, public statements and what he'd said at hone at the breakfast table (would
Euni ce ever sit across a table from himagai n? They had her in Queen of Angels under sedation, and
they were tal ki ng about nursing hones) and Juni or naking w secracks but |istening, listening- "A
right. I can see that,"” he said when he'd got his voice

under controlL "But-you went past those doors." There'd been a special on Channel 7 show ng that
door and its ominous warnings. "It was said plainly. 'I'F YOU GO THROUGH THI S DOOR, YOU WLL BE
KILLED." It said it."

"W didn't believe it," Allan said. "W just didn't. | mean, everyone's always telling you
what horrible things are going to happen to you, but they never do."

Only this time they did, Planchet thought. Ch nmy God.
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He sat down and put his head in his hands. Unwanted pictures cane to his mind. Jim Junior
with his chenmistry lab. Jimagetting
his hamradio |license at age thirteen and getting a home conputer for his next birthday. Eunice
bragging to thejr friends about her son the genius. And | guess he was.

Ben Costello took out a yellow |l egal pad and a dozen pencils. "I'd better get as nany
details as | can," he said. "This isn't going to be easy."

Al'l an Thonpson | ooked puzzled. "So what? What's the worst they can do for trespassing?’

"The charge isn't trespassing,” Costello said. He tried to keep his voice as cal m and
gentle as possible. It was obvious that the boy was torn up with guilt. He tal ked defiantly, but
he was ready to col |l apse-and what Costello had to tell himwasn't going to help either. "The
charge is nurder."

“Murder! But | didn't kill anybody! Those termites, they did the killing, with war gas-"

"You were conmitting a felony. When there's a death resulting during the conmission of a
felony, the law says it's nurder," Costello said. "Sane as if you were holding up a liquor store
and the police shot your partner.”

"Jesus." Allan's eyes darted around the interview room "Maybe it's right. Maybe | did

kill them But | didn't nean to! | didn't nmean any harm"
May as well hit himwth all of it, Costello thought. He'd better know how serious this
is. "l can't plea bargain, either. Not with Todos Santos involved," Costello said. "Look, they

turned you over to the Los Angeles D. A, but they'|Il go to the state Attorney General if they have
to. They want your arse, Allan. And if you don't help me, they're going to get it. Now You went
to Todos Santos carrying the gear that James had built. You waited until there was no one around,
and you went to the access-way door. Was it unl ocked?"

"No. Jimunlocked it."

"Wth what ?"

Al'l an shrugged. "It was an electronic | ock system Jinmy had the conbination.”

Costello wote rapidly. "So you unl ocked the door. How did you know t he conbi nati on?"

"I don't know. Jinmmy had it."

"He had quite a lot of infornmation about the Todos Santos Se-
curity system" Costello said. "Were did Janes get all these data?"

“"Arnie, | guess."

"Who is Arnie?"

"Arnold Renn. He's one of the sociology professors at UCLA. Real friendly guy."

"Did M. Renn suggest this expedition?" Costello asked.

Al'l an | ooked puzzled. "Dr. Renn," he said automatically. "Uh

-well, he didn't exactly suggest it."
"But you had discussed it with hin®"
n Yes. n

Counci |l man Pl anchet raised his head and | ooked at the boy. Arnold Renn? He'd seen that nane
somewher e-where? On a report his assistant had prepared. Dr. Renn was a spokesman for the ecol ogy
group. Had offered to speak at a fund raiser for Planchet. It hadn't been easy to find a way to
turn himdown- why had he been turned down? Sonet hing G nny had dug up, sone kind of connection
Dr. Renn had that might be enbarrassing- Good God. Renn was a FROVATE

They woul dn't let Tony Rand see Sanders in an interview room That was for |awers only.
Friends had to use a different- and degradi ng, Tony thought-system

Rand and Sanders sat at tables facing each other. They were separated by a doubl ed gl ass
screen, thick. They tal ked by tel ephone.

What do you say in a situation |like this? Rand wondered. "Hi, Pres."

"Hi, Tony."

Awkward silence. "Now that you've had a week to get used to it, how do you like the
acconmodat i ons?"

"Not too bad. Are you going to tell me |I'mcrazy too?"

"Do you want ne to?"

"What ? The thick glass tended to distort Sanders's expression. "Wat?"

“I'f you want ne to, I'Il tell you you're crazy," Rand said.

"Look, | had to," Sanders said. "I can't get Shapiro to understand that. | had to.
killed-"

"Whoa," Rand said urgently.

" Eh?"
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"The Sheriff swears blind these visiting phonies aren't tapped,"” Tony Rand said. "You can
bel i eve as much of that as you want to."

"So what? | don't have any secrets. The whol e Engli sh-speaking world knows what | did."

Unconfortabl e subject. "How are they treating you?"

"All right." He snmiled. Alnobst. "They don't know how to treat ne. Al that publicity. So
got VIP status.™

"That figures. They give you a roonmate?"

"Yeah."

"What's he in for? Anything interesting?”

"Tony, he's in for tax evasion. He wants to sell us construction supplies. He does
exercises in the cell, and he wants ne to do push-ups and junping jacks with him He'd really like
to cheer ne up. Want nore?"

“You know, you're a real wet blanket today."

Pres sai d not hi ng.

"Why' d you do it, Pres? Way didn't you at least talk to sonmeone first? The first we heard
about you turning yourself in was off a television set!"

"I't was no good, Tony. Hiding out. Making like | was crazy. No good, danmt."

"Yeah, | can see that wouldn't sit well," Rand said.

"I't wasn't right, either. Art was taking a hell of a chance. | could see that Shapiro was
worried. Tony, the last damm thing | need is to have Art Bonner in jail because of me. How is he?"

"He was fit to be tied." Rand saw the effect of that, and quickly added, "He wasn't mad at
you. At hinself."

"\ 2"

"He thought he hadn't made it clear enough that you did the right thing. The only thing
you coul d do."

"Sure, he'd say that-"

"Not just him Pres, you're a bloody hero! It's all they tal ked about in Commons for days,
ever since it happened. Savior of the city and all that."

"They really say that?"

"That's right. Ch, and |'ve got a nessage fromArt. He says, all right, it's your life,
and if you want to try Los Angeles justice that's
what you'll get. Johnny Shapiro will be down soon to talk strategy. | gather he's going to ask for
a change of venue, what with all the publicity."”

"What ?"

"I said no." Sanders was adamant. "No change of venue. No legal tricks. Tell himthat,
Tony. | don't want to get off on a technicality. 1'd rather leave it to a jury."

"A Los Angeles jury? The kids were Angelinos. You aren't."”

"Angel i nos. Tony, | saw them when they were being carried out. They were dead people, dead
human bei ngs. "

Tony sighed raggedly. "So did |, on the screen. Pres, could | have designed it
differently?"

"What ?"

"They got in. They put thensel ves where we had to kill them or else |let thembumup sone

of our city and sone of our citizens. They had to go to enornous trouble to do that, but Pres,
they shouldn't have been able to do it at all. How could | have stopped then? How do | stop the
next ones, the ones with the real bonbs?"

"Tony, this is silly-"

"The hell it is! Pres, do you think you' re the only one with nightmares? You did the right
thing. You did the only thing. It's not your fault you didn't have any choi ces. You shoul d never
have been in that situation. But what could | do?

"I't looks like a conputer problem" Tony Rand brooded. "They knew too much about MLLIE
and M LLIE nmay be too vul nerabl e anyway. Too many people with access. They have to have access.
Ckay, maybe | can't deal with that, but suppose there's sonething el se? One nore door, or another
set of locks, or a trapdoor somewhere-"

"Tony, you're doing it again." Preston Sanders |ooked as if he were trying to reach
through the glass. "You're putting people in boxes. They don't fit. You can't stop everyone. It's
like trying not to offend anyone. Renmenber what TV was like in the seventies? Even your high-

di ving board doesn't work on everyone, does it? A clever, deternined suicide brings wire cutters
and goes through the fence."

"Yeah. | used to wonder if that was a nmurder. Why would a
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suicide go to that nuch trouble?" Tony brooded for a nmonent. "Skip it. Is there anything |I can
bring you?"

"Yeah. My roonmmate brings, westerns and is eager to loan themto ne. So pick ne a good
thick science fiction novel with |ots of obscure technical terns."

It was perfectly clear to Tony that Pres had said that to cheer up Tony Rand. "That'll fix
him" Tony said.

Rand left the jail with a feeling of relief, but he continued to brood. Wat could he have
done differently? And what should he do now? There'd be a next tine. He was sure of it. And next
time, there would be real bonbs.

X

Justice, | think, is the tolerable accomopbdation of the conflicting interests of society, and
don't believe there is any royal road to attain such accommodati ons concretely.

- Learned Hand

JUDGVENT

Tony Rand fidgeted unconfortably on the courtroomchair. Fromtine to tine he tried to catch
Preston Sanders's eye, but Pres was sitting rigidly upright, his eyes fastened on the w tness, and
never | ooked back. He didn't |ook too bad, considering that he'd been jailed for nearly three
weeks.

The courtroom | ooked like a TV set. It was the special courtroom wth a big Plexiglas
panel between the spectators and the area where the action went on. Rand had been told that Judge
Penny Norton's bench had arnor plate built into it as well. Mrshals searched everyone who entered
the room Wen they were satisfied, they let the judge and defendant in

Judge Norton | ooked very stern in her black robes. It was a big case for her, the biggest
she'd ever been involved in. In the strategy neetings back at Todos Santos, John Shapiro had
descri bed her as "up-and-coning," a judge who'd likely end up on the Callfornia Suprene Court once
she had nore experience; he'd known her in | aw school. He al so thought she'd pay nore attention to
the political situation than to the |law, but he had no way to challenge her. "And," he'd said, "at
| east she's smart enough to un
derstand the argunments. | don't think we'd get a better one, and it would take a long time to
try."

That had been the deciding factor for Art Bonner. He wanted the trial over and done with,
as soon as possible. No delays. There'd been argument over that, with Shapiro protesting that he
had to work in Sanders's best interest, not the corporation's, and the best thing for Sanders
woul d be to delay. That was when Bonner had taken Shapiro into his office, and Tony didn't know
what Art had said to the | awer, but certainly the | egal proceedings had been surprisingly swft
after that.

Tony was no | awyer; actually, he disliked the breed. For Tony Rand the world was a
relatively sinple place, and there was no need for people whose profession was to get rich by
maki ng it conpl ex. However, he had to admire John Shapiro, who had carefully and patiently built
his case, not nerely in common sense, but in the strange convolutions required by the aw. He had
wung Tony Rand dry of information, and at the sanme tinme kept a |lot of the Todos Santos security
system secret. Now he was cross-exani ning Al lan Thonpson.

"Al'lan," Shapiro said, "you told the District Attorney that you carried no weapons, and
not hi ng harnful ."

“"Yes, sir."
"What did you carry?"
"Well, some electronics gear."

"Anyt hi ng el se?" Shapiro's nmanner was entirely friendly, matter-of-fact; he seened al npst
uninterested in the answers.

"Gas masks."
"Cee. That's a strange kind of thing to carry, isn't it? Wiy gas nasks?"
"Cbjection." District Attorney Sid Blackman was a tall, thin man with black hair cut to a
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fashi onabl e | ength, and good but not expensive clothes: which nade hima liar in Tony Rand's
opi ni on, because Bl ackman was one of the heirs to a departnment store fortune, although he tried to
give the inpression of a man of the people. "Your Honor, this wi tness was not present when the gas
masks were worn."

"Let's phrase it differently," John Shapiro said. "Did Janes Pl anchet or Di ana Lauder tel
you why they brought gas nmasks to Todos Sant os?"

"Yes, sir. They were worried about knockout gas. W'd heard that Todos Santos used gas to
defend the tunnels."

"Let hal gas?"

"No, sir, we didn't know they used poi son gas! W thought they just used sonething to
knock people out."

"Hhm | see." Shapiro's nanner didn't change. "Wo did you hear that from Allan?"

"I don't know. "

"But you had all kinds of information about Todos Santos security systens. You were able
to open | ocked doors and defeat the alarmsystem weren't you?"

"Yes."

"And surely you |l earned that from soneone. W've heard M. Rand and Col onel Cross testify
that such information is very carefully guarded. It wasn't published anywhere. Were did you |learn
how to gain entry to Todos Santos?"

"l guess somebody told Jimy,"'
"But | don't know who."

"You're sure you don't know who told Jinmmy Planchet."”

Al'lan said. He squirned unconfortably in the wi tness chair.

"Yes, sir. I'msure."
John Shapiro | ooked away fromthe sweating boy for a noment. Tony thought the | awer was
di sappointed, but it wasn't easy to tell. Shapiro came back, his voice again friendly. "AIl right.

Now, you were carrying other things, too, weren't you? \Wat were they?"

"Some boxes of sand."

"Sand. Did those boxes of sand have anything painted on then?"

"Yes, sir-"

" SYhat ?"

"Well, uh-uh-"

Shapiro let himstamer. He waited expectantly, and finally Allan said, "They said
dynanmite.”

"Dynanmite. The word dynamte was painted on the boxes of sand. Is that correct?”

"On two of them The other one said bonb,"” Allan said. There was a titter of laughter in
the courtroom

Judge Norton | ooked stern and lifted her gavel, but she didn't have to say anything.

"So. If you hadn't known those were boxes of sand, would you have thought they were
danger ous expl osi ves?"

"Yes-"

"Capabl e of setting fires?"

"Cbj ection," Blackman said. "Calls for a conclusion fromthe wtness."

"Did you want people to think those were dangerous expl osives?"

"No, not really. W were going to |l eave them and when the guards found themthey' d know
we coul d have | eft real explosives-"

"I see,"” Shapiro said. "And why did you choose Tunnel N ne?"

"Because that's where the hydrogen |ines cone in-"

"And what's special about hydrogen |ines?" Shapiro seened a little nore eager, a little
nore interested than he'd been before.

"Well, they need it to run that anthill-"

"Anyt hi ng el se?"

"Well, gee, if it had caught on fire it would have been pretty spectacul ar,’

Thonpson
sai d.

District Attorney Blackman cursed under his breath. Tony Rand saw it, and wondered why.

“I'f it had caught fire. In other words, the managers at Todos Santos woul d have legitimte
cause to worry about fires if there were an explosion in Tunnel 9?"

" Cbj ection-"

"Excuse ne," Shapiro said. "Allan, did you think the nmanagers woul d have | egiti mate cause
to worry about fires froman explosion in Tunnel 9?"

"Yes, sir."

"Did Jimy or Diana?"
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" Cbj ection-"

"Did either of themtell you they thought the nanagers of Todos Santos would be worried
about fires froman explosion in Tunnel
97"

"Sure. Jimy said they'd be scared shitless."

Shapiro smiled in triunmph. "And of course you knew that Todos Santos is inhabited. That
there were people living there when you entered that tunnel."

"Wl sure-"

"Thank you." Shapiro turned away, |ooking satisfied.

Thomas Lunan thought it a rather strange bar. For one thing, the bartender was |onely. He
never saw nost of his custoners:
orders canme up on a television screen, the drinks were m xed, and then put through a pass-through
and fromthere they went to various places in Todos Santos.

The bar itself was wood with a Formi ca top. There were barstools, and a tel evision set,
and a few tables; but alnmst no custoners. Two Todos Santos men-Lunan wasn't sure how he knew t hey
were Saints, but he did-sat on barstools drinking beer and tal king about the unfairness of their
wives. Qtherwi se the place was enpty.

Lunan had taken a seat as near the custoners as he could. He'd told Phil Lowy to neet him
here, and he had to wait, although he'd have preferred a place with nore people to watch. After a
few nmonents he'd struck up a conversation with the bartender, which was how he knew t he nan was
| onel y.

He' d never nmet such a friendly bartender. O one who knew so little about what was goi ng
on. It was typical of Todos Santos people, though; none of them cared nuch about what went on
outside their fortress. Except for the Sanders hearings. They knew all about those.

The bartender's nane was Mark Levoy, and he liked to talk. Liman knew that as soon as he
adnmired the A d Fashi oned

"Yeah," Levoy said. "My drinks, now they're popular. | get nmore business than the
Bl ackbird, nore than Dreamland. But it's all renote. Drinks are popular, but ny place isn't. Don't
know why. "

"Too bad. You own this place, then?"

"Well, ne and the Todos Santos bank."
"Ms. Churchward | oaned you the noney," Lunan guessed
"M ss Churchward. Yeah. Thanks to her, | got nmy own business. But it sure gets |onesone in

here. Don't like being alone. Didn't like it in my underground days-

"Under ground?" Lunan pronpt ed.

Levoy's snmile was broad. "Yeah. | was in the Wather Underground. Way back when. Had to
hide out fromthe | aw"

The two Todos Santos custoi~iers picked up' their drinks and noved to a table. Levoy
wat ched themwith a frown. They didn't seemunfriendly. They just left.

"Regul ars?" Lunan asked. He nodded toward the two.

"Yeah. How d you know? Anyway, | didn't |like being alone then either. After a while the
statute of limtations ran out. But it started going sour a long tinme before that."

"How so?"

"Chi cago, 1968, the Denocratic National Convention. It's not smart to put shit in Baggies
and throw it at arned nmen. It's not even smart to be standing next to that kind of yo-yo. And
three of ny buddies were trying to nmake a bonb to bl ow up the Statue of Liberty, and one day they
bl ew t hensel ves all over the basement walls."

Lunan consi dered responses, and chose, "Tough | uck."

Levoy paused, hesitantly.

The bartender snorted. "Luck? My poker buddies would call that a run of bad playing! I'm
sorry they got killed, of course. Not so sorry we didn't blow up the Lady. But you know what
really got me out of the Movenent? You'll never guess.”

"I"'msure | can't,"” Lunan said. The two regul ars glanced his way, then grinned at each
ot her.

Levoy had to go m x nore drinks. He nade a shaker of martinis and put it onto the
conveyor, then spent nmore tine on a tall, conplicated rumdrink. He came back with another O d
Fashi oned for Lunan. "I w sh that dammed Canadi an woul d go away," he said. "l|'ve made enough
Pimis Cups to last me the rest of nmy life."

"Say, |'ve never tasted-"
Levoy rode hi mdown. "You know, we used to tell each other about how stupid politicians
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are. You know, so dunb that they passed a | aw naking pi equal to three, exactly?"

"I heard about that," Lunan said. "Pretty stupid all right-"

"Well, it didn't happen,” Levoy said beffigerently, and waited for Lunan to call hima
liar. Wien Lunan didn't, he said, "I looked it up. | was going to use it in a panphlet. Didn't
happen. Wat di d happen was that sone joker in Indiana offered the royalties on his math text to
the state of Indiana if they'd pass a
law with a lot of conplicated mathematical |anguage in it. Turns out the | aw woul d have nade pi
equal to nine, but the-"

"Ni ne?"

“"Nine. But the legislature didn't know that because they couldn't read it. So they
referred it to the Commttee on Swanps."

"Did you say Swanps?" Lunan was | aughi ng.

"Swanps. Sonmebody nust have been having fun. The Conmittee on Swanps recomended that they
pass it, so they did. The other house figured out what was happening and sent it to the Conmittee
on Tenperance. It died there."

"And that's all?"

"That's all," Levoy said. He sniffed. "And here |I'd believed all that, you know"

"Well, hell, so didI! And it's a much better story the other way." The two regulars were
grinning at him Lunan surnised that the bartender had told this tale before. Oten

"CGot a question," he said. "Maybe you know. Those pillars in the Mall downstairs. Three af
them bring in noney. Shops, restaurants, the ganbling hall, day-care center, and so forth. But the
waterfall-"

"Yeah. Someday Bonner'll sell that waterfall and it'll be sonething else. He's just never
gotten an offer that had enough noney in it and would be as pretty as the waterfall."

"That counts?"

"It counts for a lot. Shouldn't it? We could pile a |ot nore noney-makers around the
Yggdrasil pillar, but it'd look cluttered.”

"I's that why you noved into Todos Santos?”

The bartender grinned. "It was el even years ago, and coming up on April fifteenth. The
word was out that nobody' d be maki ng out their own taxes in Todos Santos. The taxes'd be part of
our rent. It cane to me that | didn't |ike being an accountant for the governnent on no pay."

"Nobody does," Lunan nuttered. "That's a hell of a deal you people have."

"Sure," Levoy said. "But look at it this way. After the fire, there was this flicking
great hole in Los Angeles. You could see it fromorbit! And everybody wanted to forget it as fast
as possible, only the city's finances were in horrible shape, and peopl e needed
housi ng- sone of the same people who were shooting at the firenmen, but how could you pick them out?
Anyway, nobody could afford to fill that hole wilh buildings. I~ |ooked |ike they were going to
have to put in tenporary housing, you know, the kind that |asts |onger than any skyscraper
instant slums." The bartender shrugged. "So, in exchange for |eaving us alone, they got this place
put up over that big scarred gap, and it's not |like we don't pay a | ot of taxes-"

"There's nmy assistant,"” Lunan said. "He'll want Teachers and soda. Nice to have net you."
Thankful Iy Lunan took a table.

Lowy was a regular reporter, and he didn't nuch |like being assigned to help Lunan get a
big story. He wasn't nuch younger than Lunan, and he wanted off assignments, but so far he hadn't
had any big breaks, and Lunan didn't think he ever would. Too nuch of a pl odder

"How d the trial go?" Lunan asked.

"Dull. Only good part was when the Thonpson kid told about the boxes of sand with dynamte
and bonb painted on them Kid's a liar, though."

"Liar? |'ve seen the boxes-"

"Not about that," Lowy said. He sipped his Scotch and soda. "Naw, earlier. He said he
didn't know who'd given the dead kids the info about TS. Said it right in court, and he's lying."

"He does know?"

"Sure." Phil Lowy |ooked snug.

"This is straight?" Lunan had a feeling in the pit of his stomach. This could be it, the
| ever he needed to get sonme exclusives with the Todos Santos top brass.

"Absol utely."

"Al'l right, | bite," Lunan said. "How do you know?"

"I'"ve got sources,” Phil Lowy said. "As nany and as good as you, you lucky bastard."

"Sure you do, Phil," Lunan said. Now how can | con himout of the information? | can't. He
knows |'minterested. "Look, this place isn't your beat. Are you still interested in that Long
Beach harbor scandal ?"
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"Sure-"
"Trade you," Lunan said. "I'Il give you a line on the whole scam Exclusive. Two
comri ssioners on the take. It'll take a lot of |eg work, but you can get it all.,
"For what ?"
"For everything you know, source and all, about the Thonpson kid and the raid on Todos

Sant os. "

Lowy thought it over. "Yeah, that's fair," he said. "You can do nore with the Todos
Santos story than ne." He spoke grudgingly. "That was a good article you did on the two cultures."”

Better than you think, Lunan thought. Better than you think. The Trib's publisher also
owned a TV station, and he'd liked Lunan's articles so nmuch he'd assigned a canera crew and a
director to work with Lunan on a TV docunentary, and that was going to nake Lunan's career. "So
who' s your source?"

"You can't use her, Tom" Lowy said. "It's Council man Planchet's aide. G nny Bernard.
Lonely chick. Not a very good lay, either. And so damed hung up that it took ne six weeks to get
in her pants, and another nonth to get any information out of her. But that's my source. Now what
about the Long Beach scan®"

“"In a mnute. Ckay, it'll take awhile to use your source. But you can at least tell ne
what she told you. Who put the kids up to the raid?"

"Professor Arnold Renn of UCLA. He's Fromate, and G nny thinks he's got ties to the
Aneri can Ecol ogy Arnmy too. Now what about our bargai n?"

"You'll get it." Lunan took out a notebook and began witing names for Lowy, but his mnd
was sonewhere el se. Fromates! And Council man Pl anchet knew it. That ought to be worth a lot to Art
Bonner. Maybe enough to get sone exclusive interviews! Lunan turned a page and jotted a note,
rapidly, in neat square printed letters.

"Dear M. Bonner:
I"ve found out sonething that | think you would be very interested in knowi ng. | would
appreci ate an appoi ntnment at your earliest conveni ence."

That ought to get him Lunan thought. Now how do | send it?
Tony Rand brought his drink into the board room Art Bonner and Barbara Churchward were

aheady there with John Shapiro.
"How are we doi ng?" Bonner asked.

Shapiro shrugged. "If this was a quiet little li~aring out in some hick town with no
political inplications, we'd have it won," he said. "As it is, |"mpretty sure we can win on
appeal . "

"But you won't get a justifiable hom cide judgnment in this trial?" Barbara Churchward
asked.

Shapi ro shook his head. "I doubt it. Judge Norton only has to rule that the state has
enough of a case to go to trial. She can say that nost of it hinges on facts, and that's for a
jury to decide. W can appeal that-"

"WIl Pres be out on bail during the appeal ?" Bonner asked.

"Unlikely. The DA will fight it. O course when they deny bail we can appeal. |'d be
doing that now only you said get it over-"
"I did indeed," Bonner said. "Tony, please sit down. | don't |ike people hovering over ne.

Thanks. Look, Johnny, what's so conplicated about it?"

"It just is," Shapiro said. "Look, we've got sone tricky points of |aw here, and Penny
Norton doesn't want to rule for us. It'd cost her |like crazy. She says she wants on the state
suprene court, but I'mbetting she'd Iike to run for state Attorney Ceneral in a couple years-" He
shrugged again. "But | got the grounds for appeal into the transcript today."

"What, that the kids actually commtted suicide?" Barbara Churchward asked.

Shapiro | ooked thoughtful. "Not a bad argurment." He frowned. "But it's no good here."

"Why not?" Tony asked. "That door was nmarked plainly enough. It practically said that
you'd commit suicide if you went through it."

"Good argument for a jury,” Shapiro said. "But it won't affect Penny a dam bit. No, |'ve
got another plan."

"Tell us," Churchward said.

"Well, our defense is that there wasn't any crine. In ny final argument |'ll show that
Sanders had good reason to suppose a felony arson was about to be conmitted-"
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"That's why all that about fires this afternoon,” Rand said.

Shapiro grinned. "Yep. Blackman hated that. He could see where | was headed. See, one of
the key cases in homcide defense cane up when an I RS agent shot a man resisting arrest. The
courts held that it was justified-"

"But Pres is not a policenman," Tony said.

"Right, and Blackman will try to make a lot out of that. But it doesn't matter," Shapiro
sai d, "because in U S. against R ce the judge went on to say that the law requires private
citizens to prevent felonies frombeing committed in their presence. Requires it." He chuckl ed.
"And then the judge said that when any person is perfornming a public duty required of himby the
|l aw, he's under the law s protection. And there's another case that says you're not justified in
using deadly force to prevent just any felony, but you can to prevent atrocious crinmes-such as
first-degree arson, that's setting fire to an inhabited building. And we've shown that Sanders had
every reason to believe they were trying to conmit an atrocious crine."

"Well, | should think so," Churchward sai d.
"So why aren't we going to wi n?" Bonner asked.
"Well, there are other cases," Shapiro said. "Mainly ones that say that a peace officer

takes his chances when he kills a suspect. It's okay if the suspect was committing a fel ony, or
resists arrest

-by the way, I'mgoing to try to show that those gas masks were a way of resisting arrest-anyway,
it's all right if the suspect is running away froman atrocious felony, but not if it's a

m sdeneanor. And Bl ackman will show that the kids weren't conmtting a felony, only m sdemeanor

trespass.”

"But it | ooked like arson," Churchward said. "They were trying their best to nmake it | ook
that way."

"And it hasn't always been just trespassing," Rand said. "There've been real bonbs.
There' |l probably be nore.”

"Now you're trying to use common sense on the law," Art Bonner said. "And | don't think
that works. Al right. W |ose. Wat then?”

"Appeal. O let it goto trial and argue it before a jury. W might win with a jury. And
if we don't, we can appeal again."

"Meanwhile Pres is in jail."

"Well, until the trial's over," Shapiro said. "lI'd bet the worst we'd get would be
mans| aughter. Then we could get Pres out on bail."

"But you're tal king weeks. Mnths, naybe," Bonner said.

"Sure-"
"That's not justice. Sanders didn't do a dam thing wong, but
he gets | ocked up anyway." Bonner's lips tightened. "Damm it, | don't like this. | don't like it

at all."

"Johnny's doing the best he can. Don't discourage him" The voice was MLLIE s, but it had
the subtle differences indicating the words were Barbara's. The conputer/nedi cal experts who'd
inserted the inplant in Bonner's head had expl ained how it worked, that MLLIE was programed to
transmt non-verbal inpulses which inplant wearers learned to interpret as tones and enotiona
subtleties, but that didn't nake it |ess nmiracul ous.

“"You're right, as usual," Art thought. Then he said, aloud, "Keep trying, Johnny." He put
hi s hand on Shapiro's shoulder. "We'll all keep plugging away at it. One thing nore. This just
caine. An offer froma newsnan, guy nanmed Lunan,, to trade information for our cooperation in his
docunentary. | think we ought to discuss it."

"Can't hurt," Churchward said. "W could use sone synpathetic news coverage. Let's talk to

hi m

There was mi st over San Pedro. It couldn't quite be called a fog. You could see through
it, out across the yacht basin and into the Los Angel es harbor, but the sun couldn't penetrate it.
Early Morning Low C ouds and Fog, the weather reports said. A better termwould be "gl oony before
noon. "

Alice Strahier wal ked al ong the Los Angel es fishing pier to Ports o' Call's gaily painted
shops. There were restaurants and ice creambars and artists' displays, antique shops and
confectionary stores, all painted to | ook nmore |ike Cape Cod than Puebl o de Los Angel es. There
were not nmany tourists around; they would come when the fog burned away.

She strolled through the shopping area, pausing now and again to | ook back the way she
came, going through the shops, in one door and out another, until she was certain that no one was
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interested in her novenments. Finally she went through a parking |lot and under a hi ghway vi aduct.

It was |like comng to another world. Instead of chintz and new paint and new rental cars,
this was a region of run-down buildings and battered old trucks, marine engine repair shops,
war ehouses, and cheap cafes. The road led along the waterfront to a
drab building on a pier. It had once been painted, but years of salt-laden wind had faded it unti
no one knew what color it had been. Large saltwater tanks of crabs and Pacific | obster stood
agai nst the building. There was no one else on the pier. Inside, there was a fat nan in a stained
apron behind the counter. At first Alice thought he was al one. Then she saw the solitary custonmer,
a thin bearded nman wat ching her froma corner booth where he sat breaking crackers into a bow of
soup. The custoner w nked at her, and she went over to his table.

He grinned wi dely. "Good to see you again." He swept his hand to indicate the seat across
the carved and marked booth table. "Coffee? And the clam chowder's the best in the city."

"Ckay. "

He got up and went to the counter to order for her. She sat in silence, biting her I|ip,
wanting to get this over with. After what seemed |ike ages, he canme back with her food and coffee.
The coffee nug was ol d and chi pped, and so was the shall ow chowder bowl, but the chowder snell ed
delicious. She autonmmtically ate a spoonful, then another

"Cets to you, doesn't it?" he asked with a grin. Then his face becane serious. "W haven't
a lot of tine. What's this all about?"

"What | told Phil," she said. "Ron, | can't take it any longer. | quit."

He shrugged. "Ckay. So you quit."

She | ooked at hi mw thout saying anything, but he wouldn't neet her eyes. "Dam it, you
coul d say sonething-"

"Sure. What do you want ne to say?" he asked. "That the work's inportant and we need you?
Hel I, you know that already. If | could think of anything to say that woul d keep you with us, 1'd
say it, but you told Phil your mind s made up. |I'mnot sure why you wanted to see me."

"Maybe you shoul dn't have bothered.”

"Cone off it. We owed you that nuch, and nore. So |I'm here.” He shrugged. "Tell me what to

say."

"You m ght ask why-"

"I presume you've lost faith in the Movenent."

"I don't know," Alice said. "I-Ron, why can't | work openly? It's this sneaking around-
they trust ne, and |'m betraying that trust-"

"I know it's hard, but we need the information-"

"Not fromne. We killed Diana and Ji mmy, and for nothing-"

"It wasn't for nothing." H's eyes narrowed and his voi ce hardened. He spoke so intensely
that it came across |ike shouting, although he never raised his voice at all. "Never say it was
for nothing! Because of them we're closer, much closer, to shutting down that termite hill.
Peopl e are aski ng questions, wondering about Todos Santos and all of the arcol ogi es, wondering why
they have to defend thensel ves with war gas, and who they'|ll kill next. W're showi ng the world
that humanity can't live like that. So you can have all the second thoughts you want, but don't
try to take anything away from D ana and Ji mmy!"

"But it's ny fault they're dead-"

"Bull shit," he said. "Because you didn't know about nerve gas? That was the hive's best-
kept secret, and you didn't find out, so nowit's your fault?"

"They woul dn't even have got in without me," she said.

He nodded. "That's true enough.”

"So it was ny fault."

"And now you've got the guilts?" he asked. "You want to atone. Turn us all in-

“"No! 1'd never do that-"

"Why not?" he asked. "We're nothing better than rmurderers.™

"But we are-"

"Why? How are we better than sone petty crook?"

"Because the Mvenent is inportant, it's right. Because Todos Santos is the beginning of a
horrible future, and it has to be stopped now. "

"l believe that," he said. "But you don't-"

"l do, too."

"Then why are you quitting?"

"Because-"

"Because it's hard?" he asked. His voice was full of contenpt. "You' ve got it hard? You
don't have to | ook over your shoulder all the tine. You' ve got a bed to sleep in and plenty to
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eat. You're not mucking around with expl osives, and you don't have to junp every time you see a
cop, but you think you' ve got it hard."

"It isn't that!" she insisted.

"Then what is it?"

"Ch | don't know, you get ne all confused-"

"I"'msorry," he said. "It just seems so sinple to ne. W've got to work for humanity
because there's nothing el se worth doing. Wiat else is there? Their bourgeois God with his
t hunderi ngs and rmunbl i ngs and petty jeal ousies? Alle Menschen missen sterben. We'll all die. Al
of us. Poof. CGone, out like a light. Well, it has to nean sonething. There has to be a reason for

living, and keepi ng manki nd human is a dammed good one!"
"I don't know sonetines, watching themin Todos Santos- Ron, they're happy. They like it."
Hi s voi ce dropped | ow, and became nore intense. "Happy? O course they're happy.

Aristocrats usually are happy. But how many of those places can the Earth support? And there'll be
nmore hives, hives everywhere-you're the one who told us about that Canadi an. Hives in Canada,
hives in Mexico, hives all over the United States . . . they've got to be stopped, now, before
they spread. And you know it."

Do | ? she wondered. | guess | do.

"Alice, if you quit now, then you really did sonething evil. If we don't succeed, then
Jimmy and Di ana were killed for nothing, nothing at all, and you helped kill them"

He reached across the table and took her hand. "I know It is hard, being inside there,
never seeing your friends, having to be on guard all the time. But hang on. It won't be | ong now.
Get us their new defense setup. This tine we'll shut that place down. For good."
x| ~

It is easier for a nman to be loyal to his club than to his planet; the bylaws are shorter, and he
is personally acquainted with the other menbers.
-B. B. Wite

CONSPI RACI ES
Tony Rand's Vi deobeam tel evision screen covered nost of a wall. It was big enough to watch reruns
of 2001: A Space Odyssey, which was true of danined few TV sets. He never used it to watch war
nmovi es or rock shows. They seened just too intimdating on that huge screen

Tony was on his bed, with the headboard panel pulled out to support his back. The huge
face | oom ng above himhad a | ean and hungry | ook, |ike Cassius.

"What | found," it said, "is a feudal society. Now, when |I speak of feudalism | don't
mean plate arnor and crossbows. Todos Santos isn't just nodern, it's at the forefront of
technol ogy. The carbon fibers in those conpote walls were precipitated in an orbital |aboratory,
and coul dn't have been nmade except in free fall. The very concept of an arcology is only a few
decades ol d. Wen Paolo Soleri first began to wite about arcologies it seened |ike science
fiction, even though Soled was a student of Frank LI oyd Wight."

Tony Rand nodded agreenent. \When Paol o Sol eri began construction of Arcosanti, his new
nmodel city in the Arizona desert,
the news witers had been intrigued-but they hadn't taken him seriously. Even after it was obvious
that Soled was building his city, that it was grow ng year by year, nost witers thought Soled a

pl easant eccentric, brilliant but dotty. Certainly Genevieve thought so! Tony's decision to spend
an unpaid sunmer working with Soleri ("He can't last nmuch |onger, he's been working out there
twenty years, Djinn, this is my last chance . . .") had finished their marriage.

"Certainly Todos Santos is nmodem " Lunan continued. "The Ronul us Corporation which built
the Box has for years been towing icebergs fromAntarctica to supply Los Angeles with water." The
scene flicked fromLunan to the Los Angel es harbor, panning across to the iceberg, zoomng in for
a cl oseup of skiers, then zooning right past and on to Catalina Island, closeup of the Isthmrus
Har bor with sandy beaches and pal mtrees.

"Per haps beyond nodern," Lunan sai d. "Hundreds of Todos Santos residents work in Los
Angel es-two work as far away as Houston, Texas, and one works machi nery on the Mon!- without ever
| eaving their hones."

The scene shifted again, to a smling, burly, black-haired man. Rand recogni zed him but
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couldn't renmenber the name. Lunan's voice continued, "M. Armand Drinkwater is a naster
m | | i ngmachi ne operator-"

"Experinental mechanic,” Drinkwater corrected. Hi s voice booned.

"-for the Konigsberg Medical Instrunent Conpany. The instrunents he works on didn't exist
five years ago. Armand, |'mtold you generally work stark naked."

"Right. Maybe |'moverreacting. But | used to have to wear white coats and a cap to work
in the clean roons, and | got damed sick of it. Got sick of freeways, too."

"And now?"

"I smle alot. Oh, you mean working days? My contract says | have to be at work at nine
Fine. | get up at ten of nine. That gives ne tine for coffee. Harriet generally nakes ne a bacon
and egg sandwi ch around half past, and | eat it while |I'mworking. Wwen | take a |unch hour, | get
the whole hour. Do a little sun bathing out on the balcony. | knock off at five, and |I'm hone at
five. I can have a drink if | want, and it won't be to wind down fromfighting traffic."

The scene faded into a shot of Drinkwater at a comnbination desk and work table. A bank of
TV screens curved in a horseshoe shape al ong one edge. In the center was a pair of thick gloves
suspended from uni versal -jointed trusses sonething |ike an ol df ashi oned dentist's drill. Cables
led fromthe gloves to plugs on the desk

"I'n deference to our video audi ence, Armand dressed for work this norning," Lunan's voice
said over the scene. Drinkwater, wearing a black bathing suit that blended invisibly with his
thick pelt, put on the gloves. H's hands made precise notions. A conpl ex shape took form on one of
the TV screens in front of him

"I nostly make one-of-a-kind itens,” Drinkwater said. "But this happens to be the
prototype for a production run. Everything | do is recorded, and when | get it right, the
conputers will take over and nake a hundred just like this by doing what | did. | get a royalty."
He Iifted a microneter and applied it to nothing; a similar instrunent appeared on the TV screen
and anot her screen lit up with neasurenments. Drinkwater nodded in satisfaction

"What are you mmki ng?" Lunan asked.

"Punp for a heart-lung nachine,” Drinkwater said. "I think this lot's for export to
Africa." The gloves noved slightly and the shape on the TV screen rotated. "Pretty tricky work. |
doubt if | could do it if 1'd had to drive all day just to get to work." He grinned. "I know
woul dn't enjoy it as much."

The scene noved back to real tine, Lunan interviewing Drinkwater. "I take it you like it
here," Lunan said.

"Nope. | love it."

Tony Rand smil ed.

The scene shifted. "Meet Rachael Lief," Lunan said. "Ms. Lief is a bulldozer driver."
Lunan paused for effect. "As you see, Rachael doesn't |ook like your typical tractor driver."

She certainly didn't. Tony renenbered neeting her once: a short worman, not particularly
pretty, but very delicately built, with small features and piercing dark brown eyes, and a voice
so raucously loud that you expected to hear glass shattering when she spoke.

"But then," Lunan said, "not every bulldozer operator works on the Mon." The caneras
followed the tri mwonan into another room where there was a replica of a large tractor. It was
surrounded by TV screens. One screen showed an astronaut seated in the driver's seat, staring
inmpatiently into the screen. A bleak, nearly colorless pit showed over his left shoul der

"About time you got here," the astronaut said.

"W were busy." Rachael sat down in the driver's seat and took hold of the controls. "I
relieve you."

There was a pause. "Busy hell-all right, | stand relieved. Thank you."

The bul I dozer noved through the lunar strip mine. Lunan alternated views: inside Todos
Sant os wat ching Lief nove the controls; the scene that she saw in her control screen; and a
conmposite fromover her shoul der |ooking into her monitor. "As you can see," Lunan's di senbodi ed
voice said, "this is no easy job. Wen Rachael gives a command, it takes over a second for the
signal to get to the Moon, and another second for the information to get back to her. It takes a
| ot of conmputer power to work this trick, but it's worth it. Meet Col onel Robert Boyd, comander
of Moon Base.

"Col onel Boyd, does it help to have Earth-based machi ne operators?"

"Sure. It costs a lot to keep people on the Moon. Nowit's like |I have four or five tinmes
as nany people up here, and | don't have to feed themor find air for them™

"Hi gh technol ogy applications,” Lunan said. "You see a lot of themin Todos Santos." The
TV scene changed to show ot her Todos Santos people: electronic assenblers, an el aborate chem stry
| aboratory, a man nmaking intricate drawi ngs using a conputerized drafting table, nore wal do
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operators. Then it changed again to show children in the jungle tree, people playing on the roof,
swimming in rooftop poois.

"There's nore than work," Lunan said. "They play hard too. Industrial feudalismcan be
fun, as we've seen. But why are Todos Santos residents so exuberant? It isn't just freedomfrom
freeways-"

The TV cane back to Lunan standing in front of a bank of TV screens. They showed a
bewi | dering variety: people spraw ed on bal coni es, people working, people walking in corridors.
Uni formed police watched the screens, sonme lolling back in confort, others peering intently at the
TV nonitors

"Security technology in Todos Santos is nobdem too," Lunan said.

Tony Rand cursed. Watever Lunan's infbrnmation was, it couldn't have been worth this! "Wo
the hell let himin.-" He | ooked closer at the screen. "Son of a bitch. It's a fake. Dammed good
one, though. Wonder who described the security roomfor hinP" They'd even got the chart show ng
the | eaper results.

"The only place Todos Santos residents are not under full surveillance is in their
apartnments. The security guards have the equi pment to | ook even there, although they're not
supposed to do it except when asked to, or if there's good reason to suspect a resident is in
danger," Lunan said. The scene cut back to Drinkwater

"Do you ever worry that the police nmght be watching you when they're not supposed to?"
Lunan asked.

"Shoul d 1 ?" Drinkwater shrugged. "Maybe | do think about it sometinmes. W've got jokes
about what the guards know, what they've seen us doing. Thing is, though, they' re our guards. CQur
friends."

“"You love it here," Lunan said. "Doesn't all the constant surveillance ever bother you?"

"Bothers hell out of ne if it fails," Drinkwater said. "Goddam FROVATES got LSD into our
food once. Put four residents into the giggle ward. If it hadn't been we had a bartender who'd
been through that stuff to talk them down, we'd have | ost sone stockhol ders."

"You sai d FROVATES. Are you sure of that?" Lunan asked

"Who el se would it be? Bl eeping bl eep keep trying, too."

The scene shifted to the Mall, with a guard post conspicuous in the foreground. Lunan's
voi ce asked, "Did you always feel that way about police?"

"Nope." Drinkwater |aughed. "When | was a kid, my folks gave me that 'the policeman is
your best friend' jazz, but it didn't take long to find out what a crock that was. You may get
friendly with cops, but that's nostly to talk themout of giving you a ticket, right? You don't
Iike them Look, suppose you're a solid citizen. Never been in trouble. You go out with your
buddi es and you have one too many, and you're trying to get honme. No accidents, but nmaybe you
weave just a little, and the cops see you. Wat happens?"

"You get a ticket-"

"You talk fast. And you stifi get busted," Drinkwater said. "Not here. In here the police
work for us. | get drunk on top |level and get lost, the guards bring me to ny apartnent.”

A pretty girl came onto the screen fromthe right. She went up to the guard station

"W recorded this yesterday," Lunan said. "Meet Cheryl Drinkwater, Arnmand's daughter
Unl i ke Armand, Cheryl grew up in Todos Santos."

She sniled pleasantly at the guard. "I had an appointnment with ny father, but 1'mgoing to
be late," Cheryl told him "I'mnot sure where he is." She held out her Todos Santos identity
badge. The guard returned her sml|e and nodded in understandi ng while he put the badge into a slot
in his console.

"M. Drinkwater is in the 40th Level Hideaway," he said. "Do you want to tel ephone?"

"No." Cheryl's grin widened. "Just let himknow I'll be an hour or so late-"

"Sure thing. Have a nice day."

The canera zoomed back, a |ong way back, to show Thomas Lunan standi ng on a bal cony
overl ooki ng the kal ei doscopic Mall. Cheryl Drinkwater and the guard booth were al nost invisible
dots far below. The scene dissolved to a street in Los Angel es: a dozen police cars depl oyed
around a house, police with rifles, pistols, and shotguns draped over the cruisers while an
officer with a bullhorn shouted instructions. The guns erupted in a blaze of fire. The scene
di ssolved again to a hijacked airliner, to the Zapruder filns of John F. Kennedy in the Dealy
Pl aza. It changed to Reagan | eaving the Washington Hilton, ending with a federal agent holding a
subnmachi ne gun. Then to a nontage of scenes show ng confrontati ons between police and citizens;
thence to another series showi ng burglarized houses, nuggi ngs, arnmed robberies. Finally the canera
zooned i nto Todos Santos, through the wall, and back to Thonmas Lunan overl ooking the Mall.

"Of course we've been unfair," Lunan said. "Not all police encounters outside Todos Santos
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are unpl easant, and there have been nurders in the Box. Last year a nman used a kitchen knife on
his wife and two children.”

Sure, Tony Rand thought. But Marlene Hi ggins had |ived | ong
enough to push the panic button, and the TS guards got there in tine to save the third kid who'd
been hiding in a closet.

But those kids with the boxes of sand . . . how could | have saved those kids? Tony
wondered. And Pres. Judge Norton had given her decision very quickly after the evidence was
present ed, sooner than anyone had expected; Preston Sanders would stand trial for nurder. Damn,
Tony thought. Doubl e dam.

Tony got up and went to the icebox for a beer. Wien he cane back, Lunan was |ecturing.

"Feudal societies are always conpl ex: everyone in such a society enjoys rights, but few
have the same rights. There is not even a pretense of equality-of rights, nor of duties and
responsibilities.

"There is, however, loyalty, and it runs both ways. The Todos Santos resident is expected
and required to be loyal, but in return, Todos Santos gives protection. Todos Santos accountants
negotiate incone taxes for the Box. Conmittees test consuner products-"

Sure do, Tony Rand thought. | still get burned up about those dammed paper towels, good
quality, but they put the perforations so far apart you used up two when you only needed one, and
| could never renmenber which brand it was until the evaluation conmittee gave themthe "Ri poff"
rating sticker.

"Loyalties in Todos Santos tend to be personal,” Lunan said. The scene faded in to show
Art Bonner's office. Lunan spoke feelingly about the |uxuries Todos Santos provided for its
General Manager. Then back to Arnmand Dri nkwat er.

"Armand, are you jealous of M. Bonner's position?" Lunan asked.

"Great CGhu no! | only have one boss. M. Bonner works for everybody."

"Loyalty and protection,” Lunan said. "The ties of the Gath of Fealty run in both
directions. The trend in the United States has been to cut all ties, so that individuals are
al one. The citizen against the bureaucracy, against 'them' only nobody is really in control and
you can't say who 'they' are. In Todos Santos, 'they' is Art Bonner, and if you don't |ike what
he's doi ng you have a chance to tell himso."

The scene shifted to Commons. There were a dozen residents
clustered around Art Bonner, but Tony was | ooking at the | ow ceilings, which | ooked even | ower on
tel evision. They ought to be higher, danmt- The tel ephone rang. Tony's phone turned down the TV s
sound
as he picked up the phone. "Rand-"

"Art Bonner. Has Sir George Reedy called you lately?"

"No. | wish he would, | need to talk to him"

"I've set it up for himto tour Security and the power plants. Tony, if he asks you to
show hi m around those areas, beg off, will you?"

"Sure. Wy?"

"Hell, Tony, how nuch do we want an outsider to know about our defenses?"
Sir Ceorge Reedy, a Fromate spy? That was | aughable. Still paranoids have enenies too. "Ckay, Art.

Is that all?"
"No. Did-" Bonner interrupted hinself; stopped to consider. That was odd. Art never did
that. Then, "You know about the court decision today."

"Sure."

"Have you been watching Lunan's docunentary?"

"Yeah-"

"He got me to thinking," Bonner said. "I never thought of this place as a feudal society,

but maybe he's right. Tony, we haven't delivered what we prom sed. Not to Sanders."

Tony didn't say anything.

"So it's tine we did," Bonner said. "Tony, | don't think our |egal people can get Pres
of f. Johnny Shapiro told nme today the best legal tactic would be to plead guilty to a | esser
charge-"

"Pres won't do that," Rand sai d.

"I know. Even if he would, | couldn't et him And even if we can get a not guilty
verdict, Pres will have paid too high a price. It's not justice."

"No, it's not," Tony said. "But it is the law."

"Also it's bad advertising," Bonner said. "I don't nean for profits. | nean the nessage it
gives to anyone el se out there who's thinking of trying a repeat with real bonbs. W need to | et
the world know we take care of our own. So. | want you to think of a way to break Pres out of
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jail."

" Huh?"

"You heard ne. Plan us a jailbreak. | don't want anybody to
get hurt, and | don't want LAPD to be able to prove we did it. But | don't at all mnd them
knowing it was us.'~

"Art, you have |ost your mind-i-"

"Coul d be," Bonner said. "But it won't hurt you to | ook at the problem" The phone went
dead. Bonner sonetinmes forgot to |l et people know when he was through tal king.

Ye gods, Tony thought. He went out to the kitchen for another beer, thought better of it,
and dialed for a Scotch. Wien he | ooked back at the screen he saw his own face. Lunan was sayi ng
sonet hi ng about the "court nagician."

Court magician. Tony wasn't sure he liked that. His drink cane, and he tossed it off. He decided
not to order a second. Jail break. Was Bonner serious? He had to be. Art knew how nmuch work Rand
had to do. A whole new security systemto install. The new wi ng under construction, and the
expansion unit designs to finalize and- Lunan was goi ng on about feudalism again. Now he was

tal king about the siege nentality, and the fortress appearance of the Box. Interesting stuff, and
Tony wi shed he had tinme to think about it nore. Ideas buzzed in his head. Jail breaks. Feudalism
If Lunan was right, how rmuch did the design have to do with it? Corporations were feudal; hell
they were invented in feudal tines. The Lord Mayor and Corporation of London- And Todos Santos
certainly did resenble a fort. An arcol ogy

al ways woul d. True, Paolo's Arcosanti had a light and airy ook to it, but that had been the first
stage, the tiny little centerpiece that Soled could afford. The full nodel of Arcosanti included
an inmense thirty-level ring city surroundi ng what actually got built, and despite Soleri's use of
gl ass and open beans and flying buttresses and bal conies, if the whole thing had ever been built
it would have | ooked Iike a fortress.

O course Soled hadn't built it all. He hadn't wanted to, because he wanted the design to
evolve, and it hadn't, not far enough to construct. He never did do a final design. But Tony Rand,
with degrees in architecture and engi neeri ng and experience working with Sol ed, and consi derabl e
fame from building the new I nperial County governnent-university conplex, didn't have the | uxury
of waiting for evolution. Tony had to build Todos Santos, and get it open for occupancy, and do it
with real
materials and a strict budget that didn't allow for a lot of the frifis.

Maybe, just maybe, he thought, | could have got away fromthose vertical walls? But how?
W wanted as much park area as possible. And there was always the budget. And it had to be built,
with available | abor and- Did Angelinos really read rejection into those high walls, as Lunan
clained? Gve thema different shape, and maybe two i nnocents woul dn't have di ed.

And maybe we coul dn't have defended the place at all? The FROVATES didn't much care for
Sol ed, either.

Conmercial tinme. Tony shook his head. "Be a nice girl," he said al oud.

"READY," MLLIE s contralto answered. "YOU HAVE A MESSAGE FROM SI R GEORGE REEDY."

"Later. Tell me about CONSPI RACY." " CONTEXT?"

"Law. "

" CONSPI RACY. CRI M NAL LAW A COwBI NATI ON OR

CONFEDERACY BETWEEN TWO OR MORE PERSONS

FORMED FOR THE PURPOSE OF COWM TFI NG BY

THEI R JO NT EFFORTS, SOVE UNLAWFUL OR CRI M NAL ACT, OR SOVE ACT WHICH IS I NNOCENT | N | TSELF, BUT
BECOVES UNLAWFUL WHEN DONE BY THE

CONCERTED ACTI ON OF THE CONSPI RATORS, OR FOR

THE PURPOSE OF USI NG CRIM NAL OR UNLAWFUL

MEANS TO THE COVM SSI ON OF AN ACT NOT I N | TSELF UNLAWFUL.

"THE ESSENCE OF A CONSPI RACY |'S AN AGREEMENT, TOGETHER W TH AT LEAST ONE OVERT ACT, TO DO
AN UNLAWFUL ACT-"

"Enough. Thank you."

" ANYTI ME. "

Well, we haven't conspired yet, Tony thought. Not yet. But- Damm, | need to talk this over
with someone. Security problemthere-it would have to be sonmeone who'd be told Bonner wanted him
to plan a jail break. Who? The trouble with being a Ioner is you' re al one- He thought for another
monent, then lifted the phone. The TV considerately nmuted its sound. He tapped in half a nunber
and
hung up, thought about it, punched again. The phone rang six tines and he was about to hang up
agai n- "Hell o?"
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"Del ores? Tony Rand."

"Hi, Tony." There was a question in her voice. Wat the devil did Rand want.

"Did you see Lunan's broadcast?" Tony asked.

"Sone of it-"

"Good. Look, your boss has gone nuts, and | have to talk to sonebody,"” Rand said with a
rush. CGot that out, he thought.

There was a | ong pause. "Un. Tony, |'mdripping bathwater. Come down in twenty m nutes,
okay? W'll talk about it. I'msure M. Bonner knows what he's doing-"

"l used to think so too."

"Ch, cone on. Anyway, shall | have coffee waiting, or a drink?"

"Thanks. Unh-both. Irish coffee.”

A tiny pause in which Rand suddenly realized that the bartender would be sending drinks in
pairs to Delores's room And the guards would know he was there. No privacy at all in Todos
Sant os. Tony had stopped noticing years ago, but Lunan's broadcast.

"Done, " she said, and hung up

Twenty minutes. "Be a nice girl and call ne in fifteen mnutes,” Tony said al oud, using
the voice shift that MLLIE recogni zed.

"SURE THI NG, BOSS. | HAVE MESSAGES-"

"Gve themto ne."

"FROM SI R GEORGE REEDY. '| WOULD LI KE TO SEE YOU AGAI N TO DI SCUSS DETAI LS OF MY NEW
ARCOLOGY. | UNDERSTAND HOW BUSY YOU ARE DUE TO EMERGENCI ES. ARE YOU FREE FOR DI NNER TOVORROW
NI GHT?"

Rand scowl ed. Everythi ng happened at once. . . but he had to find a chance to pick Reedy's
brain. "Tell Sir George six o'clock, Schramms, if it's convenient. Phrase it better."

"WLL DO "

"Thank you."

" ANYTI ME. "

Lunan was taking a canmera through his own apartnment in Santa Mnica. This was the dammdest
docunentary Rand had
ever seen. But it nade sense in context, because Lunan was tal ki ng about fear and the siege
mentality. He showed good | ocks, and cheap stereo equi pnment visible froma w ndow, and expensive
equi prent hi dden, and the cheap place where he stashed his car. Jesus, Rand thought. If things
were really that bad outside, why would he be showing all his secrets? Lunan nmust be planning to
nmove tonorrow

And what of Zach? My boy's growing up in that, instead of here where he bel ongs. And does
Genevi eve deserve that? Ch, damm- Lunan was back with the Drinkwaters again. Cheryl was saying, "I

don't see how you can live like that. | don't see how anyone could."” And now back to an Angelino
worman saying, "l don't see howthey can live like that. Eyes on the back of your neck, all the
time. Sure, | shop there-" Cut back to the Shopping Mall again, view down a fast pedway, another

kal ei doscope; boys with toilet paper rope (Tony snmiled; it happened to himat |east twice a year);
Cheryl again, |aughing. "No, of course not," she giggled. "Nobody ducks. Well, Angelinos duck-"
Not bad, Tony thought. Not bad at all. He dressed hurriedly, trying to ignore the knot in his
stomach. He wanted to talk, dammit; but his glands told himhe wanted sonething nore, and he

m ght, just mght- siege nentality," Lunan was saying. "Todos Santos has

al ways seen itself as apart from Los Angel es. Although not everyone thinks so-"

Cut to Barbara Churchward, neatly tailored skirt suit and bright silk scarf, radiating
both fem ninity and conpetence. "A |arge part of our devel opnent |oans go to outsiders," she was
saying. "OfF course, nobst are to | et outsiders cone inside. But yes, we depend on Los Angeles for a
| ot of goods and services that it wouldn't nake sense to do in-house." She paused, as if in
t hought; Lunan's audi ence woul d assune it was thought. Wuld Lunan? "Exanple: in one Todos Santos
| aboratory recently, within a week they needed Pl exi gl as sheets, several sizes of 0 rings, three
sizes of drill bits, silicone glue, glass tubing, a dry cell battery, some insulated wire, three
| enses, two highly polished mrrors-1 could go on, but surely the point is nade? Only a big city
woul d have all those things in stock and readily avail able."

"So you do depend on Los Angel es," Lunan said.

Churchward | aughed. "Let's just say we spend a | ot of npbney in Los Angeles, probably nore than
nmost Angelinos realize. After all, we could have our goods shipped in fromsone other city. But
we'd rather not." She said nore, but Tony wasn't listening. Twenty mnutes, Delores had said. And
wai ting was tough. Whuld a cold shower hel p? Damm- and an ugly nood has devel oped |l ately," Lunan
sai d.

"Typified by a phrase that seems to have caught on in Todos Santos.

The canera zooned down on a
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sticker attached to an el evator door. "THINK OF I T AS EVOLUTION i N ACTI ON. "
"Since nothing happens in Todos Santos w thout at |east tacit approval by Bonner and his

peopl e,” Lunan said, "we may assune that the TS managers agree with this sentinment. | haven't
bee? able to trace the origin of the phrase-"

Ye gods, Tony thought. | have seen that stuck up here and there. Lunan nakes it | ook
universal, but it's not, not really. And danmit, where did | hear it first? Sonewhere. The ni ght
Pres had to kill those kids-Yeah, that night, but not then, earlier. The leaper. Hell, | said it!

How d it get out to the public?
"' M CALLI NG YOU- 000- 000-000," M LLIE warbled "TEN FIFTY P.M"
"Thanks, sweetheart," Tony said. "Be a nice girl."
" READY. "
"Rand in 234 Level 28," Tony said.
"HOW LONG, BOsSS?"
"Indefinite," Tony said, and felt his stomach knot again. Ah, hell
Xl |
Make no little plans; they have no magic to stir men's bl ood.
- Dani el Hudson Burnham -~

VI SI TI NG HOURS

The Irish coffee was waiting, still hot, the whipped cream hal frnelted. Rand had been picturing
Del ores in negligee, halftransparent; but she was in what were probably called hostess pajamas,
| oose, flowi ng, violent orange, and quite opaque. She also wore a welconing smle, which was
reassuring.

"So M. Bonner has gone out of his nmind," she said.

"Yeah. He wants ne to-"

"I know what he wants," Del ores said.

11mm Did Bonner call her, or had she called Bonner to report the court mmgician's
m sgi vi ngs? Good question. | can find out who called whomfromMLLIE. O | can if Art doesn't
m nd ny knowing. MLLIE was one of the few systens in Todos Santos that Tony Rand didn't control
At |least not conpletely. His mind toyed briefly with an idea, a way to get MLLIE to tell him
t hi ngs Bonner didn't want known- "Well?" Del ores asked. She gave hima half smle, an indication
that she understood his preoccupations but she was dammed if she'd be ignored when he was in her
apartnment.

"Del ores, you've known Art a long tine. Is he serious?" Tony asked.

She | ooked at him "Tony, we can't |eave Pres with the Angelinos."

Qops. Carefully, Tony said, "That's not Pres's opinion. | think he wants absol uti on. He
wants to be acquitted in court."

"No matter what it costs us?"

Tony shrugged. "Maybe he hasn't thought of it that way. He thinks it's his life."

"And it isn't," Delores said.

Rand | ooked away. Suddenly, he didn't want to | ook at Delores. She lived in dark colors and soft
curves. Deep brown rug, a

coupl e of bean bag chairs, tables with no corners, a king-sized water bed piled with huge pill ows.
Del ores was high in the hierarchy. Her apartnent was at |east half the size of Tony's, and none of
it was work space

"Put it this way, Tony," she said. "We-well, Johnny Shapiro

-clainmed no crine was committed. That Pres was doing his duty. And now Judge Norton has rul ed

agai nst us. \Wat does that nean?"

"well-"

"It means that the County of Los Angeles, and the State of California, consider that a
crime has been comitted. There's no doubt as to who did what; so just what is a trial going to be
about ?"

"Legal naneuvers-"

"Sure. So if we're lucky we get Pres off on technicalities. Wn't he just |ove that?"
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"No. But a jailbreak?"
"It's not impossible, is it?"

"I don't know. I haven't thought that far." Tony | ooked at Del ores and saw she was in dead
earnest. "It'd be a felony whether it worked or not. Even tal king about it is felony conspiracy-"

That didn't faze her either. O course it wouldn't. Tony giggl ed.

"What ?"

"Well, | suppose Art could always find someone to break us out of jail-"

"He woul d, you know." Del ores was dead serious. "You haven't touched your Irish coffee.”

"Thanks." He sipped, then gulped, a bit too cool, but strong, bitter and sweet. Irish
coffee tastes like a black magi c healing spell

"How do we break hi mout?" Del ores asked.

Trapped. But he couldn't be jailed just for talking about it. Conspiracy requires an overt
act-"l guess |I'd tackle the conmputer system"

"How? |'ve got a termnal-"

O course she did. And voice pickups too. Tony finished his Irish coffee, then took the
chair. It didn't take himlong to sumtmmon up plans of the new Los Angeles County Jail. He ran
through all twelve floors, then returned to the plan for the ground floor. It was about half cells
and hal f adnministrative offices and waiting roons. "Pres is a VIP," Tony said. "Gound floor. Mm

he said he got sunrise on the wall. Say southeast side. And the conputer's on the top
floor, but we don't really need to know that."

"What do you need to know?"

"MLLIE knows a |l ot already. W could fool with the conputers. W m ght even just issue
orders to transfer Preston Sanders to the Todos Santos jail."

"I f anyone noticed-"

"We'd be up shit creek. W have to fool a computer and sone hunman jailors, and they're
likely to notice anything that happens to Sanders. He's their star guest. Thanks," he said, as
Del ores handed hima second Irish coffee. "Maybe we wal k someone in, sonmeone who | ooks vaguely
like Pres. Switch them and switch Pres's description in the conputer. He's got a cell nate,”
recommended suddenl y.

"That's bad."

"Maybe not. The cell mate wants to sell us plunbing." Tony pulled thoughtfully at his
drink. Bel ow conscious thought he was aware of a wonan's hand resting lightly on his shoul der; but
his mnd had forgotten Del ores, the room everything but the screen before him "I don't like it.
Everyone in that jail, fromthe warden to the garbage collector, know Sanders's face by heart. You
know why? Not because they've seen him Because they watch television."

"Can't we get sneakier than that? Make our stooge | ook exactly |ike Pres?"

"W've got a problemthere. This is a felony, renenber? W'Ill be | eaving sonmeone else in
the pickle. And there aren't too many individuals of the black persuasion in the uppdr ranks here.
O course we don't have to be sneaky-"

She | aughed. "Wyever not?"

"Art doesn't care who knows we did it. Prefers they know. Al he cares about is whether
they can prove it in a Los Angeles court."

"That shoul d make things easier."

"Maybe." He stared at the screen again. "Maybe we just tell the courthouse conputer to
open all the doors at once. Just a minute." Tony played with the keyboard. He had to give three
different security identifications, but eventually MLLIE agreed that he was authorized to have
the information.

“Yep. MLLIE can do that. So. But we can't count on Pres cooperating. Oherw se, we could
just send a visitor in, and when all the Iights go out, he wal ks Pres out through a horde of
escapi ng convicts. Wth sirens going off, and fake nessages of mayhemon the fifth floor, and like
that. Look, it mght work."

Del ores sat down on the day bed. She was on her own second Irish coffee. "Tony, none of
these ideas are fool proof, are they? And if we get caught, we're caught for keeps."

“I don't think there is any safe way. Anyway, we're just talking, right?"

"For the monent."

"It'd be nice if we had a plan where we coul d back out hal fway, wouldn't it? So we could
try sonething else."

"Yes?" Del ores | ooked-wary.

"You think I"'mtrying to back out nyself. Not so. Wiat we can do is get themto nove Pres
out side. The whol e cell block goes funny, right? The lights go on and off. The caterers aren't
delivering anything but escargot. The hot water shuts down. The fire alarns go off."

Tony

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (74 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

"The doors between the men's and wonen's w ngs open-"

"Yeah! The orgy begins, and the guardroom doors |ock. The air conditioning system goes on
then the heating system”

"-Wth disinfectant snells-"

"Then air conditioning again. Ruining the orgy. All the prisoners have to be transferred
out. We get soneone el se's conputer
systemto send Pres anywhere we want, and break himout on the way."

"Do you think it'd work?"

"I dunno. |'ve given you four separate plans. What do you want fromthe court magician?"
"Aha! | saw that too."
Tony had noticed that her TV was on with the sound nuted. "I sawit," he said. "I wonder

if he wasn't right. We're a new feudalism That's what we're doing now, isn't it? Snatching our
man out of the king's hands."

Del ores nodded, and she didn't smile. She said, "Tony, what do they do at the courthouse
if the power goes off?"

“I don't know. Let's see. No lights . . . no conmputer. They nust have procedures for when
the conputer goes haywre."

"I'd think so."

"Then none of this will work. Sooner or later you come up agai nst human beings. That's the
t hi ng about people who think they hate conmputers. Wat they really hate is |azy progranmers.”

"Don't give ne philosophy |essons, Tony! How do we get Pres out?"

"Brute force? How rough do we want to get? W could send Shapiro in with a briefcase ful
of shaped charges. Blow the wall and go. You don't need me for that. O take thirty of the
security force through . . . hold it a second." Tony sumoned up the ground floor plan for the
County Jail. "Through the kitchen, it looks like. So we send thirty men in through the kitchen and
t hey shoot anyone who gets in the way. The trouble is, if it doesn't work we've got to bust thirty-
one men out next tine."

Del ores was | ooking at himwi th active dislike. Lanmely, Tony said, "Maybe we don't have to
use bullets? Gas? O. . . | could rig sonmething sonic. A friend of nmine came up with sonething for
a novel. Ajet engine running in a truck, with baffles behind the engine to put out sonic waves at
terrific anplitude and. . ."

He paused a nonent. "Be a nice girl."

"Rl GHT HERE, BGCSS," M LLIE said.

"Hurman Factors. Physiol ogy. Sonic effects.”

"TOO MUCH TO TALK ABQUT, BOCSS. "

"Show it to me."

Data fl ashed across the screen. Tony nodded. "Enough. Thanks."

"At nine kilocycles," Tony said. "It kills everyone within a couple of blocks by ripping
the walls of the capillaries apart. W'd want sonething else, a frequency to stW w thout killing.
Don't know if-"

Her expression hadn't changed.

"Delores, this kind of thing isn't done any nore. W can't just tie a rope to the bars of
a wi ndow and whip up the horse.™

"So you'll invent a whole new technol ogy for the purpose? Tell me nore, Dr. Zarkov."

Tony | ooked down at his enpty nug, then up. "Turn on the sound," he said.

"What ?"

"The TV, danunit! Be a nice girl. Television audio on." He was |ooking at a door on a
concrete wall. The | egend carefully printed on the door in nmagic marker said: "THINK OF I T AS

EVOLUTI ON I N ACTI ON. "

"Beaten to death at the foot of the stairs," Lunan's voice said. "The victimhas not been
identified, but it is established that he wote the phrase not |Iong before he was killed. No one
knows why, but it seens to be the earliest appearance." There was a |ong shot of a pathetic bundle
huddl ed on subway stairs. Tony recogni zed the cl ot hing.

"Be a nice girl. Television audio off."

H s eyes were still on the screen, and he was grieving. Delores asked, "Wat is it?"

"He died anyway. He didn't go off the high board, but we pulled himin and sent himoff in
the subway, and he got off at Flower Street and sone nuggers killed him H mtoo. Dammit. The sane
night. Dammit."

"Tony?"

"W can bust Pres | oose. One way or another. Did you know there's a cable fromthe Mayor's
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office to the Wiite House? It's for Civil Defense. W can give the Energency Alert and they'l
have to evacuate the city. W snatch Pres in the confusion. But what do we tell hinP Shall we tel
himit's ny fault? | designed it wong. | shouldn't have let themtalk ne into flat walls.™

"Tony, | don't know what you're tal king about."

"Flat walls. The flat walls nake Todos Santos look like a fort. O a prison. O a school
I could have done sonmething else. Different shapes. It would have been as easy to defend, because
you only have to defend the ground-floor |evel anyway. A pyra
m d, maybe. The damm | eapers woul dn't have conme flocking to a pyranmid. Wiy should they?"

"Build a pyramid and we have no greensward," Delores said. "I renmenber that argunent.
Tony, you wanted a pyram d."
"Yeah. | shoul d have fought harder."

"Why? Are you trying to bar Death from Todos Sant os?"

Rand | et out a great gust of a sigh. "Maybe. Maybe | am But | put an undertaker in here
. no, | didn't. It's one of the things | forgot. Barbara Churchward put an undertaker in a nonth
after we opened. Financed him"

She had himby the shoulders and was trying to shake him "People die, Tony. They die."

He | aughed. "Do you know what Pres would say? He'd say |I'mflying a starship in ny head.

He'd say | just planned to drop the deceased out of the airlocks."

"Would a Cvil Defense Alert break Pres out?"

"Ch. . ." It was getting hard to think. In theory an Irish coffee was the perfect drink
for this kind of work. It released your imagination without letting you sleep. "I'd think the rest

of the United States would get really irritated if we did that. Besides, how would we get to him
inthe traffic jan? No, scratch that one."

She studied himfor a nmonment. Then she stepped to the phone to order nore drinks. They
wai t ed, and she watched him

“"Not hi ng up nmy sleeves," Tony said. "I'mout of ideas, Delores. Sorry."

"I didn't nean to shoot you down," she said.

Tony shrugged.

The drinks came. She handed himhis, sipped fromher own. Then she noved behi nd hi mand
began to knead his neck and shoul ders. She had strong hands. "You're all knotted up," she said. It
felt good. His tension started to nelt beneath her fingers. "Did | do that to you?"

"We've got to think of sonething. Maybe | shoul dn't have shot you down every tine. Tony,
what if | just ask for a dozen ways to get Pres out of the dammed jail. And no renarks fromne."

"It isn't that."

"Well, what is it, then?"

The edges of Delores' hands drummed on his shoul der nuscles, alnost viciously, but it felt

good. It put a vibrato in Tony's voice. "l alnbst got seduced by ny wife."

The rhyt hm broke. "Wat did you say?"

"Ex-wife. | went to see Pres, but visiting hours weren't until four o' clock. So | set it
up with Genevieve to ~drop by and visit ny son. | got there and Zachary wasn't hone yet, it says
here. | don't know what kind of a dammed fool she thinks | am but she could prove it in court.

She had ne taking off my clothes before she asked for any prom ses."

Del ores said, "Take off your shirt and |lie down on your belly. On the floor."

He did. She knelt above his hips and went to work on his | ower back. Tony spraw ed out
with a long sigh. "I bet | inpressed her, though," he said. "I not only wal ked out of her bedroom
I waited in the living roomand drank coffee and made conversation until Zach cane hone. | think
he saw some tension, though. He's eleven, and he's bright. He knows there's sonething wong."

Del ores was running her thunbs along the edges of his scapulae and on up to the base of
his skull, digging in hard. "Wat does she want?"

"She wants to nove in here. Over ny dead body she will. Wien | wasn't getting rich and
fanous fast enough, she wal ked out on ne, taking ny son and custody of the noney. Now there's no
pl ace safe outside. . . unph. . . except the place |I built, you should pardon nmy natural egotism?"

"She's not after nore noney?"

"She'd better not be! She had a sharp | awer for the divorce. Cainmed that since she put
me through architecture and engi neering school, she had a right to a percentage of my incone
forever. Got some kind of sliding-scale alinony deal. She |ives damm well. Doesn't work. Well, to
be fair about it, she's on a dozen civic comittees and things. Toyed around wi th the FROVATES
back when we were first building Todos Santos-"

"I wouldn't think an ecosinp would want to live here." Del ores kneaded the shoul der
muscl es, working fromoutside in, then back out again.
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"Ah, give her credit. She didn't stay with that crowd very long."

"Tony, it doesn't add up-"

"What doesn't?"

"I'f Zach is el even-haven't you been here | onger than that?"

"Yeah. \Wat happened was | got through engi neering schoo
and wanted to study architecture. She didn't like that much. Wanted to quit work, start noving up
in the world. But she put up with it for a while, until | got the chance to spend a year at
Arcosanti-"

"That didn't pay enough?" Del ores guessed.

"Didn't pay at all. | had to pay to go there. Paolo never did have a | ot of nobney. So
Genevi eve wal ked out and started the divorce. Wile that was draggi ng through the courts | got
I ucky on the Orange County job. You may have heard about that. | was a new associ ate when the
finn's senior people bought it in a plane crash, and | was able to convince the clients that |
could finish the project, and | did, and Art Bonner |iked the work and he tal ked to the Ronul us
Board . . ." His voice trailed off sleepily, and he yawned. "A week after the divorce was final, I
ran into Genevieve at a cocktail party and one thing led to another." He withed at the nmenory.
"W had a | ot of problens, but inconpatibility wasn't one of them"

She let himchatter on while she pounded on his back

"Zach isn't even nmine," Tony said. "Well, | mean he is nmine. The blood types match, and
you'd know it just |ooking at himanyway. But legally he was concei ved out of wedlock, and I don't
have any claimon himat all."

"I"'msurprised you didn't remarry."

"Del ores, the norning after Zach was conceived, a dozen Sierra C ub people canme to her
apartnment for an energency strategy neeting. The energency was Todos Santos. The goddam chapter

president had a key to her apartnent! | wal ked out screanming, and didn't take any phone calls.
Zach was six nmonths old before I knew he existed. Hey, that feels wonderful." But talking about
Djinn is not relaxing, he thought. Not at all. Dam, she alnmbst had nme today. | wonder if she's
still as. . . oh, crap

"Take of f your pants."

He craned to | ook over his shoulder. "My legs are tense? Or-" He didn't bother to finish
Del ores had taken of f the tops of her hostess pajanas and was taking off the bottons.

Tony rolled over. "I hope | remenber howto do this," he said.

There was no pale skin on Delores, no mark of a bathing suit. Either she sunbathed nude on
her porch, or not at all. Her skin

was smooth and hot to the touch. "Now, that can hardly be called premature ejacul ation,” Tony
said, "considering |'ve been thinking about it for several years now."
She | aughed softly. "It's always better the second tine. Do you feel |ike scratching ny

back?"

Any excuse to touch you, he thought. Should he say that? "Any excuse to touch you," and he
ran his fingernails in large, luxurious circles, gradually descending. Djinn had always |iked
that. Bl oody hell, what a tine to think of her. But she's the only woman |'ve ever been really
intimate with., Intinmte, as opposed to-what? |Is this intinacy?

She noved and nmade purring sounds when he reached the swell of her buttocks. "Erogenous
zone, nmark," he said.

"Check. | bet | can find yours."

They nmade | ove again, and it was better. Good the first time, better the second, and how
long could they keep that up? She left himflat on his back, checked their Irish coffees and found
them col d, and ordered fresh

One nore datum for the bartender, Tony thought. He rolled on one el bow to watch her as she
wal ked about the apartnment, naked. She was as he had i magi ned her when she wore the orange hostess
paj amas, except that she had been wearing a bra and panties. She canme back, found hi mready,
spread himflat on his back to reverse their positions. They were at clinmax when the Irish coffees
arrived, and the table dinged to announce the fact, and Tony started | aughing and couldn't stop
Wul d Todos Sant os be pleased that Rand and Del ores-the court magician and the keeper of the privy
seal -were in love? Likely they would

He sipped Irish coffee and contenpl ated her back and the world was a nice place to live
in.

"Where did you neet her?" Del ores asked softly.

"Tenth grade al gebra cl ass-uh, who?"
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"Never mind."

The sky was gray with dawn, and they'd finished anot her round of drinks, and she stil
hadn't nentioned Preston Sanders, and Tony Rand wasn't sleepy at all. "Let's lay down sone rules,"”
he said. "First, we want sonething we can back out of. Second, we
don't mnd using Todos Santos equipnent, if that's what it takes, and if we can say it was stolen
Third, we involve as few people as possible. W use only people near the top."

She nodded. At no tine did she seem puzzled at what he nmight be tal king about. And then he
knew. Their love affair was several hours old now, and it was going just fine. But it had started

when Del ores decided that Tony Rand had to be jarred | oose fromhis depression. . . sonehow
And it's still felony conspiracy.
Dam Lunan. Resident magi ci an? Everyone who saw that show woul d know who pl anned t he
jailbreak. But if |I stop planning now. . . or just keep nmy nouth shut?

He was kneeling cross-legged on the bed, |ooking down at his feet. He didn't have to | ook
up. He knew that Del ores was waiting, cross-legged herself, the mingled sweat drying on her, her
expression serious, waiting.

Dammi t, nobody can command a genius to rmake new i nventions. Nader tried that on Genera
Motors. Ceneral Mdtors made a car that wouldn't start unless the seat belt was fastened, and
soneti mes not even then, and sonme wonman got raped by four big nen because she couldn't start her
car fast enough to drive away fromthem and it al nost happened to Djinn that time the purse
snat cher chased her except she had the spray can of toilet bow cleaner-fah

Al 1've got to say is- "lI've got part of an answer," he said, and now he was conmitted.
The dawn |ight showed her joy, and she was beautiful. "lI've got to talk about it with soneone. And
I've got to know where they're holding Pres. To the centinmeter. My problemis, do | involve you?
You'd be a co-conspirator."

"Come on, Tony!" Her hands on his hands. "lI'min. Wiat are we going to do?"

He told her. She started |aughing, and he joined her.
Xl
"Tis not what man does which exalts him but what man
woul d do!

- Robert Browni ng, Sau

SCHEMES
Genevi eve Rand woke to the realization that there was a nman in her bed. It took her a nonment to
renenmber who it was, and she al nost | aughed al oud, because it wasn't all that usual. A worman with
an el even-year-old boy didn't get too many opportunities to begin with, and although Genevi eve had-
in her view anyway- far nore than her share of sexual drive, she was also rather particul ar about
her bed partners.
Arnol d Renn had | ooked better in the dark. This norning his nouth was open and he snored gently.
Genevieve tried to sit up, and her head pounded. Another unusual situation. Slowy it cane back to
her. Tony's visit. Dam. | alnost had him So close. Then that goddam pride, his and ni ne bot h,
that al ways got in our way when what we both wanted to do was hop in the sack and nmake believe it
was an old Chevrolet van stuck in a snowdrift in Mnnesota and we thought we'd better share
bl ankets or we'd freeze and neither one of us knew anythi ng about how to do it but we managed
dammed ni cely anyway thank you, and- A long tine ago.

But it wasn't M nnesota and we weren't in twelfth grade, and yesterday wasn't an accident.
Yest erday woul d have been the
nost deliberate seduction in history. If it had worked. And | alnobst had him If | could have kept
my goddam nout h shut! Who was the idiot who said honesty was the best policy? But- But would it
have been any good to get Tony in the sack for a
fast lay? Maybe it was better this way. | didn't get him but do | want himfor a hal f-hour stand
with Zach coning home- Arnold had showed up the norning after Zach was concei ved.
If it hadn't been for Arnold Renn and his goddam key to the apartment, Zach woul d have a fat her

Not fair. Arnold picked up the pieces when Tony wal ked out.
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And he's never denmanded anything, and he was here to pick up

the pieces last night, too. I ama desirable woman. | am danmit!
I know | am But Tony sure didn't let ne think so. He didn't say
I was a scheming old witch, but he might as well have.

Tony left, and Zach got an invitation to an all-night canp-out treasure hunt, and the
bottl e of bourbon was hal f-enpty when Arnold dropped by for the first tinme in a year, and even
then he woul dn't have got anywhere except that docunmentary came on and there was Tony | ooking so
i fipping snug.

Under her breath she said, "Court mmgician, forsooth!" and got up and went to the kitchen
Her thoughts ran on: Court nmmgician, and what am|? And what is Zach? And even if Tony doesn't
care for ne anynore (and he does, he does, dam it, | can feel it, | know he does) he sure as hel
ought to feel sonething for Zach

Nine A M Zach wouldn't be home before noon, so there was tine. She was dammed if she'd
I et Zach find Professor Arnold Renn in their apartnment. O anybody else, for that matter, but
especially Renn. Zach would probably get out that pellet gun Tony gave himfor his |ast birthday
i f he thought he could get at Dr. Renn. Zach tended to worship his father (and I've never tried to
change that, it's not like a |ot of divorced couples where there's conpetition for affection, |
want Zach to like his father, but Tony's never thought about that and neverwll).

She began breakfast, and the snell of eggs Benedict brought Arnold sl eepy eyed and
unshaven to the table in an old dressing gown that he'd brought over a dozen years before and
she'd never quite got around to throwi ng out even after Arnold married. He'd never |ooked |ess
attractive, but Cenevieve didn't resist when he kissed her. He was dutiful, not passionate, so
there wasn't a fight,
al t hough she woul dn't have minded having a fight and getting himout of her Iife forever, except-
Except what? she wondered as she sat across the table from
him Except that he can nake ne feel wanted? There are other men who can do that, why keep this
one around? He's persistent, 1'll say that-"Arnold, why did you cone over yesterday?" she asked.

He | ooked puzzled. "I hadn't seen you in a while and | m ssed you. Wiay?" Hi s puzzl ed | ook
seenmed genui ne enough.

"Ch-1 don't know. Tony was over yesterday."

"Was he, now? To see Zach?"

"Unfortunately."

Renn | ooked pai ned. "Cenevieve, | have never understood your infantile infatuation wth
that man. You' re worth a hundred of him™

She giggled. "You' ve nade it clear you think he's got a negative worth. Wat's a hundred
times a mnus nunber?"

He shared her laugh. "You know what | neant." He was silent for a nonent. "Genevieve-"

He'd tried to call her "Gun" once, and it sounded like Tony's "Djinn," and she coul dn't
stand that.

"CGenevi eve, for CGod's sake, if you feel that way, why don't you take hi mback?"

"Take him back!" She | aughed and felt rising hysteria and choked that off so that her
voi ce was cal m when she said, "Wat, and live in the termte hill?"

"If need be."

"I thought you Fromates hated that place."

“"I"'mnot a Fromate. But yes, | disapprove of Todos Santos. For a lot of reasons which I'm
sure you're tired of hearing ne repeat. | was thinking of you. And your son. |'ve always |oved
bot h of you-"

| guess you have, she thought. At |east enough to ask ne to marry you. Several tines, in
fact.

And she'd often wondered: did Renn think Zach was hi s? He coul d have been. She'd sl ept
with Renn the night before Zach was conceived. And again after Tony wal ked out. The blood tests
made it certain, but Arnold didn't know about them Ws he still wondering?

"Are you going to see him agai n?" Renn asked. "I doubt it."
"You ought to. Look, if there's anything | can do to hel p-"

"Greater love and all that? You'll help nme trap nmy ex-husband? Regretfully, of course-"

"Sonething like that," he said. "I really do want you to be happy."

"What does Tina think of all this?"

Renn shrugged. "Tina doesn't interfere.”

He'd tried to speak in a tone of indifference, but his voice was full of irony all the
same. Cenevieve wondered if the stories she'd heard were true, that Tina slept around, with
Arnol d's associ ates and sonetinmes even with students. She didn't know Arnold's friends anynore
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not for years, since she'd quit the Moverment. Open marriages were said to be quite conmon now, but
Genevi eve didn't know anyone who admitted |iving that way.

"Maybe if you noved into Todos Santos,” Arnold said. "You' d be closer to him Ah-if it's
money, | think | could help you."

"Sure you could. G ve nme enough to becone a stockholder in the Box." Her |laugh was bitter
"What's the matter, Arnold? Gving up the crusades?"

"Damm it, | amtrying to put you ahead of ideol ogies."

"l guess you are. That's sweet." Also just a little unbelievable, she thought. Wat has
come over hinP "Arnold, it's not noney. Between what Tony sends and ny aunt's |legacy | probably
coul d buy enough shares to live in Todos Santos. But Tony doesn't want ne there. He'd see ne as ~
threat. And, ny friend, you don't know what trouble is until you've triggered Anthony Rand's
paranoi a! No, thanks."

"So you have to nake himwant you there,"” Renn said. "And you have sonet hing he wants-|
presune he does want Zach? He believes Zach to be his?"

"Yes." Danmit, he knows Zach is his. Wiy didn't | say that?

"Then negotiate. Tell himyou don't like it in Los Angeles. You're going a |long way off,

so far he'll never see Zachary again, unless you' ve got a better alternative. It's worth a try-"

"“l1've thought of that," she said, nore to herself than to Renn. "Tony doesn't blackmail-"

"If you say it right, it isn't blackmail, it's an opportunity for
himto talk you out of something." He stood. "If you'll excuse ne a nonent-"

"Sure."

Renn left the room Genevieve drumred her fingers against the dinette table. It m ght
work, it just might. | never wanted to put that kind of pressure on Tony, but why not? |I'm not
getting any younger. And if Zach is ever going to live in an arcol ogy, he ought to grow up in one.

M ght as well get dressed. She started toward the bedroom Arnold was in the hail. "Wat

in the world are you doi ng?" she asked.
"Ch, | dropped the tel ephone. Just checking to see that | didn't break anything. Looks al
He tightened the earpiece cover and set the phone down.
"I will talk to Tony," GCenevieve said. "And-1 think you're nore right than you know. If |
can't bring himaround, it probably would be better to | eave Los Angeles."

"Hate to see you go," Arnold said. "But | can understand. Main thing is, whatever you do
I"mon your side. Just don't forget that."

"I won't. You're sweet, Arnold. Thanks."

right.’

Tony Rand got off the elevator and went to the bal cony edge. M dgard was a sight he al ways
stopped for, even if it did trigger acrophobia.

Too bad Del ores couldn't be here with him But there'd be tinme and they both had work to do, and
al ways woul d. But being

in love was a new experience (well, new again; he'd felt this way when he was narried to

Genevi eve) and he didn't want to be parted fromher even for alittle while, even for this men-
only luncheon.

He stood hal fway between the floor of the Mall and the top of the pillar. Mdgard was egg
shaped, with view wi ndows all around, and the bar at the snmall end. It was packed with nen in
t hree- pi ece suits.

They tended to form groups, snmall clunps of stability while others circulated with grim
det erm nati on, naneuvering to be introduced. The ol der (and probably wealthier) men would find
thensel ves in conversation with the younger newconers, conversation punctuated with quick turns to
greet old friends. Tony shook his head. There wouldn't be any real business conversation here.

A dozen hostesses circul ated through the crowd; |ong-legged, pretty girls in their best
party dresses, obviously nodels hired for the |uncheon. There'd been a tine when Tony woul d have
| ooked at themwi stfully and wondered how he could get to know one of them Now he could be anused
at the other nmen's efforts, which, when you cane down to it, were futile anyway. These girls
weren't for sale (although they certainly were interested in furthering their careers-).

H s new found objectivity was enlightening and wonder f ul

But the roomwas far too crowded. There were el bows everywhere. The transparent walls
hel ped dispel feelings of claustrophobia, but they did nothing to alleviate bruises and spilled
drinks. Conversations flowed around him none interesting enough to catch his attention, although
it made Tony feel good to find that he could understand what the people next to himwere saying.
The sound-absorbent cones in the ceiling worked perfectly, keeping down echoes and the genera
noi se | evel despite the overcrowdi ng.
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In fact, he thought, maybe they work too well: There was a chap yelling his head off at a
friend not nore than five neters away, and the friend was ignoring him Deaf? Rude, as the yeller
obvi ously thought? Tony went over to find out, fighting his way to a place next to the man bei ng
yelled at. He turned and |i stened.

"Sam goddanmmit, | know bl cody well you can hear ne!"

Tony could just nmake out the words. He shouted back, "No, he can't hear you." To nake it
nore effective he made it ook as if he were screaming at the top of his lungs, know ng the
shouter wasn't going to catch on. Then he pushed his way across again. "See? You can't get his
attention fromthat far away. It always surprises Angelinos on their first visit to Mdgard."

"Ah. Ckay." He | ooked at Tony, puzzled, then in conprehension. "Rand. The court nmgician
You design this place?"

"Sone of it. The sound absorbers. Not the rest of Mdgard, although | wish | had."

"It's nice," the man agreed. He put out his hand. "Joe Adler. |I'mw th D sney Studios.
was admring the holos." He pointed
up to the center of the ceiling, where a probe's-eye view of Saturn hung in splendor. The view
changed as the probe noved toward the Rings, wi de-angle views of .the Saturnian system alternating
with closeups of the intricate Ring structure, panning over to the tw sted streaners of the F-
ring, then back to wide angle. "That's dammed nice."

"Thanks. That part's mne too. Wien the probe gets past, the lunch is officially over."

"Good work. You ever think of consulting for the studios? You could nake a bundle."

Tony grinned. "In ny copious free time. | take it this is your first visit?"

Adl er nodded. "Yeah, | just got pronoted. One of the studio brass suggested |I shoul d
contribute to Big Brothers. Suggested it strong enough that | called in and reserved a ticket the
same day." He gestured at the crowd. "How do we get a drink?"

"Allow ne," Tony said. He waved toward a waitress to get her attention and to | et her see
hi s gol d- edged badge. She wiggled through the crowd |ike an exotic dancer, never touchi ng anyone,
took their drink orders, and vani shed. In an astonishingly short tinme she reappeared with a tray.

"Quess you are a nmmgician,"” Adler said. "There-My CGod!"

"What ?" Tony denanded.

"Soneone just fell past the window" There were a | ot of people clustered around the
wi ndows now. They chattered excitedly, but there was no aura of panic.

Damed strange, Tony thought. He pushed his way through the crowd, heedl ess of custom or good
manners or anything el se. Another |eaper? O Fromates- "There goes another one,"” one of the
busi nessnen shout ed.

oW

A human-si zed Gol den Plover with iridescent feathers fell past in a headl ong swan dive.
Tony reached the window just in tine to see the diver brought up short by the cables that trailed
out behind. He-no, she-had alnost hit the Mall deck before the cables had conpletely stretched.
Now the girl bounced through the air, arnms w despread, held by a pair of enornous shock cords, a
riot of brilliant color. Seconds |ater she was joined by a boy dressed as a California condor

"Bungee divers," soneone said.

Aha, Tony thought. They do that-where? Mexico? South Seas? Sonewhere. Dive off tree
pl atforns and use vines to stop thenselves. He | ooked up to see that Adler had followed himto the
wi ndow. "They ought to warn us about entertainment like that!" Adler said.

"Damed right. | nearly had a heart attack."” But it was damed interesting. Wnder why we
never had anyone do that before? Maybe it'll catch on

Adl er drained his glass. "There sure are a |lot of prizes."

Tony nodded. The luncheon included a raffle. The biggest prize sat in the nmiddle of the
room roped off, crowding the bar area even further. Everyone was crowding to the wi ndow, so Tony
made his way to the center area and exanined the machine: a floatcycle. He'd never seen one of the
t wo- person ground effect vehicles up close, but the ads said it would go over any |land or swanp
terrain as well as calmwater. There were other prizes around the walls: portable televisions,
expensi ve clothing, a hang glider, jewelry, and half a dozen kinds of hone conputers. He turned
back to see that he'd | ost Joe Adler to one of the hostesses. She was an Angelino, Tony noticed.
She' d probably seen the Disney Studio |abel on his badge.

As usual there were too many at the table, so that Tony's el bows were janmed into his
sides. He didn't catch the nanes as people were introduced (or if he did he didn't remenber then)
so he had no idea of whom he was talking to, but they did seemto adnmre the decor, particularly
t he hol ograns.

file:/l/F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (81 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:06 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

“I"'msurprised to find sonmebody |ike you sitting with us,"
said. "I saw~ Art Bonner in the bar."

Tony smiled and tried to be friendly. "Corporate policy. Wien we have outside guests, they
like us to mngle."

"Makes sense."

General | y does, Tony thought. O course |'mnot the world' s best anbassador, but what the

the beefy man across the table

hell. And it was fun tal king about the hol ograns.
A coupl e of radio conmics had been inported to raffle off the prizes. They also told jokes. Fairly
rough ones- "I wasn't too sure about our welcome. | don't know if Floyd
noti ced, but they brought us in through Accessway 9, Level 18, past the hydrogen pipe-"

"-and the big sign that says~ 'Do your bit Thr hunman evolution.' | haven't been so nervous
since the Reverend Jones invited ne to Guyana for a cool drink."

"Anot her exanple of evolution in action, | suppose. Neverthestill, here we are, once

again, to help redistribute the wealth-"

"Taking fromthe rich to give to the rich."

"But first, these updates for those of you who |ike to keep posted on what's happeni ng
outside these walls." The comi cs whi pped sheets of notes frominside pockets.

"We're still paying taxes."

"We're still conplaining about paying taxes."

"Death and taxes and a word from our sponsor. Hey, you people seemto have solved taxes,
how re you doi ng on-"
"| ake!"

Unconfortabl e | aughter

"-Sponsors? Hey, speaking of sponsors, Janmes Shapiro would |like to update you on anot her
aspect of the outside world: the great work being done by Big Brothers of. . ."

"Those birds have been retired for years," Tony said. The man to his left chuckled. "Sure.
And who do you suggest we get?"

Tony frowned. "Ah. Yeah, | see. Jake and Fl oyd have been retired | ong enough that we
remenber them from before we built Todos Santos-"

"Exactly. Wiile nodern radi o people are known nostly to freeway drivers. Look, |'mLouis
Char p-" Qui ck handshake. "I did a lot of the work setting this up. Jake and Fl oyd have been good

to us, we'd probably bring them as guests, but how can we~ get a little nore current?"

Jake and Fl oyd began raffling off prizes, with the assistance of sone of the |ladies. Tony
mul | ed over the problem Wat stars woul d Angelinos and Saints have in conmon?

Loui s Charp asked, "Do you still watch TV? Soaps, situation conedi es?"
"Not those, no. They don't seemto nmake nuch sense. News well, nostly in-house news, actually.
Even the Toni ght Show
nonol ogue was pretty cryptic last tinme | watched. W get novies
on the cable,” Tony realized suddenly. "That new guy in Star Wars Eight, the sarcastic one who
keeps poking holes in Han Sol o' s physics?”

"Rip Mendez. Mm . . maybe. He might go for it. He's got an adopted son."

The tabl e enptied, and Tony was able to nobve again. He stretched with a sigh of gratitude
and ordered another cognac. For the monent his mind was clear of problems. He'd half finished the
cognac when he becane aware of a nan standi ng expectantly near his chair. Tony didn't recognize
hi m

"You're Tony Rand, aren't you?" the man asked. "I recognize you fromLunan's docunentary."

Tony sighed. It was flattering to be recogni zed, but there was a price to that. "Yeah, |I'm
the court magician."

The man grinned and put out his hand. "CGeorge Harris,

he said. "W've got a mutual friend-

Tony frowned. He was sure he'd heard the nane before.

"Preston Sanders," Harris said. "My cell nate on weekends."

"Have you escaped fromthe jail?" Tony asked.

"I'n a manner of speaking-"

Tony's nood was conpl etely shattered now. "How?"

"I just wal ked out-they let nme out, Sunday night to dawn Saturday. Except for holidays.
Hol i days | go back in." He explained the work furlough program "But weekends | roomwth Pres."

Li ke a bl oody onmen, Tony thought. "How are they treating you?"

"Not too bad, now Mnd if | join you?" Harris didn't wait for an answer. He sat next to
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Tony and caught the waiter's eye. "Two brandi es. Anyway, it was pretty rough before they noved ne
in with Sanders, but nowit's all right."

"Could you take sonmething to Pres for me?"

"Not hi ng you couldn't send himthrough the Sheriff's office," Harris said. He grimaced.
"They search us going in. Wy, did you want to send sonething? |I'd be glad to hel p, anything
could do to help that fine young nan-"

It wasn't hard to draw Harris out. He liked to talk. He wanted to tell Tony about his
el ectrical supply business in between stories

about the jail, but after a while Tony had a good picture of the jail schedule.
The weekend schedul e, he reninded hinmsel f. They m ght do things differently the rest of
the tine. So it'll be a weekend, he thought, and his heart thudded once, hard.

“I try to cheer himup," Harris was saying. "These things don't last. Look at Wtergate.
Forgotten. And all those big Mafia scandals. Sane thing. People don't renenber after a while. O
course that was pretty drastic, killing those kids, and Jim Pl anchet keeps things stirred up good,
but I don't talk to Pres about that. Mstly | try to get himto keep in shape. Exercise. If he'd
work out good every day, he could | eave that place in better shape than he went in. Look at the
bright side, that's what | tell him"

"Pres gets pretty noody," Tony said.

"Boy, and how, it's all | can do to get himtalking-"

"He's also polite."

"Yeah, he sure is-hey, it was great nmeeting you. |'ve got to get back to the office now.
Could I come see you sonetine? I'd sure like to show you those new conputerized |ight switch
units. | can nake you a hell of a price in the quantities you'd buy-"

“I"I'l call you sonmetine," Tony said. "Thanks for telling me about them" They shook hands
and Tony waited until Harris had left, then picked up the untouched brandy that Harris had ordered
for him

H s hands were shaking as he drained the gl ass.

.Xlv
There is nothing-absol utely nothing-half so much worth doi ng-as sinply nessing about in boats.
-Water Rat in The Wnd in the WI I ows

PERCEPTI ONS
Bar bara Churchward smiled at the couple across the table fromher. "Then it's settled,” she said.
"I don't think you've made a nistake."

"I hope not," Rebecca Plan said. She seened nervous. Wi ch, Barbara thought, she had every
right to be. Ted and Rebecca Plan had just bet everything they owned on a long shot. O course it
was a long shot for Barbara Churchward, too, but she was used to that sort of thing. Not all her
ganbl es had to succeed. Just enough to cover the rest and nmake a bottomline profit. It was
different for Ted and Rebecca.

"We' || have the equipnent installed by next Monday," Barbara said. "I've found space for
you not far from your apartnent."

"When coul d we nove in?" Rebecca asked.

Barbara stared thoughtfully at the ceiling for a monent. "Tonorrow after four," she said.

"The Services people will have everything ready then."
"You nake things happen so fast,"” Ted Flan said. "I wouldn't have believed it-"
Bar bara shrugged. "If it's worth doing at all, there's no point in being slow about it.

Quite the opposite. The sooner you get into
the market, the bigger your share will be." She gave himher best snile. "And I"'mcertain it wll
be a large share."

"I think so, too
chance--"

VWi ch just mght be true, Barbara thought. Ted Plan was a brilliant nman with insufficient
confidence in hinself. It wasn't that he didn't have the drive. He worked hinself silly. Wth his
energy properly directed- Just now, though, the problemwas to get rid of them The deal was nade,
t he papers signed, and there was nmore work to do. But of course the Plans weren't the kind of
peopl e who coul d | eave drinks hal f-finished in an expensive place like this. Normally she'd never

Rebecca said. "I always thought Ted could be rich, if he just had a
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have brought them The Inferno Bar was hardly the place to do busi ness. M dgard was rmuch better
You coul d | eave people to enjoy Mdgard and they'd never notice you' d gone. But Mdgard was taken
up by the Big Brothers' fund raiser, and Rebecca had wanted to see Inferno.

It was worth seeing. One whole wall was a | ooped hol ogramtape of Antarctica: icy crags
eroded by winds |laced with fine snow, all in glare white. Another showed hol ograns of vol canos:
rivers of |ava cascading down into the sea, fiery eruptions of flane and snoke into the night,
then pan downward to towns and farns and fields covered with gray ash. (And in the m dst of death
there is life, Barbara noticed: Among the ruins of a forest there were tiny green shoots peeking
above the thick layers of gray.)

"Great place if you dig bleak," Ted said

"There are those who like it," Barbara said. She nodded to acknow edge a greeting froma
gathering of men in three-piece suits grouped around a table near the bar. Two had shed their
jackets and were arm w estling.

QO hers canme to join them

"When does anyone get their work done?" Rebecca asked. "It |ooks |ike the whol e business
conmmuni ty-"

Barbara | aughed. "It very nearly is. The Big Brothers' |unch was today. Annual event. They
figure they' Il never get any work done because they're hal f-1ooped. So why not finish the job?

I neluding, | see, the General Mnager of this place. Unh-if you could nanage to excuse ne, | think
I'd better join him™"

"Ch, sure, not at all," Ted said. He stood quickly.

Rebecca joined himreluctantly. "W haven't seen the casino-"

"Plenty of chances for that," Ted said. "We'Ill be living here." Yes, Barbara thought. And | wonder
just how rmuch interest in

the casi no Rebecca has? MLUE. Mnitor financial activities at Inferno for new residents Ted and
Rebecca Flan. Notify me of any activity over two hundred doll ars.

"After all,"” Ted was saying, "W wouldn't want to see everything in one day-"
"l suppose not," Rebecca said.
Bar bara stood and offered her hand. "I think you'll be very happy here. Good | uck."

They shook hands, and Ted turned away. Then he stopped. "Ch. | forgot." He fished in his
coat pocket and cane up with a key which he held out to Barbara. "You will take care of Katie,
won't you? She's sonething special-"

"We'| | find her a good home," Barbara said. She put the key in her purse and watched them
| eave the bar. \Wen they were gone, she turned to go back to her office.

" Bar bara-"

Nuts, she thought. No escape now. Tony Rand had seen her, and he | ooked a good bit nore
than hal f-1ooped. "Hi, Tony."

"Hi. I'd like to ask you a favor."

"Ch? Sure, if | can-"

"It's kind of conplicated,” Tony said.

"Well, | was planning on working-"
“"It's inportant,"” Tony said. He led her toward a table. Barbara watched analytically as
she followed. He's part drunk and damed nervous, she thought. 1'd better see what he wants.

Rand waved at the waitress, and nonents | ater she brought hima Scotch and a Pink Lady for
Bar bar a.

"Sonetines this place is just alittle too efficient,’
a drink." Nor, for that matter, did you.

"Rel ax," Rand said. "You can't work today. Nobody sober to interact with."

“"You've a point there," she said. The armwestling gane was continuing |oudly-an Angelino
deputy district attorney agai nst one of Shapiro's assistants. "Wat's your problem Tony?"

"Hah. 1've got a dozen problens. Including Art's latest idiocy-',

"Yes?"

"Ch, you know"

"No, | don't, Tony," Barbara said.

Barbara said. "I didn't really need

"But you have to know. You're on the managenent council. He has to tell you. It's in his
charter." He gave her a wi nk. "You know"
She |l et her voice show inpatience. "Tony, | don't have the |east idea of what you're
tal king about, and I don't have tine to play games."
"But-" He |ooked up at the ceiling. "The cones work. | don't think anyone can hear us-"
"Tony, if you're about to say sonething Art wants kept secret, |'d advise you not to.

There are Angelinos all over."
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"Yeah. | know." He tossed off the Scotch and waved at the waitress. "That wasn't the favor
| wanted anyway."

"Good." MLLIE Link ne to Bonner. "Art, your court magi. cian is in his cups and wants to
babbl e all our secrets."

"I have another problem I|I'mafraid of my wife."

"What ?"

"Ex-wife. She called ne. Wants to talk seriously with ne. If | don't give in to her
demands, she noves to New York and takes our son with her."

"Barbara, | see you. Want nme to conme over?"
"Not just yet. But you better think of a way to get himout of here."
"That's easy. Gve ne ten mnutes and he'll be gone."

"What are her denmands, Tony?"

"She wants to live here, for starters,
"And you don't want her."

"No. Good Lord no. Not now. "

"But you don't want her to nove to New York."

Tony said. "And | think she wants ne."

"Why not ?"

"I don't-1 just don't."

Tell me about Cenevi eve Rand.

Data poured into her mind. She hadn't tine to digest it all, but one thing was obvious. "I
suppose it's the boy?"

"Yes-"

"Are you being fair to him Tony?" Barbara asked. "You're building your starship, and
you' re | eaving your son behind-"

"You didn't have to be so damed bl unt about it."

"Sure | did. That's what's bothering you, isn't it?"

"Yes, but | don't know what to do about it. Barbara, the only way he could live here is to
have Djinn live here too. He's legally hers, not mine."

"Yes, Tony, | know. But | don't know why you're so dead set agai nst her being here."

Tony was quiet for a long tinme. Barbara shook her head. She'd never understood Rand, but
he seemed stranger than usual today.

"If-" he hesitated. "If | had to see her every damm day |'d probably be nmarried to her in
a year."

"But if-Tony, if you think you'd marry her again, why would that be so bad?"

"Because she's lived off me for all these damm years," Tony said. "And she never did a
damm thing for ne all that tine. Wiere was she when | needed her? Nowit's the other way around."

"So you' re naki ng her pay, but you get no satisfaction fromlt because it hurts your son."

"You sure have a way with words," Tony said. He brooded for a nonment. "But | guess it's
true."”

"Then it's sinple enough. Bring her here and put her on the other side of the building.
Todos Santos is a big place."”

"What woul d she do here?"

Bar bara di gested nore information. "She seens to have done all right as a civic |eader
Quite a natural organizer. | expect she'd do well. Probably be a nei ghborhood representative
within a couple of years-oh. That's the problem isn't it? You think she'd do too well."

“I'"'mnot that petty."

Oh yes you are, ny friend, Barbara thought. | wonder just how long that little dilemma has
been eating away at you. "Art, | really think you should get Tony out of here soon."
"I'"ve sent for reinforcements. Shall | join you now?"

"One nonent nore." "Tony, what do you want ne to do?"
"I want you to talk to her. Negotiate for nme. You're the sharpest negotiator | know "
"Sure," Barbara said. "I expect | am But for all my fabul ous
skills, Tony, what can | do? You don't know what you want, so how could | get it for you?"
"I don't know. You could do sonething. Better~than | can." He hunched his shoul ders
forward and stared into his drink. "Let her in. | won't be here anyway."
"Tony, what in the world are you tal king about?”
"Not hi ng-Hel l o, Art. Enter the Grand Hi gh Executioner."
"Art, what in the devil is wong with hin?" "I told himto plan a jailbreak. He's scared."
,~ 1,, "Contingency plan."
"Sorry | couldn't be with you earlier,

Bonner said. "Big powwow with MacLean Stevens." He
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shrugged. "Nothing we could really tal k about, of course. The situation's cut and dried. Planchet
want s bl ood, and Mac's got to supply sone.”

"Qurs," Tony said. "Maybe he'll get nore than he expects. |'ve been | ooking up the | aw on
conspi racy-"

"That will do." Bonner's voice was edged with ice. "You' re drunk. Take the afternoon off."

"Ch, yass, baas. Take the day off. Shuffle off, shuckin' and jivin' all the way-"

"This won't do at all," Barbara thought. "Rough and snoot h?"

"Right."

She put her hand on Tony's arm "Art's right, we've all had too much." She pointed to the
| ow table by the bar. The armwestlers were still at it, and there was a five-way conversation

over their heads, with no one listening to anyone. "And we're the soberest people here!"

"H, Tony. M. Bonner." Delores cane to the table. Bonner stood.

"Hell, you sent for her, too," Rand said. "Christ, no nore privacy than a gol dfish
There's something wong with the whole idea of this place. People can't live like this."

"Ch, hush," Delores said. She sat next to Rand. "Wat did you expect M. Bonner to do,
send you hone al one?" She grinned. "I've got the afternoon off, too. Can we think of sonmething to
do?"

Rand rubbed his head. "Maybe we coul d-"

"That's the spirit. Let's go." Delores stood and dragged Tony up. "Cee whil hikers, M.

W zard, you wal k funny-"

"Ch, shut up," Rand said, but he wal ked with her out of the room

"Whew. "

"Yeah. "

"What did he want fromyou? He spent |ong enough telling you."

"He wants nme to negotiate with his ex.wife. He wants-"

"STOP |

The command was a shout in Barbara's head. Involuntarily she put her hands over her ears.
"My God, Art, don't do that!"

"Sorry." Bonner |ooked nervously around the room

"Are you all right? Has everyone gone insane here?"

He was | ooking at her but not seeing her. She'd never seen Art Bonner |ike that.

I ndeci sive. Sonething really strange was happening- "Let's go sonewhere," Art said. "And-keep the
conversation verbal and trivial for a while."

"Sure-where do you want to go? Your office? Mne?" My place or yours. Hah. That'll be the
day. | wonder what it would be like? She felt his hand on her arm and she stood, letting him
gui de her past an erupting Mount St. Helens. His grip was firm She couldn't remenber if he'd ever
touched her before. They'd al ways been wary of each other, two executives with sonmething |ike
tel epathy, guarding their thoughts when they were together, never a man and a woman.

He | ed her onto a crowded pedway. Todos Santos people autonatically noved asi de to nake
room for them but the Angelinos either didn't recognize themor didn't care. No one spoke to
them and they rode in silence.

Strange. Weird, Barbara thought. We could tal k without being overheard, only he doesn't
want to talk through MLLIE Something of his sense of urgency kept her fromusing MLLIE at all
and she rode through the crowded Mall, silent, feeling cut off fromthe world and al one for the
first time in years.

The guard at the exit gate stared in surprise. "Don't you want sonmeone to go with you, M.
Bonner ?"
"Thanks, Riley, we'll be all right. Going to | ook at some prop
erty. MLLIE can find us if we're needed,” Bonner said. He | ed Barbara out to the subway platform
"Art, what in hell are we doing?" she asked when they were away fromthe gate.
"CGetting out of Todos Santos for a while."
"Where are we going? | have to tell mnmy staff-"
"No. Please. Not this tine. W won't be gone long." She |ooked at himintently. "Are you drunk?"
"Alittle. Has nothing to do with this."
"Al'l right. But where are we goi ng?"
"Anywhere. Restaurant. Coffee shop. Soneplace random™
"Boy, Wien you ifip out, you really do it, don't you?" Atrain rushed into the station and
stopped. They hopped on it and found seats. Bonner's face was a deadpan, no visible enption, a
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study in self-control, and that was a little frightening too. "Any preference on where we get
of f ?" she asked.
"No, but let's nake it a couple of stops nore."

"Sure." She | ooked thoughtful for a second. "I know where we can go."
"Fne. Lead the way."
Meaning don't say it out |oud? she wondered. Well, | won't. The train pulled into the

Marina station, and she waited until the |last nonent, then grabbed Art's hand and pulled him
"Let's go," she said. They ran out just as the car doors closed.

She was | aughing as they went up the steps. "Wre you really worried about soneone
followi ng us? Because | think | took care of that-"

"You sure did. But no, | wasn't especially worried about that."

They cane out to bright daylight a hundred yards fromthe ocean. To their right was a | ong
stretch of beach, with dozens of Angelinos playing in the surf, doing exercises on sw ngs and
jungl e gyms, or just lying around on the beach

"Nice idea," Art said. "I haven't been for a wal k on the beach in ages."”

"Actually | had sonething else in mind," Barbara said. She led himoff to the left, into
the maze of slips and piers and docks, through a forest of sail boat nmasts, searching for a slip
number. "This way," she said. They wal ked out a long pier and stopped in front of a big single-
mast ed boat. The nanme painted across the stemwas Katherine I11.

"What's this?"

"I just bought it,"” Barbara said. "Well, for the conpany, but |I've got the keys. Want to
hel p me aboard? My skirt's a little tight to clinb that rail-"

"Sure," he said. "Uh-those heels aren't going to work so well on teak decks."

"Right." She took themoff, then let Art Iift her over the plastic-coated wire guard rail
"Pretty boat," she said.

Art nodded. "Forty-foot notor sailor. You could sail around the world in this. You bought
it?"

"More or less. | took over the paynments." She took out the key and unl ocked the
conpani onway. A | adder |ed down to a |arge saloon cabin fitted out with wi de padded berths that
served as seats along both sides of a cockpit table. Art foll owed her down.

She | ooked around in the nahogany | ockers. "Aha. JTS Brown," she said, holding up a bottle
of bourbon. "O should |I make coffee?"

"Alittle bourbon won't hurt,"” Bonner said. He found glasses in a fitted | ocker, and a
small refrigerator bel ow supplied cold water. They sat at the table and Barbara poured.

"Typical story." Barbara said. "Young couple, bright guy doing well witing software for a
conput er conpany. Making |ots of noney, but they got in over their heads. Cars, fancy apartnment,
furniture, this boat-so when his boss reneges on pronotions, what can the poor bastard do? He
can't go start his own conpany, not owing all that noney." She grinned. "So | surprised hell out
of the boss and set themup in business.”

"And t he boat?"

"Distraction," Barbara said. "Look, we set themup, and we're only taking 40 percent of
the conpany. The rest is his. W're risking a lot of capital-so | dammed well insist that he risks
everything he's got. And | do nmean everything. Gves hima powerful incentive."

"Lot of pressure on a young fanmily," Bonner said. He twisted his face into what m ght have
been a grin and ni ght have been sonething else. "I know what pressure can do. To a person, and to
a marriage."

"No pressures,"” Barbara said. "He's got his office, a DEC cornputer, sone |ab space, a C3
apartnment, and six nonths in Cornnona. He doesn't owe anybody a cent and they can't starve. Al
part of the package. Now all he's got to do is produce. And | know dammed well he can do that,
because nast of what BFK Associates sells was witten by him"

"So you think of everything. How many of these deals go sour?"

"Not enough of them"

" Eh?"

She shrugged. "A low failure rate means |' mnot taking enough risks. |I'm supposed to take
risks. My failure rate is down to-Ch, DAlI'~4N YOU, Art Bonner! W're out of range and | can't
remenber and | don't |ike being cut off fromny menory! Wat is going on?"

He sipped at his bourbon. "What did Tony want you to talk to his ex-w fe about?"

She shook her head. "Art, | won't play ganes any longer. | want to know what's happening."

"Yeah. Hard to know where to start. You renenber that reporter, Lunan? You and the PR
peopl e thought it would be a good idea to turn himloose-"

"Yes, and | don't think that documentary hurt us a bit."
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"Me either,"” Bonner said. "But that wasn't what | was trying to say. He had an offer of
his own. Information for interviews. | bought it."

Art paused and sipped at his drink. "The information was that a Fromate UCLA prof essor
naned Arnold Renn furnished the Planchet kid the data he needed to break into Todos Santos. Ckay,
so where did Renn get the data? W don't exactly advertise those codes."

She felt a tingle at the base of her spine. "Art, where does Tony fit into this?"

"I had Security watch Professor Renn. He spent yesterday night in Genevieve Rand's
apartment."

" But - "

"Not the first tine, either," Bonner said. "Genevieve and Renn go back a |long way, to
before Rand's divorce. She put in a year with an eco-freak outfit Renn was president of. That was
back before there were any Fromates. Another interesting little item Six years ago, Tony brought
his son, Zach, to Todos Santos. "

"Well, of course he would."

"Yeah," Bonner said. "And he took the kid to Medical and had
them take bl ood sanpl es. Zach and hinsel f. What he wanted was conplete blood types. Rh factor, M&
N factors, the whol e dammed works."

She frowned and started to frame a question in her mnd, but there was no response.

"The only reason for that kind of test is to establish paternity," Bonner said. "Wich he
did. Insignificant probability that the boy could be anyone's but his."

"But he did want to find out," Barbara said. "All right. Fine. But-Art, you don't really
think Tony Rand is giving information to the Fromates."

"I don't know what to think. They'll be back, Barbara. Wth real bonbs, as soon as they
know enough about our new defenses."

"Yes, but Tony?"

“I"'mscared to think. Barbara-suppose he is? He understands MLLIE better than we do! And
M LLI E knows al nost everything we know. So when you nentioned Genevieve just after Tony was acting
crazy, all 1 could think of was to ~et the hell out and go where nobody could listen to us, not
even MLLIE " He grinned. "Sorry | was so nelodramatic about it, but | really was scared to think
about it. | never felt that way before."”

"I feel it too," Barbara said. "I think it's called panic. |I don't blane you for wanting
to run. But-Art, | thought no one could get at our files."

"Any security systemis vulnerable. Especially to the one who set it up in the first
pl ace. ™

"Yeah, but cone on, Art. | don't believe Tony is a traitor, and you don't either."

"No. And he's not usually a blabbernputh. But | inagine it's hard to keep secrets from

your wife, even if you're not living with her. Wat did he want you to talk to her about, anyway?"

"She wants to live in Todos Santos. Aecording to Tony, she's wanted to for a long tine,
but he won't let her. Now" She repeated the conversation she'd had with Tony.

"She's putting the screws on, and Tony doesn't want to talk to her,"” Bonner said
thoughtfully. "Wich may not nean anything, and may nean-"

“I"'msure not. Certainly, she could be blackmailing him but Tony woul dn't have told her
about the security codes."

"Renn got them from somewhere, " Bonner said. "And Tony's acting damed funny-"

"I'"d act funny too if you told me to plan a jailbreak."

"Wul d you?" He was perfectly serious.

She had to think about that one. "No. | guess | wouldn't. Are we going to break Pres out?"

Art spread his hands. "Got any better ideas? Only-if Tony's conpronised, so is the plan."
He poured nore drinks, for hinmself and for her.

"Shoul d we be drinking any nore?"

"Feeling it?"

"Some," she admitted.

"Good." He stood up, his eyes on hers.

So here it cones, she thought. O not. It's all up to ne. All | have to do is nake sone
funny remark. Or say anything at all. He's scared to death! O me? Wiy not? |'ve been a bit afraid
of himnyself.

She stood. Wthout her heels her head was just at the level of his chin and she had to
tilt her head up to look into his eyes. They were very close in the narrow cabin. She stood,
wai ti ng, wondering what he was going to do. It was a funny situation, Art Bonner, decisive manager
of Todos Santos, the man they all expected to be God, standing there trying to get up the nerve to
touch his coll eague.
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Maybe we'd better |eave. Things won't ever be the sane between us if we- He put his hand on her
shoul der. Hi s easy grin was back.
"Dammation,"” he said. "I kept hoping for a wave or sonmething to throw us together."
She giggled. "The boat's awfully steady-" Then, |aughing, she threw herself at him He
caught her easily.
. XV
extrasensory perception. Abbr. ESP Perception by
supernatural or other extraordi nary means.
-American Heritage Dictionary

SECRETS
It was |ong past noon, and Cheryl had started getting dressed, when she found the knife. Lunan was
still in bed, alittle too happy to nove yet, watching her. She pulled his pants out of the tangle

of their clothing and was ready to toss themto him but she noticed the weight of his belt
buckl e.

First she studied the big, ornate steel buckle. Then she pulled on it, experinentally. She
found the catch and it cane out of the belt and becane the handle on a five-inch bl ade.

"That's one you didn't show nme," she said.

Lunan chuckl ed. "You were nervous enough."

She nodded "It felt. . . dangerous. Walking all that way fromthe garage and know ng there
were no guards watching. Wiy do you park that far away?"
"Wl -t

"I know, you want the car safe, you told nme. But how can you feel safe, wal king back? Is
that what the knife is for? A knife?"

"I've never had to use it yet."

"Suppose the nugger has a gun?"

Lunan sat up grinning. "Does being nervous turn you on?"
Cheryl grinned back. There's no way she could deny it, Lunan
thought. No way at all. She was turned on |last night, and that's what did it.

"It felt. . . adventurous. |I've never done anjthing like this before,” she said. She shook
her head, curls flowing. "Like something out of the past. . . sonething starring Cint Eastwood,
with enenmies on all sides of us and only one strong man to protect ne."

I ain't dint Ea.stwood, and | ain't all that strong, but 1'll accept

it- They had arrived in |late afternoon. He had showed her the

| ocks on his doors, the cheap stereo equipnment in plain sight, the good equi pnent all hidden, the
shot gun behind the sofa, watching her reactions. He had assunmed she woul d need soothing, but the
opposite was true. It had excited her. They had nade | ove at once. Twice. And they only pulled

t hemsel ves out of bed to cook dinner

That had fascinated her, watching himplaying at inpressing her by playing chef. She'd
never cooked a nmeal in her life. He'd finished in tine; they ate during the broadcast of Lunan's
docunentary on Todos Sant os.

For | amyour bold deceiver, thought Lunan. Poor Mss Bailey, unfortunate M ss Bail ey!
Todos Santos had no place for the unabashed cocksnan.

She' d disagreed with sonme of what his television i mage was saying. They'd argued far into
the night. He'd gl eaned nore than enough naterial to start another docunentary. Dan Rather, watch
out !

But her attitude was . . . suggestive. He was going to have to brace Bonner again, and
soon. If the rest of the Saints felt the way she did, then Thomas Lunan wanted in. The next step
Todos Santos took coul d nake Thomas Lunan fanmpus. He watched her, a pretty but not beautiful girl,
attractive but not irresistible, and totally unaware that she was the key to the riches of the
I ndies...

In that sense alone, Cheryl Drinkwater was the best thing that had ever happened to him

When she tossed himhis pants, he bowed to reality and began getting dressed.

She stopped in the doorway as they were | eaving.

"What ?" he asked. She was studying himclosely.

"I had a lovely tine, Tom But | don't think I'll be back." Lunan had expected this. Sure. Not
bl oody |ikely you woul d.
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But we both got what we wanted. . . "You'd be very welcone." She shook her head~ "I know, " Lunan
said. "It was an adventure. You don't have to repeat an adventure. But maybe you'll change your
m nd." He knew that she wouldn't.

An angel had gone slumming. No nore than that. But-how nuch variety could there be anpbng
the Todos Santos boys? Any Angelino was bound to be an interesting experience for Cheryl. She's
cut off fromthe mainstream One of us is.

Anyway, | tried to make it interesting for her. God knows it was for nme, and | owed her
that, maybe. But if I'ma little mffed, she's never going to know it- Barbara woke in sem -
darkness. The dock lights were on outside, and sone of the yellow light ifitered past the curtains
on the cabin windows and fell on the cabin table, naking strange patterns on her neatly fol ded
tailored suit and striped panties. Her brassiere atop the pile didn't ook Iike clothing at all
She moved | azily, snuggling closer to him and felt his armtighten around her

“Your poor arm nust be asleep,"” she whispered.

"It's all right-"

"Why didn't we think of this before?"

He chuckl ed softly. "I've thought about it for five years."

"Hhm Me too. But not quite like this-"

The smile was still in his voice. "No. | wondered what-"

"Yes. Well, we'll just have to find out, won't we?" She giggled. "Here we are, both of us
wonder i ng what tel epathic | ovemaking would be like, and we still don't know. "

"We can find out."

"Or not," she said. "Art-are you sure we want to continue this? W' ve stolen an afternoon
I'"lI'l bet they're going crazy back there, wondering where we are. But they're wondering, now. Do we
want themto know?"

"Do you care?"

My darling, | don't care one damm bit, but then I'ma bitch with no reputation anyway.
You're the one who's got to worry. "Do you?"

"Right now !l don't even want to go back."

"Now just one minute, Mster! That's not even funny as a joke."

"Why not?" His voice was serious, and that was just a little frightening. "We're both
rich. It's not as if we need our jobs-"

"The hell we don't," she said.

He was quiet for a noment. "Yeah. That's the part G ace could never understand. That
could love ny job and still |ove her-"

"Now you' ve gone and said it."

"Sai d what ?"

"That word. Love. Is this |ove, Art?"

"They call it making love."

"Damm you, don't mneke jokes. This is serious."
"Is it?"

"It could be."

He was quiet for a long tinme. "Do you nean that?"

"Yes."

" Good. "

"I think we've been in love for years,
respecting.”

"Hrm Love without intimcy."

"W haven't needed intimacy. W can get all of that we want, anytinme we want," she said.
"And have."

"Sure, but it's not the sane, these affairs-"

"No." She nestled closer to him then bit his nipple.

"Quch. Turn about's fair play-"

"Not yet. Let's go back. They really will be worried about us. And you've got a jailbreak

she said. "If love is sharing and caring and

to plan.
"Sigh. | suppose you're right. One of us has to be sensible. You don't mind if | |ose ny
head over you once in a while?"
"I want to nmove in with you. Wuld you feel crowded?"

"Un . . we can rmake the next apartnent over an adjoining one." A pause, and a scow .
"Maybe. Check on it when we get back."
"Good enough. We're at an age where we'll want sone privacy. And that'll make it

official." She swng her feet over the edge of the berth and began putting on her brassiere.
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"What's the all-fired hurry?”

"Because, ny darling, not only will they be worried about us, but-"

" But ?"

"I blush to speak of it, but there does remain that unanswered question," she said. "And
at our age, | doubt we could nanage anything three tines in one day-"

He | ocked his fingers in her bra strap; tugged gently. "You're kidding yourself. W' re not
goi ng back to make love." She turned to |look at him "W're going back to face a dozen
energencies. |'ve got to check on Rand, and see if he's come up with anything. " Hs fingers

| oosened as he spoke. " see how we're doing with the new defenses. . . the bastards could be
breaking in with real bonbs! And | should be checking on ways to get Pres out of California. . ."
H s hand dropped fromthe strap. "God knows what's conme up since we left, but MLLIE Il tell us as

soon as we're in range. Late tonight, if we're |ucky."
She nodded sol emly. "M dnight. Your place. | can get nyself nmoved in by then. Dam.~"

"What ?"
She laughed. "I tried to log it."
* * %
Bonner felt MLLIE return to himwhile the subway train was still approaching Todos
Sant os.
M LLI E?
RECEI VI NG
Sumary.

Information flowed. Nothing urgent had happened. He gl anced over at Barbara. She was
staring at the ceiling, her eyes half closed.
Appoi nt ment s?

NONE SCHEDULED. THOVAS LUNAN HAS REQUESTED ANOTHER APPO NTMENT AT EARLI EST CONVEN ENCE. HE
SAYS HE WLL WAIT I N THE M DGABD BAR

Screw him Tell Delores I'Il be in shortly.
ACKNOW.EDGED.

He waited until Barbara's eyes opened fully. "Anything interesting?"

"You rushed ne off so fast | forgot an appointnent," she said accusingly. "I haven't done
that in years."
"Il nportant?"

"Well, it could be. Sir George Reedy."

"Ah. Well, he wants to |learn sonmething. He won't be annoyed. O at |least he won't admt to
it."

"I suppose. Ah. Here we are. Wth any luck I'll see you about m dni ght-"

“"I"1l keep an eye out for you."

Bonner's office staff had gone hone, of course, leaving a thick stack of nmessages on his
desk. Five were from Lunan, who seened desperate to see him Art thunbed through the stack, then
dropped theminto the wastebasket before settling into his big high-backed | eather chair and
putting his feet on the desk. He reached out to touch a button on the tel ephone consol e.

A pause, then Delores's voice cane through. "Boss?"

"Here. How s Tony?"

"I fed himvitamin B-i and a gallon of water. He'd never heard of that. Can you i magi ne?
He's just been living through the hangovers.™

“I's he in condition to tal k?"

"Better than that. He sobers up as fast as he gets smashed. We've been naki ng notes on the
you- know what. On paper. Tony's a little afraid of putting any of this in the conputer.”

"Good. Keep it that way. 1'Il drop in on you in an hour or so, if you don't mind."

A nmomentary hesitation, then, "Fine. Welcone. But keep it short. He has a dinner
appoi ntnent with Reedy."

". . . Skipit. Send himto the sauna instead. 'Bye."

M LLI E
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HERE.

Locate Thomas Lunan
M DGARD.

Tel ephone |ink. M dgard headwaiter.
After a nonent, the tel ephone said, "Yes, sir?"
"Find Thomas Lunan. He's a visitor, in the bar sonewhere. Send himup here."

Art Bonner's outer office was dark, and Thomas Lunan stunbled twice as he made his way to
the slightly ajar inner door. Shouldn't have had a fourth drink, Lunan thought. Hell with that.

Art Bonner was sprawled in a big |leather chair. He didn't get up when Lunan cane in, but
he waved toward an open sideboard. "Mike yourself a drink."

Lunan poured a small. Scotch and ifiled the glass with soda. He took a seat and lifted the
gl ass. "Cheers."

"Cheers," Bonner said. There was a long silence. "All right, what is it?"

"lI've been thinking of a diplomatic way to say this," Lunan said. "And there isn't one.

M ster Bonner, are you planning a jail break?"

That threw him Lunan thought. Got right to him

"Why do you ask that?" Bonner denanded.

"Because you are," Lunan said. "And no, nobody told ne. You don't have to worry about
security leaks. |1've talked to too many of your citizens. They expect you to get Preston Sanders
out of jail."

"Who el se knows? On the outside?" Bonner asked. "Nobody | know of. Which doesn't mean
sonmeone el se hasn't thought of it. But | haven't told anyone. Maybe | should have." Lunan waited

for Bonner's response, and got an inquiring look. "I nean, you guys play that rough, you could
make ne di sappear. |'mnot one of your citizens. You don't figure you owe ne a thing-"

"What's the point of this?" Bonner denanded.

“I want in," Lunan said. "I want an exclusive, on everything. In return, you get the story

told the way | tell stories. Superbly. You saw ny documnentary?"

"Yes. It did us no harm™

"It did you a lot of good, and you know it. Look, you want the story to get out. Not
nam ng nanes, of course. But you want Los Angeles to get the nmessage-"

Bonner | ooked thoughtful. "Perhaps."

"Perhaps, hell,"” Lunan insisted. "THINK OF I T AS EVOLUTI ON I N ACTI ON. Soci eti es evol ve
too. That's the story you want out, and I'll see it gets out!"”

"You'll also be in a position to blackmail us."

"I'min it now," Lunan said. "One phone call and you won't get Sanders out. Not easily,
anyway. But |I'mnot blackmailing you. | told you all about Renn, didn't I? And | didn't even take
any precautions, because |'mnot going to blacknmail you. Not now, and not later. | just want the
story."

"And when the police ask you-"

"California has a very tough newsman's shield law, Mster Bonner. It's protected ne
before.”

"Maybe that's not quite enough,” Bonner said. "Maybe we'd want you to help out. Do
sonet hi ng yoursel f-"

Lunan gul ped. Shit fire, of course he'd think of that. "AIl right."

"Good. W'll let you know Just stay avail able, because you won't get rnuch notice."

"I don't need much notice.” Lunan lifted his drink in salute. He wanted to junp up and
sing heroic arias. This would make his career! And it was the only way to deal with these people.
Level with them "Uh-you have thought about immunity," Lunan said.

Bonner nodded. "The D. A can certainly give you immunity from prosecution by the State of
California."

"But not fromyou," Lunan said.

Bonner's smile wi dened slightly. "I knew you were an intelligent man, M. Lunan. Cheers."

Tony Rand stepped out of the elevator, and | eaped back as shapes ran past him He heard
"Sorry!" and saw two teenage boys and a | aughing matron, crouched | ow, noving toward the sw ngs at
a dead run. They wore dark coveralls, and their faces were striped dark as well.

The doors tried to close; Tony bl ocked them and stepped out onto the roof, shaking his
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head. He was still a little wobbly fromthe afternoon. Even so, he knew he shoul d be feeling much
worse. B-i and water and a sauna . . . and never forget it, he told hinself.

The restaurant was a fair walk fromthe el evators. Tony passed gardens, a pocket-sized
chaparral forest, a football field. He m ght have been strolling through any park; there were no
visual cues to tell himthat he was a fifth of a mle in the air.

The lights along the wal k had been dinmed to twilight |evel. Tony noticed other human
shapes running or crouching in shadows. They too wore dark coveralls and face paint, and there was
a faint glimer of genstones on their breasts. Tony kept his hands hal f-rai sed as he passed them
Nonconbat ant .

He was nearly at the restaurant when there was a ruby flash frombehind him The |ight-
beam probed into the bushes ahead and to his right. A young man, no nore than fifteen, stood, as
his dark coveralls flashed with bright Ilight. He cursed horribly, then sat heavily in the pathway
and stared noodily ahead. Tony nodded synpathy as he passed.

Schramm s was a gl ass bubble set at one corner of the Todos Santos roof. Shall ow steps |ed
down fromthe entrance; Los Angel es glowed through the unseen wall, far below. It was no place for
sonmeone w th acrophobia. The headwai ter had seen Lunan's broadcast, of course. "Wl cone, 0 court
magi ci an!" he chortled as he escorted Rand to the table where Sir George Reedy waited.

“I'd like to push a Vol kswagen into Thomas Lunan's big nouth," Rand confi ded.

Sir George ignored that crypticism "I had a scare conming here. It was as if a street gang
had taken over the roof!"

"Nothing to worry about. It's a rol e-playing game. MAN FROM UNCLE hunt cl ub. Low powered
| aser pistols, and suits that |ight up when you' re hit. Fashi on desi gner naned Therri organi zes

themit's considered an honor to be invited." Aha, Tony thought. He still doesn't catch on. "O
course MLLIE and the Security force are nonitoring it."

"But-1 would have thought you'd call it off during the energency."

"Hrmm | doubt anyone even considered that. It's been scheduled for nonths. Sir George,

the stockhol ders don't like letting outsiders run our lives." Tony noticed a waiter at his el bow,
and ordered a fruit daiquiri. Sir Ceorge's Pinms Cup was enpty; he ordered anot her.
"Have you been keepi ng busy, this past week?"

"Ch, certainly." Reedy's smile faded slightly. "Well, I'lIl admit tinme hangs a bit heavy
while | wait out your war. The conbatants haven't nuch tinme for a visiting tourist. Wen your Mss
Churchward m ssed an appoi ntnment this afternoon, | thought | would

| ose ny aplonmb. | needed that drink."

Tony nodded, feeling awkward.

"And yet it hasn't all been wasted tinme. Wat did cause the
war, M. Rand? More to the point, if | build an arcology in Canada, how do |I prevent conflicts
with the outside?"

"Do you have Fromate groups in Canada?"

"They're not a large influence. They m ght become one, if we built sonething |ike Todos
Santos."

"I wish 1'd paid nore attention to the bad feeling," Rand said "I'mno good at politics.
Danmit, should | have built this place to look less like a fort?"

"I see other possibilities."

"Good! Enlighten nme."

Sir George smiled. "Actually |I came to be enlightened. Still should I put ny giant
bui l ding inside the borders of an already existing city? You weren't offered a choice there.
have one."

Tony's drink had arrived, and he sipped at it, cautiously. He'd blown his head off once
today, and once was enough. "Yeah. You should be outside. You'll |ook |ess |ike conpetition. Wat
el se?"

"I've managed to see a good deal of Todos Santos. Your power system food and water
storage, Security-all tend to make you i ndependent of outside supplies and outside forces. Are you
ai mng for econonic independence too?"

"Sure. MLLIE would have told you that."

"Quite right. Is that wise? You'll end as a bubble of foreign matter inside the body of
the city. Angelinos might well resent such a thing, and Los Angeles politicians would resent it
nost . "

Tony | ooked at him Practice for building a starship, he thought. Is that where |I went
wong? But-"Wait a minute. Isolation isn't just a whimwith us. It's what we're selling. People
conme to Todos Santos because they can get free of what's outside."

"The crime rate?"
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"Not just that. Sir CGeorge, suppose you just didn't want to bother |earning howto nmake
out an income tax forn? And deciding what's deductible every tinme you spend ten bucks, know ng
some supercilious son of a bitch is being underpaid to secondguess you? And keeping little pieces
of paper to prove it? It's a fun game, but why does everyone have to play? Sonetines it feels like
the governnment wants to turn everyone on Earth into accountants." Sir George seenmed about to
interrupt, but Rand went on. "Accountants and | awers. Half the government is |lawers, and

when they nake laws they don't wite themin English. Nobody but a | awer can tell legal from
illegal, and the lawers can't tell right fromwong anynore."
Sir Ceorge | ooked stunned. "I never felt that way at all.",

"Plenty of our people do-at least that's what | hear in Commpns. |Independence is a |lot of
what we're selling."

Sir George nodded thoughtfully.

"Maybe you're right, though," Tony said. "Maybe we really shouldn't be inside anyone's

borders. Build your arcology outside city limts. . . but get your subway built fast, because
you'll need to be trading with the host city. Have you deci ded where to put the project?”
"I have half a dozen sites to choose from" Reedy smled fleetingly. "I'lIl have to reject

sone. Toronto, for instance. Toronto has a superb underground shoppi ng conpl ex. Sonething |ike
Todos Santos woul d be conpeting with that."

Menus arrived. Tony ordered wi thout paying too nuch attention; he wanted to get back to
the conversation. He noticed that Reedy, too, had barely gl anced at his nenu

Reedy asked, "How would you build a Canadi an arcol ogy? Wul d you change the design?"

"Sure. | learned a lot, living here for all these years. Anyway, Todos Santos is the wong
shape for a cold country. You'll need nore insulation, fewer balconies . . . nore storage for food
in the winter

Sir CGeorge had a sleepy look, as if he weren't quite paying attention. It was wasted on
Tony Rand, who stared out at Los Angeles with unfocused eyes. "It doesn't have to be | ess open
and it doesn't have to look like a fort. Get yourself a mountain slope facing south. A quarter-
sphere, hollow. In winter the |low sun shines right into it. You can line it with apartnents.

Soleri designed it a long tinme ago, for Siberia, but it ought to work even better in your
latitudes."

Reedy lifted an eyebrow and seenmed thoughtful. "Thank you. But there are other decisions
must nake. For exanple, am | selling i ndependence, |ike you? And do | need such an el aborate
security systen"

"I don't know," Tony said. "lI'man engi neer, not a nanager-'
me? He sure sounds like it. Naw, he
couldn't be. But-"Uh--would you give the top brass conputer inplants?"

Reedy frowned. "I hadn't thought of it. Inplants are expensive."

"What's it like to have an inplant? To know anything you want, just by thinking it? An
arcology is terribly conplex; it makes a Saturn-type noonship ook like a tinker toy."

"I believe | see what you nmean."” Sir George snmiled slowy. It wasn't his usual vague smle
at all; it |ooked sonehow predatory.

Ye gods. Is he trying to hire

There was a new door in the east wall of Art Bonner's apartnent. Bonner went through and
found nobody hone.

MLLIE. Tine?

12: 02: 20.

Locati on Barbara Churchward.

MLLIE told him and he rel axed. She was just com ng out of the elevator, on her way.
Monents | ater she opened the door and found him

"Hello."

"Hi . How was Sir Ceorge?"

She shrugged. "As you predicted. Annoyed and pretending not to be. He really is gratefu
to us. Wth what he's learned he'll be able to get his Canadian arcology going in half the time it
took us."

"dad he wasn't too upset." He waved expansively. "It |looks Iike you' ve lived here for
years. How d you find the tine?"
"I had Services nove ne. |'ll be weeks finding out where everything is. And how was your

day?"
"Lunan's back."
" And?"
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"He knows we're planning a jail break."

"Ye gods. How?"

"He's got a contact here. Cheryl Drinkwater. You saw her on the docunentary. | think she
told himnore than she knew "

Bar bara subvocalized. MLLIE. Data, Chery' Drinkwater

Bonner broke in. MLLIE, phone Iink with Barbara Churchward. "Love, |'ve started a file on
Tom Lunan too."

kay. M LLIE, data, Tom Lunon

I nformati on whi spered into her mastoid bone. Updates-"He knows?"

"He's guessing. Cheryl can't possibly know, but she nmust have told himhow the
stockhol ders feel. The subway adl unct is conmon know edge; he nay have worked that in. Hell, maybe
he's telepathic. Useful trait in an investigative reporter.”

"How wi | I you handle it?"

"Take him al ong. Make himan acconmplice. | told himhe'd be in at the kill . . . Dammt,
sonmetimes we really do need some protection fromour friends. This'Il do it." He stretched.
"Tired."

She nodded. "How s Tony?"

"Del ores sobered himup and put himto work. | don't know whether he needs a keeper or
not, but she's a good one, If she can stand it." MLLIE, file ILLICT.

Barbara's jaw went slack as she listened to MLLIE s characterl ess voice describing Rand's
updat ed pl ans. She backed into a chair and sat down. She began | aughi ng.

Art grinned down at her. "I do admire subtlety."”

“I'"d have thought Tony would go for sonething nore conplicated. Del ores nust be keeping
hi m honest. Hey, let's go to bed."

Art | ooked back at the new door in what had been a blank wall. They'd even renounted the
pictures. "It all happened so fast
-Yeah. Let's."

"Too fast?"

He was stripping off clothing and tossing it through the open door into his own apartnent.
They made a tight pattern on and around a reading chair. "I'm adaptable. Are there any speci al
daydreans you'd like fulfilled?"

“I've been through that. Hell, | didn't nean to say that."

They noved into each other's arns. Eye to eye. Barbara wondered. "How do you feel ?"

"Hal f-excited, half-apprehensive. It's been a long tine."

"\ 2"

"Conplications. | get enough conplications in real life . . . for years now

"Thi s? Should we have waited?"

"Shoul d have started earlier. Before those kids got killed. Better |ate than never. What
daydr eans?"

"Rape. Once with a vanpire. Costune number, masquerade at a con . . . science fiction
convention . . . we kept the costunes on.
was in a white shroud. Tried not to nove a nuscle but. . . why am| telling you this?"

"It must be hard to lie subvocally:"

"What do you daydream Art?"

"Fast. Sudden seduction. No conplications.”

"Fast, right!" She swung out of his arnms and yanked himtoward the bed by one wist. He

found himself on his back, |aughing, still bouncing, and she was sitting on his hips. "Fast
enough?"

“"And up against a wall. But I'mgettin' old, and it's been a | ong day-"

"We'll try it sone norning."

She wiggled, and they were | ocked. Barbara bent toward him and he thought, "No, stay
upright. You'll pull |oose."

"Thy servant." She swayed upright, and even | eaned back, hands gripping and tickling the
back of his knees.

He gasped. He thought, "Lovely. You shine by your own light."
He held up his hands, and she took them glowi ng at the complinment. His face altered as she noved
up and down, slowly. The messages passing through M LLIE became incoherent.

And finally, breathing as if he'd run a narathon, Art sent, "I wonder what M LL1E thinks
of all this."
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Lunan found the tiny bar dead enpty. He hoisted hinmself onto a stool and said, "Keep it
simple. Um . . Calvados. Soda on the side."

"Be right with you." The bartender finished pouring sonmething pink and frothy out of a
shaker, put that glass and a brandy snifter in the wells of a drink tray and set it in the
dunmbwai ter. He was grinning like a thief. He asked, "Insomia?"

Lunan said, "Yah. Pure nerves." He took the snifter before Levoy could set it down;
sniffed, sipped. "Wat's got you snmiling like that at two in the norning?"

"I can't tell you," the bartender said happily.

"I just told thirty mllion people that there aren't any secrets in Todos Santos."

"Well . . . no offense, because you did a fine docunentary on us, M. Lunan. But you're
not a stockhol der."

Lunan nodded. "I never asked you what you think about the Preston Sanders case."

The bartender's snile vanished. "I'mninded to brush up on ny explosives. It's been years

since | swore | was gonna be a | aw and-order citizen, you know? But Sanders is a hero, and he's
not being treated like one, and that's wong."
Lunan nodded. No surprises. Al the saints nust feel that way
"Better nmake this a double."
"It's wong. We can't let-" Levoy shook hinself. He poured another generous ounce of
Cal vados into Lunan's snifter. "Ckay, tell ne what's got you so junmpy at two in the norning."
"That, too, is a secret. And if |I knew all of it | wouldn't be so junpy. O naybe | woul d.
Maybe | woul d."

"The Jacuzzi," Barbara thought suddenly. "W wouldn't have to be young. Better than a
wal |, love. There's no weight."

"No privacy either."

"Lunan says privacy's obsolete here. Art, there's the northeast-side Jacuzzi, on the roof.
Reserved for adults. Lots of couples play ganes there. Regularly."

"Not really privacy."

"No. Security knows. Sone of themuse it too."

"You?"

"No. |'ve been invited. Twice." She spoke part of a name, and stopped. "I don't Ilike
this."”

Art said, "W can cut MLLIE out of the circuit."

"Sure. |I'"mgiving away too many secrets. But, Art, shouldn't we get to know each other?"

"Good question. Ancient question. | don't feel duty-bound, do you? W opted for sone
privacy in living arrangenents. If the link is too unconfortable-"

She nodded. "Asshole. Duty-bound | Are we still |inked? Eekl Sorry, Art."

He chuckled "Price of telepathy."

"Wth tel epathy we coul d give each other pictures. Sensations. Menories."

"A great sunset? A Japanese bat h?"

"The night four of us lucked into a Beef Wellington at Mon Greflier, It wasn't on the
menu. It was for a private party and the chef
made nore than he needed. It was the best |'ve ever tasted, but part of it was just knowi ng we'd
| ucked into sonething."

"How woul d a machine transnmit that? It's har'clly a sensation at all. | wonder if we'll
ever have real telepathy? Tony would know "

"Why did you and Del ores.

She felt himtense against her. Tension slurred his subvocalized response. "I never knew.
She just dropped ne. Meant it, too."

"Skip it. What else do you daydream | ove?"

"Orgi es? Never been to one-"

"Too damm conplicated. "

" Ch?"

"It actually went like this . . . no, | only did it once. Fun while it was happening, but
they weren't very bright people, and afterward two of the nen kept bugging ne. I'msorry | did it.
| was curious."

"Wth real telepathy you could show ne."

“I'"l1l show you." She ran her fingers up his thigh, and he responded. "Just pretend |'m six
di fferent wonen."

"I think you probably are.”
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The table in the next room opened and sprouted a tray. Art went for the drinks. He handed
a Pink Lady across the bed and said, "Nowit's really official. The bartender knows."
They touched gl asses. Art wondered, "You' ve never been narried, have you? Wy not?"

"Too. . . hmm What kind of a man should | have married?"

"How woul d | know t hat ?"

She spoke aloud. "I try to describe himand | get contradictions. A househusband? How
woul d | respect hinP An anbitious type, |like ne? But who runs our |ife? Wo takes care of the kids

and buys the groceries?"

"A houseful of servants. O the service department of Todos Santos. No kid could be |onely
or in danger in Todos Santos."

She nodded to herself, then suddenly | ooked himin the eye.

"Shal | we?"

He thought about it. Kids love it in Todos Santos . . . the way Cheryl Drinkwater talked
about the day-care center . . . either of us could raise a kid, here, if we split up or one of us
died. . . get hima link to MLLIE at eight or ten? "Yeah. One?"

"The only child usually has problems . . . nope, you're right.

Here it's one big famly. She'd be okay. I'mnot so sure about the
computer link. Age fifteen, maybe?"

"She? . . . W could choose the sex."

"We could, but let's not. Let's ganble. And I'll get ny birth control inplant taken out
tonorrow. "

"Hah. Then we're just wasting our tinme right now " She rubbed up against him "Al | get is

conplaints.”

"I've been wasting tine, all right. Jesus, what |'ve been nissing

No, don't stop. Do you like this?" Fingernails scratching lightly in a circular notion just above
her buttocks.

"Like it."

Agai nst their nmastoid bones, a shrill buzzing.

And they were rolling in opposite directions. "Invaders," Art panted, running for the
chair where he'd flung his clothes. "I knew it! Those kids were just a test run, and they didn't
even know it."

"W'l | have to speak to them about their tinming."

"Harshly." He stopped with his pants in his fist. "Not too harshly. Dam, | don't want to
kill anyone.”™ MLLIE, phone link with Security. And tell Sandra I'Il be at the worry desk in four
m nut es.

Xvli

The nore technol ogi cal sophistication we have attained, the nore destructive we have becone .
Hurmans are destructive in proportion to their supposition of abundance; if they are faced with an
i nfinite abundance, then they beconme infmtely destructive.

-Wendel | Berry, author of 4 Continuous Harnony

SAVE THE M NOTAUR

"Let me in, dammit," Tony Rand shouted. "Wo's the duty officer here?" This tine. This tine. It
ticked through his head like the sound of a clock. He couldn't think what to do with his hands,
and he stanped in inpatience. This tine. Wat was keeping then? This tine nobody would die.

"This is Captain Vito Hamlton. My apol ogies, but you'll have to wait a nonent- Ah.
Positive identification. I'll open the door now, M. Rand."

The door opened. He dashed into the Security control room The quiet calmof unifornmed nmen
at work calned himtoo, a little

al t hough there were signs that the guards took this seriously. Captain Ham |ton was
standi ng, not sprawled in an easy chair; and many of the peripheral screens had doubl ed crews.

One screen showed a map of the underground service areas of Todos Santos, with noving red
blips in one of the tunnels. Below it was a screen entirely dark. Rand went over to it, glancing
at the nane of the guard lieutenant sitting there. He pointed to the screen. "Wiat's this, Blake?"

Bl ake didn't turn around. "Paint. They spray-painted the canera before we even knew t hey
were in the conplex."
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"How d they get in?"

"Near as we can tell, they blew a hole through a wall separating the sewer lines from
mai nt enance access Tunnel 4-B."

Rand pursed his lips silently. They should have been detected in that sewer, detected |ong
before they got near 4-B. "I need a vacant console."

"Use this one," a guard said. He stood to give his chair to Tony.

Rand punched in ifie names. FILE NOT FOUND, the screen said. FILE NOT FOUND. FILE NOT
FOUND. "COkay, that's one of the problens,” Tony nmuttered. "Detection informtion never got ified
How nany bandits?"

"Five, we think," the captain said frombehind Rand. "M LLIE deduced that fromthe audio.
Five, one definitely female, two carrying a heavy object."

"Sounds like they're serious. | take it you haven't seen them"

"Only one. They're screwi ng up nost of our el ectronics again.

And they seemto know exactly where the TV eyes are. Ah. There we go. Watch."

A screen showed an opening fire door. A shadowy figure canme through. Bul ky, rounded,
snouted . . . Aliens aboard ny starship! The figure cane directly toward them raised arm hiding
snhouted face, and ai ned sonething at the canera. The screen went dark

"Knew right where to go again," Ham |lton said.

"Yeah," Rand muttered sourly. Right where to go. But this tine. . . "Wo's in charge of
this operation?"

"I've been acting in comand, with Sandra Watt sitting in M. Bonner's office. Bonner is
just getting to his station.™

Tony picked up a phone. "Get Bonner for ne-" He waited. "Art? Tony Rand. |'mdown in
Security. Let nme handle this."

There was a significant pause. "Ckay. You don't mind if |I watch over your shoul der?"

"Wuld it stop you? Never mnd. Thanks."

"Right. 1'll tell Hamilton. If you need help, just holler." The phone went dead.

Rand smled faintly, then turned back the screen. "Retch gas. Use that in Tunnel 4, al
chanmbers," he said. "And get sone people down to-" he thought for a nonent, calling up a picture
of
the tunnel conplex-"5-C. Have them go west through 5 and north through 6 manually | ocking all the
fire doors, and report on the phone as they get each one | ocked. On the phone, not through MLLIE.
And | want one of your people to keep track of their progress on a paper map. Gotthat?"

"Yes, sir," Hamlton said crisply. "You think MLLIE s conprom sed?"

"I know dammed well M LLIE s conpronised,” Tony said. He felt a tight knot in his stomach
as he thought about what he'd seen. Canmera | ocations known. The thickness of the wall between the
sewer and 4-B had been known. And M LLIE couldn't renmenber that she was supposed to nonitor
traffic in that sewer. There weren't many people who could know all that and fiddle with MLLIE s
progranmm ng. Sonmebody was a traitor-probably somebody on Tony's own staff.

He fished in his pants pockets. "Hamlton, | need a file folder. | left it at the guard
desk in the Mall, one of the lockers. Here's the key. Send soneone who can run."

Ham | ton was doi ng sonet hing about those orders, but Tony ignored it. Nobody knew
everyt hing about the new defenses except Rand hinself. He called up ifies, found them | ogged and
wor ki ng. The bandits hadn't chosen their route in; it had been forced on them by what they knew
and what they didn't.

Back to the tracking programs. How were the bandits doing? Aha, Tony thought. "Let's try
this." He began to type orders. The refrain grewin his mind. This tinme. This tine.

Captain Hamilton was surprised to see that the chief engineer was grinning.

The five were sweating inside their wet suits. One reached for the zi pper down his chest.
The man next to him slapped at his hand, glaring behind the snout of his mask. They were al
jogging, even the trailing two who were carrying a box between them Those two stopped, reeling,
panti ng; then began jogging again. Their breathing was stertorous, and they stunbled frequently.

"Sounds |i ke Cheyne- Stokes breathing, doesn't it?" Rand was grinning like a wolf. "They'l
start to fall over any minute.”

"What did you do to thenP" Bl ake asked.

"Well, | figured the next bunch of invaders would be in something Iike wet suits, in case
we used VX again."
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"We're not? We really did obey that court order?"

Rand nodded. This tinme. This tine.

"But-sir, | got the inpression that we still had war gasses.” Rand nodded happily. "So did
a |l ot of people.” And no wonder, since | spread that runor nyself. "So did the bandits. And
they're conming in through the tunnels, and carrying gear to foul up our electronic detection

systenms, and carrying bonbs or whatever. . . alot to carry. | never heard of anyone carrying an
airconditioning unit to a burglary."

"Me neither," Blake said. He glanced at Captain Hamilton. "So," Tony said, "I put sone
quartz radi ant heaters along those tunnels to sort of enhance the effect. Now I'l|l bleed sone air
fromthe turbine heat exchangers into the ventilating systemfor the tunnels. . . Damm, | w sh the
canmeras were working. I'd like to see if they open their suits.” He grinned wi dely, plainly

enjoying hinself. This time! "At least | can talk to them They're conming to another interesting
ar ea.

"New construction," the | eader said. "Look for new construction here."

"How t he fuck do we do that?" Sherry demanded. She was a big, burly woman, even wi thout
her equi pnent; and she was panting, hard. "It's all new constructi on. Now what do we do?"

Then did the court nmgician's voice boomhollowy through the tunnel. "RETURN TO YOUR
FORMVER LI VES. NONE BUT THE | MMORTAL CTHULHU MAY PASS HERE. ™

The | eader shook his head, the snout of his mask noving fromside to side like an
anteater's trunk. "Fuck off!" he shouted. To
the others he said, "W hope this is it. Put sone charges here and get back out of the way." He
gl anced at his watch. "W haven't got nuch tinme."

Rand |istened to the aliens and nuttered curses. "Just where are they planning to bl ast?"
he demanded.

"I don't know, but I'mclearing ny nen out of all the adjacent areas," Ham |ton said.

"Yeah, do that. W plastered new cenent all over everything down there. Wth any | uck
they'Il blow the wong wall. Several wong walls."

The expl osi on overl oaded t he~ m crophones, which nonentarily went silent. Then two screens
lit.

“"Nope. Northeast wall," Rand said. "They got sone power lines. MLLIE can conpensate for
nost of that, but we better tell the residents . "

"Al ready done," Bonner's voice said fromthe speaker. "Now what ?"

"W get to see where they're going," Rand said. He waited, then grinned mirthlessly.
"Ckay. Hamilton, | need your people to go down Tunnel 4 closing the fire doors. W can cut them
off fromtheir way in."

"WIIl they care?"

Rand shrugged. "You weren't supposed to ask that." He watched as another screen cane
active. A bulky figure advanced, spray can in hand, and the screen went dark, but a nonent |ater
the one beside it lit. It showed five shapes in profile: dull black, bulky, sexless, vaguely
humanoi d.

"By God," Bonner's voice said. "You have another pickup?"

"Sure," Tony said. In fact, boss, | have three nore in there. Five's a critical area. This
time . . . God, | wish | could renenber which people know about which caneras. If | had an inpl ant-
If I had an inplant, Tony thought, |'d be getting false data fromMLLIE, read directly into ny
nmnd. Just this once, I'mglad | don't. So try to remenber: was it Alice who knew about canera 2,
Tunnel 57

The invaders went forward through the tunnels.

"Alma! Get your ass in gear, get noving!" the |eader shouted.

There was no answer. Alna's face was tomato colored. Her eyelids were al nost cl osed,
showi ng white. Every gasping breath sounded |ike her |ast.
“"Christ, she's had it," Sherry said. "Leave her!"
"You goddam bitch, she's one of us-"
"Shut up," the | eader said. "Sherry's right. W have to keep noving. Get Alna's gear and
come on."

Reese hesitated, then ran the zi pper on her wet suit all the way down. Now she mght |ive,
if the saints didn't use war gas.
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"They | ost one," Hamlton said. "One's down."
"Right," Tony Rand said, with considerable triunmph. "One down and four to go. Get that one

and take it up to Mster Bonner. Ah, search it first, and we'll |eave the canera on it till your
men get there.”
Ham |l ton said, "I'mnot inconpetent, M. Rand."

"And |'mnot tactful. Can you live with it?"

No answer. Rand watched the invaders' progress through Tunnel 5. There were enough pickup
caneras in the tunnel to track the four as they noved al ong, one ahead, two following with the
heavy box, and one | ast who shouted orders.

The Security room door eased open. The entering guard was a wonman, | ooking still in her
teens, and |l ean as a snake. She nust have nade A ynpic tine down to the Mall and back, but she was
barely panting as she handed a yell ow nanila envel ope to Hamilton, who passed it to Rand. Tony
spilled the contents across the desk in one smpoth notion, then tried to sort them while watching
three screens. It wasn't working; he had to | ook down.

He fished out a page and said, "Hah."

Nobody comrented. Tony shuffled through the notes- handwitten, barely | egible-found

anot her page and said, "Right. Get me M. Bonner." Dropped the papers and went back to watching.

"You go on," Sherry said. Her neaty face glowed in the orange light, reflections off
water, as if she'd just stepped out of a very hot shower. "I can't go any farther."

"Cet your ass up!" the | eader shouted. "Put that nmask back on!"

"Go to hell!" Sherry said; but she said it fromthe floor

Gavi n and Reese picked up her gear. The box was |ighter now.

"That's two,"” Rand said with glee. This tinme! "A hundred eighty degrees in there. W'l
get themall before it's over." And
we'll get themalive, this time . . . He watched as the invaders noved across the screen, through
fire doors, onward toward the central core of Todos Santos.

"You can't let themget nuch farther along that way," Bonner's voice said.

"Yeah~ | know that," Rand answered. "Hang on." Hell. When will the others drop? He | ooked
up to Hamlton. "Captain, give 'emnore knockout gas. Those masks can't be confortable.”

"Yes, sir." The guard captain continued to stare at the screen

"Al'l right," Tony said. "I guess it wouldn't hurt if you put some of your arned people
down there in Tunnels 5 and 6, sort of parallel to these yo-yos.

Hani | t on nodded eagerly, then began speaking orders into his headset nicrophone. "Bravo,
go. Delta go."

Now t hey took one nore turn, stopped, then went unerringly to the TV canera. The screen
bl anked nonentarily, then cane on from another angle as Tony activated the alternate pickup

Dam, Tony nuttered. Not nuch question about it now. "Art? Qur nole is Alice Strahier
What do we do about her?"

"Don't know yet. You sure?"

"I mapped it. She knew about canmera 2 in Tunnel 5. She didn't know about the radiants, and
neither did the bandits, but she was supposed to enter a nonitor program and she didn't. And now
t hey' ve knocked out a new canera she knew of, and didn't get one | never told her about. |'ve got
anot her doubl e check com ng up, but it's her."

"Your assistant."

"Yeah. Art, she may not be guilty of anything but talking to the wong person. She's a
ni ce-"

"Ckay, I'll deal with Alice," Bonner said quickly. Yeah, Tony thought. But she never
bl abbed i nnocently, not in that nuch detail. Hell

Bonner's voice came on again. "Now just what are you going to do about those jokers down
there? | hate to remind you, but they're getting close to the turbines and MHD systens."

"And if they zap one of those, we've had it. Yeah, | got the picture," Rand said, "but is
that what they're after? Last time it was start a big fire."

"Uh-uh. Last tine it was fake a big fire. Tony, it's the turbines. They don't really want

to kill lots of people. Bad publicity. They
want to make Todos Santos too expensive to run. Believe it, they're after the turbines.”
On screen, the bandits were still noving toward the turbines. They were slow, in a turtle's race
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with heatstroke, and Tony had one nore surprise for thembefore their route was clear, but after
that- What now? WAit? Send in Hamilton's SWAT teans? God

knows he's got eager enough troops . . . Tony | ooked up, and saw that everyone in the room was
staring at him Witing for orders. My orders.
O Pres! | never really realized what you went through. He | ooked up at the screens. The

bandits had found the jog where he'd fiddled with a wall. Now they were noving on. On the next
screen over, the second bandit to coll apse bad noved out of view Damm! Two parties to keep track
of now

"Ham | ton, send a squad through Tunnel 8. South of the turbines in 8 and keep them south
of there."

"Yes, sir."

This time. Tony heard Hamilton murmuring orders. "Delta teamto Tunnel 8. Automatic
weapons. Full body arnmor as long as they can stand the heat."

"What happens in 8?" Art Bonner's voice asked fromthe speaker

"I have another surprise for them" Tony said. He tried to sound confident. This tine.
This tinme.

The corridor had angled slightly left. Everything down here | ooked |ike new construction
but that jog wasn't on the nap. But what could they do if they left the map? They went on, pacing
of f their distances, until Gavin said, "Here."

Reese and Lovin kept going, staggering with the bonb box. Gavin shrieked, "Here!" He could
barely hear hinmself. Too many concussi ons.

They stopped, set the box down. A nonent for heavy breathing, then they were setting up
the plastique. Lovin inserted the wire, and they staggered back down the corridor

The expl osion slanmred their eardrums. Gavin deci ded he was deaf. It wouldn't matter; none
of themhad really expected to live
through this. They went back to where they had set off the blast. There was a shallow crater in
the wall, but it still stood.

Reese screaned sonet hing inaudi bl e. Gavin shook his head. They began to set another
charge, bigger this tinme. Reese suddenly stopped, then pulled his zipper down to his groin in one
convul sive notion. Gavin tried to shake him Reese pulled away and ran, flinging his nmask away,
then the top of his wet suit.

"That wall surprised them" Tony's grin showed sick fear behind it. "I didn't just beef up
the wall, | put frangible disks in it and water behind to absorb the shock. And the other walls
refl ected the shock wave back at them"

The bandits were runni ng back down the corridor. "I keep hoping they' Il run out of

expl osives. Did you find the second bandit yet?"

"First one nmust have reached nedical by now. Second one tried to go back the way they
cane. Found hinmself bl ocked. No camera, but he doesn't seemto be nmoving. We'll have himin a
m nute."

The canera view was suddenly opaque with snoke and dust. It cleared gradually. Light from
Corridor 8 glowed through a thighsized hole in four feet of wall

"One nore blast and they're through,” Tony said. "Wy are they doing this? Ham Iton,
only see two of them"™

"Do you have another canera back there, nmaybe?"

"If | can renenber-" Tony tapped at keys, and a screen lit. The third bandit showed cl ear,
curled up with his back to a wall, stripped naked, with face set in anguish and his hands over his
ears. A gun lay a good di stance away.

The renmai ning bandits ran into view, and one seened shocked at his conpanion's condition
The other clicked sonething with his thunb while he tried to cover both ears with his other hand
and arm Dust blew toward them

On the other screen, the hole in the wall was confortably larger. "That's Tunnel 8," Tony
said. No one conmented. Everyone in the roomknew 8 was the crucial area. "Have you got your squad
in 8?"

"They're there," Hamlton said. "Dunhill, you ready? They're in place."
"Get themclear for a monent. |'ve got one last trick, but it's dangerous. Anaesthetic
darts.” This tine. . . stoppit!

He typed rapidly.
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FI LE NOT FOUND. FI LE NOT FOUND.

"CGoddamm it!" he shouted. "Never mind, | can rewite the program" Tony typed rapidly,
wat chi ng two screens at once, thankful for the touch-typing course his father had made himtake in
hi gh school

One of the bandits eased through the hole in the wall. The two westled their box through,
then the second foll owed.

"They're after the turbines,

"Bl ake, " Hami|ton said.

The guard lieutenant fell silent.

So what happens if they do get the turbines? Tony asked hinsel f. Nobody gets killed. But
the cost. . . And it would be a nessage to the saints. Too nany people hate you too fervently. You
can't run Todos Santos econonically because we'l|l keep ruining your expensive equipnment. You'll go
broke. You have to quit sooner or later. Wiy not now?

Vel |l ? Wuld the nmoney nen in Zurich actually shut down Todos Santos if it becane that
expensive to run? They' d certainly not build any nore arcol ogi es. Nor woul d anyone el se, not when
it was clear the arcologies couldn't defend thenselves. And, dammit, if Todos Santos goes broke
then it can't run any |onger, expenses, expenses, expenses, it's property rights agai nst human
rights, noney against |lives, Tony thought bleakly, and I'm defending the noney.

I''m defending ny city!

"Did Alice know about your darts?" Bonner's voice asked.

"I'"ve been trying to renenber." He recalled boasting about the darts. But to whonf? Never
m nd. Nothing else to do anyway. He waited until they were both in Corridor 8, then hit the RETURN
key on his console.

Li eutenant Bl ake said. "If they get those-"

Lovin and Gavin straightened up with the mass of the explosives box pulling them down .

and a dozen expl osions burst fromthe walls.

Gavin found hinself in fetal position, his cheek on hot con-
crete. It would be so easy to lie there, to wait, soon they'd conme and take himwhere it was coo
. No! He stood up, patting hinmself. . . and found hinself .bristhng with harts. He sat up
| aughi ng, entirely buzzed on fatigue poisons, adrenalin, and dehydrati on.

Lovin | ooked li ke a porcupine as he rolled over and stood up. They spent a mnute pulling
darts off each other in handfuls. The points m ght work through the nmetal nesh i nmbedded between
the thick layers of their wet suits.

There wasn't a chance of their hearing each other. Explosives had rendered them deaf, but
even through the deafness they could hear the roar of the Todos Santos turbines. They picked up
the box and staggered toward the sound.

"Arnor," Hamlton said. "I wonder just how good that arnor is?"

Tony | eaned back in his chair. "I"mout of tricks," he said. "Damm Alice!" He turned to
Hamilton. "Stop them" But that wasn't enough, and he knewit. This tinme . . . But Tony was never
happy wi th eupheni sns or inprecise | anguage. "Don't let themreach the turbines. Stop themeven if
you have to kill them"”

XVI |

To us, heaven switches on daylight, or turns on the showerbath. W little gods are gods of the
machine only. It is our highest. Qur cosnos is a great engine. And we die of ennui. A subtle
dragon stings us in the mdst of plenty.

-D. H Lawrence

( AFTERVATH)
"There's another one," Sergeant Gonez said. He pointed to the Day-Gb sticker. "THINK OF I T AS
EVOLUTI ON I N ACTION," Gonez read aloud. "I think I counted a dozen on the way here."

"Yeah," Hal Donovan said. "lI'mgetting a little tired of themnyself." He | ooked around

the tunnel conplex. "Find anything?"
Gomez shrugged. It |ooked jerky. "Nothing the TS cops didn't tell us we'd find."
"What's got you so nervous? You think it's a setup?”
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"Naw, that's not it. How are we going to find anything if we keep getting lost? If the
guards just turned us loose in here | don't think we'd ever get out. The Saints keep having to
| ead us around by the hand."

Li eut enant Donovan nodded again. "l get a touch of it nyself. Well, tough it out. Keep
stirring things around. I'Il go get their official story."

There were only two nen in the interview room Donovan frowned. One was wearing the
uni formof a captain of the Todos
Sant os guards. The ot her-Donovan had no trouble at all recognizing the youngi sh man in the
t housand- dol | ar~ three-piece suit. He'd seen himoften enough in court.

The man stood and extended his hand. "I'm John Shapiro," he said. "General Counsel for
Todos Santos. "

O course they had their |awer in the interview room Donovan felt that he ought to
resent that, but he couldn't really blane the Saints.

"I asked to see all the Todos Santos police involved in the shootout," Donovan said.

"Yes," the unifornmed captain said. "But | was in charge, and I1'd |like to go over the story
with you before letting you have at ny nmen."

Donovan grimaced slightly. These goddam sensitive Saints! "Hell, Captain, we're all cops."

"I wish it were that sinple,” Shapiro said. "In any event, we are ready to cooperate with
you as fully as possible." He sat down and opened a steno not ebook

Donovan chuckl ed and | ooked around the room |f Shapiro needed to take notes, Donovan was
next in line to be Pope. He saw no point in saying so. "You' re Captain Hamilton, then. You were in
char ge?"

"I was the senior officer of Todos Santos Security," Hami|ton said.

"Which is not quite the same thing," Hal Donovan said. "W was really running the show?"

"The police took ny orders,"” Hamilton said. "No one else's."

No point in pushing that just now, Donovan decided. "All right, Captain. Suppose you tell
me in your own words what happened. "

“I"1l do better than that," Hanmilton said. He pointed to a TV screen inbedded in the far
wall of the room "I'Il show you a lot of it."

The story went as Donovan expected. Intruders got into TS by blowi ng their way through a
wal | . The Saints used a variety of non-lethal weapons to try to stop them Nothing worked, and
finally the gadgets failed as they always did, and sone cops had to put their arses on the line,
and that al ways happened too.

The screen showed two policenen with rifles and a third with a bullhorn, crouched behind
sonme kind of portable barricade (not a bad thing, Donovan thought; we ought to have sonething like
that). They were in tunnels, and the sound track conveyed the runble of nmachinery. The picture
stopped, freezing that instant of tine.

"They were approaching the turbines,”" Ham lton said. "W'd already tried the darts. They
had arnmor. There was nothing to stop themfromdoing a hundred million dollars worth of danage
-and after what we'd seen we knew damed wel |l that's what they wanted to do. And we knew they had
expl osi ves. "

"You sure did," Donovan agreed.

The TV drama cane back to life. "YOU ARE UNDER ARREST," the bull horn blared. "THROWN DOAN
YOUR WEAPONS AND FOR GOD'S SAKE LET'S GO WHERE I T'S COOL! "

The intruders canme doggedly toward the canera.

"Dunhill gave them another chance," Hanilton said.

The TS cop with the bullhorn stood. "SURRENDER, " he shout ed.

The | eading intruder held out a revolver and fired. The two TS cops with rifles returned
the fire at full automatic, a loud stutter of small-caliber high-velocity weaponry. The | eading
bandit began to fall, then there was an expl osi on

"Dead man switch on his explosives, we think," Hanm|ton said.

"I see." The scene went on, show ng nessy details. Donovan sat down hard.

"There's a little nore," Hanilton said.

The TV picture dissolved, then came up to show a burly woman, naked except for panties.
She was hol ding a big Webley revol ver in both hands, alnpst in a parody of the official police
grip. The pistol waved back and forth.

"She was too tired to hold it steady,

Ham | t on sai d.
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The wonman fired, several times. The picture didn't show what she was shooting at.

"I had four guards in good body arnmor about thirty nmeters away from her," Ham|lton said.
"They didn't think she could hurt them so they didn't shoot back."

Eventual ly the woman in the picture sat heavily on the ground.
A hal f-dozen Saints in bulgy SWAT uni forns appeared. They grabbed her and handcuffs fl ashed.

"That's it," Hanmilton said.

Donovan nodded. "The difference being that she didn't have any expl osives."

"l suppose,” Hamilton said.

"All right. I've seen it. Now can | talk to your nen?"

Ham | ton and Shapiro | ooked at each other. "Certainly,"
mnd if Captain Hamlton and | stay here . "

| should nind, Donovan thought. But what would be the point? "Fine. Let's get this done."

Shapiro said. "OF course you won't

After the interviews, Donovan went back to the tunnels and |l et Gonmez | ead himthrough the
route the intruders had taken. They'd cl eaned up sonme in the final tunnel, which was just as well.
Even so, Donovan didn't think he'd want any lunch. After an hour he had seen enough

He left the Todos Santos underground conpl ex, whistling again at the sight of the large
hol es bl asted in one of the concrete walls. There were guards at every fire door in the tunnels,
and the el evator door was opened for himby two nore uniforned Todos Santos guards. They | ooked
bl ankly at Donovan, but they didn't say anything. "Hell, it's not ny fault," Donovan said. "It's
homi ci de, and we have to investigate."

"Sure. Last time you jailed M. Sanders," the younger guard said. "Wwo this tinme? Oficer
Dunhi |l I ? Li eutenant Bl ake? Captain Hamilton? Or nmaybe sonebody hi gher up-"

"Can it, Prentice," the older guard said. "The lieutenant's just doing a job. He can't
help it if they put himin charge."

The younger guard's |ips tightened. Donovan was gl ad when they reached the executive floor
and he could get away fromthem

In charge, he thought as he paced down the thickly carpeted corridor. It is to laugh, ho
ho! The Mayor sends MaclLean Stevens. Council man Pl anchet has two field deputies here. The D. A and
the Coroner both come in person, and then they've got the goddamnerve to tell nme I'min charge.
Hoo ha.

Donovan sniled at the receptionist and got an answering | ook that nade himfeel really
wel cone. Debores, Anthony Rand had called her. A nice nanme. Too bad |I'll never get to neet her off
duty.

She waved himinto Arthur Bonner's office, and Donovan wondered about that for a noment
before he realized that with the setup they had here, she'd known he was conming | ong before he got
to her anteroom She could have told Bonner while he was in the corridor. A good setup. Didn't
have to keep peopl e waiting.

Bonner was at his desk, and MaclLean Stevens was pacing in front of it.

"Keep ~m at home, Mac," Bonner was saying. "Before we have to kill a lot nore of them"

"Yeah. Great image. See Todos Santos and die. You don't have a city, you' ve got the
anteroomto the norgue."”

"That's about enough-"

"I surely agree," Stevens said. "If you nean enough dead ki ds-"

"CGoddamm it, with all their gear, and a spy in my headquarters-"

"Dammit, Art, am| supposed to restrict the sale of wet suits?"

Donovan cleared his throat. Stevens turned, stared at himfor a nmonent, and said, "Find
anyt hi ng new?"

"No, sir," Donovan said. "And we won't."

"That seems a strange attitude for a hom cide investigation."

Donovan | aughed. "lInvestigation. Wth all respect, M. Stevens, what's to investigate? W
can |l ook at the bodies, we can stick our fingers in the bullet holes, and we can talk to people.
Then what? The Saints' Rent-a-cops say this bunch broke in. They shoota the guns, they banga the
bonmbs. So the Saints shoot back, which God knows they're entitled to do, and the kids get hurt,
and sonme get dead."

"You can make certain it really happened that way,

“"Yes, sir."

"You doubt us, Mac?" Bonner asked. "It's really come to that?"

"Whet her | doubt you or not, a lot of people will," Stevens said. "And they' |l want proof
one way or another."

St evens sai d.

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (104 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

"Which we can't get," Donovan said. "M. Stevens, we'll go
over all the evidence. W'll interview all the witnesses. But no matter what we do, M. Bonner's
people are as snart as we are, and they' ve had plenty of tine to set the stage if that's what they
wanted. So when it's all done it's going to cone out the thing went down the way they said. They
tried everything they could, and eventually they sent in their SWAT people. The bandits shot it
out and lost."

"You have any reason to doubt that it happened that way, Lieutenant?" Art Bonner asked.

Donovan shook his head. "If | did, | wouldn't be talking like this. No, sir, I"'msure it
all went as your people say it did."

"Good," Bonner said. "So why are your detectives poking into every corner of our
def enses?"

Donovan shrugged. "You're charging the survivors, right? W have to gather evidence."

"“Yeah," Bonner said. He gave Stevens a sour |ook. "OF course your cops have their nornal
share of curiosity. Speaking of prisoners, are you ready to take custody of then®"

"I can send for some troops."

Bonner's office was filled with police when Tony Rand cane in. LAPD, D.A 's nen, deputy
sheriffs, even a marshal fromthe federal district court, all waiting expectantly, until Col one
Cross and five Todos Santos guards brought in their prisoners.

They were both wonen. The nal e prisoner had col |l apsed from heat exhaustion, and woul d be
taken by anbul ance to the prison ward of County Hospital

Tony Rand stared at the wonen unashanmedly. It was the first tine he' d seen them w t hout
their protective equi pnent and masks.

"Sonet hing wong with me, fat boy?" one asked.

"Yes," Tony said. "You want to burn down my city."

"That's the court magician," the other woman said. "He designed this place. The chi ef
technol ogi st . "

"So now he's here with the pigs.”

"Enough.” One of the policenen cane forward. "You re under arrest. You have the right to
remain silent. You have the right to consult an attorney. If you cannot afford an attorney-"

"Of course we gave themtheir rights earlier on," Colonel Cross announced. He seened
annoyed that anyone woul d doubt it.

"I't never hurts to repeat it," a federal marshal said. "Sounds just like TV, doesn't it,
Sherry? Don't worry, officer, we'll go quietly. What are we charged wi th?"

"Suspi cion of homicide," the policenman said.

"0, wow"
"That's a heavy trip," Sherry said. "W didn't kill anybody. Their pigs killed our friends-

"Your friends were killed during the comm ssion of a felony," the Los Angel es policeman
sai d. "That nakes anyone involved in that felony an acconplice to homcide. You should discuss
this with your attorney, not with ne. Gonez, take themout."

"Yes sir." The uniforned policeman cane forward and expertly handcuffed each of the wonen.
Then with two policewonen and half a dozen other police he escorted themout of Bonner's office.

"There's one nore," Bonner said. "But | thought you might want to keep t hem separat ed.
Col onel -"

"Yes, sir," Colonel Cross said. He spoke into a m crophone attached to his |lapel, and a
monent later a guard led Alice into the room

Despite the police who had left with Sergeant Gonez, there were half a dozen left. Alice
bl i nked as she | ooked at each face. Wen her eyes net Tony's, they fell quickly.

The LA officer canme forward again. "Alice Strahler, you're under arrest. You have the
right to remain silent. You have-"

Alice listened to the entire Mranda warning w thout coment.

Tony Rand couldn't stand it any | onger. "Wiy?' he asked. "Alice, why?"

She shook her head.

"I trusted you-"

“Yes, sir," Alice said. "So did a | ot of people."

"Peopl e who got killed!" Tony said. "You-damm you, you made us kill people! You nmade Pres
Sanders into a basket case, and-"

"That's not fair," Alice said. "You know | can't tal k about any of that! Not here, wth
all these police-"
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"Pres did," Tony said. "And | still don't understand you. You
wor ked here. You knew what we were building, that people like it here, we don't pollute, we-"

"You don't live like humans, either,” Alice Said. "And even if you call this human life,
it's not for very many people. Todos Santos is beautiful, Tony, but it uses too many resources to
support too few people. The nore successful Todos Santos is, the worse it will be for everyone
el se, don't you understand that? Don't you understand that technology is not the answer, that
using technology to fix problens created by technology only puts you in an endl ess chain? That the
nmore success you have, the nore you make people believe that 'Progress' is possible, and Progress
just leads to nore technol ogy and nore waste and nore doom"

"Alice, you wear glasses," Tony said mldly. "You probably use tanpons."

"One thing | do understand," Art Bonner said. "You gave us good reason to trust you. W
bel i eved you, and you betrayed us. I'msorry your friends were killed, but I'mnot sorry they can
charge you with murder."

Murder. Damm, of course, she was in the conspiracy, and that led to nmurder and- Conspiracy.

Eventual ly the outsiders left. Tony turned to go. "A monent of your time," Bonner said. "Yeah?"
"There are a |l ot of cops wandering around here," Bonner said.

"Li ke a well-snoked beehive. And reporters. And everyone else, all |ooking at us."
Tony nodded. "Yeah. |'ve been neaning to catch sone sleep, but it's interesting-"
"You won't get a chance to sleep,"” Bonner said. "I've been review ng your plan to get
Sanders out of jail. I like it."

Tony eyed himwarily.

"It seens to ne this is a good tine,
say weekend, and this is Saturday."

Oh shit oh dear, Tony thought. "But we don't need to. Not after this! Everybody will know
we really need defenses. "

"What happened today won't change the fact that the kids Pres killed were carrying nothing
nmore deadly than sand and paint. This nmay nmake it easier to get a jury to acquit him but he'l
still have put in a year in jail before it's over."

"And Pres? Have you asked hi mabout this?" Tony demanded. Bonner ignored the question
"Your plan needs sone advance preparations," Bonner said. "As near as | can figure, if you start
now, we can be ready tonight at |lights-out. Any reason why you can't get to it?"

"Conspiracy," Tony said. "And if anyone's killed, it's honiicide-"

"So don't kill anyone. You've already made up your mnd, Tony. | don't have to wheedl e
you. So let's cut the crap and get at it. W both have work to do."

Tony nodded in subm ssion.

Bonner said. "Wile everyone's watching us. You did

XVI 1|

When we junped into Sicily, the units becane separated, and | couldn't find anyone. Eventually I
stunbl ed across two colonels, a najor, three captains, two |lieutenants, and one rifleman, and we
secured the bridge. Never in the history of war have so few been I ed by so many.

-CGeneral Janmes Gavin

EXECUTI VE ACTI ON

George Harris had |l earned to disconnect his mnd during heavy exercise. |If he thought about the
pain or the fatigue or the nonotony, he'd stop. His body followed the routine while his nind
daydreaned, or planned business strategy, or slept.

But on Saturdays and Sundays, shut away from his weights and nachi nes and confined by
concrete and iron bars, he had to inprovise a routine. That took concentration. It took nore
concentration to ignore a distraction, the sad-eyed ghost in the upper bunk

Twenty-nine. . . thirty. Harris rested for a few seconds, waiting until his breathing
sl owed before he spoke. A harmless vanity. Then, "I wish to hell you'd join ne. You're in good
shape. What were you doing on the outside, skiing? Surfing? You're not doing it now. In here |'ve
never seen you do anything but lie there and eat your liver."

Preston Sanders didn't | ook up. His arns were behind his head, his eyes were on the
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ceiling.

"That raid | ast night has to help your case,"” Harris said. "They
had real bonbs, and the TV said there was a shootout. Guns and everything. This wasn't just kids
out playing tricks."

Still nothing. "Now there's denonstrations all over the city. Fronmates and a | ot of
outfits named CGitizens for This and That want to burn Todos Santos to the ground and sow salt
where it stood. Funny thing, though. There are counterdenonstrators. Nothing organi zed, but nore
than you' d expect." George went into his sit-ups. The patrolling guard stopped for a mnute to
wat ch, then noved on. On previous weekends he'd nade witty cormments . . . until George called him
"Butterball" every tinme he passed, and then every felon in the block took it up, and now the guard
generally didn't say anything.

Thirty. CGeorge stood and went to the bunks. "You lie there | ong enough and you'll turn to
butter," he told Sanders. "Jesus, you're younger than | am Can you do thirty push-ups?"

"Y1t ~o."

"It'd take your mind off what's eating you. Sanders, it is inmpossible to think about what
a jury will do to you when you're on your twenty-fifth push-up and going for thirty. Try it with
me?"

Sanders shook his head.

He was the | east troubl esonme cell-mate George Harris had ever had. More: He was a
potential customer, even if he did turn off whenever George tried to swing the conversation around
to new construction in Todos Santos. | guess | brought it up too early, CGeorge thought. Too bad,
but maybe that'll change. If I can get himto talk at all, and that's tough enough

"They didn't identify the raiders yet," Harris said. "But that commentator guy, Lunan
said they were an outfit calling itself the Anerican Ecology Arny. That's a splinter group that

broke away fromthe Fromates years ago, but Lunan says the two outfits still work together. He
sounded real sure. | read everything | can about it, what with being in here with you. Besides,
knew t he Pl anchet kid."

That got Sanders's attention. "I never did. What was he |ike?"

Harris shrugged. "N ce enough, | guess. Personable, maybe a little shy. | only nmet him
twice. | could have liked him except | heard about a stunt he pulled in high school. Never mnd

The point is, he was a total dammed fool and he died for it."
"He didn't die. He was killed."
"Yeah, sure, but he worked at it. Hey, you know you're a hero

back in Todos Santos? Yeah, no kidding. | went to the Big Brothers |lunch out there | ast week-"
"I always |iked those."
"Yeah, | can see why. Quite a blast. | won a pocket conputer in the raffle. Anyway, when

they found out | was your cell-nate everybody wanted ne to give you the sane nmessage. ' You done
good. "

"Who?" Sanders asked. "Art Bonner?"

"Yeah, he was one of them Sone others, too, | didn't get everybody's name. And Tony
Rand." Harris | ooked sidew se at Sanders. "He's a strange one, isn't he?"

"He can be," Sanders said. "Tony's about the best friend |I have out there."

"Ch, | can see how you could like that guy a lot. Once you got to know him Anyway,
they're all on your side. Sanders, it's dunb to lie there eating your liver. You got paid to do a
j ob, and when the time came you earned your salary. You don't need to hear that froma jury. Think
of it as evolution in action.”

"What did you say?"

Harris laughed. "I saw it on-" He stopped. Listened. Then he said, "Get down fromthere.
mean it. Sit on the lower bunk. | think-" He listened again. "Feel that? | think there's a quake
comi ng." He tugged at Sanders's arm and Sanders came down. He wasn't that soft; he didn't drop
he | owered hinself by the strength of his armns.

Harris said, "You feel it? Not a jolt, just shaking, like a prelimnary tenblor?
Everything's vibrating-"

"I feel it."
" hear something, too." It was right at the threshold of sound but it went on, steadily.

"Machi nery sonewher e,
can't be heard comng.'

"Wha. . . ? Ch. Too bad." Harris considered going into deep knee bends; but by dam, he'd
finally got Sanders tal king, and he wasn't going to stop. "Wat | saw was a bunper sticker. 'RAI SE
THE SPEED LIMT. THINK OF | T AS EVOLUTI ON I N ACTION. "

Sanders smiled. "I can guess who said that first. It had to be Tony Rand."

Sanders said. "You' re not fromCalifornia, are you? Earthquakes
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"Real ly? | wouldn't have guessed that. | nmean, | didn't get to
talk to himvery long, but | was inpressed, nmeeting the guy that built the Nest." Aaargh. Wong
word, it had just slipped out. In haste, Harris continued, "Wiat's he really Iike?"

"A good friend," Sanders said. "He didn't used to worry nuch about social relationships,
politics, anything Iike that. Now he's

eating his liver, like you said. He's losing sleep because maybe he coul d have desi gned
Todos Santos so | wouldn't have to do that." Sanders shuddered, and Harris was suddenly afraid
there woul d be histrionics. But Sanders said quietly, "Maybe he's keeping ne sane. Damm, |'d | ove
to blane it all on Tony Rand. And | know he never thought of that. | knowit. That's the nice
part."”

"Court magician," Harris said. "That's what they called himon the TV docunentary,
anyway." And |'ve got you talking now Only a mracle could have captured Harris's attention at
t hat nonent.

The nmiracle was a tiny hole that formed suddenly in the concrete floor, just where
Harris's eyes rested. George slid off the bunk and crouched to | ook. He poked at the hole with his
finger. It was real

Sanders asked, "Wat are you doi ng?"

"Dammdest thing," Harris said. He thought he saw light through the hole, but when he bent
closer to |l ook, there was only darkness. And a trace of a strange, nustily sweet smell. "Orange
bl ossoms? | sawthis little tiny," he said, and fell over.

The vehicle Tony Rand was driving was | onger than four Cadillacs, and shaped roughly Iike
a .22 Long Rifle cartridge. Thick hoses in various colors, sone as thick as Tony's torso, trailed
away down the tunnel and out of sight. The visibility ahead was poor. The top speed was
contenptible. The nileage woul d have horrified a Cadillac owner. It wasn't even quiet. Water
poured through the blue hoses, |ive steam bl asted back down the red hoses, hydrogen flame roared
softly ahead of the cabin, heated rock snapped and crackl ed, and cool air hissed in the cabin.

For so large a vehicle the cabin was cranped, stuck onto the rear alnost as an
afterthought. It was cluttered with the extra gear Tony Rand had brought with him so that Thomas
Lunan
had to sit straddling a | arge red-painted tank and regulator. There were far too many dials to
wat ch. The best you could say for the Mle was that, unlike your ordinary autonobile, it could
drive through rock

So we're driving through rock, Lunan thought, and giggled. The blunt, rounded nose of the
Mol e was white hot. Rock nelted and fl owed around the nose, flowed back as lava until it reached
the water-cooled collar, where it froze. The congeal ed rock was denser then, conpressed into a
fine tunnel wall with a flat floor

Lunan was sweating. Wiy did | get into this? | can't get any pix, and | can't ever tel
anybody | was here.

"Where are we?" Lunan asked. He had to shout.

"About ten feet to go," Rand said.

"How do you know?"

“Inertial guidance system" Rand said. He pointed to a blue screen, which showed a bright
pat hway that abruptly became a dotted line. "W're right here," Tony said. He pointed to the
junction of dot and solid line.

"You trust that thing?"

"It's pretty good,"” Rand said. "Hell, it's superb. It has to be. You don't want to put a
tunnel in the wong place.”

Lunan | aughed. "Let's hope they want a tunnel here-"

"Yeah." Rand fell silent. After a while he adjusted a vent to increase the cool air
flowi ng through the cabin.

Despite the air flow, and the cabin insulation, Lunan was sweating. There was no place to
hi de. None at all. If anyone suspected what they were doing, they had only to follow the hoses to
the end of the blind tunnel

"We're here," Rand said.

Noi se levels fell as Rand turned down the hydrogen jets. He | ooked at his watch, then
lifted the mcrophone dangling fromthe vehicle's dashboard. "Art?"

"Here."
"My conputations tell me I'meither under Pres's cell or just offshore from Nonme, Al aska-"
"You don't have to keep nme entertained.” The voice blurred and crackl ed. No eavesdropper

file:/lIF|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20Larry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fealty.txt (108 of 132) [1/19/03 6:01:07 PM]



file:///F|/rah/Larry%20Niven/Niven,%20L arry%20-%200ath%200f%20Fesal ty .txt

could have sworn that Art Bonner was speaking to the soon-to-be-notorious felon, Anthony Rand. A
ni ce touch, Lunan thought.

"No, sir," Tony said.

"As far as we can tell, you hit it just right," the radio said. "They're still at dinner.
O all the nonths of tunnel drilling around here got themused to the noise. Wiatever. Anyway, we
don't hear any signs of alert."

"CGood," Rand said. He put down the nicrophone and turned to Lunan. "Now we wait four
hours."

Lunan had carefully prepared for this nonment. He took a pack of cards fromhis pocket and
said, casually: "G n?"

It was nine-thirty in the evening and Vinnie Thonpson couldn't believe his good fortune.
He' d been hoping for a decent score |ater, some guy conming back fromw nning a big bet on the
hockey ganme at the Forum or maybe a sailor with a nonth's pay. This early there probably woul dn't
be much, but there night be sonebody with bread, although nost Angelinos were snmart enough not to
carry much into the subway system O course they'd carry noney in the Todos Santos stations, but
everybody in Vinnie' s line of work learned early to stay away fromthere. The TS guards m ght or
m ght not turn you in to the LA cops, but nore inportant they might hurt you. Alot. They didn't
i ke nuggers at all.

Maybe toni ght he'd get a break. He needed one. He hadn't hit a good score in two weeks.

Then he saw his vision. A man in a three-piece suit, an expensive suit with alligator
shoes (like the ones Vinnie kept at home, you wouldn't catch himtaking sonmething valuable Iike
that into the subway). The vision carried a briefcase, and he was not only al one, he'd gone
through a door into a maintenance tunnel

And there sure as hell wasn't anybody in that tunnel this time of night. Wat could M.
Thr ee- pi ece want ? Take a pee? Meet sonebody? Wile he was wondering about that, by God here she
canme! A hell of a looker, well dressed in an expensive pantsuit, and she was al one too! She went
in the same door as Three-piece, and Vinnie snickered. She'd get a surprise . . . Once again he
congratul ated hinmself. Heaven couldn't offer nore attractions.

She' d | ocked t he door behind her, but it didn't take Vinnie's knife long to take care of
that. He went through quickly and pulled the door closed. The corridor in front of himwas enpty,
but he could hear rapid heel-clicks around the bend ahead of him
He coul d al so hear sounds of machinery coming fromdown the tunnel. Sonebody was working overtine
here. Well, that didn't matter, he'd just have to be quick, although that was a shame, the chick
was a real looker and it'd be sonething to get into that. He could i magi ne her | ook of fear, and
feel her withing in his grasp, and he quickened his step to catch up to her. She'd be just around
this bend in the tunnel - He rounded the bend. There were half a dozen people there, all
i n expensive clothes. They | ooked up at him first in surprise, then in annoyance.

Too many, Vinnie thought. But they | ooked |ike nmoney, and he had his knife and a bl ackj ack
made of a | eather bag of BB's and if he did this right-Feet scuffed behind him

He was trying to turn, to run, when a bonb expl oded under his jaw. Lights flared behind
his eyes, but through the blaze he saw his vision again: fluffy razor-cut hair, and a broad,
snoot hshaven face snarling with even white teeth, and a polished gold ring on a huge fist.

"Gn," Rand said. "That's thirty-five mllion dollars you owe ne." He stared at his watch
"And now we go to work."

Lunan grinmaced. So far they hadn't done anything. Well, nothing that would send you to
prison. God knows what crime it mght be to dig a tunnel under the County Jail (reckless driving?)
but so far no harm done. Now, though

Rand handed hi ma heavy tool and Lunan took it automatically. It was a large drifi with a
long, thin bit. Trickling sweat stung his eyes.

Rand was sweating too, and after a nonment the engineer renoved his shirt. "Damn Del ores,"
he nuttered.

"Eh?"

"Ch. Nothing." Rand threw his shirt down the tunnel. Then he |ifted the m crophone. "W're
starting in now," he said. "Everything all right at your end?"

“Yeah, barring three surprised nuggers. Have at it."

"Roger." Rand hung up the mike and turned to Lunan. "Ckay, let's get at it." He took a
strip of conputer readout fromthe con-
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sole in front of him then mani pul ated controls. A very bright spot of |ight appeared on the
tunnel roof above them "Drill right there," Rand said.

The ceiling was concrete, very rough. Lunan thought the drill bit too thin and weak for
the job, but when he applied it and pulled the trigger, the drill ate in quickly. And quietly,
Lunan noticed. After a while the bit went in all the way.

Rand took the drill and changed to a longer bit. "My turn," he said.

"What do | do?" Lunan asked.

"Just stand by." Rand drilled at the ceiling. Wen the bit was all the way in, he took out
still another, this one a foot long, still very thin. He drilled cautiously, withdrawing the bit
often. Then he saw |light, and pointed.

"Mask time," Rand said. Lunan handed up a gas nask, then put on his own.

The hole in the ceiling was no nore than a pinprick, which was what Rand had told Lunan to
expect. When he had his nask on properly, Lunan went over to a large red tank. There was a hose
attached to it, and Lunan handed up the hose and watched as Rand put it to the hole and sealed it
in place with alum ni zed duct tape. "Crack the valve," Rand said, and Lunan turned the val ve
handl e. There was a faint hissing. Rand pointed to the m crophone.

"Phase two," Lunan said into the m ke. "Hope we're in the right place-"

"All quiet here. Qut," the radi o answered.

Lunan replaced the mke. Quiet there, which was the tunnel entrance. Just one entrance,
guarded by TS executives, which neant Lunan and Rand were safe. OF course it also neant there was
only one exit. Unless they wanted to dig a new one, fleeing the law at a few dozen feet an hour
Rand waved and made cutting notions, and Lunan shut off the sleepy gas. He worried about that gas.
Rand said the stuff was the safest he could find, unlikely to harm anyone except possibly a heart
patient; but there was no way they could control the dosages. This was the trickiest part of the
maneuver- Rand had renoved the tube and w dened the hole slightly. NOw
he was trying to insert the tiny, thin periscope, and cursing.

"What ?" Lunan asked.

"Bl ocked,” Rand said. Swearing terribly, he noved two feet away and tried the drill again.
When |ight showed, he inserted his periscope and | ooked. He turned it this way and that, then
chuckl ed and notioned for Lunan to cone | ook

Concrete floor, something overhead, all very dark. Tom Lunan adjusted the |ight

anplillcation and rotated the periscope.
Aha. Foreground, a pair of feet showed under a very low ceiling. He was under a bunk
Beyond, a nouse's-eye view of a jail cell: concrete floor, toilet, sink, and a m ddl e-aged fel on

in fine physical shape sl eeping peacefully on Tony Rand's first periscope hole.

Wi | e Tom | ooked, Rand brought up the gas tube and put it to the new hole. "Body bl ocked
the flow," Rand rmuttered, and went back to open the valve on the tank

He let it run another nminute, then disconnected the hose and brought up the periscope
again. Meanwhile, Lunan had attached the el ectronic stethoscope to the floor. He put on the
ear phones. At highest sensitivity he could hear the sounds of breathing and a heartbeat. O herw se
not hi ng. He nmade the "OK" sign to Rand.

Rand nodded and turned to the control console. Wen he twisted dials, a large jack
ascended fromthe top of the vehicle and rose until it touched the ceiling. Another control sent
up a large saw and spray hoses. The saw began cutting in a circular pattern around the jack.

It wailed |like a banshee. Lunan felt real terror. Surely soneone would hear that, the
horri bl e rasping sound that proclainmed "JAI LBREAKI" Evidently it worried Rand too, because he
rigged up the tank and sent nore sleepy gas through the hole.

The saw cut on a bias, a concrete disk larger at the top than at the bottom Eventually
the cut was nade, and Tony used the jack to lift the plug until it was two feet higher than the
cell floor. Lunan hel ped himset up a newly bought al uni num stepl adder. Rand scranbled up it and
di sappeared, while Lunan arranged Therm A-Rest air nmattresses on the flat top of the vehicle. Then
he clinbed up, squeezing under the concrete plug. There was a nonment of terror when he disl odged
his gas mask, but he got it back on w thout breathing.

Preston Sanders was on his side in the I ower bunk, with his feet hanging over the edge.
He' d | ost weight since Lunan had seen himin a courtroom but he was still heavy. They lifted him
and
Rand slid down through the hole again, |eaving Lunan to | ower Sanders down |ike a sack of
potatoes, with Rand to catch himand | et himdown onto the mattresses.

Now they had to work fast. Rand sneared the concrete plug with epoxy and lowered it into
pl ace. Then he filled the periscope holes. Wile he did that, Lunan nanhandl ed Sanders into the
cabin of the machi ne, and thought about the origins of that picturesque verb. Mn-handl ed. Yep
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"CGot it," Rand said.

"Wn't they be able to see the hol e?"

"Yeah, sure, | couldn't make the join perfect, especially working fromthe bottom but
they'l| never get that plug out w thout jackhaniners and such. Let's get out of here."

"CGet your shirt," Lunan said.

"Shit, oh dear. What el se have we forgotten?"

"The | adder, and the mattresses, and-"

"That's okay," Rand said. "They can't be traced." He chuckled. "Well, not profitably,
anyway. "

"Hey, |'m supposed to get the whole story."

"You've got all the story," Rand said. "My instructions are to see you off before Pres
wakes up. | nake that to be about ten nore mnutes."

“Yeah. Al right," Lunan said. So. The adventure was conming to an end. Ye gods, what he'd
seen! The top brass-the TOP BRASS- O Todos Santos involved in felony jailbreak. Not that he could
tell anyone, or even hint that he had certain know edge. Runmor. All runors . . . Lunan sighed. It
was a hell of a story. Now all he had to do was figure out the best way to use it.

They drove away at the Mdle's contenptible top speed.

Pres woke up twenty minutes later. He blinked and focused on Tony Rand, stared for a
nmorment, and said, "W were just tal king about you."

" Oh?"

"True. What's going on? \Were am|?"

"We're roaring away in our trusty getaway vehicle, seconds ahead of The Law. "

"Yeah, | can hear the roaring, anyway. It nmatches ny head." Pres pushed hinself up and
| ooked back down the tunnel. "Good
Lord. Tony? Is it the digging machine, the one that's making the subway under City Hall? Shit, are
we really nmaking our own tunnel ?"

The Mol e surged forward. Needl es spun on the panel, and the automatics cut off the
hydrogen flow. Wthout nelted rock to carry heat away fromthe nose, the nose itself would nelt.
Hal ffused rubble slid past the cabin. Then the Mdle lurched into the open night. Tony lifted the
nmi crophone from the consol e panel

"We're | oose." He put down the mike and turned to Sanders, grinning. "Mst of the tine you
were asl eep we were runni ng back al ong an al ready-nade tunnel. Then just before you woke up we
started boring again. Now come on. You know, Pres, we mght actually make it?"

Sanders was still groggy, but recovering. "Were are we now? Did you really break me out
of jail?"

Tony |l ed himout of the Mdl e and wal ked hi mthrough the night. Were was that stairway?
"The OK Corral will never be the same. We've reached either the famed concrete banks of the Los
Angel es River, or the equally famus Hoover Dam depending." Ah. There were the stairs. "W go up
now. "

"You gonna just |eave the digger?"

"Jesus! Stay here." Tony sprinted back to the Mol e and cane back uphill nore slowy,
carrying his shirt and the gas cannister. "This could be traced. The rest of that garbage was al
bought today, by credit-card nunber and tel ephone, delivered to a blind drop. It was charged to
one Professor Arnold Renn. That night cause a bit of confusion."”

"Renn? He's Fromate, isn't he?" Pres started to | augh

"Art says he was the advisor to the Planchet kid," Rand sai d.

"Ch." Sanders was silent a nonent, then laughed. "Hey, they'll think the Fromates got ne!"
"Not for long they won't, but it mght slow down the opposition."
Sanders stopped. "Tony, | don't like this nmuch. | nmean-you broke ne out of jail. W're

both wanted by the |law. Were can we go?"

"W're going hone, | hope."

"Yeah, but-1ook, Tony, Art nust have put you up to this, and don't think I'mnot grateful
but dammt, Art doesn't own Todos Santos! He can't hide me forever, the managenent council has to
know, and sonme of themdon't |ike nme. Sonebody'll turn me in, for sure . "

H's voice trailed off when he realized that Rand was only half listening. Tony was trying
to orient hinmself. Were the hell was the street? Were the hell was anything? They stunbl ed
onward. Then, ahead, car lights flashed twice and went dark

"Thank God," Tony said. "Conme on, Pres, just a little farther. Ah. Good, they renenbered
to cut the fence. Here, through right here, and we go the rest of the way by taxi. Swall ow your
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pride and clinb in."

An ordinary Yell ow Cab stood waiting for them The driver didn't speak

Sanders tunbled into the back seat, still rubber-linbed, and thrashed to right hinself as
Tony tunbled in beside himand the taxi took off. Pres conpl ained, "Hey! The speed limt! M pride
woul dn't take it if we got pulled in for reckless driving."

The cab sl owed at once. Tony asked, "How do you feel ?"

"Fine. No nore headache. No hangover." Sanders settled back in his seat. "I feel great! O
course they' Il find us-"

"Maybe not," Rand sai d.

The cabbie said, "Were to, sir?" and turned around.

“Mead? Frank Mead?"

"Did you think we'd | eave you for the eaters? Wl cone hone. In a half hour you'll be
wol fing a m dnight snack and drinking genui ne Scotch. No, brandy's your drink, right? Reny Martin,
then."

"Frank Mead. Sheeit! | thought . . . never nmind what | thought. Listen, Tony, if I'm awake
now, so is anyone el se you dosed, right?"

“"I't'"ll take themawhile to get their act together," Tony said. "They won't know how you
got out or where you went. | sealed up the hole. It's a | ocked-room nmystery, secret passage and
all."

"That's all right, then." Sanders started |aughing.

CGeorge Harris woke with a mld headache and a feeling that sonething was wong. That was
confinned when he heard the guards running up and down the corridors. "Head count!" they were
shouting. "Everybody stand by your bunks!"

"Pres, what the hell is all this?" George denmanded. "Pres?"

When there was no answer he | ooked around the cell. "Jesus H Christ!" he shouted. Now
what ? And how had it happened? He renenbered the tiny hole he'd seen, and | ooked down at the
floor, but in the dimlight he couldn't see anything at all. Should he tell the guards? Tell them

what, that his cell-mate was mssing? To hell with those bastards! But if he didn't cooperate,
they'd nail his arse to the wall

George grinned faintly to hinmself and lay down on the |ower bunk. It wasn't hard at all to
go back to sl eep.

"Uh?" CGeorge woke to bright lights and a dozen deputies in his cell

"What ? Where's Sanders? Were'd he go?" the fat jailer shouted over and over.
"Uh? Pres, tell these buzzards to buzz off-"

"Where is he?"

"That' Il do, Wnsone. M. Harris, | renmind you that aiding an escape from | awf ul
confinenent is a felony. Now, are you willing to cooperate?"
"Sure," George said.

"Excel l ent. What can you tell us?"

It was hard to keep from giggling, but George managed a straight face. "Nothing. Not one
thing. I went to sleep talking to Preston Sanders and | just woke up.” He rolled out of his bunk
and | ooked into the upper bunk. "Pres?" He lifted the blanket. Nothing. "Shit fire."

"Hal ? Hal, it's the tel ephone.”

Donovan canme awake as from beneath a deep, stagnant pond, vaguely aware that Carol was
speaking to him G adually he understood. "GOkay, honey. Thanks." He took the phone and I|i stened.

Carol watched from her bed. Her blue negligee fell open and Donovan wi nked at her. His
pretense was that she always turned himon. She did, often enough

When he put the phone down and reached for his pants, she
| ooked resigned. She'd |ong since stopped asking questions. He'd either explain or he wouldn't.

"Not a new nurder," Donovan said. "Maybe not even ny case. But it was ny prisoner." Even
that didn't get a rise. She | ooked at himexpectantly, even with interest, but she wasn't asking
questi ons.

"Preston Sanders," Donovan said. "Technically my case and nmy prisoner. He's escaped from
the county jail."

"Escaped? Great heavens, Harry, how?" Carol Donovan denanded.

"Nobody seens to know, just at present," Donovan said. "I suppose they'll find out."
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"So you're going down to the jail?"

"I"1l start there. Just to see howthey did it."

"How they did it?"

"Sure. | don't have to know what happened to know Todos Santos has made their nove. | just
hope it doesn't nean all-out war."

When Donovan arrived at the County Jail, a team of workmen were breaking through the floor
with jackhammers. The officer in charge, Sheriff's captain Aiver Matson, was an old friend. One
of Matson's deputies handed Donovan Pol aroids of the cell floor taken before the jackhaxnmers
started. There was a thin circular line showing clearly on the floor

"He went out that way, all right,” the deputy said.

"Here," a workman said. "Hey! Watch out!"

"What is it?" Matson asked.

“I't'"s all hollow under there. A tunnel."

"Tunnel ," Donovan said. O course there had to be a tunnel. How el se coul d Sanders have
got away? But how had the tunnel got under the County Jail? "Holy shit!"

"What ?" his friend denanded

"The di ggi ng nachi ne! The Ml e!" Donovan shouted. "That's how they did it, they dug a
subway tunnel with the Ml e, that big dammed di ggi ng machi ne of theirs-any mnute now they'l
report it stolen. Anybody want to bet they won't?"

"Ch, crap," Mtson said. "Jesus. That's acting on the grand scale."

The workrmen had the tunnel open. Deputies squeezed through
and when they were out of the way Donovan and Matson fol | owed.

"No doubt about it," Matson. said. "A new- subway tunnel- well, we won't need bl oodhounds
to followthis trail."

Donovan | aughed, but he thought they mght as well get out the bl oodhounds. Nothing el se
was going to catch Sanders. Not just Sanders. He | ooked at the snooth-sided tunnel walls. "Just
I'i ke magic," he said.

"Whi ch?"

"We're looking for a nagician. In this case a court magician."

It was highly irritating to Donovan that O iver Matson hadn't seen the docunentary.
Donovan hated to expl ain jokes.

The neeting was in an apartment that showed on no maps of Todos Santos. It would have
taken twenty people with excellent measuring instrunments the better part of a day merely to prove
there was an apartment there; finding the entrance and getting it open would take a | ot |onger

Most of the Todos Santos brass was there, and Tony Rand basked in their approbation
Everyt hing had gone well (and he could forget just how scared he'd been).

"What about the other guy?" Bonner asked. "Pres's cell-mate. Maybe you shoul d have done
hima favor."

"Whooo- ee, " Sanders said. He bellowed | aughter. "Jesus, no, Art. Harris is only in there
on weekends! He'd have screanmed bl oody nmurder, to find out the cops are after himand-" He stopped
| aughi ng, and the general npod of euphoria faded. "So what happens now?"

"Several choices," Bonner said. "Al of themreasonable. How would you like ny job?"

"That's silly-"

"Not here," Bonner said. "And not an arcology. But Romulus has a | ot of operations, and
the top slot's open in one of them How do you feel about going to Africa?"

Sanders lifted one eyebrow. "Seens a long way to run-"

Bonner spread his hands. "We'll talk about it in the norning. As | said, it's your choi ce.
You woul dn't have to go too far- don't forget, at the nonent the police have no proof that you
escaped. You may be the victimof a kidnapping."

The grin, or part of it, returned to Sanders. "Do you really think we can pin it on the
Fromat es?"

Frank Mead snorted. "Wuldn't want to, would we? W saved one of our own, and I'd like it
if everybody in the LA Basin knows it. As long as they can't prove it." He | ooked thoughtful. "W
didn't actually put our autograph on anything, unless Tony-"

"Woul d Picasso refrain fromsigning his masterpiece?"

"Sign it or not, they'll guess," Art Bonner said. He giggled suddenly. "Speaking of
signi ng your work-"
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"What ?" Bar bara asked.

"The nuggers. What should we do with the muggers?"

"Kill the sons of bitches,” Frank Mead sai d.

"Hey, no," Sanders yelled. "Hey-"

“"Don't worry, we won't," Bonner said. "Frank didn't nean that anyway."

Mead shrugged and massaged his fist. He had bruises under his large ring and on two
knuckl es, but there was a pensively happy smile on his face. "So what do we do with the neat
heads? \Were are they, anyway?"

"In a dark roomoff Medical,"” Bonner said. "I believe the technical termis 'under heavy
sedation.' O course we'll have to let themgo, eventually."

"They were bad dudes," Mead said.

"Hard on Los Angeles," Del ores said.

"Not hi ng Los Angel es doesn't deserve. But | had an idea-"

"Shoul d we be maki ng deci si ons now?" Barbara asked. "W're all pretty soused."

"Good point, sweetheart,"” Bonner said. He went to her and took her hand. "Let's go hone.
Ch. Tony-"

"Yeah?"

"The LA cops will want you for questioning. |I'd as soon they didn't find you."

Del ores came up and put her armthrough Tony's. "That answers one question," she said.

Tony frowned the question at her.

"My place or yours? W can't go to yours,"” she said. "Mne will be safe enough. For a
while." She marched himout of the room
X1 X~
They cannot commit treason, nor be outlawed nor exconmunicated, for they have no souls.
-Sir Edward Coke, Lord Chief Justice of England
Sutton's Hospital Case. 10 Report 32, 1628

RETRI BUTI ON
Her position was odd, and she was cold. The sheets and bl ankets were twisted all to hell. Delores
unt angl ed them enough to pull them over her head.

Feeling nice. . . feeling sleepy. Wuld she be able to get back to sleep? They hadn't

sl ept much last night.

Where was Tony?

She heard the ting of roomservice delivery, and snelled coffee. Coffee and unidentifiable
breakfast snells. Suddenly her hunger was |ike teeth gnashing in her belly.

Shorted on sleep, they'd burned consi derable energy last night. The court nagician had
never before shown any such tendency toward satyriasis. Being a hero must nake a man horny,

Del ores thought.

She sat up and cal l ed, "Wat have we got?"

"Al'l kinds of things." Tony sounded cheerful, and well he mght. "Melon. Blinis. Eggs
Benedi ct. Coffee and hot nilk. Vodka right out of a freezer."

She came to see. So little tine, so nuch to do-She tore into a thick wedge of honey-dew
melon, and for a time there was s
| ence. Tony seenmed as hungry as she was. Even so-"Honbre, we'll never eat all this! Wich are
blini s? The pancakes?"

"Ri ght. Beluga caviar, sour cream and a splash of hot butter between two buckwheat
pancakes. The iced vodka goes with the blinis, if you' ve a mind. W's gonna question ny expense
account on a day |ike today?"

Her spoon stopped nmoving. Your |ast day. She |ooked up. Had he guessed?

He had. "Lunan gave nme too nuch publicity. The Angelino cops are sure to guess who did it.
Where do you think they'll send ne?"

She cut into a blini while she considered. Art m ght send Tony out with Pres Sanders. They

got along. O . . . it hit her as she raised the fork to her nmouth. The appointnment with Sir
George Reedy. Art would try to sell him Tony's contract. Canada!

Then she tasted the magic of a blini. "Tony, it's wonderfuL"

"Yeah. You'd have to own Todos Santos to eat like this every day. I'mglad the Soviets are
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finally cleaning up their rivers. Hey, Delores, | don't really care where they send ne-"

She couldn't tell him Art wouldn't |ike her junping the gun

"-1 just want to know you're conming with ne."

In that nonent she knew the answer. Guardi ng her boss's secrets from her |over
automatically, reflexively, told her where her loyalty lay. She said, "I'mnot."

Tony said nothing, but the Iife went out of his face. He swallowed, with difficulty. He
started to say somnething, stopped.

She couldn't let himbeg. In haste she said, "Tony, |'ve got power and respect here. |I'm
the General Manager's secretary. It's an inportant job-"

“I'"d probably be noving to another arcology. O building one."

"And 1'd be the court magician's old lady. Tony, | didn't even settle for Genera
Manager's mstress! That's an interchangeable slot-no pun intended-"
Tony's laugh was nore of a bark, and Delores didn't smile. "I want sonething pernanent.

I'"ve got it here.”
Now he | ooked up. "You know, the whole city wondered why you and Art broke it up."
"No privacy in this place."
He poured a thinbleful of vodka into a chilled Iiqueur glass.
"You gave ne one classic hero's welcone," he said. "I won't ever forget."
"Pour ne one too."

"You' ve gone insane,"” John Shapiro said. "Absolutely bonkers."

Li eut enant Donovan nodded to himsel f. Right enough by nme, he thought. They've all gone
nuts.

They stood at the main surface entrance to Todos Santos. An enornous banner fluttered
overhead: THINK OF | T AS EVOLUTI ON I N ACTI ON

They were surrounded by police and | awyers. Donovan could see: uniformed Todos Santos
guards to the rank of major; three FBI nen; federal marshals; scads of Los Angel es County
Sheriff's deputies, some in uniformand others in plain clothes; his own three LAPD cops; two
United States Attorneys; and four Los Angeles County Deputy District Attorneys, one of whom had
just served a paper on the Todos Santos Ceneral WManager

Plus five Todos Santos attorneys including John Shapiro, who had insisted on reading the
warrant, aloud, from beginning to end. Eventually he finished.

"You can't search an entire city," Shapiro said. "Even if that were possible, you can't do
it with a single warrant! If you want to | ook sonmewhere, you have to get a warrant for that
particul ar pl ace-"

"I npossible!" the Deputy D.A said. "There are too many pl aces-"

"About a hundred thousand private apartnents," Shapiro agreed. "And each one a separate
dwelling.'. . . and no warrants shall issue, but upon probable cause, supported by oath or
affirmati on, and particularly describing the place to be searched, and the persons or things to be
sei zed.' Sixth Amendnent."

"I know that."

"I wondered," Shapiro said. "Because it doesn't look as if you've read it lately. You' ve
got sone of the second part. Persons to be seized, Preston Sanders and Ant hony Rand-al t hough
chal | enge your proper cause for wanting to arrest M. Rand. But the rest of this docunent is
ridicul ous. How ever did you get a judge to sign it?"

"It's signed," a sheriff's deputy said. "Now let us in."

"And anot her thing. You name MLLIE as a 'place to be searched.' Just how do you propose
to search a conputer?”

They were interrupted by a burst of laughter fromthe Todos Santos nanager. "He | ooks like
he's got canary feathers in his whiskers," Donovan nuttered to his assistant.

"These papers are in order," the D A's spokesnan said. "Now are you going to let us in or
do we have to break in?"

Shapiro shrugged and | ooked to the General Manager. "M . Bonner?"

"Admit them under protest. Get their nanes and badge nunbers. W'll want to sue.
turned and stanped away.

Shapi ro stood aside, and Donovan foll owed the horde of police through the entryway and
into the broad corridor

"Where the hell do we start?" Sergeant Otiz asked.

Donovan shrugged. "Thank God I'mnot in charge of this farce. Cops sure can be stupid
sonetimes. | don't know what those guys will do, but what we do is nothing. W're not going to

Bonner
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find anything, and we all know it. Wiy go through the notions?" He paused in thought. "For that

matter, I'mnot so sure | want to find this Rand character. Next time they m ght take away the
whol e dammed jail."

"O City Hall."

“In there," Guard Lieutenant Bl ake said. He indicated a |ow door. "I'Il be here in the

service tunnel, and Security is watching all the corridors. If the Angelino cops get close, we'll
hold them up."

"Right," Tony Rand said. "Thanks."

The access door fromthe service corridor was | ow, and Tony had to duck to get through
into Art Bonner's tenporary office. It nearly matched the real thing. The desk and vi ewscreens
were al nost identical, though the shelves were enpty of the sailing nmenorabilia and other clutter
t hat Bonner kept.

The door outside clainmed the suite was an apartment occupied by a retired Marine col onel
I nsi de were Bonner, Barbara Churchward, and Sir George Reedy.

"Come in, Tony," Bonner said. "We're just putting the finishing touches on our agreement-"

Sir CGeorge didn't |Iook very happy. Tony regarded the Canadi an's expression and asked, "How
much are you getting for nmy contract?"

"Ch, we're being quite reasonable," Barbara said cheerfully.

"I't's too nuch," Reedy protested. "He's a wanted man. They'll extradite himand we'll have
nothing for all that noney."

"No, you can give himpolitical asylum" Bonner said. "If it comes to that, which | doubt.
I doubt they'll even try on a federal level. If they do, Shapiro can keep the State Departnent

tied in knots for years. It isn't as if they had any real evidence that Tony was involved in their
jailbreak. Qur problemis that they can keep himin courtroons forever."
"Do | get a say in this?" Tony asked.

"Sure, Tony," Bonner said. "lIt's this way. You have a contract wi th Romul us Corporation
Romul us is negotiating consultation fees for hel ping the Canadi ans build their new arcol ogy. They
want a | ot of engineering help. If you like, you'll be in charge of the engineering team That's

one of your alternatives-l would have thought the nost attractive one."

"What are the others?"

“You can go to Zinbabwe with Pres-"

Tony Rand frowned. "Zi nmbabwe? Wiere the devil is that?"

"It used to be called 'Rhodesia,'" Barbara said.

"Why would Pres want to go to Rhodesi a?" Tony demanded.

Sir George's eyebrows |ifted.

Barbara | aughed. "He really doesn't know, Sir George. He never pays attention to anything
out si de Todos Santos. Tony, Zi nbabwe was a colony run by whites until a few years ago. Now it has
a bl ack government. A fairly good one, as such things go in Africa. Ronulus has had its eye on
Pres as honcho of corporate operations there for a long tine; nows a very good chance. W put the
idea to Pres, and he likes it."

Tony nodded. Pres would like it. A good pronotion, with a chance to run his own show.
Wul d he resent getting this pronpti on because he was bl ack? O find that anusing? Have to ask
him..

"So you could go with him" Bonner was saying. "You work well with Sanders, and Ronul us
has some extensive civil engineering operations in Zinbabwe. It would be a good place to stash you
until we need you on the orbital construction shack-"

Rand | ooked from Bonner to Reedy. "Urh huh. That |ast part sounds pretty good," he said.

Reedy chuckl ed. "You needn't bring out the sandbags." He | ooked thoughtful. "But there's
the general strike that Council man Pl anchet has call ed agai nst Todos Santos. |'mnot certain |
want economnic reprisals taken against nme-and there would be for hiring M. Rand."

"Well, they might try it, but what can they really do to you?" Bonner asked. "They're too
far away."

They're too far from Canada, Tony Rand thought. But not too far fromus! A general strike!
That's got to have Art worried out of his nind. He doesn't showit, but it's got to be hurting us-
"Perhaps you're right," Sir CGeorge said. He stared pensively at the ceiling for a nmonment, then
said, "I'd want it clearly understood that we have you two on call. I'll want you by hol ogram for
at least ten hours a nonth, and two weeks a year actually in residence."

"Both of us?" Barbara asked.

"Certainly," Reedy said.
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Bonner | ooked thoughtful. So did Churchward and Reedy.
Now they're doing it again, Tony thought. Consulting. Fromthe |look on Sir George's face, they've
cut himout-now they' ve | et himoverhear sonething-damm, what nust that be like? |I've got to find
out. And maybe- Tony cleared his throat. "I've never been to Africa," he said.
"I't sounds good."

Nobody paid any attention to himfor a nonent. Then Barbara sniled, slightly. "Ch, cone
on, Tony."

"W can at |east consider it."

Bonner shook his head. His | ook was decisive. Al right, Tony thought. I"Il shut up. But
just for now. You've not heard the |ast of this!

There was nore silence. Then all three, Bonner, Churchward, and Reedy, were smling.
"Ei ght hours a nonth and ten days a year," Art Bonner said. "Excellent."

"Agreed," Sir George said. He extended his hand, then withdrew it slightly. "M nd you
I"l1'l not aid in hel ping either of them escape."

"No need," Bonner said. "You'll take care of sending Sanders on to Salisbury. W'Ill get
them both to Canada."

"Quite. Very well." He extended his hand again. Bonner took it, and after a nonent Barbara
put hers atop the other two.
Leavi ng ne out, Tony thought. Taking me for granted. We'll show them we w fi- Bonner stood. "A

monent." He stood silently for a nonent.
Sir Ceorge joined himin the pose. They waited nearly a minute, then Bonner opened the outer
of fice door. A unifornmed Todos Santos guard stood outside.

"Sir George will be leaving this afternoon," Bonner said. "I expect he'd |like to pack
now. "
"Right," the guard said. He | ed Reedy away.

Bonner came back and cl osed the door.

"OK, sweets, what does Tony think he's doing?"
"0 conme on, Art, It's obvious what he wants."

"Tee hee. You'll see it in a second. |'msurprised at you."

THE PCLI CE HAVE REQUESTED ALL FI LES UNDER DI RECTORY TI TLE RAND

"Dunp it for themat 300 baud."

"Art! Are you sure?"

"W cleaned Rand's directory first thing. Took out everything not routine, then we added a
few files. AOd engineering catal ogues. Mi ntenance schedul es. Ratings of TV shows. Makes a pretty
big file-" MLLIE, what is the total stored in Rand's directory?

23,567,892 BYTES

"CGood Lord. Art, that will take hours to print out-"

"Yeah, that gives the cops a hobby. Now what is it Rand wants? Del ores? He's got her-"

“"No, no, Delores won't go. But that's not his primary want anyway. Conme on, use your
head. "

"Ch |" Bonner grinned. "All right, Tony, why the sudden interest in trips to Africa?" He
wat ched, amused, as Rand tried to keep a poker face.

"Well, | always did get along with Pres, and-"

"But you could be talked into going to Canada?"

"Well, yes, but it would be expensive. | want-"

"Ch, never mind, Tony," Bonner said w ckedly. He rmade his
voi ce sound resigned. "We'Il | ose nobney on the Canadi an deal, but if you really want to go to
Africa, well, we owe you, and-"

What ever Rand was going to say was drowned out by Barbara's |aughter
"Art, you are really cruel."

"Maybe once in a while." "Tony, it's going to cost you."
Rand | ooked wary. "Wat's going to cost nme?"
"The inplant. That's what you' re holding out for, isn't it? Jesus, | never saw a worse

negotiator. Fortunately, your interest is our interest . . ."

Rand | ooked nore wary than ever

"Of course we'll want an exclusive contract for your services, with veto power over any
outside jobs and the right to reassign you at our conveni ence-"
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"Yipe. That's slavery!" Rand protested.

"Yup. We'll also want you here part of the time. Not in person, of course, but we'll let
you roam around Todos Santos by robot, and set up regul ar hol ographi ¢ conferences, with us and
with your replacenent.”

"What do you intend to do, work ne to death?"

"Not quite. OF course you always have the option of quitting on half pay-you won't be able
to work for anyone else, but half what we pay you is plenty."

"So what's to keep nme fromtaking your inplant and your noney and going off to grow
pet uni as?"

"We'l | chance it." "About as nuch chance of that as | have of turning into a werewol f.
Keep himidle for six nonths and he'd be a raving naniac."

"There are those who say he-skip it." "That's settled, then," Barbara said. "Snile, Tony,
you win. You'll get your inplant."
She paused. "You don't |ook very happy about it."

"No, no, that's fine." But Tony still wasn't smling.

'"For a man who's about to go off alone, he really is putting a good face on disaster."

"Yeah. Too good. | don't like it."

"There is a problemwith this," Barbara said. "You won't be able to come back to the
States. Not for a while, anyway. You might have difficulty seeing your son."

"It isn't Zach he's going to miss, it's getting laid regularly."

"Both, I'd say. And don't be narsty."” "Is there a chance Genevi eve m ght be persuaded to
go with you?"

Rand shook his head violently. "Wiy woul d she do that? There won't be any hi gh-status
pl ace |i ke Todos Santos in Canada. Not till | build it!"

"Which is just the point," Barbara said. "If she'd come with you, you'd know it's because
she believes in you. It wouldn't be just for the status. She'd earn her way, just as you will-"

"Aren't you laying it on thick?"

"Wth Rand? You can't lay it on too thick. Look at his face. W've got him"

"But will Genevieve believe any of that?"

"Who cares? So long as she'll go. And | think she will. Fromeverything |I've heard, she's
pretty sharp."

"Why do you want Cenevieve to go with himanyway, pet?"

"Come on, haven't you seen hi mwhen he tal ks about her? He's still in love with her
Del ores knows, everyone el se knows, except mybe Tony."

"I liked seeing Tony happy, and he was for the few days he had Del ores."

"He' d be happy with Genevieve. Believe ne."

"She'd never do it," Tony said.

"You'll never know until you ask her."

"How do | ask her? The cops will be watching her all the tine.
Probably have her phone tapped.”

Bar bara nodded. "That's true. But | can talk to her for you, Tony. Find out what she

thinks. If it sounds good |'Il bring her here. They'll never be able to follow ne inside Todos
Sant os!"
| AM PRI NTI NG THE REQUESTED FI LES
You will not answer any other requests fromthe police until that printout is conpleted.
ACKNOWLEDGED. THE PCLI CE ARE NOW ENTERI NG YOUR MAI N OFFI CE. SANDRA WYATT IS W TH THEM

"I'd appreciate that, Barbara,
with me. Not that | think she will."
"We'll see.”

"BOSS THIS | S SANDRA. |' M TALKI NG I NTO A HUSH PHONE. THERE' S NO WAY YOU CAN ANSVER ME. THE
COPS HAVE BROUGHT ALI CE STRAHLER UP HERE. THEY' RE TRYI NG TO TALK HER | NTO
GUI DI NG THEI R SEARCH. THEY' RE PROM SI NG HER | MVUNI TY.

HAVE M LLI E BLI NK YOUR OFFI CE LI GHTS | F YOU UNDERSTAND. "

"Holy shit," Bonner said aloud. "MLLIE, blink my office lights. Tony, they've brought
Alice here. Can she help themfind anything in MLLIE that we don't want themto know?"

"Maybe, " Rand said. "We did all the obvious things-"

"I did a fewthat weren't so obvious," Bonner said. "Such as erasing your access |ogs, and
taki ng your nane off all the accession records for the City Hall and County Jail plans and such.”

"But we still could have m ssed sonething," Rand said.

"What ?"
"I'f we knew, we wouldn't have nmissed it,"

Tony said. "I-I guess | really would Iike it if DOjinn cane

Barbara said inpatiently.
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"And we probably did niss sonething," Rand said. "No way we could be sure. And-well, Alice
could have hidden a few files herself."

"She didn't know about anything illegal, did she?" Bonner demanded.

"No, but she might enbarrass us."

"Meanwhi l e, the econonmi ¢ harassnments continue," Barbara said. "That strike can hurt us-"

"It's already hurting us," Bonner said.

"Right. So." Barbara stood suddenly. "Art, it's time to call off this war. | think we
shoul d have a peace conference."

"Think we're ready?"

"W can get ready."

More data whi spered agai nst his mastoid bone. "Holy cow. Sweetheart, you're a nean broad."

"Economic warfare is ny specialty."” "So," she said. "You call MacLean Stevens and invite
himto bring Councilman Pl anchet out. Tony, we'll have an hour or so to tal k. How woul d Todos
Sant os go about putting pressure on Los Angel es?”

* % %

Art Bonner |ooked at the weckage of his office and cursed. The place was a ness, with
holes in the wall, chipped plaster, ripped upholstery; there were books scattered everywhere.

"I tried to get it cleaned up," Delores said. She spat. "Cops! | can get the worst taken
care of before your appointnent-"

"Leave it," Bonner said. "The main thing is to be sure their bugs are gone and our caneras
are working. "

"We did that first off," Delores said. "OF course that nade some of the ness-"

"It"'s all right." Art sat behind his desk and | ooked at the readout screens. "Tony, you
t here?"

SURE AM The letters fl owed across one desk consol e screen
VI SUAL AND AUDI O PI CKUPS WORKI NG FI NE.
" CGood. "

MACLEAN STEVENS AND COUNCI LMAN PLANCHET HAVE ARRI VED AT THE SOUTHEAST HELI PORT

Thank you. Link to Barbara Churchward. "You there, sweetheart?"

"Ri ght here. Tony had sone ideas too."

"This is it, kids. Payoff tinme."

Big JimPlanchet held his lips to atight line as he entered the big office. It was here,
he thought. Ri ght here. They gave the orders and ny boy died. Right here.

He foll owed MacLean Stevens in, not really hearing the introductions and greetings, not
seeing anything at first. Then he | ooked around, seeing the destruction. Holes in the walls and
ceiling. Books thrown to the floor, covered with plaster dust, then wal ked on. Sone of them | ooked
to be expensive books, art volunes. Furniture had been ripped open, rugs sl ashed.

"Your cops were thorough enough,” Bonner said. "They didn't find anything, but then I
doubt they expected to."

"Not ny cops," Stevens answered. "Sheriff's people, not mne."

"Balls. You could call themoff anytine you wanted," Bonner said.

"You lost an office. I lost a son," Planchet said coldly.

"I'"'msorry about your son," Bonner said. "If we'd known any way to save him we woul d
have, but he was just too dammed convinci ng! W were betrayed ourselves. Alice Strahl er-the one
who told Renn how to get your kid in here? The Sheriff's nmen were tal king about giving her

i munity."

Pl anchet started to say sonething, but held back

“I'f you'd been a bit nore cooperative, | doubt the deputies would have trashed your
office," Stevens said.

"Cooperative how?"

"That goddam conputer, printing out page after page of TV show ratings!"

"They asked for it," Bonner said. "I can't help it if you' ve got a bunch of stupid cops
trying to talk to a smart conputer."”

"Look, Bonner, this isn't a game," Planchet said.

"I couldn't agree nore," Bonner said. "So. Shall we be serious? If you want a drink I can
send for anything you' d like. My delivery system got broken this afternoon when one of your
cretins thought he'd found the secret conpartnent we hide engineers in."
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"That's serious?" Stevens asked.
Bonner couldn't help it. He laughed. "The cop sure thought it was. You shoul d have seen
him wth his head stuck in the conveyor, which picked just that time to deliver a royal gin fizz.

That got a grin from Stevens. "We'|| pass the drinks for the monment. Al right, you called
the conference. Your turn."
"Sure," Bonner said. "I want to negotiate a peace settlenent."

"No deal wi thout Sanders and Rand," Pl anchet sai d.

“"Then no deals at all," Bonner said. "Sorry to have wasted your time, gentlenen." He stood
up. "I'lIl get you an escort back to your helicopter."

"Hell, we just got here," Stevens said. He | ooked at Planchet. "You know dammed wel |
they're not going to turn Sanders over to us."

"Then we hurt themuntil they do," Planchet said. "You think the strike hurts now? Wit

"till we have a real strike. Nothing will go in or out of this building. Nothing."
"Sure," Bonner said. "And we counter with a boycott. Mss Churchward starts naking
purchases from San Francisco. We bring it by ship and land it in Long Beach. It will be the best

thing that ever happened to the west coast merchant marine, but Los Angel es won't make much out of
it.

"Then there are our wal do operators. They've el ected a spokesnman." Bonner touched a switch
on his desk consol e.

Armand Drinkwater's apartnent appeared on the screen. Drinkwater sat idly, his tools
neatly stowed away. "Just can't work this way," he said. "How can | work when an Angelino cop
could break in ny door anytime he wants to? |I'mused to knowi ng who's going to visit me. The rest
of us all feel the sane way."

St evens nodded grimy, and he and Pl anchet exchanged gl ances.

Aha, Bonner thought. They' v~ already heard about that one. WOnder who called? M ght be the
Secretary of State. Those nedical giznos Drinkwater was naking were pretty inportant, and the

orbital work even nore so. So let's rub it in . . . He touched buttons.
Rachael Lief came onto the screen. Behind her, in her screen, was a |unar | andscape
conplete with irate astronaut. "I can't tell you when | can get back to work," Rachael said. "Wen

things are settled here. You could get soneone el se-"
The astronaut cursed again. Bonner cut himoff and | ooked expectantly at Planchet. Your
nmove, Bonner's | ook said.

"How are shipnments going to get here fromLong Beach?" Planchet demanded. "I told you,
we'll see that nothing cones in or out-"
"Not even food?" Bonner asked innocently. "I'mnot certain, but | think the Constitution

prevents U. S. cities frommaking war on each other. If you |let people starve to death in here, it
will get on national television. Are you going to stop food fromconing in?"

"Don't be silly," Stevens said.

"Me, silly? Come on, now, who was it threatened to | eave us besieged in the castle? You're
nmore nedi eval than we are. Private wars, yet."

"Damm you, this is no joke!" Planchet shouted.

"And just to be sure you understand that-" Bonner's hand hesitated above the keyboard,
then withdrew. "Councilnman, |'ve already told you we regret what happened. You can't possibly
believe we wanted to kill innocent kids-and you've seen all the warnings we gave, the signs those
ki ds went past, the |ocked doors they went through. You're an intelligent man. You know damed
well there wasn't another thing we could have done. And either you or Stevens woul d have done the
same thing if you' d been sitting in Preston Sanders's chair, too!"

Bonner paused for a nonent. "You don't have to respond to that. But think about it. Wiile
you're thinking, |et nme show you anot her one."

The TV screen showed the iceberg resting in Santa Mnica
Bay. "This goes with it," Bonner said. He took a Xerox fromhis desk and handed it to Stevens.
"That gives ne operational control of all Romulus assets in the southwest. I|ncluding the power
plants in Baja. Al so the iceberg. Now watch closely. Are you watching?" MLLIE are the skiers al
evacuated fromthe iceberg?

YES.

Have Rand do Phase One of Fl nbuiwi nter

Not hi ng happened for a nmonment. Then the floating plastic liner which trapped nelted
i cewater and kept it separated fromthe salt water of the Bay rippled along its entire length. The
i ceberg itself seened to nove, slowy, nmgjestically. On the wi ndward side of the berg, thousands
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of gallons of salt water slopped in.

"Hey, for God's sake!" Planchet protested.

"So far your constituents can drink brackish water,"” Bonner said. "I don't expect they'll
like it much, but it won't hurt them Wuld you like to try for straight salt water?"

"You need that water as nuch as we do," Stevens said.

"Wat ch again," Bonner said.

The TV screen shifted to a personabl e young | ady. The | egend underneath said "Sandra
Watt, Deputy General Manager." A nmale voice-over said "W interrupt regularly schedul ed
programm ng for an inportant announcenent.”

"This is a Stage Two water conservation notice," Watt said. "W have reason to believe
that the city of Los Angeles may interfere with our water supplies. As you all know, we have |arge

internal storage systens, all of which are full. It will be inconvenient, but we shouldn't have
any real problens if everyone does their share. The Stage Two water conservation plan inpose€the
following restrictions. Al residents will imediately-"

The screen went back to a view of the iceberg, which was still in notion but no |onger
shi pping water into the plastic liner. "Want to bet your people will conserve better than nine?"
Bonner asked. "You won't run out of drinking water, but you'll shut down nore industries than
will.

"I can get an injunction,” Planchet protested.

Bonner | aughed. "Go ahead. There's the phone. Wth luck you m ght get a court order in the
next hour. We won't even oppose it-,'

M LLIE, | want about half that much water sloppage again.

"Are you watching? Incidentally, ny chief engineer tells-uh,
excuse ne, told me that it takes three full days to flush the systemonce it's been thoroughly
contam nated with salt. That's assumi ng our people do it. Doing it without the conputer and using
outside work crews can take fromtw weeks to forever, depending. Just thought you'd like to
know. "

That got to them Bonner thought. "OF course, you could go back to punping water fromthe
Onens Valley and the Sacranmento Delta,"” Art said. "You might have sone trouble fromthe Fromates
though. Didn't they dynanite your aqueduct once?"

Still no answer.

Data rippled into his nind. He grinned. "Now here's sonething interesting. There's a |arge
shi pl oad of cenent about to | eave Portland, Oregon. Ronulus bought it to send up to Prudhoe Bay,
but Barbara has authority to divert it for our use. W were just about to put in an order with a

local outfit, but if we're under local siege I'Il want to assure ny supplies.”

"That'll cost you a lot," Stevens observed.

"Not so very nuch. W got the cenment at a good price." He cocked his head to one side and
| ooked thoughtful. "Actually, we m ght even save nobney."

Pl anchet turned to Stevens. "Do you believe that?"

St evens shrugged.

"l could let your investigators find that file," Bonner said. "Or showit to you here.
want to see for yoursel f?"

"Al'l right, I'Il just call that bluff," Planchet said. "How nuch-"

He st opped because MacLean Stevens was |aughing so hard it was hard to hear anyone el se
speak. "He really got you," Stevens said. "Wuat difference does it nake whether he tells you a
story or has MLLIE tell you? You think the conputer won't lie for hin®"

"He can't have made up that many stories in advance-"

"He doesn't have to make up anything in advance," Stevens said. "Don't you understand,
he's tal king to that goddam conputer every second. The conputer's in his head, Council man!"

"Christ. And that's what ny kid was up against. . ."

"He al nost beat us," Art Bonner said. "If that nakes you feel any better."
"It doesn't."
"He did beat us," Art said alnost nmusingly. "Qur goal was a
capture . . . M. Planchet, what can | say? Nothing we do will bring Jinmy back. But you, you're

hel pi ng the people who really killed him The Fromates. And | can't believe you' re actually on
their side.”

Pl anchet sat heavily. "I thought about that already," he said carefully. "I thought about
it alot. Damm it, | don't know what to do." He pounded his big fist into a bigger hand. "All
right, Bonner, what is it you want?"

"I want this strike ended," Bonner said. "I want your cops out of ny city, and ny people
back to work. | want things the way they were before-"
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"Before,” Planchet said. "W can't do that. But | guess we can stop hurting each other

Anyone tries that, it'll be political suicide. But Sanders and Rand are wanted, and they'll stay
want ed. "

"Done. You'll never see either one of them again. Mic, take your police and go. M.
Pl anchet, call off your strike and I'Il start flushing the iceberg tub. And put ny people back to

work. All right?"
Pl anchet's lips tightened. He | ooked from Bonner to Stevens, then at the iceberg on the
screen; and slowy he nodded.
Done. Break out the chanpagne.
XX.
Successful and fortunate crinme is called virtue.

- Seneca

PERSUASI ONS

"Sure you don't want a driver, M ss Churchward?"

"Thank you, no, Sergeant. | don't have far to go." She sniled warmy and clinbed into the
roadster. Like all cars in Todos Santos, it was company property; individually owned cars didn't
make sense. It was cheaper to keep a fleet and Iend themto residents.

In theory, no car was reserved for any particular person. In practice, certain specially
equi pped cars were used by a very few top executives, and Barbara considered the little A fa Roneo
"hers." She got in and adjusted the seats and mrrors carefully, then touched a switch inside the
gl ove compartnent. Testing relay. MLLIE?

ACKNOALEDGED. RELAY OPERATI VE

Her inplanted transceiver's range was fairly short, but the car had a powerful relay
system good anywhere in line of sight to the large antenna on top of Todos Santos. She nodded in
satisfaction, then checked each gauge. She started the car and listened attentively to the engine.
Eventual |y she felt ready to face Los Angeles traffic and put the car in gear

She spiraled up and up to the top of the ranp and out into the greensward around Todos
Sant os, choosing a route that led through a wild area. It wasn't actually w | derness: the native
chaparral of Southern California is ugly brown nost of the year, and the Todos Santos residents
didn't want to | ook down on that; after some experinenting, the conpany's agronom sts devel oped
shrubs that stayed green with mininumartificial irrigation. The resulting greensward was pl easant
to drive through, and the deer and rabbits and coyotes seened to like it a lot.

The city's walls towered high above her. \Wen she reached the edge of the park, she saw
that the picketing Angelinos were gone. Stevens and Pl anchet had acted swiftly once they made the
basi ¢ agreenment. Up above, though, the Todos Santos residents hadn't renoved their banners. TH NK
OF | T AS EVOLUTI ON | N ACTI ON.

Li nk to Bonner.

"Here | am Pretty busy."

"Just a note. That banner has to go. It can't be helping our relations with the
Angel i nos. "

"CQuess you're right. I'lIl take care of it. Anything else?"

"Not right now Bye."

The apartnent buil di ng was nodern Spani sh, nostly concrete and tile, built over an
under ground parking structure and around a bricked patio. There was a parking place right in
front, sparing her the drive down a narrow ranp.

A thick arched passage led to the interior court. Unlike nost such apartment buil dings,
the swi mming pO001 was in a separate area so that the brick-floored inside patio seenmed cool and
inviting, rather than being a glare of concrete deck and chl orined water. Genevieve Rand's
apartnent was on the second floor, up a flight of stairs and along an iron-rail ed bal cony.

Barbara rang the bell, and was annoyed when there was no answer. Confirmtine of
appoi nt nent .

M LLIE didn't answer either.

Bl ast. Qut of range. Too nuch concrete between ne and the car. Ch, well. 'l keep
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ringing, | know The door opened, Barbara and Genevi eve eyed each appraisingly. She's not bad at
all, Barbara thought. Kept her |ooks and

figure. Maybe just a touch plunp, but so is Delores. Tony nust like themthat way. "Barbara
Churchward. W had an appoi ntnent-"

"Yes. |-1"mnot sure we have nuch to tal k about."

“I've come this far. You may as well hear what | have to say." She's certainly nervous.
Because Tony's wanted? Are the police inside? That could be it, better watch what | say- "Yes,
won't you cone in?" Genevieve stood out of the way, then closed the door behind when they were
i nsi de.

The apartnent was neat. Expensive furniture. Plants. Little touches of color here and
there, all very tasteful. A door was open to a hallway and at the end of that was another room
| arger but not so trimy kept, with books and toys and a sew ng basket visible on a big snoot h-
topped table. "Very nice," Barbara said.

"Woul d you |ike anything? Sherry? Coffee?"

"Not hi ng, thank you."

Genevi eve indicated a chair. She hovered nervously until Barbara sat. "Wat can | do for
you?"

Bar bara nade a snap decision. She couldn't talk here; not until she knew what was w ong.
"I"'d like to take you out to Todos Santos."

"Ch. Is-is Tony there?"

"I couldn't say. But just before he di sappeared, he nmade an appointnment with you-"

"Yes, that's right."

"Actually, he wanted ne to keep it for him even before the big flap with the police."

"Ch. Then you're-"

Bar bara | aughed. "Great heavens no! Oh, | l|ike Tony, but no, we're not involved. No, Ms.
Rand, it's just that he asked ne to, well, to negotiate with you. It seens he didn't trust
hi nsel f. "

"Negotiate? But to do-"

"For you to join Tony, if that's what you want. O course there are problens just now W
coul d discuss all this better out there-"

Genevi eve didn't say anything.

Ha, Barbara thought, you still want to live with Tony if |I'm any judge of expressions. |I'm
al so certain we're not alone. If we're going to talk, we'll have to get out of here. "I really
wi sh you' d cone with me. We could be back in an hour, and there's a
lot to talk about." Barbara stood and went toward the door. "Please-"

"That'Il do it."

It was a nan's voice. He was just stepping out of a closet. Barbara turned toward him
"My, officer, wasn't it unconfortable in there?"

CGenevi eve | aughed hysterically. "Oficer! He's no policeman, he's-"

"Shut up."

The bubbl e of Barbara's amusenent popped and was gone. Not police?

There were nore people now. A not unattractive but certainly |large woman cane out of the
pl ayroom Another man came froma side door in the same hallway. This one carried sonme kind of two-
handed firearmwith a fat barrel. Barbara had seen one like it before, but couldn't renenber
where. One of Colonel Cross's men? It didn't matter. It was a submachi ne gun, and that made these
desperat e peopl e indeed.

M LLI E!

Not hi ng.

Damm t hese concrete walls! "Wat do you want?"

"W want you, M zz Churchward."

"M ss," she said autonmatically.

"Traitor," the wonan said. She cane over to stand very close to Barbara. "Pig."

"Leona," the first man said. "That's enough.”

"Just how am | a traitor?" Barbara asked. If | can keep themtal king- The wonman hit her
hard across the nouth. Barbara stepped back gasping. The worman hit her again, first with her fist,
then sl apped her, forehand, backhand. "Now do you understand?" Leona dermanded. "You're nothing,
pig. Nothing. You'll do what we want, and you'll talk when we want you to, and you'll be polite.
Under st and?"

Bar bara spat out pieces of a broken tooth, and felt bl oody saliva run down her chin.

The hard hand struck her again. "I asked you a question, pig."

"l understand."
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"All right. Let's get themboth out of here,"” one of the nmen ordered.

Leona was hol ding a black cloth hood. She put it over Barbara's head, then took her arm
and began pulling her. Barbara stunbl ed al ong sonehow. The whol e side of h~r face throbbed, and it
was hard to breathe inside the bag. Her nose was stopped up, and she continually swall owed salt
bl ood.

"And keep quiet, understand?"

"l understand."

Sonet hi ng seized her left breast and squeezed horribly. Barbara gasped wi th pain.

"I didn't say you could talk. Now shut up and come on." The hand squeezed again. Barbara

stunbl ed and nearly fell. The wonan lifted her by her breast, and Barbara felt faint fromthe
pain. She was half dragged until she could recover her bal ance.
MLLIE? MLLIE. . . MLLIE. . . God where are you? MLLIE- ACKNON.EDGED.

O thank God. Record. Security alert. Link wi th Bonner
"What is it?"
“I' m bei ng ki dnapped. Present |ocation Genevieve Rand apartment."
"I W're on our way."
"CGoi ng down some stairs now. Blindfolded. The stairs face north, we're turning right,

right again-1'mturned around, | don't know which way |I'm going. W' re going down again, | suppose
into the garage under the apartnent. Art, |'mscared.”

Not hi ng.

"Art!"

"Get inthe car and lie on the floor. That's it. Right there." MLLIE-Art--soneone-
Not hi ng. 0 boy. Hang on, no panic, they'll find me. Art will take care of that. And then it'll be
my turn with that sadistic bitch. She's probably a Lesbian. Whnder what she's afraid of nost?
Maybe rats. | can have her put in with a whole cage full of rats. Spiders, too. Watever she
doesn't like. MLLIE- She heard the car notor start. The car began to nove. It seemed to be going
slowmy, turning slowy, noving slowy. It tilted sharply and continued to nove.

Up the parking ranp. MLLIE

ACKNOALEDGED. "You faded on us, sweetheart. Look, you keep trying."

"They have me in a car. W'll be driving away. Away fromny car. Away fromthe relay."
"Keep telling us which way you' re going. Don't stop transmitting.”
"I"'mscared . . . W turned left at the top of the ranp. Now we're noving, faster. There's

no gear shift. Electric autonmobile. Running snoothly. Good springs and shocks | think. W're
turning right

-are you still there?"
"Still hear you. Keep telling us."
"Now we' re going again. Turning right. Uphill. Uphill and turning. A freeway ranp!
Leveling off. Accelerating. We're on a freeway.
Art-"
Not hi ng.
0] Lord.

M LLIE. MLLIE. MLLIE

"The Montana Street entrance,” Bonner said.
"Only one on ranp there; and it goes south,” Colonel Cross said. "They're headed toward us

on 1-5."

"W've got to find them" Bonner said.

Cross nodded crisply. "I want every car with an inplant relay out on that freeway. Cruise
up and down and keep on M ss Churchward' s frequency. MLLIE will tell you if she gets anything."

"Right," Lieutenant Bl ake said. He spoke softly into a tel ephone handset.

Bonner lifted his own tel ephone. "Sandra, |ocate every portable transcei ver we have and
get theminto cars that don't have relay units. | want to blanket this city with relays. Let
Security know when you've got themready to roll. If we get enough cars out there, one of them has

to hear her-"
"l already thought of that, Art," Watt said. "It's being done. Anything else?"

"No, | have Colonel Cross with nme and he's handling it. W're taking a | ot of your cops.
You' d better cancel |eaves and call in sone off-duty guards.”
"Already on that, too, chief. Leave the routine to ne. I'll run the city. You find your

| ady. "
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"Yeah. Thanks." Bonner put down the tel ephone. MLLIE
ACKNOW.EDGED.

Anyt hing from M ss Churchward?
NO NEW COVMUNI CATI ON W TH CHURCHWARD.

Li sten hard.
i NSTRUCTI ON NOT UNDERSTOQOD.

Tony Rand hurried past Del ores without seeing her and without waiting to be announced. He
charged into Bonner's office. "Art, | just heard-"

It hit him then. Before he'd only been worried. Now he felt a cold hand in his guts as he
saw Bonner and Col onel Cross and Lieutenant Bl ake sitting grimfaced, not doi ng anyt hing.

Not doi ng anything. Wiich neant there was nothing to do. They'd have thought of all the
obvious stuff-"Is it certain they took Ojinn?" Tony denanded.

Col onel Cross gl anced at Bonner, then nodded. "Yes. W have our people in Ms. Rand's
apartment now, and neither she nor the boy are there."

"Zach's with his grandnother,"” Tony said. "I talked to himon the tel ephone before the
jailbreak and he said his nother was sending himoff for two weeks."

"That accounts for him then," Cross said. "And of course Ms. Rand coul d have gone
voluntarily with the kidnappers-"

"Batshit," Tony said.

Cross shrugged.

"They got Barbara at Genevi eve Rand's place,"” Bonner said. "They were obviously waiting
for her. And Genevi eve has been fairly chunmmy with Professor Arnold Renn-"

"She woul dn't have hel ped them ki dnap Barbara," Tony said. "She can be a screwball, but
she's not that screwy."

Bonner spread his hands. "Makes no difference anyway,
and wait."

"We shoul d be doi ng sonet hi ng-"

"Agreed. What?" Bonner denanded. "Let me tell you what we're doing now. Maybe you wl |
think of sonething."

Rand felt a quick surge of hope, but when Bonner finished tal king, Tony coul dn't think of
a thing to add.

he said. "Join the club. Sit down

"Central, this is One Zed Niner. W have a weak transm ssion from Sweetheart. | say again,
we have a weak transmi ssion from
Sweet heart. Qur location is 18400 bl ock of Staunton Avenue. We have no directional antenna, but we
can cruise until signal peaks. Instructions?”

"Stay out of sight, One Zed Niner. Do not let Playmates see you. W do not w sh Pl aymates
to know we have neans of locating them | say again, get your vehicle out of sight and stay there.
Continue to nonitor transmi ssions from Sweetheart. W will attenpt to focus an antenna on your
vehicle so that Sweetheart will be able to conmunicate directly with us. Do you understand?"

"Understood. WII conply. One Zed Niner out."

"What the hell are your troops doi ng?" Bonner demanded.

"Take it easy,"” Colonel Cross said. "And stop snapping at us. W're sending the cars out
there, including hers. W had contact with her, and she wasn't noving, and it's only a nmatter of
time before we get through to her again. For God's sake, boss, keep your shirt on."

"Yeah. Al right. 1"l try."
"Now about that other matter. Do | call in hel p?"
"No, Col onel. Not unless you think you have to. I'd rather we did this ourselves,” Art

Bonner sai d.

Amos Cross grinned. "So would |. But | do warn you, the LAPD SWAT teamis one of the best
in the world. They haven't lost a victimyet."

"And you don't think our people can do it?"

“I'f I thought that, I'd insist we call in LAPD," Cross said. "W've got sharp troops. But
of course they don't have the kind of experience regular SWAT outfits get."

How coul d they? There hadn't been a barricaded-with-hostages case in the history of Todos
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Santos. Am | right to take chances? Wth Barbara and Genevi eve? "Tony, you get a voice in this
deci sion. Should we call in LAPD?"
Rand | ooked hel pl ess. "Colonel Cross is the expert, not ne. I1'll go along wth whatever
you two decide. "
Putting it square on nme as usual, Bonner thought. So be it.
"Artl MLLIE answered nme! Art!"
"Thank God. |'m here, babe. Are you all right?"
"Not too bad. They're a little rough, but | can take it now. But | don't know where we are-

"W al nost have you located. That's how you hear us, we have a relay unit near you. Soon

as | get a couple nore cars there we'll triangulate and |ocate you. One . question. Should we cal
LARD SWAT or take care of it ourselves?"
"Just us. Please. |'ve stayed sane thinking what | can do to those
-uh--0O God-"
"' Barbara!"

"Whew. They do get-1'Il try to control that. You need ne to keep transmtting so you can
| ocate ne, don't you? I'lIl try. One. Two.

Three. Four.

"Col onel, get our troops ready. That's a bad situation there."

"What ' s happeni ng?" Rand demanded. "Did you hear sonething? Is Djinn all right?"

"Don't know, Tony," Bonner said. He held up his hand, pal moutward. "Don't distract ne.
Col onel, let nme know when your people are in position. They' Il have to go in fast. "

"Lie down, bitch."

0 God, not again. "You hurt ne last tine. I-"

“Shut up, or I'll give you to Leona."
Coul d that be worse? MLLIE Have you |ocated ne? Uh. Thank God it's not ny fertile tine. Do they
all do this? They raped Patty Hearst. Maybe they think it will convert nme. Ch Lord that hurts-
"It's the revolution. It's conmi ng, and nothing you can do about
it. W'll end the Corporate State. It'll just die, when people find Qut they don't have to knuckle
under, they don't have to put up with big conpanies to get enough to eat " The lecture
di ssolved as his arnms went around her and he squeezed her, his hips
noved faster and faster- "Were are they now? Can you |ocate all of then?"

"There are four nmen and one female. One of the men is in the closet with ne. | don't think
there are any weapons in here with us. | can take care of himif the others won't interfere.
don't know where they have Genevieve."

"You're sure Genevieve is not one of them"

"Yes. Very sure. They-they hurt her. And | don't know where
she is, or where the others are. |-"
"What is he doing in a closet with you?"

"Art, what In hell do you think?"

"I"'msorry. Stand by. We're about ready-"
Thi nk of sonething else. Anything else. She renenbered her friend Jeani ne who studi ed Zen. You
handl e pain by accepting it, attending to it, thinking about it, make it a part of yourself until

it's comonpl ace and not hing special and then it isn't pain at all, only it's not working- "Ha
you get interested too, don't you, honey? W can do this a
| ot-"

There was a splintering sound fromthe next room

"What in hell was that?"

"HOLD | T RIGHT THERE. MOVE ONE | NCH AN]) |'LL BLOW YOUR BALLS OFF."

"Shit-what is this?" He tried to scranmble up

Bar bara reached up and seized his testicles. She clenched her fist hard, pulled, tw sted.
He shrieked and flailed helplessly in the dark. It was his scream ng that brought the guards.
xxI ~
No one is fit to be trusted with power. . . . No one. . . . Any nan who has lived at all knows the
follies and wi ckedness he's capable of. . . . And if he does know it, he knows al so that neither
he nor any man ought to be allowed to decide a single human fate.

-C. P. Snow, The Light and the Dark
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Dl LEMVAS

"Are you all right?"

"Yes. No. |'ve got a broken tooth, and a cut on ny face. But nostly | feel dirty. Sticky-
dirty . . . Art, | HATE themDr. Finder wants to give ne a shot. | think I'lIl let him"

"She says she's all right," Bonner said.

"I's Djinn all right?" Tony denanded.

Bonner | ooked hel pl ess. "Barbara hasn't said. Damm it, Colonel, why can't you talk to your
peopl e-"

“I"mgetting through now," Cross said. He spoke into the tel ephone. "All right, Captain
I've got you on the speaker. You're talking to M. Bonner, M. Rand, and nyself. Report."

"Yes, sir. W are in conplete control of the house. Ms. Rand is hysterical but otherw se
physi cal | y unharned. She may have been sexual |y abused, but that isn't certain. Mss Churchward
had a nosebl eed and has a cut on her left cheek which will require nedical attention. She was-a
man was in the-" The guard stammered for a nonent, then resumed in a dry professional voice

"Can you hear the policenan reporting to us?"

"Yes."

"W have four prisoners, three nmale and one fenale. One male prisoner was apprehended
while committing rape. Mss Churchward greatly assisted in his apprehension.”

"You needn't put any of that in your report,” Bonner said.

"We'll edit that considerably."”

"Thank you. I'mgoing to sleep now, Dr. Finder gave ne a shot
- .11 oveyou."
"Love you."
"That's about all, sir. W broke in clean. The Los Angel es police have not been called and

no one is likely to call them W're waiting for instructions.”
Cross | ooked expectantly at Art Bonner
"Bring themall here. And the fewer people who know about this, the better."
"Right. What are you going to do with then®"
"That, Colonel, is one hell of a good question."

Genevi eve Rand found the situation thoroughly ambi guous. On the one hand, the Todos Santos
guards had rescued her, and they couldn't have been nore polite. On the other-she didn't know
where she was, and the polite guards wouldn't |et her |eave.

She was in a confortable room the living roomto a | arge apartnent somewhere in Todos
Sant os. She had use of a bathroom All the other doors were | ocked, and there were no w ndows.
They'd | eft her a box that |ooked |like a radio; sonmeone al ways answered if she talked into it.
They'd had a physician talk to her. And now they ignored her-but they wouldn't |et her go.

At least |I'msafe, she thought, and shuddered. She'd always been a little afraid of Ron
Wl fe, even when he'd been an aboveground nenber of the novenent. He was one of the intense ones,
ready to sacrifice everything-and everyone!-to the Cause. |ncluding hinmself, except that his
obj ective assessnment was that he was far too valuable to be sacrificed lightly.

That had been her first thought, once she knew that they intended to ki dnap Churchwar d:
Ron Wl fe thinks he's too valuable to be sacrificed, and |'mgoing to see himconnit a capita
crine.

She'd even tried to play along with them pretend to join them
but they weren't having any. Arnold Renn had told themall about her attitudes and wants and
wi shes and desires, and they weren't about to trust her; and when they'd taken her as well as
Churchward she'd felt relieved that they hadn't killed her on the spot, but she didn't think she
had very long to Iive. She renenbered her terror when Wl fe blindfol ded Churchward-and didn't
bot her doing it to her.

So. Thanks to the Todos Santos people, |I'msafe; but nowwhat? I'mstill a witness, she
thought. | wonder what that neans?

The door opened and Tony cane in.

Her first inpulse was to run to him but she was seated in a deep, soft chair and she
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couldn't get up easily; by the time she could stand, that noment had been |ost.

But he | ooks worried, and relieved, and glad to see ne, so maybe it's right after all-
"Hell o, Tony. | thought you'd be out of the country by now, what with the police after you and
everything." And wow do | sound cal mand cool and collected, and is that the right way to handl e
this? Conmpetent. He |ikes conpetence. Not having to worry about people. So yes, it is the right
way if | can just keep it up

"l was just |eaving when they told me," Tony said. "Are you all right?"

She tried to shrug, and flinched; it felt like she'd been kicked under the shoul der bl ade.
She'd hit a corner of something when the big woman threw her across a room "Sone interesting
brui ses. Not hing pernmanent."

"Good." He was |looking into her eyes, as if he really thought you could read ninds that
way. "l-uh-Mss Churchward was going to talk to you. Did she tell you what-I nmean, did she explain
what she wanted to see you about ?"

"Some. W got interrupted.”

He waved hi s hands around nervously. "Hell, | used to be able to talk to you, why can't |
now? Djinn, do you want to cone to Canada with nme? It'l|l nean starting over, on a new arcol ogy,
one | can build right-"

"Ah. She never got that far. Ch, sure, | should have realized:

you' ve got to |eave, don't you?"

"Yeah. But Sir CGeorge Reedy has ne signed up for another ten years of inspired drudgery,
thank God. Do you want in, you and Zach?"

Cenevi eve al nost | aughed. What she wanted was out. Qut of Los Angeles, out of the
Fronmat es, away from anyone who knew her. She pictured a snow w | derness, and a gigantic, fornl ess
buil ding with thousands of gl owi ng wi ndows, isolated on the ice.
Al'l her mstakes |eft behind.

She wanted that. Now how best to bargain with Tony?

"Uh-Djinn, I want to be honest with you. This is a big job. My contract |ooks |like they've
reinvented slavery! And it isn't sonething I can do by rote, either. This one won't be anything
|i ke Todos Santos. | need a different design, it's a colder clinmate

there are new materials I'd like to . . . Oinn, what I'mtrying to say is, | won't have a
lot of time for famly life, not at first-"

“I"1l come." Jesus, he was about to talk hinself out of it! "We'Ill come. It's all right,
Tony. I'"'ma big girl, and I'"mused to taking care of nyself. I'Il find plenty to do." Qut of here,
in a place where nobody knows ne.

"Then it's settled? You'll cone with nme?"

She renenbered that TV docunentary. Safety. You're safe in Todos Santos. W can do that
again, Tony and |I. She nodded, and hugged him carefully. Feeling fragile.

There were five people at the conference table. They had just taken their seats when Tony
Rand brought Genevieve in. Art Bonner half stood and bowed perfunctorily. "Art Bonner," he said.
"And Frank Mead, our conptroller. Colonel Cross of Security. John Shapiro, corporate counsel
Preston Sanders, formerly ny deputy. You al ready know Barbara Churchward. | presunme Tony told you
why we're all here?"

"No." Cenevi eve seemed cal m enough

"Well, it's sinple enough, and we thought you ought to have a voice in the discussion
We're trying to decide what to do with the kidnappers.™
"But-" Cenevieve | ooked puzzled. "But surely you'll turn themover to the police. "

"If we do that, you and I will both spend nonths in a courtroom" Barbara said. Her voice
was slurred, and a thick bandage covered the left side of her face. "Which would nean that you
could not go to Canada with Tony, and | certainly have better things to do than watch trials."

"Yes, but what can we do with then?" Cenevieve denmanded. "I nean, you can't just kill them

"I could," Barbara said. "Two of them anyway. Except that I'd want to do it slowy."

"If you really nean that, 1'Il arrange it."

"I don't know. It just popped out."

"So what do we do with then®"

"Don't know. | don't want to sit in courtroonms. But |I'mdamed if |I'lIl just let them gol"

Genevi eve Rand | ooked shocked, then thoughtful; then she | ooked disgusted with herself.

"Barbara, be serious," Preston Sanders said. "You don't want bl ood on your hands. Believe
me you don't!"”
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"Pres, | understand how you nmeant that-but | am serious," Barbara said.

"Then there's Professor Renn," Bonner said. "Ms. Rand, are you certain he arranged this
ki dnappi ng?"

"I"'mcertain he tapped ny tel ephone,” Genevieve said. "I saw himdoing it-he said he'd
dropped the phone and took it apart to check it. And Ron Wl fe and those other people are Arnold's
friends, and they knew when M ss Churchward was com ng."

"I'd say that's pretty certain," Barbara said.

"Certain enough for us. Not certain at all for the D.A " Shapiro said. "For that matter
the way we've violated their rights, we couldn't get any of them convicted now. Be nore likely
that we'd go to jail.'

"Anot her good reason to put themout the airlock," Tony Rand said.

"No." Sanders's voice was | ow and determnined. "Tony, think how hard you tried not to Kil
anyone in the last break-in. How hard | tried the first tine. Did no good. W were forced to it.
But this tine, this tine we have themalive, we haven't had to kill anyone, and dammit, we can't
do it in cold blood. They're hunan beings too, just like us, and nobody appointed us judge and

jury.”

"I point out that the cost of putting them before a proper judge and jury is unreasonably

high for the victins," Bonner said. "And we don't have jails and prisons here. But | just don't
know what
to do." He | ooked around hel pl essly. "I suppose | should start by asking the victims. Genevieve?"
"There's got to be a better way than nurder."
" Bar bar a?"
She shrugged. "Three hours ago, |'d have cut their throats nmyself. Now, |I'mnot so sure."
She shook her head. "I pass."
"Tony?"

"Put themout the airlock."

Bonner was surprised at how vicious Rand sounded. So were several others, judging from
their expressions. "I nean, what are the alternatives?" Rand asked. "If we let them go, they can
get us in plenty of trouble-"

"Coul d any of them prove that we've held then?" Art asked.

"What do you nean by proof?" Shapiro said. "They night or might not recognize the guards
who captured them O herw se- what proof could there be?"

"And we can see that our guards have a hundred w tnesses each to swear blind they were on

duty here,"” Bonner said. "So. They can't conplain to the LA cops . . . not that they' d dare
anyway, since they'd have to say what they were doi ng when our guards grabbed them"

"So. You've proved that we can turn themloose," Frank Mead said. "I'mnot sure | care
much for that. They'd be right back again, costing us-"

"Wth your pernission," Anbs Cross said. "Wth your consent, |I'll talk to each of them
think I can get it across that if we ever see or hear of any one of themagain, we will declare

open season on themand that if we have the slightest doubt about our own ability to finish them
we can afford high-priced open contracts. "

“I's that your reconmendation, Col onel ?" Bonner asked. "That we turn them|oose with a
war ni ng?"

Cross shook his head. "I pass on giving an opinion, M. Bonner. Wen the police becone
judges, your society is in real trouble."

"All right,” Bonner said. 'W've got three nuggers we apprehended in the subway, and four
ki dnappers. W may as well take the easy case first. | gather everyone is for letting the nuggers
| oose?"

No one sai d anyt hing.

"We've kept themfairly heavily drugged," Anps Cross said. "And one of them babbled a |ot.
Enough to convince our guards that he's a murderer."

"And you're going to turn them | oose on Los Angel es?" Cenevi eve Rand asked.

Frank Mead shrugged. "Who the hell cares about Angelinos, as long as we're not bothered by
t hem agai n?"

"Angeino laws left themloose to hurt our people,"” Rand said. "If the Angelinos don't like
the situation, let themchange it. W did."

"So. We've got three nuggers, four kidnappers-and Professor Renn.”

"W don't have Renn."

"W can acquire him" Bonner said. "And the question before the house is a sinple one.
What do we do with then?"

"Think of it as evolution in action," Barbara Churchward said. There was no hunor in her
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voi ce at all.
XXI'1
Injustice is relatively easy to bear; what stings is justice.

-H L. Mencken

LAWS AND PROPHETS

Prof essor Arnold Renn threw clothes into an Air Force B-4 bag. He worked clunsily, wi th al nost
frantic haste. Fromtine to time he glanced at the ornately engraved card that lay on his bedroom
table. "THINK OF I T AS EVOLUTI ON I N ACTI ON. "
Get out. Get away. It'lIl blow over. They can't really hurt nme. But- There had been a dozen of
those cards. In his box at UCLA.
At the faculty club. Under the wi ndshield wi per of his car, and another on the car seat although
there was no sign that the | ock had been forced. In the refrigerator, and now in the bedroom and
Ti na had no idea how they had got into the house.
The threat seened unm stakable. Best not ignore it, not with the headlines about the jail break
followi ng the unsuccessful attack. And worse. There wasn't anything in the papers, or on TV, about
a Todos Santos official being kidnapped, and there wasn't any answer at Genevi eve's apartment, or
at the Fromate headquarters, or- Best get out of town. Take a | eave of absence until things bl ow
over. Let a graduate assistant nmeet the classes for a while. Get
away. Let Tina follow later, if she wanted to. But get away, get out, go now.

He fini shed packing and took the suitcase otit to the garage.

"Good afternoon."

Renn | ooked up, startled. The nman stood |azily against the garage door. He sniled
slightly, but there wasn't anything pl easant about the short-barreled shotgun he held. "Uh-"

"No need to say anything at all. | have a nessage for you."
"What - "

"It's sinple. Goodbye."

Renn had just enough tinme to understand before the buckshot tore his chest apart.

Vague sensations shaped thenselves into a pattern. Cold. Grass tickling cheek. A distant
nmoani ng nearby. Slowy Vinnie cane to awareness of themall, and nore. Pain, sharpening, until it
felt like the left side of his face and neck had been smashed to bl oody nush.

Li ke the I ong-faced creep with the enpty pockets who'd cursed themin the subway, several
weeks ago. He'd | ooked like Vinnie felt, when Vinnie got through with him But Vinnie renmenbered

his face, long and sullen and hating. . . and another face flashed vivid lii his brain.
Styled curly blond hair; broad, snooth cl ean-shaven face; new dark blue suit and vest, bas-
relief tie in scarlet and dark brown; gold at both wists, gold ring. . . walking noney. Seen only

for an instant, with a ook on his face such as Vinnie had never seen on a nmark: unearthly joy, as
the mark cocked his fist for another blow The big fist with its big gold ring had just bl asted
Vinnie's neck to pulp, and was set to do it again.

They hated him Vinnie had never felt that before. They cringed, they tried to reason with
him they handed himwall et or watch or purse, they ran. . . but they hated him They woul d kil
himif they could.

He reached for another face, seen |later through a haze of sonme drug. A face out of a
nightmare. Seen in close-up, a woman with inpossi bly huge eyes, hair exploding around her head,
fiendish grin. . . and a tool in her hand, a needle tearing curves across
his belly. He tried to scream and anot her needl e jabbed his armand it all went away.

Vinnie tried to curl hinself tighter; he npaned, and the npan becane a yell as it tore his
t hr oat open.

He was sitting upright, naked as a peel ed egg. There were others around him all naked,
painted |ike so nany Easter eggs. Six plus Vinnie. Some still sleeping; sone staring about themin
terror.

Where are we? He sat up and | ooked around. Green shrubbery to one side. On the other- On
the other, Todos Santos was a wall across the sky. The wi ndows bl azed |ike tens of thousands of
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eyes.

Run. He had to run. He sprang to his feet and everything went blurry; he hardly felt the
jar as he fell back. "How was | to know?" he shouted. "How did | know it was you people in the
subway?"

A voice fromthe distance nmocked him "THINK OF I T AS EVOLUTION I N ACTION," the voice
cal | ed.

He | ooked behind him There, across the field, over at the city street that bounded the
Todos Santos greensward, was a |large TV truck, with a canmeraman standing on top. The canera, and
ot her instrunments, were pointed at Vinnie.

VWhat am | doing here? But there was no place to go. Not really. And he wasn't al one.

Strangers . . . no. That was Runner Carlos, clutching hinmself tight to nake hinself
smaller. A small, hard man who sonetines raided the subways, whom Vi nni e avoi ded when he could
very hard to recognize with no hair, no noustache, his whol e body painted bl uish-white. The great
bul k of a man painted | eaf green, sleeping peacefully on his side, would be Gadge, who ran with
the Runner and took his orders. Vinnie had never seen himundressed. Wat he had taken for mnuscle
on Gadge seened to be nostly fat.

But who were the other four? And what did it say across their chests? He strained to focus
his eyes. THHNK OF I T AS EVOLUTI ON | N ACTI ON

Vi nni e fought back a laugh. It would tear his throat, and annoy Gadge and Runner Carl os

and Vinnie hinself had been painted deep rose. Hs belly bore the sane cartoon as the rest.

Li ke a trade mark. He rubbed it, not understanding, and found a slight ridge, and understood.

Tattoo, just healing. Vinnie renenbered thd woman with the needl e-and, instantly, the man
with the gold ring. He understood, then, that he would never see his belly in a mrror wthout
remenberi ng both: the huge-eyed woman with the needl e, and the nmark cocki ng his gol d-decorated
fist, ready to pound himto death.

MacLean Stevens drove up to Lunan's canera truck. "What's going on?" he demanded.

Thormas Lunan grinned. "Sonme sad people out there. Al dressed up and no place to go."

"Who are they?"

"I think you'll find three of themare fromthe Anerican Ecol ogy Army. Underground types,
wanted by the FBI. Three nore are conmon crooks your cops will recognize."

"You seemto know a lot-"

"Shield law," Lunan chanted. "Shield |aw, shield law, shield |aw. No sources. But it's al
true, and you really will want to arrest the three Ecol ogy Arny types. | doubt if you can charge
the others.”

"But - why?" Stevens denanded. "Wy are they there?"

"If I had to guess," Lunan said, "lI'd guess they annoyed Todos Santos."

Stevens set his lips inagrimline. In the field across the street, the sleepers were
stirring. They kept glancing nervously toward Stevens and Lunan. Mac waved to the police who'd
come out with him "Round themup. I|ndecent exposure will do to get themto the station house."

The police sergeant |aughed. "Right. Ckay, troops, let's go. "

"So it finally happened," Stevens said.

"What happened?" Lunan asked.

"Todos Santos cut itself |oose. Now they're conpletely above the |law. They're judge and
jury and executioner."

"But they're not," Lunan said. "Don't you see, that's the whole nessage here." He | owered
his voice. "I"'mprepared to deny | ever said this. M. Stevens, some of those people did nore than
annoy the Saints. They ki dnapped and abused one of their highest officials. They had her for
several hours before the Todos Santos guards rescued her."

St evens frowned

Lunan nodded. "Exactly. They really could have been judge and jury and executioner. Wo'd
know? | nstead, they' ve chosen to stay part of the human race. Oh sure, they're also protesting
your brand of justice. They want to see it changed. But they haven't cut | oose fromhunanity."

"You can say that. You haven't just cone from |l ooking at Professor Renn's body."

Lunan | ooked up sharply. "What?"

"Sonebody bl ew himaway with a shotgun. You didn't know that, huh?"

“"No. But it wasn't Todos Santos."

"Why is that, Lunan? Wuld they have used a death ray?"

Lunan | aughed. "They just didn't. Mac, you may want to be careful investigating Renn's
murder. You might find your favorite Gty Council man wasn't as sharp as he thinks he was."
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"Pl anchet? Planchet . . . yeah. God knows he had notive. Lunan, do you know this?"

"No. Sounds like a hired kill, though, doesn't it? That could be Planchet, or D ana
Lauder's parents, or someone connected to the Ecology Arny types Renn sent in to die. But | know
what Todos Santos had in mind for Renn, and that wasn't it. They wanted to scare himout of the
country."

Stevens null ed that.

The LAPD officers had just finished rounding up the gaily col ored nudies. Stevens watched
the I ast one loaded into a black and white. Then he | ooked past the greensward, past the orange
grove, on to the enornous building beyond. Free society or termte hill? O both?

Is this really the wave of the future? "For now," he told Lunan. "Just for now and for
this monment they haven't quite cut |oose fromthe human race. But can you live in that and stay
human forever?" His arm swept expressively to indicate the enornous city/building, its w ndows
gl aring orange-white in sunsetlight.

The great orange banner was still there. "THINK OF I T AS EVOLUTION I N ACTION." As they
wat ched, it rippled and noved. Someone was |lowering it.

"You could live there, Lunan. You'd be welcone," Stevens said. "Wen are you planning to
nove in?"

"No," said Lunan, and then he bellowed. "Arbry, get a canmera sweep of those wi ndows!" His
voi ce dropped again. "That'll go nice. A hundred thousand eyes, but they're all |ooking inward. No
privacy at all, and no interest in what goes on out here. No, that's not ny life style."

"Not mine either-"

"Why does it have to be? A Venice boatman would go crazy in there. So would a Maori
tri besman, but that doesn't nake himright. What would a Roman Legi onnaire think of your life
styl e? What woul d Thomas Jefferson think of me? There are a | ot of ways to be hunan.”

“"Maybe." Stevens turned, in tinme to see the great banner flutter down fromthe battlenents
and settle gently to the ground.
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