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SPI RALS

by Larry Niven and Jerry Pournelle

There are al ways people who want to revise history. No hero is so great that soneone won't
take a shot at him Not even Jack Hal fey.

Yes, | knew Jack Hal fey. You nmay not remenber ny name. But in the main airlock of
i ndustrial Station One there’'s an inscribed block of industrial dianpond, and ny nane is sixth
down: Cornelius L. Riggs, Metallurgist. And you nmi ght have seen ny face at the funeral

You nast renenber the funeral. Al across the solar system work stopped while Jack Hal fey
took his final trek into the sun. He wanted it that way, and no spacer was going to refuse Jack
Hal fey's last request, no natter how expensive it night be. Even the downers got in the act. They
didn't help pay the cost, but they spent hundreds of mllions on sending reporters and caneras to
t he Moon.

That funeral dammed near killed ne. The kids who took nme to the Moon weren't supposed to
let the ship take nore than half a gravity. My bones are over a hundred years old, and they're
fragile. For that young squirt of a pilot the Ianding may have been snooth, but she hit a full gee
for a second there, and | thought ny tine had cone.

I had to go, of course. The records say | was Jack’s best friend, the man who' d saved his
life, and being one of the last survivors of the Geat Trek makes ne sonebody special. Noth ing
woul d do but that | push the button to send Jack on his “final spiral into the sun.” to quote a
downer reporter.

| still see TriVee progranms about ships “spiraling” into the sun. You d think seventy
yeal s and nore after the Great Trek the schools woul d teach kids sonet hi ng about space.

When | staggered outside in lunar gravity—+ighter than the 20%gravity we keep in the
Skyl ark. just enough to feel the difference—the reporters were all over me. Wy, they demanded,
did Jack want to go into the sun? Cremation and scattering of ashes is good enough for nost
spacers. It was good enough for Jack’s wife. Some send their ashes back to Earth; sone are
scattered into the solar wind, to be flung throughout the universe; some prefer to go back into
the soil of a colony sphere. But why the sun?

I"ve wondered nyself. | never was good at reading Jack’s m nd. The question that nearly
drove ne crazy, and did drive ne to murder, was: why did Jack Hal fey nake the Great Trek in the
first place?

I finally did learn the answer to that one. Be patient.

Probably there will never be another funeral |like Jack’s. The Big Push is only a third
finished, and it's still two hundred nmiles of the biggest |inear accel erator ever built, an
el ectroni cpowered railway crawl i ng across the Earthside face of the Moon. One day we'll use it to
| aunch starships. W'll fire when the Mon is full, to add the Earth’s and Moon’s orbita
velocities to the speed of the starship, and to give the downers a thrill. But we | aunched Jack
when the Moon was new, with precisely enough velocity to cancel the Earth’s orbital speed of
ei ghteen nmiles per second, It would have cost less to send himinto interstellar space.

Jack didn't drop in any spiral. The Earth went on and the coffin stayed behind, then it
started to fall into the Sun. It fell ninety-three mllion nmles just like a falling safe, except
for that peculiar wi ggle when he really got into the sun's magnetic field. Monbase is going to do
it again with a probe. They want to know nore about that w ggle.

The pilot was a |l ot nore careful getting me home, and now |’ m back aboard the Skylailc in
a roomnear the axis where the heart patients stay; and on nmy desk is this pile of garbage
froma history professor at Harvard who has absolutely proved that we woul d have had space
i ndustries and space col onies without Jack Hal fey. There are no indispensible nen.

In the words of a fampus Anerican president: Bullshit! W’ ve made all the downers so rich
that they can’t renmenber what it was |ike back then

And it was grim If we hadn’t got space industries established before 2020 we’d never have
been able to afford themat all. Things were that thin. By 2020 AD. there woul dn’t have been any
resources to invest. They'd have all gone into keeping eleven billion downers alive (barely!) and
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anybody who proposed “throwi ng noney into outer space” woul d have been | ynched.
God knows it was that way when Jack Hal fey started.

I first met Jack Hal fey at UCLA. He was a grad student in architecture, having got his
engi neeri ng physics degree from Cal Tech. He'd al so been involved in a nunmber of construction
j obs—among them Hal e Gbservatory’s big orbital telescope while he was still an undergrad at Ca
Tech—and he was al ready fanous. Everyone knows he was brilliant, and they' re right, but he had
anot her secret weapon: he worked his arse off. He had to. Insomia. Jack couldn’t sleep nore than
a couple of hours a night, and to get even that nuch sleep he had to get laid first.

I know about this because when | nmet, Jack he was living with ny sister. Ruthie told ne
that they’'d go to bed, and Jack woul d sl eep a couple of hours, and up he'd be, back at work,
because once he woke up there was no point in lying in bed.

On ni ghts when they couldn’t make Qut he fltver went to bed at all, and he was pure hel
to live with the next day.

She also told me he was one nercenary son of a bitch. That doesn’t square with the public
i mge of Jack Hal fey, savior of mankind, but it happens to be true, and he never made nmuch of a
secret of it. He wanted to get rich fast. His anbition was to lie around Ri o de Janeiro’ s beaches
and sanple the | ocal wines and wonmen; and he had his life all mapped out so that he’d be able to
retire before he was forty.

I knew himfor a couple of months, then he left UCLA to be a department head in the
construction of the big Tucson arcol ogy. There was a tearful scene with Ruthie: she didn't fit
into Jack’s image for the future, and he wasn’'t very gentle about how he told her he was | eaving.
He stormed out of her apartment carrying his suitcase while Ruthie and |~ shouted curses at him
and that was that.

| never expected to see him again.

When | graduated there was this problem | was a nmetallurgist, and there were a | ot of us.
Metal l urgi sts had been in big demand when | started UCLA, so naturally everybody studied
metal lurgy and matCrials science; by the tine | graduated it was dammed tough getting a job.

The depression didn’t help nuch either. | graduated right in the mddle of it. Runaway
inflation, research chopped to the bone, environmentalists and Only One Earthers and Friends of
Man and the Earth and other such yo-yo's on the rise; in those days there was a new energy crisis
every couple of years, and when | got ny sheepskin we were in the mddle of. |I think, nunber 6
I ndustry was |aying off, not hiring.

There was one job | knew of. A notice on the UCLA careers board. “Metallurgist wanted.

H gh pay, |ong hours, high risk. Guaranteed wealthy in ten years if you live through it.”

That doesn’t sound very attractive just now, but in those days it |ooked better. Better
than wel fare, anyway, especially since the welfare offices were having trouble neeting their staff
payrolls, so there wasn’'t a lot left over to hand Qut to their clients.

So, | sent in an application and found nysel f one of about a hundred who’d got past the
paperwor k screening. The interview was on canpus with a standard personnel officer type who seened
more interested in nmy sports record than ny abilities as a netallurgist. He also liked ny
enpl oynent history: 1'd done summer jobs in heavy steel construction. He woul dn’t
tell me what the job was for.

“Not secret work,” he said. “But we’d as soon not let it out to anyone we're not seriously
interested in.” He smled and stood up, indicating the interview was over. “W' Il let you know

A couple of days later | got a call at the fraternity house

They wanted ne at the WIshire headquarters of United Space |Industries.

I checked around the house. but didn't get any new information. USI had contracts for a
good bit of space work, including the lunar mines. Maybe that’'s it. | thought. | could hope,
anyway.

When | got to USI the receptionist led ne into a confortable roomand asked ne to sit down
in a big Eanmes chair. The chair faced an enornmous TV screen (flat: TriVee wasn’'t conmmon in those
days. Maybe it was before TriVee at all; it’'s been a long tinme, and | don't renenber). She typed
sonet hing on an input console, and we waited a few nminutes, and the screen cane
to life.

It showed an old man floating in md-air.

The background | ooked |ike a spacecraft, which wasn’t surprising. | recognized Adnira
Robert McLeve. He had to be eighty or nore, but he didn't |ook it.

“Good norning,” he said.

The receptionist left. “Good norning,” | told the screen. There was a faint red light on a
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I ens by the screen, and | assumed he could see ne as well as! could see him “I’'d kind of hoped
for the Moon. | didn't expect the O Neill colony,” | added

It took a while before he reacted, confirm ng ny guess: a second and a half each way for
the nmessage, and the way he was floating neant zero gravity. | couldn't think of anything but the

Construction Shack (that’'s what they called it then) that fit the description
“This is where we are,” MlLeve said. “The duty tour is five years. H gh pay, and you save

it all. Not nush to spend noney on out here. Unless you drink. Good |liquor costs |ike U ansplant
rights on your kidneys. So does bad |iquor, because you still have to lift it.”
“Savi ngs don't nean much,” | said.

“True.” MLeve grinmaced at the thought. Inflation was running better than 20% The
politicians said they would have it whi pped Real Soon Now, but nobody believed them “W’ve got
arrangenents to have three quarters of your noney banked in Swiss francs. |If you go back early,
you | ose that part of your pay. W need sonebody in your field, part tine on the Mon, part tine
up here in the Shack. Fromyour record | think you' d do. Still want the job?”

I ndustri es.

| wanted it all right. I was never a nut on the space industries bit—+ was never a nut on
anyt hi ng—but it sounded |ike good work. Exciting, a chance to see sonething of the solar system
(well, of near-Earth space and the Mon; nobody had gone further than that) as well as to save a
| ot of nobney. And with that job on ny record |I'd be in demand when | cane hone.

As to why nme. it was obvious when |I thought about it. There were |lots of good

met al | urgi sts, but not nany had been finalists in the Aynpic gymmastics teamtrials. | hadn’t won
a place on the team but I'd sure proved | knew how to handl e nyself. Add to that the heavy
construction work experience and | was a natural. | sweated out the job appointnent, but it cane

through, and pretty soon | was at Canaveral. strapping nyself into a Shuttle seat, and having
second and third thoughts about the whol e thing.

There were five of us. We lifted out fromthe Cape in the Shuttle, then transfened in
Earth orbit to a tug that wasn't a |l ot bigger than the old Apoll o capsul es had been. The trip was
three days, and crowded. The others were going to Moon base. They refueled nmy tug in lunar orbit
and sent me off alone to the Construction Shack. The ship was guided fromthe Shack.
and It was scary as hell becaus~there wasn’t anything to do but wonder if they knew what they were
doing. It took as long to get fromthe Mon to the Shack as it had to get to the Mon from Earth,
which isn't surprising because it’'s the same dis. tance: the Shack was in one of the stable
libration points that make an equilateral triangle with the Earth and the MoOn. Anything put there
will stay there forever.

The only viewport was a snall thing in the forward end of the tug. Naturally we cane in
ass-backwards so | didn't see nuch.

Today we call it the Skylark, and what you see as you approach is a sphere half a
kil oneter across. It rotates every two minutes, and there's all kinds of junk nobored to the axis
of rotation. Mrrors, the laser and power targets, the long thin spine of the nmass driver, the
ring of agricultural pods, the big tel escope; a confusion of equipnent.

It wasn’t that way when | first sawit. The sphere was nearly all there was, except for a
spi derweb framework to hold the solar power panels. The frane was bigger than the sphere, but
it didn't ook very substantial. At first sight the Shack was a pebbl ed sphere, a golf ball stuck
in a spider’'s web.

McLeve met me at the airlock. He was long of linb, and startlingly thin, and his face and
neck were a maze of wrinkles. But his back was straight, and when he sniled the winkles al
al i gned themsel ves. Laugh-1Ii nes.

Before | left Earth | read up on his history: Annapolis, engineer with the space program
(didn't make astronaut because of his eyes); retired with a bad heart; wote a | ot of science
fiction. 1'd read nost of his novels in high school, and | suppose half the people in the space

program were pulled in by his stories.

When his wife died he had another heart attack. The O d Boys network cane to the rescue.
Hi s cl assmates wangl ed an assignnment in space for him He hadn’t been to Earth for seven years,
and low gravity was all that kept himalive. He didn't even dare go to the Moon. A reporter with a
flair for mythol ogi cal phraseol ogy called him“The Od Man of Space.” It was certain that he'd
never go home again, but if he missed Earth he didn't showit.

“\Wel cone aboard.” He sounded glad to see ne. “Wat do they call you?” he asked.

A good question. Cornelius night sound a dignified nane to a Roman, but it makes for
ribald coments in the USA. “Corky,” | told him 1 shrugged, which was a m stake: we were at the
center of the sphere, and there wasn't any gravity at all. | drifted free fromthe grabbandle |I'd
been clinging to and drifted around the airlock
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After a nonment of panic it turned out to be fun. There hadn’'t been nom for any viol ent
maneuvers in the tug, but the airlock was built to get tugs and rocket notors inside for repairs;
it was big, nine neters acrGss, and | could twirl around in the zero gravity. | flapped ny arns
and found | could swim

McLeve was watching with a critical air. He nust have |liked what he saw because he grinned
slightly. “Conme on,” he said. He turned in the air and drifted wi thout apparent noti on—it | ooked
like levitation. “I'Il show you around.” He led the way out of the airlock into the sphere
itself.

W were at the center of rotation. Al arnund, above and below, were fields of dirt, sone
pl owed, sone planted with grass and grai ns.

There were wings attached to hooks at the entrance. MlLeve took down a set and began
strapping themon. Black bat wings. They made himlook like a fallen angel, MIton's style. He
handed ne another pair. “Like to fly?” he asked. | returned the grin. “Wiy not?” | hadn't the
renotest idea of what | was doing, but if |I could swmin the air with ny hands. | ought to be
able to handle wings in no gravity. He helped me strap in, and when | had them he gave sone quick
i nstructionS

“Main thing is to stay high,” he said. “The further down the higher the gravity, and the
tougher it is to control these things.” He | aunched hinself into space, gliding across the center
of the sphere. After a nonent | followed him

I was a tiny chick in a vast eggshell. The | andscape was w apped around ne: fields and
houses, and | ayout yards of construction gear, and machinery, and vats of algae, and three huge
wi ndows openi ng on bl ackness. Every direction was down, mllions of |ight years down when a w ndow
caught my atten.lion. For a nonent that was terrifying. But MLeve held hinself in place with tiny
nmotions of his wings, and his eyes were on ne. | swallowed ny fear and | ooked.

There were few roads. Mstly the colonists flewwth their wings, flewlike birds, and if
they didn't need roads, they didn't need squared-off patterns for the buildings either. The
“houses” | ooked like they'd been dropped at random anong the green fields. They were fragile
partitions of sheet netal (wood was far nore costly than sheet steel here), and they could not
have borne their own weight on Earth, let alone stand up to a stiff breeze. They didn't have to.
They existed for privacy al one.

I wondered about the weather. Along the axis of the sphere | could see scores. of white
pufiballs. Couds? | gathered ny courage and fl apped nmy way over to the white patch. It was a
flock of hens. Their feet were drawn up. their heads were tucked under their w ngs, and they
roost ed on not hi ng.

“They like it in zero gravity." MlLeve said. “Only thing is, when you're bel ow them you
have to watch out.”

He pointed. A blob of chicken splat had |l eft the flock and noved away fromus. It fell in
a spiral pattern. O course the splat was actually going in a straight |ine—e were the ones who
were rotating, and that nade the falling stuff look as if it were spiraling to the ground bel ow.

“Automatic fertilizer machine,” | said. MLeve nodded.

“l wonder you don’t keep them caged,” | said.

“Sonme people like their sky dotted with fleecy white hens.”

“Ch. Wiere is everybody?” | asked.

“Most are outside working.” MlLeve said. “You'll neet themat dinner.”

We stayed at the axis, drifting with the air currents, literally floating on air. | knew
al ready why people who canme here wanted to stay |’ d never experienced anything like it, soaring
like a bird. It wasn’t even like a sail plane: you wore the wings and you flew with-them you
didn't sit in a cockpit and nove controls around.

There were lights along part of the axis. The mrrors would take over their job when they
were installed; for the nonent the lights ran off solar power cells plastered over the outside of
the sphere. At the far end of the sphere was an enornous cloud of dust We didn’t get close to it.
| pointed and | ooked a question

“Rock grinder,” MLeve said. “Making soil. W spread it over the northern end.” He |aughed
at ny frowmn. “North is the end toward the sun. W get our rocks fromthe Mon. It’'s our radiation
shielding. Wrks just as well if we break it up and spread it around, and that way we can grow
crops init. Later on we'll get the agricultural conpartnents built, but there's always five tines
as much work as we have people to do it with.”

They’' d done pretty well already. There was grass, and nmllet and wheat for the chickens,
and sal ad greens and ot her vegetable crops. Streans ran through the fields down to a ringshaped
pond at the equator. There was also a |ot of bare soil that had just been put in place and hadn’'t
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been pl anted. The Shack wasn’t anywhere near fini shed.

“How thick is that soil?” | asked.

“Not thick enough. | was coming to that. If you hear the flare warnings, get to nmy house.
North pole.”

I thought that one over. The only way to ward yourself froma solar flare is to put a | ot
of mass between you and, the sun. On Earth that mass is a hundred niles of air. On the Mon they
burrow ten neters into the regolith, The Shack had only the rock we could get fromthe Mon, and
Moonbase had problens of its own. Wen they had the nanpower and spare energy they' d throw nore
rock our way, and we'd plaster it across the outer shell of the Shack, or grind it up and put it
i nside; but for now there wasn’t enough, and cone flare time MLeve was host toan involuntary |awn
party.

But what the hell, | thought. It’'s beautiful. Streans rushing in spirals frompole to
equator. Geen fields and houses, skies dotted with fleecy white hens; and | was flying as man
flies in dreans.

| decided it was going to be fun, but there was one possible hitch

“There are only ten wonen aboard,” | said.

McLeve nodded gravely

“And nine of themare narried.”

He nodded again. “Up to now we've nostly needed nuscle. Heavy construction experience and
muscl e. The next big crew shipnment’s in six nmonths, and the conpany’s trying like hell to recruit
worren to bal ance things off. Think you can hold out that |ong?”

“Cuess | have to.”

“Sure. I'’mold navy. W didn't have wonen aboard ships and we lived through it.”

I was thinking that 1'd like to neet the one, unnmarried woman aboard. Al so that she nust
be awfully popular. MLeve nmust have read ny thoughts, because he waved ne toward a' big stnlcture
perched on a | edge partway down fromthe north pole. “You re doing all right on the flying. Take
it easy and let’'s go over there.”

We soared down, and | began to feel a definite “up” and “down”; before that any direction
I wanted it to be was “up.” We landed in front of the buil ding.

“Conbi nati on mess hail and administration offices,” MLeve said. “Ten percent |evel.”

It took a nonent before | realized what he neant. Ten percent |evel- ten percent of
Earth's gravity.

“It’s as heavy as | care to go.” MlLeve said. “And any lighter nmakes it hard to eat. The
| abs are scattered around the ring at the same |evel.”

He hel ped ne off with nmy wings and we went inside. There were several people, all nen,
scurrying about purposefully. They didn't stop to neet ne.

They weren’t wearing rmuch, and | soon found that was the customin the Shack; why wear
clothes inside? There wasn't any weather. It was al ways warm and dry and confortable. You nostly
needed cl ot hes for pockets.

At the end of the corridor was a roomthat hunmed; inside there was a bank of conputer
screens, all active. In front of themsat a honely girl.

“M ss Hoffman,” MlLeve said. “Qur new netal lurgist, Corky Riggs.”

“Hi.” She | ooked at nme for a noment, then back at the conputer console. She was rmunbling
sonmething to herself as her fingers flew over the keys.

“Dot Hoffman is our resident genius,” MlLeve said. “Anything fromstores and inventories

to orbit control, if a conputer can figure it out she can nake the brains work the problem”

She | ooked up with a smle. “W give necessity the praise of virtue,” she said.
McLeve | ooked thoughtful. “Cicero?” “Qintilian.” She turned back to her consol e again, “See you
at dinner,” MlLeve said. He led nme out.

“M ss Hof frman,” | said.

He nodded.

“l suppose she wears baggy britches and bl ue wool stockings and that shiti because it's
cool in the conputer room” | said.

“No, she always dresses that way

“oh. "

“Only six nonths, Riggs,” the Adniral said. “Wll, maybe a year. You'll survive.”

I was thinking |I'd dammed wel | have to.

I fell in love during dinner.

The chi ef engi neer was naned Ty Plauger, a long, | ean chap with startling blue eyes. The
chi ef ecologist was his wife, Jill. They had been married about a year before they came up, and

they’' d been aboard the Shack for three, ever since it started up. Neither was a | ot older than ne,
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maybe thirty then.

At ny present age the concept of love at first sight seens both trite and incredible, but
it was true enough. | suppose | could have naned you reasons then, but | don't feel them now.
Take this instead:

There were ten wonen aboard out of ninety total. Nine were married, and the tenth was Dot
Hof frmran. My first inpression of her was nore than correct. Dot never would be narried.

Not only was she honely, but she thought she was honelier still. She was terrified of physica
contact with nmen, and the blue wool stockings and bl ouse buttoned to the neck were the | east of
her def enses.

If I had to be in |ove—and at that age, maybe | did—+ could choose anbng nine narried

worren. Jill was certainly the prettiest of the |ot. Pug nose, brown hair chopped off short, green
eyes, and a conpact nuscul ar shape. very much the shape of a womman. She liked to talk, and | |iked
to listen.

She and Ty had stars in their eyes. Their talk was full of what space would do for
manki nd.

Jill was an ex-Fromate; she'd been an officer in the Friends of Man and the Earth. But
whil e the Fromates down bel ow were runni ng around sabotagi ng i ndustries and arcol ogi es and nucl ear
pl ants and anything else they didn't like, Jill went to space Her heart bled no | ess than any for

the baby fur seals and the three-spined stickleback and all the fish killed by mne tailings, but
she’ d thought of sonething to do about it all

“We' Il put all the dirty industries into space,” she told ne. “Throw the pollution into
the solar wind and let it go Qut to the conetary halo. The Fromates think they can tal k everyone
into letting Kansas go back to buffal o grass—=

“You can’t nmake people want to be poor,” Ty put in.
“Right! If we want to clean up the Earth and save the wild things, we’'ll have to give
people a way to get rich without harmng the environment. This is it! Soneday we’'ll send down

enough power from space that we can tear down the dans and put the snail darter back where he
caine from’

And nore. Jill tended to do nost of the talking. | wondered about Ty. He al ways seened to
have the words that would set her off again.

And one day, when we were clustered around McLeve's house with, for a few restful hours,

nothing to do, and Jill was well out of earshot flying awndand anong the chickens in her
wonderful ly graceful wingstyle, Ty said to ne, “l don't care if we turn the Earth into a park. |
like space. | like flying, and | like free fall, and the | ook of stars with no air to cloud them

But don’t tell Jill.”

| learned fast. Wth Ty in charge of engineering, MlLeve as chief adm nistrator, and Dot
Hof fman’ s conputers to sinmulate the constructi on and point up problens before they arose, the
project went well. W didn't get enough nmass fromthe Mon, so that my snelter was al ways short of
raw materials, and Congress didn't give us enough noney. There weren't enough flights from down
bel ow and we were short of personnel and goods from Earth. But we got al ong.

Two hundred and forty thousand niles bel ow us, everything was going to hell

First, the senior senator from Wsconsin lived | ong enough to inherit a powerful comrttee
chai rmanshi p, and he’d been agai nst the space industries fromthe start. |Instead of noney we got
“Col den Fl eece” awards. Funds already appropriated for flights we'd counted on got sliced, and our
future budgets were conpletely in doubt.

Next, the adm nistration tried to bail itself out of the tax revolt by running the
printing presses. What noney we could get appropriated wasn’t worth half as nmuch by the tine we
got it.

Moonbase felt the pinch and cut down even nore on the rock they flung out our way.

Ty's answer was to work harder: get as much of the Shack finished as we could, so that we
could start sending down power.

“CGet it done,” he told us nightly. “Get a lot of it finished. Get so nuch done that even

those idiots will see that we're worth it. So nmuch that it'll cost themless to supply us than to
bring us hone.”
He wor ked hinsel f harder than anyone else, and Jill was right out there with him The

first task was to get the mrrors operating.

We blew themall at once over a couple of nonths. They cane in the shuttle that should
have brought our additional crew, it wasn't nuch of a choice, and we’d have to put off bal anci ng
out the sex ratio for another six nonths.

The nmirrors were packages of fabric as thin as the cell ophane on a package of cigarettes.
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We inflated theminto great spheres, sprayed foam plastic on the outside for struts, and sprayed
silver vapor inside where it would precipitate in a thin layer all over. Then we cut themapart to
get spherical mrrors. and sliced a couple of those into wedges to nount behind the windows in the
floor of the Shack.

They reflected sunlight in for additional crops. Jill had her crew out planting nore wheat
to cut down on the supplies we'd need from Earth.

Anot her of the mrrors was ny concern. A hem sphere a quarter of a kiloneter across can
focus a lot of sunlight onto a snall point. Put a rock at that point and it nelts, fast. \Wen we
got that set up we were all frantically busy snelting iron for construction out of the rocks.
Moonbase shl pped up when they coul d. When Monbase couldn’t fling us anything we di snounted rock
we' d placed for shielding, snelted it, and plastered the slag back onto the sphere.

Days got |onger and |longer. There’'s no day or night aboard the Shack anyway, of course:
open the mirrors and you have sunlight, close themand you don't. Still, habit dies hard, and
wekept track of tinme by days and weeks; but our work schedul cs bore no relation to them Sonetines
we worked the clock around, quitting only when forced to by sheer exhaustion.

We got a shipnent from Moonbase, and in the mddle of the refining process the nounting
struts in the big nelter mrror got out of alignnent. Naturally Ty was out to work on it

He was inspecting the systemby flying around with a reaction pistol. The rule was that no
one worked without a safety line; a man who drifted away fromthe Shack nmight or mght not be
rescued, and the rescue itself would Cost time and manpower we didn’t have.

Ty's line kept pulling himup short of where he wanted to go, He gave the free end to Jil
and told her to pay out a lot of slack. Then he nmade a junp fromthe mrror frame. He nust have
t hought he’d use the reaction pistol to shove himoff at an angle so that he’ d cross over the bow
of the mrror, the other side.

The pistol ran out of gas. That left Ty floating straight toward the focus of the m ner

He shouted into his helnet radio, and Jill franticallyhauled in slack, trying to get a
purchase on him | made a quick cal culation and knew | would ever reach himin tinme; if | tried
I"d likely end up in the focus nyself. Instead | took a dive across his back path. If | could grab
his safety line, the jerk as | pulled up short ought to keep himout of the hottest area, and ny
reaction pistol would take us back to the edge.

| got the line all right, but it was slack. It had burned through. Ty went right through
the hot point. Wien we recovered his body, nmetal parts on his suit had nelted.

We scattered his ashes inside the sphere. MLeve's navy prayer buok opened the buri al
service with the words “We brought nothing into this world, and it is certain that we shall take
not hing out.” Afterwards | wondered how subtle MLeve had been in his choice of that passage.

We had built this world ourselves, with Ty |eading us. W had brought everything into this
world, even down to Ty's final gift to us; the ashes which woul d grow grass in a place no human
had ever thought to reach Until now.

For time next nonth we did without him and it was as if we had lost half our men. MLeve
was a good engineer if a better administrator, but he couldn’t go into the high gravity areas, and

he coul dn’'t do active construction work. Still, it wasn't engineering talent we |acked. It was
Ty's drive.

Jill and Dot and McLeve tried to nmake up for that. They were nore conmitted to the project
than ever.

Two hundred and forty thousand niles down, they were | ooking for a construction boss.
They'd find one, we were sure. W were thebest, and we were paid |like the best. There was never a
problemw th salaries. Salaries were negligible next to the other costs of building the Shack. But
the personnel shuttles were del ayed, and del ayed again, and we were runni ng out of necessities,
and the US econony was slipping again.

We got the mirrors arrayed. Jill went heavily into agriculture, and the lunar soi
bl ooned, seeded with earthworns and bacteria fromearthly soil. W snelted nore of the rocky crust
around the Shack and put it back as slag. W had plans for the netal we extracted, starting with a
lab for grow ngnetal whiskers. There was already a whisker lab in near-Earth orbit, but its output
was tiny. The Shack might survive if we could show even the beginnings of a profit-nmaking
enterprise.

Jill had another plan: mass production of expensive blologicals, enzynmes and vari ous
starting organics for ethical drugs.

We had lots of plans. What we didn’'t have was enough people to do it alL You can only work
so many twenty-hour days. W began to nake nistakes. Sonme were costly.

My error didn't cost the Shack. Only nmyself. | like to think it was due to-Migue and
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not hi ng nore.
I made a try at conforting the grieving widow, after a decent wait of three weeks.

When Ty was alive everyone flirtedwith Jill, She pretended not to notice. You' d have to be
crude as well as rude before she’'d react.
This time it was different. | nay not have been very subtle, but | wasn't crude; and she

told nme instantly to get the hell out of her cabin and | eave her al one.

I went back to ny refinery mrror and brooded.

Ni nety years later | know better. Ninety years is too dammed late. If I'd noticed nothing
el se, | should have known that nearly eighty unmarried nmen aboard would all be willing to confort
the grieving widow, and half of themwere only too willing to use the subtle approach: “You re all
that keeps us working so hard.”

I wonder who tried before | did? It hardly matters, when ny turn cane, Jill’'s reaction was
automatic. Slap himdown before it’s too late for himto back away. And when she sl apped ne down,
| stayed sl apped, nore hurt than mad, but less than willing to tiy again.

I hadn't stopped being in love with her. So | worked at being her friend again. It wasn't
easy. Jill was cold inside. Wien she talked to people it was about business, never herself.

Her dedication to the Shack, and to all it stood for in her m nd, was hardening, ossifying. And
she spent a lot of time with Dot Hof frman and Admiral MLeve.

But the word cane: another shuttle. Again there were no wonen, The Senator from W sconson
had found out how expensive it would be to get us hone. Add fifty women and it would be half again
as expensive. So no new personnel

Still they couldn’t stop the conpany from sending up a new chi ef engi neer, and we heard
the-shuffle was on its way, with a | oad of seeds, liquid hydrogen, Vitanmin pills, and Jack Hall ey.

I couldn't believe it. Jack wasn't the type

To begin with, while the salary you could save in five years anounted to a good sum
enough to let you start a business and still have sone incone left, it wasn't wealth. You couldn't
live the rest of your life in RRoonit; and | was pretty sure Jack’s goals hadn’t changed.

But there he was, the new boss. Fromthe first day he arrived things started humming. It
was the old Jack, brilliant, always at work, and always insisting everyone try to keep up with him
al t hough no one ever could. He worked our arses off, in two nonths he had us caught up on the tine
we |ost after Ty was kill ed.

Thi ngs | ooked good. They | ooked damed good. Wth the mrrors nounted we coul d operate on
sunlight, with spare power for other uses. Life fromsoil inported fromEarth spread throughout
the soil inmported fromthe Mwon; and earthly plants were in love with the chemcals in lunar soil
We planted strawberries, corn and beans together, we planted squashes and nelons in |owgravity
areas and wat ched them grow into jungles of thin vines covered Wth fruit.

The Snelter worked overtine, and we had noie than enough nmetals for the whisker |ab and
bi ol ogical vats, if only a shuttle would bring us the punps and el ectronics we needed, and if
necessary we'd nake punps in the nmachi ne shops, and Jack had Dot working out tinme details of
setting up integrated-cireult nmanufacture.

But the betterthings |ooked in space, the worse they | ooked on Earth.

One of the ways we were going to nake space col onies pay for thensel ves was through
electricity. W put out big arrays of solar cells, nonstrous spiderwebs a kiloneter |ong by half
that wide, so large that they needed snmall engines dotted all over themjust to keep themoriented
properly toward the sun.

We nade the solar cells ourselves; one of the reasons they needed ne was to get out the
rare metals fromthe lunar regotith and save themfor the solar-cell factory. And it was working.

We had the structure and we were naking the cells. Soon 6nough we’d have enornous power~
megaWatts of power, enough to beamit down to Earth where it could .pay back sone of the costs of
buil ding the system The orbiting power stations cost a fortune to put up, but not nuch to
mai ntain; they would be like dans, big front end costs but then nearly free power forever

We were sure that would save us. How could the United States turn down free electricity?

It | ooked good until the Fromates bl ew up the desert antenna that we woul d have been
beam ng the power down to, and the lawers got their reconstruction tied into | egal knots that
woul d probably take five years to untangle.

The Senator from W sconsin continued his crusade. This tinme we got three Gol den fleece
awards. Down on Earth the conpany nomi nated himfor nenbership in the Flat Earth Society. He
gl eefully accepted and cut our budget again.

We al so had probl ems on board. Jack had started nean; it was obvi ous he had never wanted
to conme here in the first place. Now he turned nean as a rattlesnake. He worked us. If we could
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get the whisker lab finished ahead of tine, at |ower cost than planned, then maybe we coul d save
the station yet; so he pushed and pushed again; and one day he pushed too hard.

It wasn’t a mutiny- It wasn't even a strike. W all did a day’'s work; but suddenly,
without as far as | know any di scussi on anong us. nobody would put in overtine. Ten hours a day,
yes; ten hours and one mnute, no.

Jill pleaded. The Admral got coldly formal. Dot cried. Jack screaned.

We cut work to nine and a half hours.

And then it all changed. One day Jack Halfey was snmling a lot. He turned polite. He was
getting his two or three hours sleep a night.

Dot described him “Like Ms. Fezziwig.” she said. ‘“One vast substantial smile.’” | hope
she’s happy. | wonder why she did it? To save the Shack. She was trying to keep her voice
cheerful, but-her |Iook was bitter. Dot wasn't naive; just terrified. | suppose that to her the

only reason a wormman would nove in with a man woul d be to save sone nobl e cause |ike the Shack

As to Jill, she didn't change much. The Shack was the first step in the conquest of the
uni verse, and it was by God going to be finished and self-sufficient. Partly it was a menorial to
Ty, | think; but she really believed in what she was doing, and it was infectious.

I could see how Jack coul d convince her that he shared her goal. To a great extent he did,
al though it was pure selfishness; his considerable reputation was riding on this project. But Jack
never did anything half-heartedly. He drove hinself at whatever be was doi ng.

What | couldn’t understand was why he was here at all. He nust have known how thin were
the chances of conpleting the Shack before he left Earth.

I had to know before it drove nme nuts.

Jack didn't drink much. When he did it was often a disaster, because he was the world’'s
cheapest drunk. So one night | plied him

Ni ght is generally relative, of course, but this-one was real: the Earth got between us
and the sun. Since we were on the same orbit as the Mon, but sixty degrees ahead, that happened
to us exactly as often as there are eclipses of the Mbon on Earth; a rare occasion, one worth
cel ebrati ng.

O course we'd put-in a day’s work first, so the party didn't last long, we were all too
beat. Still it was a start, and when the formalities broke up and Jill. went off to |look at the
air system | grabbed Jack and got himover to ny quarters. W both collapsed i n exhaustion

I had brought a yeast culture with me from Canaveral. MLlLeve had warned nme that |iquor
cost like dianonds up here; and a way to make ny own al cohol seened a good investrment. And it was.
By now | had vaccumdistilled vodka made fromfernmented fruit bars and a nmash of strawberries from
the farm—they weren’'t mssed; the farmcovered a quarter of the inner surface now M concoction
tasted better than it sounds, and it wasn't hard to talk Jack into a drink, then another.

Presently he was trying to sing the verses to “The Green Hills of Earth.” A nellower man
you never saw. | seized ny chance

“So you love the green hills of Earth so much, what are you doi ng here? Change your m nd
about Ri 07?”

Jack shook his head; the vibration ran down his arm and sl oshed his drink. “Nope
Qut side a hen cackl ed, and Jack collapsed in laughter. “Let me rest my eyes on the fleecy
skies..."

Gimy | stuck to the subject. “lI thought you were all set with that Tucson arcol ogy.”

“Ch, | was. | was indeed. It was a beautiful setup. Lots of pay, and-" He stopped
abruptly.

“And ot her opportunities?” | was beginning to see the light.

“Welll. . . yes. You have to see it the way | did. First, it was a great opportunity to
make a nanme for nyself. A city in a building! Residential and business and industry all in the
same place, one building to house a quarter... of a mllion people. And it would have been
beaul i ful. Corky. The plans were nagnificent! | was in love with it. Then | got into it, and | saw
what was really going on

“Corky. everyone was stealing that place blind! The first week | went to the chief
engi neer to report shortages in deliveries and he just |ooked at me. ‘Stick to your own work,

Hal fey.’ says he. Chief engineer, the architects, construction bosses, even the catering crew
every one of them was knocking down twenty-five, fifty percent! They were selling the cenment right
of f the boxcars and substituting sand. There wasn’'t enough cenent in that concrete to hold up the
wal |'s.”

“So you took your share.”
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“Don’t get holy on me! Dammit. look at it ny way. | was willing to play square, but they
woul dn't let ne. The place was going to fall down. The weight of the first fifty thousand peopl e
woul d have done it. What | could do was make sure nobody got inside before it happened.” Jack
Hal fey chortled. ‘1’ma public benefactor. | am | sold off the reinforcing rods. The inspectors
couldn’t possibly ignore that.”

“Not hi ng el se?” | asked.

“WelI'l, those rods were netal -whi sker conpote. Al npbst as strong as di anond, and al nbst as
expensive. | didn't need anything else. Rut | nmade sure they d never open that place to the
public. Then | stashed ny ill-gotten gains and went underground and waited for something to

happen. ”.

“l never heard much about it. O course | wouldn’'t, up here.”

“Not many down there heard either. Hush hush while the FBI |ooked into it. The best buy I
ever nmade in ny life was a subscription to the Wall Sireet Journal. Just a paragraph about how the
Racket Squad was investigating Mafia invol venent in the Tucson arvol ogy. That’'s when things fel
into place.”

I swung around to refill his glass, carefully. W use great big glasses, and never fill
them nore than half full. O herw se they slosh all over the place in the ONgravity. | had
anot her nyself. it was pretty good vodka. and if | felt it, Jack nust be pickled blue. “You nean
the building fell in?”

“No, no. | realized why there was so nmuch graft.” Jack sounded aggrieved. “There was
supposed to be graft. | wasn't supposed to get inonit.”

"Aha."

“Aha you know it. | finished reading that article on a plane to Canaveral. The FB
couldn’t followne to Rio, but the Mafia sure could. I'd heard there was a new openi ng for chief

engi neer for the Construction Shack, and all of a sudden the post |ooked very, very good.”

He chuckled. “Also, | hear that things are tightening up in the USA. Big crackdown on
organi zed crinme. Conputer assisted. |Incone tax boys and Racket Squad working together. It
shoul dn’t be long before all the chiefs who want nmy arse are in jail. Then | can go back, cash ny
stash, and head for R o.”

“Switzerland?”

“Ch no. Nothing so sinple as that. | thought of sonething else. Say, | better get back to
my bunk.” He staggered out before | could stop him Fortunately it was wal ki ng di stance from ny
place to his; if he'd had to fly, he'd probably have ended up roosting with the chickens.

“Bl oody hell,” says | to nyself
Should | add that | had no intention of robbing Jack? |I was just curious: what inflation-proof
i nvestment had he thought up? But | didn't find out for a long tine...

A nmonth | ater the dollar collapsed. Inflation had been a fact of life for so long that it
was the goal of every union and civil service organizer to get inflation witten into their
contractS, thereby increasing inflation. The govemrent printed noney faster to conpensate: nore
inflation. One of those vicious spirals. Al nost suddenly the dollar, was down the drain. There
followed a full-scal e taxpayer revolt.

The Adm nistration got the nessage: they were spending too much noney. And clearly that
had to stop. The first things to go were all the projects that wouldn’t pay off during the current
President’s termof office. Long termresearch was chopped out of existence. Wl fare, on the other
hand, was increased, and a conprehensive National Health Plan was put into effect, even though
they had to pay the doctors and hospitals in prom ssory notes.

The Senator from W sconsin didn’'t even bother giving us his customary Col den Fl eece award.
Why insult the wal king dead?

We net in our usual place, a cage-work not far fromthe north.pole. Admral MeLeve was in
the center, in zero gravity. The rest of us perched about the cage-work, |ooking |like a scene from
H tchcock’ s The Birds.

Dot had a different picture, from Aristophanes. “Somewhere, what with all these cl ouds and
all this air, there nmust be a rare nanme, sonewhere. . . How do you |ike C oud-Cuckoo-

Land?"

Putting on wings does things to people. Halfey had dyed his wings scarlet, marked with
yellow triangl es enclosing an H Dot wore the plumage of an eagle, and | hadn't believed it the
fast time | sawit; it was an incredibly detailed, beautiful job. MlLeve's were the wings of a
bat, and-1 tell you he | ooked frightening, as evil as Dracula hinself. Leon Briscoe, the chem st,
had pai nted mat hematical fornulae all over his, in exquisite nmedieval calligraphy. Jill and Ty had
worn the plumage of male and femal e Least Terns, and she still wore hers. There were no two sets
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of wings alike in that flock. We were ninety birds of mety species, all gathered as if the
anci ent roles of predator and prey had been set aside for a |arger cause. C oudCuckoo-Land;

A gl um d oud- Cuckoo- Land.

“It’s over.” MlLeve said. “W’ ve been given three nonths to phase out and go hone. Us,
Moonbase, the whol e space operation. They'Il try to keep sone of the near-Earth Operations going a
whil e | onger, but we're to shut down.”

Nobody said anything at first. W' d been expecting it; those of us who'd had tine to

follow news fromEarth. Now it was here,, and nobody was ready. | thought about it: back to high
gravity again. Painful.
And Jill. Her dream was bei ng shot dewn, Ty died for nothing. Then | renenbered MLeve. He

wasn’'t goi ng anywhere. Any gravity at all was a death sentence

And | hated Jack Halfey for the grin he was hiding. There had been a long piece in the
| at est newscast about the roundup of the Mafia |lords; grand juries working overtime,, and the
District of Colunbia jail filled, no bail to be granted. It was safe for Jack down there, and now
he coul d go hone early.

“They can’t do this to us!” Jill wailed. A leftover Fromate reflex, | guess. “W' || =
on strike? Bonb sonething? She | ooked around at our faces, and when | followed the | ook | stopped
with Dot Hof fman. The potato face was withered in anguish, the potato eyes were crying. Wat was
there for Dot on Earth?

“What a downer,” she said

| al nost | aughed out |oud, the old word was so i nadequate. Then MLeve spoke in rage.
“Downers. Yes. Nine billion downers sitting on their fat arses while their children's future
slides into the nuck. Downers is what they are.”

Now you know. MLcve the wordsnith invented that word, on that day.

My own feelings were nixed. Wuld the noney stashed in Swiss francs be paid if we |eft
early, even though we had to | eave? Probably, and it was not a snall amount; but how | ong would it
| ast? There was no job waiting for nme. . . but certainly | had the reputation |I'd set out for.
shoul dn’t have much trouble getting a job.

But | like to finish what | start. The Shack was that close to being self-sufficient. W
had the sol ar power grids working. W even had the ion engines nounted all over the grid to keep
it stable. W djdn~t have the m crowave systemto beamthe power back to Earth.,, but it wouldn't
be that expensive to put in...except that Earth had no antennae to receive the power.

They hadn’t even started reconstruction. The permt hearings were tied up in |awsuits.
No. The Shack was dead. And if our dollars were worthless, there were things that weren't.

Skilled | abor couldn’t be worthless. | would get ny francs, and sone of ny dollar salary had been
put into gold. | wouldn't be broke. And—the clincher—there were wonen on Earth.

McLeve let us talk a while. Wen the babble died down and he found a quiet lull, he said,
very carefully, “Of course, we have a chance to keep the station going.”

Everyone tal ked at once. Jill’'s voice cane through | oudest, “How?”

“The Shack was designed to be a self-sufficient environnent,’
that yet, but what do we need?”

“Air.” someone shouted. “Water,” cried another

| said, “Shielding. It would help to have enough mass to get us through a big solar flare.
If they' re shutting down Moonbase we'll never have it.”

Jill’s voice carried like a mcrophone. “Rocks? Is that all we need? Ice and rocks? W’'d
have both in the asteroid belt’.” It was a put-up job. She and MLeve nust have rehearsed it.

I laughed. “The Belt is two hundred million mles away. W don’t have ships that will go
that far, let alone cargo ships...” And then | saw what they had in m nd.

“Only one ship,” MeLeve said. “The Shack itself. W can nove it out into the belt.”

“How | ong?” Dot denmanded.. Hope nonentarily made her beauti ful

“Three years,” MLeve said. He | ooked thoughtful. “Well, not quite that long.”

McLeve said. “It’'s not quite

"W can't live three years,” | shouted. | turned to Jill, twsting idiot that | was then
“The air systemcan’'t keep us alive that long, can it? Not enough cheni cal s—=
“But we can do it!” she shouted. “It won’t be easy, but the farmis growi ng now. W have

enough plants to nake up tbr the lack of chenmical air purification. W can recycle everything.

W' ve got the raw sunlight of space. Even out in the asteroids that will be enough. W can do it!”
“Can’t hurt to make a few plans,” MlLeve said.
It couldn’t help either, thought I; but | couldn’'t say it, not to Dot and Jill.

These four were the final architects of The Plan: Admiral ML.eve, Jill Plauger, Dot
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Hof f man, and Jack Hal f ey.

At first the nost inportant was Dot. Myving sonething as |large as the Shack, with
i nadequat e engi nes, a house in space never designed as a ship; that was bad enough. Myving it
farther than any manned ship, no nmatter the design, should have been inpossible.

But behind that potato face was a brain tuned to mathematics. She coul d sol ve any abstract
probl em She knew how to ask questions; and her rapport with conputers was a thing to envy.

Per sonal probl ens stopped her cold. Because MLeve was one of the few nen she could see as
harm ess, she could open up to him He had told nme sonetine before we lost Ty, “Dot tried sex once
and didn't like it.” | think he regretted saying even that nmuch. Secrets were sacred to him But
for whatever reason, Dot couldn’'t relate to people; and that left all her energy for work.

Dot didn't talk to wonen either, through fear or envy or sone other reason | never knew.

But she did talk to Jill. They were fanatical in the same way. It wasn’t hard to understand Dot’s
ent husi asm for The Pl an.

McLeve had no choices at all. Wthout the Shack he was a dead man.

Jack was in the Big Four because he was needed. Wthout his skills there would be no
chance at all. So he was dragged into it, and we watched it happen

The day McLeve suggested going to the asteroids, Jack Hal fey was thoroughly anused, and
showed his mirth to all. For the next week he was not amused by anythi ng what ever
He was a wal king tenper tantrum So was Jill. | expect he tried to convince her that with

sufficient wealth, exile on Earth could be tolerable. Now he wasn’t sleeping, and we all suffered.

O course our mseries, including Jack’s, were only ternporary. W were all going hore.
Al'l of us.

Thus we foll owed the downer news closely, and thus was there a long line at the
communi cati ons room Everyone was trying to find an Earthside job. It hardly mattered. There was
pl enty of power for comrunications. It doesn't take much juice to close down a col ony.

We had no paper, so the news was flashed onto a TV for the edification of those waiting to
use the transmitter. I was waiting for word fromlInco: they had jobs at their new snelter in
Guatemal a. Not the world s best location, but | was told it was a tropical paradise, and the
quet zal was worth at |east as nuch as the dollar.

I don’t know who Jack was expecting to hear from He | ooked |ike a man with a pernanent
hangover, except that he wasn’'t so cheerful

The news, for a change, wasn't all bad. Something for everyone. The United States had
i ssued a new currency, called “marks” (it turns out there were marks in the US during
revol utionary times); they were backed by mniscul e amounts of gold.

Not everyone was poor. Technol ogy proceeded apace. Texas instruments announced a new
pocket conputer, a mllion bits of menory and fully programmable, for tw ce what a cal cul at or
cost. Firestone Di anonds—whi ch had been nmanufacturing flaw ess blue-white dianonds in a | aboratory
for the past year, and which actually was owned by a man nanmed Firestone—had apparently swanped
the engagenent ring market, and was now maki ng chandeliers. A dianmond chandelier would cost half a
year’'s sal ary, of course, but that was expected to go down.

The “all eged Mafia chieftains” now held without bail awaiting trial nunbered in the
thousands. | was surprised: | hadn’t thought it would go that far. Wen the dollar went worthless,
apparently Mfia bribe money went worthless too. Maybe |’mtoo cynical. Maybe there was an
epi dem c of righteous wath in governnent.

Evi dently someone thought so. because a bond issue was approved in California, and people
were beginning to pay their taxes again.

Sonet hing for everyone. | thought the Mafia item woul d cheer Jack up, but he was sitting
there staring at the screen as if he hadn’'t seen a thing and didn’t give a damm anyway. My cal
was announced and | went in to talk to Inco. Wen |I canme out Jack had left, not even waiting for

his own call. Lack of sleep can do terrible things to a man.

I wasn’t-surprised when Jack had a long talk with MLeve, nor when Jill noved hack in with
him Jack woul d prom se anything, and Jill would believe anything favorable to her mad schene.

The next day Jack’s smile was back, and ill thought it was a bit cynical, what could | do?

Tell Jill? She wouldn’t have believed nme anyway.

They unveiled The Plan a week later. | was invited to McLeve's house to hear all about
it..

Jack was there spouting enthusiasm “Two problens,” he told us. “First, keeping us alive
during the trip. That's nore Jill’'s departnent, but what’s the probl en? The Shack was designed to
| ast centuries. Second problemis getting out there. W ve got that figured out.” | said,
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“The hell you do. This isn't a spaceship, it’'s just a habitat. Even if you had a big rocket notor
to nount on the axis, you wouldn't have fuel for it, and if you did, the Shack woul d break up
under the thrust.” | hated himfor what he was doing to Jill, and | wondered why MLeve wasn’t
aware of it. Maybe he was. The Adniral never |et anyone know what he thought.

“So we don't nmount a big rocket notor.” Jack said. “Wat we’'ve got is just what we need: a
lot of little nmotors on the solar panels. W use those and everything el se weliave. Scooters and
tugs, the spare panel engines, and, |last but not |least, the Moon. W're going to use the Mon for
a gravity sling.”

He had it all diagramed out in four colors. “W shove the Shack toward the Mon. if we
aimjust right, we’'ll skimclose to the lunar surface with everything firing. W' ll| |eave.
the Moon with that velocity plus the Mon's orbital velocity, and out we go.”

“How cl ose?”

He | ooked to Dot. She pursed her lips. “W' |l clear the peaks by two -kiloneters.”

“That’s cl ose.”

“Mre than a mile,” Jack said. “The closer we conme the faster we | eave.”

“But you just don’t have the thrust!”

“Al nmost enough,” Jack said. "Now | ook. We keep the panel thrusters on full blast. That
gi ves us about a quarter percent of a gravity, not nearly enough to break up the Shack, Corky.
And we use the mirrors.” He poked buttons and anot her di agram swam onto MlLeve's drafting table.
“See.”

It showed the Shack with the window mrrors opened all the way for maxi mum surface area.
My snelter minor was hung out forward. Qther mirrors had been added. “Sails! Light pressure adds
more thrust. Not a lot, but enough to justify carrying their mass. W can get to the Belt.”

"You're crazy,” | informed them

“Probably,” MLeve nuttered. “But fromny viewpoint it |ooks good.”

“Sure. You're dead anyway, no offense intended. We're playing a gane here, and it’s
getting us nowhere.”

“I"'mgoing.” Jill’s voice was very |l ow and very convincing. It stined the hair on ny neck

“Me too,” Dot added. She glared at me. the eneny.

I made one nore try. They'd had nore tinme to think about it than | did, but the thrust
figures were right there, scrawed in an upper corner of the dingram “Now pay attention. You
can't possibly use the attitude jets on the solar panels for that |ong. They work by squirting
dust through a magnetic field, throwing it backward so the reaction pushes you forward. Okay,
you’' ve got free solar power, and you can get the acceleratlon. But where can you possibly get
enough dust?” | saw Jack’s guilty grin, and finished, “Holy shit!”

Jack nodded happily

“Why not?” Jill asked. “We won’'t need solar flare shielding around Ceres. On the way we
can keep what we do have between us and the Sun, while we grind up the surplus.”

They meant it. They were going to nake dust out of the radiation shields and use that. -

In theory it would work. The panel engines didn't care what was put through them they
merely charged the stuff up with electricity gathered fromthe solar cells and let the static
charge provide the push. A rocket is nothing nore than a way to squirt mass overboard; any mass
will do. The faster you can throw mass away, the better your rocket.

At its sinmplest a rocket could be a man sitting in a bucket throw ng rocks out behind him
Since a man can’t throw very fast that wouldn’'t be a very good rocket, but it would work.

But you have to have rocks, and they were planning on using just about all of ours.

It was a one-way m ssion. They' d have to find an asteroid, and fast, when they got to the
Belt; by the tine they arrived they'd be grinding up structure, literally taking the Shack apart,
and all that would have to be repl aced.

It woul d have to be a special rock, one that had lots of netal, and also had ice. This
wasn’'t inpossible, but it wasn't any sure thing either. W knew from Pi oneer probes that sone of
the asteroids had strata of water ice, and various organics as well; but we couldn’t tell which
ones. W knew one nore thing fromthe later probes, and The Pl an was geared to take advantage of
t hat .

The Skyl ark—newl y named by MlLeve, and |’'ve never known why he called it that—would head
for Ceres. There were at least three small hill-sized objects orbitting that biggest of the
ast eroi ds.

A big solar flare while they were out that far would probably kill the ot of them OCh,
they had a safety hole designed: a small area of-the Shack to huddl e inside, crowded together |ike
sardines, and if the flare didn't last too long they'd be all right. Except that it would kil
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many of the plants needed for the air supply.

I didn't think the air recycling systemwould |ast any three years either, but Jil
insisted it was all right.

It didn’t matter. | wasn’t going, and neither was Jack; it was just something to keep Jil
happy until the shuttle cane.

There was nmore to The Plan. All the nonessential personnel would go to Mbonbase, where
there was a better chance. Solar flares weren't dangerous to them Mbonbase was buried under
twenty feet of lunar rock and dust. They had lots of mass. There a oxygen chemically bound in
lunar rock, and if you have enough power and some hydrogen you can bake it out. They had power:
big solar mirrors, not as big as ours, but big. They had rocks. The hydrogen recycles if it’'s air
you want, |If you want water, the hydrogen has to stay in the water.

We figured they could hang on for five years.

Qur problemwas different. |f Monbase put all its effort into survival, they woul dn't
have the resources to keep sending us rocks and netal and hydrogen. Hydrogen is the nmpbst abundant
element in the universe; but it’s rare an the Moon. Wthout hydrogen you don’'t have water. Wt hout
wat er you don’t have life.

| had to admit things were close. W were down to a shuttle load a nmonth from Earth; but
we needed those. They brought hydrogen, vitami ns. high-protein foods. W could grow crops; but
that took water, and our recycling systens were nowhere near 100% effi cient.

Now t he hydrogen shi pnents had stopped. At a cost of fifty mllion dollars a flight before
the dollar collapsed, the USA woul d soon stop sending us ships!

Anot her thing about those ships. They had stopped bringi ng us-replacenent crew | ong ago.
Jack was the last. Now they were taking -people hone. If they stopped coining, we'd be marooned.

A few nore years and we could be self-sufficient. A few nore years and we coul d have

col oni sts, people who never intended to go hone, They were aboard now, some of them Jill and Ty,
before Ty was killed. Dot Hoffman was permanent. So was MlLeve, of course. O the seventy-five
still aboard we'd lost a fewto the shuttl es—+twenty-five or so, including all the married couples,

t hought of thensel ves as col oni sts.

The rest of us wanted to go hone.

Canaveral gave us fifty days to wind up oUr affairs. The shuttles would come up enpty but
for the pilots, with a kind of sardine-can-with-seats fitted in the hold.

I coul d understand why MlLeve kept working on The Plan. Earth would kill him And Jill:
Ty’ s death had no nmeaning if the Shack wasn’t finished. Dot? Sure. She was val uabl e, here. But
Woul d you believe that | worked nyself stupid nmounting mrrors and sol ar panel nmotors? It wasn't
just for something to do before the shuttle arrived, either. | had a nightmare living in my mnd.

McLeve was counting on about twenty crew the Big Four, and six of the eight married
couples, and up to half a dozen additional nen, all held by their faith in The Pl an.

The history books have one thing right. The Plan was Jack Halfey’'s. Sure, Jill and MLeve
and Dot worked on it, but without himit couldn’t be brought off. Half of The Plan was no nore
than a series of contingency operations, half-finished schemes that relied on Halfey’'s ingenuity
to work. McLeve and Halfey were the only people aboard who really knew the Shack—knew all its
parts and vul nerabilities, what mght go wong and howto fix it; and MLeve couldn’t do rnuch
physi cal work. He woul dn’t be outside working when sonet hi ng buckl ed under the stress.

And there would be stress. A hundredth of a gravity doesn’t sound heavy, but much of our
sol ar panel area and all our mrrors were flinmsy as tissue paper.

Wthout Halfey it wouldn’t, couldn’t work. Wen Hal fey announced that he was goi ng honme on
that final shuttle, the rest would quit too. They' d beg the downers for one nore shuttle, and
they'd get it, of course, and they’d hold the Shack until it cane.

But McLeve couldn’t quit, and Dot wouldn't, and | just couldn’'t be sure about Jill. If
Hal fey told her be wasn’t really going, would she see reason? The son of a bitch was trading her
life for a Couple of hours sleep. Wen Skylark broke fromorbit, would she be aboard? She and Dot
and the Admiral, all alone in that vast | andscaped bubble with a grow ng horde of chickens, going
out to the asteroids to die. The life support systemmght last a long time with only three humans
to support: they might live for years.

He nodded. “Wthout Halfey it is a mad schenme. | wouldn't sacrifice the others for ny
heart condition. But Halfey isn't leaving. Corky. He’s with us all the way. | wish you'd give it a
try too. W need you.”

“Not ne.”

So | worked, Wien they finally died, it wouldn’t be because Cornelius Riggs bobbled a
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wel d.

The first shuttle came and picked up all nonessential personnel. They'd | and at Moonbase,
whi ch was the final staging area for taking everyone honme. |f The Plan went off as MlLeve
expected, many of them would be staying on the Mon, but they didn’t have to decide that yet.

I was classed as essential, though I'd nade ny intentions clear. ThePlan needed nme: not so
much on the trip out, but when they reached the Belt. They'd have to do a |ot of mning and
refining, assuming they could find the right rock to nmine and refine.

I let themtalk ne into waiting for the last shuttle. | wouldn’'t have stayed if | hadn~t
known Hal fey’'s intentions, and | confess to a squinny feeling in my guts when | watched that
shuttle go off without ne.

The next one would be for keeps.

When you have a noral dilemma, get drunk. It’s not the world' s best rule, but it is an old

one; the Persians used the technique in classical times. | triedit.
Presently | found nyself at MeLeve's hone. He was alone.l invited nyself in.
“Murdering bastard,” | said.
“ |_bv\/?”
“Jill. That crazy plan won’t work. Halfey isn’t even going. You know it and | knowit.
He's putting Jill on so she won’t cut himoff. And without himthere' s not even a prayer.”

“Your second part’'s true,” MLlLeve said. “But not the first. Halfey is going.”
“Why woul d he?”

McLeve snmirked. “He's going.”

“VWhat happens if he doesn’t?” | demanded. “What then?”

“l stay,” MlLeve said. “I'd rather die here than in a ship.”
“Al one?”
How was Hal fey convincing then? Not Jill: she wanted to believe in him But MLeve, and

Dot —bot had to know. She had to calculate the shuttle flight plan, and for that she had to know
the masses, and the total payload mass for that shuttle had to equal all the personnel except
McLeve but including the others.

Sonething didn’t nake any sense.

I waited until | saw eagle wi ngs and bl ue wool stockings fly away fromthe admi nistration
area, and went into her conputer room It took a while to bring up the system but the files
directory was self-explanatory. | tried to find the shuttle flight plan, but | couldn’'t. What |

got, through sheer funbling, was the updated flight plan for the Skylark

Even wi th ny hangover | could see what she'd done: it was figured for thirty-one people,
plus a nass that had to be the shuttle. Skylark would be carrying a captain’s gig..

The shuttle was conming in five days

Hal fey had to know that shuttle wouldn't be taking anyone back. If he wasn't doing
anyt hing about it, there was only one conclusion. He was going to the Belt. A nmad schene. It
dooned all of us. Jill, nyself, Halfey, nyself—But if Halfey didn’'t go, no one would. W’d all go
honme in that shuttle. Jill would be saved. So would I. There was only one conclusion to that. |
had to kill Jack Hal fey

How? | couldn’t just shoot him There wasn't anything to shoot himw th. | thought of
ways. Put a projectile into a reaction pistol. But what then? Space nurder woul d delight the
|l awyers, and | nmight even get off; but 1'd lose Jill forever, and w thout Halfey..

G nmick his suit. He went outside regularly. Accidents happen. Ty wasn’t the only one
whose ashes we’' d scattered into the soil of the col ony.

St et hoscope and wench: stethoscope to listen outside the walls of Halfey's bed chanber, a
thoroughly frustrating and deneani ng experience; but presently | knew they'd both be asleep for an
hour or nore.

It took ten mnutes to disassenble Jack’s hose connector and substitute a new one |’d nmade
up. My replacenent |ooked just like the old one, but it wouldn't hold nuch pressure.

Defective part. Metal fatigue. |I'd be the one they'd have exami ne the connector if there was any
inquiry at all, And | had no obvious notive -for killing Jack; just the opposite, except for Jil
and McLeve | was regarded as Jack’s only friend.

Once that was done | had only to wait.

The shuttle arrived enpty. Hal fey went outside, all right, but in a sealed cherry picker;
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he wasn’t exposed to vacuumfor nore than a few nonments, and apparently |'d nmade ny substitute
just strong enough to hol d.
They docked the shuttle, but not in the usual place, and they braced it in,

It was time for a nutiny. | wasn’t the only one being Shanghaied on this trip. | went
| ooking for Halfey. First, though, |'d need a reaction pistol. And a projectile. A ball-point pen
ought to do nicely. Any court in the world would call it self defense.

“I"'ma public benefactor, | am” | nuttered to nyself.

Jill's quarters were near the store room Wwen | came with the pistol, she saw ne: “H,”
she sai d.

“H.” | started to go on

"You never talk to ne any nore.”

“Let’s say | got your nessage.”

“That was a long tine ago. | was upset. So were you. It's different now .."

“Different. Sure.” | was bitter and | sounded it. “Different. You' ve got that Iying
bastard Halfey to console you, that’'s howit's different.” That hurt her, and I was glad of it.

“W need him Corky. W all need him and we always did. W wouldn’t have got nmuch done
wi thout him?”

“True enough-"

“And he was driving all of you nuts, wasn't he? Until | hel ped him sleep.”
“l thought you were in love with him”
She | ooked sad. “I like him but no, I’'mnot in love with him” She was standing in the

doorway of her quarters. “This isn't going to work, is it? The Plan. Not enough of you will cone.
We can't do it, can we.”

“No.” Mght as well tell her the truth. “It never would have worked, and it won’'t work now
even if all of us aboard cone along. Margin's too thin, Jill. | wish it would, but no.’

“l suppose you're right. but I'"'mgoing to try anyway.”

“Youll kill yourself.”

She shrugged. “Way not? What’'s left anyway?” She Went back into her room

I followed. “You've got a lot to live for. Think of the baby fur seals you could save. And
there’'s always ne.”

“You?”

“I"ve been in love with you since the first tine | saw you.”

She shook her head sadly. “Poor Corky. And | treated you just like all the others, back
then when— | wish you' d stay with us.”

“I wish you'd cone back to Earth with me, Or even Monbase. W mi ght nake a go of
Moonbase. Hang on until things change down there. New administration. Maybe they' || want a space
program and Moonbase would be a good start. |'Il stay at Moonbase if you'll cone.”

“WIIl you?” She |ooked puzzled, and scared, and | wanted take and hold her. “Let’s talk
about it. Want a drink?”

“No, thank you”

“l do.” She poured herself sonething. “Sure you won't join nme?”

“All right.”

She handed ne something cold, full of shaved ice. It tasted |ike Tang. W began to talk,
about life on Earth—er even on Myonbase. She mixed us nore thinks, Tang powder and water from a
pi tcher and vodka and shaved ice. Presently | felt good. Dammed good.

One thing led to another, and | was hol ding her, kissing her, whispering to her—She broke
free and went over to close and | ock her door. As she canme back toward ne she was unbuttoning the
top of her bl ouse.

And | passed out.

When | woke | didn’t know. Now, ninety years later, | still don't. For ninety years it has
driven me nuts, and now I'I|l never know.

Al that's certain is that | woke half dressed, alone in her bed, and her clothes were
scattered on the deck. | had at hundering hangover - and an urgent thirst. | drank fromthe water

pitcher on her table.

It wasn’t water. It nust have been ny own 100 proof vodka. Next to it was a jar of Tang
and a bow that had held shaved i ce—and a bottle hol ding nore vodka. She'd been feedi ng me vodka
and Tang and shaved i ce.

No wonder | had a hangover worthy of being bronzed as a record.

I went outside. There was sonet hi ng w ong.
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The streans weren't running correctly. They stood at an angle. At first | thought it was
me. Then they sl oshed.
The Shack was under accel eration

There were a dozen others screaming for bl ood outside the operations building. One was a
stranger—the shuttle pilot. The door was | ocked, and Hal fey was tal ki ng through a | oudspeaker.
“Too late,” he was saying. “We don’t have enough thrust to get back to the L-4 point.
W' re headed for the Belt. and you mght as well get used to the idea. W're going.”
There was a cheer. Not everyone hated the idea. Eventually those who di d understood:
Hal fey had drai ned the shuttle fuel and stored it sonewhere. No escape that way.
No other shuttles in lunar orbit. Nothing closer than Canaveral, which was daysaway even
if there were anything ready to | aunch. Nothing was going to match orbits with us.
We were headed for the Mon, and we’d whip around and go for the Belt, and that was as
i nevitable as the tides.
When we understood all that they unl ocked the doors.

An hour later the alarns sounded. “Qutside. Suit up. Enmergency outside!” MLeve's voice announced.
Those already in their suits went for the airlocks. | began half-heartedly putting on mne, in no
hurry. | was sure |I'd never get nmy swollen, pulsing head inside the hel net.

Jack Hal fey dashed past, suited and ready. He dove for the airlock

Hal fey. The indispensible nman. Wth a defective connector for an air intake.

I funbled with the fasteners. One of the construction people was nearby and | got his
hel p. He couldn’t’ understand ny frantic haste.

“Bast ards ki dnapped us,” he nmuttered. “Let themdo the frigging work. Not ne.”

I didn't want to argue with him | just wanted himto hurry.

A strut had given way, and a section of the solar panel was off center. It had to be
strai ghtened, and we couldn’t turn off the thrust while we did it. True, our total thrust was
tiny, a quarter of a percent of a gravity, hardly enough, to notice, but we needed it all

Because otherwi se we’d go out toward the Belt but we wouldn’t get there, and by the tine
t he Shack- Skyl ark, now returned inevitably to Earth orbit there’d be no one alive aboard her

I noticed all the work, but | didn't hel p. Sonmeone cursed nme, but | went on, |ooking for
Hal f ey.

I saw him | dove for him neglecting safety lines, forgetting everything. | had to get
to him before that connector went.

His suit blew open across the mddle. As if the fabric had been weakened wi th, say, acid.
Jack screaned and tried to hold hinself together

He had no safety line either. Wien he let go he cane | cose fromthe spiderweb. Skylark
pulled anay fromhim slowy, two and a half centineters per second; slow but inexorable.

I lit where he'd been, turned, and dove for him | got himand used ny reaction pistol to
drive us toward the airl ock

I left it on too long. W were headed fast for the airlock entrance, too fast, we'd hit
too hard. | tunbled about to get Jack across ny back so that 1'd be between him and the inpact.
I'd probably break a leg, but without Halfey I might as well have a broken neck and get it over
Wit h.

Leon Briscoe, our chenmist, had the sanme idea. He got under us and braced, reaction, pisto
flaring behind us. We hit in a nenage a trois, with ne as Lucky Pierre.

Leon cracked an ankle. | ignored himas | threw Halfey into the airlock and slamed it
shut, hit the recycle switch. Air hissed in.

Jack had a nosebl eed, and his cough sounded bad; but he was breathing. He'd been in vacuum
about forty seconds. Fortunately the deconpression hadn’t been totally explosive. The intake |line
to his suit had fractured a half second before the fabric blew.

The Moon grew in the scopes. Gew and kept growing, until it wasn't a sphere but a circle,
and still it grew There were nountai ns dead ahead.
"How cl ose?", | denmanded.

Dot had her eyes glued to a radar scope. “Not too close. About a kiloneter”

“A kilometer!” One thousand neters. “You said two, before.™

“So | forgot the shuttle pilot.” She continued to stare at the scope, then her fingers
bashed at the consol e keyboard. “Make that 800 meters,” she said absently

I was past saying anything. | watched the Moon grow and grow. Terror bani shed the |ast of
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my hangover, amazing what adrenalin in massive doses can do. Jill |ooked worse than | did. And
didn't know. Were we |overs?

“Thirty seconds to periastron,” Dot said.

“How cl ose?” MLeve asked.

“Five hundred neters. Make that four-fifty”

“CGood,” McLeve muttered. “C oser the better.”

He was right; the nearer we canme to the Mion. the nore slingshot velocity we'd pick up,
and the faster we'd get Co the Belt.

“Periastron,” Dot announced. “C osest approach, four twenty-three and a fraction.” She
| ooked up in satisfaction. Potato eyes smiled. “W' re on our way”

On Earth we were heroes. W' d captured the downers’ inmmginations. Intrepid explorers.
Before we were out of range, we got a nunber of offers for book rights, should we happen to
survive.

There were even noi ses about hydrogen shipnments to the Moon. O course there was nothing
they could do for us. There weren't any ships designed for a three-year trek

Certainly Skylark wasn’t. But we were trying it.

There were solar flares. W all huddl ed around McLeve's house, with as much of our
|ivestock as we could catch stuffed into his bedroom It took weeks to clean it out properly
afterward.. We had to re-seed blighted areas and weed out nutated plants after each flare. More of
our recycled air was conmng fromthe al gae tanks now.

In atinme of the quiet sun we swarned outside and noved all of the mirrors. The sun was
too far away now, and the grass was turning brown, until we doubl ed the sunlight flooding through
t he wi ndows.

But it seened we’'d reach Ceres. Already our tel escopes showed five boulders in orbit
around that largest of the asteroids. We'd |look at themall, but we wanted the snall est one we
could find: the least dauntifig challenge. If it didn't have ice somewhere in irs nmakeup, the next
one woul d, or the next.

And then we’'d all be working |ike sled dogs, for our |ives.

I was circling round the outside of Skylark, not working, just observing: |ooking for
points with sonme stnictural strength. places where | could put stress when the real work began
Wn or lose, with or without a cargo, we would have to get hone a tot faster than we cane. The
life support systemwouldn't hold up forever. Sonething would give out. Vitami ns, water, sonething
in the soil or the al gae tanks. Sonething.

Qur idea was to build a mass driver, a mniature of the machine that had been throw ng
rocks at us fromthe Mon. |If we found copper in that rock abead—a pinpoint to the naked eye now,
near the tiny battered di sk of Ceres—we could nake the kiloneters of copper wire we’'d need. I|f
not, iron would do. W had power fromthe sun, and dust fromthe rocks around Ceres, and we’'d send
that dust down the nmass driver at rocket exhaust speeds. Home in ten nonths if we found copper

I went back inside.

The air had an odd snmell when | took off my helnmet. W were used to it; we never noticed

now unl ess we’' d been breathing tanked air. | nmade a nmental note: mention it to Jill. It was
getting stronger.
I had only the helnet off when Jean and Kat hy Gaynor cane to drag nme out. | was clunsy in

my pressure suit, and they thought that was hilarious. They-danced ne around and around, pulled ne
out into the grass, and began undressing me with the help of a dozen others.

It Iooked like |I had nissed half of a great party. What the hell, Ceres was still a week
away. They took nmy pressure suit off and scattered the conmponents, and | didn't fight. | was
dizzy and had the giggles. They kept going. Presently | was stark naked and grabbi ng for Kathy,
who took to the air before | realised she had wings. | canme down in a stream and surfaced
still giggling.

Jack and Jill were on their backs in the grass, watching the fleecy white hens - and
turning occasionally to avoid chicken splat. | liked seeing Jill so relaxed for once. She waved,

and | bounced over and sonersaulted onto nmy back next to them
A pair of winged people were way up near the axis, flapping anong the chickens, scaring
theminto panic. It was |ike |ooking into Heaven, as you find it painted on the ceilings of sone

of the European churches. | couldn't tell who they were.
“Wealth conmes in spirals too,” Jill was saying in a dreany voice. | don’t think she' d
noticed I wasn’t wearing clothes. “W' || build bigger ships with the netal we bring home. Next
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trip we'll bring back the whole asteroid. One day the downers will be getting all their nmetal from
us. And their whisker conpotes, and drugs, and magnets, and, and free-fall alloys. Dare | say it?
We'll own the world!”

| said, “Yeah.” There were puffball chickens drifting dowm the sky, as if they'd forgotten
how to fly

“There won't be anything we can’'t do. Corky, can you see a mass driver wapped all around
the Moon? For |aunching starships. The ships will go round and round. Well put the mag—fAmg, netic
| evitation plates overhead, to-hold the ships down after they're going too fast to stay down.”

Hal fey said, “Wat about a hotel on Titan? Excursions into Saturn’s rings. No downers

al | owed.”

“We' Il spend our second honeynoon there,” said Jill.

“Yeah,” | said, before | caught nyself.

Hal | ey |l aughed like hell. “No, no, | want to build it!”

I was feeling drunk and | hadn’t had a drink. Contact high, they call it. | watched those
two at the axis as they cane together in a tangle of wings, clung together. Objects floated around
them and presently began to spiral outward, fluttering and tunbling. | recognized a pair of man's
pants.

It made ne feel as horny as hell. Two hundred nillion niles away there was a planet with
three billion adult wormen. Qut of that nunber there nust be mllions who d take an astronaut hero
to their beds. Especially after | published nmy best-selling nenoirs. |1'd never be able to have
themall, but it was certainly worth a try. Al | had to do was go hone.

Hah. And Thomas Wl fe thought he couldn’t go home agai n!

A shoe smacked into a nearby roof, and the whol e house bonged. W | aughed hysterically.
Sonet hing el se hit al nost beside ny head: a hen lay on her back in the wheat, stunned and puzzl ed.
The spiral of clothing was droppi ng away from what now seenmed a single creature with four wings. A

ski nny blue snake wiggled out of the sky and touched down. | held it up, a tangle of blue wool.
“My God!” | cried, “it’'s Dot!”

Jill rolled over and stared. Jack was kicking his heels in the grass, helpless with
| aughter. | shook ny head; | was still dizzy. “Wat have you all been drinking? Not that Tang

m xture again!”
Jill said, “Drinking?”

“Sure, the whole colony's drunk as lords,” | said. “Hey. . . black wings. .. is that
MeLeve up there?”
Jill leapt to her feet. “Ch ny God,” she screaned. “The air!”

Jack bounded up and grabbed her arm “Wat’'s happened?”
She tried to pull away. “Let nme go! It’'s the air system It’'s putting out al cohols. Not
just ethanol, either. W're all drunk and hypoxic. Let ne go!”

“One noment.” Jack was fighting it and losing. In a nionmerit he'd collapse in silliness
again. “You knew it was going to happen,” be said. His voice was fuil of accusation

“Yes,” Jill shouted. “Now will you |let nme go?”

“How did you know?”

“I knew before we started,” Jill said. “Recycling isn't efficient enough. W need fresh

water. Tons of fresh water.”

"If there’s no ice on that rock ahead—=>

“Then we probably won’t get to another rock,” Jill said, “Now wll you let me go work on
the systen®?”

“Get out of here, you bitch,” Jack yelled. He pushed her away and fell on his face.

It was scary. But there was also the al cohol. Fear and anger and ethanol and higher
ket ones and God knows what el se fought it out in ny brain. Fear lost. “She’s kept it going with
Kl eenex and bubble gum” | shouted. “And you believed her. Wen she told you it’'d |ast
three years. You believed.” | whooped at the joke. “Ch, shut up,” Jack shout ed.

“We’ve had it, right? | asked. “So tell me sonmething. Wiy did you do it? | was sure you
were putting Jill on. I know you intended to go with the shuttle. So why?” “Chandeliers,” Jack
sai d.

“Chandel i ers?”

“You were there. Firestone Gens will sell you flaw ess blue-whites. A chandelier of them
for the price of half a year’s salary.”

“ And—=

“What the fuck do you think I did with nmy stash?” Jack screaned.

Stash. His ill gotten gains fromthe Mafia. Stashed as bl ue-white di anonds
Funny. Fun-nee. So why wasn’t | [|aughing?
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Because t he bastard had ki dnapped ne, that’'s why. Wen he found his stash was worthl ess
and he wasn’t rich, and he'd probably face a jail termhe couldn’t bribe his way out of, he d run
as far away as a nan could go. And taken me with him

I craw |l ed over to nmy doorway. My suit lay there in a spraw. | funbled through it to the
equi pnent bel t.

“What are you doi ng?” Hal fey yell ed.

“You'll see.” | found the reaction pistol. |I went through ny pockets, carefully, until 1
found a bal |l poi nt pen.

“Hey! No!” Jack vyell ed.

“I"'ma public benefactor, | am” | told him | took aimand fired. He tunbl ed backwards.

There are al ways people who want to revise history. No hero is so great that soneone won't
take a shot at hint. Not even Jack Halfey.

Fortunately | m ssed.
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