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Caval ry
Fl i ght engi neer, RAF
Tavern keeper in Split,
I ndependent State of
Croatia
Landl ord in Lodz
BBC t al ks producer, |ndian
Section, London
Wehr macht captain and
interpreter in Pskov
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general, 122nd Infantry,
i n Pskov
Prime Mnister, Geat
Britain
Nucl ear physicist with the
Met al | urgi cal Laboratory
Waitress in |Idaho Springs,
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Sergeant, U S. Arny, in
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Hechi ngen, GCermany
US Any private in
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Pilot, RAF
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Li zard experi nent al
subj ect; forner basebal
pl ayer
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RAF group captain in
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RAF radarman in
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U S. Secretary of State
Jew in Leczna, Pol and
BBC broadcaster in London
Wehrrnacht panzer col onel
RAF radar man
Red Air Force col onel
RAFf1ight |ieutenant in
Br unt i ngt hor pe
US Arny captain in
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Daught er of Roman
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d son, Louise
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GCscar

Peary, Julian
Petrovi c, Marko

Potter, Lucille
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VON

ROOSEVELT, FRANKLI N D.
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Chi nese peasant woman;
Li zard experi nent al
subj ect
Conmruni st Chi nese
parti san
US Arny captain in
Il1linois
Sergeant, gunner on
Hei nrich Jdger's panzer
Forei gn Conmi ssar, USSR
Red Armmy interpreter in
Pskov
Radi o news broadcaster
Japanese scienti st
Japanese nucl ear physici st
Japanese Arny ngjor,
interpreter and translato
I nhabi tant of New Sal em
Nort h Dakota
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Denver
RAF wi ng commander in
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Captai n, |ndependent State
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Nurse in Illinois
Gerrman foreign ninister

Presi dent of the United
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Roundbush, Basi |

RUMKOWBKI , MORDECHAI
CHAI M
Russi e, ©bi she

Russi e, Reuven

Russi e, Ri vka
Sawat ski, Emlia
Sawat ski, Ewa

Sawat ski, Jozef

Sawat ski, Mari a

Sawat ski, W adysl aw
Schultz, GCeorg

Sharp, Hiram

Shnuel

Shol udenko, Ni ki for
Shur a

SKORZENY, OTTO

Sobi eski, Tadeusz
STALI N, | CSEF

Sumer, Joshua ("Hoot")
Szabo, Bela ("Dracul a")
SZI LARD, LEO

Tati ana

TOGO, SHI GENCRI
Tol ya

Tsuye

RAFf1ight officer in
Brunti ngt hor pe

El dest of the Jews in the
Lodz ghetto

For mer nedi cal student, -

| eader anong Pol i sh
Jews; fugitive

Son of Mdishe and Rivka

Russi e

Mbi she Russies wife

Wfe of Wadysl aw Sawat ski

Daught er of W adysl aw and
Em | ia Sawat ski

Son of W adysl aw and
Em | ia Sawat ski

Daught er of W adysl aw and
Em | ia Sawat ski
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Pol i sh farner

For mer Wl arnacht panzer
gunner; Red Air Force
mechani c
Physi cian in Ogden, Utah
Jewi sh fighter in Lodz
NKVD man in the Ukraine
Whor e i n Shanghai
SS col onel
G ocer in Leczna, Poland
General Secretary of the
Conmuni st Party of the
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Sovi et Uni on

Justice of the peace in
Chugwat er, Wom ng

US Any private in
Il1linois

Nucl ear physicist with the
Met al | urgi cal Laboratory

Sni per and conpani on of
Jeronme Jones in Pskov

Japanese foreign minister

G oundcrew nan, Red Air
Force

Japanese scienti st

Ussi shki n, Judah
Ussi shki n, Sarah

van Al en, Jacob
VASI LI Ev, NI KOLAI
Ver non, Hank

Vi ct or

Wiyte, Alf
Wttman, Rolf

Yeager, ltarbara
Yeager, Sam
ZHUKOV, CGEORG

At var

Buni m
Dr ef sab

Forssis
Hessef

| anxx
Kassnass

o~ 1 Gel
Harry Turtl edove
THE RACE

Doctor in Leczna, Poland
W fe of Judah Ussi shki n;
mdw fe in Leczna,
Pol and
U S. Coast CGuard
i eutenant in Oswego,
New Yor k
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Conmander First Partisan
Bri gade in Pskov
Ship's engineer in the

Dul uth Queen
Wunded U.S. soldier in
Chi cago

RAF navi gat or
Driver in Heinrich Jdgers

panzer
Fortner graduate student in
medi eval literature; Sam
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Yeager's wife
U.S. Arny corporal; liaison
with Lizard PON;
fornmer basebal | player
Mar shal of the Sovi et
Uni on

Fl eetl ord, conquest fleet of
the Race
Oficial in Lodz
Intelligence agent and
gi nger addi ct
Landcrui ser gunner in
BesanVon, France
Landcrui ser driver in
BesanVon, France
O ficer in Shangha
Landcrui ser unit
conmander i n BesanCon,
France
Shiplord of the 127th
Enperor Hetto
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Nej as

Nossat
Ri stin

Sherr an
Skoob

Ssanr af f
St arr af
St raha

Teerts
Tessr ek
Tt omal ss
Tvenkel

Ullhass
Ussnmak

Landcrui ser comander in
Besan~on, France
Psychol ogi st
Lizard PONw th the
Met al | urgi cal Laboratory
The first male to
ci rcumavi gat e Hone,
Landcrui ser gunner in
BesanCon, France
Investigator in China
Resear cher in China
Shi pl ord of the 206th
Enper or Yower
POW i n Japan
Psychol ogi st
Resear cher in China
Landcrui ser gunner in
BesanCon, France
Lizard PONw th the
Met al | urgi cal Laboratory
Landcrui ser driver in
BesanCon, France

I *

For nostalgia's sake, Fleetlord Atvar called up the hol ogram of
the Tosevite warrior he had often studi ed before the invasion
fleet actually reached the world of Tosev 3. Nostal gia was an
enotion that came easily to the Race: with a unified history of
a hundred di ousand years, with an enpire that stretched over
three sol ar systens and now reached out to a fourth, the past
seened a safe, confortable place, not |east because it was so
much i ke the present.
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The hol ogram sprang into being before the fleetlord: a stal-
wart savage, his pinkish face sprouting yellow sh hairs, clad in
soft iron mail and woven animal and plant fibers, arnmed with
spear and rust-fl ecked sword, and nounted on a Tosevite quad-
ruped that |ooked distinctly too scrawny for the job of carrying
hi m

Si ghing, Atvar turned to the shiplord Kirel, who conmanded
the 127th Enperor Hetto, bannership of the invasion fleet. He
stabbed a fingerclaw at the image. "If only it had been so
easy," he said with a sigh

"Yes, Exalted Fleetlord." Kirel sighed, too. He turned both
eye turrets toward the hologram "It was what the probe |ed us
to expect."
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"Yes," Atvar said sourly. Preparing in its nethodical way for
anot her conquest, the Race had sent a probe across the inter-
stellar void sixteen hundred years before (years of the Race, of
course; Tosev 3 orbited its primary only about half as fast).
The probe dutifully sanpled the planet, sent its inmages and
data back Home. The Race prepared the invasion fleet and sent
it out, certain of easy victory: how nmuch could a world change
in a nmere sixteen hundred years?
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Atvar touched a control in the base of the hol ographic pro-
jector. The Tosevite warrior di sappeared. New i nages took the
Big Ugly's place: a Russki landcruiser, red star painted on its
turret, lightly armed and protected by the Race's standards but
wel | - desi gned, with sloped arnor and wi de treads for getting]
over the worst ground; an Anerican heavy machi ne gun, wth
a belt full of big slugs that tore through body arnmor as if it
were fiberboard; a Deutsch killercraft, turbojets slung under
swept wi ngs, nose bristling with cannon

Kirel pojnted toward the killercraft. "That one concerns nel
more than either of the others, Exalted Fleetlord. By the
Enmperor"--both he and Atvar briefly cast down their eyes at
the mention of the sovereign--"the Deutsche did not have that
aircraft less than two years ago, when our canpai gn began.”

"I know," Atvar said. "All their aircraft-all Tosevite air-
craft then-were those slow, awkward things propelled by rap-
idly rotating airfoils. But nowthe British are flying jets

He summoned an i mage of the new British killercraft. It
didn't | ook as menaci ng as the machine the Deutsche nmade: its
wi ngs | acked sweep and its Iines were nmore graceful, |ess
predatory. Fromthe reports Atvar had read, it didn't perform
quite as well as the Deutsch killercraft, either. But it was a
quantum | eap better than anything the British had put into
the air before.

Fl eetl ord and shiplord stared glumy at the hol ogram The
trouble with the natives of Tosev 3 was that they were, by the
Race's standards, insanely inventive. The social scientists at-
tached to the fleet were still trying to figure out how the Big
Ugl i es had gone from barbarismto a full-grown industrial civ-
ilization in the blink of an historical eye. Their solutions---or
rat her, conjectures-had yet to satisfy Atvar.

Pan of the answer, he suspected, lay in the squabbling mnul -
tiplicity of enpires that divided up Tosev 3's neager |and sur-
face. Sone of themweren't even enpires in the strict sense of
the word; the reginme of the SSSR, for instance, openly boasted
of liquidating its forner ruling dynasty. The idea of inpericide
was enough to make Atvar queasy.

Enpi res and not-enpires had conpeted fiercely anong
thensel ves. They'd been fighting a pl anetwi de war when the
Race arrived. Doctrine fromearlier conquests said the Race
ought to have been able to take advantage of their factional-
ism play off one side against another. The tactic had worked

too

I
Harry Turdedove
9

and again, but not as well and not as often as doctrine
ggested it woul d.
Atvar sighed and told Kirel, "Before | canme to Tosev 3, 1
was |i ke any sensible male: | was sure doctrine held all the an-
swers. Follow it and you'd obtain the results it predicted. The
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maJes who desi gned our doctrines should have seen this world
first; it would have broadened their horizons."

"This is truth, Exalted Fleetlord," the shiplord said. "One
thing Tosev 3 has taught us is the difference between precept
and experience."

"Yes, Well put," Atvar said. The last world conquest the
Race had undertaken | ay thousands of years in the past. The
fleetlord had pored over the nanual s of what had worked then,
and in the Race's previous victory, even nore thousands of
Years before that. But no one living had any practice using
what was in the nanual s.

The Tosevites, by contrast, conquered one another and dick-
ered with one another all the tinme. They nade deception and
deceit into an art, and were perfectly willing to educate the
Race as to their use. Atvar had | earned the hard way how
much--or rather, how little-Big Ugly prom ses were worth,

"The other trouble is, they make war the sane way they
conduct the rest of their dealings with us: they cheat," Atvar
grunbl ed.

"Truth again, Exalted Fleetlord," Kirel said.

The fleetlord knew it was truth. Mchi ne agai nst machi ne,
the Big Uglies could not match the Race: one | andcrui ser
Atvar commanded, for instance, was worth anywhere between
ten and thirty of its Tosevite opponents. The Big Uglies fought
back with everything frommne-carrying aninmals trained to
run under |andcruiser tracks to set off their explosives to at-
tacks that concentrated so many of their inferior weapons
agai nst the Race's thin-stretched resources that they achieved
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breakt hrough in spite of |ower technol ogy.

Kirel might have plucked that thought from Atvar's head.

"WIIl we resunme our assault on the city by the lake in the
northern section of the snmaller continental mass? Chicago, the

| ocal name is."

"Not inmmediately," Atvar answered, trying to keep fromhis

voice all the frustration he felt at the failure. Taking advantage
of Tosev 3's truly aboni nable wi nter weather, the Americans

had broken through the flanks of the assault force, cut off the
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| ead el ement, and wecked nost of it. It was the worst-and
nmost expensi ve- enbarrassment the Race had suffered on
Tosev 3.

"W do not enjoy as many resources as we would like,"
Kirel observed

Now Atvar had to say, "Truth." The Race was careful and
t horough: the weapons they'd brought from Hone woul d have
conquered a hundred tines over the Tosev 3 they thought they
woul d find, very possibly without |losing a male. But on the in-
dustrialized planet they discovered, they'd taken major |osses.
They'd inflicted far worse, but the Big Uglies' factories kept
turni ng out weapons.

"W need to keep working to co-opt as nmuch of their indus-
trial capacity as we can," Kirel said, "and to weck that part
whi ch persists in producing arns used agai nst us."

"Unfortunately, the two goals often contradict each other,"”
Atvar said. "Nor is our progress in destroying their fue
sources as great as they would wish us to believe,. though we
persist in those efforts.”

The three nmal es who had bonbed the refineries at Pl oesti,
whi ch supplied the Deutsche with rmuch of their fuel, were
convi nced they'd wrecked the place. Since then, a pall of
snoke had continuously lain over it, making reconnai ssance
difficult.

For as long as he could-for |onger than he should have-

Atvar believed with his pilots that that snoke meant the

Deut sche could not control the refinery fires. But it wasn't so
he coul dn't make himself think it was any nore. The Big Ug-
lies were shipping refined petrol eumout of Ploesti every way
they knew how. by water, by their battered rail network, by

mot ori zed conveyance, even by ani nmal -drawn wagon.

The story wasn't nuch different at the other refinery com
pl exes scattered across Tosev 3. They were easy to damage,
hard to elimnate; since they were huge fire hazards just by ex-
isting, the Big Uglies had built themto mnimze danger from
expl osi ons. They ferociously defended them and repaired
bonb danage faster than the Race's alleged experts had
t hought possi bl e.

Atvar's phone squawked at him He wel comed the distrac-
tion fromhis own gloomy thoughts. "Yes?" he said into te
speaker .

Harry Turdedove

11

"Exalted Fleetlord, the nmale Drefsab awaits your pleasure in
the antechanber," an ai de reported.

"I amstill conferring with the shiplord Kirel," Atvar said.
"7ell Drefsab |I shall see himdirectly when |I'mfinished."

"I't shall be done, Exalted Fleetlord." The aide switched off.

Bei ng reni nded of Drefsab did nothing to inprove Atvar's
nmood. " Therel s sonething el se that hasn't worked as well as
I'"d hoped," he conpl ai ned.

"What's that, Exalted Fleetlord?" Kirel asked.
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"The whole problemwi th that vile Tosevite herb, ginger,"
Atvar said. "Drefsab recently tracked down and elimnated the
Big Ugly who was a major supplier of the horrid drug, and |
had hoped that would hel p us control our addicted males' de-
mand for it. Unfortunately, a thicket of smaller deal ers has
sprung up to take the exterm nated najor supplier's place."
"Frustrating," Kirel observed, "to say nothing of dangerous
to our cause.,,

Atvar swung one eye turret toward Kirel in a sidelong
gl ance of suspicion. The commander of the bannership was the
second hi ghest ranking male in the fleet, his body paint |ess
el aborate only than Atvar's own. If Atvar's policies led to di-
saster, he was the next l|logical choice as fleetlord. He was sta-
bl e and conservative and had al ways acted | oyal, but who
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coul d say when the fangs of anbition would begin to gnaw?
Any remark that sounded like criticismmmade Atvar wary.
Not that ginger wasn't a problem One nore thing we didn't
| eam fromthe probe, Atvar thought. The cursed herb made
mal es feel they were brighter and stronger than they really
were; it also made themwant to recapture that feeling as often
as they could. They'd do al most anything to get ginger, even
trade weapons and information to the Big Ugli es.
"Wth the probl em gi nger poses to our security, it occurs to
me that we nmay have been | ucky the Big Ughes succeeded in
bl owi ng up the ship which carried the bul k of our nuclear
weapons, " the fleetlord said. "Otherw se, sone nmal e seeking
pl easure for his tongue might have sought to convey one to the
Tosevites in exchange for his precious herb."
"There's a pleasant thought!" Kirel exclainmed. "The Tose-
vites are barbarians without care for tonorrowthey would
not hesitate to ruin their own planet if it meant defeating us."
"Truth," Atvar said glumy. After initial in-atnosphere
bursts to weck Tosevite conmuni cations with el ectromagnetic
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pul se (unsuccessfully, because the Big Uglies' electronic de-
vices were too primtive to use solid-state conmponents), the
Race had expended only two nucl ear devices: against Berlin

and Washi ngton, centers of |ocal resistance. But resistance had
conti nued anyhow.

"Ironic that we have a greater obligation to maintain this
worl d as nearly intact as possible than does the species that
evolved on it," Kirel said. "OF course, the Tosevites are not
aware our colonization fleet is on the way behind us."

"I ndeed,"” Atvar said. "If it arrives and finds Tosev 3 un-

i nhabitable, we will have failed here, no matter what el se we
acconplish.”

"W al so have to bear in nmind that the Big Uglies are en-
gagi ng i n nucl ear weapons research of their own, certainly
with the material their guerrillas captured fromus in the SSSR
and, the evidence woul d suggest, with projects altogether their

own as well," Kirel said. "Should one of those projects suc-
ceed, our problems here will beconme measurably nore diffi-
cult.”

"I mreasurably, you nean," Atvar said- The, Big Uglies
woul d not worry about what they did to Tosev 3, as |long as
that meant getting rid of the Race. "Deutschland, the SSSR
the United States, maybe those little island enpires, too-
Ni ppon and Britain-we have to keep both eye turrets on ev-
ery one of them The trouble is, a planet is a very large place.
Their projects will not be easy to track down. But it nust be
done." He spoke as nmuch to remind hinmself as to tell Kirel
"It shall be done," the shiplord echoed |oyally,
It had better be done, they thought together.

The horse-drawn wagon pulled to a stop in New Sal ern,

Nort h Dakota. Sam Yeager | ooked around. As a seventeen-year
veteran of bush-|eague baseball and its endl ess travel, he was
a connoi sseur of small towns. New Sal em mi ght have had a
thousand people in it; then again, it mght not.

He scranbl ed out of the wagon. Barbara Larssen handed

himhis Springfield. He took the rifle, slung it over his shoul -
der, then held out a hand to hel p Barbara down. They clung to
each other for a nonent. He kissed the top of her head. The
ends of her dark blond hair still showed traces of pernmanent
wave. Most of it was straight, though; a long tinme had gone by
since she'd got a permanent.

Harry Turtl edove

13
He didn't want to |l et her go, but he had to. He grabbed the
rifle again, pointed it at the wagon. Mlitary routine, he
thought, and then, nilitary fiddlesticks. But since he wore a
corporal's stripes these days, he played the gane by the rules.
"Come on out, boys," he called.

Ristin and Ul hass, the two Lizard PO who accomnpani ed

the 'Metal lurgical Laboratory's wagon train on the way from
Chicago to the Lab's planned new horme in Denver, poked their
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heads up over the side of the wagon. "It shall be done, supe-
rior sir," they chorused in hissing English. They dropped down
in front of Yeager and Barbara.

"Hard to think-things--so snall could be so dangerous,"

Bar bara nurmured. Neither of the Lizards came up even to her
shoul der.

"They aren't small with guns in their hands, or inside tanks,
or inside planes, or inside their spaceships," Yeager answered.
"I fought against them renenber, before nmy unit captured
t hese boys."

"W thought you kill us," Ul hass said.

"'*We thought you kill us, then eat us," Ristin agreed.

Yeager | aughed. "You' d been reading too nmuch science fic-
don, both of you." He | aughed again, nore reflectively. If he
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hadn't been in the habit of reading science fiction hinmself to
pass the tinme on trains and buses, he never woul d have vol un-
teered-or been accepted-as the Lizards' principal guard,

transl ator, and explainer of matters Earthly.

He' d been with them continuously for better than six
rnonths now, |ong enough to come to see them as individuals
rat her than nere creatures. They never had been nuch like the
bug- eyed nonsters he used to read about. They were short and
ski nny and, even dressed in nmultiple |ayers of warm cl ot hes
that hung on them|ike sacks, conplained all the tinme about
how cold it was (it wasn't just midwinter on the northern G eat
Pl ai ns, either; they'd conplained about all but the hottest days
back in Chicago, too).

By now, Yeager took for granted their turreted eyes that,
chanel eonl i ke, nmoved i ndependently of each other, the green-
brown scal es they used for skin, their clawed hands and feet,
their wide nouths full of little pointed teeth. Even the bifur-
cated tongues they sonetinmes used to lick their hard, i mmobile
lips were just part of them although he'd needed quite a while
to get used to those.
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"W will be warmtonight?" Ristin asked. Though he spoke
English, at the end of the sentence he tacked on the little cough
the Lizards used: sort of an audible question mark

"W will be warmtonight," Sam answered in the Lizards
| anguage, punctuating his sentence with a different cough, the
one that put enphasis on his words.

He had reason for his confidence. The Lizards' bonbers]
hadn't hit North Dakota badly: not rmuch up here needed hit-
ting, Yeager thought. The flat farm ng country rem nded him
of the flat farm ng country in eastern Nebraska where he'd
grown up. New Sal em coul d easily have been one of the little
towns between Lincoln and Oraha

The wagon had stopped not far froma snow -covered boul -
der with an unnaturally flat top. Barbara brushed off the snow
with her sleeve. "Ch, it has a plaque on it," she said, and
brushed away nmore snow so she could read the words on the
bronze. She started to | augh.

"What's so funny?" Yeager asked. He absentm ndedly
tacked the interrogative cough onto that question, too.

"This is the Wong Side Up Mnunent," she answered
"Mat's what the plaque says, anyhow. Seens one of the early
farnmers had just started breaking the ground so he could plant
for the first tine when an Indian canme al ong, |ooked at a
chunk of sod, set it back the right way, and said, 'Wong side
up.' The farner thought about it, decided he was right, and
went into dairying instead. This is part of a big dairy area
now. , ,

"W should eat well tonight, then." Yeager's nmouth watered
at the thought of mlk, cheese, probably big steaks, too-the
fol k around here mght well be inclined to do sone sl aughter-
ing for their guests, because they wouldn't be able to keep
feeding all their livestock now that the Lizards had nade nov-
ing grain and hay on a large scal e inpossible.

More wagons fromthe convoy canme into town, some carry-
i ng people but nore | oaded down with the equi pnent that had
filled much of Eckhart Hall back at the University of Chicago.
Not all the wagons would stop here tonight; they were spread
out for mles along the highway and back roads that ran par-
allel toit, both to avoid |ooking interesting to the Lizards and
to keep fromtaking too nuch destruction froman air attack if
they did.

Enrico Ferm helped his wife Laura down fromtheir wagon,

Harry Turtl edove

then waved to Yeager. He waved back. He still felt a rush o
pride at hanging around with scientists and even hel ping the
when they had questions for the Lizard prisoners. Till a fe

mont hs ago, his closest brush with scientists had been with th
near - super nen who popul ated t he pages of Astounding.

The real ones, while bright enough, weren't a lot |ike the
fictional counterparts. For one thing, a |lot of the best one
Ferm , Leo Szilard, Edward Teller, Eugene W gner-we
dunmpy foreigners with funny accents. Ferm talked |ike Bobby
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Fiore's father (he wondered what had happened to his ol
roommat e, the second basenman on the Decatur Conmmobdores)

For another, just about all of them foreign and American, w
much nore human than their fictional anal ogs: they' d have
drink (or nore than one), they'd tell stories, and they'd argue
with their wives. Yeager liked themnore for it, not |ess.

St eaks there proved to be, cooked over open flanmes and
eaten by the fireside-no gas and no electricity in New Sal em
Yeager cut his into very snmall pieces as he ate it: though he
woui & t be thirty-six for another couple of nmonths, he had ful
upper and lower plates. He'd alnpbst died in the influenza ep-
idem c of 1918, and his teeth had rotted in his head. The only
teeth of his own he had were the ones that gave everybody el se
troubl e: seven or eight years after the epidenmic, his w sdom
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teeth had cone in fine.

Ul hass and Ristin, by contrast, held big chunks of neat up
to their mouths and worried bites off them The Lizards didn
chew nmuch; they'd get a gobbet in and then gulp it down. The
| ocal s watched with undisguised curiosity-these were the firs
Li zards they'd ever seen. Yeager had watched that at every
stop all the way across M nnesota and North Dakot a.

"Where you going to put those critters tonight?" a man
asked him "W sure as hell don't want themgetting | oose."

"They're not critters. They're people-funny kind of people
but people," Yeager said. Wth small-town politeness, the man
didn't argue, but obviously didn't believe him either. Yeager
shrugged; he'd seen that happen before, too. He asked, "Do
you have a jail here?"

The | ocal hooked a thunb into the strap of his deni mover-
alls. "Yah, we do," he said. Yeager hid a snle-he'd heard
"lyah" for "yes" at every stop in North Dakota. Ginning, the
|l ocal went on, "We'll put a drunk Indian in there every now
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and agai n--or sonetinmes a drunk squarehead, too. Hell, |'m-

an eighth Sioux nyself, even if ny nane is Thorkil O son."

"Mat' d be perfect," Yeager said, "especially if you can put

a board or a bl anket or sonething over the window, if there is
one. Lizards can't take as nuch cold as people can. Can you
take us there, let nme look it over?"

Wth Ristin and Ul hass safely behind bars, Yeager figured

he had the night off. Alot of times, he'd had to stay alert be-
cause they were in the next roomof a private house. He didn , t
think they'd try to escape; they risked both freezing and get-
ting shot on a world not their own. You couldn't afford to take
chances, though.

He and Barbara went honme with O son and his wi fe Louise,

a pl easant, red-cheeked wonman in her late forties. "Take the
spare bedroom for the night, and wel cone," Loui se said.

"We've rattled around the house since our boy George and his
wi fe headed down to Kansas City so he could work in a de-
fense plant." Her face clouded. "The Lizards are in Kansas
City. | pray he's all right."

"So do 1, ma'am " Yeager said. Barbara's hand tightened on
his; her husband Jens, a Met Lab physicist, had never cone

back froma cross-country trip that had skirted Lizard-held ter-
ritory.

"Plenty of blankets on the bed, folks, and Grandrma's old
t hundernug under it," Thorkil O son boormed as he showed
themthe spare room "We'Il|l feed you breakfast when you

up in the nmorning. Sleep tight, now "

There were plenty of blankets, heavy wool ones from Se
with a goose-down conforter on top. "W can even
dressed," Yeager said happily. "I'msick of sleeping
four layers of clothes.”

Bar bara | ooked at hi msidelong. "Stay undressed, you

mean, " she said, and bl ew out the candle O son had set on the:
ni ght stand. The room pl unged i nto darkness.

get

ars,
get un-1
n three

Afterwards, Sam peeled off his rubber, then groped around
under the bed till he found the chanber pot. "Somnething for
themto cluck over after we |eave," he said. He dove back
under the covers as fast as he could; without them the bed-
roomwas a chilly place.

Barbara clung to him for warnth, but for reassurance too
He ran a hand down the velvety skin of her back. "I love ~011
he said softly.

Harry Turtl edove
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"I love you, too." Her voice caught; she shoved herself
against him "I don't know what | woul d have done without
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you. |'d have been so lost. 1-2' Her face was buried in the
hol | ow of his shoulder. A hot tear splashed down on him After
a few seconds, she raised her head. "I miss himso nuch
sonetines. | can't help it."

"I know. You wouldn't be who you are if you didn't."

Yeager spoke with the phil osophy of a man who had spent his
entire adult life playing bush-1eague ball and never come close
to the majors: "You do the best you can with the cards you get
dealt, even if sone of themare pretty rotten. Mg, | never got
an ace before." Now he squeezed her

She shook her head; her hair brushed softly across his chest.
"But it's not fair to you, Sam Jens is dead; he has to be dead.
If 1"'mgoing to go on-if we're going to go on, | have to | ook
ahead, not backwards. As you said, I'll do the best | can."
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"Can't ask for nore than that," Yeager agreed. Slowy, he
went on, "Seens to ne, honey, that if you hadn't |oved your
Jens a lot, vid if he hadn't loved you, too, you wouldn't have
been anybody |1'd' ve wanted to fall in love with. And even if
I had, just on account of you're such a fine-I|ooking
worman" - he poked her in the ribs, because he knew she'd
squeak-"you woul dn't have | oved ne back. You woul dn't
have known how to."

"You're sweet. You nake good sense, too. You seemto
have a way of doing that." Instead of clutching, now Barbara
snuggl ed against him he felt her body relax. The tip of her
ni ppl e brushed his arm just above the el bow. He wondered if
she felt |ike naking | ove again. But before he could try to find

out, she yawned enormously. Voice still blurry, she said, "If |
don't get sonme sleep, God only knows what kind of weck 1"l

be tonorrow. " In the darkness, her lips found his, but only for
a nonment. "Good night, Sam | |ove you." She rolled over

onto her side of the bed.

"I love you, too. Good night." Sam found hinsel f yawni ng,
too. Even if she had been interested, he wasn't sure he could
have nmanaged two rounds so close together. He wasn't a kid
any nore.

He rolled over onto his left side. Hi s behind brushed agai nst
Barbara's. They chuckl ed and nmoved a little farther apart. He
popped out his dentures, set themon the nightstand. |Inside a
m nute and a half, he was snoring.
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Jens Larssen nost cordially cursed the United States
first in English and then in the fragnentary Norwegi an he'd
pi cked up fromhis grandfather. Even as the oaths fell fromh
i ps, he knew he was being unfair: if the Army hadn't scooped
hi mup as he was maeking his way across Indiana, he m ght
wel | have got hinself killed trying to sneak into Chicago as
the Lizard attacks on the city rose to a cli max.

And even now, after Ceneral Patton and General B
had pinched off the neck of that attack, nobody would I
fly out to join the rest of the Met Lab teamin Denver.
the brass had their reasons-save for conbat m ssions, a
had al nost di sappeared in the United States. Hunman avi a-
tion had al nost di sappeared, anyhow. The Lizards dom nated
t he ski es.

"HelIfire," he muttered, clinging to the rail of the steamer
Dul uth Queen, "the damm Arny woul dn't even tell me where
they'd gone. | had to go into Chicago and find out for nyself."

That rankled; it struck himas security gone mad. So did ev-
eryone's refusal to let himsend on any word to the Met Lab
crew. He couldn't even let his wife know he was alive. Once
more, though, the mucky-nmucks had a point he couldn't hon-
estly deny: the Met Lab was America's only hope of producing
an atom c bonb |ike the ones the Lizards had used on Berlin
and Washi ngton, D.C. Wthout that bomb, thewar against the
aliens woul d probably fail. Nobody, then, could afford to draw
any sort of attention toward the Metallurgical Laboratory oi
comruni cate with it in any way, for fear the Lizards would in-
tercept a message and draw the wong --- or rather, the right-
conclusions fromit.

The orders he'd been given nade just enough sense for him
not to try disobeying. But oh, how he hated them

"And now | can't even get into Duluth," he grunbl ed.

He coul d see the town, which lay by the edge of Lake Su-

~ra~y
et IL

Agai n, '
vi ation

perior where it narrowed to its westernnost point. He could

see the gray granite bluffs that dwarfed man's houses and
buildings, and felt he could al nbst reach out and touch sone

of the hones atop these bluffs, the taller business buildings
that clinbed the steep streets toward them But the feeling was
an illusion; a sheet of blue-gray ice held the Duluth Queen
away fromthe M nnesota town that had given it its nane.

Harry Turtl edove

19,
Jens turned to a passing sailor. "How far out on the | ake are
weT
The man paused to think. His breath came out thick as
snmoke as he answered, "Can't be nore than four, five mles.
Up to less than a nonth ago, it was open water all the way in."
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He chuckl ed at Larssen's groan. "Sone years the port stays
open all winter long. Mre often, though, it'll freeze for twenty
mles out, so this ain't so bad." He went on his way, whistling
a cheery tune.

He' d m sunderstood why Jens groaned. It wasn't at the cold
weat her, Jens had grown up in M nnesota, and spent enough
time skating on frozen |lakes to take for granted that water-
even as mmssive a body of water as Lake Superior--tuned to
i ce when winter cane. But a nonth before, he could have gone
straight into town. That ate at him Probably the sanme blizzard
that let Patton | aunch his attack against the Lizards had also fi-
nally frozen the | ake.

In any other year, the Duluth Queen woul d have stopped
sailing forahe winter. The Lizards, though, had paid rmuch
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nmore attention to knocking out road and rail traffic than to
knocki ng out ships. Jens wondered what that neant about their
home pl anet-nmaybe it didn't have enough water for themto
take shipping seriously as a way of getting things from one
pl ace to anot her.

If that was so, the aliens were missing a trick. The Duluth
Queen carried ball bearings, amunition, gasoline, and notor
ojl to keep resistance to the Lizards strong in Mnnesota; it
woul d take back steel fromDuluth and n-0Oed grain from M n-
neapolis to forge into new weapons and feed t he peopl e who
fought and built.

Lots of little boats-boats small enough to haul across the
i ce, sone of them even rowboats--clustered around the steam
ship. Deck cranes |lowered crates to them and pi cked up others,
with a lot of shouted warriings going back and forth with the
goods. A quasi-harbor had sprung into being at the edge of the
ice: crates fromthe Duluth Queen went back and forth toward
town on nman-haul ed sl edges, while others, outbound, were
muscl ed onto the boats for transport out to the Queen

Jens doubted the systemwas even a tenth as efficient as a
proper harbor. But the proper harbor was icebound, and what
the |l ocals had worked out was a | ot better than nothing. From
his point of view, the only real trouble was that cargo was so
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much nore inportant than passengers that he couldn't get
t he steanship.

The sail or came back down the deck, still whistling. Larsse
felt like throttling him "How nmuch | onger before you'll N
able to start noving actual real live people om" he asked.

"Shoul dn't be nore than another day or two, sir," the fellov

answer ed.
"A day or two!" Jens exploded. He wanted to dive in

Lake Superior and swmthe mle or so over to the edge of N
ice. He knew perfectly well, though, that he'd freeze to deA
if he triedit.

"W're doing the best we can,’

the sailor said. "Every-

thing's screwed up since the Lizards cane, that's all. \Werevef
you need to get to, people will understand that you' ve bee
hel d up."

That this was true made it no easier to bear. Unconsciously,
Larssen had assuned that because the Lizards had been beaten
back from Chicago and he was free to travel again w thout the
Arny trying to tie himdown, the world would automatically
unfold at his feet. But the world was not in the habit of w
ing that way.

The sailor went on, "Long as you're stuck on board, sir,

m ght as well enjoy yourself. The grub's good here, and
aren't many places ashore where you'll find steam heat, ru
ning water, and electric lights."

"Isn't that the sad and sorry truth?" Jens said. The Lizards
i nvasi on had badly disrupted the conplex web the United
St ates had becone, and pointed out the hard way how nuch
every part of the country depended on every other-and h""'
ill-equipped nmost parts were to go it alone. Burning wood to
keep warm and dependi ng on rnuscl es-ani mal or human-to
move things about made America feel as if it had slipped back
a century from 1943.

And yet, if Jens ever made it to Denver, he'd get back to
work on a project that seened to belong at | east a hundred

of

ork
th

years in the future. The world to come would spring into being
am dst the obtrusive reenergence of the past. And where was
the present? The present, thought Jens, who had a weakness;
for puns, is absent.
He went below, to get out of the cold and to rernind hinself
the present still existed. The Duluth Queen's galley boasted not
only electric lights but a big pot of hot coffee (a luxury that_ 11

Harry Turdedove
21
grew rarer as stocks dwi ndled) and a radi o. Jens renenbered

his parents saving up to buy their first set in the late twenties.
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It had felt like inviting the world into their parlor. Now, nost
pl aces, you couldn't invite the world in even if you wanted to.
But the Duluth Queen didn't depend on distant power

plants, now likely to be either wecked or out of fuel, for elec-
tricity. It made its own. And so, static squawked and mnuttered
as Hank Vernon spun the tuning knob and the red pointer slid
across the dial. Misic suddenly canme out. The ship's engineer
turned to Larssen, who was getting a nug of coffee. "The An-
drews Sisters suit you?"

"They're okay, but if you can find sone news, that would

be even better." Jens poured in crearn. The Dul uth Queen had
pl enty of that, but no sugar

"Let's see what | can do. | wish this was a shortwave set."
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Vernon wor ked the knob again, nore slowy now, pausing to
listen to every faint station he brought in. After three or four
tries, he grunted in satisfaction. "Here you go." He turned up
the volurme. &

Larssen bent his head toward the radio. Even through the
waterfall of static, he recogni zed the newscaster's deep, slow
voice: '~-three days of rioting reported fromltaly, where peo-
ple went into the streets to protest the governnment's coopera-
tion with the Lizards. Pope Pius Xl |'s radi o appeal for calm
monitored in London, seems to have had little effect. Rioters
are calling for the return of Benito Miussolini, who was spirited
to Gernmany after being placed under arrest by the Lizards-"

Hank Vernon shook his head in benusenent. "Isn't it a hel
of a thing? A year ago, Missolini was the eneny with a cap-
ital E because he was buddies with Hitler. Now he's a hero be-
cause the krauts got himaway fromthe Lizards. And Hitler's
not such a bad guy any nore, since the Germans are still fight-
ing hard. Just because you're fighting the Lizards doesn't nake
you a good guy in ny book. Was Joe Stalin a good guy just
on account of he was fighting the Nazis? People say so, yeah,
but they can't nake me believe it. Wat do you think?"

"You're probably right," Larssen answered. He agreed with
most of what the engineer had said, but wi shed Vernon hadn't
chosen just then to say it-his |oud, nasal tones drowned out
Edward R. Murrow, to whom Jens was trying to listen.

Vernon, however, kept right on talking, so Jens got the news
i n di sconnected snatches: ration cuts in England, fighting be-
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tween Snol ensk and Moscow, nore fighting in Siberia, a
ard push toward VI adi vost ok, a passive resistance canpaign in
I ndi a.

"I's that against the English or the Lizards?" he asked.

"If it's all the way over in India, what the devil difference!
does it make?" the engineer said. On a cosmic scale, Larssen
supposed he had a point, but for soneone who was trying to
catch up with what was going on in the world, |osing any fact
felt frustrating

Fromthe radio, Murrow said, "And for those who think the
Li zard devoid of humor, consider this: outside of Los Angel es
the Arny Air Force recently had occasion to build a durnrrr~
airport, conplete with dummy planes. Two Lizard aircrat
are said to have attacked it-with dumry bonmbs. This is U
ward R MurTow, somewhere in the United States."

"Nobody on the radio admts where they are any nore, you
notice that?" Vernon said. "From FDR on down, it's 'sone-
where in the United States.' It's like if anybody knows where
you are, you can't be a bigshot, 'cause if you were a bigshot
and the Lizards knew where you are, they'd go after you. An
I right or aml right?"

"You're probably right," Jens said again. "You don't happen
to have a cigarette, do you?" Now that he didn't get the chance
to chink coffee often, one cup kicked the way three or four had
in the good ol d days. The sane was even nore true of to-
bacco.

"Wsh to hell | did," Vernon answered. "I snoked cigars
mysel f, but | wouldn't turn down anything these days.
to work on the rivers in Virginia, North Carolina, and we'd g
ri ght past the tobacco farms, never even think a thing abou
lem But when it can't get fromwhere they growit to w
you want to snmoke it---2'

"Yeah," Larssen said. It was true of nore than tobacco. Th
was why the Lizards didn't have to conquer the whol e coun

us

d gol’
" bou

, here

to nake the United States stop working. It was why the Dul ut~
Queen sat off the ice and unl oaded: anything to keep
wheel s turning.

He stayed stuck for the next three days, biding his tine and
biting his nails. Wien he finally did get to descend into one ofl,
the smal|l boats that was unloading the Duluth Queen, he A-
nmost wi shed he'd stayed stuck |onger. C anbering down a

Harry Turtl edove
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cargo net with a knapsack and a rifle slung over his shoul der
was not his notion of fun
One of the sailors lowered his Schwinn on a line. It banged
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agai nst the side of the steanship a couple of tines on the way
down. Jens grabbed it and undid the knot. The Iine snaked
back up to the Duluth Queen

The snall boat had a crew of four. They all | ooked at the bi-
cycle. "You're not going anywhere far by yourself on that, are
you, mster?" one of themsaid at |ast.

"What if | an®?" Larssen had ridden a bicycle across nost
of Chio and Indiana. He was in the best shape of his |life. He'd
al ways | ook skinny, but he was stronger than nost people with
bul gi ng bi ceps.

"Ch | won't say you couldn't do it---don't got me wong,"

-'~man said. "It's just that-this is Mnnesota, after all."
the ere
He patted hinsel f. He was wearing boots with fur tops, an
overcoat over a jacket over a sweater, and earnuffs on top of
a knitted wool cap. "You don't want to get stuck in a snow

storni, is what | nmean. You do and you won't even start to
stink till spring---and spring conmes |ate around Dul uth."
"I know what M nnesota's like. | was raised here," Jens
sai d.

' Then you ought to have better sense,"” the sailor told him

He started to conme back with a hot reply, but it didn't get
past his lips. He renenbered all the winter days he'd had to
stay home ftom school when snow made the goi ng inpossi bl e.
And his granmar school had been only a couple of miles from
the farm where he'd grown up, the high school |ess than five.
If a bad stormhit while he was in the m ddle of nowhere, he'd
be in trouble and no doubt about it.
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He said, "Things nmust nove, or else you guys wouldn't be

out here working in the nmiddle of winter. How do you do it?"
"W convoy," the sailor answered seriously. "You wait until
there's a bunch of people going the sanme way you are, and
then you go along with 'em Where you headin' for, mister?"
"Denver, eventually," Jens said. "Any place west of Duluth
now, | guess." In a pocket of his overcoat he had a letter from
General Patton that essentially ordered the entire civilized
world to drop whatever it was doing and give hima hand. It
had got himhis cabin on the Duluth Queen ... but the Duluth
Queen was going from Chicago to Dul uth anyhow. Even a siz-
zfing letter fromPatton probably couldn't call a |land convoy
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into being at the drop of a hat. But that sparked a thought.
"Any trains still running?"

"Yeah, we try to keep 'em going, best we can, anyhow. | tel
you, though, it's like playing Russian roulette. Maybe you'l
get through, maybe you'll get your ass bonbed off. If it was

me, | woul &A fide one, not now. The Lizards go after 'emon
VUTV(~-- M iuc *m'hell ot it Ylke tlrte-y do shilp%"
-X -Mkz)- -N v kv, --
runriing fight, he
pit "A Ta
couphe m a vou,*, o~ UX@&*~S. it lie

tried not to worry about that.

The boat drifted to a stop at the edge of the ice. @nnysacks
made the treacherous surface easier to walk on. The crew
handed Larssen his gear, w shed hi mgood | uck, and headed
back to the Dul uth Queen.

He headed over toward a dog-drawn sl edge that didn't havt

too many crates init. "Can | get a ride?" he called, and the
driver nodded. He felt |like a character out of Jack London as
he got in behind the man.

The trip across the ice gave himnore tine to think. it also
convinced himthat if he was going to live in the twentieth
century, he'd use its tools where he could. He'd do better even
if the Lizards did bonb himwhile he Was just partway to Den-
ver. \When at last he got into Duluth, he went |ooking for the
truin station.

The hauler aircraft rolled to a stop. Ussnmak stared out the
wi ndow at the Tosevite | andscape. It was different fromthe flat
pl ai ns of the SSSR where the |andcruiser driver had served be-
fore, but that didn't nmake it any better, not as far as he was
concerned- The plants were a dark, wet-looking green under
sunlight that seened too white, too harsh

Not that the star Tosev adequately heated its third world
Ussmek felt the chill as soon as he descended from the haul er
onto the concrete of the runway. Here, though, at |east water
wasn't falling frozen fromthe sky. That was sonethi ng

"Landcrui ser crew replacenents!" a nale baw ed. Ussmnak
and three or four others who had just depl aned tranped over
to him The nmale took their names and identity nunbers, then
waved theminto the back of an arnored transporter

"Where are we?" Ussnak asked as the machine jounced
intolife. "Whomare we fightingT That was a better question

HarrY Turtl edove 25
the nanes the Big Uglies gave to pieces of Tosev 3 nmeant little

to him
"This place is called France," a gunner named Forssis an-
swered. "l served here for a while shortly after we |anded, be-

fore the conmander decided it was |argely pacified and
transferred my unit to the SSSR "
Al the nales let their nouths fall open in derisive |aughter
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at that. Everything had seened so easy in the days right after
the | andi ng. Ussnak renmenbered being part of a drive that had
smashed Sovi et |andcruisers as if they were nade of card-

board
Even then, though, he should have had a clue. A sniper had
pi cked of f his commander when Votal, |ike any good | and-

crui ser |eader, stuck his head out the cupola to get a decent
view of what was going on. And Krentel, the comrander who
replaced him did not deserve the body paint that proclai nmed
hi s rank.

Wl |, Krentel was dead, too, and Telerep the gunner with

him A guerrilla-Ussnak did not know whet her he was

Russki or Deutsch-had blown the turret right off the |and-
cruiser while they were trying to protect the crews cl eaning up
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nucl ear material scattered when the Bi g Ughes had managed to

weck the starship that carried the bul k of the Race's atonic

weapons.

From his driver's position, Ussnmak had bailed out of the

andcrui ser when it was stricken--out of the |andcruiser and

nto radioactive nud. He'd been in a hospital ship ever since
fill now.

"So whom are we fighting?" he repeated. "The Frangai s?"

"No, the Deutsche, nostly," Forssis answered. "They were

ruling here when we arrived. | hear the weapons we'll be fac-
ing are better than the ones they threw at us the last tinme | was
here. "

Sil ence settled over the transporter's passenger conpart-
ment. Fighting the' Big Uglies, Ussnmak thought, was |ike poi-
soni ng pests: the survivors kept getting nore resistant to what
you were trying to do to them And, l|like any other pests, the
I 3ig Uglies changed faster than you could alter your nethods
,of coping with them

The heated conpartnent, the snmooth ride over a paved
hi ghway, and the soft purr of the hydrogen-burning engi ne
hel ped nost of the males doze off before long: veterans, they
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knew t he val ue of snatching sleep while they had the chance.
Ussmak tried to rest, too, but couldn't. The | onging for ginger
gnawed at himand woul d not |et go.

An orderly had sold himsonme of the precious herb in the
hospital ship. He'd started tasting as nuch out of boredom as
for any other reason. Wen he was full of ginger, he felt wi se
and brave and invul nerabl e. Wen he wasn't-that was when
he di scovered the trap into which he'd fallen, Wthout ginger,
he seemed stupid and fearful and soft-skinned as a Big Ugly,

a contrast just made worse because he so vividly renenbered
how wonderful he knew hinmself to be when he tasted the pow
dered herb.

He didn't care how much he gave the orderly for his gin-
ger: he had pay saved up and nothing he'd rather spend it on
The orderly had an ingeni ous arrangement whereby he got
Ussmak's funds even though they didn't go directly into his
comput er account.

In the end, it hadn't saved him One day, a new orderly
came in to police up Ussmak's chanber. Discreet questioning
(Ussmak could afford to be discreet then, with several tastes
hi dden away) showed that the only thing he knew about gi nger
was the fleetlord s general order prohibiting its use. Ussnak
had stretched out the intervals between tastes as | ong as he
could. But finally the | ast one was gone. He'd been ginger-
| ess-and nel anchoty--ever since.

The road clinbed up through rugged nountains. Ussmak got
only glinpses out the transporter's firing ports. After the no-
not onous flatlands of the SSSR and the even nore bon*ng
sameness of the hospital ship cubicle, a jagged horizon was
wel cone, but it didn't nuch rem nd Ussmak of the nountains
of Hone.

For one thing, these nountains were covered with frozen

wat er of one sort or another, a neasure of how mi serably cold

Tosev 3 was. For another, the dark conical trees that pecked

out through the mantling of white were even nore alien to his

eye than the Big Ugli es.
Those trees al so conceal ed Tosevites, as Ussmak di scovered

a short while later. Somewhere up there in the woods, a na-

chine gun began to chatter. Bullets spanged off the transpo -

er's arnmor. Its own light cannon returned fire, filling the
passenger conpartnent with thunder.
The mal es who had been dozing were jerked rudely back to

Ha"Y Turded.,,

ven nuzzl e fl ashes.
11

awar eness. They tunbled for the firing ports to see what
happeni ng, Ussmak among them He couldn't see anything,

scary, 1, Forssis Cbserved "lI'mused to sitting insidt
| andcrui ser where the arnor Sh'ields you fromanything. | ¢
help thinking that if the Tosevites had a real gun up the
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we' d be cooked.,
Ussmak knew only too wel |
guaranteed Protection against t that not even Jandcruiser arm
could say as much, the he Big Uglies. But before
transporter driver cane on the in
,€0,tM:"SOrry about the racket, nmy males, but we haven't roott
es."
don't rutheogvueerrrainflyasment. They're just a nuisance as long as w
The driver sounded downright cheery; Ussnak wondered

he was tasting ginger. "I wonder how often they do run ove
m nes," Forssis saiddarkly.

"This male hasn't, O he wouldn't still be driving us,,, Us
Smak said. A couple of the other |andcruiser crewnales
their mouths at him opene(

After a while, the nount
ams gave Wy to w de, gently
rolling vaHeys. Forssis pointed to neat rows of gnarle p,
-facing slopes. He said, 1 saw
that clung to stakes on south darits
those when | was in this France place befOre. The Tosevites
fernment al coholic brews fromthem" He ran his tongue over
his lips. "Some have a very Interesting flavor."
The passenger COWartment had no view straight forward.
The driver had to nake an annCun6enent for the males he was
hauling: "W are conming into the Big Ugly town of Besangon

Qur forward base for conbat agai nst the Deutsche. You will
assigned to crews here."
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Al'l Ussmak had seen of Tosevite architecture was the

Woden farming villages of the SSSR Besan9(n Was Certainly
different fromthose. He didn't quite know what to nake of it.
Conpared to the tall bl (cklike structures of steel and gl ass
that forned the citiesoi Hone, its buildings seened toys. yet
they were very Ornate toys, with colums and el aborate stone-
and brickwork and steep roofs SO the frozen water that fell
fromthe sky hereabouts would slide off.

The Race's headquarters in Besanqon was on a bluff in the
Sout heastern Pan O the town. Not only was the place on high
ground, Ussnmak di scovered on alighting fromthe transporter
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that a river flowed around two sides of it. "Wl
fense,"” he remarked.

"Interesting you should say that," the driver answered. "This
used to be a Big Ugly fortress." He pointed to a |ong, |ow,
gl oony-1 ooking building. "Go in there. They'll process
and assign you to a crew. "

"it shall be done." Ussmak hurried toward the doorway;
cold was nipping at his fingers and eye turrets.

I nside, the building was heated to the point of confort for
civilized beings-Ussmak hissed gratefully. O herw se, thoughi
the Il ocal males were nostly using the furnishings theyl
found. A planet was a big place, and the Race hadn't brought
enough of everything to supply all its garrisons. And so a per-
sonnel officer seemed half swallowed by the fancy red vel vet
chair in which he sat, a chair designed to fit a Big Ugly. The
mal e had to stretch to reach the conputer on the heavy, dark
wood table in front of him the table was higher off the ground
than any the Race woul d have built.

The personnel officer turned one eye toward Ussmak
"Name, specialization, and nunber," he said in a bored voi ce,

"Superior sir, | am Ussmak, |andcruiser driver," Ussmak an-
swered, and gave the number by which he was recorded, paid,
and woul d be interred if he aot unl ucky.

The personnel officer entered the information, used his free
eye to read UssmaVs data as they cane tip. "You were serving
in the SSSFI, against the Soviets, is that correct, until your |and-
crui ser was destroyed and you were exposed to excess radia-
tion?"

"Yes, superior sir, that is correct."”

"Then you've not had combat experience agai nst the
Deut scheT

"Superior sir, | amtold the guerrilla teamthat w ecked mny
vehicle was part Deutsch, part Soviet. If you are askin
whether |'ve faced their |andcruisers, the answer is no."

"That is what | nmeant," the personnel officer said. "You w
yW~.
t hi

9
it

need to maintain a higher |evel of alertness hereabouts th
was your habit in the SSSR, |andcruiser driver. Tactically,
Deut sche are nore often clever than perhaps any other

Tosevite group. Their newest |andcruisers have heavi er guns
than you will have seen, too. Conbine these factors with their
superior know edge of the local terrain and they beconme oppo-
nents not to be despised."”

Harry Turdedove 29
nderstand, superior sir," Ussmak said. "WII| ny | and-
crui ser conmander be experienced?" | hope.

The personnel officer punched at the conputer again, waited
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for a response to appear on the screen. "You're going to be as-
signed to Landcrui ser Commander Hessef's machine; his
driver was wounded in a bandit attack here in Besanqon a few
days ago. Hessef conpiled an excellent record in Espaha,
south and west of here, as we expanded out of our |anding
zone. He's relatively newto the northern sector."

Ussmak hadn't known Espaha from France until the nonent
"the personnel officer naned them And no matter what that of-
ficer said about the superior skills of the Deutsche, to Ussnak

one band of Big Uglies seenmed pretty nuch |like another. "I'm
glad to hear that he has fought, superior sit. Were do | report
to hinP"

"The hall we are using as a barracks is out the door through
whi ch you entered and to your left. If you do not find Hessef
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and your gunner-whose nane is Tvenkel -there, try the ve-
hi cl e park down past the antiaircraft mssile |auncher."

Ussmek tried the vehicle park first, on the theory that any
commander worth his body paint took better care of his
| andcrui ser than he did of hinmself. Seeing the big nachines
fined up in their sandbagged revetnents nade hi meager to get
back to the work for which he'd been trained, and al so eager
for the tight-knit fell owship that flowered anong the nal es of
a good | andcrui ser crew.

Crewnal es working on their |andcruisers directed himto the
one Hessef commanded. But when he wal ked into its stall, he
found it buttoned up tight. That presumably nmeant Hessef and
Tvenkel were back at the barracks. Not a good sigr4 Ussmak
t hought as he began to retrace his steps.

He longed to feel a part of sonething |arger than hinself.

T hat was what the Race was, all about: obedi ence from bel ow,
obligation fromabove, all working together for the comon
good. He'd known that feeling with Votal, his first conmmander,

C

f.
r

=

4
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89
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days
sout h
zone.
ul
he PC
f
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one b
glad |
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but after Votal died, Krentel proved such an inconpetent that
Ussmak coul d not bond to him as subordi nate was supposed to
bond to superior.

7ben Krentel had got hinself killed, too, and Ussmak's orig-
i nal gunner with him That worsened the driver's feeling of
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separation, alnost of exclusion, fromthe rest of the Race. The
Il ong stay in the hospital ship and his discovery of ginger had
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pushed hi meven further out of the niche he'd been intended to
fit. If he couldn't have ginger any nore, crew solidarity would
have been a good second best. But how could he really fee

part of a crewthat didn't have the sinple sense to treat their
| andcruiser as if their lives depended on it?

As he wal ked back past the missile |auncher, bells began to
ring down in the town of Besangon. He turned to one of the
mal es. "1'm new here. Are those al arns? Where should | go?
What should I do?"

"Not hi ng-take no notice of them" the fell ow answered.

"The Big Uglies just have a | ot of mechanical clocks that

chime to divide up the day and night. They startled nme at first,
too. After a while here, you won't even notice them One is
spectacul ar for something wthout electronics. It nmust have
seventy dials, and these figures all worked by gears and pul -

| eys cone out and prance around and then di sappear back into
the machi ne. When you get sone slack tine, you ought to go

see it: it's worth turriing both eye turrets that way."

"Thanks. Maybe | will." Relieved, Ussnmak kept on toward
the barracks buil ding. Just as he pushed the door open, the
sweet netallic clangor ceased.

Even the cots the nales were using had fornerly bel onged
to the Big Uglies. The thin mattresses | ooked | unpy, the bl an-
kets scratchy. They were undoubtedly woven fromthe hair of
sone native beast or other, an idea that nmade Ussnak itch all
by itself. A few males | ounged around doing nothing in partic-
ul ar.

,'"l seek the | anderuiser comuander Hessef," Ussnak said as
some of those nales taned an eye or two toward him

"l am Hessef," one of them said, coming forward. "By your
pai nt, you rnust be ny new driver."

"Yes, superior sir." Ussmak put nore respect into his voice
than he truly felt. Hessef was a jittery-looking male, his body
pai nt sloppily applied. Ussmak's own paint was none too neat,
but he thought commanders shoul d adhere to a hi gher stan-
dar d.

Anot her mal e came up to stand besi de Hessef. "Ussmak, |
i ntroduce you to Tvenkel, our gunner," the |andcrui ser com
mander said.

"Be good to have a whol e crew again, go out and fight,"
Tvenkel said. Like Hessef, he couldn't quite hold still. H's
body paint was, if possible, in even worse shape than the

Harry Turtl edove

hurry. USSMak Wonder ed- snmeared' bl ot ched daubed on in
| andcr ui ser commander's 3

what he'd done to |Iserve beconiin

Part OF this substandard crew.

ing to do is as boring as staying awake while you go into O
Hessef said, "Sitting around the barracks all day with rcol hd

sl eep.”
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Aen why aren't you out tending to your |andcruiser? Uss-

mak thought. But that wasn't sonething he could say, not to
hi s new commander. |Instead ' he answered, "Boredom | know

all about, superior sit. | just spent a good long while in a hos-
pital ship, recovering fromradiation sickness. There were
times when | thought I'd been in that cubicle forever."

"Yes, that could be bad, just staring at the netal was",

Hessef agreed. "Still, though, | think I'd sooner stay in a hos-
pital ship than in this ugly brick shed that was never nade for
our kind." He waved to show what he nmeant. Ussnak had to
agree: the barracks was indeed a dismal place. He suspected
even Big Uglies woul d have found thensel ves bored here.

"How did you get through the days?" Tvenkel asked. "Re-
covering from sickness nakes tinme pass twice as slowy."

"For one thing, | have every video fromthe hospital ship's
library menorized," Ussnak said, which drew a |augh from

his new crewnal es. "For another-" He stopped short. G nger
was agai nst regulations. He didn't want to nmake the com

ni ander and gunner aware of his habit.

"Here, drop your gear on this bed by ours," Hessef said.
"W've been saving it against the day when we'd be whol e
again. ,,

Ussmak did as he was asked. Ile OGther two mal es crowded
close around him as if to create the unity that held a good

| andcrui ser crew together. The rest of the nales in the barracks
| ooked on froma distance, politely allow ng Ussnak to bond
with his new conrades before they canme forward to introduce
t hensel ves.
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Quietly, Tvenkel said, "You may not know it, driver, but the
Big Uglies have an herb that nmakes life a | ot |ess boring.
Wuld you care to try a taste, see what | naean?"

Ussmak's eyes both swung abruptly, bored into the gunner,

He | owered his voice, too. "You have-ginger?" He hesitated

bef ore he naned the preci ous powder.
Now Tvenkel and Hessef stared at him "You know about
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gi nger?" the | andcrui ser commander whi spered. H's nouth fel
open in an enornous grin.

"Yes, | know about ginger. I'd love a taste, thanks." Ussmak
wanted to caper |like a hatchling. Instead, the three nal es

| ooked at each other for a long time none of them saying any-
thing, Ussmak broke the silence: , " | '~uprior sirs, | think we're
goi ng to be an outstanding crew.

Nei t her commander nor gunner argued with him

The bi g Maybach engi ne coughed, sputtered, died. Col one

Hei nrich Jager swore and flipped up the Panther D s cupol a.
"More than twi ce the horsepower of ny old Parizer I11," he
grunbled, "and it runs less than half as often.” He pulled him
sel f out, dropped down to the ground.
The rest of the crew scranbled out, too. The driver, a big
Sandy-traired youngster named Rolf Wttman, grinned inpu
dently. "Could be worse, sir," he said. "At least it hasn't
caught fire the way a lot of themdo." said, acid in

"10h, for the blithe spirit of the young," Jager

his voice. He wasn't young hinself. He'd fought in the
trenches in the First Wrld War, stayed in the Wi nmar Repub-
lic's Reichswehr after it was over. He'd switched over to Pan-
zers as soon as he could after Htler began rearm ng Gernany,

and was commandi ng a conpany of Parizer Ills in the Six-
teenth Panzer Division south of Kharkov when the Lizards
care.

Now, at last, the Reich had made a nmmchine that m ght make
the Lizards sit up and take notice when they net it. J- er had
killed a Lizard tank with his Panzer in, but he was
admt he'd been |ucky. Anybody who cane on
victorious, after a run-in with Lizard arnor w

The Pant her he now stood besi de seened

I-As old machine. It incorporated all the best features of the So-
viet T-34-thick sloped arnor, w de tracks, a powerful 75mm
gun--into a German design with a snooth suspension, an ex-

Let it. 31jer had

0
t to
wt | -t
t Ze!, lerltw/
as | ucky.

decades ahead of

cellent transm ssion, and better sights and gun control than

Jager had ever inmagined before.

The only trouble was, it was a brand-new Gernman desi gn

Bunpi ng up agai nst the T-34 and the even heavier KV-1 in

1941 had been a nasty surprise for the Wehrrmacht. The panzcr

di visions had held their own through superior tactics and
nni their Panzer H's and IVs, but getting better

Harry Turtl edove

started upgu ng
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tanks becanme urgent. \Wen the Lizards arrived, urgent turned
mandat ory.

And so devel opnment had been rushed, and the Panther, pow
erful machine that it was, conspicuously | acked the nechanica
reliability that characterized ol der German nodel s. Jager
ki cked at the overl apping road wheels that carried the tracks.
"This panze'r m ght as well have been built by an Engli sh-
man, " he growl ed. He knew no stronger way to condemm an
arnored fighting vehicle.

The rest of the crew |l eaped to their panzer's defense. "It's
not as bad as that, sit," Wttman said.

"It has a real gun in it, by Jesus," added Sergeant Kl aus
Mei necke, "not one of the peashooters the English use." The
gun was his responsibility; he sat to Jager's right in the turret,
on a chair that |ooked Ile a black-I|eather-covered hockey puck
with a two-slat back

"Having a real gun doesn't matter if we can't get to where
we' re supposed to use it," Jager retorted. "Let's fix this beast,
shall we, before the Lizards fly by and strafe us."

That got the nmen noving in a hurry. Attack fromthe air had
been frightening enough when it was a Shturnmovik with red
stars painted on wings and fuselage. It was infinitely worse
now, the rockets the Lizards fired hardly ever m ssed.

"Probably the fuel lines again," Wttman said, "or maybe
the fuel punp."” lie rummged in one of the outside stowage
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bins for a wench, attacked the bolts that held the engi ne | ou-
vers onto the Panther's rear deck.

The crew was a good one, Jager thought. Only veterans, and
sel ect veterans at that, got to handl e Panthers: no point in frit-
tering away the inportant new weapon by giving it to nmen
who couldn't get the nobst out of it.

Kl aus Mei necke grunted in triunph. "Here we go. This
gasket in the punp is kaput. Do we have a spareT" More rum
magi ng in the bins produced one. The gunner replaced the
damaged part, screwed the top back onto the fuel punp case,
and said, "All right, let's start it up again."

The crew had to take off the jack to get at the starter dog
clutch. "That's poor design," Jager said, and pulled a piece of
paper and pencil out of a pocket of his black panzer crewnan's
tunic. Way not stow jack vertically between exhausts, not hor-
i zontally bel ow then? he scri bbl ed.

Cranking up the Panther was a two-man job. Wttnman and
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Mei necke did the honors. The engi ne bel ched, farted, and

carne back to life. After handshakes all around, the crew
clinmbed back into the nachine and rolled on down the roA

"We'll want to | ook for a good patch of woods where
can take cover for the night," Jager said. Such a patch night
be hard to find. He checked his map. They were sonewhere
bet ween Thann and Bel fort, heading down to try to hold the
Li zards away fromthe latter strategic town.

Jager stuck his head out of the drum shaped cupola. If he
was where he thought he was- He nodded, pleased with his
navi gati on. There ahead stood Rougenent-|e-Chateau, a Ro-
manesque priory now in picturesque ruin. Navigating through
the rugged terrain of Al sace and the Franche-Com 6 was a very
di fferent business fromgetting around on the Ukrainian steppe,
where, as on the sea, you picked a conpass heading and fol -
lowed it. If you got |ost here, heading across country wasn't so
easy. Mire often than not, you had to back up and retrace your
pat h by road, which cost precious tine.

The woods were still |eafless, but Jager found a spot where
bare branches interlaced thickly overhead. Behind scattered
clouds, the pale winter sun was low in the west. "Good
enough, " he said, and ordered Wttman to pull off the road and
conceal the Panther from prying eyes in the sky.

Wthin the next half hour, four nore tanks-another Panther,
two of the new Panzer 1Vs with relatively light protection but
a long 75nm gun al nost as good as the Panther's, and a huge
Ti ger that nounted an 88 and arnor poorly sloped but so thick
and heavy that it made the panzer slower than it should have
been-joined himthere. The crews swapped rations, spare
parts, and lies. Sonmebody had a deck of cards. They played
skat and poker till it got too dark to see.

Jager thought back to the splendid organization of Sixteenth
Panzer when the division plunged into the Soviet Union. Back
then, the thought of getting tanks into action by these dribs and
drabs woul d have caused apopl exy in the H gh Command
That was before the Lizards had started plastering the Gernan
rail and road networks. Now any novenent toward the front
was counted a success.

He squeezed butter and neat paste fromtheir tu s onto
chunk of black bread. As he chewed, he reflected that a | ot
thi ngs had happened jg,~i mthat he never woul d have e.
before the Lizards ". He'd fought against the alien inivaden

Harry Turtl edove

35
side by side with a band of Russian partisans, nost of them
Jews.
He hadn't had nmuch use for Jews before then. He still didn't

have a whole | ot of use for them but now he understood why
the Jews of Warsaw had risen against the town's Gernman oc-
cupiers to help the Lizards take it. Nothing the aliens did to
them coul d' cone close to what they'd suffered at the hands of
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t he Rei ch.

And yet those sane Polish Jews had let himcross their ter-
ritory, and hadn't even confiscated fromhimall the expl osive
metal that had been his booty fromthe joint Gernan-Soviet
raid on the Lizards. True, they'd taken half to send it to the
United States, but they'd et himdeliver the rest to his own su-
periors. Even now, German scientists were working to avenge
Berlin.

He took another bite. Even that wasn't the strangest. Had
anyone told himon June 22, |1-P41, that he woul d-have an af-
fair with? fall in love with? (he still wasn't sure about that
hi nsel f)-a Soviet pilot, his nmost likely reacti on woul d have
been to punch the teller in the eye for calling hima fairy. On
the day the war with the Soviet Union started, no one in GCer-
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many knew t he' Russi ans woul d use fermale fliers in conbat.

He hoped Ludima was all right. They'd first met in the
Ukr ai ne, where she'd plucked himand his gunner (he hoped
Georg Schultz was all right, too) off a collective farm and
taken themto Moscow so they could explain to the Red Arny
brass how they'd managed to kill a Lizard panzer. He'd witten
to her after that-she had sone German, he a little Russian-
but got no answer.

Then they'd cone together at Berchtesgaden, where Hitler
had pi nned on himthe German Cross in gold (a nmedal so ugly
he wore only the ribbon these days) and she'd flown in Ml o-
tov for consultation with the FiArer He smled slowy. That
had been as magical a week as he'd ever known.

But what now? he wondered. Ludnila had flown back to the
Sovi et Union, where the NKVD woul d not | ook kindly upon
her for sleeping with a Nazi ... any nore than the CGestapo
was pleased with himfor sleeping with a Red. "Screw 'em
all," he muttered, which drew a quizzical glance from Rolf
N.ittman. Jager did not explain.

A notorcycle canme put-putting slowy down the road, its
headl i ght di mmed al nost to extinction by a blackout slit can-
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Wth the Lizards' detectors, even that coul d be dangerous, but
not so dangerous as driving a wi nding French road in pitch
dar kness.

The notorcycle driver spotted the panzers off under the
trees. He stopped, throttled down, and called, "Anyone know
where | can find Col onel Heinrich JdgeO

"Here | am" Jdger said, standing up. "Was ist |os?"

"l have here orders for you, Colonel." The driver pulled
them out of his tunic pocket.

Jdger unfol ded the paper, stooped down and held it in front

of the motorcycl e headl anp so he could read it. "Scheisse, " he
exclainmed. "1've been recalled. They just put me back in front-
line service, and now |'ve been recalled."

"Yes, sir," the driver agreed- "I amordered to take you back
with ne.”

"But why?" Jdger said. "It nakes no sense. Here | am an
experienced fighter for R hrer and Vaterl and agai nst the Liz-
ards. But what good will | do in this Hechingen place? |'ve

scarcely even heard of it."

But he had heard of it, and fairly recently, too. Were?
When? He stiffened as nmenory came. Hechi ngen was where

Hitler had said he was sending the explosive metal. Wthout
anot her word, Riger wal ked over to his Panther, got on the ra-
dio, and turned command over to the reginental |ieutenant-
col onel . Then he slung his pack onto his shoul ders, went back
to the notorcycle, clinbed on behind the driver, and headed
back toward Gernmany.

*11*

Ludmi |l a Gorbunova did not care for Mdscow. She was from

Ki ev, and thought the Soviet capital drab and dull. Her inpres-
sion of it was not inproved by-the endless grilling she'd had
fromthe NKVD. She'd never inagined the nere sight of green
collar tabs could reduce her to fear1Wincoherence, but it did.

And, she knew, things could have been worse. The chekists
were treating her with kid gl oves because she'd fl owmn Com
rade Mol otov, second in the Soviet Union only to the G eat
Stalin, and a man Ao |l oathed flying, to Gernmany and brought
hi m horme in one piece. Besides, the rodina-the notherland-
needed conbat pilots. She'd stayed alive through nost of a
year against the Nazis and several nonths against the Lizards.
That shoul d have given her val ue above and beyond what she
got for ferrying Ml otov around.

Whet her it did, however, renmained to be seen. A lot of very
abl e, seenmi ngly very val uabl e peopl e had di sappeared over the
past few years, denounced as weckers or traitors to the Sovi et
Uni on or sonetimes just vani shed with no explanation at all,
as if they had suddenly ceased to exi st

The door to the cranped little room (cranped, yes, but in-
finitely preferable to a cell in the Lefortovo prison) in which
she sat cane open. The NKVD man who cane in wore three
crimson oblongs on his collar tabs. Ludmila bounced to her
feet. "Conrade Lieutenant-Colonel!" she said, saluting.
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He returned the salute, the first tine that had happened since
the NKVD started in on her. "Conrade Senior Lieutenant," he
acknow edged. "I am Boris Lidov." She blinked in surprise;
none of her questioners had bothered giving his name till now,
either. Lidov | ooked nore Re a school master than an NKVD
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man, not that that nmeant anything. But he surprised her again,
saying, "Wuld you |like sone tea?"

"Yes, thank you very much, Conrade Lieutenant-Col onel,"
she answer ed- qui ckly, before he changed his mind. The Ger-
man attack had deranged the Soviet distribution system, that of
the Lizards all but destroyed it. These days, tea was rare and
pr eci ous.

Wel |, she thought, the NKVD will have it if anyone does.

And sure enough, Lidov stuck his head out the door and

bawl ed a request Wthin noments, soneone fetched hima

tray with two gently steanming glasses. He took it, set it on the
table in front of Ludmla. "Help yourself," he said. "Choose

whi chever you wi sh; neither one is drugged, | assure you."

He didn't need to assure her; that he did so made her sus-
pi ci ous again. But she took a glass and drank. Her tongue
found nothing in it but tea and sugar. She sipped again, savor-
ing the taste and the warnth. "Thank you, Conrade
Li eutenant-Colonel. It's very good," she said.

Li dov nmade an indolent gesture, as if to say she didn't need
to thank himfor anything so small. Then he said idly, as if
maki ng casual conversation, "You know, | net your Major
Jager-no, you've said he's Col onel Jager now, correct?-your
Col onel Jager, | should say, after you brought himhere to
Moscow | ast summer."

"Ah," Ludmila said, that being the nbst noncommttal noise
she could cone up with. She decided it was not enough
"Conr ade Lieutenant-Colonel, as | have said before, he is not
my col onel by any neans."

"l do not necessarily condem," Lidov said, steepling his
fingers. "The ideology of the fascist state is corrupt, not the
German people. And!'-he coughed dryly~the com ng of the
Li zards has shown that progressive econonic systens, capital-
ist and socialist alike, nust band together lest we all fall under
the oppression of the ancient systemwherein the relationship is
slave to master, not worker to boss."

"Yes," Ludrnila said eagerly. The last thing she wanted to do
was argue about the dialectic of history with an NKVD man,
especially when his interpretation seened to her advantage.

Li dov went on, "Further, your Col onel Jager hel ped perform
a service for the people of the Soviet Union, as he nmay have
mentioned to you."

"No, I'mafraid he didn't. I'"msorry, Conrade Lieutenant-

tc
Harry Turtl edove
39

Col onel, but we talked very little about the war when we saw
each other in Gernmany. W& 2' Ludmila felt her face heat. She
knew what Lidov had to be thinking. Unfortunately-from her
poi nt of view he was right.
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He | ooked down his | ong, straight nose at her. "You like
Germans well, don't you?" he said sniffily. "This Jager in
Ber cht esgaden, and you attached his gunnee!--he pulled out a
scrap of paper, checked a name on it-"Georg Schultz, da, to
the ground crew at your airstrip."

"He is a better nmechanic than anyone else at the airstrip.

Ger mans under stand machi nery better than we do, | think. But
as far as | amconcerned, he is only a nechanic," Ludmla in-
si st ed.

"He is a German. They are both Germans." So nuch for
Li dov's words about the solidarity of peoples with progressive
econom c systens. His flat, hard tone nade LudnAa think of
atripto Siberia on an unheated cattle car, or of a bullet in the
back of the neck. The NKVD man went on, "It is likely that
Conrade Mol otov will dispense wi Ah the services of a pilot
who forms such un-Soviet attachnments."

"I amsorry to hear that, Conrade Lieutenant-Colonel,"
Ludm | a said, though she knew Ml ot ov woul d have been gl ad
to di spense with the services of any pilot, given his attitude
about flying. But she insisted, "I have no attachnments to Georg
Schultz save those of the struggle against the Lizards."

"And to Col onel JAgerT' Lidov said with the air of a man
calling checkmate. Ludnila did not answer; she knew she was
checknmat ed. The |ieutenant-col onel spoke as if pronouncing
sentence: "Because of this conduct of yours, you are to be re-
turned to your foriner duties wthout pronotion. Dismssed,
Conr ade Seni or Lieutenant."
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Ludmi |l a had been braced for ten years in the gulag and an-
other five of internal exile. She needed a nmonent to take in
what she'd just heard. She junped to her feet. "I serve the So-
viet state, Conrade Lieutenant-Colonel!" \Wether you believe
me or not, she added to herself.

"Prepare yourself for imediate departure for the airport,"”
Lidov said, as if her nmere presence polluted Moscow. An
NKVD flunky nust have been |istening outside the door or to
a conceal ed microphone, for in under half a minute a fellowin
green collar tabs brought in a canvas bag full of her worldly
goods.
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Before long, a troika was taking her fromthe Kremin to the
ai rport on the edge of Mdscow, The sleigh's runners and the
hooves of the three horses that drew it kicked up snow gone
fromwhite to gray thanks to city soot. Only when her bel oved
little U-2 biplane came into view on the runway did she realize
she'd been returned to this duty, which she wanted nore than
any other, as if it were a punishment. She chewed on that a
long tine, even'after she was in the air.

"I"'mbloody lost," David Goldfarb said as he pedal ed his
RAF bi cycle through the countryside south of Leicester. The
radarman cane to an intersection, He |ooked for signs to tel
hi m where he was-and | ooked in vain, because the signs
taken down in 1940 to hinder a feared Gernman invasion had
never gone back up

He was trying to get to the Research and Devel opnent Test
Fl yi ng Aerodrone at Bruntingthorpe, to which he'd been or-
dered to report. South fio?r the village of Peatling Magna, his
directions read. The only troubl e was, nobody had bothered to
tell him(for all he knew, nobody was aware) two roads ran
south from Peatling Magna. He'd taken the right-hand track,
and was beginning to regret it.

Peat | i ng Magna hadn't | ooked nmagna enough to boast two
roads when he rolled through it; he wondered if there could
possibly be a Peatting Mnima, and, if so, whether it was vis-
ible to the naked eye.

Ten minutes of steady pedaling brought himinto another vil-
| age, He | ooked around hopefully for anything resenbling an
aer odrome, but nothing he saw natched that description. A
matronly wonman in a scarf and a heavy wool coat was trudg-
ing down the street. "Beggi ng your pardon, nmadam" he call ed
to her, "but is this Bruntingthorpe9”

The woman's head whi pped around-his London accent au-
tomatically made himout to be a stranger. She relaxed, a little,
when she saw he was in RAF dark blue and thus had an ex-
cuse for poking his good-sized nose into a place where he
didn't belong. But even though she used the broader vowels of
the East M dl ands, her voice was sharp as she answered,
"Bruntingthorpe? | should say not, young man. This is Peatling
Parva. Bruntingthorpe lies down that road." She pointed east.

"Thank you, madam" Goldfarb said gravely. He bent |ow
over his bicycle, rode away fast so she wouldn't hear himstart
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to snicker, Not Peatling Mninma-Peatling Parva. The nane
fit; it had | ooked a pretty parva excuse for a village. Now,
t hough, he was on the right track and-he | ooked at his
wat ch- near enough on tinme that he could blame his tardi ness
on the train's getting into Leicester late, which it had.

He hadn't gone far toward Bruntingthorpe when he heard a
screarriing roar, saw an airplane streak across the sky at what
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seenmed an inpossible speed. Alarin and fury coursed through
hi m had he cone here just in tine to see the Lizards bonb
and wreck the aerodrone?

Then he played in his mind the filmof the aircraft he'd just
seen. After the Lizards destroyed the radar station at Dover,
he' d been an aircraft spotter the ol d-fashi oned way, w th binoc-
ulars and field tel ephone, for a while. He recogni zed the Liz-
ards' fighters and fighter-bonbers. This aircraft, even if it flew
on jets, didn't match any of them Either they'd conme up with
sonet hing new or the plane was English

Hope repl aced anger. Were was he nore likely to find En-
glish jet aircraft than at a research and devel opnent aero-
dronme? He wondered why the powers that & wanted him
there. He'd find out soon

The village of Bruntingthorpe was no nore prepossessing
than either of the Peatlings. Not far away, though, a collection
of tents, corrugated-iron N ssen huts, and nacadam zed run-
ways marred the gently rolling fields that surrounded the ham
lets. A soldier with atin hat and a Sten gun demanded to see
CGol df arb' s papers when he pedal ed up to the barbed-wire fence
and gate around the RAF facility.

He surrendered them but could not help remarking, "Seens
a fairish waste of tinme, if anyone wants to know. Not bl oody
likely I"'ma Lizard in disguise, is it?"

"Never can tell, chum" the soldier answered. "Besides, you
m ght be a Jerry in disguise, and we're not dead keen on that
even if the match there won't be played to a finish."

"CaD't say | blanme you." Goldfarb's parents had got out of
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Russi an-rul ed Pol and to escape pogrons agai nst the Jews. By
all accounts, the Nazis' pogrons after they conquered Pol and
had been a hundred tines worse, bad enough for the Jews
there to make common cause with the Lizards against the Ger-
mans. Now, fromthe reports that |eaked out, the Lizards were
begi nning to nmake things tough on the Jews, Goldfarb sighed.
Being a Jew wasn't easy anywhere.

1w
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The sentry opened the gate, waved himthrough. He rode
over to the nearest Nissen hut, got off his bicycle, pushed
down the kickstand, and went into the hut. Several RAF nmen
were gathered round a | arge table there, studying some draw
ings by the light of a paraffin |anmp hung overhead. "Yes?" one
of them sai d.

Coldfarb stiffened to attention: the casual questioner, though
just a couple of inches over five feet tall, wore the four narrow
stripes of a group captain. Saluting, Goldfarb gave his nane,
speci al i zati on, and servi ce nunber, then added, "Reporting as
ordered sir!"

ne officer returned the salute. "Good to have you with
us, CGoldfarb. W' ve had excellent reports of you, and we're
confident you' |l nmake a val uable nmenber of the team | am
G oup Captain Fred Hipple; | shall be your commandi ng offi -
cer. My speciality is jet propul sion. Here we have Wng Com
mander Peary, Flight Lieutenant Kerman, and Flight Oficer
Roundbush. "

The junior officers all towered over Hipple, but he dom -
nat ed nonet hel ess. He was a dapper little fellow who held him
self very erect; he had slicked-down wavy hair, a closely
trimmed nustache, and heavy eyebrows. He spoke with al nost
prof essional precision: "I amtold that you have been flying
patrol s aboard a radar-equi pped Lancaster bonber in an effort
to detect Lizard aircraft prior to their reaching our shores."

"Yes, sir, that's correct," Coldfarb said.

"Capital. We shall nmake great use of your experience, | as-
sure you. What we are engaged in here, Radarman, is devel op-
ing a jet-propelled fighter aeroplane to be simlarly equipped
with radar, thus facilitating the acquisition and tracking of tar-
gets and, it is to be hoped, their destruction."

"That's---splendid, sir." CGoldfarb had al ways t hought of ra-
dar as a defensive weapon, one to use to detect the eneny and
send properly armed planes after him But to mount it on a
fighter already formdably arned in its owm right ... He
smled. This was a project in which he would gladly take part.

Flight O ficer Roundbush shook his head. He was as big and
bl ond and bl ocky as Hi pple was spare and dark. He said, "It'd
be a lot nore splendid if we could make the bloody thing fit
in the space we have for it."

"Which is, at the nmonment, essentially nil," Hpple said with
a rueful nod. "The jet fighter you nay have seen taking off a
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few nonents ago, that little G oster Pioneer, is not what one
woul d call lavishly equipped with room It was, in fact, in the

air nore than a year before the Lizards cane." Bitterness
creased his face. "As | had produced a working jet engine as
far back as 1937, 1 find the delay unfortunate, but no help for
it now. Wuen the Lizards descended, the Pioneer, though in-
tended only as an experinental aircraft, was rushed into pro-
duction to give us as nuch of an equalizer as was possible."
"M ght as well be tanks," Roundbush murnured. Both the
German invasion of France and the fighting in the North Afri-
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can desert had shown severe deficiencies in British arnor, but
the sane ol d obsol escent nodel s kept getting nade because
they did work, after a fashion,and Engl and had no tinme to too]
up to build anything better

Group Captain Hipple shook his head. "It's not as bad as
that, Basil. W have nanaged to get the Meteor off the ground,
after all," He turned back to Goldfarb. "The Meteor is nore a
proper fighter than the Pioneer. ne latter carries a single jet
engi ne placed in back of the cockpit, whereas the forner has
two, of an inproved design, nounted on the wings ~ The im
provenent in performance is considerable."

"W al so have a consi derabl e production programlaid on
for the Meteor," Flight Lieutenant Kennan said. "Wth | uck,
we should be able to put |arge nunbers of jet fighters into the
air by this tine next year."

"Yes, that's so, Maurice," Hipple agreed. "O all the great
powers, we and the Japanese have proved nost fortunate, in
that the Lizards did not invade either island nation. Fromthe
dept hs of space, | suppose we seened too small to be worth
troubling over. W've endured a worse blitz than the Jerries
gave us, but life does go on despite a blitz. You should know
that, eh, Coldfarb?"

"Yes, sir," CGoldfarb said. "It got a bit lively at Dover now
and agai n, but we canme through." Though only a first-
generation Englishman, he had a knack for understatenent.

"Exactly," Hipple s nod was vehenent, as if Coldfarb had
sai d sonmething inportant. The group captain went on, "As
Fl i ght Lieutenant Kerman and | have noted, our industrial ca-
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pacity is still respectable, and we shall be able to get consid-
erabl e nunbers of Meteors airborne within a relatively short
period. What point to it, however, if, once airborne, they are
shot down again in short order?"
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"VWich is where you cone in, Goldfarb," Wng Com
mander Peary said. He was a slimfellow of medium hei ght
with sandy hair starting to go gray; his startling bass voice
seemed better suited to a nman of twi ce his bulk.
"Exactly," Hippie said again. "Julian-the wi ng command-
A~ v er-means we need a chap with practical experience in air-
borne radar to help us plan its installation in Meteors as
qui ckly as possible. Qur pilots nust be able to detect the ene-
my's presence at a distance conparable to that at which he can
,see' us. Dyou foll ow?"
"l believe so, sir," Coldfarb said. "Fromwhat you say,
gather you intend the Meteor to have a two-nman cockpit, pil ot
and radar observer. Wth the sets we have, sir, a pilot would be
hard-pressed to tend to themand fly the aircraft at the sanme
time."
The four RAF officers exchanged gl ances. Gol df arb won-
dered if he'd just stuck his foot init. That would be lovely, a
lowy radarman affronting all his superiors within five mnutes
of arriving at a new posti ng.
Then Julian Peary rumbled, "This is a point which was
much debated during the design of the aircraft. You may be in-
terested to know that the view you just expressed is the one
whi ch prevailed.”
"I"'mpleased to hear that, sir," Goldfarb said, with such
transparent relief that Basil Roundbush, who seened not over-
burdened with mlitary formality, broke into a |large, toothy
grin.
G oup Captain Hippie said, "Having established your |eve
of expertise with such di spatch, Radarman, you give me hope
you will also be able to assist us in reducing the size of the ra-
dar set to be carried. The fusel age of the Meteor is rather |ess
spaci ous than the bonmb bay of the Lancaster where you were
previ ously ensconced. Perhaps you'll have a | ook at these
drawi ngs with us so you can get a notion of the vol ume
i nvol ved- - -
Col dfarb stepped up to the table. Wth no nore fanfare than
that, he found himself a part of the team He said, "I don't
know t he solution to one problemwe faced in the Lane."
"VWhich is?" Hippie asked.
"Of course, the Lizards' guided rockets can knock down a
pl ane at |onger range than any guns that we have can hit back
One of those rockets definitely seenms to home in on our radar
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transniissions-probably the sane sort the Lizards used to
knock out our ground stations. Turning off the set nade that
particular rocket go wild, but it also |eft us blind-sonething
I shouldn't fancy if | were in the mdst of a dogfight."

"I ndeed not." Hi pple nodded vigorously. "Even under idea
circunstances; the Meteor does not pull us level with the Liz-
ards; it nerely reduces our disadvantage. W remmin deficient

in speed and, as you say, in armanent as well. To have to en-
gage eneny aircraft wthout being able to detect them past the
range of the pilot's eye would be a dreadful handicap. | do not
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pretend to be an expert in radar; as | said, engines are ny spe-
ciality." He turned to the other officers. "Suggestions, gentle-
men?"

Basi| Roundbush said, "Can your airborne radar set emt

nmore than one frequency, CGoldfarb? If so, perhaps switching

bet ween one and the next mght, ah, confuse the rocket and
cause it to rniss without |osing radar capacity."

"That m ght work, sir; | honestly don't know, " Gol dfarb

said. "We weren't any too keen on experinenting, not up

above Angels Twenty, if you know what | nean." '

"No quarrel there," Roundbush assured him "W'd have to
try it on the ground first: if a transmitter there survived by
shifting frequencies, the result might be worth testing in air-
craft as well."
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He paused to scribble some notes. Goldfarb was delighted
research and devel opnent had not stopped because of wartine
energenci es, and even nore delighted to be a part of the effort
at Bruntingthorpe. But he'd already promnised hinself that,
when the radar-equi pped Meteors flew, he'd be in the rear seat
of one of them Having becone part of an aircrew, he knew
he'd never again be content to stay on the ground.

Moi she Russie was tired of staying underground. The irony
of his position hit himin the teeth like a rifle butt in the hands
O an SS man. \When the Lizards cane to Earth, he'd thought
they were the literal answer to his prayers; absent their arrival,
the Nazis woul d have massacred the Jews in the Warsaw
ghetto, and in the others they'd set up throughout Pol and.

The Jews had been | ooking for a mracle then. Wen

Moi she decl ared that he'd had one, he gai ned enornous pres-
tige in the ghetto; before, he'd been just another medical stu-
dent slowy starving to death along with everyone el se. He'd
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urged the Jews to rise, to help throw the Germans out and |et
the Lizards in.

And so he'd becone one of the Lizards' favorite humans.

He' d broadcast propaganda for them telling-truthfully----of

the horrors and atrocities the Nazis had conmitted in Po-

| and. The Lizards cane to think he would say anything for

them They'd wanted himto praise their destruction of Wash-
ington, D.C., and say it was as just as the devastation that had
fallen on Berlin.

He'd refused ... and so he found hinself here, biding in a
ghetto bunker that had been built with the Nazis, not the Liz-
ards, in mnd.

Hs wife R vka picked that monent to ask, "How | ong have
we been down here?"

"Foo long," their son Reuven chinmed in.

He was right; Mdishe knew he was right. Reuven and Rivka
had been cooped up in the bunker |onger than he had; they'd
gone into hiding so the Lizards couldn't use threats against
themto bend himto their will. After that, the Lizards put a
gun to his head to nake hi msay what they wanted. He did not
think of hinself as a brave man, but he' d defied them even so.
They hadn't killed him In a way, what they did was worse-
they killed his words, broadcasting a tw sted recording that
made him seemto say what they wanted even when he hadn't.

Russi e had had his revenge; he'd made a recording in a tiny
studio in the ghetto that detailed what the Lizards had done to
him and the Jew sh fighters had managed to smuggle it out of
Pol and to enbarrass the aliens. After that, he'd had to disap-
pear hinself.

Ri vka said, "Do you even know, Mbishe, whether it's day or
ni ght up there?"

"No nore than you do," he admitted. The bunker had a
cl ock; both he and Rivka had been faithful about keeping it
wound. But the clock had only a twel ve-hour dial, and after a
while they'd lost track of which twelve hours they were in.
Even by candl elight, he could see the dial from where he
stood: it was a quarter past three. But did that mean bustling
afternoon or dead of night? He had no idea. Al he knew was
that, at the noment, everyone here was awake.

"I don't know how rmuch | onger we can stand this," Rivka
said. "lIt's no fit life for a human being, hiding down here in
the darkness like a rat inits hole.”

Harry Turtl"But if it's the only way we can go on, then go on we wll,
nif we are underground
y400ui St hhei nai nswered shar Apl yeri Lcai f?e Evewartine is never easy---d

we're better off now than when the Nazis ruled the ghetto."
"Are we?"

"I think so. W have plenty of food-" Their other child,
daughter, had died during the Nazi occupation, of dysenter3
aggravated by starvation. Mishe had known what he neede(
to do to save her, but wthout food and nedi ci ne he'd been
hel pl ess.
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But now Ri vka said, "So what? We could see our friends
before, share our troubles. If the Germans beat us on the
streets, it was just because we happened to be there. If the Liz-
ards spy us, they'll shoot us on sight."

Since that was nmanifestly true, Mdishe chose the only pl oy
left to him he changed the subject. "Even now, our people are
better off under the Lizards than they were under the GCer-
mans. "

"Yes, and that's thanks in |arge part to you," Rjvka retorted.
"And what have you got for it? Your whole famly, buried
alive!" So nmuch anger and bitterness clogged her voice that
Reuven started to cry. Even as he conforted his son, Mishe
bl essed the little boy for short-circuiting the argument.

After he and Rivka got Reuven cal ned down again, Mishe
said carefully, "If you feel you must, | suppose you and
Reuven can go back above ground. Not that many people
knew you by sight; with God's help, you might go a long tine
before you were betrayed. Anyone who wanted to curry favor
with the Lizards could gain it by turning ne in. O a Pole
mght do it for no better reason than that he hates Jews."

Ri vka sighed. "You know we won't do that. W won't |eave
you, and you're right, you can't come up. But if you think
we're well off here, you' re meshuggeh."”

"I never said we were well off," Russie answered after a
brief pause to search his nmenory and neke sure he really
hadn't said anything so foolish. "I only said things could be
wor se, and they could." The Nazis could have shipped the
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whol e Warsaw ghetto to Treblinka or that other exterm nation
canp they were just finishing when the Lizards canme, the one
they called Auschwitz. He didn't nention that to his wife.

Sone things, even if true, were too horrific to use as fuel in a
quarrel .
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The argument petered out. Reuven got sleepy, so they put
himto bed. That meant they needed to go to bed thensel ves
not nuch later; they couldn't get much sl eep when the boy
was awake and bouncing off the walls of the cranped bunker.

Noi ses woke Rivka first, then Mishe. Reuven snored on,
even when his parents sat up. Noises in the cellar of the block
of flats that conceal ed the bunker were always frightening. At
times, Jew sh fighters whom Mordechai Anielew cz | ed cane
down with fresh supplies for the Russies, but Mishe al ways
wondered if the next appearance would be the one that brought
the knock on the pl asterboard panel hiding the doorway.

Rap, rap, rap! The sharp sound echoed through the bunker.
Russie started violently. Beside him R vka's lips pulled back
fromher teeth, her eyes w dened, and the skin all over her face
ti ghtened down onto the bones in a mask of fear. Rap, rap,
rap!

Russi e had vowed he wouldn't go easily. Mwving as quiet as
he could, he slid out of bed, grabbed a | ong kitchen knife, and
bl ew out the last lanp, plunging the bunker into darkness
bl acker than any above-ground m dni ght.

Rap, rap, rap! Shoving and scrapi ng noi ses as the plaster-
board panel was di sl odged and pushed asi de. The bunker door
itself was barred fromthe inside. Mishe knew it wouldn't
hol d agai nst anyone determined to break it down. He raised the
knife high. ne first one who cane through-Jew sh traitor or
Li zard-woul d take as nmuch steel as he could give. That nuch
he prom sed hinsel f.

But instead of boated feet pounding on the door or a batter-
ing ramcrashing against it, an urgent Yiddish voice called,
"W know you're in there, Reb Mishe. Open this verkakte
door, will you? W have to get you away before the Lizards
come. "

Atrick? Atrap? Automatically, Mishe | ooked toward
Ri vka. The darkness he'd made hinmself stymed him "Wat to
doT' he called softly.

"Open the door," she answered.

"But--2'

"Open the door," Rivka repeated. "Nobody in the conpany
of the Lizards would have sworn at it that way."

It seemed a slimreed to snatch. If it broke, it would pierce
nmore than his hand. But how could he hold the invaders at
bay? Al at once, he realized they didn't have to come in after

HatroroYd bTaucirtl| edove 4~
k and sprayed the bunker with

mhi anc- | i Sup- pgonse bbellyeistist. s or started a fire and let himand his
wife and child roast? He let the kitchen knife clatter to the
floor, funbled blindly for the bar, lifted it out of its rest, and
pushed t he door open

One of the two Jews in the cellar carried an oil-burning | an-
tern and a pistol. The lantern wasn't very bright, but dazzled

Moi she anyhow. The fighter said, "Took you |ong enough

Cone on. You have to hurry. Sone nanzer tal ked where he
shoul dn't, and the Lizards'l| be here soon."
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Belief took root in Russie. "Get Reuven," he called to his
Wfe.

"I have him" she answered. "He's not quite awake, but
he' Il conme-won't you, dear?"

"Come where?" Reuven asked blurrily.

"Qut of the bunker," Rivka said, that being all she knew. It
was plenty to gal vani ze the boy. He let out a wild whoop and
bounded out of bed. "Wiit!" Rivka exclainmed. "You need your
shoes. In fact, we all need our shoes. W were asleep."”

"At half past eight in the norning?" the Jewwith the |antern
said. "I wish | was." After a nonent, though, he added, " Not
down here, though, |I have to admt."

Moi she had forgotten he wore only socks. As he pulled on
shoes and tied the |aces, he asked, "Do we have tine to take
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anything with usT" The books on a high shelf had becone
nmore |ike siblings than friends.

But the other Jew inpatiently waiting outside, the one with
a German Mauser slung on his back, shook his head and an-
swered, "Reb Mishe, if you don't get noving, you won't
have tinme to take yourself."

Even the lowceilinged cellar seened spaci ous to Mishe.

He started to pant on his way up the stairs; he'd had no exer-

cise at a] | in the bunker. The gray, |eaden light at the top of the
stairwell made himblink and set his eyes to watering. After so
long with candles and oil |anps, even a distant hint of daylight

was overwhel m ng.

Then he wal ked out onto the street. Thick clouds hid the

sun. Dirty, slushy snowlay in the gutters. The air was hardly
| ess thick and snmoky than it had been in his underground hide-
away. Al the sanme, he wanted to throw his arns w de and

dance like a Chasid to |l et |oose his delight. Reuven did caper,
coltlike; with a child s conpressed grasp of tinme, he nmust have
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felt he'd been entonbed forever. Ri vka wal ked steadily beside
him but her pale face was alight with joy and wonder, too.

Pal e- Moi she | ooked down at his own hands. Beneath dirt,
they were white and transparent as skimed milk. Hs wife
and son were just as pale. Everyone grew pallid through a Pol -
ish winter; but if he and his famly |ost any nore color, they'd
di sappear.

"What's the date?" he asked, wondering how | ong he'd been
cooped up in the bunker.

"Twenty-second of February,"” the Jewwith the Iantern an-
swered. "A nonth till spring." He snorted. Spring seened
more likely a year away than nmere weeks.

The first Lizard Mishe saw on the street nade himwant to
run back to the bunker. The alien, though, paid himno specia
attention. Lizards had as nmuch trouble telling humans apart as
people did with Lizards. Mishe gl anced over to Reuven and
Ri vka. The aliens' difficulties in that regard had hel ped the
Jews spirit the two of themaway fromright under their snouts.

"In here," the fighter with the pistol said. The Russi es obe-
diently went up a stairway and into another block of flats. The
hal s snell ed of cabbage and unwashed bodi es and urine. In an
apartnment at the back of the third floor, nore of Anielewicz's
warriors waited. They whi sked Mdishe and his fam |y inside.

One of them grabbed Mishe by the arm and hustled him
over to a table set out with a bar of yellowtan soap, an enam
el ed basin, a pair of shears, and a straight razor. "The beard,
Reb Mbi she, has to cone off," he said w thout preanble.

Moi she drew back in dismay. A protective hand rose to
cover his chin. The SS had cut off the beards-and sonetines
the ears and noses--of Jews in the ghetto for sport.

"I"'msorry," the fell owbearded hinsel f-said. "W're go-
ing to nove you, we're going to hide you. Look at yourself
now. " He picked up a fragnent of what m ght once have been
a full-length mrror, thrust it in Mishe's face.

Moi she perforce | ooked. He saw hinsel f, paler than usual,
his beard | onger and fuzzier than usual because he hadn't both-
ered trimmng it while in the bunker, but otherw se the sane
rat her horse-faced, studious-Ilooking Jew he'd al ways been.

The fighter said, "Now imagine yourself clean-shaven
I magi ne a Lizard with a photograph of you as you are now
| ooki ng at you-and wal king on to | ook at soneone else."

The cl osest M she could cone to seeing hinself beardl ess

Harry Turdedove
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was renenbering what he'd | ooked |ike before his whiskers
sprouted. He had trouble bringing the youth across the years
and putting that face on the man he'd becone.

Then Rivka said, "They're right, Mdishe. It will make you
different, and we need that. Please, go ahead and shave."

He sighed deeply, a token of surrender. Then he took the

mrror fromthe fighter and leaned it on a shelf so he could see
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what he was doi ng. He picked up the shears and rapidly
clipped as short as he could the beard he'd wom his whol e
adult life. What he knew about shaving was all theoretical. He
spl ashed his face with water, then | athered the strong-snelling
soap and spread it over cheeks and chin and neck

Reuven sni ckered. "You | ook funny, Father!"

"I feet funny." He picked up the razor. The bone grip
nmol ded itself to his hand, |ike the handle of a scalpel. The com
pari son seenmed even nore apt a few minutes |ater. He thought
he'd seen | ess blood flow at an appendectony. He nicked his
ear, the hollow under his cheekbone, his chin, his larynx, and
he made a good gane try at slicing off his upper lip. Wen he
rinsed hinmself, the water in the basin turned pink

"You | ook funny, Father," Reuven said again.
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Moi she peered into the scrap of mrror. A stranger stared

back at him He | ooked younger than he had with the beard,

but not really like his earlier self. H's features were sharper-
edged, bonier, nmore defined. He | ooked tougher than he'd ex-
pected. The dried blood here and there on his face m ght have
had sonmething to do with that; it gave himthe air of a boxer
who' d just lost a tough natch.

The fell ow who'd handed himthe mrror patted himon the

back and said, "Don't worry, Reb Mishe. They say it gets
easier with practice." He wasn't speaking from experience; his
own gray-brown beard reached hal fway down his shirtfront.

Russie started to tied, then stopped and stared. It hadn't oc-
curred to himthat he'd have to do this nore than once. But of
course the fighter was right-if he wanted to keep up his dis-
gui se, he'd have to go on shaving. It struck himas a great
waste of time. Even so, after he rinsed and dried the razor, he
stuck it into a pocket of his |long, dark coat.

The man with the pistol who'd plucked himfromthe bunker

said, "All right, | think we can get you out of here now with-
out too many peopl e recognizing you."
Hi s own nother woul dn't have recognized him... but she
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was dead, like his daughter, of intestinal disease aggravated by
starvation. He said, "If | stay in Warsaw, sooner or later 1'll be
spotted.”

"of course,” the fighter said. "So you won't stay in \War-

saw.

It made sense. It was like a kick in the belly just the same.
He' d spent his whole Iife here. Till the Lizards canme, he'd
been sure he woul d die here, too. "Were will I-where wll
we- go?" he asked quietly.

"Lodz," the fell ow answered.

The word tolled through the roomlike the deep chime of a
funeral bell at a Catholic church. The Germans had done their
worst to the Lodz ghetto, second largest in Poland after War-
saw , s, just before the Lizards cane. Many of the quarter-
mllion Jews who had lived there were shipped to Chel mo
and Treblinka, never to come out again.

Russie's newy bared face nust have shown his thoughts al

too clearly. The Jewi sh fighter said, "I understand how you
feel, Reb Mishe, but it's the best place. No one, not even,
God willing, a Lizard, would think to | ook for you there, and

if you' re needed, we can bring you back in a hurry."

He could not fault the |logic, but when he | ooked at Rivka,
he saw the sane sick dread in her eyes that he felt him
self. The Jews of Lodz had passed into the valley of the shad-
ow of death. Going to live in a town where that shadow had
fallen ...

"Some of us still survive in Lodz," the fighter said. "W'd
not send you there otherw se, you may be sure of that."

"Let it be so, then," Russie said with a sigh.

The fighter with the pistol drove the horse-drawn wagon out
of Warsaw. Russie sat beside him feeling horribly visible and
vul nerabl e. Ri vka and Reuven huddl ed in back along with sev-
eral other wormen and children am d scraps and rags and odd-
shaped pi eces of sheet metal: the stock of a junkman's trade.

The Lizards had a checkpoint on the highway just outside of
town. One of the males there carried a photograph of Russie
with his beard. Hs heart thuttered in alarm But after a cursory
gl ance, the Lizard turned to his conrade and said in his own
| anguage, "Just another boring bunch
conr ade waved t he wagon ahead.

After a couple of kilometers, the fighter pulled over to the
gi de of the road. The wonen and children who had served to

of Big Uglies." The
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canouf | age Reuven and Rivka got down and started wal ki ng
back to Warsaw. The fighter flicked the reins, clucked to the
horse. The wagon rattled down the road toward Lodz.

Liu Han | ooked mistrustfully at the | atest assortnment of
canned goods the little scaly devils had brought into her cell
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She wondered what was nost likely to stay down this tine.
The salty soup with noodl es and bits of chicken, perhaps, and
the canned fruit in syrup. She knew she woul dn't touch the
stew with the thick gravy; she'd already given that back twi ce
She sighed. Being pregnant was hard enough anywhere. It
was even worse inprisoned here in this airplane that never
came down. Not only was she alone in the little netal room
except when the scaly devils brought Bobby Fiore to her, but
al nrost all her food was put up by foreign devils like himand
not to her taste.
She ate what she could, w shing she were back in her Chi-
nese village or even in the prison canp fromwhich the little
scaly devils had plucked her. In either place, she would have
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been anong her own kind, not caged all alone |like a songbird
for the amusenent of her captors. If she ever got out of here,
she vowed she would free every bird she coul d.

Not that getting out seenmed likely. She shook her head-no
i ndeed. Her straight black hair tunbl ed over her face, over her
bare shoul ders-the scaly devils, who wore no cl othes them
selves, allowed their human prisoners none and kept the cel
too warmto nmake them confortabl e anyhow and across her
newy tender breasts. Her hair hadn't been | ong enough to do
that when the little devils brought her up here. It was now, and
growi ng toward her wai st.

She bel ched unconfortably and got ready to dash for the
pl unbi ng hole. But what she'd eaten decided to stay where it
bel onged. She wasn't sure exactly how far gone she was, not
in here where the little scaly devils never turned off the |ight
to | et her reckon-the passage of days. But she wasn't throw ng
up as much as she had at first. Her belly hadn't started to
swel |, though. Getting close to four nonths was the best guess
she coul d nake.

Part of the floor, instead of being netal like the rest, was a
rai sed mat covered with slick gray stuff that | ooked nore like
| eather than anything else but didn't snell like it. Her body,
sweaty in the heat, stuck to the mat when she | ay down on
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it, but it was still better for resting than anywhere else in the
cell. She closed her eyes, tried to sleep. She'd been sleeping a
lot lately, partly because she was pregnant and partly because
she had nothing better to do.

She was just dozing off when the door to her cell hissed
open agai n. She opened one eye, sure it would be the little
devil who cane in to take away the cans after every neal
Sure enough, in he skittered, but several others cane with him
A coupl e of them had body paint nore ornate than she was
used to seeing.

One, to her surprise, spoke Chinese after a fashion. Pointing
to her, he said, "You come with us."

She quickly got to her feet. "It shall be done, superior sir,”
she said, using one of the phrases she'd |learned of the little
devil s' | anguage.

The devils fell in around her at nore than arm s | ength. She
was on the small side, an inch or so above five feet, but she
towered over the scaly devils, enough so to make them ner-
vous around her. She joined them eagerly enough; any trip out
of her cell was unusual enough to count as a treat. And maybe,
better still, they would take her to Bobby Fiore.

They didn't; they led her in the opposite direction fromhis
cell. She wondered what they wanted with her. Wndering
made her hopeful and anxi ous by turns. They night do any-
thing at all to her, fromsetting her free to taking her away
from Bobby Fiore and giving her to sone new man who
woul d rape and beat her. She had no say. She was just a pris-
oner.

VWhat they did reached neither extreme. They took her down
an oddly curved stairway to another deck. She felt lighter there
t han she shoul d have; her stomach didn't like it. But nuch of
her fear went away. She knew they'd brought Bobby Fiore
here, and nothing too bad had happened to him

The scaly devils escorted her into a chanber full of their in-
compr ehensi bl e gadgetry. The devil sitting behind the desk sur-
prised her by speaking fair Chinese: "You are the femal e
human Liu Han?"

"Yes," she answered. "Who are you, please?" Her own |an-
guage tasted sweet in her nmouth. Even with Bobby Fiore, she
spoke a curious mxture of Chinese, English, and the little dev-
ils' tongue, eked out with rmuch gesture and dunb show.

"I amcalled Nossat," the scaly devil answered. "I am a-|
Harry Turdedove 5
do not know it, Your |anguage has an exact word for it-1 a,
a mal e who studi es how you humans think. | am col |l eague
Tessrek, who spoke with your mate Bobby Fiore."
"Yes, | understand," Liu Han said. That was the little sca

devil with whom Bobby Fi ore had spoken down here. Wh

had he called the devil Tessrek? English had a nane for wha
that devil did-psychologist, that was it, Liu Han rel axed
Tal ki ng coul d not be dangerous.

Nossat said, "You are going to lay an egg in the fine t
conme? No, your kind does not |lay eggs. You are going to givt
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birth? Is that what you say, 'give birth'? You will have z
chil d?"

"I amgoing to have a child, yes," Liu Han agreed. O them
selves, the fingers of her right hand spread fanlike over her
belly. She had | ong since resigned herself to being naked in
front of the scaly devils, but she renained automatically pro-
tective of the baby grow ng inside her,

"The child is frommatings between Bobby Fiore and you?"
Nossat said. Wthout waiting for her to reply, he stuck one of
his thin, clawed fingers into a recess on the desk. A screen, as
if for notion pictures, lit up behind him The picture that

moved upon it was of Bobby Fiore thrusting atop Liu Han.

She sighed. She knew the little scaly devils took pictures of
her while she made | ove, as well as any other time they chose.
They had mating seasons like farmanimals, and were utterly
uninterested in matters of the flesh at any other tinme. The way
peopl e mated the whol e year round seenmed to fascinate and
appal | them

"Yes," she answered as the picture played on, "Bobby Fiore
and | nmade love to start this baby." Before long it would begin
to kick inside her, hard enough to feel. She re~; ~bered what
a marvel that was fromthe boy she'd borne her husband be-
fore the Japanese killed himand the child.

Nossat stuck his finger into a different recess. Liu Han was
not sorry to see the picture of her joined gasping to Bobby
Fiore fade. A different noving picture took its place, this one
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of an imensely pregnant bl ack worman giving birth to her

baby. Liu Han watched the wonan with nore interest than the
birth process: she knew about that, but she'd never before seen
a black, man or wonman. She hadn't known the palms of their
hands and soles of their feet were so pale.
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"This is how your young are born?" Nossat said as the ba-
by's head and then shoul ders energed from between the strain-
ing worman' s | egs.

"What else could it possibly be?" To Liu Han, the little
scaly devils were an inconprehensible blend of imrense and
terrifying powers on the one hand and chil di shly abysnmal igno-
rance on the other.

"This is---dreadful," Nossat said. The notion picture kept
runni ng. The wonan delivered the afterbirth. It should have
been over then. But she kept on bl eeding. The bl ood was hard
to see against her dark skin, but it spread over and soaked into
the ground where she lay. The little scaly devil went on, "This
femal e died after the young Tosevite cane out of her body.

Many females in the land we hold have died bearing their
young. "

"fbat does happen, yes," Liu Han said quietly. It was not
somet hi ng she cared to think about. Not just bleeding, but a
baby trying to conme out whiie in the wong position, or fever
afterwards ... so many things could go wong. And so nany
babi es never lived to see their second birthday, their first out-
side their nother.

"But it's not tight," Nossat exclained, as if he held her per-
sonal Iy responsible for the way people had their babies. "No
other kind of intelligent creature we know puts its nothers in
such danger just to carry on life."

Li u Han had never imagi ned any kind of intelligent crea-
tures but human beings until the little scaly devils cane. Even
after she knew of the devils, she hadn't thought there could be
still nore varieties of such creatures. Irritation in her voice, she
snapped, "Well, how do you have your babies, then?" For al
she knew, the little devils m ght have been assenbled in facto-
ries rather than born.

"Qur females |lay eggs, of course," Nossat said. "So do
those of the Rabotevs and Hall essi, over whomwe rule. Only
you Tosevites are different." H's weird eyes sw vel ed so that
one watched the screen behind himwhile the other stayed ac-
cusingly on Liu Han.

She fought to keep from |l aughi ng, fought and |ost. The idea
of making a n6st--out of straw, maybe, |ike a chicken's-and
then sitting on it till the brood hatched was absurd enough to
tickle her fancy. Hens certainly didn't seemto have trouble
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| aying eggs, either. It mght be an easier way to do the job. But
it wasn't the way people did it.

Nossat said, "Your tine to have the young cone out of your
body is now about a year awayT

"A year?" Liu Han stared at him Didn't the little scaly dev-
ils know anyt hi ng?

But the devil said, "No--4his is ny m stake, for two years
of the Race, nore or |ess, nake one of yours. | should say-
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shoul d have said-you are half a year fromyour tinme?"

"Hal f a year, yes," Liu Han said. "Maybe not quite so
I ong."

"W have to decide what to do with you," Nossat told her.

"W have no know edge of how to help you when the young

is bom You are only a barbarous Tosevite, but we do not want
you to die because we are ignorant. You are our subject, not
our eneny."

Fear bl ew through Liu Han, a cold wind. Gve birth here, in
this place of nmetal, with only scaly devils beside her, wthout
a mdw fe to hel p her through her pangs? If the least little
thing went wrong, she would die, and the baby, too. "I will
need hel p," she said, as plaintively as she could. "Please get
sone for nme."
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"We are still planning," Nossat said, which was neither yes
nor no. "W will know what we do before your tinme conmes."

"What if the baby is early?" Liu Han said.

The little devil's eyes both swng toward her. 'This can
happen?"

"Of course it can," Liu Han said. But nothing was of course
for the little scaly devils, not when they knew so little about
how manki nd- and, evi dently, womanki nd-functioned. Then,
suddenly, Liu Han had an idea that felt so brilliant, she hugged
herself in delight. "Superior sit, would you | et ne go back
down to nmy own people so a mdwife could help nme deliver

t he baby?"

"This had not been thought of." Nossat nmade a di stressed

hi ssing noise. "I see, though, fromwhere you stand, it may
have merit. You are not the only fenale specimen on this ship
who will have young bom W will-how do you say?-

consider. Yes. W will"' consider."

"Thank you very much, superior sir." Liu Han | ooked down
at the floor, as she had seen the scaly devils do when they
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meant to show respect. Hope sprang up in her like rice plants
in spring.
"Or maybe," Nossat said, "maybe we bring up a-what
word did you use?-a midw fe, yes, maybe we bring up a
mdwi fe to this ship to help you here. W will consider that,
too. You go now. "
The guards took Liu Han out of the psychol ogist's office,
| ed her back to her cell. She felt heavier with each step up the
curiously curving stairway that returned her to her deck-and
al so because the hope which had sprouted now began to wlt.
But it didn't quite die. The little scaly devils hadn't said no.

A bl ank-faced Ni pponese guard shoved a bow of rice be-
tween the bars of Teerts' cell. Teerts bowed to show he was
grateful. Feeding prisoners at all was, in N pponese eyes, a
mercy: a proper warrior would die fighting rather than let him
sel f be captured. The N pponese were in any case sticklers for
their owmn forns of courtesy. Anyone who flouted them was apt
to be beaten-or worse.

Si nce the Nipponese shot down his killercraft, Teerts had
had enough beati ngs-and worse-that he never wanted an-
other (which didn't mean he woul dn't get one). But he hated
rice. Not only was it the food of his captivity, it wasn't some-
thing any mal e of the Race woul d eat by choice. He wanted
meat and coul d not renmenber the last tine he'd tasted it. This
bl a.n~, glutinous vegetable natter kept himalive, although he
often wished it wouldn't.

No, that was a fal sehood. If he'd wanted to die, he had only
to starve hinself to death. He did not think the N pponese
would force himto eat; if anything, he mght gain their respect
by perishing this way. That he cared whether these barbarous
Big Uglies respected himshowed how | ow he had sunk

He | acked the nerve to put an end to hinself, though; the
Race did not comonly use suicide as a way out of trouble.

And so, mserably, he ate, half w shing he never saw another
grain of rice, half wishing his bow held nore

He finished just before the guard cane back and took away
the bowl. He bowed again in gratitude for that service, though
the guard woul d al so have taken it even if he hadn't finished.

After the guard |left, Teerts resigned hinself to another in-
definitely long stretch of tedium So far as he knew, he was the
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only prisoner of the Race the Ni pponese held here at Nagasaki
No cells w thin speaking distance of himheld even Big Ugly
prisoners, |lest he somehow forma conspiracy with them and
escape. He let his nouth fall open in bitter laughter at the |ike-
I'i hood of that.

Si x- |1 egged Tosevite pests scuttled across the concrete floor.
Teerts let his eye turrets follow the creatures. He had nothing
in particular against them The real pests on Tosev 3 were the
ones who wal ked upri ght.
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He drifted away into a fantasy where his killercraft's turbo-
fans hadn't tried to breathe bullets instead of air. He could
have been back at a confortably heated barracks talking with
hi s conrades or watching the screen or piping nusic through
a button taped to a hearing diaphragm He coul d have been
snapping bites off a chunk of dripping meat. He coul d have
been in his killercraft again, helping to bring the pestilentia
Big Uglies under the Race's control

Though he heard footsteps com ng down the corridor toward
him he did not swing his eyes to see who was approacNng.

That woul d have returned himto grimreality too abruptly to

bear.
But then the naker of those footsteps stopped outside his
cell. Teerts quickly put fantasy aside, |like a nmale saving a
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conput er docunent so he can attend to sonething nore ur-
gent. Hi s bow was deeper than the one he'd given the guard
who fed him "Konichiwa, Major Okanpto," he said in the
Ni pponese he was slow y acquiring.
"Good day to you as well," Ckanpbto answered in the |an-
guage of the Race. He was nore fluent in it than Teerts was
in Ni pponese. Learning a new tongue did not conme naturally to
mal es of the Race; the Enpire had had but one for untold
t housands of years. But Tosev 3 was a npsai ¢ of dozens,
maybe hundreds, of |anguages. Picking up one nore was nhot h-
ing out of the ordinary for a Big Ugly. Okanpto had been
Teerts' interpreter and interrogator ever since he was captured.
The Tosevite glanced down the hall. Teerts heard jingling
keys as a warder drew near. Another round of questions, then,
the pilot thought. He bowed to the warder to show he was
grateful for the boon of leaving the cell. Actually he wasn't; as
Il ong as he stayed in here, no one hurt him But the forns had
to be observed.
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A soldier with a rifle tranped right behind the warder. He
covered Teerts as the other male used the key. Okanpto al so
drew his pistol and held it on Teerts. The pilot would have
| aughed, except it wasn't really funny. He only wi shed he were
as dangerous as the Big Uglies thought he was.

The interrogati on roomwas on an upper floor of the prison
Teerts had seen next to nothing of Nagasaki. He knew it lay by
the sea; he'd cone here by ship after being evacuated fromthe
mai nl and when Harbin fell to the Race. He didn't niss seeing
the sea. After that nightmare voyage of storms and sickness, he
hoped he'd never see-nuch | ess ride upon-another over-
grown Tosevite ocean again.

The guard opened the door. Teerts wal ked in, bowed to the
Big Uglies inside. They wore white coats rather than uniforns
Ii ke Okampto's. Scientists, not soldiers, Teerts thought. He'd
come to realize the Tosevites used clothing to indicate job and
status as the Race used body paint. The Big Uglies, however,
were much | ess systematic and consi stent about it-typical of
them he thought.

Nonet hel ess, he was glad not to face another panel of offi-
cers. The mlitary mal es had been much qui cker than scientists
to resort to the instruments of painful persuasion in the inter-
rogati on room

One of the men in white addressed Teerts in barking N p-
ponese, much too fast for himto follow He turned both eye
turrets toward Maj or Ckanoto, who translated: "Dr. Nakayama
asks whether, as has been reported, all nenbers of the Race
who have conme to Tosev 3 are nale.”

"Hai," Teerts answered. "Honto. " Yes, that was the truth.

Nakayama, a slimmale on the small side for a Tosevite,
asked another |ong question in his own tongue. Okanoto trans-
| ated again: "He asks how you can hope to keep Tosev 3 with
mal es al one. "

"W don't, of course,” Teerts answered. "W who are here
make up the conquest fleet. Qur task is to subjugate this world,
not to colonize it. The colonization fleet will cone. It was be-
ing organi zed even as we set out, and will arrive in this solar
system about forty years from now. "

So long a gap should have given the nal es of the conquest
fleet plenty of time to get Tosev 3 into good running order for
the colonists. It would have done just that, had the Big Uglies
been the pre-industrial savages the Race thought they were.

Harry Turtl edove
61

Teerts still thought they were savages, but, worse luck, they
were anything but pre-industrial

Al'l three N pponese in white started tal king volubly at one
another. Finally one of them put a question to Teerts. "Dr.

Hi guchi wants to know whet her you nean your years or ours."
"Qurs," Teerts said; would he waste his time | eam ng
Tosevite neasurenents? "Yours is longer-1 don't renenber
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how rmuch. "

"So, then, this colonization fleet, as you call it, will arrive
on our planet in fewer than forty years' tine as we reckon iff
H guchi said.

"Yes, superior sir." Teerts suppressed a sigh. It should have
been so easy: snash the Big Uglies, prepare the planet for ful
exploitation, then settle down and wait till the colonists arrived
and were thawed out. When at |ast he snelled nating
pher onbnes again, Teerts m ght even have sired a coupl e of
clutches of eggs himself. Raising hatchlings, of course, was fe-
mal es' work, but he liked thinking of passing on his genes so
he could contribute to the future of the Race.

The way things | ooked now, this world mght still be trou-
bl esome when the col onization fleet got here. And even if it
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wasn't, his own chance of being around to join the colony's
gene pool wasn't big enough to be visible to the naked
eye-he couldn't see it, at any rate.
He had a while to think of such things, because the N ppon-
ese were chattering furiously anmpbng thensel ves again. Finally
the mal e who hadn't addressed hi m before spoke through Ma-
jor Okanmoto: "Dr. Tsuye w shes to know the size of the col-
oni zation fleet as opposed to that of the conquest fleet."
"The col oni zation fleet is not opposed to the conquest fleet,"
Teerts said. Clearing up the idiomtook a couple of mnutes.
Then he said, "The colonization fleet is larger, superior sir. It
has to be: it carries many nore males and fenal es as well as
what they will need to establish thensel ves here on Tosev 3.
Hi s answer produced nore sharp col |l oquy anong the N p-
ponese. Then the one naned Tsuye said, "This col onization
fleet-is it, ah, as heavily armed as your invasion fleetT
"No, of course not. There would be no need-" Teerts cor-
rected hinself. "There was thought to be no need for including
many weapons with the col onization fleet. It was assuned that
you Tosevites woul d al ready be thoroughly subdued by the
time the colonists arrived here. W hadn't counted on your re-
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sisting so ferociously.” | hadn't counted on being shot down,
the pilot added to hinself

Hi s words seened to please the N pponese. They bared their
flat, square teeth in the facial gesture they used to show they
were happy. Major COkanpto said, "All Tosevites are brave,
and we Ni pponese the bravest of the brave."

"Hai, " Teerts said. "Honto. " The interrogation broke up not
|l ong after that. Okanpto and the guard, who had waited out-
side, escorted Teerts back to his cell. That evening, he found

smal | chunks of nmeat mixed in with his rice. That had only
happened a couple of tines before. Flattery, he thought as he
gratefully swal |l owed them down, had got hi m sonet hi ng.

Mutt Daniels | ooked at his hand: four clubs and the queen
of hearts. He discarded the queen. "G nme one," he said.

"One," Kevin Donlan agreed. "Here you go, Sarge." The
new card was a di amond. None of the other soldiers in the
gane woul d have known it from Mitt's face. He'd pl ayed
countl ess hours of poker on trains and bus rides as a ninor-
| eague (and, briefly, major-league) catcher and as a |longtine
n-dnor-| eague manager. He'd played in the trenches in France,
too, in the last war. He didn't care to risk a big roll of noney
when he ganbl ed, but he won nore often than he |ost. Every
so often he'd stolen a pot on a busted flush, too.

Not tonight, though. One of the privates in his squad, a big
hunki e named Bel a Szabo who was universally called Dracul a,
had drawn three cards and raised big when it was his turn to
bet Mutt pegged himfor at least three of a kind, maybe better
When the action came round to him he tossed in his cards.

"Can't win "ern all," he said philosophically.

Kevi n Donl an, who coul dn't possibly have been as young as
he | ooked, hadn't |earned that yet. Calling Szabo was okay if
you had two little pair, but raising back struck Mutt as fool -
hardy. Sure as hell, Dracula was hol ding three kings. He
scooped up the fol ding noney.

"Son, you gotta watch what the other guy's doin' better'n
that," Daniels said. "Like | told you, you ain't gonna wn
all." If nothing el se, years of managing in the ninors had
pounded that hone as a | aw of nature. Mutt chuckled. The life
he'd lived beat the hell out of the one he'd have had if he
hadn't played ball. Likely he'd still be watching a nule's hind
end on the M ssissippi farmwhere he'd been born and rai sed.

em
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Like trains in the distance, shells runbled by overhead. Ev
erybody | ooked up, though the roof of the barn where they
sheltered held the sky at bay. Szabo cocked his head, gauging
the sound. "Southbound,"” he said. "Those are ours."

"Probably | anding on the Lizards in Decatur right now "
Kevi n Donl an agreed. A nonment |ater, he added, "Wat's
funny, Sarge?”

"I reckon |I've said | was managi ng the Decatur teamin the
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Three-1 League when the Lizards cane,” Mitt answered.

"Matter of fact, | was on the train from Madi son to Decatur
when we got strafed right outside o' Dixon, upstate. This
here's the closest |'ve cone to nakin' it to where | was goin'
since, and nost of a year's gone by now "

"This here' ~-the barn-was on a farmjust south of dinton,
Illinois, about hal fway between Bl oom ngton and Decatur. The
Ameri cans had taken Bloonmi ngton in an arnored blitz. Now it
was sl ow, tough work again, trying to push the Lizards farther
back from Chi cago.

More shells hissed through the sky, these fromthe south.
"Goddarrm the Lizards are quick with counterbattery fire,"
Donl an sai d.

"They're dead on, too," Mitt said. "I hope our boys noved
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their guns before those little presents came down on 'em"

The poker gane went on by lantern light, shelling or no
shelling. Mutt won a hand with two pair, |ost expensively to a
strai ght when he was hol ding three nines, didn't waste noney
betting on a couple of others. Another American battery
opened up, this one a lot closer. The thunder of the big guns
rem nded Mutt of bad weat her back hone.

"Hope they blow all the Lizards in Decatur straight to hell,"
Szabo sai d.

"Hope one of 'emlands on second base at Fan's Field and
bl ows the center-field fence out to where it belongs," Daniels
muttered. It was 340 down each foul line at the Decatur ball -
park, a reasonabl e poke, but dead center was only 370, a pain
in the ERA to every Commodore pitcher who took the nound.

Smal | -arnms fire rattled only a few hundred yards away,
some M1ls and Springfields, sone fromthe automatic rifles
the Lizards carried. Before Mutt could say a word, everybody
in the | atest hand grabbed his noney fromthe pot, stuffed it
into a pocket, and reached for his weapon. Someone bl ew out
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the lantern. Soneone el se pushed the barn door open. One by
one, the nen energed.

"You want to be careful,” Mitt said quietly. "The Lizards
have those damm night sights, let "emsee |like cats in the dark."

Dracul a Szabo | aughed, also softly. "That's why | got ne
this here Browning Automatic Rifle, Sarge. Put out enough
| ead and sonme of it'll hit sonmebody." He wasn't rmuch ol der
than Donl an, young enough to be gut-sure no bullet could pos-
sibly find him Mitt knew better. France had convi nced hi m he
wasn't immortal, and several nonths fighting the Lizards
drove the | esson home again.

"Spread out, spread out," Daniels called in an urgent whis-
per. To his ear, the nmen sounded |ike a herd of drunken rhinos.
Several were new recruits; by virtue of having lived through
several encounters with the Lizards, Mutt was reckoned suit-
abl e for showing others how to do |ikew se

"How many Lizards you think there are, Sarge?" Kevin
Donl an asked. Donlan wasn't eager any nore; he'd been
t hrough enough of the tough defensive fighting outside Chi-
cago to be sure his nunber could cone up. The question cane
in atone of intelligent professional concern

Dani el s cocked his head, listened to the firing. "Danfino,"
he said at last. "Not a whole bunch, but | wouldn't peg it
tighter'n that. Those rifles o' theirs shoot so fast, just a couple
can sound like a platoon."

Of to one side lay the concrete ribbon of US 51. A couple
of soldiers charged straight down it. Daniels yelled at them
but they kept going. He wondered why they didn't paint big
red-and-white bull's-eyes on their chests, too. He dodged from
bush to upended tractor to hedgerow, mneking hinself as tough
a target as he coul d.

That wasn't the only reason he fell behind nmost of the
squad. He had fifty-odd years and a pot belly under his belt,

t hough he was in better shape now than he had been before the
Li zards cane. Even in his |ong-gone playing days, he'd been
a catcher, so he'd never noved what anybody would call fast.

He was panting and his heart thudded in his chest by the
time he half junped, half fell into a shell hole at the edge of
the Anerican firing line. Sonebody not far away was scream
ing for a medic and for his mother; his voice was ebbing fast.

Cautiously, Miutt raised his head and peered into the night to
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see if he could pick up nuzzle flashes fromthe Lizards, rifles.
Over there, a yellowwhite flicker ... He raised his Springfield
to his shoul der, squeezed off a round, worked the bolt, fired
again. Then he threw hinmself flat again.

Sure enough, bullets cracked by, just above the hole where

he hid. If he could pick up the Lizards' mnuzzle flashes, they
could find his as well. And if he fired again from here, he was
willing to bet some turret-eyed_ little scaly sharpshooter would
punch his ticket for him Tbe Lizards weren't human, but they
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were pretty fair soldiers.

He scranbl ed out of the hole and craw ed across cold
ground over to sonething made of bricks-a well, he realized
when he got behind it. Szabo was naking a hell of a racket
with that BAR, if he wasn't hitting the Lizards, he was sure
maki ng them keep their heads down. Even more warily than
bef ore, Daniels |ooked south again.

He saw a flash, fired at it. In the night, it was the next clos-
est thing to shooting blind. No nore flickers of |ight cane
fromthat spot, but he never found out whether it was because
he'd scored a hit or the Lizard noved to a new firing spot, as
he' d done hinsel f.

After fifteen or twenty minutes, the firing faded. The Amer-
icans slowy noved forward to discover the Lizards had pulled
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out. "Just a recon patrol," said another sergeant who, |ike
Mutt, was trying to round up his squad and not havi ng nuch
| uck.

"Don't rightly recall the Lizards doin' a whole lot o' that,
not at night and not on foot," Daniels said with a thoughtful
frowmn. "Ain't been their style."

"Maybe they're | earning," the other noncom answer ed.

"You don't really know what the other fellow s doing till you
sneak around and see it with your own eyes."

"Yeah, sure, but the Lizards, they nostly fight one way,"
Mutt said. "Don't know as how | like "emlearnin' how to do
their job better. That'll nean they got nore chance of shootin
my personal, private ass off."

The ot her sergeant |aughed. "Sonethin' to that, pal. | don't
know what we can do about it, though, short of giving their
patrol s enough lunps to nmake '"emtry sonething el se instead."

"Yeah," Miutt said again. He blew air out through his lips to
make a whuffling noise. This hadn't been too bad-just a little
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skirm sh. As far as he could tell, he didn't have anybody dead
or even hurt. But if the Lizards were skirm shing outside of
Clinton, it was liable to be a good |ong while yet before he
saw Decat ur. |

* VK

Clip-clop, clip-clop. Colonel Leslie Goves hated sl owness,
hated delay, with the restless passion of an engi neer who'd
spent a busy lifetine fighting inefficiency wherever it reared
its head. And here he was, coming into Gswego, New York, in

a horse-drawn wagon because the cargo he had in his charge
was too inportant to risk putting it on an airplane and having
the Lizards shoot it down. Cip-clop, clip-clop.

Rationally, he knew this slow, safe trip didn't stall anything.
The Met Lab team traveling by the sane archaic neans he
was using hinself, wasn't close to Denver yet and coul dn't
work with the uraniumor whatever it was that the British had
fetched over to the United States from eastern Europe.

Clip-clop, clip-clop. Riding al ongside the wagon was a
squadron of horse cavalry, an antique arm Groves had | ong
wi shed woul d vani sh fromthe Arny forever. The horsenen
wer e usel ess against the Lizards, as they had been for years
agai nst any Earthly mechani zed force. But they did a first-class
job of overaw ng the brigands, bandits, and robbers who in-
fested the roads in these chaotic tines.

"Captain, will we reach the Coast Guard station by sunget?"
Groves called to the conmander of the cavalry unit.

Captai n Rance Auerbach gl anced westward, gauged the sun
through curdl ed clouds. "Yes, sir, | believe so. Only a couple
more nmiles to the | ake shore." H's Texas drawl drew | ooks
here in upstate New York. Groves thought he should be wear-

i ng Confederate gray and maybe a plune in his hat, too; he
was too flanboyant for olive drab. That he called his horse Jeb
Stuart did nothing to weaken that freewheeling inmge.

The wagon roll ed past a wooden ballpark with a sign that

67
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read, OTlS FI ELD, HOVE OF THE OSVWEGO NETHERLANDS,
CANADI AN- AVERI CAN LEAGUE. "Net herl ands," Groves said
with a snort. "Hell of a name for a baseball team™

Captai n Auerbach pointed to a billboard across the street. In
faded, tattered letters it proclained the virtues of the Nether-
land Ice Cream and M1k Company. "Bet you anything you
care to stake they ran the team Sir," he said.

"No thank you, Captain," Goves said. "I won't touch that
one.,,

Qis Field didn't ook as if it had seen nuch use lately.

Pl anks were mssing fromthe outer fence; they'd no doubt

hel ped Oswegi ans stay warm during the |long, mserable w n-
ter. The gaps showed the rickety grandstand and t he dugouts
where in happier-and warner-times the opposing teans had
sheltered. Stands and dugout roofs also had the missing-tooth
effect fromvani shed lunber. If the Netherlands ever returned
to life, they'd need somewhere new to play.

From | ong experience, G oves reckoned Oswego a town of
twenty or twenty-five thousand. The few people out on the
streets | ooked poor and cold and hungry. Most people | ooked
that way these days. The town didn't seemto have suffered di-
rectly in the war, though the Lizards were in Buffalo and on
the outskirts of Rochester. Groves guessed Oswego wasn't big
enough for themto have bothered pul verizing it. He hoped
they'd pay for the om ssion

On the east side of the Oswego River stood the U S Mli-
tary Reservation, with the earthworks of Fort Ontario. The fort
dat ed back even further than the French and | ndian War. Hol d-
ing enem es at bay now, unfortunately, wasn't as sinple as it
had been a couple of centuries before.

The Coast CGuard station was a two-story white frame buil d-
ing at the foot of East Second Street, down by the cold,
choppy gray waters of Lake Ontario. The cutter Forward was
tied up at a pier out in the |ake. A seaman policing up outside
the station spied the wagon and its escort approaching. He
ducked into the building, calling loudly, "The U. S. Cavalry just
rode into town, Sir!"

G oves smiled at that, in anusenent and relief. An officer
came out of the station. He wore a U S. Navy uniforny in tine
of war, the Coast Guard was subsuned into the Navy. Sal uting,
he said, "Colonel G oves?"
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"Ri ght here." Groves ponderously descended fromthe
wagon. Even with wartime privation, he carried well over two
hundred pounds. He returned the salute and said, "I'mafraid
I wasn't given your nane"-the Coast Guardsman had two

broad stripes on his cuffs and shoul der bl ades-"Lieutenant,
ah ... T

"I''m Jacob van Alen, Sir," the Coast Cuardsman said.

"Wel I, Lieutenant van Alen, | gather the nmessenger got here
ahead of us."
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"Fromwhat Snitty yelled, you nean? Yes, Sir, he did." Van
Al en had an engaging grin. He was a tall, skinny fellow some-
where close to thirty, very blond, with an alnost invisible little
must ache. He went on, "Qur orders are to give you whatever
you want, not to ask a whole | ot of questions, and never, ever
put your name on the radio. |I'm paraphrasing, but that's what
they boil down to."

"I't sounds right," Goves agreed. "You'd be better off for-
getting we even exist once we're gone. |npress that on your
sailors, too; if they start blabbing and any word of us gets
out, they'll be arrested and tried as traitors to the United States.
That comes straight from President Roosevelt, not from ne.

Make sure your people understand it."

"Yes, Sir." Van Alen's eyes sparkled. "If they hadn't told ne
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to keep nmy big nouth shut, |1'd have at least a mllion ques-
tions for you; you'd best believe that."

"Li eutenant, believe nme-you don't want to know." Groves

had seen the slagged ruin a single Lizard bonb had nade of
Washington, D.C. If the Lizards had that power, the United

States had to have it, too, to survive. But the idea of a uranium
bonb chilled him Start throwi ng those things around and you
were liable to end up with an abattoir instead of a world.

"What you say has al ready been nade very clear to ne,

Col onel ," van Al en said. "Suppose you tell ne what it is you
want me to do for you."
"If the Lizards weren't in Buffalo, |I'd have you sail ne all

the way to Duluth," Groves answered. "As it is, you' re going
to take me across to the Canadian side so | can continue on the
overland route. "
"To wherever you're going." Van Alen raised a hand. "I'm
not asking, I'mjust talking. One thing | do need to know,
t hough: whereabouts on the Canadi an side am | taking you?
It's a biggish country, you know. "
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"l have heard runors to that effect, yes," Goves said dryly.
"Sail us across to Oshawa. They shoul d be expecting me there;
if a messenger got through to you, no reason to think one
didn't make it to them™

"You're right about that. The Lizards haven't hit Canada as
hard as they've hit us.”

"By all 1've heard, they don't care for cold weather." Now
G oves held up a broad-pal med hand. "I know, | knowi f
they don't care for cold weather, what are they doing in Buf-
fal oT

"You beat ne to it," the Coast Guardsman said. "O course,
they did get there in sunmrertime. | hope they had thensel ves
a hell of a surprise along around Novenber."

"l expect they did," Goves said. "Now then, Lieutenant,
much as 1'd like to stand around shooting the breeze"-
somet hi ng he | oat hed-1 have a package to deliver. Shall we
get novi ng?"

"Yes, sir," van Alen answered. He gl anced toward the
wagon from whi ch Groves had got down. "You won't be
bringing that aboard the Forward, will you? O the horses?"

"What are we supposed to do for nounts without 'enl'

Capt ai n Auer bach demanded i ndi gnantly.

"Captain, | want you to take a good | ook at that cutter,"
Jacob van Alen said. "It carries ne and a crew of sixteen. Now
there's what, maybe thirty of you fol ks? Okay, we can squeeze
you onto the Forward, especially just for one fast run across
the | ake, but where the hell would we stow those aninmals even
if we could get 'em on board?"

G oves | ooked fromthe Forward to the caval ry detachnent
and back again. As an engineer, he was trained in using space
efficiently. He turned to Auerbach. "Rance, |'msorry, but |
think Lieutenant van Al en knows what he's tal king about.

What is that, Lieutenant, about an eighty-foot boat?"

"You have a good eye, Colonel. She's a seventy-eight-
footer, forty-three tons displacenment."

Groves grunted. Thirty-odd horses wei ghed maybe twenty
tons all by thenselves. They'd have to stay behind, no doubt
about it. He watched Captain Auerbach unhappily naking the
same cal culation and coming up with the same result. "Cheer
up, Captain," he said. "lI'msure the Canadians will furnish us,
wi th new mounts. They don't know what we're carrying, but
they know how inmportant it is."
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Auer bach reached out to stroke his nount's velvety nuzzle,

He answered with a cavalrynan's cri de coeur: "Colonel, if
they took your wife away and issued You a replacenent, would
you be satisfied with the exchangeT

"I might, if they issued me Rita Hayworth." Goves let both
hands rest on his protuberant belly. "Trouble is, she probably
woul dn't be satisfied with nme." Auerbach stared at him |et out
an amazi ngly horsey snort, and spread his palns in surrender
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Li eutenant van Al en said, "Okay, no horses. \Wat about the
wagon?"

"W don't need that either, Lieutenant." G oves wal ked
over, reached in, and pulled out a saddl ebag that had been
fixed with straps so he could carry it on his back. It was heav-
ier than it | ooked, both fromthe uraniumor whatever it was
the Germans had stolen fromthe Lizards and fromthe | ead
shi el ding that--Goves hoped-kept the netal's ionizing radi-
ation fromionizing him "I have everything required right
here. "

"What ever you say, sir." What van Alen's eyes said was that
the pack didn't | ook inportant enough to cause such a fuss.
Groves stared stonily back at the Coast Cuardsnan. Here, as
of ten, | ooks were deceiving.
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Regardl ess of what van Al en m ght have thought, he and his
crew efficiently did what was required of them Inside half an
hour the Forward's twi n gasoline engines were thundering as
the cutter pulled away fromthe dock and headed for the Cana-
di an shore.

As Cswego receded, Groves strode up and down the For-
ward, curious as usual. The first thing he noticed was the
sound of his shoes on the deck. He paused in surprise and
rapped his knuckl es against the cutter's superstructure. That
confirmed his first inpression. "It's nmade out of wood!" he ex-
clainmed, as if inviting someone to contradict him

But a passing ere wnman nodded. "That's us, Col onel -
wooden ships and iron men, just like the old saying." He
grinned inpudently. "Hell, |eave me out in the rain and | rust."

"Cet out of here," G oves said. But when he thought about
it, it nade sense. A Coast Guard cutter wasn't built to fight

other ships; it didn't need an arnored hull. And wood was
strong stuff. Apart fromits use in shipbuilding, the Russians
and Engl and both still used it to build highly effective aircraft
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(or so the Mdsquito and LaGG were reckoned before the Liz-
ards came). Even so, it had taken him aback here.

Lake Ontario had a |ight chop. Even G oves, hardly snooth
on his feet, effortlessly adjusted to it. One of his caval rymen,
t hough, bent hinself double over the port rail puking his guts
out. Groves suspected the sailors' ribbing woul d have been a
lot nmore ribald had the luckless fellow s friends not outnum
bered themtwo to one and been nore heavily arned to boot.

The Forward boasted a one-pounder nmounted in front of the
superstructure. "WII that thing do any good if the Lizards de-
cide to strafe us?" Groves asked the Coast Guardsman in
charge of the weapon.

"About as much as a mouse giving a hawk the finger when
the hawk swoops down on it," the sailor answered. "M ght
make the nouse feel better, for a second or two, anyhow, but
the hawk's not what you'd call worried.” In spite of that col d-
bl ooded assessnment, the man stayed at his post.

The way the Coast CGuardsnen handl ed their jobs inpressed
Groves. They knew what they needed to do and they did it,
wi t hout fuss, without spit and polish, but also wthout wasted
motion. Lieutenant van Alen hardly needed to give orders.

The trip across the | ake was | ong and boring. Van Al en in-
vited Goves to take off his pack and stow it in the cabin.
"Thank you, Lieutenant, but no," Goves said. "My orders are
not to let it out of my sight at any time, and | intend to take
themliterally."

"However you like, sir," the Coast Guardsman said. He eyed
Groves specul atively. "That nust be one mghty inportant
cargo."

"It is." Goves let it go at that. He wi shed the heavy pack
were invisible and wei ghtl ess. That m ght keep people from
junping to such accurate conclusions. The nore peopl e won-
dered about what he was carrying, the likelier word was to get
to the Lizards.

As if the thought of the allens were enough to conjure them
out of thin air, he heard the distant scream of one of their jet
pl anes. H's head spun this way and that, trying to spot the air-
craft through scattered clouds. He saw the contrail, thin as a
thread, off to the west.

"Qut of Rochester, or naybe Buffalo,"” van Alen said with
admi rabl e sangfroi d.

Harry Turdedove
73

"Do you think he saw us?" G oves denanded.
"Likely he did," the Coast Guardsman said. "W've been
buzzed a couple tinmes, but never shot at. Just to stay on the

safe side, we'll crowd your men down bel ow, where they
won't show, and | ook as ordinary as we can for a while. And
if you won't | eave that pack in the cabin, maybe you'll step in

yourself for a bit."
It was as politely phrased an order as G oves had ever
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heard. He out-ranked van Al en, but the Coast Guardsman com
manded the Forward, which neant authority rested with him
Groves went inside, jamed- his face against a porthole. Wth
luck, he told hinself, the Lizard pilot would go on about his
busi ness, whatever that was. Wthout luck ...

The throb of the engines was | ouder inside, so Goves

needed | onger to hear the shriek the Lizard plane made. That
shriek grew hideously fast. He waited for the one-pounder on
the foredeck to start banging away in a last futile gesture of
defiance, but it stayed silent. The Lizard plane screaned | ow
over head. Through the porthole, G oves saw van Al en | ooking
up and wavi ng. He wondered if the Coast Cuard |ieutenant had
gone out of his mnd.

But the jet roared away, the screamof its engine fading and
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doppl ering down into a deep-throated wail. G oves hadn't
known he was holding his breath until he let it out in one |ong
sigh. Wen he couldn't hear the Lizard plane any nore, he

went out on deck again. "I thought we were in big trouble
there," he told van Al en
"Naah." The Coast Guardsman shook his head. "I figured

we were all right as long as they didn't notice all your nen on
deck. They've seen the Forward out on the | ake a good nany
times, and we've never done anything that | ooks aggressive.
hoped they'd just assunme we were out on another cruise, and

I guess they did."

"l admire your cool ness, Lieutenant, and |'m gl ad you

didn't have to show cool ness under fire," Goves said

"You can't possibly be half as glad as | am sir," van A en
answered. The Coast CGuard cutter sailed on toward the Cana-

di an shore.

In the midst of the trees-sonme bare-branched birches, nore
dark pine and fir-the ice-covered | ake appeared as suddenly
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as a rabbit out of a magician's hat. "By Jove," George Bagnal
excl ai med as the Lancaster bonber ducked down bel ow tree-
top height to make it harder for Lizard radar to pick them up
"That's a nice bit of navigating, Af."

"Al'l complinments gratefully accepted,” Af Wyte replied.
"Assuming that's actually Lake Peipus, we can follow it

strai ght down to Pskov."

Fromthe pilot's seat next to Bagnall, Ken Enbry said, "And
if it's not, we don't know where the bl oody hell we are, and

we'll all be good and Pskoved."
Goans filled the earphones. on Bagnall's head. The flight
engi neer studied the thicket of gauges in front of him "It had

better be Pskov," he told Enbry, "for we haven't the petrol to
go much farther."

"Ch, petrol," the pilot said airily. "W've done enough bi -
ZU11C turns in this war that flying wthout petrol wouldn't be
that extraordinary."

"Let me check ny parachute first, if you don't mnd,"

Bagnal | answer ed.

In fact, though, Enbry had a point. The aircrew had been
over Col ogne on the thousand-bomnber raid when Lizard fight-
ers started hacking British planes out of the sky by the score.
They'd made it back to England and gone on to bonb Lizard
positions in the south of France-where they were hit. Enbry
had set the crippled bonber down on a deserted stretch of
hi ghway by ni ght w thout smashing or flipping it. If he could
do that, naybe he could fly w thout petrol

After getting to Paris and being repatriated with German
help (that still grated on Bagnall), they'd been assigned to a
new Lanc, this one a testbed for airborne radar. Now, the con-
cept being deened proved, they were flying a set to Russia so
the Reds woul d have a better chance of seeing the Lizards
com ng.

lce, ice, close to a hundred mles of blue-white ice, with
white snow drifted atop it. Fromthe bonb bay, Jerome Jones,
the radarman, said, "I |ooked up Pskov before we took off.

The climate here is supposed to be nmld; the proof adduced is
that the snow nelts by the end of March and the ice on the
| akes and rivers in April."

More groans fromthe aircrew. Bagnall exclained, "If that's
what the Bol shies make out to be a mld chmate, what nust
they reckon harsh?"
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"I'mgiven to understand Siberia has two seasons," Enbry
said: 'Third August and winter."

"Good job we have our flight suits on," AIf Wiyte said. "I
don't think there's another itemin the British inventory that
would do in this weather." Bel ow the Lanc, Lake Pei pus nar-
rowed to a neck of water, then w dened out again. The naviga-
tor went on, 'This southern bit is called Lake Pskov. W're
getting close."

"If it's all one |ake, why has it got two nanmes?" Bagnal
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asked.
"Supply the answer and win the tin of chopped ham retai
value ten shillings," Enbry chanted, |ike an announcer over

the wireless. "Send your postal card to the Soviet Enbassy,
London. Wnners-if there are any, which strikes nme as
unlikely-will be selected in a drawing at random"

After another ten or fifteen mnutes, the | ake abruptly ended.
Acity full of towers appeared ahead. Some had the onion
donmes Bagnal |l associated with Russian architecture, while oth-
ers looked as if they were wearing witches' hats. The nore
nmodem bui l dings in town were scarcely worth noticing anong
such exoti cs.

"Ri ght-here's Pskov," Enbry said. "Were's the bl oody
airfield?"
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Down in the snowfilled streets, people scattered Iike ants
when the Lancaster flew by. Through the bonber's Perspex
wi ndscreen, Bagnall spied little flashes of light. "They're
shooting at us!" he yell ed.

"Stupid sods," Enbry snarled. "Don't they know we're
friendl y? Now where's that bleeding airfield?"

Away to the east, a red flare rose into the sky. The pil ot
swung the big, heavy airrraft in that direction. Sure enough, a
| andi ng strip appeared ahead, hacked out of the surrounding
forest. "It's none too long," Bagnall observed.

"I't's what we've got." Enbry pushed forward on the stick
The Lancaster descended. The pil ot was one of the best. He set
the bomber down at the back edge of the landing strip and
used up every inch braking to a stop. The tree trunks ahead
were | ooking very thick and very hard when the Lancaster fi-
nally quit noving. Enbry | ooked as if he needed to will him
self to let go of the stick, but his voice was rel axed as he said,
"Wl cone to beautiful, balnmy Pskov. You have to be balmnmy to
want to cone here."
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No sooner had the Lancaster's three-bladed props spun to a
stop than men in greatcoats and thick padded jackets dashed
out of the trees to start draping it with canoufl age netting.
G oundcrews had done that back in England, but never with
such 6lan. The outside world disappeared in a hurry; Bagnal
could only hope the bonber di sappeared from outside view as
qui ckly.

"Did you see?" Enbry asked quietly as he disconnected his
safety belt.

"See what T' Bagnal | asked, al so freeing hinself.

"Those weren't all Russians out there covering us up. Sone
of them were Cermans."

"Bl oody hell," Bagnall muttered. "Are we supposed to give
them the airborne radar, too? That wasn't in our orders.”

Al f Wiyte stuck his head out fromthe little black-curtained
cubicle where he | abored with nmap and rul er and conpasses
and protractor. "Before the Lizards cane, Pskov was headquar -
ters for Arny G oup North. The Lizards ran Jerry out, but then
they left thensel ves when winter started. It's Russian enough
now for us to land here, obviously, but | expect there will be
sone | eftover Nazis as well."

"I'sn't that wonderful ?" By Enmbry's tone, it was anything
but .

The cold hit like a blowin the face when the aircrew left the
Lanc. They were an abbreviated lot, pilot, flight engineer
(Bagnal | doubl ed as radi oman), navigator, and radarman. No
bonb-ai ner on this run, no bonbardi ers, and no gunners in the
turrets. If a Lizard jet attacked, machine guns weren't going to
be able to reply to its cannon and rockets.

"Zdrast'ye, " Ken Enbry said, thereby exhausting his Rus-
si an. "Does anyone here speak English?"

"I do," two nen said, one with a Russian accent, the other
in Germani ¢ tones. They | ooked suspiciously at each other.
Sone nmonths of ,joint battle against a common foe had not
eased the menory of what they' d been doing to each other be-
fore the Lizards cane.

Bagnal | had done some German before he left college to
join the RAF. That was only three years ago, but already nost
of it had vanished fromhis brain. Like nbst undergraduates
taking German, he'd conme upon Mark Twain's "The Aw ul
German Language." That he renenbered, especially the bit
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about sooner declining two beers 'dian one German adjective.
And Russi an was worse--even the al phabet | ooked funny.

To Bagnall's surprise, Jerone Jones started speaking
Russi an- hal ti ng Russi an, but evidently good enough to be un-
derstood. After a brief exchange, he turned back to the air
crew and said, "He--Sergei Leonidovich Mrozkin there, the
chap who knows a bit of English-says we're to acconpany
himto the Krom the local strongpoint, | gather.”
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"By all nmeans |et us acconpany him then," Enbry said. "I
didn't know you had any Russian, Jones. The chaps who put
this mssion together had a better notion of what they were
about than | credited themfor."

"l doubt that, sir," Jones said, unwilling to give RAF higher-
ups any credit for sense. But he had reason on his side: "Wen
| was at Canbridge, | was interested for a while in Byzantine
history and art, and that led nme to the Russians. | hadn't the
time to do themproperly, but | did teach nyself a bit of the
| anguage. That wouldn't be in any of ny papers, though, so no
one woul d have known of it."

"CGood thing it's so, all the same," Bagnall said, wondering
if Jones was a Bol shevik hinmself. Even - if he was, it didn't
matter now. "My Gerrman is villainous, but | was about to trot
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it out when you spoke up. | wasn't what you'd call keen on
trying to speak with our Soviet friends and allies in the | an-
guage of a nutual foe."

The German who spoke English said, "Against the
Ei dechsen-1 amsorry, | do not know your word; the Russians
call them Yashcheritsi-against the invaders fromthe sky, no
men are foes to one another."

"Agai nst the Lizards, you nean," Bagnall and Enbry said
t oget her.

"Lizards." Both the German and Morozkin, the angl ophone
Russi an, echoed the word to fix it in their mnds; it was one
that woul d be used a good deal in days to conme. The Gernan
went on, "l am Haupt mann- Captai n auf Englisch, ja?-

Martin Borcke."

As soon as the nmen of the aircrew had introduced them
selves in turn, Mrozkin said, "Cone to Kromnow. Get away
from airplane. "

"But the radar--2' Jones said plaintively.

"W do. Is in box, da?"
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"Well, yes, but--2

"Come, " Morozkin said again. At the far end of the air-
strip--a long, hard slog through cold and snow 4hree- horse
sl eighs waited to take the Englishmen into Pskov. Their bells
jangled nerrily as they set off, as if in a happy w nter song.
Bagnal | woul d have found the journey nore enjoyable had his
Russi an driver not had a rifle slung across his back and hal f a
dozen Gernan pot at o- masher grenades stuffed into his belt.

Pskov had been built in rings where two rivers cane to-
gether. The sleigh slid past churches and fine houses in the
center of town, many bearing the scars of fighting when the
Germans had taken it fromthe Soviets and when the Lizards
struck north.

Closer to the joining of the two streans were a market pl ace
and anot her church. In the market, old wonen with scarves
around their heads sold beets, turnips, cabbages. Steamrose
fromkettles of borscht. People queued up to get what they
needed, not with the good spirits Englishnen displayed on
simlar occasions but glunily, resignedly, as if they could ex-
pect nothing better fromfate.

Guards prow ed the marketpl ace to make sure no one even
thought of turning disorderly. Some were Germans with rifles
and coal -scuttle helmets, many still wearing field-gray great-
coats. O hers were Russians, carrying everything from shot -
guns to mlitary rifles to submachi ne guns, and dressed in a
motl ey m xture of civilian clothes and khaki Soviet uniform
Everyone, though--Gernmans, Russians, even the old wonen
behi nd their baskets of vegetabl es-wore the sane kind of
thick felt boot.

The sleigh driver had on a pair, too. Bagnall tapped the fel-
| ow on the shoul der, pointed at the footgear. "Wat do you cal
thoseT" He got back only a smile and a shrug, and regretfully
tried German: "Was sind sie?"

Conprehension lit the driver's face. "Valenki. " He rattled
of f a couple of sentences in Russian before he figured out
Bagnal | couldn't follow. H s German was even sl ower and
more halting than the flight engineer's, which gave Bagnall a
chance to understand it: "CQut-gegen-Kalt. "

"Good agai nst cold. Thanks. Unh, danke. Ich verstehe." They
nodded to each other, pleased at the rudi nentary comuni ca-
tion. The val enki |ooked as if they'd be good agai nst cold; they
were thick and supple, like a blanket for the feet.
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The sl eigh went past a square with a nonunent to Lenin
and then, diagonally across fromit, another onion-doned
church. Bagnall wondered if the driver was conscious of the
ironic juxtaposition. If he was, he didn't let on. Letting on
that you noticed irony probably wasn't any safer in the Soviet
Union than in Hitler's Gernany.

Bagnal | shook his head. The Russi ans had becone allies be-
cause they were Hitler's enem es. Now the Russians and GCer-
mans were both allies because they'd stayed in the ring against
the Lizards. They still weren't confortable conpany to keep
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The horses began to strain as they went uphill toward the
towers that marked old Pskov. As the beasts |abored and the
sl ei gh sl owed, Bagnall grasped why the fortress that was
the town's begi nning had been placed as it was: the fortress
ahead, which he presuned to be the Krom stood on a bl uff
protected by the rivers. Ile driver took himpast the tunble-
down stone wall that warded the | andward side of the fortress.
Sone of the tunbling down | ooked recent; Bagnall wondered
whet her Gernans or Lizards were to bl ane.

The sl ei gh stopped. Bagnall clinbed out. The driver pointed
himtoward one of the towers; its witches'-hat roof had had a
bite taken out of it. A German sentry stood to one side of the
doorway, a Russian to the other. They threw the doors wi de for
Bagnal | .
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As soon as he stepped over the threshold, he felt as if he'd
been taken back through time. Quttering torches cast weird,
flickering shadows on the irregular stonework of the wall. Up
above, everything was lost in gloom In the torchlight, the
three fur-clad nmen who sat at a table waiting for him weapons
in front of them seened nore |ike barbarian chieftains than
twentieth-century sol diers.

Over the next couple of minutes, the other Englishnmen cane
in. By the way they peered all around, they had the sanme feel-

ing of dislocation as Bagnall. Mrtin Borcke pointed to one of
the men at the table and said, "Here is Ceneralleutnant Kurt
Chill, commander of the 122nd Infantry Division and now

head of the forces of the Reich in and around Pskov." He
named the RAF men for his commander.

Chill didn't look like Bagnall's idea of a Nazi |ieutenant
general : no nonocl e, no high-peaked cap, no skinny, hawk-
nosed Prussian face. He was on the roundi sh side and badly
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needed a shave. Flis eyes were brown, not chilly gray. They
had an ironic glint in themas he said in fair English, "Wel-
come to the bl oom ng gardens of Pskov, gentlenen. "

Sergei Mrozkin nodded to the pair who sat to Chill's left.
"Are |l eaders of First and Second Partisan Brigades, N kola
I vanovi ch Vasiliev and Al eksandr Maksinmovi ch German. "

Ken Enbry whi spered to Bagnall, "There's a nanme |'d not
fancy having in Soviet Russia these days."

"Lord, no." Bagnall |ooked at German. Maybe it was the
steel -ri med spectacles he wore, but he had a school masterly
expression only partly counteracted by the fierce red mnmustache
that sprouted above his upper |ip.

Vasiliev, by contrast, made the flight engineer think of a
bearded boul der: he was short and squat and | ooked i mrensely
strong. A pink scar-maybe a crease froma rifle bullet-
furrowed one cheek and cut a track through the thick, alnost
seal like pelt that grew there. A couple of inches over and the
parti san | eader woul d not have been sitting in his chair.

He runbl ed sonething in Russian. Mrozkin translated: "He

bid you wel come to forest republic. This we call Iand around
Pskov while Germans rule city. Now with Lizards' ~--Morozkin
pronounced the word wi th exaggerated care-"here, we make
Ger man- Sovi et counci |l - - Ger man- Sovi et soviet, daT Bagnal

thought the play on words canme fromthe interpreter; Vasiliev,
even sans scar, would not have seemed a nman nmuch given to
mrth.

"Pleased to neet you all, I'msure," Ken Enbry said. Before
Morozkin could translate, Jeronme Jones turned his words into
Russi an. The partisan | eaders beanmed, pleased at |east one of
the RAF nen could speak directly to them

"What is this thing you have brought for the Soviet Union
fromthe people and workers of Engl and?" German asked. He
| eaned forward to wait for the answer, not even noticing the
i deol ogi cal preconceptions with which he'd freighted his ques-
tion.

"An airborne radar, to help aircraft detect Lizard planes at
| ong range,"” Jones said. Both Mrozkin and Borcke had trou-
ble turning the critical word into their native | anguages. Jones
expl ai ned what a radar set was and how it did what it did.
Vasiliev sinply |listened. German nodded several tines, as if
what the radarman said nmade sense to turn
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And Kurt Chill purred, "You have, aber natarlich, also
brought one of these radar sets for the Reich?"

"No, sir," Enbry said. Bagnall started to sweat, though the
roomin this drafty old nmedi eval tower was anything but warm
The pilot went on, "Qur orders are to deliver this set and the
manual s acconpanying it to the Soviet authorities at Pskov.
That is what we intend to do."

General Chill shook his head. Bagnall sweated harder. No
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one had bothered to tell the RAF crew that Pskov wasn't en-
tirely in Soviet hands. Evidently, the Russians who'd told the
English where to fly the set hadn't thought there would be a
problem But a problemthere was.

"I'f there is only one, it shall go to the Reich,” Chill said.

As soon as Sergei Miyrozkin translated the Gernan's English
into Russian, Vasiliev snatched up the submachi ne gun from
the table in front of himand pointed it at Chill's chest. "Nyet,
he said flatly. Bagnall needed no Russian to follow that.

Chill answered in German, which Vasiliev evidently under-
stood. It also |l et Bagnall understand sone of what was goi ng
on. The Nazi had courage, or at |east bravado. He said, "If you
shoot ne, N kol ai |vanovich, Colonel Schindler takes com
mand-and we are still stronger around Pskov than you."

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (128 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:31 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

Al eksandr German did not bother gesticulating with the pis-
tol on the table. He sinply spoke in a dry, rather pedantic
voice that went well with his eyeglasses. H s words sounded
|i ke German, but Bagnall had even nore trouble with them
than he had in following Kurt Chill. He guessed the partisan
was actually speaking Yiddish. To stay up with that, they
shoul d have kept David CGol dfarb as crew radar nan.

Captai n Borcke nade sense of it. He translated: "German
says the Wehrrmacht is stronger around Pskov than Sovi et
forces, yes. He asks if it is also stronger than Soviet and Lizard
forces conbined.”

Chill spoke a single word: "Bluff."

"Nyet," Vasiliev said again. He put down his weapon and
beaned at the other partisan | eader. He'd found a threat the
Germans could not afford to ignore.

Bagnall did not think it was a bluff, either. Germany had not
endeared itself to the people of any of the eastern lands it oc-
cupi ed before the Lizards came. The Jews of Pol and-Ied by,
among ot hers, a cousin of Goldfarb's-had risen against the
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Nazis and for the Lizards. The Russians mght do the sane if
this Chill pushed them hard enough.

He might, too. Scowing at the two partisan brigadiers, he
said, "You may do this. The Lizards may win a victory

through it. But this I vow neither of you will Iive I ong enough
to collaborate with diem We will have that radar."
"Nyet. " This time Al eksandr German said it. He swtched

back to Yiddish, too fast and harsh for Bagnall to follow Cap-
tain Borcke again did the honors: "He says this set was sent to
the workers and people of the Soviet Union to aid themin

their struggle against inperialist aggression, and that suffen-
dering it would be treason to the Soviet state."

Conmuni st rhetoric aside, Bagnall thought the partisan was
dead right. But if Lieutenant General Chill didn't, the flight en-
gineer's opinion counted for little.

And Chill was going to be hard-nosed about it. Bagnal
could see that. So could everyone else in the tower chanber.
Captai n Borcke edged away fromthe RAF air crew to one
side, Sergei Myrozkin to the other. Both nmen slid a hand under
their coats, presumably to grab for pistols. Bagnall got ready to
throw hinself flat.

Then, instead, he hissed at Jerone Jones: "You have the
manual s and such for the radar, aml rightT

"Of course,” Jones whispered back. "Couldn't very well
come without them not when the Russians are going to start
maki ng them for thenselves. O they will if anyone comes out
of this roomalive."

"VWi ch doesn't | ook Iike the best wager in the world. How
many sets have you got ?"

"Of the manual s and draw ngs, you nean? Just the one,”

Jones said.

"Bugger." That put a crinp in Bagnall's schenme, but only
for a nonent. He spoke up in a loud voice: "Gentlenen,

pl ease!" If nothing el se, he succeeded in distracting the Ger-
mans and partisans fromthe bead they were drawi ng on each
other. Everyone stared at himinstead. He said, "I think | can

find a way out of this dispute.”

Gimfaces defied himto do it. Trouble was, he realized
suddenly, the Gernmans and Russians really wanted to have a
go at each other. In English, Kurt Chill said, "Enlighten us,
t hen. ™"
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"I''"ll do ny best," Bagnall answered. "fliere's only the one
radar, and no help for that. If you hijack it, word will get back
to Moscow and to London. Cooperation between Germany

and her former foes will be hanpered, and the Lizards wll

likely gain nore fromthat than the Luftwaffe could fromthe
radar. Is this so, or not?"

"It may be,"” Chill said. "I do not think, though, there is
much cooperati on now, when you give the Russians and not us
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this set." Captain Borcke nodded enphatically at that.

There was nuch truth in what the German general said.

Bagnal | was anything but happy about sharing secrets with the
Nazis, and his attitude reflected that of British | eaders from
Churchill on down. But setting the Whnnacht and the Red
Army back at each other's throats wasn't what anyone had had
in mnd, either.

The flight engineer said, "Howis this, then? The radar itself
and the manuals go on toward Mbscow as pl anned. But before
t hey do"- he sighed-"you nmake copies of the manual s and

send themto Berlin."

"Copi es?" Chill said. "By photograph?”

"If you have that kind of equipnment here, yes." Bagnall had
been thinking of doing the job by hand; Pskov struck him as

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (131 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:31 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

a burnt-out backwater town. But who could say what sort of
gear the division intelligence unit of the 122nd Infantry--or
what ever other units were in the area-had avail abl e?

"I'"'mnot sure the higher-ups back home woul d approve, but
they didn't anticipate this situation,” Ken Enbry nurnured.
"As for nme, |1'd say you've nanaged to saw the baby in half.
Ki ng Sol onon woul d be proud.”

"l hope so," Bagnall said.

Sergei Mdrozkin was still translating his suggestion for the
partisan | eaders. Wen he finished, Vasiliev turned to Al ek-
sandr Gernman and said with heavy hunor, "Nu, Sasha?" It had
to be nore Yiddi sh-Bagnall had heard that word from David
CGol dfarb *

Al eksandr Gernman peered through his spectacles at Chill the
German. Having Goldfarb in the aircrew for a while had nmade
Bagnal | nore aware of what the Nazis had done to Eastern Eu-
ropean Jews than he otherwi se woul d have been. He wondered
what went on behind German's poker face, how nuch hatred
seethed there. The partisan did not let on. After a while, he
si ghed and spoke one word: "Da. "
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"W shall do this, then." If Chill was enthusiastic about
Bagnall's plan, he hid it very well. But it gave hi m npost of
what he wanted, and kept alive the fragile truce around Pskov.

As if to underline howinportant that was, Lizard jets
streaked overhead. \When bonbs began to fall, Bagnall felt
somet hi ng near panic: a hit anywhere close by would bring all
the stones of the Krom down on his head.

Through the fading wail of the Lizards' engines and the
ground- shaki ng crash of the bonbs came the rattle of what
sounded like every rifle and submachine gun in the world go-
ing off at once. Pskov's defenders, Nazis and Comuni sts
alike, did their best to knock down the Lizards' planes.

As usual, their best was not good enough. Bagnall |i stened
hopefully for the rending crash that woul d have nmeant a
fighter-bonmber destroyed, but it never came. He also |istened
for the roar that would wam of a second wave of attackers
That didn't cone, either.

"Anyone would think that flying nore than a thousand
mles would take us out of the bloody blitz," AIf Wiyte com
pl ai ned. -

"They called it a world war even before the Lizards came,"”
Enbry sai d.

Ni kol ai Vasiliev shouted something at Mrozkin. |Instead of
translating it, he hurried away to return a few mnutes | ater
with a tray full of bottles and glasses. "W drink to this-how
you say?-agreenent," he said.

He was pouring man-sized slugs of vodka for everyone
when a partisan burst in, shouting in Russian. "Uh-oh," Jerone

Jones said. "I didn't catch all of that, but | didn't care for what
| under st ood. "
Morozkin turned to the RAF air crew. "I have-bad news.

Those- how you say?-Li zards, they bonb your plane. Is
weck and ruin-is that what you say?"

"That's what we say," Enbry answered dully.

"Ni chevo, tovarishchi," Morozkin said.

He didn't translate that, naybe because it was so conpletely
Russi an that doing so never occurred to him "What did he
say?" Bagnal |l demanded of Jerone Jones.

" "It can't be hel ped, conrades'-sonething like that," the
radarman answered. " 'There's nothing to be done about it,’
~ be a better rendering.”
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Bagnall didn't care a pin for fine points of translation.
"We're stuck here in bloody Pskov and there's bl oody nothing
to be done about it?" he burst out, his voice rising to a shout.
"Ni chevo, " Jones said.

Science Hall was a splendid structure, a three-story red brick
buil ding on the northwest coner of the University of Denver
canmpus. It housed the university's chenistry and physics de-
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partnents, and woul d have nmade a fine hone for the trans-

pl anted Metal |l urgical Laboratory fromthe University of

Chi cago. Jens Larssen admired the facility intensely.

There was only one problem he had no idea when the rest

of the Met Lab team woul d show up.

"Al'l dressed up with no place to go," he nuttered to hinself

as he stal ked down a third-fl oor corridor. Fromthe north-
facing wi ndow at the end of that corridor, he could see the
Platte River snaking its way south and east through town, and
beyond it the state capitol and other tall buildings of the civic
center. Denver was a pretty place, snow still on the ground

here and there, the air alnobst achingly clear. Jens delighted in
it not at all.

Everyt hing had gone so perfectly. He might as well have
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been riding the train in those dear, vani shed pre-Lizard days.
He wasn't bonbed, he wasn't strafed, he had a | ower Pull nman
berth nore confortable than any bed he'd slept in for nonths.
He had heat on the train, and electricity; the only hint there
was a war on was the blackout curtain on the wi ndow and a

sign taped alongside it: USEIT. IT S YOUR NECK

An Arny nmajor had met himwhen the train pulled into
Union Station, had taken himout to Lowy Field east of town,
had arranged a roomfor himat the Bachelor Oficers' Quar-
ters. He'd al nost bal ked at that-he was no bachel or. But Bar-
bara wasn't with him so he'd gone al ong.

"Stupid," he said aloud. Going al ong even once had got him
tangl ed up again in the spiderweb of nmilitary routine. He'd had
a taste of that in Indiana under George Patton. The |ocal com
manders were | ess flanboyant than Patton, but no | ess inflex-

i ble.

"I'''m Sony, Dr. Larssen, but that will not be pernmitted," a
bird col onel naned Hexham had sai d. The col onel hadn't
sounded Sony, not one bit. By that he neant Larssen's going
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out of town to find out where the rest of the Met Lab team
was.

"But why?" Jens had how ed, pacing the colonel's office

like a newwy caged wolf. "Wthout the other people, wthout
the equi prent they have with them |1'mnot much good to you

by nysel f."

"Dr. Larssen, you are a nucl ear physicist working on a

highly classified project," Col onel Hexharn had answered.

He' d kept his voice | ow, reasonable; Jens supposed he'd got on
the fellow s nerves as well as the other way round. "W cannot
l et you go gallivanting off just as you please. And if disaster
befalls your coll eagues, who better than you to reconstruct the
proj ect ?"

Larssen hadn't |aughed in his face, but he'd cone close. Re-
construct the work of several Nobel |aureates-by hinself?

He'd have to be Superman, able to leap tall buildings at a sin-
gl e bound. But there was just enough truth in it-he'd been

part of the project, after aill-to keep himfromtaking off on
hi s own.

"Bverything is fine," Hexham had told him "They're head-

ing this way; we know that rmuch. We're delighted you' re here
ahead of them That neans you can hel p get things organized

so they'll be able to hit the ground running when they arrive."

He' d been a scientist at the Met Lab, not an administrator.
Adm ni stration had been a headache for other people. Now it
was his. He went back to his office, wote letters, filled out
forns, tried the phone three or four times, and actually got
through once. The Lizards hadn't hit Denver anywhere near
the way they'd plastered Chicago; to a | arge degree, it stil
functioned as a nodemcity. Wen Jens turned the switch on
the gooseneck | anp on his desk, the bulb lit up

He worked a little longer, then said the hell with it and went
downstairs. His bicycle waited there. So did a glum unsniling
man in khaki with a rifle on his back. He had a bi ke, too.
"Eveni ng, Oscar," Jens said

"Dr. Larssen." The bodyguard nodded politely. Gscar wasn't

his real name, but he answered to it. Jens thought it anused
him but his face didn't show nuch. Oscar had been detail ed
to keep himsafe in Denver-and to keep himfrom | eaving
town. He was depressingly good at his job.

Larssen rode north up University, turned right toward Lowy
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Field. Oscar stuck to the physicist like a buff. Jens was in good
shape. Hi s bodyguard, he was convi nced, could have nade the
AOynmpic team Al the way back -to BOQ he sang, "I'mOnly

a Bird in a Glded Cage." Oscar joined in the choruses.

But in the next norning, instead of biking back to the Uni-
versity of Denver, Larssen (OGscar in his wake) reported to Col -
onel Hexham s office. The col onel | ooked anythi ng but
delighted to see him "Wy aren't you at work, Dr. Larssen?"
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he said in a tone that probably turned captains to Jell-QO
Jens, however, was- a civilian, and a fed-up civilian at that.
"Sir, the nore | think about my working conditions here, the
nmore intolerable they look to ne," he said. "lI'"mon strike."
"You' re what ?" Hexham chewed t oot hpi cks, maybe in lieu
of scarce cigarettes. The one he had in his nmouth junped.
"You can't do that!"
"Ch yes | can, and I'mgoing to stay on strike until you let
me get in touch with ny wife."
"Security---2' Hexharn began. Up and down, up and down
went the -toothpick
"Stuff security!" Jens had wanted to say that-he'd wanted
to screamit-for nonths. "You won't let ne go after the Met
Lab. Okay, | guess | can see that, even if | think you' re push-
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ing it too far. But you as nmuch as told nme the other day you
know where the Met Lab wagon train is, right?"

"What if | do?" the colonel runbled. He was still trying to
intimdate Larssen, but Larssen refused to be intinidated any
nor e.

"This if you do: unless you let nme send a letter-just an or-
dinary, handwitten letter-to Barbara, you get no nore work
out of me, and that's that."

"Too risky," Hexham said. "Suppose our courier is

captured --- 2

"Suppose he is?" Jens retorted. "I'mnot going to wite

about uranium for God's sake. I'mgoing to let her know I'm
alive and in one piece and that | love her and | nmiss her. That's
all. I won't even sign ny |ast nane."

"No, " said Hexham

"No," said Larssen. They glared at each other. The toothpick
twi t ched.

Oscar escorted Larssen back to BOQ He lay down on his

cot. He was ready to wait as long as it took.
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fat man in the black Stetson paused in the cerenony
first to spit a brown streaminto the polished brass spittoon
near his feet (not a drop clung to his handl ebar nustache) and
then to sneak another glance at the Lizards who stood in one
comer of his crowded office. He half shrugged and resuned:
"By the authority vested in me as justice of the peace of
Chugwat er, Wom ng, | now pronounce you man and wife.
Ki ss her, boy."

Sam Yeager tilted Barbara Larssen's-Barbara Yeager' s-
face up to his. The kiss was not the decorous one first post-
weddi ng ki sses are supposed to be. She nol ded hersel f agai nst
him He squeezed her tight.

Everybody cheered. Enrico Ferm, who was serving as best
man, sl apped Yeager on the back. H s wife Laura stood on tip-
toe to kiss Samls cheek. Seeing that, the physicist made a Latin
production out of kissing Barbara on the cheek. Everybody
cheered again, |ouder than ever.

Just for a second, Yeager's eyes went to Ul hass and Ristin.
He wondered what they nmade of the cerenony. From what
they said, they didn't mate permanently-and to them hunman
bei ngs were barbarous aliens.

Vell, to hell with what they think of human bei ngs, he
thought. As far as he was concerned, having Ferm as his best
man was al nost-not quite-as exciting as getting married to
Barbara. He'd been married once before, unsuccessfully, and
he'd soneti mes thought about marrying again. But never in all
the hours he'd spent reading science fiction on trains and buses
bet ween one m nor-| eague ganme and the next had he thought
he'd really get to hobnob with scientists. And having a Nobe
Prize wi nner as your best man was about as hob a nob as you
coul d find.

The justice of the peace-the sign on his door said he was
Joshua Summer, but he seemed to go by Hoot-reached into a
drawer of the fancy old rolltop desk that adoned his office.
VWhat he pulled out was nmost unjudicial: a couple of shot
gl asses and a bottle about half full of dark anmber fl uid.

"Don't have as much here as we used to. Don't have as
much here as we'd like," he said as he poured each glass full.
"But we've still got enough for the groomto nake a toast and
the bride to drink it."
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Barbara eyed the full shot dubiously. "If | drink all that, 1'lI
just go to sleep.”

"l doubt it," the justice of the peace said, which raised nore
whoops fromthe predom nantly male crowd in his office. Bar-
bara turned pi nk and shook her head in enbarrassment but
took the gl ass.

Yeager took his, too, careful not to spill a drop. He knew
what he was going to say. Even though he hadn't expected to
have to propose a toast, one leaped into his mnd the nonment
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Sumer said he'd need it. That didn't usually happen with him
nmore often than not, he'd come up with snappy comebacks a
week too late to use them

Not this time, though. He raised the shot glass, waited for
quiet. When he got it, he said, "Life goes on," and knocked
back the shot. The whi skey burned its way down his throat,
filled his mddle with warnth.

"Ch, that's good, Sam" Barbara said softly. "That's just
right." She lifted the shot glass to her |ips. She started to sip,
but at the last moment drank it all down at once as Sam had.
Her eyes opened very wide and started to water. She turned
much redder than she had when the justice of the peace flus-
tered her. What shoul d have been her next breath becane a
sharp cough instead. People | aughed and cl apped anyhow.
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Joshua Summer said, "Don't do that every day, you tell ne?"

He had the deadpan droll ness that goes with nany | arge nen
who are sparing of speech.

As the wedding party filed out of the justice of the peace's
office, Ristin said, "Wat you do here, Sam you and Barbara?
You nake"-he spoke a couple of hissing words in his own
| anguage-"to mate all the tine?"

"An agreenent, that would be in English," Yeager said. He
squeezed Barbara's hand. "That's just what we did, even if |
amtoo old to mate "all the tine.' "

"Don't confuse him" Barbara said with a cluck in her voice.

They went outside. Chugwater was about fifty mles north
of Cheyenne. O f against the western horizon, snow cl oaked
mount ai ns | oomed. The town itself was a few houses, a gen-
eral store, and the post office that also housed the sheriff's of-
fice and that of the justice of the peace. Hoot Summer was al so
postmaster and sheriff, and probably none too busy even if he
did wear three hats.

The sheriff's office (fortunately, from Yeager's point of
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view) boasted a single jail cell big enough to hold the two Liz-
ard POM. That meant he and Barbara got to spend their wed-

ding night without Ristin and Ul hass in the next room Not
that the Lizards were likely to pick that particular night to try
to run away, nor, being what they were, that they would make

anyt hing of the noises coning fromthe bridal bed. Neverthe-

less ...

"It's the principle of the thing," Sam expl ai ned as he and the
new Ms. Yeager, accomnpani ed by cheering well-w shers from
the Met Lab and from Chugwater, nmade their way to the house
where they'd spend their first night as man and wi fe. He spoke
alittle louder, alittle nore earnestly, than he m ght have
earlier in the day: when they found they were going to host a
weddi ng, the townsfol k had pulled out a good nany bottles of

dark anber and other fluids.

"You're right," Barbara said, also enphatically. Her cheeks

gl owed brighter than could be accounted for by the chilly

breeze al one.

She |l et out a squeak when Sam pi cked her up and carried

her over the threshold of the bedroomthey'd use, and then an-

ot her one when she saw the bottle sticking out of a bucket on

a stool by the bed. The bucket was ordinary gal vani zed iron,
straight out of a hardware store, but inside, nestled in snow
"Chanpagne! " she excl ai ned.

Two wi negl asses-not chanpagne flutes, but close enough-

rested al ongsi de the bucket. "That's very nice," Yeager said. He
gently lifted the bottle out of the snow, undid the foil wap and
the little wire cage, worked the cork a little-and then let it fly
out with a report like a rifle shot and ricochet off the ceiling.
He had a gl ass ready to catch the chanmpagne that bubbl ed out,

then finished filling it the nore conventional way.
Wth a flourish, he handed the glass to Barbara, poured one
for himself. She stared down into hers. "I don't know if |

ought to drink this," she said. "If | have a whole |ot nore,
will fall asleep on you. That wouldn't be right. \Wddi ng nights
are supposed to be special.”

"Any night with you is special," he said, which nade her
smle. But then he went on nore seriously, "W ought to drink
it, especially now that we've opened it. Nobody has enough of
anything any nore to let it go to waste."

"You're right," she said, and sipped. An eyebrow rose.
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"That's pretty good chanpagne. | wonder how it got to the
great netropolis of Chugwater, by God, Wom ng."

"Beats nme." Yeager drank, too. He didn't know much about
chanpagne; he drank beer by choi ce and whi skey every so of -
ten. But it did taste good. The bubbles tickled the inside of his
mout h. He sat down on the bed, not far fromthe stool with the
bucket .

Bar bara sat down beside him Her glass was al ready al nost
enpty. She ran a hand along his arm let it rest on his corpo-

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (142 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:31 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

ral's chevrons. "You were in uniform so you |ooked fine for
the wedding." She made a face. "Cetting married in a gi ngham
bl ouse and a pair of dungarees isn't what | had in mnd."

He slid an arm around her waist, then drained his glass of
chanpagne and pulled the bottle fromits bed of snow. It held
just enough to fill themboth up again. "Don't worry about it.
There's only one proper uniformfor a bride on her weddi ng
night." He reached behind her, undid the top button of her
bl ouse.

"That's the proper uniformfor bride and groom both," she
said. Her fingers funbled as she worked at one of his buttons.
She | aughed. "See-1 told you | shouldn't have had that cham
pagne. Now |'m having trouble getting you out of soldier's
uniformand into bridegrooms."
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"No hurry, not tonight," he said. "One way or another, we'll
manage." He drank some nore, then | ooked at the glass with
respect. "That takes me to a happier place than | usually go
when |'ve had a few O maybe it's the conpany."

"I like you, Saml" Barbara exclaimed. For sone reason-
maybe it was the chanpagne-that nmade himfeel better than

if she'd said | |ove you.
Presently, he asked, "Do you want ne to bl ow out the can-
dl esT

Her eyebrows cane together in thought for a nonment. Then
she said, "No, let thembum unless you really want it to be
dark tonight."

He shook his head. "I like to | ook at you, honey." She
wasn't a Hol l ywood novie star or a Vargas girl: alittle too
thin, alittle too angular, and, if you | ooked at things objec-
tively, not pretty enough. Samdidn't give tw whoops in hel
about | ooking at things objectively. She | ooked damm good to
hi m

He ran his hands over her breasts, |let one of themstray
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down her belly toward where her |egs joined. She stretched

| uxuriously and made a noise like a purring cat, down deep in
her throat. Hi s tongue teased a nipple. She grabbed the back of
hi s head, pulled himagai nst her.

After his mouth had foll owed his hand downward, she
rubbed at the soft flesh of her inner thighs. "I wish there were
nmore razor bl ades around," she said in nock conplaint. "Your
face chafes me when you do that."

He touched her, gently. Her breath sighed out. She was wet.

"l thought you liked it while it was going on," he said, grin-
ning. "Shall | get that rubber now?"

"Wait." She sat up, bent over him and | owered her head. It
was the first tine she'd ever done that w thout being asked.
Her hair spilled down and tickled his hipbones.

"Easy, there," he gasped a minute later. "You do much nore
and | won't need to bother with a rubber.”

"Wbul d you like that?" she asked, |ooking up at himfrom
under her bangs. She still held him He could feel the warmlit-
tle puffs of breath as she spoke.

He was tenpted, but shook his head. "Not on our wedding
night. Like you said, it ought to be perfect. And it's for some-
thing else.™

"All right, let's do something el se," she said agreeably, and
| ay back on the bed. He | eaned over the side and pulled a rub-
ber out of the back pocket of his chinos. But before he could
peel it open, she grabbed his wist and repeated, "Wait." He
gave her a quizzical |ook. She went on, "I know you don't |ike
those all that rmuch. Don't bother tonight-if we're going to
make it perfect, that will help. It should be okay."

He tossed the rubber onto the floor. He wasn't fond of them
He wore them because she wanted himto, and because he
could see why she didn't want to get pregnant. But if she felt
i ke taking a chance, he was eager to oblige.

"I't does feel better w thout overshoes," he said. He guided
hinself into her. "Oh, God, does it!" Their nouths nmet, clung.
Nei t her of them said anything then, not with words.

"l always said you were a gentlenman, Sam" Barbara told
himas he rolled off her: "You keep your weight on your el-
bows." He snorted. She said, "Don't go away now. "

"l wasn't going anywhere, not w thout you." He put an arm
around her, drew her close. She snuggl ed against him He |iked
that. In sone ways, it seened nore intimte than making | ove
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You could make I ove with a stranger; he'd done it in a fair
nunber of ninor-I|eague whorehouses in mnor--1|eague towns.

But to snuggle with sonmebody, it had to be somebody who re-
ally mattered to you.

As if she'd picked the thought out of his head, Barbara said,
"l love you."

"I love you, too, hon.

H s arms tightened around her. "I'm
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glad we're married." That seened just the right thing to say on
a weddi ng ni ght.

"So am L" Barbara ran the pal mof her hand along his
cheek. "Even if you are scratchy," she added. He tensed, ready
to grab her; sonetinmes when she nmade jokes in bed, she'd

poke himin the ribs. Not tonight-she turned serious instead.
"You nmade exactly the right toast this afternoon. 'Life gczs
on . . . It has to, doesn't itT

"That's what | think, anyhow. " Yeager wasn't sure whether

she was asking himor trying to convince herself. She stil
couldn't be easy in her mind about her first husband. He had

to be dead, but stil

"You have the right way of |ooking at things," Barbara said,
serious still. "Life isn't always neat; it's not orderly; you can't
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al ways plan it and make it come out the way you think it's
supposed to. Things happen that nobody woul d expect---2
"Well, sure," Yeager said. "The war nmade the whole world
crazy, and then the Lizards on top of that--2

"Those are the big things," she broke in. "As you say, they
change the whole world. But little things can turn your life in
new directions, too. Everybody reads Chaucer in high-schoo
English, but when |I did, he just seened the nobst fascinating
witer |'d ever cone across. | started trying to learn nore
about his tinme, and about other people who were witing then

and so | ended up in graduate school at Berkeley in nedi-

eval literature. If | hadn't been there, | never would have net
Jens, | never would ' have cone to Chicago-2' She | eaned up

and kissed him "I never would have net you."

"Little things," Samrepeated. "Ten, eleven years ago, | was
pl ayi ng for Birm ngham down in the Southern Association

That's Class A-1 ball, the second highest class in the mnor

| eagues. | was playing pretty well, | wasn't that old-if things
had broken right, |I might have nade the big | eagues. Things

broke, all right. About hal fway through the season, | broke ny
ankle. It cost me the rest of the year, and | wasn't the sane
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bal | pl ayer afterwards. | kept at it-never found anything I'd
rat her do--but | knew | wasn't going anywhere any nore. Just
one of those things."

"Mat's just it." She nodded against his chest. "Little things,
thi ngs you'd never expect to matter, can turn up in the nost
surprising ways."

"I''"l'l say." Yeager nodded, too. "If | hadn't read science fic-
tion, I wouldn't have gotten chosen to take our Lizard POM
back to Chicago or turned into their |iaison man-and
woul dn't have net you."

To his relief, she didn't nmake any cracks about his choice of
readi ng; soneone who dove into Chaucer for fun was liable to
think of it as the literary equival ent of picking your nose at the
di nner table. Instead, she said, "Jens always had trouble seeing
that the little things could nake-not a big difference, but a
surprising difference. Do you see what |'m sayi ng?"

"Mn-hirim" Yeager kept his answer to a grunt. He didn't
have anyt hi ng agai nst Jeps Larssen, but he didn't want his
ghost coni ng between them on their weddi ng night, either

Bar bara went on, "Jens wanted things just so, and thought
they always had to be that way. Maybe it was because his
work was so mat hematically precise-1 don't know but he
thought the world operated that way, too. That sort of need for
exactitude could be hard to live with sonetines."

"Mmhmm " Sam grunted agai n, but sonething | oosened in
his chest even so. He never renenbered her criticizing Jens
bef or e.

No sooner had that thought crossed his mnd than she said,

"l guess what I'mtrying to tell you, Sam is that I"'mglad |'m
with you. Taking things as they cone is easier than tying to
fit everything that happens into some pattern you' ve worked
out."

"Mat calls for a kiss," he said, and bent his head down to
hers. She responded eagerly. He felt hinself stirring, and knew
a certain amount of pride: if you couldn't wear yourself out on
your weddi ng ni ght, when were you supposed to?

Barbara felt himstirring, too. "What have we here?" she
sai d when the kiss finally broke. She reached between themto
find out. Yeager's lips trailed down her neck toward her breasts
again. Her hand tightened on him Hi s found the danpness be-
tween her | egs.

After a while, he rolled onto his back: easier to stay hard for
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a second round that way, especially if you weren't in your
twenties any nore. He'd | earned Barbara didn't mnd getting
on top every so often

"Ch, yes," he said softly as she straddled him He was gl ad
she hadn't made hi mput on a rubber tonight; you could fee
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so much nore without one. He ran his fingers lightly down the
snoot h curve of her back. She shivered a little.

Afterwards, she didn't pull away, but sprawl ed down on top
of him He kissed her cheek and the very coner of her nouth.
"Ni ce," she said, her voice sleepy. "I just want to stay right
here forever."

He put his arns around her. "That's what | want, too, hon."

Cscar appeared in the doorway of Jens Larssen's BOQ
room "Col onel Hexhamwants to see you, sir. R ght away."
"Does he?" Larssen had been sprawl ed out on the cot, read-
ing the newest issue of Time-now getting on toward a year
ol d-he could find. He got up in a hurry. "I'Il come." He
hadn't been "sir" to Oscar since he'd gone on strike, not till
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now. Maybe that was a good sign.

He didn't think so when the guard escorted him back into

the colonel's office. Hexham s toothpick was goi ng back and
forth Iike a netronone, his bulldog face pinched and sour. "So
you won't do any work unless you wite your mserable letter,
eh?" he ground out, never opening his nouth w de enough for

the toothpick to fall out.

"That's right," Jens said-not defiantly, but nore as if stat-
ing a law of nature.

"Then wite it." Hexham | ooked nore unhappy than ever.

He shoved a sheet of paper and a pencil across the desk at

Jens.

"Thank you, sir," Larssen exclained, taking themgladly. As

he started to wite, he asked, "Wat nmade you change your

m nd?"

"Orders." Hexharn bit the word off. So you've been over-

rul ed, have you? Jens thought as he let the pencil race joyously
across the paper. Trying to get a little of his own back, the col -

onel went on, "I will read that letter when you're done with it.
No | ast nanes, no other breaches of security will be permt-
teid."

"That's fine, sir. 1'll go back to Science Hall the nminute |I'm

done here." Larssen scrawl ed Love, Jens and handed t he paper
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back to Col onel Hexham He didn't bother waiting for

Hexhamto read it, but started out to keep his end of the bar-
gain. If you worked at it, he thought, you coul d make things
go the way they were supposed to.

*lv*

Bobby Fiore al nost wished he was still on the Lizards' space-
ship. For one thing, as far as he was concerned, the food
had been better up there. For another, all the human beings
on the spaceship had been aliens, guinea pigs. Plopped down
in the mddle of God only knew how many Chi nanen, he was

the alien in this refugee canp.

Hs lips quirked wyly. "lI'"mthe only guinea here, too," he
said out | oud.

Speaki ng English, even to hinmself, felt good. He didn't get
much chance to do it these days, even | ess than he'd had when
he was up in space. Sone of the Lizards there had understood
him Here nobody did; if the Lizard canp guards spoke any
human | anguage-not all of themdid-it was Chinese. Only
Li u Han knew any English at all

H s face set in a frown. He hated depending on a woman;
it made himfeel as if he were eight years old again, and back
in Pittsburgh with his nmana. He couldn't help it, though. Ex-
cept for Liu Han, nobody for miles around could speak with
hi m

He rubbed his chin. He needed a shave. The first thing he'd
done when the Lizards dunped himhere was get a razor and
get rid of his beard. Not only did shaving nake hi mstand out
| ess fromeverybody else, a razor was a handy thing to have in
a fight. He'd seen enough barroombrawl s to know that; he'd
been in a few, too.

The funny thing was how little notice he drew. He wore
wi de-| egged pants and baggy shirts that rem nded hi mof paja-
mas, the same as the Chinese (even with them he was cold a
|l ot of the time-and he wasn't used to that after the spaceship,
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either), which helped himfit in. Alot of the locals were too
busy to pay himany mnd, too; they nade stuff for the Lizards
out of straw and wicker and | eather and scrap netal and God
only knew what all else, and they worked hard.

But what really surprised himwas that his | ooks weren't so
far out of place. Sure, he still had his big Italian nose; his eyes
were too round and his hair was wavy. But eyes and hair were
dark; a blond |ike Sam Yeager woul d have stood out |ike a
sore thunb. And his olive skin wasn't that different fromthe
col or of the people around him As |ong as he stayed cl ean-
shaven, he wasn't that remarkabl e.

"I'"'meven tall," he said, smling again. Back in the States,
five-eight was nothing. Even here he wasn't huge, but for a
change he was bi gger than average

Sudden shouts not far away--even-when he didn't speak the
| anguage, Fiore knew fury and outrage when he heard them
He turned toward the sudden racket. Being taller than nost |et
hi m see over the crowd. A man was running his way with a
hen under each arm Behind him screeching like a cat with its
tail stuck in a door, dashed a skinny woman. The chicken thief
gai ned ground with every stride.

Fi ore | ooked down to the dirt of the street. A nice-sized rock
lay there, just a couple of feet away. He snatched it up, took
a couple of shuffling steps sideways to get a clear shot at the
man, and let fly.

When he was pl ayi ng second base for the Decatur Conmmp-
dores, he'd had to get off accurate throws to first with a runner
beari ng down on himw th spikes high. Here he didn't even
need to pivot. He hadn't done any throwi ng since the Lizards
took himup into space, but he'd played pro ball for a |ot of
years. The snooth notion was still there, automatic as breath-
i ng.

The rock caught the fellow with the chickens right in the pit
of the stomach. Fiore grinned; he couldn't have placed it any
better with a bull's-eye to aimat. The woul d-be thief dropped
the chickens and folded up Iike an accordion. H's face was
cornically amazed as he fell-he had no idea what had hit him

The two chi ckens ran away, squawki ng. The screeching
woman started kicking the fell ow who'd swi ped them She
m ght have been better advised to chase diem but she seened
to put revenge ahead of poultry. The chicken thief couldn't
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even fight back. He'd had the wi nd knocked out of him and
had to he there and take it.

One of the chickens darted past Fiore. It disappeared be-
tween two huts before he could decide to grab it for hinself.
"Dam, " he said, kicking at the dirt. "I should' ve brought that
honme for Liu Han." Sonebody el se-al nost certainly not its
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proper owner-would enjoy it now.
"Too bad," he nuttered. He'd eaten some amazing things
since the Lizards stuck himhere. He'd thought he knew what

Chi nese food was 0 about. After all, he'd stopped at enough
chop suey joints on the endless road trips that punctuated his
life. You could fill yourself up for cheap, and it was usually

pretty good.

The only famliar thing here was plain rice. No chop suey,
no crunchy noodles, no little bow s of ketchup and spicy mnus-
tard. No fried shrinp, though that nmade sense, because he
didn't think the canp was anywhere near the ocean. Not even
fried rice, for God's sake. He wondered if the guys who ran
the chop suey places were really Chinese at all

The veget abl es here | ooked strange and tasted stranger, and
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Liu Han insisted on serving themwhile they were stil

crunchy, which nmeant raw as far as he was concerned. He

wanted a string bean-not that there were any string beans-to
keep qui et between his teeth, not fight back. H s mama had
cooked vegetables till they were soft, which nade it Gospel to
hi m

But Liu Han's mana had had different ideas. He wasn't
about to cook for hinself, so he ate what Liu Han gave him

If the vegetabl es were bad, the neat was worse. Papa Fiore
had known hard times in Italy; every once in a while, he'd slip
and call a cat a roof rabbit. Roof rabbit seemed downri ght
tenpting conpared to sonme of the things for sale in the canp
mar ket pl ace: dog neat, skinned rats, elderly eggs. Bobby had
quit asking aboutthe bits and strips of flesh Liu Han served
along with her half-raw vegetabl es: better not to know That
was one of the reasons he regretted not grabbing the chicken-
for once, he would have been sure of what he was eating.

The woman quit kicking the chicken thief and started after
the bird that hadn't conme near Fiore. That hen had sensibly de-
cided to go el sewhere. The woman stopped screeching and
started wailing. What with all the racket she nade, Fiore de-
ci ded he was on the chicken's side. That wouldn't help the

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (154 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:31 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

100 WORLDWAR: TI LTI NG THE BALANCE

bird; if it stayed anywhere in canp, it would end up in some-
body's pot pretty damm quick

Fi ore picked his way through the crowded, narrow streets
back toward his hut. He was gl ad he had a good sense of di-
rection. Wthout it, he wouldn't have gone out past his own
front door. Nobody here had ever heard of street signs, and
even if signs hung on every coner, they wouldn't have been
in a | anguage he coul d read.

Liu Han was chattering away in Chinese with a couple of
ot her worren when he wal ked in. They turned and stared at
him half in curiosity, half in alarm He bowed, which was
good manners here. "Hello. Good day," he said in his halting
Chi nese.

The wonen giggled furiously, maybe at his accent, maybe
just at his face: as far as they were concerned, anybody who
wasn't Chinese mght as well have been a nigger. They spoke
rapidly to each other; he caught the phraseforeign devil, which
they applied to those not of their kind. He wondered what they
wer e sayi ng about him

They didn't stay long. After good-byes to Liu Han and bows
to himhe had been polite, even if he was a foreign devil -
they headed back to wherever they lived. He hugged Liu Han.
You still couldn't tell she was pregnant when she wore cl ot hes,
but now he felt the beginning of a bulge to her belly when
t hey enbraced.

"You okay?" he asked in English, and added the Lizards' in-
ter-rogative cough at the end,

"Ckay, " she said, and tacked on the enphatic cough. For a
whil e, the Lizards' |anguage had been the only one they had in
common. Nobody but the two of them understood the m sh-
mash they spoke these days. She pointed to the teapot, used
the interrogative cough.

"M goi -t hanks," he said. The pot was cheap and old, the
cups even cheaper, and one of them cracked. The Lizards had
given themthe hut and everything init; Fiore tried not to think
about what m ght have happened to whoever was living there
bef or e.

He sipped the tea. What he woul dn't have given for a big
mug of coffee with sugar and |l ots of creanml Tea was okay
once in a while, but all the time every day? Forget it. He
started to | augh.

"Why funny?" Liu Han asked.
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"Up there"--their shorthand for the spaceship-"you eat ny
kind food." Mst of the canned goods the Lizards fed them
with came fromthe States or from Europe. Fiore nmade a hor-
rible face to rem nd her how well she'd Iiked them "Now | eat
your kind food." He made the face again, but this tine he
poi nted to hinsel f.

A nouse scuttled across the floor, huddl ed agai nst the baked-
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clay hearth to get warm Liu Han didn't carry on the way a | ot
of Anerican wonen woul d have. She just pointed at it.

Fi ore picked up a brass incense burner and flung it at the
mouse. His aimwas still good. He caught the rodent right in
the ribs. It lay there twitching. Liu Han picked it up by the tai
and threw it out. She said, "You"-she nade a throw ng
ge!ture-"good."

"Yeah," he said. Arith their three | anguages and a | ot of
dunb show, he told her how he'd nailed the chicken thief.
"The armstill works." He'd tried explaining about basebal |

Liu Han didn't get it.

She nade the throwi ng gesture. "Good," she repeated. He

nodded; this wasn't the first nouse he'd nailed. The canp was
full of vermin. It had been a jolt, especially after the netallic
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sterility of the spaceship. It was al so another reason not to
want to know too nuch about what he ate. He'd never worried
about what health departnents back in the U S. A did. But see-
ing what things were |ike without them gave hima new per-
specti ve.

"Shoul d make noney, arm so good," Liu Han said. "Not do
i ke here."

"God knows that's so," Fiore answered, responding to the
second part of what she'd said. Mst Chinanen, he thought
scornfully, threw like girls, shortarmng it fromthe el bow
Next to them he |ooked |ike Bob Feller. Then he noticed the
key word fromthe first part. "Money?"

He didn't need ' much, not in canp. He and Liu Han were
still the Lizards' guinea pigs, so they didn't pay rent for the
hut and nobody dared haggle too hard in the nmarketpl ace. But
nmore cash never hurt anybody. He'd made a little doing the
hard physi cal work-hauling |unber and digging trenches-
he'd started playing ball to avoid. And he won nore than he
| ost when he ganbled. Stil

Mount ebanks did well here, anong people starved for any
other entertainment: jugglers, clows, a fellowwith a trained
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monkey that seened snmarter than a | ot of people Fiore knew
Al'l the baseball skills he had-throw ng, catching, hitting,
even sliding-were ones the people here didn't use. He'd
never thought about turning baseball into a vaudeville act, but
you could do it.

He bent to kiss Liu Han. She liked that-not just that he did
it, but that he made a production of it. She needed to know he

kept caring for her. "Baby, you're brilliant," he said. Then
he had to stop and explain what brilliant neant, but it was
worth it.

Ussmak was unent husi astic about |eaving the nice warm bar-
racks at Besangon. The col d outside made his nuzzle tingle.
He hurried toward his |andcruiser, whose crew conpart nent
had a heater.

"We'l'l kill all the stupid Deutsch Big Uglies as far as the
eye can see, then conme back here and rel ax sonme nore.

Shoul dn't take long," Hessef said. The | andcrui ser commander
let the lid to his cupola fall with a clang.

That's the ginger tal king, Ussnak thought. Hessef and
Tvenkel had both tasted just before they started this m ssion
gi nger was cheap and easy to cone by here in France. They'd
bot h | aughed at himfor declining-he' d used even nore than
they had while sitting around waiting for sonething to happen

But he still thought conbat was different. The Big Uglies
wer e barbarous, but he knew they could fight. He'd had
| andcrui sers wecked around him he'd | ost crewmal es. And
t he Deutsche were supposed to be nore dangerous than the
Russki had been. That was plenty to nmake himwant to go at
t hem undr ugged.

Tvenkel had sneered, "Don't worry about it. The | andcrui ser
just about fights itself."

"Do what you want," Ussnmak had answered. "I'Il| taste
pl enty when we get back, | promi se you that." He m ssed the
confidence and exuberance gi nger gave him but he didn't
think he really was smarter when he tasted-he only felt that
way. A lot of tasters failed to draw the distinctiMbut he
thought it was there.

At Hessef's blithe order, he started the |andcruiser's engine.
Part of a long columm, the big, heavy machi ne runbl ed out of
the fortress and through the narrow streets of Besanqon. Big
Uglies in their ridiculous clothes stared as it went past. Sone
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of the Big Uglies yelled things. Ussmak hadn't |earned any
Frangai s, but the tone didn't sound friendly.

Mal es of the Race, aided here and there by Tosevites in | ow,
flat-topped cylindrical hats, held back local trff-ic until the col -
uni n passed by. Most of the traffic was Big Uglies on foot or
on the two-wheel ed contraptions that used their own body en-
ergy for propul sion. hers sat atop ani nal -drawn wagons t hat
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seenmed to Ussmak sonething strai ght out of an archaeol ogy
Vi deo.

One of the animals let a pile of droppings fall to the street.
None of the Big Uglies rushed to clean it up; none of them
seenmed to notice it was there. Hessef spoke to Ussmak from
the landcruiser's intercom "Filthy creatures, aren't they? They
deserve to be conquered, and we're going to do it." An unnat-
ural confidence filled his voice.

But for the landcruisers, only a couple of notorized vehicles
moved in Besangon. Both of them had big netal cylinders ris-
ing fromthe rear like tunors. "Wat are those things?"

Ussnmak asked. "Their engi nes?"

"No," Tvenkel answered. The gunner went on, "They're

built to bum petrol eum by-products, |ike Tosevite |andcruisers.

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (159 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:32 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

But they can't get those by-products any nore. The gadgets

you see extract burnable gas fromwood. They're ugly nmake-
shifts |ike nost of what the Big Uglies do, but they work after
a fashion."

"Ch." Up in the fortress that overl ooked Besangon, Ussmak
had grown used to snmells he'd never snelled before. Now that
he saw what produced sone of those snells, he wondered
what they were doing to his |ungs.

The operations order said the | andcruisers were to proceed
nort heast from Besanqon. Through the town, however, they
runbl ed northwest. Ussmak wondered if that was right, but
didn't say anything about it. Al he was doing was follow ng
the male in front of him You couldn't possibly get in trouble
if you did that.

The nmale in front of himand all the males in the colum,
right up to the lead driver, who had to nmake his own deci -
sions-proved to know what they were doing. They rattled
across a bridge (to the relief of Ussnmak, who wasn't sure it
woul d take his landcruiser's weight), past the earthworks of yet
another fort, and then out onto a road that led in the proper di-
rection.
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Ussmak undogged his entry hatch and stuck out his head.
Driving unbuttoned gave himthe best view, even if the breeze
in his face was chilly. Shouldn't be dangerous here, he thought.
Not hi ng even slightly out of the ordinary had happened since
he cane to Besangon. He'd becone convinced the area was
t horoughl y pacifi ed.

Up ahead, sonething went whunp. Ussmak recogni zed t hat
noi se fromthe SSSR sonebody had driven over a | and mine.

Sure enough, | andcruisers started going off the road on either
side to get around a disabled vehicle. Fromthe commander's
cupol a, Hessef said, "Ali, will you look at that? It's blown the
track right off him"

The ground to either side of the paved road was soft and
soggy: not surprising, Ussmak supposed, since the highway ran
parallel to the river that flowed through Besanqon. He didn't
think anything of it until a | andcruiser, and then another one,
bogged down in the nuck.

Fromthe woods to the north of the road came another sound
wi th which Ussmak had becone intimately famliar in the
SSSR: a sharp, fast, harsh tac-tac-tac. He slanmed the hatch
with a clang. "They're shooting at us!" he screaned. "That's
an egg-addl ed nachine gun, that's what that is!" Bullets rico-
cheting fromthe | andcrui ser's conposite arnor underscored
hi s words.

In the turTet, Hessef shouted in high excitenent. "l see nuz-
zl e flashes, by the Enperor! There he is, Tvenkel, right over
there! Bring the turret around-that's the way. G ve him sone
with the machi ne gun, and then a round of high expl osive.

We'll teach the Big Uglies; to fool with us!”

Ussmak | et out a slow hiss of wonder. Hessef's sloppy com
mands weren't anything like the ones that had been drilled into
the | andcruiser crews in endl ess days of simulator training and
exerci ses back on Home. Ussnak realized he was listening to
the ginger tal king again. An adjutant mnonitoring Hessef woul d
have swelled up as if he had the gray staggers.

However tnorthodox the orders, though, they accomplished
their purpose. Hydraulics whirred as the turret snoothly tra-
versed. The coaxi al machine gun opened up. Heard from i nside
the landcruiser, it wasn't loud at all. "Fool with us, will they?"
Tvenkel yelled. "1'lIl teach themthis world belongs to the
Race!" He fired a long, |ong burst. Not being tumed toward
the Big Uglies with the nmachine gun, Ussnmak at first had trou-
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bl e judgi ng how effective Tvenkel's shooting was. But the
more bullets pattered off the | andcruisers like pebbles thro
at a netal roof. They did no nore damage than pebbl es wou
have, but showed the Tosevite gunners were still in business
"Gve 'ern the real thing," Hessef said. Again, thick arno
muf fl ed the cannon's roar, though the | andcruiser rocke
slightly on its treads as it took up the recoil.
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"Mere, that's done it," Tvenkel said with satisfaction
put enough rounds on that machine gun so the Big Uglies run
ning it won't bother their betters again." As if to undersc
his words, bullets stopped hitting the | andcruiser

Ussmak peered through his forward vision slits. Sone of
ot her vehicles in the colum were already novi ng ahead.
monment | ater, Hessef said, "Forward."

"I't shall be done, superior sir." Ussmak rel eased the brake
put the landcruiser into |low gear. It runbled forward. H
steered very close to the nmachine that had thrown a track
keepi ng one of his own on the paved road to makt-_ sure h
didn't bog down. As soon as he was past the cripple
| andcrui ser, he sped up to try to recapture sone of the tine ev
eryone had | ost shooting at the Big Uglies and their machi
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gun.

Hessef said, "Not bad at all. The col um comuander report
only two wounds, neither serious. And we obliterated tho
Tosevites. "

The ginger was still talking through him Ussmak thou

Landcrui ser crews shouldn't have taken any casualties from

nui sance machi ne gun. Besides which, Hessef was ignoring t
di sabl ed fighting vehicle and the delay that sprang fromthe i
tle firefight. If you' d tasted ginger a while before, such set
backs were too snmall to be worth noticing. Had Ussmak tast
along with the rest of the crew, he woul dn't have noticed the
either. Wthout a particle of the herb in him though, the

bul ked | arge. He wondered just how clever he really was afte
a good taste.

From behind and to the left, bullets clattered off th
| andcrui ser's rear deck and the back of the turret. The Big U
lies at their machine gun had lived through the firesto
around them after all.

"Hal t!" Hessef screeched. Ussnak obediently hit the
"Five rounds high explosive this time," the commander
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dered. "Do you hear me, Tvenkel ? I want those mani aca
mal es bl own to bloody bits."

"So do I," the gunner said. He and his commander agreed
perfectly, just as training said nenbers of a | andcruiser crew
shoul d. The only trouble was that the tactic on which they
agreed struck Ussnak as insane.

The | andcrui ser's mai n armanent booned, again and agai n.

And Hessef's was not the only crew that had halted. Through

his vision slits, Ussmak watched several other |andcruisers stop
so they could pour fire down on the Tosevites who had had the
temerity to annoy them The driver wondered if their com
manders were tasting, too.

When the barrage was done, Hessef said, "Forward," in
tones of self-satisfaction. Ussmak obeyed again. Not mnuch
| ater, the | andcruiser columm came to an enornous hol e bl own
in the highway. "The Big Uglies can't stop us with nonsense
like that," Hessef declared. And sure enough, the arnored
fighting vehicles swng off the road one by one.

The machine just in front of Ussnak's rolled over a mne
and lost a track. As soon as it slewed to a stop, a conceal ed
Tosevite nmachi ne gun opened up. The | andcruisers again re-
turned fire with cannon and machi ne guns.

The colum was very |l ate reaching its assigned destination

Hei nrich Jager paced through the cobbl estoned streets of
Hechi ngen. Up on a spur of the Schwabi sche Al b stood Burg
Hohenzol lern. Its turrets, seen mstily through fog, nmde Jager
think of medieval epic, of naidens with | ong gol den tresses
and of the dragons that coveted themfor their own dragonish
reasons.

The troubl e these days, however, was Lizards, not dragons.
Jager wi shed he were back at the front so he could do sone-
thing useful about them Instead, he was stuck here with the
best scientific ininds of the Reich

He had nothing against diem on the contrary. They were far
nmore likely to save Gernany-to save nanki nd-than he was.

But they thought they needed himto help themdo it, and in
that, as far as he could see, they were badly m staken

He' d wat ched sol di ers nmake the same kind of mstake. If a
detachnent fromthe quartermaster's office brought a new
nodel field telephone to the front-line soldiers, they were an-
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tornatically seen as experts on the gadget, even if the only
thing they knew about it was howto get it out of its crate.

So with himnow He'd hel ped steal the expl osive netal
fromthe Lizards, he'd hauled it across the Ukraine and Pol and.
Therefore, the presunption ran, he had to know all about it.
Like a |l ot of presunptions, that one presuned too nuch.

Coming up the street toward him nunching on a chunk of
bl ack bread, was Werner Heisenberg. In spite of the bread,

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (164 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:32 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

Hei senberg | ooked very nuch the acadenic: he was tall and
serious-1ooking, with bushy hair conbed straight back, fluffy
eyebrows, and an expression nostly, as now, abstracted.

"Herr Doktor Professor " Jager said, touching the brim of
his service cap. No matter how bored he was, he renai ned
polite.

"Ali, Colonel Jager, good day. | did not see you." Heisen-
berg chuckl ed uneasily. Being taken for the traditional absent-
m nded professor had to enbarrass him not |east because he
really wasn't that way. Up till now, he'd always seened plenty
sharp-and not just brilliant, which went without saying-to
Jager. He went on, "I amglad to find you, though. | nust
thank you again for the naterial you have given us to work
with, "
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-116 serve the Reich is ny pleasure and ny duty," Jager an-
swered, politely still. If Heisenberg had ever seen conbat, he
didn't show it. He could thank Jager for bringing the explosive
metal, but he didn't really know what that neant, or how nuch
bl ood had been spilled to get himhis experinmental nmaterial

He proceeded to prove that, saying, "A pity you could not
have fetched us a bit nore. Theoretical calculations indicate
the ambunt we have is marginal for the production of a ura-
ni um expl osi ve. Another three or four kilos would have been
nmost beneficial."

That did it. Jdger's boredom boiled away in fury. "Dr.

Di ebner had the ' courtesy to be grateful for what was provided
rather than to conplain about it. He also had the sense, sir"--
Jager | oaded the title with scorn-"to renenber how many

lives were lost obtaining it."

He' d hoped to nmake Hei senberg ashaned. |Instead, he
flicked himon his vanity. "Diebner? Ha! He has not even his
Habilitation. He is, if you ask ne, nore tinkerer than physi-
cist."

"He knows what war entails, which is nore than you seem
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to. And, by all accounts, he and his group are further al ong
than yours in setting up the apparatus to produce nore of this
expl osive metal for ourselves after we expend what we pro-
cured fromthe Lizards."

"By no nmeans is his work theoretically sound,"” Hei senberg
said, as if he were accusing the other physicist of enbezzle-

nment .

"l don't care about theory. | care about results." Jager auto-
matically reacted like a soldier. "Wthout results, theory is
irrelevant.”

"Wthout theory, results are inpossible," Heisenberg re-
torted. The two nen gl ared at each other. Jager w shed he
hadn't bothered to greet the physicist. By the expression on his
face, Heisenberg w shed the same thing.

Jager shouted, "The netal is nore real to you than the nen
who fell getting it." He wanted to cl out Hei senberg down from
his cl oud, make himglinpse, however distantly, the world be-
yond equations. He also wanted to kick himin the teeth.

"I tried to express to you a civil good day, Colonel Jager,"
Hei senberg said in tones of ice. "That you return it to me with
such, such recrimnations | can take only as the mark of an un-

bal anced mi nd. Believe ne, Colonel, | shall trouble you no
further." The physicist stal ked off.
Still steami ng, Jager stalked, too, in the opposite direction

He junped and al nost grabbed for his sidearm when soneone
said, "Well, Colonel, what was that in aid of?"

"Dr. Diebner!" Jager said. "You startled nme." He took his
hand away fromthe flap of his hol ster.

"I shall try not to do that again," Kurt Diebner said. "I can
see it mght not be healthy for nme." \Where Hei senberg | ooked
like a professor, Diebner at first glance seenmed nore likely to
be a farmer. He was in his thirties, with a broad, fleshy face
and a recedi ng hairline which he enphasi zed by slicking down
his dark hair with grease and conmbing it straight back. He
wore his baggy suit as if he'd been out walking the fields in
it. Only the thick gl asses that showed how nearsi ghted he was
argued for a different interpretation of his character.

Jager said, "I had a--disagreement with your coll eague.”

"l saw that, yes." Behind the gl asses, anusement glinted in
Di ebner's eyes. "I don't believe | have ever seen Dr. Heisen-
berg so provoked; he normally cultivates an O ympian im
perturbability. | cane round the coner only for the tail end
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of the--,disagreenent, you sai d?-and was wonderi ng wh
touched it off."

The panzer col onel hesitated, since his conplinents

Di ebner had hel ped set Hei senberg off. At last he said, "I w
concerned that Professor Heisenberg did not, ah, fully real
the difficulties in getting this metal to you nucl ear physicists
you could exploit it."
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"Ali." Diebner turned his head, peered this way and that; u
i ke Jager and Hei senberg, he was careful about who he

hi m speak- His big thick spectacles and their dark rins g
himthe air of a curious ow. "Sonetines, Colonel Jager,"
sai d when he was sure the coast was clear, "fromthe top
the ivory tower it is hard to see the nen struggling down in
mud. "

"This may be so." Jager studi ed Di ebner. "And yet-forgi

me, Herr Doktor Professor-it seems to ne, a colonel of p
zers admittedly ignorant of all matter pertaining to nucle
physics, that you, too, dwell in this ivory tower."

"Ch, | do, without a doubt." Diebner |aughed; his plu
cheeks shook. "But | do not dwell on the topnost floor. Be
the war, before uranium and its behavior becane so inp
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to us all, Professor Hei senberg concerned hinself al nost e
clusively with the mathematical analysis of matter and its
havi or. You have perhaps heard of the Uncertainty Princip

whi ch bears his nanme?"

"I'"'msorry, but no," Jager said.

"Ali, well." Diebner shrugged. "Put me in charge of a p

zer and | would be quickly killed. We all have our areas of e
pertise. My gift is in physics, too, but in experinenting to s
what the properties of matter actually are. Then the theore

ci ans, of whom Professor Heisenberg is anbng the best, u
these data to develop their abstruse conclusions over what it
neans. "

"Thank you' You have clarified that for ne." Jager me

i t-now he understood why Hei senberg had sneeringly cal

Di ebner a tinkerer. The difference was sonething like the o
between hinmself and a col onel of the General Staff. Jager kn
he didn't have the broad strategic vision he'd need to succe
as a man with the Larnpassen-the broad red stripes th
marked a General Staff officer-on his trousers. On the oth
hand, a General Staff officer wasn't likely to have acquired t
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nut s- and-bolts know edge (often in the literal sense of the
words) to run a panzer regi nent.

Di ebner said, "Do try to bear with us, Colonel. The difficul-
ties we face are form dable, not |east because we are under
such desperate pressure of time and strategy.”

"I follow, " Jager said. "I wish | were back with my unit, so
I could use what | have learned to help hold the Lizards out of
the Reich and | et you conplete your work. | am badly out

of place here."

"If you advance our buil ding of the uranium bonb, you wll

have done nore for the Reich than you could possibly accom
plish in the field. Believe ne when | say this." Now Di ebner

| ooked earnest, like a farmer sol emmly expl ai ni ng how excel -

I ent his beets were.

"If." Jager remai ned unconvinced that he could do anything
useful here at Hechingen: he was about as val uable as oars on
a bicycle. He came up with a plan, though, one that made him
smle. Diebner smled back; he seenmed a very decent fell ow.
Jager felt alittle guilty at going against him but only a little.
When he got back to his quarters, he drafted a request to be
returned to active duty. On the space in the formthat asked his
reason for seeking the transfer, he wote, | amof no use to the
physicists here. If confirmation is required, please inquire of
Pr of essor Hei senber g.

He sent the request off with a nessenger and awaited re-
sults. They were not long in com ng-the application got ap-
proved faster than he had thought possible. Diebner and a
coupl e of the other physicists expressed regret that he was

| eavi ng. Professor Hei senberg said not a word. He'd no doubt

had his say to the office who' d called or tel egraphed about
Jager.

Maybe he thought he'd had his revenge. As far as Jager was
concerned, the distinguished professor had done hima favor.

Yea, though | wal k through the valley of the shadow of
death, | shall fear no evil, for Thou art with ne. Lodz con-
stantly put Mdishe Russie in riiind of the Twenty-third Psal m
and of that valley. Lodz, though, had only wal ked into the val -
| ey, not through it. The shadow of death still lay over the town.
In Warsaw, thousands in the ghetto had died of starvation
and di sease before the Lizards canme. Starvation and di sease

hnd wal ked the streets of Lodz. too. But the Nazis hadn't |et
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them work al one here. They'd started shipping Jews off
their nurder factories. Maybe the nenory of those death tran
ports was what nade Lodz still seem caught in the grip of
ni ght mar e
Russi e wal ked sout heast down Zgi erska Street toward
Bal ut Market square to buy sone potatoes for his famly. U
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the street toward himcane a Jew sh policenman of the
Service. Hi s red-and-white arnband bore a six-pointed bl
star with a white circle in the center, marking himas an un
of ficer. He had a truncheon on his belt and a rifle across
back. He | ooked |ike a tough custoner.

But when Russie tugged at the brimof his hat in salute,
Order Service man returned the gesture and kept on wal kin
Enbol dened, Russie turned and called after him "How are
pot at oes today?"

The policeman stopped. "They're not wonderful, but F
seen worse," he answered. Pausing to spit in the gutter,
added, "W all saw worse | ast year."

"Isn't that the sad and sorry truth?" Russie said. He he
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on down to the market while the Order Service man resum
hi s beat.

nmore policenen roaned the Bal ut Market square, to ke
down thievery, maintain order-and cadge what they cou
Li ke the underofficer, they still wore the enbl ens of
they'd got fromthe Nazis.

That hel ped nmake Lodz feel haunted to Russie. In Warsa
the Judenrat-the Jewi sh council that had adm ni stered
ghetto under German authority--coll apsed even before the
ards drove out the Nazis. Its police force had fallen with
Jewi sh fighters, not the hated and di scredited police, kept
there now. The same held true in nost Polish towns

Not in Lodz. Here, the walls of the buildings that fro
the market square were plastered with posters of baldin
whi t e- hai red Mordechai Chai m Runkowski. Runkowski h
been El dest-puppet ruler--of Lodz's Jews under the N
Sonehow, he was still Eldest of the Jews under the Lizard

Russi e wondered how he' d managed that. He must ha
junped fromthe departing train to the arriving one at just
right instant. In Warsaw, there were stories that he'd col
rated with the Nazis. Russie had asked no questions of that
since he got into Lodz. He didn't want to draw Runkowsk
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attention toward himand his famly. For all he knew, the El -
dest would turn himover to Zolraag, the | ocal Lizard governor.

He got into line for potatoes. The lines noved fast; the O -
der Service nmen saw to that. They were fierce and fussy at the
same time, a manner they nust have | earned fromthe Ger-
mans. Some of themstill wore German-style jackboots, too.

As with the ghetto stars on their arnmbands, the boots raise
Russi e' s hackl es.

When he reached the front of the line, such worries fel
away. Food was nore inportant. He held out a burlap bag and
said, "Ten kil os of potatoes, please.”

The man behind the table took the bag, filled it froma bin,
pl opped it onto a scale. He'd had endl ess practice; it weighed
ten kilos on the dot. He didn't hand it back to Russie. |nstead,
he asked, "How are you going to pay? Lizard coupons, marKks,
zl otys, Runkies?"

"Runkies." Russie pulled a wad of them out of his pocket.

The fighter who'd driver. himinto Lodz had gi ven hi m what
seenmed |ike enough to stuff a mattress. He'd i magi ned hi nsel f
rich until he discovered that the Lodz ghetto currency was al -
nmost wort hl ess.

The potato seller nmade a sour face. "If it's Runkies, you
owe ne 450." The potatoes woul d have cost only a third as
many Polish zlotys, the next weakest currency.

Russie started peeling off dark blue twenty-nmark notes and
bl ue-green tens, each printed with a Star of David in the upper
| eft-hand coner and a cross-hatching of background |ines that
spi derwebbed the bills with nmore Magen Davi ds. Each note
bore Runkowski's signature, which gave the noney its sar-
doni ¢ ni cknane.

The potato seller made his own count after Mishe gave him
the bills. Even though it came out right, he still | ooked un-
happy. "Next tinme you come, bring real noney," he advised. "I
don't think we're going to take Runi kies a whole I ot |onger."

"But-" Russie waved to the ubiquitous portraits of the
Jewi sh El dest.

"He can do what he wants in here," the potato seller said.
"But he can't nmke anybody outside think Runkies are good
for anything but w ping your behind." The nerchant's shrug
was el oquent .

Russie started back to his flat with the potatoes. It was on
the coner of Zgierska and Lekarska, just a couple of blocks
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fromthe barbed wire that had seal ed off the ghetto of
Litzmannstadt, the Nazis had renamed it when they annex
western Poland to the Reich-fromthe rest of the city.
Much of the barbed wire remained in place, though path
had been cut through it here and there. In Warsaw, Liz
bonbs had knocked down the wall the Gernmans made. O
course, that barrier had | ooked like a fortification and nost o
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this one didn't. But sonething else went on here, too. The po
tato seller had said that Runkowski could do what he wante
inside the ghetto. He'd neant it scornfully, but Mishe though
his words held a truth he hadn't intended. He had the feelin
Runkowski |iked being a big fish, no matter how snall hi

pond was.

At | east there were enough potatoes to go around these day
The Lodz ghetto had been as hungry as Warsaw s, naybe hun
grier. The Jews inside remained gaunt and ragged, especiall
conpared to the Poles and Germans who nmade up the rest

the townsfol k. They weren't actively starving any nor(

t hough. From where they'd been a year before, that wasn't ju
progress. It felt like a mracle.

A horse-drawn wagon cl attered up behind Russie. H
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stepped aside to let it pass. It was piled high with curious
| ooki ng objects woven out of straw. "Wat are those thing
anyway?" Russie called to the driver.

"You must be newin town." The fellow pulled back on th
reins, slowed his teamto an anble so he could talk for
Wiile. "They're boots, so the Lizards won't freeze their littl
chi cken feet every tinme they go out in the snow "

"Chicken feet-1 like that," Russie said.

The driver grinned. "Every tinme | see two or three Lizarc
together, | think of the front wi ndow of a butcher's shop
want to go down the street yelling, 'Soup! Get your soup fi
ings here!" " He sobered. "W were making straw boots for
Nazi s before the Lizards came. All we had to do was in
lern small er and change the shape."

"Wuldn't it be fine to nmake what we wanted just for o
sel ves, not for one set of nasters or another?" Russie sa
wistfully. H s hands remenbered the notions they'd ma
sewi ng seans on field-gray trousers

"Fi ne, yes. Should you hold your breath? No." The dri
coughed wetly. Tubercul osis, said the nedical student Russ
had once been. The driver went on, "It'|I|l probably h
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about the tinme the Messiah comes. These days, stranger, 1'l]I
take small things-nmy wife's not enbroidering little eagles for
Luftwaffe nen, a khol ereye on them to wear on their shoul -
ders. You ask ne, that's fine."

"It is fine," Russie agreed. "But it shouldn't be enough."

"If God had asked me when He was making the world, I'm
sure | could have done much better for H's people. Unfortu-
nately, He seens to have been ot herw se engaged." Coughi ng
again, the driver flicked the reins and sent the wagon rattling
on down the street. Now at | east he could go outside the
ghetto.

More posters of Runkowski were plastered on the front of
Russie's block of flats. Under his lined face was one word-
WoRK-i n Yiddish, Polish, and German. Hi s hope had been to
make the industrious Jews of Lodz so valuable to the Nazis
that they would not want to ship themto exterm nati on canps.
It hadn't worked; the Germans were running trains to Chelinno
and other canps until the day the Lizards drove them away.
Russi e wondered how nuch Runkowski had known about
t hat .

He al so wondered why Runkowski fawned so on the Liz-
ards when only horror had come fromhis efforts at accomo-
dating the Nazis. Maybe he didn't want to | ose the shadowy
power he enjoyed as Jew sh Eldest. Or naybe he just didn't
know any other way to deal with overlords so nmuch mghtier
than he. For the Eldest's sake, Russie hoped the latter was true.

Shl epping the potatoes up three flights of stairs as he wal ked
down the hallway to his flat, years of bad nutrition and weeks
of being cooped up inside the cranped bunker had taken their
toll on his wind and on his strength generally. He tried the
door. It was |ocked. He rapped on it. Rivka let himin.

A small tornado in a cloth cap tackled himjust above the
knees. "Father, Father!" Reuven squeal ed. "You're back!" Ever
since they'd come out of the bunker-where they'd been to-
gether every noment, awake and asl eep- Reuven had been
nervous about his going away for any reason. He was, how
ever, starting to get over that, for he asked, "D d you bring me
anyt hi ng?"

"Sorry, son; not this time. | just went out for food," Mishe
sai d. Reuven groaned in disappointrment. Hs father pulled his
cap down over his eyes. He thought that was funny enough to
make up for the lack of trinkets.
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Peopl e sold toys in the market square. How many of
t hough, used to belong to children who'd died in the ghetto
been taken away to Chel nmo or sone ot her canmp? Wen e
somet hi ng that shoul d have been joyous, |ike buying a to
saddened and fri ghtened you because you wondered why
was for sale, you began to feel in your belly what the Nazi
had done to the Jews of Pol and.
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Ri vka took the sack of potatoes. "Wat did you have
pay?" she asked.

"Four hundred and fifty Runkies," he answered.

She stopped in dismay. "This is only ten kilos, right
Last week ten kilos only cost nme 320. Didn't you haggl e?
When he shook his head, she rolled her eyes toward the hem
ens. "Men! See if | let you go shopping again."

"The Runkie's worth | ess every day," he said defensive
"In fact, it's alnbpst worthless, period."

As if she were explaining a | esson to Reuven, she sa
"Last week, the potato seller's first price for ne was 43
Runkies. | just laughed at him You should have done
sane. , ,

"l suppose so," he admitted. "It didn't seemto natter
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when we have so nmany Runkies."

"They won't last forever," Rivka said sharply. "Do you w
us to have to go to work in the Lizards' factories to m
enough to keep from starving?"

"Cod forbid," he answered, renenbering the wagon full
straw boots. Making things for the Gernans had been b
enough; maki ng boots and coats for the aliens who ained
conquer all mankind had to be worse, although the wago
driver hadn't seened to think so.

Ri vka | aughed at him "It's all right. | got us sone nice oi
ions fromMs. Jakubowi cz downstairs for next to nothiq
That shoul d cancel out your foolishness."

"How does Ms. Jakubow cz conme by oni ons?"

"I didn't ask. One doesn't, these days, but she had enoug
of themthat she didn't gouge ne."

"Good. Do we have any of that cheese |eft?" Mishe askeA
"Yes-plenty for today, with sone left over for
too. 11
"That's very good," Mishe said. Food cane first. Th
ghetto had taught himthat. He sonmetinmes thought that if
ever got rich (not likely) and if the war ever ended (whic
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seenmed even less likely), he'd buy hinmself a huge house, live
in half of it, and fill the other half with neat and butter (in
separate roons, of course) and pastries and all nmanner of won-
derful things to eat. Maybe he'd open a delicatessen. Even in
wartime, people who sold food didn't go as hungry as those

who had to buy it.

The part of himthat had studied human nutrition said cheese
and pot atoes and oni ons coul d keep body and soul together a
long tine. Protein, fat, vitam ns (he wi shed for sonething
green, but that would have been hard to come by in Poland in
|late winter even before the war), minerals. Unexciting food,
yes, but food.

Ri vka carried the sack of potatoes into the kitchen. Mishe
trailed after her. The apartnment was scantily furnished-just
the |l eftovers of the people who had lived, and probably died,
here before his famly came. One thing it did boast, though,
was a hot plate, and Lodz, unlike Warsaw even now, had reli -
able electricity.

Ri vka peel ed and chopped up a coupl e of onions. Mishe
drew back a few paces. Even so, the onions were strong
enough to make tears start in his eyes. The onions went into
the stew pot. So did half a dozen potatoes. Rivka didn't pee

them She gl anced over to her husband. "Nutrients," she said
seriously.
"Nutrients,” he agreed. Potatoes in their jackets had nore

than potatoes without. When potatoes were nost of what you

ate, you didn't want to waste anyt hing.

"Supper in-a while," R vka said. The hot plate was feeble.

It would take a long tine to boil water. Even after it did, the
pot at oes woul d take a while to cook. Wen your stomach was

none too full, waiting cane hard.

Wt hout warning, a huge bang! rattled the wi ndows. Reuven
started crying. As Rivka rushed to confort him sirens began

to wail.
Moi she followed his wife out to the front room "It fright-
ened ne," Reuven sai d.

"I't frightened me, too," his father answered. He'd tried to
forget how terrifying an explosion out of the blue could be.
Hearing just one took him back to the surnmer before, when
the Lizards had forced the Germans out of Warsaw, and to
1939, when the Nazis had pounded a city that couldn't fight
b k
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"I didn't think the Germans could hurt us any nore," Rivk
sai d.

"I didn't, either. They nust have gotten |lucky." Mish
spoke as nmuch to reassure hinmself as to hearten his wife. Be
lieving they were safe fromthe Nazis was as vital to thema
to every other Jew in Pol and.

Bang! This one was | ouder and closer. The whol e bl ock o
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flats shook. dass tinkled down on the floor as two w ndow
blewin. Faint in the distance, Mishe heard screans. The ri
ing bay of the sirens soon drowned them out.

"LuckyT" Rivka asked bitterly. Moishe shrugged with

much nonchal ance as he could find. If it wasn't just |uc
didn't want to think about that.

"The Deutsche got lucky," Kirel said. "They |launched the
rnissiles when our antinissile systemwas down for period

mai nt enance. The warheads did only relatively m nor danag
to our facilities."

Atvar gl owered at the shiplord, though it was only natu
that he try to put the best face on things. "Qur facilities- in
not be badly danmaged, but what of our prestigeT the fle
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snapped. "Shall we give the Big Uglies the inpression
can | ob these things at us whenever it strikes their fancy?

"Exalted Fleetlord, the situation is not so bad as that," Kin
sai d.

"No, eh?" Atvar was not ready to be appeased. "How not?

"They fired three nore at our installations the next days an
we knocked ail of those down," Kirel said-

"This is | ess wonderful than it mght be," Atvar said. "I pre
sune we expended three antimissile missiles in the process?

"Four, actually," Kirel said. "One went wild and had to
destroyed in flight."

"Wich | eaves us how many such nissiles in our inven
tory?"

"Exalted Fleeilord, | would have to run a conputer check
gi ve you the precise nunber," Kirel said.

Atvar had run that conputer check. "The precise nunbe
Shiplord, is 357. Wth them we can reasonably expect to sho(
down sonet hing over three hundred of the Big Uglies' ms
siles. After that, we becone as vulnerable to them as they
to us."

"Not really," Kirel protested. "The guidance systens o
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their mssiles are laughable. They can strike mlitarily signifi-
cant targets only by accident. The m ssiles thenselves are- 2
"Junk," Atvar finished for him "I know this." He poked a
claw into a conputer control on his desk. The hol ographic im
age of a wrecked Tosevite missile sprang into being above the
projector off to one side. "Junk," he repeated. "Sheet-netal
body, gl ass-wool insulation, no electronics worthy of the
name- 2'

"It scarcely makes a pretense of being accurate,” Kirel said.
"I understand that," Atvar said. "And to knock it out of the
sky, we have to use weapons full of sophisticated el ectronics
we cannot hope to replace on this world. Even at one for one,
the exchange is scarcely fair."

"We cannot show the Big Uglies how to manufacture inte-

grated circuits,” Kirel said. "Meir technology is too primtive
to | et them produce such sophisticated conponents for us. And
even if it weren't, | would hesitate to acquaint themw th such
an art, lest we find ourselves on the receiving end of it in a
year's tinme."

"Al ways a question of considerable inport on Tosev 3,"

Atvar said. "I thank the forethoughtful spirits of Enmperors
pasf'-he cast his eyes down to the floor, as did Kirel--"that
we stocked any antinmissiles at all. W did not expect to have

to deal with technol ogically advanced opponents.™

"The same applies to our ground arnor and many ot her ar-
manents,"” Kirel agreed. "Wthout them our difficulties would
be greater still."

"l understand this," Atvar said. "Wat galls ne still nore is
that, despite our air of superiority, we have not been able to
shut down the Big Ugfies' industrial capacity. Their weapons
are primtive, but continue to be produced."

He had once nore the uneasy vision of a new Tosevite
| andcrui ser runbling around a pile of ruins just after the Race's
| ast one had been lost in battle. O nmaybe it would be a new
mssile flying off its launcher with a trail of fire, and no hope
of knocking it down before it hit.

Kirel said, "Qur strategy of targeting the Tosevites' petro-
leumfacilities has not yet yielded the full range of desired
results.”

"I ampainfully aware of this," Atvar replied. "The Big Ug-
lies are better at effecting nmakeshift repairs than any rationa
bei ng coul d have i magi ned. And while their vehicles and air-
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craft are petroleumfueled, the same is not true of a large pro
portion of their heavy manufacturing capacity. This al so nmake
matters nmore difficult."

"W are beginning to get significant anounts of small-arm
amuni tion from Tosevite factories in the areas under our con
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trol," Kirel said, resolutely |ooking at the bright side of things
"The | evel of sabotage in production is acceptably [ow "

"That's sonet hing, anyhow. Up till now, these Tosevite fa-
cilities have produced nothing but frustration for us," Atva
said. "The nunitions they turn out are good enough to danage
us, but not of sufficient quality or precision to be usefWto w
in and of thenselves. W cannot nerely match thembullet fo
bull et or shell for shell, as they have nmore of each. CQurs, then
must have the greater effect."”

"I ndeed so, Exalted Fleetlord," Kirel said. "To that end, we
have recently converted a nunitions factory we captured froir
the Franqais to producing artillery anmunition in our cali-
bers. The Tosevites manufacture the casings and the expl osive
charges; our only contribution to the process is the el ectronicq
for terminal guidance."

"Somet hi ng," Atvar said again. "But when our supply o
seeker heads runs out-" In his nmind, that ugly, snoke-bel ching
| andcr ui ser came out from behind the pile of ruins again.

"Such stocks are still fairly large," Kirel said. "Again, we
now have factories in Italia, France, and captured areas of the
U.S. A and the SSSR beginning to turn out brakes and ot het
mechani cal parts for our vehicles."

"This is progress," Atvar admtted. "Wether it proves suf-
ficient progress remains to be seen. The Big Uglies, unform

nately, also progress. Wrse still, they progress qualitatively
where we are lucky to be able to hold our ground. | still worry
about what the colonization fleet will find here when it ar-
rives."
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"Surely the conquest will be conplete by then," Kirel ex-

cl ai ned.
"WIIl it?" The nore Atvar | ooked ahead, the | ess he liked
what he saw. "Try as we will, Shiplord, |I fear we shall not be

able to prevent the Big Uglies fromacquiring nucl ear weapons,
And if they do, | fear for Tosev 3."

VWyachesl av Mol ot ov detested flying. That gave him a per-
sonal reason for hating the Lizards to go along with reasons ol
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patriotismand ideol ogy. |Ideol ogy cane first, of course. He
hated the Lizards for their inperialism for the efforts to cast
al |l of manki nd-and the Soviet Union in particular-back into

the ancient econonmic system with the aliens taking the role of
mast ers and reduci ng mankind to sl aves.

But beneath the inperatives of the Marxist-Leninist dialec-
tic, Mdlotov also despised the Lizards for making himfly here
to London. This trip wasn't as ghastly as his | ast one, when he
had flown in the open cockpit of a biplane fromjust outside
Moscow to Berchtesgaden to beard Hitler in his den. He'd
been in a closed cabin all the way-but he'd been no | ess ner-
VOous.

True, the Pe-2 fighter-bonber that had brought him across
the North Sea was nore confortable than the little U-2 he'd
used before. But it was also nore vul nerable. The U2 seened
too small for the Lizards to notice. Not so the machine he'd
flown in yesterday. If he'd gone down into the cold, choppy
gray water below, he knew he woul dn't have | asted | ong.

But here he was, at the heart of the British Enpire. For the
five major powers still resisting the Lizards-the five nmmjor
powers which, before the Lizards cane, had been at war with
one anot her-London renai ned the nost accessi bl e conmon
ground. Large parts of the Soviet Union, the United States, and
Germany and its European conquests |lay under the aliens'
thunb, while Japan, though |ike England free of invaders, was
next to inpossible for British, German, and Sovi et representa-
tives to reach.

Wnston Churchill strode into the Foreign Ofice conference
room He nodded first to Cordell Hull, the American Secretary
of State, then to Ml otov, and then to Joachi mvon Ri bbentrop
and Shigenori Togo. As forner enemes, they stood | ower on

tc
his scal e of approval than did the nations that had handed O,
get her agai nst fascism

But Churchill's greeting included all inpartially: "I welcone
you, gentlenen, in the cause of freedomand in the nane of
H's Majesty the King."

Mol otov's interpreter nmurrmured the Russian translation for
him Big Five conferences got along on three | anguages:

America and Britain shared English, while Ri bbentrop, a
former German anbassador to the Court of St. Janmes's, was
also fluent in that tongue. That |eft Mdl otov and Togo |inguis-
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tically isolated, but Mdlotov, at |east, was used to isolation-
serving as foreign comm ssar for the only Marxist-Leninis
state in a capitalist world was good pariah training.

The envoys delivered their replies. Wen Mlotov's tun
canme, he said, "The peasants and workers of the Soviet Unioi
express through nme their solidarity with the peasants and work
ers of worldw de humanity agai nst our conmon foe."

Ri bbentrop gave hima dirty look. Getting the Nazi's goat
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t hough, was no great acconplishment; Ml otov thought of hin

as nothing nore than a chanpagne sal esnan junped up be

yond his position and his abilities. Churchill's round pink face
on the contrary, renmained utterly inperturbable. For the Britis]
Prime Mnister, Mol otov had a grudgi ng respect. No doubt |it
was a class eneny, but he was an able and resolute man. Wth
out him England night have yielded to the Nazis in 1940, ant
he had unhesitatingly gone to the support of the Soviet Unioi
when the Germans invaded a year later. Had he thrown hi

wei ght behind Hitler then in the crusade agai nst Bol shevisn
he'd once preached, the USSR ni ght have fallen.

Cordell Hull said, "It's a good idea that we get togethe

when we can so we can plan together the best way of riddinj
oursel ves of the damed Lizards." As he had been at previou
meetings, Molotov's interpreter was a little slower in translat
ing for Hull than he had been for Churchill: the Anerican’
dialect differed fromthe British English he' d | earned.

"Ri ddi ng ourselves of the Lizards nowis not our only con
cem" Shigenori Togo said.

"What coal d possibly be of greater concern to us?'

Ri bbentrop demanded. He m ght have been a posturing, pop

eyed fool, but for once Mlotov could not disagree w th hi
quest i on.

But Togo said, "W al so have now a future concern. Sarel,

you all hold captives fromanong the Lizards. Have you no
observed they are all nal es?"

"Of what other gender could warriors properly beT" Church

ill said.
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Mol ot ov | acked the Englishman's Victorian preconception

on that score: fenmale pilots and snipers had gone into battl e-
and done wel | -agai nst both the Germans and the Lizards. Bu
even Mol otov reckoned that a tactic of desperation. "What an
you i nplyi ng?" he asked of the Japanese foreign mnister.
"Under interrogation, a captive Lizard pilot has infornmed u
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that this enornmous invasion force is but the precursor to a stil
| arger fleet now traveling toward our planet," Togo replied.
"The second fleet is termed, if we understand correctly, the
col oni zation fleet. The Lizards intend not nerely conquest but
al so occupation.”

He coul d have created no greater consternation if he'd
throwmn a live grenade onto the gl eam ng mahogany surface of
the table in front of him Ri bbentrop shouted in German;
Cordell Hull slamed the pal mof his hand down onto the ta-
bl et op and shook his head so that the fringe of hair he conbed

over his bald crown flailed wildly; Churchill choked on his ci-
gar and coughed harshly.
Only Molotov still sat unnoved and unnovi ng. He waited

for the hubbub to die down around him then said, "Wy

should we allow this to surprise us, conrades?" He used the

| ast word deliberately, both to remind the other dignitaries that
they were in the struggle together and to irk them on account

of their capitalist ideology.

Speaki ng through an interpreter had its advantages. Anong
them was getting the chance to think while the interpreter per-
fornmed his office. Ribbentrop started off in German again (a
mark of indiscipline, to Mlotov's mnd), then switched to
spluttering English: "But how are we to defeat these creatures
if they throw at us endl ess waves of attack?"

"This is a question you Gernmans shoul d have asked your-
sel ves before you invaded the Soviet Union," Ml otov said.

Hul I raised a hand. "Enough of that," he said sharply. "Re-
crimnations have no place at this table, else | would not be
sitting here with Mnister Togo."

Mol ot ov di pped his head slightly, acknow edgi ng the Secre-
tary of State's point. He enjoyed twitting the Nazi, but enjoy-
ment and di pl omacy were two separate things.

"The depths of space between the stars are vaster than any
man can confortably imagine, and traveling them even near
the speed of fight, takes time, or so the astrononmers have |ed
me to believe," Churchill said. He turned to Togo. "How | ong
have we before the second wave falls on us?"

The Japanese foreign mnister answered, "The prisoner
states that this colonization fleet will reach Earth in something
under forty of his kind's years. That is less than forty of our
years, but by how rmuch he does not know. "

The interpreter |eaned close to Molotov. "I amgiven to un-
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that two of the Lizards' years are nore or |ess equa
t doer osnt aendof ours," he nmurnured in Russian.
"7ell them" Modlotov said after a nonent's hesitation. Re-
veal ing informati on of any sort went against his grain, but joint
pl anning required this.
When the interpreter finished speaking, Ri bbentrop beaned.
"So we have twenty years or so, then," he said. "This is not
so bad."

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (188 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:32 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

Mol ot ov was di smayed to see Hull nod at that. To them he
concl uded, twenty years hence was so far distant that it night
as well not exist. The Soviet Union's Five-Year Plans forced a
concentration on the future, as did continued study of the in-
el uctabl e dynam cs of the historical dialectic. As far as Ml o-
tov was concerned, a state that did not think about where it
woul d be twenty years fromnow did not deserve to be any-
wher e.

He saw i ntense concentration on Churchill's face. The En-
gli shman had no dialectic to guide himbow could he, when
he represented a class destined for the asbh-heap of history?-
but was hinself a student of history of the reactionary sort, and
thus used to contenplating broad sweeps of tine. He could
| ook ahead twenty years w thout being dizzied at the distance.

"I shall tell you what this means, gentlenen," Churchil
said: "It nmeans that, even after we have defeated the Lizards
even now encroaching on the green hills of Earth, we shal
have to remain conrades in arns-even if not conrades in
Conmi ssar Mol otov's sense-and ready oursel ves and our
world for anotheir great battle."

"l agree," Modlotov said. He was willing to let Churchill twt
hi mwi thout nercy if that advanced the coalition against the
Li zards. Next to them even a fossilized conservative like
Churchill was reminted in shiny progressive netal.

Ri bbentrop said, "I agree also. | nust say, however, that cer-
tain countries now preaching the gospel of cooperation would
do well to practice it. Germany has noted several instances of
new devel opnents transmtted to us inconpletely or only with
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reluctance, while others at this table have shared nore equally
and openhandedly."

Churchill's bland face renained bl and. Ml otov did not

change expression, either-but then he rarely did. He knew

Ri bbentrop was tal ki ng about the Soviet Union, but declined to
feel the least bit guilty. He was still sorry that Germany had
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succeeded in snuggling even half his share of explosive neta
back to his honel and. That hadn't been part of the Soviet plan.
And Churchill couldn't be enthusiastic about sharing British
secrets with the power that had all but brought Britain to her
knees.

"M nister Ri bbentrop, | want to remnd you that this notion
of sendi ng new i deas runs both ways," Cordell Hull said. "You
haven't shared your fancy |ong-range rockets with the rest of
us, | notice, nor the inproved sights |I hear tell about in your
new t anks."

"I will investigate this," Ribbentrop said. "W shall not be
| ess forthcom ng than our nei ghbors.™

"VWile you are investigating, you ought to ook into the
techni ques involved in your Polish death canps," Ml otov
said. "OF course, the Lizards have publicized them so well that
| doubt many secrets are left any nore."

"The Rei ch denies these vicious fabrications advanced by
aliens and Jews," Ribbentrop said, sending Ml otov an angry
glare that made himwant to smile-he'd hurt the German for-
eign mnister where it mattered. And Germany coul d deny al
she pl eased; no one believed her. Then Ri bbentrop went on,

"And in any case, Herr Mdlotov, | doubt whether Stalin needs
any instruction in the ail of nurder.”

Mol ot ov bared his teeth; he hadn't expected the normally
fatuous German to have such an effective comeback ready.
Stalin, though, killed people because they opposed himor
m ght be dangerous to him (the two categories, over the years,
had grown cl oser together until they were nearly identical), not
merely because of the group from which they sprang. The dis-
tinction, however, was too subtle for himto set it forth for the
ot hers around the mahogany tabl e.

Shi genori Togo said, "W need to renenber that, while we
were enem es, we now find ourselves on the sane side. Things
whi ch detract fromthis should be |left by the wayside as ines-
sential. Perhaps one day we shall find the tine to pick them up
once nore and reexam ne them but that day is not yet."

The Japanese foreign mnister was the appropriate man to
speak to both Ml otov and R bbentrop, as his country had
been allied with Gernmany and neutral to the Soviet Union be-
fore the Lizards cane.

"A sensi bl e suggestion,” Hull said. H s agreenent with
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TO90 neant something, for the United States and Japan had the
sane reasons for hatred as Russians and Germans.

Mol otov said, "As best we can, then, we shall maintain ow
Progressive coalition and continue the struggle against the im
perialist invaders, at the same time seeking ways to share the
fruits of technical progress ampng oursel ves?"

"As best we can, yes," Churchill said. Everyone el se aroun~
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the tabl e nodded. Mdl otov knew the qualification wouk
weaken their conbined effort. But he al so knew that, wi thoul
it, the Big Five m ght have bal ked at sharing anything at all
An agreenment with an acknow edged flaw was to his mind bet-
ter than one that could blow up w thout warning.

They were keeping the fight alive. Past that, little matterec
now.
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The air-raid siren at Bruntingthorpe began to howl . David
Col dfarb sprinted for the nearest slit trench. Above the siren
came the roar of the Lizards' jets. It seenmed to grow i npossi-
bly fast.

Bonbs started falling about the tine Gol df arb dove head-
long into the trench. The ground shook as if it were withing
in pain. Antiaircraft guns hammered. The Lizard pl anes
screamed past at just above treetop height. Their cannon were
poundi ng, too. Through everything, the siren wailed on.

The jets streaked away. The AA around Bruntingt horpe sent
a last few futile rounds after them Shell fragments pattered

down fromthe sky like jagged netal hail. Stunned, half deaf-
ened, filthy, his heart pounding madly, Goldfarb clinbed to his
feet.

He gl anced down at his watch. "Bl oody hell," he muttered,

and t hen, because that didn't have enough kick, "Gevalt. "
Hardly nmore than a m nute had gone by since the air raid
war ni ng began.

In that minute, Bruntingthorpe had been turned upside
down. Craters pocked the runway. One of the bonbs had
struck an airplane in spite of the camoufl aged revetment in
which it huddl ed. A columm of greasy bl ack snoke rose into
the cl oudy sky.

CGol df arb | ooked around. "OCh, bl oodyfucking hell," he said.
The Ni ssen hut where he'd been studying howto fit a radar

into the Meteor jet fighter was just a piece of rubble. Part O
the curved roof of corrugated gal vani zed iron had been bl own
fifty feThe radarman scramnbl ed out of the trench and dashed toward
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the Ni ssen hut, which was beginning to bum "G oup C

Hi ppie!" he shouted, and then called in turn the names of
other nmen with whom he'd been working. A dreadful fear th

he woul d hear no reply rose in him

Then, one by one, the heads of the RAF officers popped

out of the trench close by the hut. Only the top of Hippie's c
was visible; he really was very short. "That you, Gol dfarb?"
called. "Are you all right?"

"Yes, sir," CGoldfarb said. "Are you?"

"Quite, thanks," Hippie answered, scranbling out spryly.

| ooked around at the hut, shook his head. "There's a good de

of work up in smoke. |I'mglad we sal vaged what we did." A
the other officers got out, he waved Gol dfarb over to see w
he neant.

The bottomof the slit trench was covered with manila fol
ers and the papers that had spilled out of them Coldfarb st
fromthemto Hi ppie and back again. "You-all of yo
stopped to grab papers when the air raid alarmwent off?2."

"Wl l, the work upon which we are engaged here is of co
si derabl e i nportance, don't you think?" H ppie murnured,
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if he hadn't imagi ned doi ng anything but what he'd done.
probably hadn't. Had Gol dfarb been in the N ssen hut with
others, the only thing he would have thought about was getti
to cover as fast as he coul d.

Groundcrew nmen had al ready energed fromtheir shelter

They swept and pushed chunks of tarnmac off onto the wi

brown grass to either side of the newly hit runways, or e
tossed theminto the craters the bonmbs had nmade. O hei
started dragging up | engths of pierced-steel planking materi
to put over the holes until they could make nore permanent n

pairs.
Fl i ght Lieutenant Kennan pointed toward the burning
craft. "I do hope that's not one of our Pioneers."
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"Not in that revetnent, sir." Flight Oficer Roundbush sho

his head. "It's only a Hurricane."
"Only a Hurricane?" Kennan | ooked scandalized; he'd fl ow
one during the Battle of Britain. "Basil, if it weren't for

ri canes, you'd have had to trimthat nustache of yours dow
to a toothbrush and start |earning German. The Spitfir
grabbed the glory-they | ook |ike such thoroughbreds,
all-but Hurricanes did more of the work."

Roundbush's hand went protectively to the bushy blo
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growth on his upper lip. "I beg your pardon, sir. Had | realized
the Hurricane stood between ny nustache and war's desol a-
tion, | should have spoken of it with nore respect--even if it

is as obsolete as a Sopwith Canel these days."

I f possible, Kennan | ooked even nore affronted, not |east
because Roundbush was in essence right. |Indeed, against the
Li zards a Sopwi th Canel m ght have been of nore use than a
Hurricane, sinply because it contained very little netal and so
was hard for radar to pick up.

Bef ore Kennan could return to the verbal charge, G oup
Captain H pple said, "Maurice, Basil, that's quite enough."
They shuffled their feet |ike a couple of abashed school -
boys.

W ng Commander Peary junped back down into the trench
started rummgi ng through file folders. "Oh, capital," he said
a mnute later. "We didn't |ose the drawings for the installation
of the multifrequency radar in the Meteor fusel age."

At the same tinme as Goldfarb breathed a silent sigh of relief,
Basi | Roundbush said, "I had to save those. David woul d have
snmote ne hip and thigh if 1'd | eft them behind."

"Heh," Goldfarb said. He wondered if Roundbush was using
that pseudo-Biblical |anguage to nock his Jew shness. Proba-
bly not, he decided. Roundbush made fun of everything on
general principles.

"Shall we gather up our goods and see who will give us a
tenmporary hone?" Hi pple said. "W shan't have a hut of our
own for a while now "

Pl anes were taking off and | anding on the danaged runways
by that afternoon. By then, Goldfarb and the RAF officers
were back at work in a borrowed coner of the neteorol ogica
crew s Nissen hut. The inside of one of the tenporary buil d-
ings was so nmuch |like that of another that for a few mnutes
at a time Goldfarb was able to forget he wasn't where he had
been.

The tel ephone rang. One of the weathernmen picked it up,
then held it out to Hipple. "Call for you, Goup Captain.”

"Thank you." The jet engine specialist took the phone,
said, "H pple here." He listened for a couple of minutes, then
said, "Oh, that's first-rate. Yes, we'll be |l ooking forward to re-
ceiving it. Tonorrow norning sone time, you say9 Yes, that
will do splendidly. Thanks so nuch for calling. Good-bye."

"What was that in aid of ?" Wng Commander Peary asked.

Harry Turtl edove

"There may be some justice in the world after all, Julian
H ppl e answered. "One of the Lizard jets which strafed d
base was | ater brought down by antiaircraft fire north of
cester. The aircraft did not bum upon inpact, and damage w
| ess extensive than in nost other cases where we have be
fortunate enough to strike a bl ow against the Lizards. An
gine and the radar will be sent here for our exam nation."
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"That's wonderful ," Goldfarb exclained; his words w
partly drowned by simlar ones.fromthe other nenbers of h
tearn and fromthe neteorol ogists as well.

"'"at happened to the pilotT Basil Roundbush asked,

i ng, "Nothing good, | hope."

"I was told he used one of the Lizards' exploding seats
get free of the aircraft, but he has been captured by H
Guards," Hipple answered. "Perhaps it m ght be w se for
to seek to have him placed here so we can draw on his know
edge of the parts of his aircraft once he gains sone comuai
of , English."

"I'"ve heard the Lizards sing like birds once they get to
poi nt where they can talk," Roundbush said. "They're s
posed to be even worse than the Italians for that. It's odd,
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you ask ne.,,

Mauri ce Kennan wal ked into the trap: "Wy's that?"

"Because they all come with stiff upper rips, of cours
Roundbush gri nned.

"You're one of the brightest Britain has to offer?" Kenn
sai d, groaning. "God save us all."

Gol df arb groaned, too-Basil Roundbush woul d have be
di sappointed if he hadn't-but he was also smiling. He'd s
this kind of chaffing at the radar station in Dover at the he
of the Battle of Britain, and then again with the Lancaster
testing airborne radar. It nmade men work better together, |es
ened their friction agai nst one another. Some, like Goup C
tain H pple, didn't need such social lubrication, but nost
nortal s did.

They | abored on until well past eight, trying to nmake up
time lost to the Lizard raid. They didn't catch up; Go
spent nost of his time |ooking for the papers he needed,
didn't always find them The other four nmen, being nmore co
cerned with engines than radar, had grabbed those file fol
first and his as an afterthought.

When Fred Hi ppl e yawned and stood up from his stool,
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was a signal for everyone else to knock off, too: if he'd had
enough, they didn't need to be ashaned to show they were

wom GColdfarb felt it in the shoulders and in the small of the
back.

H ppie, a man of uncommon rectitude, headed for the refec-
tory and then, presumably, for his cot-such, at |east, was his
usual habit. Coldfarb, though, had had a bellyful-in both the
literal and figurative senses of the word--of the food the RAF
kitchens turned out. After a while, stewed nmeat (when there
was meat), soya |inks, stewed potatoes and cabbage, dunplings
the size, shape, and consistency of billiard balls, and stewed
prunes got to be too much.

He clinmbed onto his bicycle and headed for nearby Brunt-

i ngt horpe. Nor was he surprised to hear the rattling squeak of
anot her bicycle's inperfectly oiled chain right behind him
Looki ng back over his shoulder in the darkness would have

been an invitation to go straight over the handl ebars. |nstead,
he called, "A Friend In Need--2

Basi| Roundbush's chuckl e came ahead to him The flight
of ficer finished the catch phrase: '~-is a friend i ndeed."

A few minutes later, they both pulled up in front of A
Friend In Need, the only pub Bruntingthorpe boasted. Wt hout
the RAF aerodrone just outside the hamlet, the place would
not have had enough custoners to stay open. As things were,
it flourished. So did the fish-and-chips shop next door, though
Col df arb fought shy of that one because of the big tins of lard
that showed up in its refuse bins. He was not nearly so rigid
in his Othodox faith as his parents, but eating chips fried in
pig's fat was nore than he coul d stonmach.

"Two pints of bitter," Roundbush called. The publican
poured them fromhis pitcher, passed them across the bar in
exchange for silver. Roundbush raised his pint pot in salute to
CGol df arb. "Confusion to the Lizards!"

They both drained their pints. The beer was not what it had
been before the war After the first or second pint , though, you
stopped noticing. Follow ng i menorial custom Coldfarb
bought the second round. "No confusion to us tonorrow, when
they fetch the damaged goods," he declared. He said no nore,
not off the base.

"I''ll drink to that, by Godl" Roundbush said, and proved it.
"T"he nore we can | earn about how they do what they do, the
better our chance of keeping themfromdoing it."

Harry Turdedove

The innkeeper |eaned across the waxed oak surface of
bar. "lI've still got half a roasted capon in the back room | ad
he said in a confidential voice. "Four and six, if you
i nterested-2'

The slap of coins on the bar gave his sentence its end
tuation. "Light neat or dark?" Col dfarb asked when the b
appeared: as an officer, Roundbush had the right to choost

"I fancy breasts nore than | egs," Roundbush answered,
added, after the perfect tiny pause, "and |I. like |ight neat
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ter, too."

So did Goldfarb, but he ate the dark wi thout conplaint
was vastly better than anything they nade back at the
dronme. The two RAF nen each bought anot her round. The
regretfully, they rode back to the base. Keeping bicycles on
st eady course seened conplicated after four pints of even b
bitter.

The headache Col df arb had the next morning told him
probably shoul dn't have drunk the | ast one. Basil Roundbu
| ooked disgustingly fresh. Goldfarb did his best to keep
Captain Flipple fromnoticing he was hung over. He thought
succeeded, and got hel p because no one was working at
best, not only because of yesterday's raid, but al so because
eryone was | ooking forward to exam ning the weckage fr(
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the Lizard pl ane.

Sai d wreckage did not arrive until nearly eleven, which
everyone, even the patient, nild-nmannered Hi pple, on
Wien it finally happened, though, the arrival was a portent:
fragments came to Bruntingthorpe aboard a pair of 6x6
trucks.

The big runbling Anerican nachines seened to Go

al nrost as great a prodigy as the cargo they bore. Next to the
the British lorries he was used to were awkward mnakeshi
timd and underpowered. If the Lizards hadn't come, thou
of these broad-shoul dered brui sers woul d have been haul

men and equi prent all around England. As it was, only
earliest handful of arrivals were working here. The Yanks h
nmore urgent use for the rest on their own side of the Ad
That a couple of the precious American lorries had been
trusted with their present cargo spoke vol unmes about how i
portant the RAF reckoned it. T'"he lorries al so boasted w nc
whi ch hel ped get the pieces out of the cargo conpartnents:
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dar and engine, especially the latter, were too heavy for conve-
ni ent manhandl i ng.

"W have to get these under cover as quickly as we can,”

H ppie said. "W don't want Lizard reconnai ssance aircraft
noting that we're trying to learn their secrets.”

Even as he spoke, nen fromthe groundcrew were draping
camouf | age netting over the weckage. Before long, it |ooked
pretty nuch |ike neadow from above. Gol dfarb said, "They'l
expect us to rebuild the Nissen hut they w ecked yesterday.
VWhen we do, it mght be worthwhile to nmove this gear into it.
That way, the Lizards won't be able to tell we have it."

"Very good suggestion, David,~" Hipple said, beam ng. "I

expect we'll do that as soon as we have the opportunity. Yet no
matter how quickly they can run up a Nissen hut, we shan't
wait for them | want to attack these beasts as rapidly as pos-

sible, as I'mcertain you do al so."

There Hippie was right. Even though it was gl oony under
the netting, Goldfarb got to work right away. The Lizard pl ane
must have cone down on its belly rather than nose first, a
happy accident that had i ndeed kept it from being too badly
smashed up. Part of the stream ined nose assenbly remained in
place in front of the parabolic radar antenna.

The antenna itself had escaped crunpling. It was snaller
than Gol dfarb had expected; for that matter, the whole unit was
smal l er than he'd expected. The Lizards had mounted it in
front of their pilot--that was obvious. It was good design;
CGol df arb wi shed the set that would go into the Meteor was
smal |l enough to inmtate it.

Sone of the sheet netal around the radar had torn. Peering
through a gap, Coldfarb saw bundles of wires with bright-
col ored insul ati on. Coded somehow, he thought, wi shing he
knew whi ch col or nmeant what.

Even wrecked, the finish of the Lizard aircraft was very
fine. Welds were smooth and flat, rivets countersunk so their
heads lay flush with the metal skin. Even tugging with pliers
at a tear in the netal to widen it so he could reach inside felt
like tanpering to Goldfarb

Behi nd the radar antenna |ay the magnetron; he recogni zed
the curved shape of its housing. It was the |ast piece of appa-
ratus he did recognize. Things that |ooked like screws held it
to the rest of the unit. They did not, however, have conven-
tional heads. Instead of openings for a flat-blade or Phillips-
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head screwdriver, they had square cavities sunk into the centers
of the heads.

CGol df arb rummaged through the tools on his belt till he
found a fl at-blade screwdriver whose blade fit across the diag-
onal of one of the Lizard screws. He turned it. Nothing hap-
pened. He gave the screw a hard | ook that quickly turned
specul ative and tried to turn it the other way. It began to come
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out.

Bad | anguage was coning fromthe RAF nmen working on
the engi ne. Suspecting he knew why, Coldfar~ called, "The
screws are backwards to ours: anticlockw se tightens, clock-
wi se | oosens. "

He heard a couple of seconds' silence, then a grunt of sat-
i sfaction. Fred Hippie said, "Thank you, David. Lord only
knows how | ong that would have taken to occur to us. One can
soneti nes becone too wedded to the obvious."

Gol dfarb fairly burst with pride. This fromthe man who had
desi gned and patented the jet engine al nost ten years before
the war began! Praise indeed, he thought.

The bad | anguage fromthe engine crew faded away as the
of ficers got the casing off and started | ooking at the guts.
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"I bey use fir-tree roots to secure the turbine blades, sit," Julian
Peary said indignantly. "Pity you had so nuch troubl e convinc-
ing the powers that be it was a good notion."

"The Lizards have had this technology in place rather |onger
than we have, Wng Commander," Hi ppi e answered. Despite

long thwarting by RAF indifference and even hostility, he

showed no bitterness. -

"And | ook, " Basil Roundbush said. "The bl ades have a

slight twist to them How long ago did you suggest that, sir?
Two years? Three?"

What ever Hippie's answer was, CGoldfarb didn't hear it.

He' d | oosened enough screws hinself to get off a panel of the
radar's case. He had a good notion of what he'd find inside:
since physical |laws had to be the same all through the uni-
verse, he figured the Lizard set would closely resenble the
ones he was used to. Ch, it would be snaller and |ighter and
better engineered than RAF nodels, but still essentially simlar.
Val ves, after all, renmained val ves-unless you went to the

United States, where they turned into tubes.

But the second he got a good | ook at the radar, the flush of
pride he'd felt alittle while before evaporated. Hippie and his
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team coul d nake some sense of what they saw inside the jet

engi ne. The parts of the radar set remained a conplete nystery
to Goldfarb. The only thing of which he could be certain was
that it had no valves ... or even tubes.

VWhat took their place was sheets of grayish-brown nateri al
with silvery lines etched onto them Sone had little | unpy
things of various shapes and col ors affixed. Form said nothing
about function, at |east not to Col dfarhb.

Basi| Roundbush chose that monent to inquire, "How goes
it with you, David?"

"I'"'mafraid it doesn't go at all." Goldfarb knew he sounded
like a bad translation fromthe French. He didn't care: he'd
found the sinplest way to tell the truth.

"Pity," Roundbush said. "Well, | don't suppose we need ev-
ery single answer this nmorning. One or two of them may pos-
sibly wait until tonight."

CGol df arb' s answering | augh had a distinctly hollow ring.

Mutt Daniels drew the cloth patch through the barrel of his
tomy gun. "You got to keep your weapon clean," he told the
men in his squad. Telling--even ordering-acconplished only
so nmuch. Leadi ng by exanpl e worked better

Kevi n Donl an obediently started in on his rifle. He obeyed
Daniels like a father (or maybe, Mitt thought uneasily, like a
grandf at her-he was ol d enough to be the kid's grandfather, if
he and his hypothetical child had started early). O her than
that, though, he had a soldier's ingrained suspicion of anyone
of higher rank than his own-which in his case nmeant just
about the whole Arny, He asked, "Sarge, what are we doing,
in Mount Pul aski anyways?"

Dani el s paused in his cleaning to consider that. He w shed
he had a chaw, working the wad of tobacco in his nouth al-
ways hel ped himthink. He hadn't come across one in a |long
time, though. He said, "Near as | can see, sonebody | ooked at
a map, saw 'Mount,' and figured this here was hi gh ground
Hell of a mountain, ain't it?"

The nen | aughed. Mount Pul aski was on hi gher ground than
the surroundi ng ham ets-by twenty, thirty, sonetinmes even
fifty or sixty feet. It hardly seened worth having spent fives to
take the place, even if it did also sit at the junction of State
Roads 121 and 54.

Bel a Szabo said, "They finally figured out we weren't about
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to take Decatur, so they figuied they'd nove us sonepl ace
new and see how nmany casualties we can take here." Szabo
wasn't nuch ol der than Kevin Donlan, but had a couple of ex-
tralifetimes' worth of cynicismunder his belt.

But Mutt shook his head. "Naah, that ain't it, Dracula. What
they're really after is seein' how many fancy old-tinme build-
ings they can blow to hell. They're gettin' right good at it,
too. "

The Mount Pul aski Courthouse was his case in point here.

Al most a hundred years old, it was a two-story G eek Reviva
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buil ding of red-brown brick with a plain classical pedinment. O
rather, it had been: after a couple of artillery hits, nore of it

was rubbl e than building. But enough still stood to show it
woul d have been worth savi ng.
"You boys hungry?" a wonman called. "I've got sonme ducks

and sone fhed trout here if you are.
pi cni ¢ basket.

"Yes, ma'am" Mitt said enthusiastically. "Beats the sh-

pants of f what the Army feeds us-when they feed us." Quar-
termaster arrangenents had gone to hell, what with the Lizards
hitting supply lines whenever they could. If it hadn't been for
the ki ndness of |ocals, Daniels and his nmen woul d have gone
hungry a ot nore than they did.

The wonman cane up to the front porch of the wecked

house where the squad was sitting. None of the young soldiers
pai d her any particul ar inind-she was a year or two past forty,
with a tired face and nmouse-brown hair streaked with gray.
Their attention was on, the basket she carried.

Springfields and MIs still canme with bayonets, even if no-
body was likely to use themin conbat any nore. They turned

out to make first-rate duck carvers, though. The roast ducks
were greasy and gany. Mutt still ate duck in preference to
trout; the only fish he cared for was catfish.

"Mghty fine, ma'am" Kevin Donlan said, licking his fin-
gers. "Were'd you cone by 0 this good stuff, anyhow?"

"up in Lincoln Lakes, six, seven mles north of here," she
answered. "They aren't real |akes, just gravel pits filled with
water, but they' re stocked with fish and | can use a shotgun."

She held up a big w cker
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"Found that out," Mitt said. Flis teeth had stumbl ed on
birdshot a couple of tines. You could break one that way if
you weren't lucky. He tossed aside a | eg botle gnawed bare,
then went on, "M ghty kind of you to go to so nmuch trouble
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for us, uh"--his eyes flicked to her left hand to see if she wore
aring-"Mss ..."

"I"'mLucille Potter," she answered. "What's your nane?"

"Pl eased to neet you, Mss Lucille,” he said. "I'm M uh,
Pete Daniels." He thought of hinself as Mitt these days; he
had for years. But that didn't seemthe right way to introduce
yourself to a wonman you'd just net. The kids might ignore
her-they were younger than nost of the players he'd
managed- but she didn't [ook half bad to him

Only trouble was, the kids wouldn't let himget away with
being Pete. Some of themstarted rolling in the dirt; even
Kevin Donl an snorted. Lucille | ooked fromone of themto the
next. "Wat's so funny?" she asked.

Resi gnedly, Daniels said, "My name's Pete, but they usually
call me Mutt."

"I's that what you'd rather be called?" she asked. \When he
nodded, she went on, "Wy didn't you say so, then? There's
not hing wong with that."

Her brisk tones made a couple of the soldiers | ook abashed,
but more of themdidn't care what she said, even if she had
brought them food. The matter-of-fact commobn sense in her
wor ds made hi m eye her specul atively. "You a schoolteacher,
ma' anf"

She sm | ed. That made sonme of her tiredness fall away and
I et himsee what she'd | ooked |ike when she was twenty-five
or so. No, she wasn't bad at all. She said, "Pretty good guess,
but you didn't notice ny shoes."

They were white-an awfully dirty white noww th thick,
rubbery soles. "You're a nurse,"” Mitt said.

Lucille Potter nodded. "I sure am 1've been doing a doc-
tor's work since the Lizards cane, though. Munt Pul aski only
had Doc Hanrahan, and sonebody's bomnb- God knows
whose-landed in his front yard just when he was com ng out
the door. He never knew what hit him anyhow. "

"Lord, | wish we could take you with us, ma'am" Kevin
Donl an said. "Me nmedics we got, they ain't everything they
oughta be. 'Course, what is these days?"

"That purely is a fact," Daniels agreed. The Arny tried
hard, the same as it did with supplies. As with supplies, war's
di sruption was too great to permt hurt nen proper care. He
suspected his grandfathers in the War Between the States
hadn't risked nuch worse medical treatnment. Doctors knew a

Harry Turtl edo*e 131,

| ot nmore nowadays, but so what? All the know edge in thi
world didn't matter if you couldn't get your hands on the ned
i cines and instrunents you needed to use it.

Lucille Potter said, "Wy the hell not?"

Mutt gaped at her, startled twice-first at the casual way she
swore and then by how she fell in with Donlan's suggestion
whi ch had been nore wi stful than serious. Mitt said, "But,
ma'am you're a wonman." He thought that explained every-
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t hi ng.

"So?" Lucille said-evidently she didn't. "Wuld you care
~jfl was digging a bullet out of your leg? O do you think your

ys here are going to gang-rape nme the second your back iss
t umedT,

"But-But--2' Miutt spluttered like a man who can't swirr
floundering out of a creek. He felt his face turn red. Hi s mer
were staring at Lucille Potter with their nmouths open. Rapi
wasn't a word you said around a wonan, |let alone a word you
expected to hear from one.

She went on, "Maybe | should bring nmy shotgun al ong. You
think that m ght nmake 'em behave?"

"Y' all mean it," he said, surprised again, this tine into g
Sout her ni sm he sel dom used.

"Of course | mean it," she said, "Get to know ne for
while and you'll find out |I hardly ever say things | don't nean
People in town were stupid, too, till they started coni ng dow
si ck and breaki ng bones and havi ng babi es. Then they founc
out what | could do--because they had to. You can't afford t(
wait around Re that, can you? If you give ne five mnutes
1"l go hone and get ny black bag. Oe'--she shrugged----"you
can do without."

Mutt thought hard. Whatever the trouble she brought witt
her, could it be worse than the hurts they'd take that woul d gc
bad without a doctor? He didn't think so. But he al so wantec
to find out why she was vol unteering, so he asked, "Ho%
cone you want to leave this town, if you' re the only thinj
even halfway close to a doctor hereT
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"When the Lizards held this part of the state, | had to sta3
here-1 was the only one around who could do anything,'

Lucill e answered. "But now that proper human beings are bac)

in charge, it'll be easier to bring a real doctor around. And at
awful ot of what |'ve been doing lately is patching up hur
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soldiers. | hate to put it so plain, Mitt, but | think you people
are liable to need me worse than Mount Pul aski does."

"That nmakes sense,"” Mitt said. G ancing at Lucille Potter,

he got the feeling she woul d make sense a lot of the tinme. He
rubbed his chin. "Tell you what, Mss' Lucille. Let's take you
over to Captain Maczek, see what he thinks about the idea. If

it's all right with him | like it." He |ooked over to the nen in
his squad. They were all nodding. Mitt suddenly grinned.
"Here-bring sone of this duck along with you. That'Ill help

put himin the right kind of nood."

Maczek was around the comer, eating with another squad
fromthe conpany. He was maybe half Mitt's age, but not al-
together lacking in sense. Mutt grinned again to see himdig-
ging a spoon in what |ooked |ike a can'of baked beans. He
hel d up the duck leg. "Got something better'n that for you,
sir---an' here's the lady who shot the bird."

The captain stared in delight at the duck, then turned to
Lucille. "Ma'am ny hat's off to you." He took hinself liter-
ally, doffing his net-covered helmet. The sweaty bl ond hair un-
demeath it stuck up in all directions.

"Pl eased to neet you, Captain." Lucille Potter gave her
nane, shook Maczek's hand with a decisive punp. Then the
captain took the drumstick and thigh fromDaniels and bit into
it. Gease ran down his chin. H's expression turned ecstatic.

"You know what else, sir?" Mitt said. He told Maczek what
el se.

"I's that a fact?" Mczek said.

"Yes, sir, it is," Lucille said. "I'mnot a proper doctor, and
I don't claimto be one. But |I've learned a hell of a |lot these
past few nonths, and I'ma |ot better than nothing."

Maczek absently took another bite of duck. As Mutt had, he
eyed the nen around him They'd all been listening with eager
curiosity. You couldn't run an arny by aski ng what everybody
thought all the time, but you didn't ignore what people
thought, either, not if you were smart. Maczek wasn't stupid,
anyhow. He said, "I'll clear it with the colonel later, but | don't
think he'll say no. It's irregular as all get out, but this whole
stinking war is irregular."”

"I'"ll go get ny tools," Lucille said, and strode off to do just
t hat .

Captai n Maczek watched her no-nonsense walk for a few
seconds before he turned back to Daniels. "You know, Ser-

Harry Turtl edove 13
geant, if you'd cone along to ne with sone little chippy you
found, |I'd have been very angry at you. But this one-1 thin]
she may do. If |'ve ever seen a fermal e who can take care o
herself, she's it."

"Reckon you're right | sir." Mitt pointed to the bone5
Maczek was still holding. "And we already know she can han-
dl e a shotgun.”

"That's true, by God." Maczek | aughed. "Besides, she's ok
enough to be a nother for nost of the nen. You have anybod)
in your squad with an QCedi pus conpl ex, you think?"
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"Wth a what, sir?" Miutt frowned-just because Macze)
had been to college, he didn't need to show off. And besi des-
"She's not bad-l1ookin', | don't think."

Captain Maczek opened his mouth to say sonething. By tht
glint in his eye, it would have been |l ewd or rude or both. Bu
he didn't say it-he was too smart an officer to nake fun o
hi s noncoms, especially in front of a bunch of |istening sot
diers. What he did finally say was, "However you |like, Mitt
But remenber, she's going to be medic for the whole com
pany, maybe the battalion, not just your squad."

"Yeah, sure, Captain, | know that," Daniels said. To hinself
he added, | saw her first, though

"I be U-2 droned through the night just above the trw ops
The cold slipstreambuffeted Ludm | a Gorbunova's face. It wa
not the only reason her teeth chattered. She was deep insidi
Li zard-held territory. If anything went wong, she woul dn
make it back to her diri airstrip and the crainped little spac
she shared with the other female pilots.

She forced such thoughts fromher mnd, concentrated o
the m ssion at hand. That was the only way to get throng]
diem she'd | earned: keep your mind fmAy fixed on what yo
had to do now, then what you had to do new, and so on, Loo
ahead or off to one side and you were in trouble. That ha
been true against the Nazis; it was doubly so against the W2

ar ds.
"What | have to do now," she said aloud, letting the slip
stremfling her words away behind her, "is find the parti
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battalion."
Easi er said than done, in what | ooked |ike endl ess stretche

of forest and plain. She thought her navigation was good, bL
when you were flying by conpass and wistwatch, little error

Sa
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al ways crept in. She thought about gaining altitude so she
could see farther, but rejected the idea. It would al so have
made it easier for the Lizards to spot her.

She worked the pedals and the stick, swng the U-2 into a
wi de, slow spiral to search the terrain below The little wood-
and-fabric bi pl ane responded beautifully to the controls, prob-
ably better than it had when it was new. Georg Schultz, her
German nechani c, m ght be-was-a Nazi, but he was also a
geni us at keeping the aircraft not only flying but flying well in
spite of an alnost conplete | ack of spare parts

There down bel ow-was that a light? It was, and a nonent
| ater she spotted the other two with it. She'd been told to I ook
for an equilateral triangle of lights. Here they were. She
buzzed sl owy overhead, hoping the partisans had all their in-
structions straight.

They did. As soon as they heard the sew ng- machi ne whine
of the U-2's little Shvetsov engine, they set out two nore
lights, little ones, that were supposed to mark out the begin-
ning of a stretch of ground where she could | and safely. Her
mouth went dry, as it did every time she had to | and at night
on a strip or a field she'd never seen before. The Kukuruznik
was a rugged machi ne, but a mstake could still kill her.

She lined up on the landing lights, lost altitude, killed her
ai rspeed-not that the U2 had nuch to lose. At the | ast no-
ment, the lights disappeared: they nmust have had collars, to
keep them from bei ng seen at ground | evel. Losing them made
her heart thunp fearfully, but then she was down.

The bi pl ane bounced al ong over the field. Ludmla hit the
brakes hard; every meter she travel ed was one nore neter in
whi ch a wheel nmight go into a hole and flip the U-2 over. For-
tunately, it did not need many nmeters in which to stop

Men- Aark shapes in darker night--canme running up and
got to the Kukuruznik while the prop was still spinning. "You
have presents for us, Conrade?" one of them call ed.

"l have presents,"” Ludm |l a agreed. She heard the mutters
when they heard her voice-variations on the thene of a
worman! She was used to that; she'd been dealing with it ever
since she joined the Red Air Force. But there were fewer such
murmur s anong the partisans than there had been at sone air
force bases to which she'd flown. A fair nunber of partisans
were woren, and nost nal e parti sans understood that womnen
could fight.

set a foot in th
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metal stirrup on the |efftrosm dteheoffrtoftnetfcuoscel kapgite, that gave acces
to the rear one. She didn't go up into it, but started handi ng on

boxes. "Here we are, Conrades: presents," she said. "Rifles--

with ammunition . . . subnmachine guns-with amunition."

"The weapons are good, but we already have nost of the
weapons we need," a nan said. "But next time you coine,

Conrade Pilot, bring us lots nore bullets. It's the amunition
we're short of-we use a lot of it." WIflike chuckles rose
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fromthe partisans' throats.

From back in the crowmd of fighters, sonmeone called, "Com
rade, did you fetch us any 7.92mm amuni ti on? W have a | ot
of German rifles and machi ne guns we could use nore if we
had bullets for them™"

Ludm | a haul ed out a canvas bag that clinked nmetallically-
The partisans' murmurs turned appreciative; a couple of them
cl apped gl oved hands together in delight. Ludmla said, "I am
told to tell you: you cannot expect this bounty on every resup-
ply run. W have to scavenge German cartridges-we don't
manuf acture them The way things are, we have a hard enough
ti me manufacturing our own calibers."”

"Too bad," said the man who had asked about German am
muni tion. "The Mauser is not a great rifle-accurate ' da, but
a slow, clunsy bolt-but the Nazis rmake a very fine machine
gun.”

"Maybe we can work a trade,"” the fellow who'd first
greeted Ludmila said. "There's a nostly Gernman band of fight-
ers back around Konotop, and they use our weapons just as we
use theirs. They m ght swap sone of their caliber for sone of
ours.

Those coupl e of sentences spoke vol umes about the angui sh
of the Soviet Union. Konotop, a hundred fifty kil oneters east,
of Ludmla's native Kiev, had been in German hands. Now it
bel onged to the Lizards. Wen would the Soviet workers and
peopl e be able to reclaimthe rodina, the notherland?

Ludm | a started handi ng out cardboard tubes and pots of
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paste. "Here you are, Conrades. Because wars are not won

only by bullets, | bring also the |atest posters by Eftinov and
t he Kukryni ksi group.”

That drew pl eased exclamations fromthe parti sans. Newspa-
pers hereabouts had been forced to echo the Nazi fine; now
they sl avishly reproduced Lizard propaganda. Radi os, especial -
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ly those able to pick up signals fromland still under human
control, were few and far between. Posters gave one way of
striking back. They could go up on a wall in seconds and show
hundreds the truth for days.

"VWhat do the men of Kukrynksi do this tine?" a woman
asked.

"It's one of their better ones, | think," Ludmla said, which
was no snall praise, for the team of Kupryanov, Krylov, and
Sokol ov probably turned out the best Soviet poster art. She
went on, 'This one shows a Lizard in Pharaoh's headdress
| ashi ng Sovi et peasants; the caption reads, 'A Return to Sl av-
ery-, 11
"That is a good one," the partisan | eader agreed. "It wll
make the people think, and make themless likely to collabo-
rate with the Lizards. W will post it widely, in towns and
villages and at collective farns."

"How nmuch col | aborati on goes on with the Lizards?" Lud-

m |l a asked. 'This is sonething of which our authorities need
to be aware."

"I't's not as bad as what went on with the Germans at first,"
the man answered. Ludm | a nodded; little could be as bad as
that. Large segnents of the Soviet populace had wel coned t he
Nazis as liberators in the early days of their invasion. If they'd
pl ayed on that instead of working to prove they could be even
nore savage and brutal than the NKVD, they m ght have top-
pl ed the Soviet regine. The partisan went on, "We do have
col | aboration, though. Many peopl e passively accept whatever
power they find above them while others welcone the rather
indifferent rule of the Lizards as superior to the hostility they
had known before."

:'"Hostility fromthe fascists, you nean,"” Ludm | a said.

"OfF course, Conrade Pilot." The partisan |eader's voice was
i nnocence personified- No one could safely speak of hostility
to the people fromthe Soviet governnment, though that shadow
| ay across the whole of the rodina

"You called the Lizards' rule indifferent," Ludm|a said.
"Explain that nore fully, please. Intelligence is worth nore
than many rifles."

"'lbey take crops and |ivestock for thenselves; in the towns,
they try to set up nanufacturers that m ght be useful to them
forges and chem cal works and such. But they care nothing for
what we do as people," the partisan said. "They do not forbid
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wor shi p, but they do not pronote it, either. They do not even
forbid the Party, which would be only elenentary prudence on
their part. It is as if we are beneath their notice unless we take
up arns agai nst them Then they hit hard."

That nuch Ludmi |l a al ready knew. The ot her perpl exed her

By the sound of his voice, it perplexed the partisan, too. They
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were used to a regine that nminutely regul ated every aspect of

its citizens' lives-and disposed of them w thout nmercy when

they didn't neet its expectations . . . or sonetinmes even if they
did. Sinple indifference seenmed very alien by contrast. She

hoped her superiors would have a better idea of what to nake

of it.

"Does anyone have letters for ne?" she asked. "I'Il be gl ad
to take them al ong, though with the post as disrupted as it is,
they may be nonths on the way."

The partisans queued up to hand her their notes to the out-

side world. None o - f them had envel opes; those had been in
short supply before the Lizards cane. The papers were fol ded

into triangles to show they cane fromsoldiers: the Soviet mail
systemcarried such letters, albeit slowy, wthout a postage fee.
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When she had the last letter, Ludnmla clinbed back into the
front cockpit and said, "Wuld you please swing ny aircraft
around nose for tail? If | |anded safely on this strip, I'd like to
take off down the sanme ground."

The little U-2 was easy to haul around by hand; it wei ghed
| ess than a thousand kilos. Ludniila had to explain to soneone
how to turn the prop. As always on these m ssions, she had an
anxi ous nmonment wonderi ng whether the engi ne woul d
start-no mechanical starter here if it didn't. But it was stil
warm fromthe flight in, and kicked over alnost at once.

She rel eased the brake, pushed the stick forward. The
Kukuruzni k jounced over the rough field. A few partisans ran
al ongsi de, waving. They soon fell behind. The takeoff run Vas
| onger than the one she'd needed to | and. That neant she was
goi ng over sonme new terrain (to say nothing of the holes she
m ght have mi ssed while she was landing). But after a | ast
couple of jolts, the biplane made an ungainly leap into the air.

She swung the U-2 north and west, back toward the base
fromwhich she'd set out. Finding it again woul d take the sane
ki nd of search she'd needed to | ocate the partisans' makeshift
airstrip. A base that advertised its presence soon drew the
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attention of the Lizards. Once that happened, the base was un-
likely to remain present for |ong.

Not that she had any guarantees of getting back safely, any-
how. U 2s were detected and destroyed | ess often than any
other Soviet aircraft; Ludmila' s best guess was that they were
too small and light and flinmsy to be noticed nost of the tine.
But Kukuruzni ks did not always come hone, either.

Of in the distance, she saw fl ashes, |ike heat |ightning on a
sumrer eveni ng: someone's artillery, probably the Lizards'

She gl anced at her watch and conpass, nade the best position
estimate she coul d. Wen she | anded, she'd report it to Col one
Kar pov, Maybe one day before too |long, the partisans woul d
fire a rack of Katyusha rockets that way.

Stars tw nkled through gaps in the clouds. A couple of
times, she spotted brief twi nkles of Iight on the ground, too:
muzzl e flashes. They made the stars seem | ess safe and
friendly.

Wat chi ng the conpass and her watch, she flew on toward
the base. When she thought she was overhead, she | ooked
down and sawnothing. That failed to surprise her; finding it
on the first try by dead reckoning was no likelier than plunging
your hand into a haystack and bringi ng out a needl e between
thunb orefinger.

She began anot her search spiral. Now she watched her fue
gauge, too. If she was lost and had to set down in a field, she
wanted to do it while she still had power, not dead stick

Just when she was beginning to worry she m ght have to do
exactly that, she spied the fights she'd been | ooking for. She
gratefully made for them knowi ng where you were made you
feel ever so nmuch nmore in control of things.

The airstrip had supposedly been | eveled, As a matter of
fact, it was no smoother than the one the parti sans had marked
off for her. Ludmila' s teeth clicked together at every jolt unti
the U2 stopped. She told herself the roughness nmade the run-
way harder to spot. WAs that consol ati on enough for the
brui ses she'd have wherever her safety harness touched her?

Maybe.
She unbuckl ed the harness, got out of the plane while the
prop was still spinning. The groundcrew ran up, haul ed the

Kukuruzni k away to its between-m ssions hone in a canou-
flaged revetment. "Were's Col onel KarpovT she asked.
"He went to bed an hour ago," sonebody answered. "It is
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close to three in the norning. Y~u have anything so inporta
it won't keep till dawn?"

"l suppose not," she said. The Lizard artillery wasn't som
thing he had to know about right now She followed th
Kukuruzni k toward its shelter.

Ludm | a woul d have bet as nuch noney as she had th
she'd find Georg Schultz waiting at the revetment. Su
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enough, there he was. "Alles khorosho? " he asked in his usu
m xture of Gernman and Russi an.

"Qut, da," she answered, nixing the | anguages the sam
way.

He scranbled up into the cockpit. No lantern was |ighted
not even beneath the canoufl age netting; the Lizards had gad
gets that could pick up the tiniest gleam That didn't sto
Schultz fromstarting to work on Ludnmila's biplane. He teste(
the pedal s and other controls, |eaned out to say, "Left aileror
cabl e not good-feels a little |oose. Cone light, | fix."

"Thank you, Georgi M khailovich," Ludmla answered. She
hadn't noticed anything wong with the cable, but if Schultz
said it needed tightening, she was willing to believe him His
under st andi ng for machinery was, to her way of thinking, a
but uncanny. She flew the aircraft; Georg Schultz projected
mself into it as if he were pan plane hinself.

"Not hing el se bad," he said, "but here-you | eave on floor."
He handed her a folded triangle of paper.

"Thank you," she said again. "Qur post is unreliable enough
without me losing a letter before it ever gets into the ma."
She wasn't sure how much of that he understood, but found
hersel f yawni ng enornmously. She was too tired to try to dredge
up German to make things clear for him |f Col onel Karpov
was asl eep, she saw no reason she shouldn't grab a coupl e of
hours for hersel f, too.

She shrugged out of her parachute harness-not that she'd
have much chance to use a chute if she got hit while she was
hedgehoppi ng the way she usually did-and stowed it in the
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cockpit, then started out of the revetnent toward her sl eeping
quarters. As she passed Georg Schultz, he patted her on the
backsi de.

Ludmila took a skittering half step, half junp. She whirled
around in fury. This wasn't the first time such things had hap-
pened to her since she'd joined the Red Air Force, but some-
how she' d thought Schultz too kultumy to try them
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"Don't you ever do that again!" she blazed in Russian, then
switched to German to drive it home: "N e w eder verstehst

lu?" It was the du of insult, not intinmacy. She added, "What
woul d your Col onel Jager think if he found out what you just

di d?"

Schultz had been the gunner in the tank Jager commuanded;

he thought highly of his forner |eader. Ludnila hoped ren-iind-
ing himof that would bring himto his senses. But he just

| aughed quietly and said, "He would think I wasn't doing any-
thing he hadn't done hinself."

A short, deadly silence followed. Ludmla broke it in tones

of ice: "That is none of your business. If it will not make you

keep your hands where they bel ong, maybe this will: remem
ber, you are the only Nazi on a base full of Red Air Force
men. They | eave you al one because you work well. But they

do not | ove you. Verstehst du das?"

He drew hinself to stiff attention, did his best to click his
heels in soft felt valenki, shot out his armin a defiant Htlerite
salute. "I renenber very well, and | do understand." He
st onped away.

Ludm | a wanted to kick him Wy couldn't he have just said
he was sorry and gone on about his business instead of getting
angry, as if she had sonmehow wonged hi minstead of the other
way round? Now what was she supposed to do? If he was that
angry with her, did she still want hi mworking on her aircraft?
But if he didn't, who woul d?

The answer to that forned in her mnd with the question
sonme quarter-trai ned Russian peasant who hardly knew the dif-
ference between a screwdriver and a pair of pliers. She could
do sonme work herself, but not all, and she knew she didn't
have Schultz's artist's touch with an engi ne. Her show of tem
per was liable to end up getting her killed.

But what shoul d she have done? Let himtreat her like a
whor e? She shook her head violently. Maybe she shoul d have
responded with a joke instead of a blast, though

Too late to worry about it now Slowy, tiredly, she wal ked
over to the building that sheltered the wonen pilots. It wasn't
much of a shelter- the walls were dirt-filled sandbags and bal es
of hay like the revetnents that protected the aircraft, the roof
canouf | age netting over straw over unchinked boards. It
| eaked and let in the cold. But no one here, Col onel Karpov in-
cluded, had quarters any better

IlarryY Turtl edove
take off into the w nd.

The door to the inprovised barracks had no hinges, andl4l
ha(
to be pushed aside. Inside was a blackout curtain. Ludmla
puffed the door closed before she went through the curtain. Le~
no light leak out was a rule she took as nuch for granted as
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The barracks held little light to | eak, anyhow a couple of
candles and an oil |anmp were enough to keep you from stum
bl i ng over bl anket-w apped women snoring on straw pallets,
but that was about all. Yawning, Ludnmila stunbled toward her
own pl ace.

A white rectangle lay on top of her folded blankets. It hadn't
been there when she went out on her nission a few hours
earlier. "Aletter!" she said happily-and froma civilian, too,
or it would have been folded differently. Hope flared in her,
pai nfully intense: she hadn't heard from anyone in her famly
since the Lizards cane. Maybe they were safe after all, when
she' d al nost given up on them

In the dimlight, she had to pick up the letter to realize it
was in an envel ope. She turned it over, bent her head close to
it to look at the address. She needed a nmoment to notice part
of it was witten in the Roman al phabet, and the Cyrillic char-
acters were printed with a sl ow precision that said the person
who used them wasn't used to them

Then her eyes fixed on the stanp. Had anyone told her a
year before that she'd have been glad to see a picture of Adolf
Hitler, she'd either have thought himmad or been nortally
i nsul t ed-probably both. "Heinrich," she breathed, doing her
best to pronounce the H at the begi nm ng of the name, which
was not a sound the Russian | anguage had.

She tore the envel ope open, eased out the letter. To her re-
lief, she saw Jager had considerately printed: she found Ger-
man handwiting next to indeci pherable. She read, My dear
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Ludmila, | hope this finds you safe and well. In fact, | have to
hope it finds you at all

In her mind s eye she could see one conmer of his nouth
qui rki ng upwards as he set his small joke down on paper. The
perfection and intensity of the inmage told her how nuch she
nm ssed him

I was on duty in a town |I cannot name |est the censor reach

for his razor, he went on. | will be leaving in the next day or
two, though, and going back to a panzer outfit | also cannot
nane. | wish | were returning to you insteae4 or vou to ne So
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much easier to travel long distance by plane than by horse or
even by panzer

She renmenbered sone of his stories of crossing Lizard-
occupi ed Pol and on horseback. That nade anything she'd done

in her U2 seemtaine by conparison. In the letter, he went on,
I wish we could be together nore. Even at best, we have so lit-
tle time on this world, and with the war we do not have the
best. Yet without it, we would not have met, you and 1, so
suppose | cannot say it is altogether a bad thing.

"No, it isn't," she whispered. Having an affair with an en-
eny might be stupid (a feeling Jdger no doubt shared with

her), but she couldn't make herself believe it was a bad thing.
The letter continued, | thank you for |ooking out for mny
conrade CGeorg Schultz; your country is so vast that only great
luck coul d have brought himto your base, as you said when

we were | ast together Greet himfor me; | hope he is well.
Ludmla didn't know whether to | augh or cry when she read
that. Schultz was well, all right, and she had | ooked out for

him and 0 he wanted was to get her pants down. She won-
dered whet her he had enough sense of shane to be enbar-
rassed if she showed him Jdger's letter.

She didn't have to decide now. She wanted to finish the
letter and get a little sleep. Everything el se could wait. She
read, If fate is kind, we will nmeet again soon in a world at
peace. If it is less kind, we will meet again though the war
goes on. It would have to be very cruel to keep us from
meeting again at all. Wth |ove and the hope you stay safe-

Hei nri ch.

Ludmla folded the letter small and stuck it in a pocket of
her flying suit. Then she took off her |eather hel net and gog-
gl es, but none of the rest of the outfit, not even her val enki
The inside of the barracks was cold. She lay down on the
straw, pulled the bl anket up over her head, and fell asleep al-
nost at once.

When she woke the next norning, she found one hand in
the pocket where she'd put the letter. That made her smile, and
resolved her to answer it right away. Then she had to figure
out whether to show it to Schultz. She decided she woul d, but
not this mnute. Tinme enough when they were cal ner, not ac-
tively angry at each other. Meanwhile, she still had to make
her report to Col onel Kar pov.

Harry Tl urdedove
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The Ni pponese guard handed Teerts his bow of food. He
bowed polite thanks, turned one eye toward it to see what he'd
got. He al nost hissed with pleasure: along with the rice, the
bow was full of chunks of sonme kind of flesh. The Big Uglies
had been feeding himbetter lately; by the time he finished the
meal , he was al nost content.

He wondered what they were up to. Captivity had taught
himthey were not in the habit of doing gratuitous favors for
anybody. Up till now, captivity had taught himthey weren't in
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the habit of doing any favors whatever. The change made him
suspi ci ous.

Sure enough, Major Okanpto and the usual stone-faced,
rifle-toting guard marched up to the cell door not |long after the
bow was taken away. As the door swung open, Okanoto
spoke in the | anguage of the Race: "You will conme with ne."

"I't shall be done, superior sit," Teerts agreed. He left the
cell with no small relief. His step seened lighter than it had in
a long tine; going upstairs to the interrogation chanber of the
Nagasaki prison felt |ike good exercise, not a wearing burden
Amazi ng what sonething close to proper food can do, he
t hought .

Again, the N pponese inside the chanber wore the white
robes of scientists. The Big Ugly in the center chair spoke.
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Maj or kanoto translated: "Dr. Ni shina wi shes to discuss to-

day the nature of the bonbs with which the Race destroyed-the
cities of Berlin and Washi ngton."

",Vhy not?" Teerts answered agreeably. "These bonbs were

made fromuranium |n case you do not know what uraniumis

it is the ninety-second elenent in the periodic table." He let his
mouth fall slightly open in anmusenent. The Big Uglies were

so barbarous, they would surely have not the slightest notion

of what he was tal ki ng about.

After Okampto relayed his answer to the N pponese scien-
tists, he and they tal ked back and forth for sone tinme. Then he
returned his attention to Teerts, saying, "I do not have the tech-
nical ternms | need to ask these questions in proper detail. Gve
themto ne as we speak, please, and do your best to under-

stand even without them"

"I't shall be done, superior sir," Teerts said, agreeable still.
"CGood." Okampto paused to think; his rubbery Big Ugly
features made the process easy to watch. At length, he said,

"Dr. Nishina wishes to know which process the Race uses to
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separate the lighter, explosive kind of uraniumfromthe nore
common heavy kind."

Teerts bit down on that as if it were an unsuspected bone in
his meat. Not in his wldest nightnmares-and he'd had sone
dreadful ones since his capture-had he i magined that the Big
Uglies had the slightest clue about atom c energy, or even that
they'd heard of uranium I|f they did-He abruptly realized
they m ght be dangerous to the Race, not just the horrid nui-
sances they'd already proved thensel ves.

To Maj or Ckanpto, he said, "Tell the learned Dr. N shina
that | do not know which processes he means." He had to
work not to turn an eye turret toward the instruments of torture
in the interrogati on chanber.

Okanoto fixed himwith a stare he'd cone to identify as
hostil e, but passed his words on to Ni shina w thout coment.

Ni shi na spoke volubly in reply, ticking off points on his fingers
as if he were a male of the Race.

When he was through, Ckanpto translated: "He says theory
shows several ways which night acconplish this. Among them
are successive barriers to a urani umcontaining gas, heating the
gas so that part of it which has the lighter kind of uranium
rises nore than the other, using a strong el ectromagnef'-a
word that took a good deal of backing and filling to get
across----~'and using rapid spinning to concentrate the lighter
ki nd of uranium Wich of these does the Race find nost ef-
ficient?"

Teerts stared at him He was even nore appalled than he
had been when his killercraft got shot down. That had affected
only his owm fate. Now he had to worry about whether the
Race had any idea what the Tosevites were up to. They m ght
be barbarians-by everything Teerts had seen, they were bar-
bari ans-but they were also al arm ngly know edgeabl e ..
whi ch meant it behooved Teerts to be nore than cautious in
his answers. He'd have to do his best to avoid giving away any
information at all.

He took so long figuring that out that Ckanoto snapped,

"Don't waste time dreanming up lies. Answer Dr. Nishina."

"l beg your pardon, superior sir," Teerts said, and added,
"Gonmen nasai-so sorry,"” fromhis Iimted stock of N ppon-
ese. "Part of the problemis nmy not having enough words to
gi ve a proper answer, and another part is my own ignorance,

11
for which | again beg pardon. You nust renemnber thl51
at |
am 1l was-a pilot. | had nothing at all to do with uranium?"”

"You certainly were glib enough talking about it alittle
whil e ago," Okanoto said. "You do not want to make me dis-
bel i eve you. Sone of the tools back there are very sharp, oth-
ers can be made hot, and still others can be hot and sharp at
the sane tine. Do you want to | earn which is which?"
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"No, superior sir," Teerts gasped with utnost sincerity. "But
I truly amignorant of the know edge you seek. | amonly a pi-
lot, not a nuclear physicist. Wiat | know of flying, | have
freely told you. I amnot an expert in the matter of atonic
weapons. VWat little | know of nuclear energy | learned in
school as | was growi ng from hatchlinghood. It is no nore and
no |l ess than any other ordinary nale of the Race would know. "

"7his is difficult to believe," Okanpbto said. "You spoke
quite a lot about uraniumijust a little while ago."

M was before | realized how much you knew about it,

Teerts thought. He wondered how he was going to escape with
his integunent intact. He knew he couldn't lie to the N ppon-
ese; he didn't know how nuch they knew, and the only way

to find out-getting caught-woul d invol ve the painful pene-
tration of that integument.

He said, "I do know that atom c weapons do not necessarily
use urani um al one. Sone involve, | amnot sure how, hydrogen
as well-the very first elenent." Let the Japanese chew on
that paradox for a while, he thought: how could a weapon in-
volve the lightest and heaviest elenents at the same tinme?

After Okanoto interpreted, the teamof Big Ugly scientists
chattered for a while anong thensel ves. Then Ni shi na, who
seened to be their spokesnan, put a question to Ckanoto. The
maj or translated for Teerts: "The uranium expl osion, then, is
hot enough to make hydrogen act as it does in the sun and
convert large ambunts of matter to energy?"

Horror filled Teerts. Every tinme he tried to escape fromthis
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hi deous ness in which he found hinsel f, he sank deeper in-
stead. The Big Uglies knew about fusion. To Teerts, the product
of a civilization that grew and changed at a gl aci al pace, know
i ng about sonething was essentially the sanme as being able to
doit. And if the Tosevites could rmake fusion bonbs ...

Maj or kanot o knocked himout of his appalled reverie by

snappi ng, "Answer the learned Dr. Nishina!"
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"l beg your pardon, superior sir," Teerts said. "Yes, every-
thing the | earned doctor says is true."

There. He'd done it. Any day now, he feared, the N pponese
woul d start using nucl ear weapons agai nst the Race on the
mai nl and-whi ch still struck Teerts as nothing nore than a big
i sl and; he was used to water surrounded by |and, not the other
way around.

He heard Okanmpto say "Honto," confirm ng his answer to
the N pponese scientist's question. The cold of the interroga-
tion room sank deeply into his spirit. The N pponese hardly
seenmed to need him By their questions, they had all the an-
swers already, just waiting to be put into practice.

Then Ni shina spoke again: "W return to the question of
getting the lighter uranium the kind which is explosive, out of
the other, nore comon, type. This as yet we have not suc-
ceeded in doing; indeed, we have only just begun the attenpt.
That is why we will learn fromyou how the Race solves this
probl em "

Teerts needed a nonent to understand that. The Race had
been shocked when they reached Tosev 3 to di scover how ad-
vanced the Big Uglies were. Before Teerts was captured, pilots
had tal ked endl essly about that; they'd expected no opposition,
and here the Tosevites were, shooting back-not very wen,
and frominadequate aircraft, but shooting back. How could
they have learned to build conbat aircraft in the eight hundred
| ocal years since the Race's probe exam ned thenf

Now, for the first time, Teerts got a glimering of the
answer. The Race nmade change deliberately sl ow. Wen some-
thi ng new was di scovered, extrapol ationists perforned el abo-
rate calculations to learn in advance how it would affect a
| ong-stabl e society, and how best to mninize those effects
whil e gradual ly acquiring the benefits of the new device or
princi pl e.

Wth the Big Uglies, the tongue was on the other side of the
mout h. When they found sonething new, they seized it with
bot h hands and squeezed until they got all the juice out. They
didn't care what the consequences five generations---or even
five years-hence would be. They wanted advant ages now,
and worried about later trouble later, if at all.

Eventual |y, they'd probably end up destroying thensel ves
with that attitude. At the nonent, it made themfar nore
deadl y opponents than they woul d have been ot herwi se.

Harry T11rdedove
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"Do not waste time thinking up lies. | warned you before,"

Maj or kanoto said. "Tell Dr. Nishina the truth at once. -

"By what | know, superior sir, the truth is that we do not use
any of these methods," Teerts said. kanoto drew back his

hand for a slap. Afraid that would be the start of a torture ses-
sion worse than any he'd yet known, Teerts went on rapidly,
"Instead, we use the heavier formof uranium isotope is the
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termwe use."

"How do you do this?" Ckanoto demanded after a brief
colloquy with the N pponese scientists. "Dr. Ni shina says the
heavi er isotope cannot expl ode."

"Mere is another element, nunber ninety-four, which does
not occur in nature but which we nmake fromthe heavier,
nonexpl osive--Dr. Nishina is right-isotope of uranium This
other elenent is explosive. W use it in our bonbs. -

"I think you are lying. You will pay the penalty for iL I
promi se you that," Okanpto said. Neverthel ess, he translated
Teerts' words for the Big Uglies in the 'white coats.

They started tal king excitedly anong thensel ves. N shina,
who | ooked to be the senior nmale, sorted things out and re-
| ayed an answer to Ckanpto. He said to Teerts, "I may have
been wong. DL Nishina tells nme the Anericans have found
this new elenment as well. They have given it the name pl uto-
nium You will help us produce it."

"Past what | have already said, | know little," Teerts
war ned. Despair threatened to consume him Every tinme he'd
reveal ed sonmething new to the N pponese, it had been with the
hope that the technical difficulties of the new revel ati on would
force them Of the road that |ed toward nucl ear weapons. In-
stead, everything he told them seened to push them ftirther
down that road.

He wi shed a pl utonium bonb woul d fall on Nagasaki. But
what were the odds of that?
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* V1 o*,

WELCOVE TO CHUGWMATER, POPULATI ON 286, the sign said.
Col onel Leslie Groves shook his head as he read it. "Chug-
water T' he echoed. "Wonder why they call it that."

Capt ai n Rance Auerbach read the other half of the sign

"Popul ation 286, " he said. "Sounds |like Jerkwater'd be a
better nanme for it."

G oves | ooked ahead. The cavalry officer had a point. It
didn't ook like nuch of a town. But cattle roanmed the fields
around it. This late in winter, they were on the scrawny side,
but they were still out there grazing. That neant Chugwater
had enough to eat, anyhow

Peopl e came out to | ook at the spectacle of a cavalry com
pany going through town, but they didn't act as inpressed as
townsfol k had in Montana and farther north in Wom ng. One
boy in ragged blue jeans said to a man in overalls who | ooked
just like him "I l|iked the parade a couple of weeks ago better,
Dad. "

"You had a parade through here a couple of weeks agoT
G oves called to a heavyset man whose bl ack coat, white shirt,
and string tie argued that he was a person of sone |ocal inpor-
t ance.

"Sure as hell did." The pear-shaped man spat a stream of
tobacco juice into the street. G oves envied himfor having to-
bacco in any form He went on, "Only thing m ssing then was
a brass band. Had us a whole slew o' wagons and sol di ers and
forei gners who tal ked funny and even a coupl e of Lizards-
silly-lookin" little things to cause all the trouble they do, aren't

"Yes, now that you nention it." Excitenent coursed through
154

N
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Groves. That sounded very much like the Met Lab crew. If he
was only a couple of weeks behind them they'd be into Col -
orado by now, not too far from Denver. He m ght even catch
them before they got there. Wiether he did or not, the | ead-
|l ined saddl ebag in his wagon would push their work forward
once they got thenselves settled. Trying to nmake his hope a
certainty, he asked, "Did they say what they were up toT
The heavyset man shook his head. "Nope. They were right
cl ose-nout hed, as a matter of fact. Friendly enough people,
though." Hi's chest inflated, although not enough to stick out
over his belly. "I married off a couple of 'em
One of the other nen on the sidewal k, a stringy, leathery fel-
| ow who | ooked |ike a real cowboy, not the Hollywood variety,
said, "Yeah, go on, Hoot, tell himhow you laid the bride, too."
"You go to hell, Fritzie," the pear-shaped nan-Hoot -sai d.
A cowboy naned Fritzie? Goves thought Before he had tine
to do nmore than marvel, Hoot turned back to him "Not that |
woul d' ve m nded: pretty little thing, a widow | think she was.
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But | do believe the corporul she nmarried woul d have ki cked
my ass around the block if 1'd even | ooked at her sideways."

"You' d've deserved it, too," Fritzie said with a npost uncow
boyl i ke giggl e.

"Ch, shut up," Hoot told him Again, he returned to G oves:
"So | don't know what they were doing, Colonel, only that-
there were a lot of 'em heading south. Toward Denver, | think,
not Cheyenne, but don't nake nme swear to that."

"Thank you very much. That hel ps," Goves said. If they
weren't tal king about the crew fromthe University of Chicago,
he'd eat his hat. He'd nade better tinme coning across Canada
and then down through Montana and Woning than they had
traveling straight west across the Geat Plains. O course, his
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party had only the one wagon in it, and that lightly | oaded,
while theirs was |i * mited to the speed of their slowest convey-
ance. And they'd have been doing a | ot more scrounging for
fodder than his tight band. If you couldn't think in ternms of |o-
gistics, you didn't deserve to be an Arny engi neer.

"You folks going to put up here for the night?" Hoot asked.
"We'll kill the fatted calf for you, |ike the Good Book says.
'Sides, there's nothin' between here and Cheyenne but niles
and nmiles of miles and mles."

G oves | ooked at Auerbach. Auerbach | ooked back, as if to
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say, You're the boss. Goves said, "I know things are tight,
M ster, uh--2

"I''"'m Joshua Summer, but you may as well call ne Hoot; ev-
erybody el se does. W got plenty, at least for now Feed you
a nice thick steak and feed you beets. By God, we'll feed
you beets till your eyeballs turn purple-we had a bunper crop
of "em Cot a Wkrainian famly up the road a couple mles,
they showed us how to cook up what they call borscht-beets
and sour creamand | don't know what all else. They taste a
sight better that way than what we were doing with 'em be-
fore, 1 tell you for a fact."

G oves was unent husi astic about beets, with or w thout sour
cream But he didn't think he'd get anything better farther
south on US 87. "Thanks, uh, Hoot. We'Il lay over, then, if it's
all right with you people.”

Nobody in earshot nade any noises to say it wasn't. Captain
Auer bach raised his hand. The cavalry conpany reined in.

G oves reflected that a couple of the old-tiners on the street
had probably seen cavalry go through town before, back before
the turn of the century. The idea | eft hi munhappy; it was as
if the Lizards were forcing the United States-and the worl d-
away fromthe twentieth century.

Such worries receded after he got hinself outside of a great
slab of fat-rich steak cooked nediumrare over a wood fire. He
ate a bow of borscht, too, not |east because the person who
pressed it on himwas a smling blonde of about eighteen. It
wasn't what he woul d have chosen for hinself, but it wasn't as
bad as he'd thought it would be, either. And somebody in
Chugwat er made honebrew beer better than just about any-
thing that came out of a big M| waukee brewery.

Hoot Summer turned out to be sheriff, justice of the peace,
and postrmaster all rolled into one. He gravitated to G oves, nay-
be because they were the | eaders of their respective canps,
maybe just because they were about the sane shape. "So what
brings you through town?" he asked,

"I"'mafraid | can't answer that," Goves said. "The |ess
say, the less chance the Lizards have of finding out."

"As if I'mgonna tell '"em" Summer said indignantly.

"M . Sumer, | have no way of know ng whomyou'd tell

or whomthey'd tell, or whomthey'd tell,"” Goves said.' "What
I do know is that | have orders directly from Presi dent Roose-
velt that | tell no one. | intend to obey those orders.”

Harry Turtl edove 15

Summer's eyes got big. "Straight fromthe President, yo

say? Must be sonmething inportant, then." He cocked his head
studi ed Groves fromunder the brimof his Stetson. G ove,

| ooked back at him his face expressionless. After close to

m nute of that tableau, Sumer scowled in frustration. "God
damm, Colonel, I'mglad | don't play poker against you, or I'd
be wal king home in nmy long johns, | think."

"Hoot, if | can't tell you anything, that neans | really can)
tell you anything," Goves said

"Thing is, though, a snall town |like this one here runs oE
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gossip. If we can't get any, we'll just shrivel up and die," Sum
ner said. "Me fol ks who came through a coupl e weeks agc

were just as tight-lipped as you people are-they wouldn't've
said shit if they had a nouthful, if you know what | nean. Al
this stuff going through us, and we don't even get to fnd oui
what the hell it is?"

"M . Summer, it's altogether possible that you '"arid Chug-
water don't want to know," Groves said. His face did tws
then, in annoyance at hinmself. He shouldn't have said anythin~

at all. How many nugs of that good honme brew had he drunk,

He consoled hinself with the thought that he'd | earnec

sonmet hing from Summer. |If the previous set of travelers ha(

been as secretive as he was, the odds were even better thar

good that they cane fromthe Metallurgical Laboratory.

The justice of the peace said, "Hellfire, man, those peopl (
even had an Eyetalian with 'em and ain't Eyetalians suppose(
to be the tal ki ngest people on the face of the earth? Brother
not this one! Nice enough feller, but he wouldn't give you thf
time of day. What kind of an Eyetalian is that?"

A smart one, G oves thought. It sounded |ike Enrico Ferm
to him... which just about nailed things down.

"Only tinme he unbent a-tall," Sumer went on, "was wher
he did best man duty at the wedding | told you about-kisse(
the bride right pert, he did, even though his own w fe-not E
bad | ooker hersel f-was standing right there beside him Nom
that sounds like an Eyetalian to nme."

"Maybe so." Groves wondered where Summer got his idea,
about how Italians were supposed to act. Not in the great nie~
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tropolis of Chugwater, Wom ng--or at |east G oves hadn'
seen any here. Most likely fivm Chico Marx, he thought.
Wher ever he got those ideas, though, Sumer was no fool ir
matters directly under his own eye. Nodding to G oves, h(
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said, "Stands to reason your business, whatever it is-and
won't ask any nore-is sonehow connected with that other
crowd. W& hadn't seen hardly anybody fromthe outside world
since things went to hell last year, and then two bi g bunches
both goin' the sane direction, alnost one on top of the other
You gonna tell me it's a coincidenceT

'?& Summer, |'mnot saying yes and |I' m not sayi ng nho.

am saying we'd all be better off-you and nme and the country,
too-if you didn't ask questions like that." Groves was a ca-
reer Arny man; to him security was as natural as breat hing.
But civilians didn't, wouldn't, think that way. Sumer set a fin-
ger al ongside his nose and wi nked, as if Groves had told him
what he wanted to know.

G oom |y, Goves sipped nore honenmade beer. He was
afraid he'd done just that.

"Ali, the vernal equinox," Ken Enbry excl ai ned. "Harbin-
ger of mld weather, songbirds, flowers--2

"% shut your bleeding gob," George Bagnall. said, with
heartfelt sincerity.

Breath canme from both Englishmen in great icy clouds. Ver-
nal equinox or not, winter still held Pskov in an iron grip. The
onconi ng dawn was just beginning to tumthe eastern horizon
gray above the black pirre forests that seened to stretch away
forever. Venus blazed lowin the east, with Saturn, far dinmrer
and yel |l ower, not far above her. In the wes4 the full npon was
descendi ng toward the | and. Looking that way, Bagnall was
pai nfully rem nded of the Britain he m ght never see again.

Enbry sighed, which turned the air around hi meven fog-
gier. He said, "I'mnot what you'd call dead keen on being
dernoted to the infantry."

"Nor 1:' Bagnall agreed. "That's what we get for being su-
pernuneraries. You don't see them handing Jones a rifle and
having himgive Ins all for king and country. He's useful here,
so they have himteaching everything he can about his pet ra-
dar. But without the Lane, we're just bodies.”

"For comm ssar and country, please--renenber where we
are," Enbry said. "Me, |1'd sooner they tried ft-dining us up on
Red Air Force planes. We are veteran aircrew, after all."

"I'"d hoped for that nyself," Bagnall said. "Only difficulty
with the notion is that, as far as | can see, the Red Air Force,
what ever may be left of it, hasn't got any planes within God

Harry Turdedove
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knows how far from Pskov. If there's damm all here, they c
hardly train us up on it."

"Too true." Enbry tugged at his shlemsort of a balacla,
that didn't cover his nose or nouth-so it did a better job
keeping his neck warm "And | don't like the tin hat they'
kitted ne out with, either."

"Then don't wear it. | don't fancy mine, now that you ne
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tionit." Along with Mauser rifles, both Englishnen had
ceived German hel nets. Wearing that coal scuttle with i

pai nted swasti ka set Bagnall's teeth on edge, to say nothing
worrying himlest he be nmistaken for a Nazi by sonme Russi
nmore eager for revenge against the Gernmans than to attack d
Li zar ds.

"Don't like to leave it off, either," Enbry said. "Puts ne
much in mind of the |ast war, when they went for a year

a half with no tin hats. at all."

"That is a poser," Bagnall admitted. Thinking about the i
finite slaughter of Wrld War | was bad enough anyho

Thi nki ng how bad it had been before hel mets was enough
make your stomach turn over.

Al f Wayte canme wal king toward them He had his he
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on, which nmade his silhouette unnervingly Germanic. He sa
"You chaps ready to find out about the way our fathe
foughtT

"Sod our fathers," Bagnall muttered. He stamped his feet
and down. Russian felt boots kept themwarm boots were tl
one part of his flying suit he'd willingly exchanged for the
| ocal equival ents.

O her snmall groups of nmen gathered in Pskov's nmark
square, chatting softly anobng thensel ves in Russian or

man. It was a nore informal muster than any Bagnall h

i magi ned; the occasional feral e voice anbng the deeper run
bl es only made the scene seem stranger

The wonen 'fighters were as heavily bundl ed agai nst

cold as their nmale counterparts. Pointing to a couple of
Enbry said, "They don't precisely put one in nmind of Jane,
t hey?"

"Al'i, Jane," Bagnall said. He and AIf VWyte both si

The Daily Mrror's marvel ous comic-strip blonde dressed
one of two ways: very little and even | ess. Bagnall went
"Even Jane woul d dress warmy here. And the Russians, eve
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dressed |i ke Jane, wouldn't nuch stir ne. The ones |'ve seen
are nost of them | ady dockwal | opers or lorry drivers.”

"Too right," Whyte said. "This is a bloody place.” Al three
Engl i shmen nodded gl uny.

A couple of minutes later, officers-or at |east |eaders-
moved the fighters out. Bagnall's rifle was heavy; it nade him
feel |opsided and banged his shoul der at every step he took. At
firvVit drove himto distraction. Then it became only a m nor
nui sance. By the time he'd gone a mle or so, he stopped no-
ticing it.

He did expect to see sone difference in the way the Rus-
sians and Germans went off to war. German precision and
efficiency were notorious, while the Red Arny, although it had
a reputation for great courage, was not |long on spit and Poli sh.
He soon found what such clich6s were worth. He couldn't
even tell the two groups apart by their gear: many Russian par-
ti sans bore captured Gernan equi prent, while about an equa
nunber of Hitler's finest eked out their own supplies with So-
vi et stocks.

They even marched the same way, in | oose, w despread
groups that got |ooser and nore spread out as the sun rose.

"W nmight do well to enulate them' Bagnall. said. "They
have nore experience at this kind of thing than we do."

"l suppose it's to keep too many from goi ng down at once
if they're caught out in the open by aircr-A" Ken Enbry said.

"If we're caught out in the open, you nean," Af Wyte
corrected him As if with one accord, the three RAF nen
spread out a little farther.

Before long, they entered the forest south of Pskov. To
Bagnal |, used to neat, well-trimred English woods, it was |ike
stepping into another world. These trees had never been har-
vested; he woul d have bet noney that nmany of them had never
been seen by nortal man till this nmonent. Pine and fir and
spruce held invaders at bay with their dark-needl ed branches,
as if the only thing they wanted in all the world was for the
men to go away. The occasional pale gray birch trunks anong
them startl ed Bagnall each tine he went past one; they re-

m nded hi m of naked wonmen (he thought again of Jane) scat-
tered anong matrons properly dressed for the cold.

Of in the distance, sonething how ed. "A wolf!" Bagnal
sai d, and grabbed for his rifle before he realized there was no
i medi at e need. Wl ves had been hunted out of England for

Harry Turtl edove

nmore than four hundred years, but he reacted to the sound b
instinct printed on his flesh by four hundred tinmes four
dred generati ons.

"We're rather a long way from hone, aren't we?" W

said with a nervous chuckle; he'd started at the wolf call
"Too bl oody far," Bagnall said. Thinking about Eng

brought himonly pain. He tried to do it as little as he ¢
Even battered and hungry fromwar, it felt infinitely nore w
com ng than wecked Pskov, tensely divided between Bol sh
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vi ks and Nazis, or than this forbidding prinmeval wood.

In anongst the trees, the al nbst eternal ravening wind w
gone. That l|let Bagnall grow as nearly warm as he'd been si

hi s Lancaster |anded outside Pskov. And Jerone Jones

said the city was known for its mild climte. Trudging throug
snow as spring began gave the lie to that, at least if you w
a Londoner. Bagnall wondered if spring ever truly began

Al f Wiyte said, "Wat precisely is our mssion, anyhow

"I was talking with a Jerry last night." Bagnall paused,

not just to take another breath. He had a little German and
Russian, so he naturally found it easier to talk with the Wh
macht men than with Pskov's rightful owners. That bothe

him He was so used to thinking of the Gernans as enem

that dealing with themin any way felt treasonous, even if the
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| oved the Lizards no better than he.

"And what did the Jerry say, pray tell?" Wiyte asked w

he didn't go on right away.

Thus pronpted, Bagnall answered, "There's a Lizard
don't know what exactly-forward observation post, little g
ri son, sonething-about twenty-five kil onetefs south

Pskov. W're supposed to put paid to it."

"Twenty-five kil onetersT As a navigator, \Wiyte was us
to goi ng back and forth between netric and inperial neasure
"We're to hike fifteen nmiles through the snow and then fig
It'Il be nightfall by the time we get there."

"I gather that's part of the plan," Bagnall said. Wyte
scandal i zed tone showed what an easy time England had h

in the war. The Gerrmans and, from what Bagnall coul d gathe
the Russians took the hike for granted: just one nore thi
they had to do. They'd done worse narches to get at e
other the wi nter before.

He munched col d bl ack bread as he shuffled al ong. Wi

he paused to spend a penny against the trunk of a birch
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a Lizard jet wailed by, far overhead. He froze, wondering if the
eneny coul d have spotted the advanci ng human foes. The trees
gave good cover, and nost of the fighters wore white snocks
over the rest of their clothes. Even his own hel met had white-
wash spl ashed across it.

The | eaders of the combat group (or so his German of the

ni ght before had called it) took no chances. They hurried the
fighters along and urged themto scatter even nore w dely than
bef ore. Bagnall obeyed, but worried. He'd thought not hing
could be worse than fighting in these gri mwods. But suppose
he got lost in theminstead? The shiver that brought had not h-
ing to do with col d.

On and on and on. He felt as if he'd marched a hundred

mles already. How was he to fight after a slog like this? The
Germans and Russians seenmed to think nothing of it. A British
Tommy m ght have felt the same, but the RAF | et nachines
carry warriors to conmbat. In a Lanc, Bagnall could do things
no infantry could match. Now, quite literally, he found the shoe
on the other foot.

The sun swung through the sky. Shadows | engt hened, deep-
ened. Sonehow, Bagnall kept up with everyone el se. As shad-
ows gave way to twilight, he saw the men ahead of hi m going
down on their bellies, so he did, too. He slithered forward.
Through breaks in the forest he saw a few houses-huts, real-
|l'y-pl opped down in the nmiddle of a clearing. "Mat's it?" he

whi sper ed.
"How t he devil should |I know?" Ken Enmbry whispered
back. "Sonmehow, though, | don't think we've been.invited

here for high tea.”

Bagnall didn't think the village had ever heard of high tea

By its look, he wondered if it had heard of the passing of the
tsars. The wooden buildings with carved walls and thatched
roofs | ooked |ike sonething out of a novel by Tol stoy. The
only hint of the twentieth century was razor wire strung around
a coupl e of houses. No one, human or Lizard, was in sight.

"It can't be as easy as it |ooks," Bagnall said.

"I"d like it if it were," Enbry answered. "And who says it
can't? We-2'

Of in the distance a small popf interrupted him Bag-

nai | had been involved in droppi ng countless tons of bonbs
and had been on the receiving end of nore antiaircraft fire than
he cared to think about, but this was the first tinme he'd done

Harry Turtl edove
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his fighting on the ground. The nortar fired again and ag
fast as its crew Bagnall didn't know whether they were Ru
sians or Cermans--could serve it with bonbs.

Snow and dirt fountained upward as the nmortar rounds

hone. One of the wooden houses caught fire and began
bumnerrily. Men in white burst fromthe trees and dash
across the clearing. Bagnall wondered if the village really w
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a Lizard outpost after all.

He fired the Mauser, worked the bolt, fired again. He
trained on a Lee-Enfield, and vastly preferred it to the weap
he was hol ding. Instead of angling down to where it was e
to reach, the Mauser's bolt stuck strai ght out, which
quick firing difficult, and the German rifle's nmagazi ne
only five rounds, not ten.

O her rifles started hanmrering, and a couple of machi
guns, too. Still no response came fromthe village. Bagnal l
gan to feel alnbst sure they were attacking a place enpty
the eneny. Relief and rage fought in himrelief that he wasn
in danger after all, rage that he'd nade that |ong, niserab
march in the snow.

Then one of the white-cl oaked figures flew through the
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torn alnost in two by the land nmine he'd stepped on. And
nmuzzl e fl ashes began wi nking froma couple of the vil
bui | dings as the Lizards returned fire. The charging, yelling h
mans began to go down as if scythed.

Bul l ets ki cked up snow between Bagnal |l and Enbr
whacked into the trees behind which they hid. Bagnall hugg
the frozen earth like a |lover. Shooting back was the | ast thi
on his mnd. This was, he decided in an instant, a nuch ug
business than war in the air. In the Lanc, you dropped yo
bonmbs on peopl e thousands of feet bel ow They shot back, ye
but at your aircraft, not at your precious and irrepl aceable se
Even fighter aircraft didn't go after you personally-their
ject was to weck your plane, and your gunners were trying
do the same to'them And even if your aircraft got shot dow
you might bail out and survive.

It wasn't nmachi ne agai nst nachi ne here. The Lizards w
doing their best to blow large holes in his body so he'd scre
and bl eed and die. Their best seenmed appallingly good, to
Every one of however nany Lizards there were in the vil
had an automati c weapon that spat as nuch | ead as one of
rai ders' machi ne guns and nmany tines as nmuch as a bolt-ac
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rifle like his Mauser. He felt like Kipling's Fuzzy-Wizzy
charging a British square.

But you couldn't charge here, not if you felt like living. The
Russi ans and Germans who'd tried it were nost of them down,
some chewed to bits by a hail of bullets, others shredded |ike

the first luckless fellow by stepping on a mne. The few still on
their feet could not go forward. They fled for the shelter of the
woods.

Bagnal |l turned to Enbry, shouted, "I think we just stuck our

tools in the neat grinder."

"What ever gave you that idea, dearie?" Even in the mddle
of battle, the pilot managed to conme up with a high, shrill fal-
setto.

In the gathering gloom one of the houses in the village be-
gan to nove. At first Bagnall rubbed his eyes, wondering if
they were playing tricks on him Then, after Missorgsky, he
t hought of the Baba Yaga, the witch's hut that ran on chicken's
| egs. But as the wooden walls fell away, he saw that this house
moved on tracks. "rank!" he screaned. "It's a bleeding tank!"

The Russians were yelling the sane thing, save with a broad
a rather than his sharp one. The Gernmans screanmed "Panzer!"

i nstead. Bagnall understood that, too. He al so understood that
a tank-no, two tanks now, he saw neant big trouble.

Their turrets swiveled toward the heaviest firing. Machine
guns opened up on themas they did so; streans of bullets
struck sparks fromtheir arnor. But they'd been nade to with-
stand heavier artillery than nost nerely Earthly tanks com
manded-t he machi ne guns mght as well have been firing
f eat hers.

Their own nmachi ne guns started shooting, muzzle flashes
winking like fireflies. One of the raiders' machine guns--a
new Gerinan one, with such a high cyclic rate that it sounded
like a giant ripping an enornous canvas sail when it opened
up-abruptly fell silent. It started up again a few seconds | ater
Bagnall admred the spirit of the men who had taken over for
its surely fallen crew.

Then the nmain armanent of one of the tanks spoke, or rather
bellowed. Fromless than half a mle away, it sounded to
Bagnall like the end of the world, while the tongue of flane it
spat put himin mnd of hellnouth opening. The nachi ne gun
stopped firing once nore, and this tine did not open up again.

The other tank's cannon fired, too, then slowed so it pointed
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more nearly in Bagnall's direction. He scranbled deeper in
the woods: anything to put nore di stance between hinself at
that hi deous gun.
Ken Enbry was right with him "How the devil do you sa
"Run like bloody hell!' in RussianT he asked.
"Not a phrase |'ve learned, |I'mafraid, but I don't beliei
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the partisans need our advice in that regard," Bagnall a
swered. Russians and CGernmans alike were in full retreat, d
tanks hastening on their way-and hastening too many of the
into the world to come-with more cannon rounds. Shell splir
ters and real splinters blown off trees hissed through the
with deadly effect.

"Someone' s reconnai ssance slipped up badly," Enbry sa
"This was supposed to be an infantry outpost No one said
word about going up against arnor."

Bagnal | only grunted. Wat Enbry had said was sel
evidently true. Men were dyingy because of it. H's nain hop
at present was not being one who did. Through the crash of tb
cannon, he heard another noise, one he didn't recognize.
qui ck, deep thutter that seenmed to cone out of the air.
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"What's that?" he said. Beside him Enbry shrugged. Th,

Russi ans were running faster than ever, crying "Ve7lolyet! " an4
"Avtozhir! " Neither word, unfortunately, nmeant anything a
Bagnal | .

Fire came out of the sky fromjust above treetop height
streaks of flane as if froma Katyusha | auncher taken aloft an(
mounted on a flying machine instead of a truck. The wood
expl oded into flame as the rocket warheads detonated. Bagnal
shrieked like a lost soul, but couldn't even hear hinself

What ever had fired the rockets, it wasn't ap- ordinary air-
plane. It hung in the sky, hovering like a nosquito the size of
a young whale, as it |oosed another salvo of rockets on the hu-
mans who had presunmed to attack a Lizard position. Mre
deadly shrapnel flew Buffeted, half stunned by the bl ast,
Bagnall lay flat on the ground, as he might have during a great
eart hquake, and prayed the poundi ng woul d end.

But anot her helicopter canme whickering up fromthe South
and poured two nore salvos of rockets into the raiders' ranks.
Bot h machi nes hovered overhead and raked the forest with
machi ne-gun fire. The tanks cane crashing closer, too, snash-
ing down everything that stood in their way but the bigger
trees.
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Sonebody booted Bagnall in the backside, hard. "Get up
and run, you bloody twit!" The words were in English. Bagnal
turned his head. It was Ken Enbry, his foot drawn back for an-
ot her ki ck.

"I"'mall right," Bagnall said, and proved it by getting up. As
soon as he was on his pins again, adrenaline nade himrun |ike
a deer. He fled north-or, at any rate, away fromthe tanks and
the helicopters' killing ground. Enbry matched himstride for
desperate stride. Somewhere in their mad dash, Bagnall gasped
out, "Were's Af?"

"He bought his plot back there, I"'mafraid," Enbry an-
swer ed.

That hit Bagnall |ike-like a machine-gun round from one
of the deathships up there, he thought. Watching Russians and
Germans he didn't know getting shot or blown to bits was one
thing. Losing soneone fromhis own crew was ten tines
worse-as if a flak burst had torn through the side of his Lan-
caster and sl aughtered a bonbardier. And since Wiyte was-
had been-one of the three other nen in Pskov with whom he
coul d speak freely, he felt the loss all the nore.

Bullets still slashed the woods, nost of them though, be-
hind the fl eeing Englishmen now. The Lizards' tanks did not
press the pursuit as aggressively as they m ght have. "Maybe
they're afraid of taking a Mol otov cocktail from someone up a

tree whomthey don't spy till too late," Enbry suggested when
Bagnal | said that out |oud.
"Maybe they are,” the flight engineer said. "I'm dammed

sure I'mafraid of them"

The gunfire and rockets and cannon rounds had | eft Ins-ears
as dazed as any other part of him Dimy, as if fromfar away,
he heard screams of terror and the even nore appalling shrieks
of the wounded. One of the helicopters flew away, then, after
a last hosing of the woods with bullets, the other one. Bagnal
| ooked down at his wist. The gl owi ng hands of his watch said
only twenty mnutes had gone by since the first shots were
fired. Those twenty minutes of hell had stretched for an eter-
nity. Though not ordinarily a religious man, Bagnall wondered
how long a real eternity of hell would seemto |ast.

Then his thoughts snapped back to the present, for he al npst
stunmbl ed over a wounded Russian lying in a pool of blood that
| ooked bl ack agai nst the snow at night. "Bozhenoi, " the Rus-
si an noaned. "Bozhemoi- "
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"My God," Bagnall gasped, unconsciously translating
"Ken, come over here and help ne. It's a wonan."

"l hear." The pilot and Bagnal|l stooped beside the wounde
parti san. She pressed a hand agai nst her side, trying to stanc
the flow of bl ood.

As gently as he could, Bagnall undid her quilted coat an(
tunic so he could see the wound. He had to force her han4
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away before he could bandage it with gauze fromhis aid kil
She groaned and thrashed and weakly tried to fight himofl
"Nentsi, " she wail ed.

"She thinks we're Jerries," Enbry said. "Here, give her this
too." He pressed a norphia syrette into Bagnall's hand.

Even as he made the injection, Bagnall thought it a waste
precious drug: she wasn't going to live. Her blood had alread,
soaked the bandage. Maybe a hospital could have saved hei
but here in the mddle of a frozen nowhere . . . "Arta! " h,
yelled in German. "G bt es Aria hier? Is there a doctor here?

No one answered. He and Enbry and t he wounded wongj
m ght have been alone in the woods. She sighed as the nor
phia bit into her pain, took a couple of easy breaths, and died
"She went out peacefully, anyhow, " Enbry said; Bagnall re
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alized the pilot hadn't thought she'd nake it, either. He'd don
her the last favor he could by freeing her death from agony.
Bagnal | said, "Now we have to think about staying alivi

ourselves." In the mddle of the cold woods, after a crushinj

defeat that showed only too clearly how the Lizards had seize(

and held great stretches of territory fromthe mightiest niilitar~
machi nes the world had known, that seened to require consid

erabl e thought.

Liu Han called, "Come and see the foreign devil do amazi nj
things with stick and ball and glove. Cone and see! Cone an(
see!"

Mount ebanks of all sorts could be sure of an audience in th
Chi nese refugee cianp.- Behind her, Bobby Fiore tossed into th
air the leather-covered ball he'd had made. | nstead of catchinj
it in his hands, he tapped it lightly with his special stick-,
bat, he called it. The ball went a couple of feet into the ai
came straight down. He tapped it up again and again an
again. Al the while, he whistled a nmerry tune.

"See!" Liu Han pointed to him 'The foreign devil juggle
wi t hout using his hands!"
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A spattering of applause canme fromthe crowd. Three or
four people tossed coins into the bow that lay by Liu Han's
feet. Sone others set rice cakes and vegetabl es on the nmat next
to the bowl . Everyone understood that entertainers had to eat
or they wouldn't be able to entertain.

When no donations came for a mnute or so, Bobby Fiore
tapped the ball up one last time, caught it in his free hand, and
gl anced toward Liu Han. She | ooked out into the crowd and
said, "Who will play a gane where, if he wins, the foreign
devil will look ridiculous? Wio will try this sinple game?”

Several men shouted and stepped toward her. Nothing de-

i ghted Chinese nore than maki ng a European or American

into an object of ridicule. Liu Han pointed toward the bow
and the mat: if they wanted to play, they had to pay. A couple
of them made their offerings without a word, but one asked
belligerently, "Wat is this game?"

Bobby Fi ore handed her the ball. She held it up in one hand,
bent to pick up a flat canvas bag stuffed with rags which she
di splayed in the other. Then she put the bag back on the
ground, gave the ball to the belligerent man. "A sinple gane,
an easy game," she said. The foreign devil will stand well
back and then ran toward the bag. Al you have to do is stand
in front of it and touch himw th the ball before he reaches it.
Wn and you get back your stake and twi ce as nuch besides."

"That is easy." The man with the ball puffed out his chest
and tossed a silver trade dollar into the bow. It rang sweetly.
"I will put the ball on him no matter what he does."

Liu Han turned to the crowmd. "Clear a path, please. Cear a
path so the foreign devil can run." Chattering anong them
sel ves, the people noved aside to forma narrow | ane. Bobby
Fi ore wal ked down it When he was al nost a hundred feet
fromthe man with the ball, he turned and bowed to him The
arrogant fellow did not return his courtesy. A couple of people
clucked reproachfully at that, but nbst didn't think a foreign
devil deserved much courtesy.

Bobby Fi ore bowed again, then ran straight at the man with

the ball. The Chinese man clutched it in both hands, as if it
were a rock. He set hinself for a collision as Fiore bore down
on him

But the collision never cane. At the last instant, Fiore threw
hinself to the ground on his hip and thigh and hooked around
the clunmsy lunge the man made with the ball. His foot came

darry Turtl edove J69

down on the stuffed bag. "Safe! " he yelled in his own |an.
guage-

Liu Han didn't quite know what safe neant, but she knev

it neant he'd won. "Who's nextT' she called, taking the ba
fromthe disgruntled Chinese nman.

"Wait!" he said angrily, then turned and played to th
crowd: "You all saw that! The foreign devil cheated ne!"

Fear coursed through Liu Han. She call ed Bobby Fiore yanA
kwei -tse-foreign devil-herself, but only to identify him h
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the angry man's nouth, it was a cry to turn an audi ence int(
a nob.

Bef ore she coul d answer, Fiore spoke for hinself in clunsy
Chi nese: "Not cheat. Not say let win. He quick, he win. He
sl ooow." He stretched the last word out in a way no native
Chi nese woul d have used, but one insultingly effective.
"He's right, Wi-you mssed himby a li," soneone yellec
fromthe cromd. The nmiss hadn't really been a third of a nmle
but it hadn't been cl ose, either.

"Here, give me the ball now " someone else said. "I'Il pu
it on the foreign devil." He said yang kwei-tse the sane wa3
Liu Han did, to nane Bobby Fiore, not to revile him

Liu Han pointed to the bow. As W stanped away, the nex

pl ayer tossed in sonme paper noney from Manchukuo. |t wasn'
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worth as nuch as silver, and Liu Han did not like it becaus(
of what Manchukuo's Japanese puppet masters had done to
China-and to her own fanmily, just before the Lizards cane

But the Japanese were still fighting hard agai nst the Lizards
whi ch gave them prestige they hadn't had before. She let the
bills lay, handed the man the ball.

Bobby Fiore brushed dirt off his pants, shooed the spectators
back so he could take his running start. The Chi nese man
stood in front of the bag, holding the ball in his left hand and
leaning left, as if to nake sure Fiore wouldn't use on himthe
trick that had footed the first player

Bobby Fiore ran down the aisle of chattering Chinese, as be-
fore. When he got within a couple of strides of the waiting
Chi nese, he took a snall step in the direction the fell ow was
| eaning. "Ha!" the man cried in triunph, and brought the bal
down.

But Bobby Fiore was not there to be tagged. After that small
step made the man conmit hinself, Fiore took a Iong, hard
stride on his other |eg, changing directions as ninbly as any
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acrobat Liu Han had ever seen. The nan tagged to the |eft;
Bobby Fiore slid to the right. "Safe!" he yelled again.

The man with the ball ruefully flipped it to Liu Han. His
sheepi sh grin said he knew he'd been outsmarted. "Let's see if
this fellow can put the ball on the foreign devil," he said, now
using the label alnmost in admiration. "If | couldn't, I'll nake
a side bet he can't, either."

Anot her man set down a neaty slab of pork ribs to pay for
the privilege of trying to tag Bobby Fiore. The fell ow maki ng
side bets did a brisk business: now that Fiore had gone one
way and then the other, what tricks could he have |eft?

He promptly denonstrated a new one. Instead of going right
or left, he dove straight toward the bag on his belly, snaked a
hand t hrough his opponent's |egs, and grabbed the bag before
the ball touched his back. "Safe!" Now a couple of people in
the crowd raised the victory cry with him

He kept running and sliding as long as nen were willing to
pay to try to put the ball on him Sonetines he'd hook one
way, sonetines the other, and once in a while he'd dive
straight in. A couple of people did manage to guess right and
tag him but Liu Han watched the bow fill wth noney and
the mat with food. They were doing well.

When the sport began to seemroutine rather than novel, Liu
Han cal l ed, "Wo wants revenge?" She tossed the ball up and
down in her hand. "You can throw at the foreign devil now.

He will not dodge, but if you hit himanywhere but his two
hands, you win three tines what you wager. Who will try?"

VWil e she warned up the crowd, Bobby Fiore put on the
padded | eat her gl ove he'd had made along with the ball. He
stood in front of the wall of a shack, then nmade a fist with his
ot her hand and pounded it into the glove, as if confident no
one woul d be able to touch him

"From how cl ose do we get to throw?" asked the man
who' d been nmaki ng side bets.

Li u Han paced off about forty feet. Bobby Fiore grinned at
her. "Do you want to try?" she asked the nman

"Yes, I'lIl fling at him" he answered, dropping nore noney

into the bow. "I'Il put it right between his ugly round eyes,
you see if | don't."

He tossed the ball into the air once or twice, as if to get the

feel of it in his hand, and then, as he'd said, threwit right at
Harry TVMedove
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Bobby Fiore's head. Whack! The noise it made striking th
pecul i ar | eather glove was like a gunshot. It startled Liu Han
and startled the people in the crowmd even nore. A couple o
themlet out frightened squawks. Bobby Fiore rolled the ba
back to Liu Han.
She stooped to pick it up. Before long, that wouldn't b
easy, not with her belly growing. "Wo's next?" she asked.
"Whoever it is, he can wager with nme that he m sses, too,'

file://IC|/2590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (258 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:32 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

said the fellow who |liked to nake side bets. "I'I|l pay five
one if he hits." If he couldn't beat Bobby Fiore, he was con
vi nced nobody coul d.

The next ganbler paid Liu Han and let fly. Wanml Th
wasn't ball hitting glove, that was ball banging against the s
of the shack-the man had thrown too wildly for Bobby Fi
to catch his offering. Fiore picked up the ball and tossed
gently back to him "You try again," he said; he'd practice
the phrase with Liu Han.

Before the fellow could take another throw at him the ol
worman who lived in the shack cane out and screaned at Liu
Han: "What are you doing? Are you vying to frighten ne ou
of my wits? Stop hitting ny poor house with a club. |
a bonb | anded on it."
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"No bonb, grandmother," Liu Han said politely. "W are
only playing a ganbling gane." The old wonan kept on
screaming until Liu Han gave her three trade dollars. Then she
di sappeared back into her shack, obviously not caring what
happened to it after that.

The fell ow who hadn't thrown straight took another shot at
Bobby Fiore. This tinme he was on target, but Fiore caught the
ball. The man squalled curses |like a scal ded cat.

If the old wonan had t hought that first ball was |ike a bonb
| andi ng, she must have figured the Lizards had singled out her
house for bonmbardnment practice by the tinme the next hour had
passed. One of the things Liu Han discovered about her coun-
trymen during that tine was that they didn't throw very well.
A coupl e of them m ssed the shack altogether. That sent boys
chasing wildly after the runaway ball, and meant Liu Han had
to pay snall bribes to get it back

When no one else felt like trying to hit the quick-handed
foreign devil, Liu Han said, "Who has a bottle or clay pot he
doesn't mind | osingT
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Atall man took a last swig froma bottle of plum brandy,
then handed it to her. "Now | do," he said thickly, breathing
pl urnmy fumes into her face.

She gave the bottle to Bobby Fiore, who set it on an upside-
down bucket in front of the wall. He wal ked back farther than
the spot from which the Chinese had taken aimat him

"The foreign devil will show you how to throw properly,"”

Liu Han said. This last stunt made her nervous. The bottle
| ooked very small. Bobby Fiore could easily nmiss, and if he
did he'd | ose face.

His features were set and tight-he knew he could mss, too.
Hi s arm went back, then snapped forward in a notion |onger
and snoot her than the Chinese had used The ball flew al nost
invisibly fast. The bottle shattered. G een glass flew every
whi ch way. Chatter fromthe crowd rose to an inpressed peak
Several people clapped their hands. Bobby Fiore bowed, as if
he were Chinese hinself.

"Mat's all for today," Liu Han said. "W will present our
show again in a day or two. | hope you enjoyed it."

She picked up all the food the show had earned them
Bobby Fiore carried the noney. He al so hung onto ball and bat
and gl ove. That made himdifferent fromall the Chinese nen
Li u Han had known: they woul d have added to her burden
wi thout a second thought. She'd already seen up in the plane
that never cane down that he had the strange ways ascribed to
foreign devils. Sone of them such as his taste in food, an-
noyed her; this one she found endeari ng.

"Show good?" he asked, tacking on the Lizards' interroga-
tive cough.

"The show was very good." Liu Han used the enphatic
cough to underline that, adding, "You were very good too
there, especially at the end-you took a chance with the bottle,
but it worked, so all the better."

O necessity, she spoke nostly in Chinese, which neant she
had to repeat herself several tinmes and go back to use sinpler
words. Wien Fiore understood, he grinned and slipped an arm
around her thickening waist. She dropped an oni on so she
could break away to pick it up. Showing affection in public
was one foreign devil way she wi shed he would forget in a
hurry. It not only enbarrassed her, but |owered her status in the
eyes of everyone who saw her

Harry Turtl edove
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As they approached the hut they shared, she stopped fretti
over such relatively trivial concerns. Several little scaly devi

stood outside, two with fancy body paint and the rest w
guns. Their unnerving turreted eyes swung toward Liu H
and Bobby Fi ore.

One of the little devils with fancy paint spoke in hissing
decent Chinese: "You are the human beings who live in thi
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house, the hunman bei ngs brought down fromthe ship 29th E
peror Fessoj?" The last three words were in his own | anguag(

"Yes, superior sir," Liu Han said; by his perplexed | oo
Bobby Fiore hadn't understood the question. Even though
scaly devil used words that were individually intelligible, s
had trouble following him too. Inmagine calling the airplan
that never cane down a ship!

"Whi ch of you is carrying the growing thing that will be
cone a human being in her belly?" the devil with the fanc
pai nt asked.

"I am superior sir." Not for the first time, Liu Han felt
flash of contempt for the little scaly devils. They not on
couldn't tell people apart, they couldn't even tell the sexe
apart. And Bobby Fiore, with his tall nose and round eyes, wa
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unique in this canp, yet the little devils didn't recogni ze hi
as a foreign devil.

One of the gun-carrying little devils pointed at Liu Han an
hi ssed sonmething to a conpani on. The other devi."s nouth fel
open in a devilish laugh. They found peopl e preposterous, too

The little devil who spoke Chinese said, "Go in this lial
house, the two of you. W have things to say to you, things
ask of you."

Li u Han and Bobby Fiore went into the hut. So did the tw
little devils with el aborate paint on their scaly hides, and so d
one of the nmore drably marked guards. The two hi gher-ranki nj
little devils skittered past Liu Han so they could sit on
hearth that al so 'supported the hut's bedding. They sank dow
on the warmclay with rapturous sighs-Liu Han had seen the
didn't like cold weather. The guard, who liked it no better, ha(
to stand where he could keep his eyes on the obviously viciou
and danger ous hunmans.

"I am Ttonal ss," the scaly devil who spoke Chinese said-,
stutter at the front of his nane and a hiss at the end. "First
ask you what you were doing with these strange things." H
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turned his eye turrets toward the ball and bat and gl ove Bobby
Fiore held, and pointed at themas well.

"Do you speak English?" Fiore asked in that |anguage when
Liu Han had put the question into their peculiar jargon. \Wen
neither little scaly devil answered, he muttered, "Shit," and
turned back to her, saying, "You better answer. They won't fol -
low ne any nore than | follow them"”

"Superior sir," Liu Han began, bowing to Ttomalss as if he
were her village headman back in the days (was it really |ess
than a year before?) when she'd had a headnman ... or a vil-
| age, "we use these things to put on a show to entertain people
here in this canp and earn nmoney and food for ourselves."

Ttomal ss hissed to translate that to his conpani on, who
m ght not have known any human | anguage. The other scaly
devil hissed back. Ttomalss turned his words into Chinese:
"Why do you need these things? W give you this house, we
gi ve you enough to get food you need. Wiy do you want
more? Do you not have enough?"

Li u Han t hought about that. It was a question that went
straight to the heart of the Tho, the way a person should live.
Havi ng too much-or caring in excess about having too
much-was reckoned bad (though she'd noticed that few peo-
ple who had a ot were inclined to give up any of it). Cau-
tiously, she answered, "Superior sir, we seek to save what we
can so we will not be at want if hunger comes to this canp.
And we want noney for the same reason, and to make our
lives nore confortable. Can this be wong?"

The scaly devil did not reply directly. Instead, he said,
"What sort of showis this? It had better not be one that endan-
gers the hatchling grow ng inside you."

"I't does not, superior sir," she assured him She woul d have
been happier for his concern had it neant he cared for her
and the baby as persons. She knew it didn't. The only val ue
she, the baby, and Bobby Fiore had to the little devils was as
parts of their experinment.

That worried her, too. Wiat would they do when she'd had
the child? Snatch it away from her as they'd snatched her
away from her village? Force her to find out how fast she
coul d get pregnhant again? The unpl easant possibilities were
count| ess.

"What do you do, then?" Ttonal ss denanded suspi ciously.

Harry Turtl edove

"Mostly | speak for Bobby Fiore, who does not speak C
nese well," she said. "I tell the audience how he will hit aT
catch and throw the ball. This is an art he brings with hi
fromhis own country, and not one with which we Chinese a
famliar. Things that are new and strange entertain us, help
pass the tinme."

"This is foolishness," the little devil said. "Me old, the f.
mliar, should be what entertains. Ile new and strange-ho
could they be interesting? You will not be-what is th
word?-famliar with them Is this not frightening to you?"

He was even nore conservative than a Chinese, Liu Han r(
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alized. That rocked her. The little scaly devils had torn up h
life, to say nothing of turning China and the whole world o
their ear. Mreover, the little devils had their vast array of as
toni shi ng machi nes, everything fromthe caneras that took pic
tures in three dinmensions to the dragonfly planes that cou
hover in the sky. She'd thought of themas flighty gadgeteers
as if they were Americans or other foreign devils with scale
and body paint.
But it wasn't so. Bobby Fiore had al nbst burst with excite
ment at the idea of bringing sonething newinto the prisor
canp and meking a profit fromit. She'd |liked the notion, too
To the scaly devil, it seened as alien and nenacing as tht
devil did to her.
Her wool -gathering irritated Ttomal ss. "Answer ne,

lic
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shapped.

"I"'msorry, superior sir," she said quickly. She didn't want tc
get the little devils annoyed at her. They nighL cast her and
Bobby Fiore out of this hone, they might take her back to the
pl ane that never cane down and turn her into a whore again,
they m ght take her baby away as soon as it was born . '
or they mght do any nunber of appalling things she coul dn'

i magi ne now. She went on, "I was just thinking that hunan be-
ings |like new things."

"I know that.'~ Ttonal ss did not approve of it; his blunt little
stump of a tail switched back and forth, like an angry cat's. "It

is the great curse of you Big Uglies." The |last two words were
in his own | anguage. Liu Han had heard the little scaly devils
use them often enough to know what they nmeant. Ttomal ss re-
suned, "Were it not for the mad curiosity of your kind, the
Race woul d have brought your world under our sway |ong

ago. , ,

17, :
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"I amsorry, but | do not follow you, superior sit," Liu Han
sai d. "What does this have to do with preferring new entertain-
ments to ol d? When we see the sanme old thing over and over
we grow bored." How getting bored at old shows was tied to
the devils' not conquering the world was beyond her.

"The Race al so has this thing you call grow ng bored,"”
Ttomal ss admitted, "but with us it comes on nmore slowy, and
over along, long time. W are nore content with what we al -
ready have than is true of your kind. So are the other two races
we know. You Big Uglies break the pattern.”

Liu Han did not worry about breaking patterns. She did
wonder if she'd understood the scaly devil aright. Were there
ot her kinds of weird creatures besides his owmn? She found it
hard to believe, but she wouldn't have believed in the scaly
devils a year earlier.

Ttomal ss stepped forward, squeezed at her left breast with
his clawed fingers. "Hey!" Bobby Fiore said, and started to get
to his feet. The scaly devil with a gun turned it his way.

"It's all right," Liu Han said quickly. "He's not hurting nme."
That was true. H's touch was gentle; although his claws pen-
etrated her cotton tunic and pricked against her skin, they did
not break it.

61YOU will give the hatchling liquid fromyour body out of
these for it to eat?" Ttomal ss asked, his Chi nese becom ng
awkward as he spoke of matters and bodily functions unfam]| -
iar to his kind.

"Mk, yes," Liu Han said, giving himthe word he | acked.

"M1lk." The scaly devil repeated the word to fix it in his
menory, just as Liu Han did when she picked up sonething in
English. Ttomal ss continued, "Wen you mate, this nmale"-he
poi nted at Bobby Fiore---~'"chews there, too. Does he get mlk
as wel [ ?

"No, no." Liu Han had all she could do not to Iaugh.

"Then why do thisT Ttomalss demanded. "Wat is its-
function, is that the proper word?"

"That is the proper word, yes, superior sit." Liu Han sighed.
The little devils tal ked so openly about mating that her own
sense of shanme and reticence had eroded. "But he does not
draw mlk fromthem He does it to give ne pleasure and to
arouse hinself."

Ttomal ss gave a one-word verdict: "Disgusting." He spoke

Harry Turtl edove
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in his owmn |anguage to the other little devil with fancy pa
That one and the guard both swung their eyes fromLiu
to Bobby Fiore and back agai n.

"What' s goi ng on?" Fiore denmanded. "Honey, they aski
filthy questions agai n?" Though he liked publicly show ng
fection in a way in which no Chinese would have felt easy,
was and had stayed far nore reticent than Liu Han in
of intimate matters.
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"Yes," she answered resignedly.

The scaly devil with fancy paint who didn't speak Chine
sent several excited sentences at Ttonmalss, who turned to
Han. "You use the kee-kreek? This is our speech, not yours

"I amsorry, superior sir, but I do not know what the ke,
kreek is," Liu Han said.

"The--2' Ttomal ss nade the little devils' interrogati)
cough. "Do you understand now?"

"Yes, superior sir," Liu Han said. "Now | understan
Bobby Fiore is a foreign devil froma country far away. H
words and nmy words are not the sane. \When we were up
the plane that never canme down-2

"The what?" Ttomal ss interrupted. Wien Liu Han e
plained, the little devil said, "OCh, you nmean the ship."
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Liu Han still wondered how it could be a ship if it nev
touched water, but the little devil seened insistent about
poi nt, so she said, "Wien we were up in the ship, then, sup
rior sir, we had to |l earn each other's words. Since we b
knew sone of yours, we used those, too, and we still do."
Ttomal ss translated for the other little scaly devil, wh
spoke volubly in reply. "Starraf--Ttomal ss finally naned
ot her devil-"says you could do without all this noving b
and forth between | anguages if you spoke only one, as we
When your world is all ours, all you Big Uglies who survi)
wi Il use our |anguage, just as the Rabotevs; and Hal essi,
other races in the Enpire, do now. "
Liu Han coul d see that having everyone speA the sane
guage woul d be sinpler: even other dialects of Chinese
beyond her easy conprehensi on. But the unspoken assu
tions in the scaly devil's words chilled her. Ttornal ss seene
very sure his kind woul d conquer the world, and also that the
woul d be able to do as they pleased with its people (or
many of themas were | eft when the conquest was conpl ete
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Starraf spoke again, and Ttonal ss transl ated: "You have

shown, and we have seen at other places, that you Big Uglies
are not too stupid to | earn the tongue of the Race. Maybe we
shoul d begin to teach it in this canp and others, so that you
can begin to be joined to the Enpire."

"Now what T' Bobby Fi ore asked.

"They want to teach everyone howto talk the way we do,"

Li u Han answered. She'd known the scaly devils were over-
whel mingly powerful fromthe nonment they first descended on

her village. Sonehow, though, she'd never thought nuch about
what they were doing to the . rest of the world. She was only
a villager, after a, and didn't worry about the w der world un-
| ess sone part of it inpinged on her life. Al at once, she re-
alized the little devils didn't just want to conquer manki nd;
they ainmed to nmake people as nmuch |ike thensel ves as they

coul d.

She hated that even nore than she hated anything el se about
the little scaly devils, but she hadn't the slightest idea howto
stop it.

Mor dechai Anielewicz stood at attention in Zolraag's office
as the Lizard governor of Poland chewed himout. "The situ-
ation in Warsaw grows nore unsati sfactory with each passing
day," Zolraag said in pretty good German. "The cooperation
bet ween you Jews and the Race which formerly existed seens
to have di sappeared.”

Ani el ewi cz scow ed; after what the Nazis had done to the
Warsaw ghetto, hearing the word "Jews" in Gernman was plenty
to set his teeth on edge all by itself. And Zolraag used it with
arrogance of a sort not far renoved fromthat of the Gernmans.
The only difference Anielew cz could see was that the Lizards
t hought of all humans, not just Jews, as Untermenschen

"Whose fault is that?" he demanded, not wanting Zolraag to
know he was concerned. "W wel comed you as liberators; we
shed our blood to help you take this city, if you renmenber, su-
perior sir. And what thanks do we get? To be treated al nost as
badly under your thunb as we were under the Nazis."

"That is not true," Zolraag said. "W have given you
enough guns to make your fighters the equal of the Armja
Kraj owa, the Polish Home Army. \Were you were bel ow
them we set you above. How do you say we treat you badlyT

Harry Turtl edove

"l say it because you care nothing for our freedon th
Jewi sh fighting | eader answered. "You use us for your ow
purposes and to hel p make sl aves of other people. W hav
been sl aves ourselves. W didn't like it. W don't see any
son to think other people like it, either."

"The Race will rule this world and all its people," Zo
said, as confidently as if he'd remarked, The sun will cone
tomorrow. "I bose who work with us will have higher p

t han those who do not."
Before the war, Anielew cz had been a largely secul ari ze
Jew. He'd gone to a Polish Gymasi um and university, an
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studi ed Latin. He knew what the Latin equival ent of work t(
gether was, too: collaborate. He al so knew what he'd thoug

of the Estonian, Latvian, and Ukrainian jackals who hel ped th
German wol ves patrol the Warsaw ghetto-and what he

t hought of the Jew sh police who betrayed their own people

a crust of bread.

"Superior sir," he said earnestly, "with the guns we
fromyou, we can protect ourselves fromthe Poles, and that
very good. But nost of us would rather die than help you
the way you nean."

"This | have seen, and this | do not understand,"
said. "Why woul d you forgo such advant age?"

"Because of what we would have to do to get it,"
wi cz answered. "Poor Mishe Russie wouldn't speak your lie
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so you had to play tricks with his words to nmake them co

out the way you wanted them No wonder he di sappeared
that, and no wonder he nmade you out to be liars the fir
chance he got."

Zolraag's eye turrets swng toward him That slow, del

ate notion held as much nmenace as if they'd containe
38-centinmeter battleship guns rather than organs of vision
are still seeking to learn nore of these events oursel ves,"
said. "Herr Russie was an associate, even a friend, of your,
We wonder how and if you hel ped him"

"You questioned nme under your truth drug,
nm nded him

"W have not |learned as nuch with it as we hoped fro

early tests," Zolraag said. "Sone early experinmental subjec
may have deceived us as to their reactions. You Tosevites hav
a gift for being difficult in unusual ways."

"Thank you," Anielew cz said, grinning.

Ani el ewicz r(

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (272 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:33 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

180 WORLDWAR: TI LTI NG THE BALANCE

I

"I did not nean it as a conplinent" Zolraag snapped-

Ani el ewi cz; knew that. Since he'd been up to his eyebrows
in getting Russie away and in naking the recording in which
Russie blasted the Lizards, he was |l ess than delighted to | earn
the Lizards had found their drug was worthl ess.

Zolraag resuned, "I did not sunmon you here, Herr Aniele-
wicz, tolisten to your Tosevite foolishness. | sunmoned you
here to wam you that the uncooperative attitude of you Jews
must stop. If it does not, we will disarmyou and put you back
in the place where you were when we cane to Tosev 3."

Ani el ewi cz gave the Lizard a |ong, slow, nmeasuring stare.

,,It comes to that, does it?" he said at |ast.

"It does."

"You will not disarmus without a fight,'
flatly.

"W beat the Germans. Do you think we cannot beat you?"

"I amsure you can," Anielewi cz said. "Superior sir, we wll
fight anyhow Now that we have guns, we will not give them
up. You will beat us, but one way or another we will manage
to hurt you. You will probably set off the Poles, too. If you
take our guns away, they'll fear you'll take theirs, too."

Zolraag didn't answer right away. Anielew cz hoped he 'd
managed to distress the Lizard. The Race was good at war, or
at | east had machi nes of al nost invincible power. When it
came to dipl omacy, though, they were as children; they had no
feel for the likely effects of their actions.

The Lizard governor said, "You do not seemto understand,
Herr Anielewi cz. W can hold your people hostage to nake
sure you turn in your rifles and other weapons." 11

"Superior sir, you are the one who does not understand,
Ani el ewi cz answered. "Watever you want to do to us, we
went through worse before you cane. W will fight to keep
that from happening again. WIlIl you start up Auschwi tz and
Trebhnka and Chel nmo and the rest agai n?9

"Do not make disgusting suggestions." The Gernman death
camps had revolted all the Lizards, Zoh*aag included. They'd
gotten good propaganda m | eage out of them There, Russie
and Anielewi cz and other Jews had felt no conpunctions about
hel ping the Lizards tell the world the story.

"Well, then, in that case we have nothing to | ose by fight-
ing," Anielewicz said. "W were getting ready to fight the Na-
zi s even though we had next to nothing. Now we have guns.

Ani el ewi cz said
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If you are going to treat us the way the Nazis did, do you think
we'd not fight you? What would we have to | oseT

"Your lives," Zolraag said.

Ani el ewi cz: spat on the floor of the governor's office. He
didn't know whet her Zol raag knew how nmuch scorn the ges-
ture showed, but he hoped so. He said, "Wat good are our
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lives if you push us back into the ghetto and starve us once
more? No one will do that to us again, superior sir, no one. Do
what you like with ne. The next Jew you pick as puppet

| eader will tell you the sane--or his own people will deal with
hi m

"You are serious in this matter," Zolraag said in tones of
wonder .

,"OF course | am" Anielew cz answered. "Have you tal ked

wi th General Bor-Konorowski about taking guns away from

the Honme ArnyT

"He did not seem pleased with the idea, but he did not reject
it in the way you have," Zolraag said.

"He Is politer than | am" Anielewi cz said, adding the alter
kacker to himself. Aloud, he went on, "That doesn't mean
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you'll get any real cooperation fromhim?"

"W get no real cooperation fromany Tosevites," Zolraag

sai d-mournful ly. "We thought you Jews were an exception, but
| see it is not so."

"W owed you a lot for throwi ng out the Nazis and saving

us fromthe death canmps,” Anielewicz said. "If you' d treated
us as free people who deserved respect, we woul d have

worked with you. But you just want to be another set of mas-
ters and treat everyone on Earth the way the Nazis treated us."
"W would not kill the way the Gennans did," Zolraag pro-

t est ed.

"No, but you would enslave. Wen you were through, not a
human being on this world would be free."

"l do not see that this matters," Zolraag said.

"I know you don't," Anielew cz: said-sadly, for Zolraag
was, given the limts of his position, a decent enough being.
Some of the Germans had been that way, too; not all by any
means enj oyed exterminating Jews for the sake of exterm na-
tion. But enjoy it or not, they' d done it, as Zolraag resented
f reedom now.

That ate at Anielew cz's. N neteen hundred years before,
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Tacitus had remarked with pride that good men-the one in
particular he had in mnd was his father-in-law-could serve a
bad Roman enperor. But when a bad ruler required good nen

to do nonstrous things, how could they obey and renmain

good? He'd asked hinself the question nore tines than he

could count, but never yet found an answer.

Zolraag said, "You claimwe cannot nake you obey by
force. | do not believe this, but you say it. Let us think ..
does this | anguage have a word for thinking of something so
as to examine it?"

"*Assune' is the word you want," Anielew cz said.

"Assume. Thank you. Let us assume, then, that what you
say is true. Howin this case are we to rule you Jews and have
you obey our requirementsT

"I wish you woul d have asked that before events drove a
wedge between you and us," Anielew cz answered. "The best
way, | think, is not to force us to do anything that woul d darn-
age the rest of mankind."

"BEven the GermansT Zol raag asked.

The Jewi sh fighting leader's lips curled in what was not a
smle. Zolraag knew his business, sure enough. What the Nazis
had done to the Jews in Pol and-all over Europe-cried out
for vengeance. But if the Jews collaborated with the Lizards
agai nst the Germans, how could they say no to coll aborating
wi th them agai nst ot her peoples as well? That dil enma had
sent Mi she Russie first into hiding and then into flight.

"Don't use us as your propaganda front." Anielew cz knew
he wasn't answering directly, but he could not force hinself to
say yes or no. "Whether you win your war or lose it, you
make the rest of the world hate us by doing that."

"Why shoul d we care?" Zolraag asked.

The troubl e was, he sounded curious, not vindictive. Sigh-
ing, Anielew cz; replied, "Because that woul d give you your
best chance of ruling here quietly. If you make other people
hate us, you'll also nake us hate you."

"W gave you privileges early on, because you did help us
agai nst the Germans," Zolraag said. "By our way of thinking,
you abused them Issuing threats will not nmake us want to give
you nmore. You may go, Herr Anielewicz."

"As you say, superior sit," Anielew cz answered woodenly.
Troubl e com ng, he thought as he left the Lizard governor's of-
fice. He'd managed to get Zolraag to hold off on trying to dis-

Harry Turtl edove 183
armthe Jews, or at |east he thought he had, but that wasn't
concessi on enough.
He sighed. He'd found a hiding place for Russie. Now he
was |iable to need one hinself.
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* VU*
"I wish we were in Denver," Barbara said.
"Well, so do |I," Sam Yeager answered as he hel ped her out
of the wagon. "Me weather can't be hel ped, though." Late-
season snowstorms had held themup as they nade their way
into Colorado. "Fort Collins is a pretty enough little place.”

Li ncol n Park, in which several Met Lab wagons were drawn

up, was a study in contrasts. In the center of the square stood
a log cabin, the first building that had gone up on the Poudre
Ri ver. The big gray sandstone mass of the Carnegie Public Li-
brary showed how far the area had cone in just over eighty
years.

But Barbara said, "Mat's not what | nean." She took his
arm and steered himaway fromthe wagon. He | ooked back to-
ward U hass and Ristin, decided the Lizard PONM weren't go-
ing anywhere, and |l et her guide him

She led himover to a tree stunp out of earshot of anybody
el se. "What's up?" he asked, checking the Lizards again. They
hadn't poked their heads out of the wagon; they were staying
down in the straw where it was warner. He was as sure as sure
could be that they wouldn't pick this nonent to nmake a break,
but ingrained duty made hi m keep an eye on t hem anyhow.

Then Bar bara asked hi m sonet hi ng that sounded as if it
came out of the blue: "Renmenber our weddi ng ni ght?"

"Huh? I'mnot likely to forget it." As Sam renmenbered, a
broad snmile spread over his face

Barbara didn't smle back. "Renmenber what we didn't do
on our weddi ng ni ght?" she persi sted.

"There wasn't a whole lot we didn't do on our weddi ng

ni ght. We--2' Yeager stopped when he took a close | ook at

184
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Barbara's hal f-worried, half-smling expression. A light we
on inside his head. Slowy, he said, "W didn't use a rubber.
"That's right," she said. "I thought it would be safe enoug]
and even if it wasn't--2' Her smle grew broader, but stil
atwist init. "My time of the nonth should have started
week ago. It didn't, and |I've al ways been very steady. So
think 1I'm expecting a baby, Sam"™
Had it been a norrmal marriage in a normal tine, he
have shouted, That's wonderjul! The time was anything b
normal , the marriage very new. Yeager knew Barbara hadn
wanted to get pregnant. He set down his rifle, took her in hi

arms. They clung to each other for a couple of mnutes. "It'
work out," he said at last. "One way or another, we'll take c
of it, and it'll be okay."

"I'"mscared," she said. "Not many doctors, or equipnen

and us in the mddle of the war--2

"Denver's supposed to be better off than nost places,”

said. "It'll be all right, honey." Please, God, nake it all righ
he t hought, something that woul d have been closer to a
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prayer if God had given any signs lately of listening. After a
ot her few seconds, he went on, "I hope it9s a girl."

"You do? Why?"

"Because she'd probably | ook just like you."

Her eyes w dened. She stood up on tiptoe to give him
quick kiss. "You' re sweet, Sam It wasn't what | expecte
but--2' She kicked at the dirty snow and at the nud th
showed through it. "Wat can you doT

For a career ninor |eaguer, What can you do? was an arti cl
of faith that ranked right al ongside the conmandnents Mose
had brought down fromthe nountain. Actually, Yeager
there was sonet hing you could do if you wanted to. But fi
ing an abortionist wouldn't be easy, and the procedure was
abl e to be nore dangerous than having the baby- If Barb
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brought it up, h ' e'd think about it then. O herw se, he'd
hi s nouth shut.

She said, "We'll just do the best we can, that's all. Right?
"Sure, honey," Samsaid. "Like | said, we'll manage.

i dea kind of grows on me, you know what | meanT

"Yes, | do." Barbara nodded. "I didn't want this to happei
but nowthat it has ... I'mscared, as | said, but |I'mexcite(
too. Sonething of ours, to go on after we're gone-that'

sonet hi ng special, and soned-iing wonderful ."
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"Yeah." Yeager saw hinself tying a little girl's shoes, or
maybe playing catch with a boy and teaching himto hit well
enough to get all the way to the top in pro ball. What the fa-
ther m ght have done, the son would. He woul d, anyhow, if the
Li zards were beaten and there ever was pro ball again. Sam
shoul d have been in spring training, getting ready for yet an-
ot her season on the road, hoping to nmove up as better players
got drafted, still with a ghostly chance at a big-1eague slot and
glory. As it was ...

Soneone shouted, "Back to the wagons, everybody. They're
going to billet us at the college on the south edge of town."

Yeager hadn't thought Fort Collins big enough to boast a
coll ege. "You never can tell," he nmuttered, which would have
been a good handle for the whol e past year. Hand in hand, he
and Barbara wal ked back toward U | hass and Ristin. "Carefu
getting up there," he warned as she scranbled in.

She made a face at him "For CGod's sake, Sam |'m not
made out of cut glass. If you start treating ne as if | were go-
ing to fall to pieces any mnute now, we'll have trouble."

"Sorry," he said. "I've never had to worry about anybody
expecting before.™

The wagon driver's head whi pped around. "You gonna have
a baby? That's great. Congratul ations!"

"Fhanks," she said. As the wagon rattled forward, she shook
her head wyly. Yeager knew she wasn't as delighted as she
m ght have been. He wasn't, either. He couldn't imagine a
worse tine to try to raise a kid. But all they could do now was
give it their best shot.

Sure enough, the Colorado State Coll ege of Agriculture and
the Mechanic Arts sat on the southern border of Fort Collins.
Its red and gray brick buildings clustered along an oval drive
that ran through the heart of the canmpus. The cafeteria wasn't
far fromthe south end of the drive. Wnen in surprisingly
cl ean white dished out fried chicken and biscuits. That was
good, but the burnt-grain brew they called coffee tried to bite
of f Yeager's tongue.

"VWhere do we sleep tonightT he asked as he wal ked out of
the cafeteria.

"Grls' dormtory," a soldier answered, pointing northward.
Ginning, he went on, "Jeez, | dreaned for years of getting
into one o' those, but it just ain't the sane this way."

The only roons in the dorin with doors that |ocked fromthe
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outside were the rest roons. Fortunately, it had three, so S
didn't feel guilty about commandeering one for the Lizard pris
oners to use during the night. He and Barbara had a two-coe
room for thenselves. Looking at the steel-framed cots, he sa
"I think I'd sooner have been quartered with some nic

friendly people back in town."
"I't'Il be all right for one night,’'

she said. "It's easier
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thern to keep track of us if we're together here instead of sc
tered around Fort Collins."

"l suppose so," he said, unenthusiastic still. But then, as h
set his rifle down, he exclained, "lI'mgoing to be a father

How about that?"

"How about that?" Barbara echoed.

Only one candle Iit the room Her face was hard to re

El ectricity had taken the nystery out of night, turned it brigh
and certain as day. Now nystery was back, with a vengeanc
Yeager studied the shifting shadows. "We'Il do the best w

can, that's all," he said, as he had when she first gave himth
news.

"I know," she answered. '"*Vhat else can we do? And,"

added, "if anyone can take care of me and help me take
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of a baby, | knowit's you, Sam | do |ove you. You kno
that."
"Yeah. | |ove you, too, hon."

She sat down on one of the cots, snmiled over at him "Ho
shall we celebrate the newsT

"No booze around. No firecrackers ... | guess we'll ju
have to nake our own fireworks. How does that sound?"

"I't sounds good to ne." Barbara took off her shoes, the
stood up for a nmonent so she could slide out of her slacks
panties. Wen she sat down again, she nade a face an
bounced back to her feet. "That wool bl anket scratches. Wi
a second; let ne turn down the sheet."

Sone happy tinme later, Sam asked, "Do you want nme to p
on a rubber, in case you're wongT

"Don't bother," she said. "I'mregular as clockwork; eve
getting sick doesn't throw ne off. And | haven't been sick
The only d-iing that could nake ne this late is a bun in
oven. And since there's one in there, we don't need to w
about keeping the oven door closed."

"Ckay." Sam poi sed hinmself over her. She tilted her hips
to ease his way, |ocked her |legs and arms around him

9.515 <
=
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war ds, he rubbed at his back; she'd clawed himpretty hard.
"Maybe you shoul d get knocked up nmore often,"” he said.

Bar bara snorted and poked himin the ribs, which al nost
made himfall off the narrow cot. Then she | eaned over and
kissed himon the tip of his nose. "I |love you. You' re crazy."

"I''"'m happy, is what | am" He squeezed her agai nst him
tight enough to nake her squeak. She was all the woman he'd
ever wanted and then some: pretty, bright, sensible, and, as
he'd just delightedly found out again, a handful and a half in
bed. And now she was going to have his baby. He stroked her
-hair. "I don't know how | could be any happier."”

"That's a sweet thing to say. |'mhappy with you, too." She
took his hand, set it on her belly. "That's ours in there. |
wasn't expecting it, | wasn't quite ready for it, but"-she
shrugged- - - - - ~'it's here. | know you'll nake a good father."

"A father. | don't feel like a father right now" He let his
hand slide | ower, through her little nest of hair to the softness
it concealed. His fingertip traced small, slow circles.

"What do you feel |ike?" she whispered. The candl e burned
out about then. They didn't need it.

The next norning, Yeager woke still a little wom Feels |ike
| played a doubl eheader yesterday. He grinned. | did.

The cot squeaked when he sat up. The noi se woke Bar bar a.

Her cot squeaked, too. He wondered how nuch racket they'd
made the night before. At the time, he hadn't noti ced.

Bar bara rubbed her eyes, yawned, stretched, |ooked over at
himand started to | augh. "Wiat's so funny?" he asked. He
didn't sound as grunpy as he would have a few nonths be-
fore; he'd finally got used-or resigned-to facing the day
wi t hout coffee.

She said, "You have a large nale | eer pasted all over your
face. That's what's funny."

"Ch." Now that he thought about it, that was funny. "Ckay."
He put his corporal's uniformback on. The last time it had
been washed was in Cheyenne. He'd got used-or resigned-
to dirty clothes, too. Just about everybody's clothes were dirty
these days; it wasn't as if Corporal Sam Yeager stood out as a
special slob. He slung his rifle over his shoulder and said, "I'm
goi ng downstairs to turn Ristin and Ul hass | oose. They'|l be
glad to see the light of day, | expect.,,

"Probably. It seens nmean to keep them | ocked up all night
| ong." Barbara | aughed again, this tinme at herself. "I've been
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with themso |l ong now that | think of them as people, not

Li zards. "

"I know what you nean. | do the same thing nyself.

Yeager considered, then said, "Conme on, you get dressed, to(
Then we can go over to the cafeteria with themand we'll hav
br eakfast."

Br eakf ast was bacon and eggs. The bacon cane in gre
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thick slices and was obviously honme-cured; it took Yeag
back to the snmokehouse on the Nebraska farm where he
grown up. The stuff that cane in packages of cardboard an
waxed paper just didn't have the sane flavor

The Lizard POM woul dn't touch eggs, maybe because the
were hatched thensel ves. But they |oved bacon. Ristin ran h

I ong, lizardy tongue around the edges of his nmouth to get ri
of grease. "That is so good," he said, adding the enphati
cough. "It remnds ne of aasson back on Hone."

"Not salty enough for aasson,"” Ul hass said. He reached
the salt shaker, poured sone onto the bacon, took another bi
"Ah-better." Ristin held out his hand for the salt shaker. H
too, hissed with pleasure after he'd sprinkled the bacon
Sam and Bar bara exchanged gl ances: the bacon had s
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enough for any human pal ate. In the manner of an Astound
reader, Yeager tried to figure out why the Lizards wanted
with even nore. They'd said Home was hotter than Earth,

its seas snaller. Maybe that neant they were saltier, too, d
way Salt Lake was. When he got to Denver, he'd have to a
sonebody about that.

Back to the wagons. Ul hass and Ristin scranbl ed abo
theirs, then all but disappeared under the straw and bl ank
they used to fight the cold. Yeager was about to help Barb
up-no matter what she said, he wanted to nake sure she
extra care of herself-when a fell ow on horseback came
ting up the oval drive toward them He was dressed in ol
drab and wore a helnet instead of a cavalrynman's hat, but
put Yeager in mind of the Od Wst just the sane.

Most of the Met Lab wagons were untenanted. Sone did
even have their teams hitched to themyet: a |ot of people w
still eating breakfast. The rider reined in when he saw Yeag
and Barbara. He called to her, "Ma'am you wouldn't by aj
chance know where to find Barbara Larssen, would you?"

"I arn-1 was-|I am Barbara Larssen," she said. "Wat
you want ?"
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"Right the first tine," the caval rynman excl ai ned happily.
"Tal k about your luck." He swung down from his horse,
wal ked over to Barbara. Maybe it's his boots that nake him
| ook that way, Yeager thought. They were tall and bl ack and
shiny and | ooked as if they'd hurt like hell if he had to wal k
more than a few feet in them He reached inside his coat,
pul I ed out an envel ope, handed it to Barbara and said, "This
here is for you, ma'am" Then he stanped back to his horse,
renount ed, and rode off, trappings jingling, wthout a back-
ward gl ance.

Yeager wat ched hi m go before he turned back to Barbara.

"What do you suppose that's all about?" he said.

She didn't answer right away. She was staring down at the
envel ope. Samtook a look at it, too. It didn't have a stanp or
a return address, just Barbara's nane scraw ed hastily across
it. Her face was dead pale when she lifted it to him "That's
Jens' handwiting," she whispered.

For a couple of seconds, it didn't mean anything to Yeager.
Then it did. "Ch, Jesus,"” he nuttered. He felt as if a Lizard
shel | had just | anded next to where he was standing. Through
stunned numbness, he heard hinmsel f say, "You' d better open
it.,,

Bar bara nodded jerkily. She alnost tore the letter along with
the envel ope. Her hands shook as she unfol ded the sheet of pa-
per. The note inside was in the same handwiting as her name
had been. Yeager read over her shoul der:

Dear Barbara, | had to twist arns to get themto let me
wite this and send it to you, but | finally nanaged to do it. As
you'll gather I'malready in the town you' re going toward. |
had some interesting (!!) tines getting back to the town ftom
which we both left, but cane through themall right. | hope
you're OK, too. I'mso glad you'll be here soon-1 mss you
more than | can say. Wth all the love there is, Jens. There was
a row of X' s under the signature.

Barbara | ooked at the letter, then at Yeager, then at the letter
again. She held it in her right hand. Her left hand, which didn't
seemto know what her right was doing, pressed at her belly
through the ratty wool sweater she was wearing

"Ch ny CGod," she said, maybe to herself, maybe to Yeager
and maybe to God, "what am | supposed to do now?"

"VWhat are we supposed to do now?" Yeager echoed.

She stared at him as if consciously rem nded of his pres-

Harry Turdedov-e

ence for the first time. Then she noticed her hand, finge
spread fan-fashion, stretched over her belly. She jerked it aw
He flinched as if she'd hit him Her face tw sted when sh
saw that. "Ch, Sam |'msorry," she exclained. "I didn
mean--2' She started to cry. "I don't know what | neant. E
erything's just turned upside down."
"Yeah," he said laconically. He startled himself by |aughin
Barbara glared through tears. "Wat could possibly be funn
about this, this--2' She gave up in the mddle of the sentenc
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Yeager didn't blane her. No words were strong enough to
the nmess they'd just |anded in.

He said, "Last night | found out | was going to be a
and now | don't even know if |'ma husband any nore. If
isn't funny, what is?"

He wondered if it would be too risqué for Hollywood
touch. Probably. Too bad. He could all but see Kathari
Hepburn and Cary Grant and sonebody el se-RRobert Yo
maybe-to play the guy who didn't get her, all of them go
through their antics bigger than life up on the screen. It wou
be a great way to kill a couple of hours, and you'd cone o
of the theater holding your sides.

But it wasn't the same when it really happened to you, n
when you were wonderi ng whet her you had the Cary
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part or the Robert Young one
you knew t he answer.

Barbara's small smile was the sun com ng out from behi
rain clouds. "That is funny. Like something out of a si
nmovi e- 2"

"I just thought the very sane thing," he said eagerly.
sign that they were on the same wavel ength felt doubly we
core.

The cl ouds covered the sun again. Barbara said, "Som
body's going to get hurt, Sam |'mgoing to have to hu
sonmebody | love. That's the last thing in the world | want, b
| don't see how!| can help it."

"I don't, either," Yeager said. He did his best not to sho
his worry, his fear. It wouldn't help, any nore than it wou
have at the tryout for his first pro teamhalf a lifetine ag
Wul d he nake it or wouldn't he?

Show them or not, the worry and fear were there. Ho
coul d Barbara pick hin? She'd been narried to Jens for ye
and years, while she'd only known hima matter of non

and when you were afra
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and they hadn't even been lovers for nost of that time. And
besides, with a choice between a nucl ear physicist and a rmnor
| eague outfielder with an ankle that told himwhen it was
gonna rain, whom woul d she take?

But she was carrying his kid. That had to count for some-
thing. Didn't it? Lord, if this was any kind of normal tine,
|l awyers woul d be coming out of the woodwork |ike cock-

roaches. Maybe cops, too. Bigany, adultery ... Maybe the
chaos the Lizard invasion had brought wasn't such a bad thing
after all.

He sucked in a deep breath. "Honey?"

"VWhat is it?" Barbara asked warily. She'd been reading the
letter again. He couldn't blame her for that, either, but just the
sane he wi shed she hadn't been

He took her hands in his. She let himdo it, but she didn't
grab hold of him back the way she usually did. The edge of
the sheet of paper scraped against the side of his palm He
made hinself ignore it, concentrated on what he had to do as
if he were trying to pick up the spin of a curveball right out
of the pitcher's hand.

"Honey, " he said again, and then paused to feel for the per-
fect words even though Barbara knew a thousand tinmes nore
about words than he'd learn if he lived to be a hundred. He
went on, one tough phrase at a time, "Honey, the nost inpor-
tant thing in the whole world for ne-is for you to be happy.
So you-go ahead and do--whatever it is you' ve got to do-
and that'll be all right with ne. Because | |ove you and-Ilike
| said-1 want you to be happy."

She started crying again, hard this tine, and buried her head
in the hollow of his shoulder. "What am | supposed to do,
Saml" she sai d between sobs, her voice so snmall and broken
he coul d hardly understand her. "I |ove you, too, and Jens.
And t he baby---2

He kept his arms around her. He wasn't nore than an inch
from breaki ng down and bl ubbering hinmself, either. Enrico
Ferm picked that precise noment to wal k up, hand in hand
with his wife Laura. "Is sonething wong?" he asked, concern
in his accented voi ce.

"You m ght say so, sir," Yeager answered. Then he remem
bered the physicist needed to know Jens Larssen was alive,
too. He patted Barbara on the back and said, "Honey, you'd
better show Dr. Ferm the letter."

Harry Turtl edove
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She handed it to Fermi . The physicist put on reading gl asse,,
peered owishly through them at the sheet of paper. "But this i
wonder ful news!" he exclainmed, his face lighting up in a sml(

He spoke rapidly in Italian to his wife. She answered nore hu
itantly. Ferrni's smle went out. "Ch," he said. "It is, ah, cory
plicated.” He nodded to himself, pleased at finding the rigl

word. "Si, conplicated-"
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"It sure is," Yeager said bleakly.
"I't's nore than just conplicated,"” Barbara added. "I1'm g(
ng to have a baby."
"Ch," Ferm said again, this tinme echoed by Laura. He trie
again: "Ch, ny." He was conpletely at hone in abstrug
real ns of thought which Sam Yeager knew he coul d never e
ter. But when it cane to nmerely human ways of messing u
your life, the Nobel |aureate was just as |ost as anybody el si
Sonmehow t hat heartened Sam

"W like to say congratulations." Laura Ferni's accent w,
thi cker than her husband's. She spread her hands hel pl ess
"But -"

"Yeah," Yeager said. "But--2

Ferm handed the letter back to Barbara. He said, "You a;
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good people. One way or another, | amsure you will work th
out in the fashion that is best for all of you." He touched
hand to the brimof his hat and wal ked on with his wfe.

At first, Yeager was touched at the physicist's conpl
ment. Then he realized Ferm had just said, It's not nmy pro-~
|l em Jack. He started to get angry. But what was the point i
that? The man was right. One way or another, he and Barba
and Jens would work it out.

The only trouble was, he had no idea what that way night b
They nade about thirteen niles that day, alnobst all of the
in silence. Barbara seened lost in her own thoughts, and Sa
didn't want to break in. He had plenty on his mnd, too; mayl
she al so avoided intruding on him Ul hass and Ristin, obliN
ous to what Was going on around them chattered with ew
ot her, but whenever they ventured into English, the answe
they got were so nonosyl | abic, they soon gave up

The St. Louis Hotel on St. Louis Avenue in Loveland h
seen better days. The food wasn't up to college cafeteria stan
ards, and the room Sam and Barbara got wasn't nuch bigg
than the one at the college dorm It wasn't very clean, eith(
It had a double bed. At first Samwas glad to see that; slee
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ing with Barbara warm and soft besi de himwas one of the
joys of his life. Doing other things on a roomy mattress was
wonderful, too. O it had been, anyhow.

Bar bara | ooked at the bed, at him back again. He could see
the sane set of thoughts going through her mnd as were in
his. He didn't say anything. It wasn't really up to him

Bar bara qui ckly scanned the rest of the room her than the
bed, it held only a night table, a couple of rickety chairs, and
a chanber pot-the plunmbing didn't work, then. She shook her
head. "I'mnot going to put you on the floor, Sam" she said.

"I bat wouldn't be right."

"Thank you, hon." He'd slept hard while he was out in the
field agai nst the Lizards. He knew he could do it ... but doing
it with his wife in the roomwould have been unbearably
| onel y.

"This is even nore conplicated than | thought it was going
to be," Barbara said. She managed a shaky | augh. "They said
it couldn't be done.™

"Yeah--tell me about it." Sam sat down on one of the
chairs, pulled off his shoes and let themfall to the threadbare
carpet with two | oud cl unks.

Bar bara peel ed back the bedspread. The bl ankets underneath
were the best thing about the room there were lots of them
and they were nice and thick. She clucked approvingly, opened
her suitcase and took out a long cotton flannel nightgown. "W
won't have to sleep in all our clothes tonight," she said. She
reached up to her neck to pull off her sweater, then froze, her
eyes on Sam

"Do you want me to turn ny backT he asked, though every
word hurt.

He wat ched her think about it. That hurt, too. But finally she
shook her head. "No, never mnd, don't be silly," she said. "I
mean, we're nmarried, after all-kind of married, anyway."

Ki nd of marned, indeed, Yeager thought, and had anot her
vi sion of swarm ng | awers. He got out of his shirt and chinos
whil e she was taking off the sweater and sl acks. The flanne
ni ghtgown rustled as it slid down over her snmooth skin. He
liked to sleep with as few clothes as the weather woul d all ow.
Tonight, with all those heavy bl ankets, that meant socks and
boxer shorts and undershirt. He dove under the covers in a
hurry; the roomitself was cold.

Barbara slipped in beside him She blew out the candl e on

Harry Turtl edove

the night table. Darkness enfolded them with the blinds clo
and the curtains drawn, it was al nost absolute. "Good nig
honey," he said, and wi thout thinking, |eaned over for a ki
He got it, but her lips didn't welcone his the way they had b
fore.

He got back to his own side of the bed in a hurry. They |
together on the sanme mattress, but a Maginot Line might h
sprung up between them He sighed and wondered if he'd ev
go to sleep. He tossed and turned and turned and tossed
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felt Barbara doing the sanme, but they were both careful not
bunp into each other. After sone tinme that seened forever
probably was before nidnight, he drifted off.

He woke in the wee small hours, needing to use the ch
ber pot. Regardl ess of how he and Barbara had kept apart
each other awake, they'd cone together in sleep, maybe
war nt h, maybe for no real reason at all. Her nightgown h
ridden up a lot; her bare thigh sprawl ed across his | egs.

He cherished the feeling, wondering if he'd ever know
agai n, wondering if he was just sticking pins in hinself
staying with her now when he didn't think she'd end up pi
ing him But what the hell? He'd played unpteen seasons
bal |, stubbornly hoping he'd catch a break. Wy be di
her e?
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And he did have to use the pot. He slid away as gently
he coul d, hoping not to wake her. But he did; the mat

shifted as her head cane off the pillow "Sorry, hon," he w
pered. "I need to get up for a second.”
"I't's okay," she whispered back. "I have to do the s

thing. Go ahead and go first." She rolled over to her own si
but not, this tinme, as if she thought she'd get |eprosy
touching him He groped around by the bed, found the ch

ber pot, did what he had to do, and handed the pot to

The flannel nightgown rustled again as she hiked it up. S
used the pot, too, then slid it out of the way and got back
bed. Yeager did, too. "Good night again," he said.

"Good night, Sam" To his surprise and delight, Barbara s
across to his side of the bed and gave hima hug. H s arns s
around her, squeezed her to him She was good to hang on
in the mddle of the night. Too soon, though, she slipped aw
and he knew that if he tried to hold her there, he was |liable
| ose her forever.

He tossed and turned for another |ong while before he w
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back to sl eep. He wondered what that hug neant for his future,
trying to read it the sane way he'd tried to gauge managers
oracul ar pronouncenents in years gone by to see whet her he
was |liable to get pronoted or shipped down.

As with a lot of those pronouncenents, he couldn't figure

out exactly what the hug foretold. He just knew he was gl ad-
der with it than he woul d have been without it. He al so knew
this mess wouldn't unravel quickly, no matter what. Mre than
the other, that thought cal med himand hel ped himfall asleep
at |ast.

Hei nrich Jager set a hand on the stowage conpartnent that
rode atop the track assenbly of his Panther. The steel was
warm agai nst his pal mspring cane to France nore quickly
than to Gernany, and far nore quickly than to the Sovi et
Uni on, where he'd waited out |ast winter.

The panzer crews stood by their machines, waiting for him
to speak. Sunlight dappled down through trees in new | eaf.

Wth their black coveralls, the tankers | ooked |ike splotches of
shadow. Their panzers were painted in what the canoufl age
experts call ed ambush pattemred-brown and green spl otches

over ocher, and then snaller ocher patches over the red-brown
and green. It was the best scheme the Wehrnacht had cone up
with for making its vehicles invisible fromthe air. Wether it
was good enough-they were about to find out.

"Fuel punp aside," Jager said, giving his Panther an affec-
tionate thwack, "this is the best hunan-nade panzer in the
world." The crewren of the Tigers attached to his unit glared
at him as he'd known they would. They |liked their massive
beasts' 88nm gun better than the Panther's 75, even if the
Pant her was nore maneuverabl e and had its arnor properly

sl oped.

"But," Jager went on, and let the word hang in the air, "if
you try to fight the Lizards straight up with your machines, the
only thing you'll do is get yourselves killed. The Fatherl and

can't afford that. Renember it. Think of yourselves as going

up against T-34s in a Panzer I1]."

That got their attention in the way he wanted. Next to one

of the tough Soviet nmachines, a Panzer 11, with its 20nm can-
non and cardboard-thin protection, was a crew s worth of "sad
duty to informyou" letters waiting to happen. And yet, despite
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techni cal shortcom ngs, the Wehrmacht had advanced deep into
Russi a.

"We'll try to hit them from anbush, then," Jager said.
"We'll lure them put sonme of our parizers where we can get

a shot at themfromflank or rear. You all know how to do that;
you' ve nost of you done it on the Eastern Front." He was gl ad
he had picked crews here. Sending new fish against the Liz-
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ards woul d have been an invitation to slaughter. Casualties
woul d be bad enough as things were.

"Their equi pnment will be better than ours," he enphasized
"Their tactics and doctrine won't. Fromwhat | saw in the
Ukrai ne | ast year, they're even nore stereotyped than the Bol -
shevi ks, but their equipnent is so good, they'll hurt you if you
make any mistakes at all. In fact, they'll hurt you even if
you don't make any nmistakes. As tankers they're nothing
much, but if | had a chance to capture one of their parizers, I'd
give up a lot to do it. Questions?"

"WIIl we have any air support?" one of the Tiger crewren
asked.

"I wouldn't hold ny breath," Jager answered dryly. "Any-
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thing we put up, they knock down." He thought about Ludnila
CGorbunova in her little flying sewing nmachine. He hadn't had

any reply to the latest letter he'd posted. Wth the state of the
mai | s these days, that neant nothing, but he worried all the
same. Going into the air against the Lizards was nore nearly
suicidal than fighting themin panzers.

The sane tanker asked, "W'l|l see their helicopters, though,
won't we?"

"If you al ready know the answer, why ask the question?"
Jager said. "Yes, we probably will. If you hear one and it

hasn't spied you, get under tree cover as fast as you can. If a
panzer in your squad blows up and you don't think you're in
contact with the eneny, you'd better do the sane. Anything

el se? No? Let's go, then. Heil Hitler!"

"Heil Hitler!" the panzer crews chorused. They piled into
their machines. Jager tried to gauge their attitude. They weren't
confident of victory any nore, the way they had been before
the bl ows against the Poles or the French or the Russians.

They all knew what the Lizards could do.

But no one hung back or hesitated. Better to hold the Liz-

ards as far fromthe Fatherland as possible: they all knew that.
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Wt hout nuch hope and without fear, they'd try to accom
plish it.

Jdger clinbed up onto the turret of his Panther, slid down
i nside through the open cupola. Beneath and behind him the
bi g Maybach engi ne thundered into life. He wished it were a
diesel like the ones the Russians used; a petrol power plant
didn't just bumwhen it got hit-it expl oded.

"Down the road southwest,"” he told the driver over the in-
tercom "We're |ooking for good defensive positions, renmem
ber. We want to be in anbush before we run into the Lizards
nosi ng north from Besangon."

As seened their habit since the blitzkrieg that foll owed their
arrival on Earth, the Lizards were noving on Belfort slowy
and nethodically-with luck, even nore slowy than they'd
pl anned, because they had a way of overreacting to harassnent
fire fromGerman infantry and French guerrillas. Wth nore
I uck, JaNger's panzer regi nent-panzer conbat group was a
better name for it, given the m xed and m xed-up nature of his
conmand-woul d sl ow them further. Wth a whole [ot nore
I uck, he m ght even stop them

The Pant her had a nuch snoother ride than the Panzer |11
in which he'd advanced into Russia. The interleaved road
wheels had a lot to do with that. Not feeling as if his kidneys
wer e shaki ng | oose was a pl easant novelty. Now if the dammed
fuel punp woul dn't keep breaking down ..

In spite of the engine's runble and the rattle and squeak and
grind of the treads, riding with his head and shoul ders out of
the cupol a was pl easant on a bright spring day. New grass
sprouted in neadows and in cracks in the nmacadam of the
road. In a normal year, traffic would have smashed that |atter
hopeful growh flat, but the colum of German panzers m ght
have been the first notorized traffic the road had known in
months. Here and there in the grass, wldfl owers nmade bright
spl ashes of red and yell ow and blue. The air itself snelled
green and grow ng.

To Jdger's right, Kl aus Meinecke sneezed sharply, once,
twice, three times. The gunner pulled a handkerchief fromthe

n

d
e
t

Il e
breast pocket of his tunic, and let out a |long, nmournful honk
"I hate springtinme," he nunbled. H's eyes were puffy and
tracked with red. "M serable hay fever kills ne every year."
Not hi ng nakes everybody happy, Jdger thought. They ran
t hrough Mont b6hard, where the big Peugeot works stood idle
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for want of fuel and raw materials, then foll owed the road that
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paral | el ed the Doubs Ri ver southwest toward Besangon-and
toward the Lizards surely on the way up toward Bel fort.

Ei ger's head swi vel ed up and down, back and forth, watch-

ing every nonment for the airplane or helicopter that could turn
his panzer into a funeral pyre. Meinecke chuckl ed. "You've

got the deutsche Blick all right, Colonel," he said.

"The German gl ance?" Jdger echoed, puzzled. "Wat's

t hat ?"

"They recruited nme for Panthers out of the Aftika Korps

not the Russian war," the gunner explained. "It was a joke we
made there, a takeoff on the deutsche Guss, the German sa
lute. W were always on the |ookout for aircraft, first British
then fromthe Lizards. Spot one and it was tine to find a hole
in the ground.”
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Bef ore the Lizards cane, Jdger had envied the tankers who
fought in North Africa. The war against the British there wa
clean, gentlemanly-war as it should be, he thought. Both
sides in Russia had fought as viciously as they could. Jdge
t hought of the massacres of Jews at Babi Yar and ot her places
A mracle the Polish Jews hadn't killed himon his way back
to Ger many.

He didn't care to brood on that too long; it nmade hi mwon
der about what his country had been doing in the lands it had
conquered. Instead he said, "So what was it like in the desert
after the Lizards came?"

"Bad," Meinecke answered. "W'd been beating the British
they were brave, but their panzers didn't nmatch up to ours, and
their tactics were pretty bad. If we'd had proper supplies, we'd
have nopped them up, but everything kept going to the East-
ern Front."

"W never had enough, either," Jdger put in.

"Maybe not, Colonel, but a | ot even of what was supposed
to go to us endedup on the bottom of the Mediterranean. But
you asked about the Lizards. They nopped up the Tonmies
and us both. They liked the desert, and we couldn't hide from
their planes there. Tal k about the deutsche Blick-Gott in
H mrel! The Tommi es had it, too."

"M sery | oves conpany," Jdger said. Then, still |ooking
around, he suddenly called "Halt!" to the Panther's driver

The big battle tank sl owed, stopped. Jdger stood tall in the
cupol a, waving the colum to a halt behind him He studied
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the little ridge that rose off to one side of the road. It was cov-
ered with old brush and saplings, and its crest could have been
more than four hundred neters fromthe roadway. He'd have

to scout out what |ay behind, check his line of retreat-the one
thing you couldn't do was stand toe-to-toe with the Lizards, or
before | ong you woul dn't have any toes left.

He ordered the Panther up the rise to the crest. The | onger
he | ooked at the setup, the better he liked it. He didn't think
he'd come across a better defensive position, anyhow.

At his command, nost of the German panzers depl oyed hul
down on the reverse slope of the ridge line. He sent three or
four Panzer 1Vs and a Tiger forward to neet the Lizards ahead
of his main position and, with luck, bring them back all unsus-
pecting into the anbush he'd set up.

That left nothing to do but wait and stay alert. In back of the
ridge lay a pond fed by a small stream A fish |eaped out of
the water after a fly, fell back with a splash. Sonewhere in his
gear, Jdger had a couple of hooks and a |l ength of light Iine.
Pan-fried trout or pike sounded a ot better to himthan the
m serabl e rations he'd been eating.

A Frenchman in civilian clothes came out of the bushes on
the far side of the pond. Riger wasn't surprised to see he had
arifle on his back. He waved to the Frenchman, who returned
the gesture before stepping back into the undergrowth. Before
the Lizards came, the French underground had ni pped at the
Germans who occupi ed their country. Now they worked to-
get her agai nst the new i nvaders: in French eyes, the Gernmans
were the lesser of two evils.

That's sonet hi ng, anyhow, Jdger thought. In Poland, the Liz-
ards had seened the |lesser of two evils to the Jews. From what
he'd | earned, he couldn't blame themfor feeling that way.

A couple of times, he'd tried talking with officers he trusted
about what Gernmany had done in the east. It hadn't worked:
he'd been net by a refusal to listen that al nbst ampunted to
saying, | don't want to know. He hadn't brought up the subject
now for sone tine.

Away in the distance, he heard the harsh, abrupt bark of a
panzer cannon. At the sanme time, a shout sounded in his ear-
phones: "Engagi ng | ead el ement of eneny panzer col um!

WIl attenmpt to carry out plan as outlined. WIl---2'" The trans-
m ssion cut off abruptly; Riger feared he knew why.
More boons: fromthe Panzer IV s 75m n guns; heavier,
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deeper ones fromthe Tiger's 88; and, sharp as thundercl aps,

fromthe Lizards' cannon. Then another sort of roar, |ower and
more diffuse, with smaller blasts and cheery pop-pops al

mxed in with it. That was the sound of a panzer brew ng up
"Arnor-piercing," Jdger said quietly. The | oader slamed a

bl ack-nosed shell into the breech of the cannon. Qut of sight
down the road, another panzer exploded. Riger bit his lip; those
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were nen, conwades-in-arns, dying nastily. And, the officer
part of himwhispered, if all nmy panzers get killed before any
make it back here, what good is ny anbush? He was i nured
to sacrificing nmen; throw ng them away was sonething el se
agai n.
He stood up in the cupola, nade a hand sign: be ready. Pan-
zer commanders passed it down the line. He didn't want to use
radi o, not now. The Lizards were too good at picking up their
foes' signals. As if fromvery far away, he felt his heart thud-
ding in his chest, his bowels |oosening. That was what fear did
to your body. It didn't have to rule you if you didn't let it.
Up the road, notor going flat out, nen inside probably
shaken to bl ood puddi ng, raced a Panzer IV. It sounded |like an
explosion in a smthy, roaring and clattering and clanking as if
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it were about to fall to pieces.
Behind it, alnobst silent by conparison, glided a Lizard pan-
zer, then another and anot her and anot her. JAger knew they
were toying with the Panzer IV. They had a way of stabilizing
their guns so they shot accurately even on the nove, but they
were enjoying the chase for a while before they ended it.
Le6 see how they enjoy this, he thought, and yelled, "Fire!"
Because his head was outside the cupola, the bell ow of the
cannon hal f stunned him Flame and snoke spurted fromthe
gun's nuzzle. "Hit!" he cried in delight. It was a solid hit, too,
right at the join between the turret and body of the Lizard pan-
zer. The turret tilted, alnost torn out of its ring; JAger woul dn't
have wanted to be inside when that 6.8-kilo round cane
knocki ng.
But the Lizards nmade their panzers tough. That shell would
have tomthe turret right off a British tank or a Soviet T-34,
and turned either of theminto an inferno on the instant. Not
only did this one not catch fire, its driver threwit into reverse
and did his best to escape the trap in which he found hinself.
"Hit himagain!" Riger shouted. H s gunner required no
urgi ng-the second shot punctuated Jdger's sentence.
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Al'l the rest of the hull-down German panzers al ong the
ridge line opened up, too. The Lizards offered them a target
tankers dream about: the |l ess heavily arnored fl anks and en-
gi ne conmpartnents of their vehicles. One of those vehicles
brewed up in a flash of orange and blue fl ame-sonebody' s
round had penetrated to sonmething vital. Jager wondered if that
had been a Panther's kill or a Tiger's: the heavier panzer's 88
fired a correspondi ngly nore nassive shell, but the Panther's
gun had a hi gher nuzzle velocity and woul d pierce just as
much arnor, nmaybe nore

The Lizards did not react well to being taken in flank. Jager
had counted on that: they were even nore vulnerable to the
unexpected than Soviet troops. For a crucial few seconds, they
either tried to back out of trouble |ike the panzer Jager had hit
or traversed their turrets toward the conceal ed German arnor
wi thout shifting the tanks themnsel ves. That |et the Gennans
keep poundi ng away at their nore vul nerable sides and rears.
Anot her Lizard panzer turned into a fireball, then another.

But the Lizards did not stay stupid forever. One by one, they
turned toward the Germans' fire. No German panzer gun coul d
beat their front glacis plates. Jager's gunner tried. |-Es shel
buried itself alnost to the drive bands, but did no danage any-
one could find.

Then the aliens started shooting back. They had only snal
targets at which to aim but they didn't need anything big: their
fire-control arrangenents were even better than the ones the
new Pant hers boasted. And while a Panther shell couldn't quite
shift one of their turrets, the Lizards' projectiles smashed Ger-
man panzer turrets as if they were anvils droppi ng on cock-
roaches.

Two tanks down from Jager, a Panzer |V was abruptly
beheaded. Shells cooking off inside, its turret smashed down
the rear slope of the ridge and skidded into the pond. The hul
expl oded in flames, too, and started a fire in the brush.

Then a Tiger got hit. Its turret flew off, too, which rocked
Jager; he'd hoped the 100m n of arnor there m ght be proof
agai nst anything the Lizards could throw at it. No such | uck,
though. Now he got on the radio. "Fall back!" he ordered.

Keep thi ngs novi ng, keep them confused: that was how you
got what ever chance you had against the Lizards. In a set-piece
battle, you were dead.

As if he were back on the other side of the rise, Jager saw
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what the Lizard panzer commander woul d be thinking: if the
came straight up the slope and charged after the retreating G
mans, they'd keep presenting their invulnerable frontal arm
to his conrades and him Then they could destroy the pan7A
force at their conveni ence and press on up the road tow
Belfort.

He got on the command frequency again: "Peel off to
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side as you retreat. W'll want to get sonme decent shots at the
fl anks when they cone after us."
Hi s Pant her backed through the little streamthat fed
pond; water sprayed up on either side. Sure enough, just
he'd guessed, a couple of Lizard panzers breasted the rise an
advanced on the Gernmans. They were too confident of
own invincibility; had he been an instructor on a trainin
ground, he woul d have |owered their mark. The proper tactic
solution was to stay hull down on the reverse slope and pou
the Germans while exposing as little of thenselves as possib
He renenbered his first big fight with the Lizard panzers,
the Wkraine. They'd nade the sanme m stake then, and he
killed one of their tanks with a Panzer M he was one of
bare handful of German tankers who could say that.
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This time, though, he didn't get a chance to put a shell
the eneny's belly, where his arnor was thinnest. One of

Li zards fired. A Panzer IV went up in gouts of flame. But d
Germans were hitting back, too, and their high-velocity

pi ercing shells could hurt the Lizards when they hit the rig
spot. One of the Lizard panzers slewed to a halt, road wh
wrecked by a shell. That nade the machine only margin

| ess dangerous; its main armament still worked, and its
swung toward a Panther. It took the German panzer out wi
one shell straight through the sloped front plate that was su
posed to deflect eneny fire.

More rounds slamed into the disabled Lizard panz

Hat ches popped open in the turret and at the driver's positi
inthe front of the hull. Lizards junped out. Machine
chattered. The Lizards went down. Jager felt sone sy
for them-~they'd fought bravely, if not with a lot of brair
That didn't keep himfromyelling like a wild-west Ind
when they fell.

A moment after the last Lizard bailed out and was

down, the disabl ed panzer brewed up. A snoke ring, perfect
any an old man with a cigar in his nmouth m ght make
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twenty times as big, blew out of the commander's open cupol a.
Then all the ammunition stowed in there nust have cooked off
at once, for the panzer went up in a fireball that sent blazing
debris flying for a hundred neters.

A Lizard helicopter fluttered over the ridge just then, rockets
stabbing out fromit like knives of fire. Machine gunners
opened up on it, but it was arned against their fire. But a Pan-
zer 1V, traversing its cannon toward the second Lizard tank,
happened to line up on the flying machi ne. Jager never knew
whet her the commander gave the order or the gunner acted on

his own initiative. Either way, the 75mn shell tore through the
helicopter's belly and swatted it out of the air in flanes. Jager
screamed with delight.

The commander of the other Lizard panzer that had come

over the ridge should have pulled back then. The panzer's tur-
ret swung back and forth, as if the Lizards inside couldn't

make up their mnds on a target. The Germans had no such
hesitati on-and Panthers and Tigers, though far froma match
for the Lizard machine, could hurt it when they got a chance
like this one. Even the new Panzer |Vs, though hideously vul -
nerable to return fire, had in their long 75s main armament |it-
tle inferior to what the Panthers carried.

When the Lizard did decide to go back, it was too |ate.

Smoke and al nost transparent blue flames boiled fromthe en-

eny panzer's engi ne conpartnent. That crew bailed out, too.
Jager didn't know if they all perished; the snoke was too thick
for himto be sure. If they didn't, though, it wasn't for |ack of
effort.

"Forward the Panthers,"
back to support."”

"How many Panthers are still running?" Kl aus Meinecke

asked. Jager blinked; the gunner's question hadn't occurred to
him but it was a damm good one. It would be a hell of a thing
to go swanning over the ridge to confront the Lizards ..

al one. But no. At |east two other machines runbl ed past the
flam ng hul ks of friends and foes to renew the fight against the
Li zards on the Belfort road.

The smartest thing the Lizards could have done was to keep
right on noving toward Belfort, make the Germans react to

them Wth their rotten fuel punps, the Panthers would surely
have broken down if pushed hard. And the Lizard panzers

were faster than the ones Jager commanded, anyhow. Guderi an

he ordered. "Tigers and W | ay
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and Manstein had invented the drill: first force your opening
then worry about what happens next.

But the Lizards in this colum didn't have a Guderian |ea
ing them Jager stuck his head and torso out of the cupola t
see what they were about. They still waited on the road
face-on toward the ridge fine. "Halt hull down," he called t
his conrades. He al so ordered his own panzer to halt; no sens
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in exposing nmore of it to eneny fire than he had to.

For the nonment, standoff. Jager saw no point in firing fro
his present position. He'd just waste amunition and announc
to the Lizards where he was. About the only way he could h
them fromhere would be to put one right down a cannon bar-
rel. He laughed at that and nuttered, "If | want a mracle, I’
ask for it in church."

The Lizards weren't eager to swarin up the ridge any nore
t hough, not when the two that had tried it didn't cone back
They weren't used to armor fights where their foes had a de
cent chance of doing themin. Jager didn't think they were
afraid; he'd stopped underestimating enemes after his firs
coupl e of weeks in Russia. He did think he'd nade the Lizards
t hought f ul
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He was about to order his reserves to try a flanking nmaneu-
ver using the ridge for cover when a shell slammed into the
side of the northernnost Lizard panzer. Another followed a
few seconds | ater and set the arnored vehicle abl aze. Jager
was still trying to figure out who was doing the shooting when
the Lizard crew bailed out of their panzer and ran for the
brush. Machi ne-gun fire cut them down.

Jager whooped. "It's that Panzer IV!" he yelled. "They
shoul d have chased it down and killed it, but they got busy
with us and forgot all about it." He'd forgotten all about it, too,
but he didn't have to admit that, even to hinself.

The Lizards certainly had left it out of their plans. Its unex-
pected return to action did the same thing to themthat the un-
expected in conbat often did to the Russians: it panicked them
and sent theminto a retreat they didn't have to make. Jager
fired a couple of rounds at themfromthe ridge line, just to re-
m nd them he was there, but didn't pursue----con-iing out into
the open agai nst them was asking to get shot up

Kl aus Mei necke | ooked up fromhis gunsight, a grin
stretched wi de across his face. "By God, Colonel, they're as
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sensitive about their flanks as any virgin | ever tried to lay," he
excl ai ned.

"So they are." Jdger |aughed, too, but under the coarse joke
lay a grain of truth. He had seen the same thing fighting the
Red Army. Come straight at themand they'd die in place by
t housands sooner than yielding a meter of ground. Flank them
out-or even threaten to flank them out-and they were |iable
to run like rabbits. Half to himself, he said, "They aren't quick
to adapt, not even a little."

"No, sir," the gunner agreed. "And they' ve paid for being
sl ow, that they have."

"You're right.,, Jdger sounded wondering, even to hinself.
H s men had killed at |east five Lizard panzers-to say nothing
of a helicopter-in this fight. They'd | ost nore than that-

Ti gers, Panthers, Panzer |Vs-but they' d done the eneny some
real danage. He wondered how long it had taken the Wehr-
macht's arnmor to kill five Lizard panzers |ast year. \Weks
probably, maybe nmonths. Panzer Hs, Panzer Ills, Czech na-
chines inpressed into action, Panzer Vs with the stubby
75mm guns for infantry support-they were all toys, set

agai nst the Lizards' tanks.

He nust have said that aloud, for Meinecke answered, "That
was | ast year. This is now. And who knows what they'll comne
up with next? Maybe a Tiger with sloped arnmor and a really
| ong-barreled 88. That'd nake the Lizards sit up and think."

It made Jager sit up and think, too. He liked the idea. Then
he | ooked around again. Now he didn't see snoke and fl ane
and shattered flesh and netal. He saw that his conrades were

still here and the Lizards had fled. "W held the position," he
excl ai ned.

"W did, by God!" The gunner sounded as surprised-

al most dazed-as higer felt. "I"mnot used to that."

"Nor |," Jdger said. "l've been part of a partisan raid that
stung them but every time | went up against themin regul ar
combat, | always ended up retreating ... till now" He started

t hi nki ng about what needed to happen next. "Now we can
bring some infantry forward, send 'em down the road to screen
for us."
"Infantry!" Meinecke spoke the word with a tanker's
grained scom "Wat's infantry going to do agai nst panzers?"
"G ve us warning when they're on the nove, if nothing
el se," Jdger answered. "Snipers may pick off a commander or
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two; the Lizards cone out of their cupolas when they think it'
safe, same as we do. Maybe even an unbuttoned driver. And
hear they' re going to get sone sort of antipanzer rocket th
Anmeri cans have passed on to us."

"That'd be something, if it works," the gunner said. "The

Li zarl s have hurt us plenty with rockets."

"I know. They've hurt us with their panzers, too, a lot wors
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than they did today." Jdger scratched his head. His hair w
matted with greasy sweat. "l haven't seen themfoolish th
way before-those couple that charged straight at us.

shoul d have known better. | wonder why they didn't."

"Don't know that, sir," Meinecke said, "but |'mnot going t
conpl ain about it. You?"

"No, " JAger said.

Ussmak desperately wanted a taste of ginger. He needed t
feel strong and bright and in control of things, even if he kne
he wasn't. Back in the turret of the | andcruiser, Hessef an
Tvenkel were undoubtedly dipping their tongues into the sup

ply of the drug they'd brought along. Undoubtedly, too,

made them see the fight fromwhich they'd just retreated as
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small thing, hardly nore than sone cracked pavenent on th
path to the Race's inevitable victory.

Ussmak wi shed he could feel the sane way. But no nat

how nmuch he craved ginger, he didn't trust it any nore. G ng
coul d nmake you do stupid things, things stupid enough to ge
you killed. Two | andcrui sers had swarned over that rise
the Deutsche. Neither one had cone back

Everyt hing had seenmed so easy when he started out on th

pl ains of the SSSR. easier even than the training simnulators
for those had assuned an opposition of a quality to match hi
own, and the Soviets' nachines didn't come close, while the
tactics weren't anything special, either

When he' d got into Besangon, the mal es had warned hi
the Deutsche were better at arnored warfare. Now he kne
what they'd nmeant. Nobody'd paid any attention to that ris
until the Deutsche started shooting fromit. They'd lured th
Race's | andcruisers right into an anbush, he realized. The
were just Big Uglies-they shouldn't have been able to tric
mal es of the Race like that.

And their landcruisers weren't just inflamuable targets an
nmore. These were a | ot bigger and heavier than the Sovie
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tanks he'd faced in the SSSR, let alone the little Deutsch nod-
els. Their guns could hurt, too.

Hessef's voi ce canme over the audio button taped to
Ussmak' s hearing di aphragm "Cone on back here. W' ve got
enough herb to share with you, even if you didn't bring any of
your own."

"I''"l'l be there soon, superior sir," Ussmak answered. Just
blind luck, he thought, that Hessef hadn't gone charging after
the Big Uglies himself and gotten his |andcruiser-and
Ussmak with it-blown to bits.

He wanted to pop the hatch above his reclining seat and get
alittle fresh if chilly air, but he knew that wasn't a good idea.
The side of the road closer to the river offered no cover for
Big Uglies with guns, but any number of Tosevite raiders
m ght be lurking in the woods that |led up onto the nountain
slopes to the west, just waiting for a male to show hi nsel f,
even for a nonent.

As with | andcruisers, the Big Uglies' personal weapons were
| ess effective than those of the Race: nost of their individua
firearns could shoot only one bullet at a tine, while their nma-
chine guns were too heavy and clunsy to be easily portable.

As with the | andcruisers again, though, you didn't want to
make a mistake or you'd find that one of those inferior weap-
ons was plenty good enough to kill you

Ussmak crawl ed back through the fighting conpartnent,
then, and stuck his head up through the opening in the bottom
of the turret. "Here you are, just another shell to be expended,
Tvenkel exclained. "Well, as long as you are here, you m ght
as well have a taste.”

Bef ore Ussnmak could say no as he'd intended, his tongue
shot out and licked the little nmound of ginger fromthe pal m of
the gunner's hand. He opened and closed his jaws severa
times, gul ped the powder down his throat.

"That's good," he exclaimed. Wth the herb buzzing through
him he felt Iike a brand-new male. Al his worries, all his
fears, ebbed away. "I wish we had the Big Uglies in our sights
again." Part of himknew that was just the ginger talking, but
none of him cared.

"So do I," Tvenkel said fiercely. "If they think I1'd mss 'em
again at that range, | tell you they're wong."

So Tvenkel had m ssed when he should have hit, had he?

Under the influence of the ginger, Ussmak felt al nost as nuch
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contenpt for himas he did for the Big Uglies. The bunglin
i nconpetent couldn't hit a city if he was in the mddle of it, h
t hought .
Hessef said, "We didn't do as well as we should have." Hi
voi ce hel d nel ancholy uncertainty; the drug was wearing
| eavi ng crushi ng sadness and enptiness behind. He als
sounded nore thoughtful than usual as he continued, "Myb
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Ussmak is right: maybe we should go into conmbat witho
tasting first."

"I think that would be a good idea, superior sir," Ussm
said. At the nonment, he would have thought any ideas go

that agreed with his own. He went on, "W may think we

wel | when we taste the herb, but in fact we don't." The cor
trast between belief and reality hit himw th stunning force,
most as if his own words came not fromhis nouth but fro

one of the great departed Enperors of the past.

"I't may be so," Hessef agreed nournfully. He was shdi

down from his peak of ommi potent euphoria, sure enough.
"Nonsense, superior sir." Tvenkel nust have had

taste just before he gave one to Ussnmak, for he still sounde
gi nger-certain about things. "Just bad luck, that's all. Can't h
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everything all the time-and these Big Uglies had the advar
tage of position on us."

"Yes, and how did they get it?" Ussnak answered his ow
question: "They got it because we rushed ahead w thout takin
proper notice of our surroundings and we did that because to
many of us were tasting." Hs nouth fell open. Here he wa
conpl ai ni ng about tasting while he had a head full of ging
The irony struck himas deliciously funny.

"W shoul d smash t hem anyhow, " Tvenkel decl ared.

"When we first | anded, we would have, | think," Hesse
sai d. "Now we face tougher |andcruisers ... and ours renmi
the sane."

"Still better by far than anything the Big Uglies have,
Tvenkel said with an angry hiss; the herb was naki ng hi

confident to the point of being conbative. "Even these ne

machi nes are sl ow and weak next to ours."

"That's so," Hessef said, "but they're not as slow or
weak as the ones we net before. And who can say what th
Tosevites will build next?" He shivered a little. Just as Tvenke
was arrogant under the influence of ginger and ignored re

AL
APV
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probl ems, Hessef saw those problens magnified in the depres-
sion that cane when the drug wore off.

"If we conquer them they won't build anything next,"

Tvenkel sai d.

Ussmak |iked that idea. Since he was riding his taste of gin-
ger up to the heights, he felt as Tvenkel did: that the Race
coul d accomplish whatever it desired, and that nothing woul d
be allowed to stand in its way. But he had | earned that what he
felt when he tasted was not to be relied upon, which was
somet hing few other ginger tasters seenmed to have realized. He
tried to stand outside hinself, to | ook at what the ginger did to
himas if it were happening to soneone el se.

He said, "W had better conquer them soon, or they wll
build their new machines. And every one they do build nakes
them that much harder to overcone."

"Retreating fromtheir |andcruisers isn't going to nake con-
quering them any easier," Hessef said, alnbst npaning. "But
losing five machines in battle against themdoesn't get the job
done, either. The Enperor only knows what they're saying
about that back in Besanqon." He cast down his eyes at the
mention of the Race's sovereign, and didn't raise them again
right away. Sure enough, after-ginger depression held himin
its claws.

"Superior sir, what you need is another taste," Tvenkel said.
He took out a vial of ginger, poured sone into his hand, of-
fered it to Hessef. The | andcrui ser commander's tongue flicked
out. The powdered drug di sappeared-

"Ali, that's better," Hessef said as the ginger began to take
hol d of hi monce nore.

"Wy is it better?" Ussmak wondered al oud. "The world is
sull me same as it was before you tasted, so how have things
really changed?"

"They' ve changed because now | have this |ovely powder
inside of me. No matter how ugly the Big Uglies outside the
| andcrui ser are, | don't have to worry about it. Al | have to do
is sit here in ny seat and not think about a thing."

And if some Tosevite chooses this noment to sneak up on us
with a satchel charge, we're all liable to die because you're
not thinking. Ussmak held that to hinself. Despite all he'd
been t hrough, despite the herb coursing through him the sub-
ordination drilled into himsince his hatchling days remai ned
strong.

Harry Turtl edove 21

In any case, he didn't think the Big Uglies had pursued th
Race's retreating | andcrui sers. Wiy shoul d they have? They'
kept the Race from pushing north, which was what they'd ha,
in mnd. They didn't have to conquer, they just had to resis
For how | ong? Ussmak wondered. The answer slammed int
himlike a cannon shell: till we have no equiprent left.

Five | andcrui sers gone today in this engagenent al one
Hessef was right: they would be gnashing their teeth
Besan~on over that news. Ussmak wondered how many | and
crui sers the Race had left, all over Tosev 3. In the first head
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days of the invasion, it hadn't seened to matter. They ad
vanced as they would, and swept all before them They didn
sweep any nore; they had to fight. And when they fought
they got hurt.

Oh, so did the Tosevites. Though his ginger euphoria wa
starting to ebb, Ussnmak still acknow edged. that. Even in the
bot ched engagenent from whi ch the Race's | anderuisers h
just retreated, they'd killed many nore eneny vehicles than
they'd | ost thensel ves. When transcribing his after-action re-
port onto disk, the unit comander woul d probably be able to
present the engagenent as a victory.

But it wasn't a victory. The clarity of thought the drug
brought to Ussmak | et himsee that only too well. The Big Ug-
lies were losing |andcruisers at a prodigal rate, yes, but they

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (317 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:33 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

were still making them too, and naking them better than they
had before. Ussnmak wondered how many | andcrui sers re-

mai ned aboard the freighters that had fetched them from

Hone. Even nore than that, he wondered what the Race

woul d do when no nore | anderui sers, were |left on those
freighters.

Wien he said that al oud, Hessef answered, "That's why
we' d better conquer quickly: if we don't, we'll have nothing
left to do the job with." Even the | andcrui ser comander's
new taste of ginger didn't keep himfrom seeing as nuch for
hi nsel f.

"We'll beat them It's our destiny-we are the Race," Tven-
kel said. The herb left himconfident still. He gave his gun's
aut ol oader an affectionate sl ap.

Thus rem nded of the device, Hessef said, "W ought to per-
form mai nt enance on that gadget. We expended a | ot of rounds
today. It goes out of adjustnent easily, and then we're left with
mai n arnmanment that won't shoot."
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"I't'Il be all right, superior sir," Tvenkel said. "If it hasn't
gone wong, odds are it won't."

Ussmak expected Hessef to cone down angrily on the gun-
ner for that: maintenance was as nuch a part of a | andcruiser
crew s routine as eating. But Hessef kept quiet--the ginger
made hi m nore confident than he shoul d have been, too.

Ussmak didn't like that. If the autol oader wouldn't feed shells
into the cannon, what good was the | andcruiser? Good for get-

ting himkilled, that was O.

Though the gunner outranked him Ussmak said, "I think
you ought to service the autol oader, too."
"It's working fine, | tell you," Tvenkel said angrily. "Al we

need is to top up on amunition and we'll be ready to go out
and fight sone nore."

As if on cue, a couple of amrunition carriers rolled up to
the | andcruisers. One was a purpose-built vehicle nade by the
Race, but the other sounded like a Tosevite rattletrap. Ussmak
went back to the driver's position, undogged the hatch, and
peered out. Sure enough, it was a petroleumbun-iing truck; its
acrid exhaust nmade hi m cough. Wen the driver-a nale of
the Race-got out, Ussmak saw he had wooden bl ocks taped
to the bottonms of his feet to let himreach the pedals froma
seat designed for bigger beings.

Tvenkel clinbed out through the turret, hurried over to the
ammunition carriers. So did the gunners fromthe rest of the
| andcruisers in the unit. After a | owvoiced conment from one
of the resupply drivers, one of them shouted, "Wat do you
mean, only twenty rounds per vehicle? That'll |eave me |ess
than half full!"

"And nme!" Tvenkel said. The rest of the gunners echoed
him |oudly and enphatically.

"Sorry, nmy friends, but it can't be helped,"” the male driving
the Tosevite truck said. Ifis foot bl ocks made hi mtower over
the angry gunners but, instead of dominating them he just be-
came the chief target of their wath. He went on, "We're a lit-
tle short all over the planet right now. W' Il share what we
have evenly, and it'll come out well in the end."

"No, it won't," Tvenkel shouted. "W're facing real |and-
crui sers here, don't you see that, with better guns and tougher
armor than anybody el se has to worry about. W need nore
amunition to nake sure we take them out."

"l can't give you what | don't have," the truck driver an-
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swered. "Orders were to bring up twenty rounds per |and-

crui ser and that's what we brought, no nore, no |less."”

The Race didn't need to run out of landcruisers to find itself
in troubl e against the Big Ughes, Ussmak realized. Running

out of supplies for the |landeruisers it had was | ess dramati c,
but would do the job just fine.

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (319 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:33 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

T
*VIMF

After darkness, light. After winter, spring. As Jens Larssen
peered north fromthe third floor of Science Hall, he thought
that light and spring had overtaken Denver all at once. A week
before, the ground had been white with snow. Now t he sun

bl azed down froma bright blue sky, nen bustled across the

Uni versity of Denver canpus in shirtsleeves and w thout hats,
and the first new | eaves and grass were begi nning to show
their bright green faces. Wnter might cone again, but no one
paid the possibility any m nd-least of all Jens.

Spring sang in his heart, not because of the warm weat her,
not for the new growth on | awns and trees, not even because
of early arriving birds warbling in those trees. What fired joy
in himwas at first sight much nore prosaic: a |long stream O
hor se-drawn wagons maki ng their slow way down University
Boul evard toward the canpus

He could wait up here no longer. He dashed down the stairs,
his Army guard, Gscar, right behind him Wen he got to the
bottom his heart pounded in his chest and his breath cane
short with exercise and anticipation

Jens started over to his bicycle. Oscar said, "Wy don't you
just wait for themto get here, sir?"

"Dammit, ny wife is in one of those wagons, and | haven't
seen her since |last summer," Jens said angrily. Maybe Gscar
didn't breathe hard even in bed.

"l understand that, sir," Oscar said patiently, "but you don't
know whi ch one she's in. For that matter, you don't even know
if she's in any of the ones coming in today. Isn't the convoy
broken into several units to keep the Lizards from paying too
much attention to iff

214
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The right way, the wong way, and the Arny way, Jens
thought. This once, the Arny way seened to have sonething
going for it. "Okay," he said, stopping. "Maybe you're snarter

than I am™"
Cscar shook his head. "No, sir. But ny wife isn't on one of
t hose wagons, so | can still think straight.”

"Hm " Aware he'd | ost the exchange, Larssen turned
toward the wagons, the first of which had turned off University
onto East Evans and was now approaching Science Hall. 1]

have the best excuse in the worldfor getting out of BOQ now,

he thought.

He didn't recognize the only man aboard the | ead wagon
just a driver, wearing olive drab. Gscar had had a point, he re-
luctantly admtted to hinself. A lot of these wagons woul d just
be carrying equi pnent, and the only people aboard them woul d

be soldiers. He'd have felt a proper fool if he'd pedal ed up and
down the whole I ength of the wagon train wthout setting eyes
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on Bar bar a.

Then he saw Leo Szilard sitting up al ongsi de another driver
He waved like a man possessed. Szilard returned the gesture in
a nore restrained way: so restrained, in fact, that Jens won-
dered a little. The Hungarian physicist was usually as open and
forthright a man as anyone ever born

Larssen shrugged. If he was going to read that nuch into a
wave, nmaybe he shoul d have chosen psychiatry instead of
physi cs.

A coupl e of nore wagons pulled up in front of Science Hal
bef ore he saw nore people he knew. Enrico and Laura Ferm,
| ooki ng i ncongruous on a tarp-covered hay wagon. "Dr. Fer-
nii!" he called. "Have you seen Barbara? Is she all right?"
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Ferm and his w fe exchanged gl ances. Finally he said, "She
is not that far behind us. Soon you will see her for yourself."
Now what the devil was that supposed to nean? "lIs she all
right?" Larssen repeated. "Is she hurt? |Is she sick?"

The Ferm s | ooked at each other again. "She is neither in-
jured nor ill," Enrico Ferm answered, and then shut up.
Jens scratched his head. Something was going on, but he
didn't know what. Well, if Barbara was just a few wagons be-
hind the Fermis, he'd find out pretty soon. He wal ked up the
stream of incom ng wagons, then stopped dead in his tracks.
Ice ran up his spine-what were two Lizards doi ng here at-
tached to the Met Lab crew?
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He rel axed a bit when he saw the rifle-toting corporal in 1lh
wagon with the Lizards. Prisoners m ght be useful; the Lizards
certainly knew how to get energy out of the atom c nucl eus.
Then all such nerely practical thoughts bl ew out of his head.
Sitting next to the corporal was-

"Barbara!" he yelled, and sprinted toward the wagon. Gscar
the guard foll owed nore sedately.

Bar bara waved and smiled, but she didn't junp down and
run to him He noticed that, but didn't think nuch of it. Just
seeing her again after so long made the fine spring day ten de-
grees warmer.

When he fell into step beside the wagon, she did get out,
"H, babe, | love you," he said, and took her in his ans.
Squeezi ng her, kissing her, made himforget about ev
el se.

"Jens, Wait," she said when | ack of oxygen forced himto
take Ins mouth away from hers for a nmonent.

_17he only thing | want to wait for is to get us alone," he
sai d, and ki ssed her again.

She didn't respond quite the way she had the first time. That
di stracted himenough to et himnotice the corporal saying,
"Ulhass, Ristin, you two just go on along. I'Il catch up wit1lt
you later," and then getting down fromthe wagon hinmseff.

H s Army boots clunped on the pavenent as he wal ked back
toward Jens and Bar bar a.

Jens broke off the second kiss in annoyance that headed ra~
idly toward anger. Oscar had enough sense to keep his dis
and et a man properly greet his wife. Wiy couldn't this
hopper do the same?

Barbara said, "Jens, this is soneone you have to know. ffis
nane i s Sam Yeager. Sam this is Jens Larssen.”

Not, ny husband, Jens Larssen? Jens wondered, but, trap*
in the rituals of politeness, he grudgingly stuck out a hard
"Pl eased to neet you," Yeager said, though a dark bl ond eye.
brow qui rked up as he spoke. He was a handful of years o
than Larssen, but considerably nore weathered, as if he'd
ways spent a lot of time outdoors. Gary Cooper type, Jens
t hought, not that the corporal was anywhere near so good,
| ooki ng.

"Pl eased to neet you, too, pal," he said. "Now if you'll ex-
cuse us--2' He started to steer Barbara away.

"WAait," she said again. He stared at her, startled. She wa

na, r" T-Axl &/AC 4e I-A-1
Xw3ki ng ~Lwwn ak Vht _ gtouno~. Wien She T&Sea ' her eyes, she
| ooked not to himbut to this Yeager character, which not only
startled Jens but nmade hi mnad. The corporal nodded. Now
Barbara turned toward Jens. In a | ow voice, she went on
"I bere's sonething you have to know. You and Sam have-
sonmet hing in comon. "

"Hub?" Jens gave Yeager another |ook. The sol dier was hu-
man, male, white, and, by the way he tal ked, m ght well have
sprung fromthe Mdwest. Past that, Larssen couldn't see any
resenbl ance between them "Wat is it?" he asked Barbara.
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"Me. "
At first, he didn't understand. That |asted only a heartbeat,
maybe two; the way she said it didn't | eave much roomto
doubt what she meant. Nunbness filled him to be replaced in
an instant by all-consurning rage.

He al most threw hinmself blindly at Sam Yeager. He'd al -
ways been a peaceable man, but he wasn't afraid of a fight.
After attacking a Lizard tank when Patton's troops drove the
al i ens back from Chicago, the idea of taking on sonebody
carrying a fifle didn't faze him

Then he took another | ook at Yeager's face. The corpora
wasn't toting that rifle just for show Sonmewhere or other, he'd
done some work with it. The way his eyes narrowed as he
wat ched Jens said that |ouder than words. Jens hesitated.
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"I't wasn't the way it sounds," Barbara said. "I thought you
were dead, | was sure you had to be dead. If | hadn't been, |
never woul d have-"

"Neither would I," Yeager put in. "There's nanes for people
who do stuff like that. | don't like "em"

"But you did," Jens said.

"W did it the right way, or the best way we knew how. "
Yeager's nouth twi sted; those weren't the same, not here. He
went on, "Up in Woning a little while back, we got nar-
fied."

"Ch, Lord." Larssen's eyes went to Barbara, as if begging
her to tell himit was all some dreadful joke. But she bit her
lip and nodded. Sonething new washed over Jens then: fear.
She wasn't just telling himshe'd nmade a nistake with this
m serable two-striper. She really had a thing for him
"Diere's nore," Yeager said grimy.

"How coul d there be nore?" Jens denanded.

ara held up a hand. "Sam---2' she began.
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Yeager cut her off. "Hon, he's gotta know. The sooner al
the cards are on the table, the sooner we can start figuring out
what the hand | ooks like. Are you gonna tell him or shall IT

"I''"ll doit," Barbara said, which surprised Jens not at all
she'd al ways been one to take care of her own business. Still,
she had to gather herself before she brought out a blurted
whi sper: "lI'mgoing to have a baby, Jens."

He started to say, "Ch, Lord," again, but that wasn't strong
enough. The only things that were, he didn't want to say in
front of Barbara. He thought he'd been afraid before. Now
how coul d Barbara possibly want to cone back to himif she
was carrying this other guy's child? She was the best thing
he'd ever known, nost of the reason he'd kept going across
Li zard-held Chio and Indiana ... and now this.

He wi shed they'd started their famly before the Lizards
canme. Tbey'd tal ked about it, but he kept reaching for the rub-
bers in the nightstand drawer-and times he hadn't (there were
sone), nothing happened. Maybe he was shooting bl anks.

Yeager sure as hell wasn't.

Jens al so wi shed, suddenly, savagely, that he'd screwed the
ears off the brassy blond waitress naned Sal when the Lizards
hel d them and a bunch of other people in that church in Fiat,
I ndi ana. She'd done everything but send up a flare to let him
know she was interested. He'd stayed al oof, figuring he'd be
back with Barbara soon, but when he finally got back to Chi-
cago, she was already gone, and now that he'd finally caught
up with her-she was pregnant by sonebody el se. Wasn't that
a kick in the nuts? It sure was. And he'd gone and wasted his
chance.

"Jens- Prof essor Larssen, | guess | nean-what are we
gonna do about this?" Sam Yeager asked.

He was being as decent as he coul d. Sonehow, that nade
things worse, not better. Wrse or better, though, he'd sure
found the sixty-four-dollar question. "I don't know," Jens mut-
tered with a hel pl essness he'd never felt while confronting the
abstruse equations of quantum mechani cs.

Barbara said, "Jens, | guess you've been here a while." She
waited for himto nod before she went on, "Do you have sone
pl ace where we could talk for a while, just the two of us?"

"Yeah." He pointed back toward Science Hall. "I've got an
office on the third floor there."

"Ckay, let's go." He wi shed she'd headed off with himwth-
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out a backwards gl ance, but she didn't. She turned back to
Sam Yeager and said, "I'll see you later."

Yeager | ooked as unhappy about her going with Jens as Jens
felt about her |ooking back at the corporal, which oddly rmade
himfeel alittle better. But Yeager shrugged-what el se could
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he do? "Ckay, hon," he said. "You'll probably find ne rid-
ing herd on the Lizards." He nooched after the wagon that had
hel d hi m and Barbara and the aliens.

"Come on," Jens said to Barbara. She fell into step beside
him their strides matching as automatically as they al ways did.
Now, though, as he watched her | egs nove, all he could think
of was them | ocked around Sam Yeager's back. That scene
pl ayed over and over in his mnd, in vivid Technicol or-and
brought pain just as vivid.

Nei t her of them said nuch as they wal ked back to Science

Hal I, nor as they clinbed the stairs. Jens sat down behind his
cluttered desk, waved Barbara to a chair. The minute he did
that, he knew it was a nmistake: it felt nore as if he was having
a conference with a colleague than talking with his w fe. But
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getting up and coni ng back around the desk woul d have nmade
hi m 1 ook foolish, so he stayed where he was.

"So how did this happen?' he asked.

Bar bara | ooked at her hands. Her hair tunbl ed over her face
and down past her shoul ders. He wasn't used to it so |long and
straight; it made her look different. Well, a lot of things had
suddenly turned different.

"I thought you were dead," she said quietly. "You went off
across country, you never wote, you never telegraphed, you
never called-not that the phones or anything el se worked very
well. | tried and tried not to believe it, but in the end-what
was | supposed to think, Jens?"

"They wouldn't let ne get hold of you." H's voice shook
with fury ready to burst free, like a U 235 nucleus waiting for
a neutron. "First. off, General Patton wouldn't let nme send a
message i nto Chicago because he was afraid it would foul up
his attack on the Lizards. Then they wouldn't let nme do any-
thing to draw attention to the Met Lab. | went along. | thought
it made sense; if we don't nake ourselves an atonic bonb, our
goose i s probably cooked- But, Jesus--2

"I know," she said. She still would not |ook at him

"What about Yeager?" he denmanded.

More rage canme out in his voice. Another mstake: now
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Barbara did | ook up, angrily. If he attacked the bum she was
going to defend him Wy shouldn't she? Larssen asked him

self bitterly. If she hadn't had a feel for him she wouldn't have
married him(CGod), wouldn't have | et himget her pregnant

(God oh God).

"After you-went away, | got a job typing for a psychol ogy
prof essor at the university," Barbara said. "He was studying
Li zard prisoners, trying to figure out what nakes themtick
Sam woul d bring them around- he hel ped capture them and
he's sort of their keeper, | guess you' d say. He's very good
with them™

"So you got friendly," Jens said.

"So we got friendly," Barbara agreed.

"How did you get-nore than friendly?" Wth an effort,

Larssen kept his voice steady, neutral

She | ooked down at her hands again. "A Lizard pl ane
strafed the ship that was taking us out of Chicago." She
gul ped. "A sailor got killed- horribly killed-right in front of
us. | guess we were both so glad just to be alive that-that-
one thing led to another."

Jens nodded heavily. Things |like that coul d happen. Wy do
they have to happen to me, God? he asked, and got no answer.
As if twisting the knife in his own flesh, he asked, "And when
did you get married to hini)"

"Not even three weeks ago, up in Wom ng," Barbara an-
swered. "I needed to be as sure as | could that that was some-
thing | really wanted to do. | figured out | was expecting the
evening we got into Fort Collins."” Her face twi sted. "A soldier
on horseback brought your letter the next norning."

"Ch, for Christ's sake,"” Jens groaned.

"What's the matter?" Barbara asked, worry in her voice.

"Not hi ng anybody can hel p now," he said, though he
wanted to twist a knife, not in his own flesh, but in Col one
Hexham s. |If the miserable blunder-brained, brass-bound,
regul ati on- and security-crazy son of a bitch had let himwite
a letter when he first asked, nost of this mess never would
have happened.

Yeah, she and Yeager still would have had their fling, but he
could deal with that-she'd thought he was dead, and so had
Yeager. She woul dn't have married the guy, or got pregnant by
him Life would have been a hell of a lot sinpler.

Jens asked hinself a new and unsettling question: how
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woul d t hings go between Barbara and himif she decided v

gi ve Yeager the brush and come back to himforever? Ho

woul d he handl e her giving birth to the other man's kid an

then raising it? It wouldn't be easy; he could see that nuch
He sighed. So did Barbara, at al nost the same nmoment. Sh

smled. Jens stayed stony-faced. He asked, "Have the two
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you been sl eepi ng together since you found out?"

"In the same bed, you nean?" she said. "OF course w
have. We traveled all the way across the Geat Plains |i
that-and it still gets cold at night."

Though he habitually worked with abstracti ons, he wasn
deaf to what people said, and he sure as hell knew evasi oi
when he heard it. "That's not what | neant," he told her

"Do you really want to know?" Her chin went up defiantly
Pushi ng her made her angry, all right; he'd been afraid i
woul d, and he was right. Before he could answer what m gh
have been a rhetorical question, she went on, "As a natter
fact, we did, night before last. And so?"

Jens didn't know and so. Everything he'd | ooked forw
to--everything except work, anyhow 4iad crunbled to piece
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inside the last half hour. He didn't know whet her he wanted
pi ck up those pieces and try to put themtogether again. But
he didn't, what did he have left? The answer to that was pain
fully obvious: nothing.

Barbara was still waiting for her answer. He said, "I wish 't
God it had been me instead."

"I know," she said, which was not the sane as | wish it hat
too. But sonethi ng-maybe the naked longing in his voic

seened to soften her. She continued, "It's not that | don't |ov
you, Jens-don't ever think that. But when | thought you w

gone forever, | told nyself life went on, and | had to g
on withit. | can't turn off what | feel about Samas if it w

a light switch."

"Cobviously," he said, which made her angry again. 'T
sorry," he added quickly, though he wasn't sure he neant i
"The whole thing is just Man"

"Fubar9 What's thatV Barbara's eyes lit up. She lived R
wor ds. When she found one she didn't know, she pounced.

"I picked it up fromthe Arnmy guys | was with for a wile

he answered. "It stands for 'fouled -but that's not what the
usual Iy say-'up beyond all recognition.' "
"Ch, like snafu," she said, neatly cataloging it.
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After that, silence stretched between them Jens wanted to
ask the one question he hadn't put to her ~"WII| you cone

back to rne? ~-but he didn't. Part of himwas afraid she'd say
no. A different part was just as nuch afraid she'd say yes.
When he didn't say anything, Barbara said: "Khat are we

going to do?"

"I don't know," he answered, which was honest enough to

make her nod soberly He went on, "In the end, it's nore or
less up to you, isn't it?"

"Not altogether."” Her left hand spread over her belly; he
wondered if she knew it had noved. "For instance, do you
want ne back-under the circunstancesT

Since he'd been asking hinself the same thing, he couldn't
excl aim Yes! the way he probably shoul d have. Wen a coupl e

of seconds passed w thout his saying anything, Barbara | ooked
away. That frightened him He didn't want to throw her out, ei-

ther. He said, "I'msorry, dear. Too nuch | anding on nme all at
once.,,

"Isn't that the sad and sorry truth?" She shook her head
wearily, then got to her feet. "I'd better get downstairs and
help with the work, Jens. 1've sort of turned into assistant Liz-

ard |iaison person.”

"WAit" He had work, too, a |oad that was going to quadru-

ple now that the Met Lab was finally here. But that didn't have
to start at this precise instant. He got up, too, hurried around
the desk and took her in his arms. She held himtight; her body
mol ded itself to his. It felt so familiar, so right. He wi shed
he'd had the sense to lock his office door: he m ght have tried
to drag her down to the floor then and there. It had been so
long ... He renmenbered the last time they'd nade | ove on the
floor, with Lizard bonbs falling all over Chicago.

She tilted her face up, kissed himwith nore warmh than
she'd shown down on East Evans. But before he could try
draggi ng her down to the floor even with the door unl ocked,
she pulled away and said, "I really should go."

"VWhere will you stay tonight?" he asked. There. That

brought it out in the open. If she said she'd stay with him he
didn't know what he'd do-not go back to the BOQ that was

‘or sure.

But she just shook her head and answered, "Don't ask me
that yet, please. Right now!l don't even know which end

is UP."

Harry Turtl edove

"Al'l right," he said reluctantly; he'd been up when they he
each ot her.

Bar bara wal ked out of the office. He listened to her foot
steps recedi ng down the hallway and then in the stairwell.
went back to his desk, |ooked out the wi ndow behind it. Th
she cane, out of Science Hall.

And there she went, over to Sam Yeager. No doubt who h
was, even fromthree floors up: plenty of men in Arny uni
forms standi ng around, but only one of them stayed by the tw
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Li zard prisoners. Jens felt |ike a Peeping Tom as he watch
his wife hug and kiss the tall soldier, but he couldn't in
hinsel f tear his eyes away. \When he conpared the way sh
hel d Yeager to how she'd enbraced him a cold, inescapabl
conclusion forned in his mind: wherever she slept tonight,
woul dn't be with him

At | ast Barbara broke free of the other nman, but her h
lingered affectionately at his waist for an extra few seconds
Jens made hinself turn away fromthe wi ndow and | ook at hi
desk. No nmatter what happens to the rest of nmy life, there's sti
a war on and | have a ton of work to do, he told hinself.

He coul d make hinself lean forward in the chair. He cou
make hinself pull a report fromthe varni shed pine IN baske
and set it on the blotter in front of him But, try as he would
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he coul dn't nake the words mean anything. M sery and
strangl ed his brains.

If that was bad, pedaling back to the BOQ with a silent Gs
car right behind himfelt ten tines worse. "I won't take it," h
whi spered again and again, not wanting the guard to hear
won't."

22

Normal |ife. Mishe Russie had al nost forgotten such
thing could exist. Certainly he'd known nothing of the sort
the past three and a half years, since the Stukas and bro
wi nged Heinkel. I | |Is and other planes of the Nazi war nmachin
began droppi ng death on Warsaw.

First the bonmbardnment. Then the ghetto: insane crowdin
di sease, starvation, overwork--death for tens of thousand
served up a centineter at a tine. Then another spasm of w
as the Lizards drove the Germans from Warsaw. And then th
strange tinme as the Lizards' nouthpiece. He'd thought that w
close to normal; at least he and his fanmly had had food on
tabl e.
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But the Lizards were as eager to put shackles on his spirit
as the Nazis had been to squeeze work out of his body and
then let it die ... or to ship himaway and just kill him regard-
| ess of how much work was left in him

Then God only knew how | ong underground in a dark sar-
dine tin, and then the flight to Lodz. None of that had been
even remotely normal. But now here he was, with Rivka and
Reuven, in a flat with water and electricity (nost of the tine,
at least), and with no sign the Lizards knew where he'd gone.

It wasn't paradi se-but what was? It was a chance to live
I'i ke a human being instead of a starving draft horse or a
hunted rabbit. This, by now, is my deflnition of normal? Russie
asked hinmsel f as he strode down Zgierska Street to see what
the market had to offer.

He shook his head. "Not normal," he insisted aloud, as if
someone had di sagreed with him Nornmal woul d have neant
goi ng back to nedical school, where the worst he woul d have
had to endure was hostility fromthe Polish students. He itched
to be able to start |leamng again, and to start practicing what
he' d | earned.

I nstead, here he came, anbling along down a street in a
town not his own, clean-shaven, doing his best to act like a
man who' d never had a thought in his life. This was safer than
the way he'd been living, but ... normal? No.

As usual, the Balut Market square was packed. Some new
posters had gone up on the dirty brick walls of the buildings
surroundi ng the square. Bigger than life, Mrdechai Chaim
Runkowski | ooked down on the ragged nen and woren gat h-
ered there, his arns and hands outstretched in exhortation
WORK MEANS MEDOM the poster cried in Yiddish, Polish,
and Ger man.

ARBEI T MACHT FREi . A shiver ran down Russie's back when
he saw that in German. The Nazis had put the sane | egend
above the gates of their exterm nation canp at Auschwitz. He
wondered i f Runmkowski knew.

He got in line to buy cabbage. Mre of Runkowski's post-
ers stood behind the peddler's cart. So did other, smaller ones
with big red letters that announced WANTED FOR THE. RAPE
AND MURDER OF A LIT-FLF GRL in the three nost wi dely spo-
ken | anguages of Lizard-held Pol and.

V1% coul d be such a nonster? Russie thought. H s eyes,
drawn by those screaming red letters, |ooked to the picture on
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the poster. It was one of the fancy photographs the Liz
took, in full color and giving the effect of three dinension
Moi she noticed that before he realized with horror that he reA
ogni zed the face on the poster. It was his own.

The poster didn't call himby his proper nane-that won

have given the ganme away. Instead, it styled himlsrael Cot
lieb. It said he'd coninfitted his ghastly crines in Warsaw
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was bei ng sought all over Poland, and it offered a |large rew
for his capture.

Hi s head whi pped wildly back and forth. Were people s

ing at him at the poster, getting ready to shout at him or
hi mand drag himto the cobbl estones? He'd never imagin
the Lizards would come up with such a devilish way of try
to bring himback into their hands. He felt as if they'd set tl
mark of Cain on his forehead.

But none of the nmen in hats or caps, none of the wonen

head scarves, acted as if the mark were visible. Few eve
gl anced at the poster; of those who did, none | ooked fromit
Russi e.

H s eyes went to it once nore. On that second exam natia
he began to understand. The Lizards' photo showed him as
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had been when he was speaking on the radio for Zolraag: i

ot her words, bearded and in a dark honburg rather than clea
shaven and with a flat gray cloth cap of the sort he wore thes
days. To him the difference seened mnuscule: it was,

all, his own face. But nobody el se seened to have the fainte
suspi cion he was the all eged nonster whose visage would u
doubtedly be used to frighten children

Bristles rasped under his fingers as he rubbed his chin.
needed a shave. From here on out, he'd shave every day,
matter what: putting it off till tonmorrow was liable to in
hi m resenbl e hinself too nuch.

He finally reached the head of the line, bought a couple
cabbages, and asked the price of sone green onions the pe(
dler had in a little wi cker basket on his cart. Wen the fel
told him he clapped a hand to his forehead and excl ai me(
"CGanef! You should grow |like an onion-with your head in th
ground. "

"An onion should grow from your pippuk," the vegetab
seller retorted, answering one Yiddi sh execration with anothe
"Then it would be cheaper."

They haggled for a while, but Russie couldn't beat the
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down to a price that woul -~'t | eave Rivka furious at him so

he gave up and left, carry;ng bi-, cabbages in a canvas bag. He
t hought about stopping zo a cup of tea froma fellow with

a battered tin sanovar, 1,L:1 -afcided that would be tenpting
fate. The sooner he got out of square, the fewer eyes woul d
have a chance to light on hi-ni

CGoi ng out, though, was sw n-,--ning against the tide. The Ba-
lut Market square had fillej ~~ven fuller when he stood in |line.
Then, abruptly, the swarm cfj~eoplc conmng in slowed. Russic
| ooked up just in tine to kcep ft om being run over by Chaim
Runkowski ' s coach.

The horse that drew the four-wheeled carriage snorted in an-
noyance as the driver, a hard-faced man in a gray greatcoat and
quasimlitary cap, haul ed back on the reins to stop it. The
driver | ooked annoyed, too. Russie touched the brimof his
own cap and nmunbled, "Sorry, Sir." He'd had plenty of prac-
tice fawning on the Germans, but doing it for one of his own
peopl e grated even harder on him

Mol lified, the driver dipped his head, but from behind him
came the querul ous voice of an elderly man

"You up there--cone here." Heart sinking, Russie obeyed.

As he wal ked back toward Runkowski, he saw that the driv-

er's bench still sported a neat sign left over fromthe days of
Ger man domi nati on: WAGEN DES AELTESTEN DER JUDEN

(coach of the Eldest of the Jews), with the sane in smaller |et-
ters in Yiddi sh bel ow

He wondered if the Eldest still wore a yellow Star of David
on his right breast, as the Nazis had required the ghetto Jews
to do. No, he found to his relief, although he could still see

where the star had been sewn onto Runkowski's herringbone
tweed overcoat.
Then Mbi she stopped worrying about small things, for sit-
ti ng besi de Runkowski, al most hidden by his bulk, was a Liz-
ard. Russie didn't think he had ever seen this particular alien,
but he couldn't be sure. He felt as if all the posters with his
pi cture on them were grow ng hands and pointing strai ght at
hi m
Runkowski pointed straight at him too, with a stubby fore-
finger. "You should be careful. You were al nmost badly hurt."
"Yes, Eldest. I'msorry, Eldest." Russie |ooked down at the
ground, both to show humlity and to keep Runmkowski and the
Li zard fromgetting a good | ook at him The aliens had as

I
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much trouble telling people apart as people did with their Ki
but he did not want to find hinmself an exception to the rul(
The Lizard | eaned forward to see himwi thout being bl ocke
by Rumkowski's body. Its eye turrets swiveled in a way Russ
knew well. In fair German, it asked him "Wat do you hav

in that bag?"
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"Only a couple of cabbages." Russie had the presence
m nd not to add superior sir, as he had learned to do back
Warsaw. That would just let the Lizard know he was fanili
with the usages of its Kkind.

"How nmuch did you pay for these cabbagesT Runkows
asked.

"Ten zlotys, Eldest," Mishe said.

Runkowski turned to the Lizard and said, "You see, Bunin
how we have flourished under your rule. A few nonths ag
t hese cabbages woul d have been many tinmes as dear. W

al ways grateful for your aid, and will do whatever we can
conti nue deserving your favor."

"Yes, of course,” Bunimsaid. Had he been a human, Russ
woul d have thought his voice full of contenpt: how could o
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not feel contenptuous of such an abject thing as Runkows
had becone? Yet the Lizards, even nore than the Germans, a
suned thensel ves to be the Herrenvol k, the master race. Pe
haps Buni m accept ed sycophancy fromthe El dest sinply

hi s due.

Runkowski pointed to his own propaganda posters on t
wal | s of the market square. "W know our debt, Bunim an
we work hard to repay it."

Buni m swung one eye toward the posters while keeping
other on Russie. Mishe made ready to fling the cabbages
his scaly face and flee. But the Lizard just said, "'Continue
this course and all will be well."

"I't shall be done, superior Sir," Runkowski said in the his
i ng | anguage of the Race. Mishe had all he could do to kee
his face blank and stupid; if he was just an ordinary shlem
on the street, he had no business understandi ng the Lizard
speech. ne El dest seenmed to renenber he was there.
your food home to your family," he said, dropping back in
Yi ddi sh. "We may not be so hungry as we once were, but
know the nmenory lingers."

"You're right about that." Russie touched the brimof h
cap. "Thank you, Eldest." He scuttled away fromthe carriag

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (340 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:33 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

228 WORLDWAR: TI LTI NG THE BALANCE

as fast as he could without seeming to be running for his life.
Acrid sweat dripped fromhis arnmpits and down his back

Along with the fear came anger. Runkowski had chutzpah
and to spare, if he thought to inpress anyone by tal king about
how hungry "we" had been. H's fleshy frame didn't ook to
have m ssed many neal s under German control of the ghetto,
and he'd earned his food with the sweat and the bl ood of his
fell ow Jews.

But that, dreadful as it was, was also by the way. For now,
the only thing that truly mattered to Russie was that he'd got
away with the toughest test his flinsy disguise was ever likely
to face. He wasn't surprised the Lizard had failed to recognize
him the Lizard night not have known who he was even if
he'd still had his beard.

But Chai m Runkowski ... Runkowski was a Lizard pup-
pet as Mi she had been a puppet. It wouldn't have been too
surprising if he'd seen Miishe's face in a Lizard photograph or
in one of the propaganda filns Zolraag and his m ni ons had
taken back when he and Russie got along. But if he had, he
didn't associate it with a shabby Jew carryi ng cabbages hone
to his wfe.

"And a good thing, too," Mishe said.

When he got back to his block of flats, he waved to Reuven
who was kicking a ball around with a couple of other boys and
dodgi ng in and out anmpbngst passersby on the street. That gane
woul d have been i mpossi bly dangerous before the war, when
whi zzing motorcars killed children every week.

These days, even the Eldest of the Lodz ghetto rode in a
carTiage |ike a nineteenth-century physician on his rounds; the
only notor vehicle in the ghetto that M she knew about was
the fire engi ne. People got about on bicycles or in carts haul ed
by their fellow nmen, or nost often, afoot. And so sport got
safer for little boys, Even the worst wind blows in a little good
with it, Russie thought.

He carried the cabbages upstairs to his apartment. Rjvka
pounced on them She did no nore than raise an eyebrow
when he told her how nuch he'd paid, fromwhich he con-
cluded he hadn't done too badly. "What el se did they have
down there?" she asked.

"Tzi bel es-green onions-but | couldn't get a decent price
for them so | didn't buy any," he said. R vka positively
beamed; by her expression, she'd expected himto spend al
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their noney for One dried Up little onion. He went on, "Mat
not all,"” and told her about the posters.

"Mat's terrible, , she said, before he even had a chance |

| et her know what they claimed he'd done. Wien he did, st

cl enched her fists and ground out, "It's worse than terrible-
it's filthy."

"So it is," Mdishe answered. "But the pictures show nme tt
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way | used to be, and | look different now | proved it after
got these cabbages."

"Ch? How?"

"Because the Eldest of the Jews and the Lizard he had in tb
carriage with himboth spoke to ne, and neither one of the
had the | east idea who | was even though inypicture was pl &,
tered all over the nmarket square." Russie spoke as if he'd bee
t hrough sonet hi ng that happened every day, hoping not t
alarm Rivka. He alarmed hinself instead; all the fright he
felt came back in a rush.

And he frightened his wife. "lbat's it," she said in a voic
that brooked no argunent. "From now on, you don't go out c¢
the flat unless it's a matter of life or death-any tine you d
go out, it turns into a matter of life or death."

He coul d not disagree with that. He did say, "I had bee
t hi nking of going to the hospital and offering ny service
there. Lodz-and especially its Jews--still has far too nucl

si ckness and not enough people trained in nmedicine."

"I'f you were only putting your own neck in the noose, tha
woul d be one thing," Rivka said. "But if they catch you
Moi she, they catch Reuven and ne, too. They won't be ver
happy with us, either; remenber, we di sappeared right unde
their snouts when we went into biding.

"I know," he answered heavily. "But after being cooped ul
so long under Warsaw, the idea of having to stay here |eave:
me sick."

"Better you should be left sick than left dead:' Rivka said
to which he had no good reply. She went on, "Fin a bette
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sh than you, anyhow, and you know it. We'll save npbne3

Ctlt
with you at home."

He knew that, too. Had he gone straight fromthe Warsa"
bunker to close confinenent in this flat, he could have borne
it easily enough. But a taste of freedomleft him hungry foi
more. it had been the same in Warsaw. |If the Lizards ha~
treated its Jews the same way the Gernans had, people there
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m ght well have accepted it, sinply because it was what they'd
grown used to. After a spell of mld rule, though, tough stric-
tures woul d have been hard to reinpose. He'd certainly re-
bell ed when the Lizards tried to nake himinto nothing but

t hei r nout hpi ece.

Ri vka i nspected the cabbages, peeled off a couple of wlted
outer | eaves, and threw them away. That was a neasure of
how far they'd come. In the days when the Nazis ruled the
ghetto, wilted cabbage | eaves woul d have been sonething to
fight over. Their being just garbage again showed that the fam
ily wasn't in the | ast stages of. starving to death any nore.

The rest of the cabbage, chopped, went into the soup pot
with potatoes and a big white onion from a vegetabl e basket
by the counter. Mdishe wished for a roasted pullet or barley
and beef soup with bones full of marrow Cabbage and pot a-
toes, though, you could live a long time on that, even w thout
neat .

"It certainly seens like a long time, anyhow, " he muttered.

"What's that?" Rivka asked.

"Not hing," he answered loyally, thinking of all the vitanins
and other nutrients in potatoes and cabbages and oni ons. But
man did not live by nutrients al one, and the soup, however
nouri shing the nedical part of himknewit to be, remained un-
inspiring despite Rivka's best efforts

She put a lid on the soup pot. The hot plate would even-
tually bring it to a boil. Mdishe had given up on quickly
cooked food-not that soup cooked quickly any which way.

Ri vka said, "I wonder how | ong Reuven will play outside."

"Hhun." Mbi she sent her a specul ative | ook. She sniled
back. Just for a nonment, the tip of her tongue appeared be-
tween her teeth. He did his best to sound severe: "I think
you're just trying to butter ne up." He listened to hinself. Se-
vere? He sounded eager as a bri degroom

As a matter of fact, he was eager as a bridegroom He took
a coupl e of quick steps across the kitchen. Rivka's arms went
around himat the sanme tinme his went around her. After a few

seconds, she said, "For this, | may even |like you better clean-
shaven. Your nustaches used to tickle ny nose when we
ki ssed. "

"If you like it so well-2'" he said, and resumed. H s hand
cupped her breast through the wool of her dress. She nade a
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smal | noi se deep in her throat and pressed herself tight
agai nst him

The door opened.

Moi she and Ri vka junped away from each other as if

had springs in their shoes. Fromthe doorway, Reuven ca
"Is there anything to eat? |I'm hungry."

"Mere's a heel of bread in here you can have, and |'m
ing soup,” Rivka answered. "Your father brought home a c
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pl e of |ovely cabbages." Her shrug to Mishe was full
hunorous frustrati on.

He understood the feeling because he shared it. In the i
sanely overcrowded Warsaw ghetto, concerns about priva(

had fallen to pieces, because so little was to be had. People d
what they did, and the other people crammed into a flat w
them no matter how young, pretended not to notice. But dec
rumhad returned to the fam|ly as soon as they were out of th
desperat e overcrowdi ng.

Reuven wol fed down the bread his nother gave himth

sat on the kitchen floor to stare expectantly at the soup p
Above him Rivka said "Tonighf' to Mishe.

He nodded. His son let out an indignant squawk: "M

won't be ready till tonight?"
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"No, | was tal king about sonething else with your fathe

Ri vka sai d.

Partway appeased, Reuven resuned his pot watching.

i dea of privacy had cone back after they were no | ong
stuffed into a flat |like sardines. But food ... they all still w
ried about food, even though they weren't starving any

If they hadn't, Mdishe wouldn't have noticed Rivka throwi
out the wilted cabbage | eaves, wouldn't have counted that as
sign of their relative affluence.

"Do you know," he said out of the blue, "I think I u

stand Runkowski better."

"Nu?" Rivka said. "Tell me. How he could go on deal
with the Lizards, and with the Nazis before them--2' She shi

ered.
Moi she expl ai ned his thoughts about the cabbage | eave
then went on, "I think Runkowski's the same way, only ab

power, not food- However he thought of it when this was
Nazi s ghetto, he can't change his nind now. He' s-fixate
that's the word." It canme out in Gernan; Yiddish didn't ha,
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a termfor the precise psychol ogi cal concept Mishe was trying
to get across. Rivka nodded to show she foll owed

Reuven said, "You threw out sone cabbage | eaves, Mama?"

He got up and went over to the garbage can. "May | eat

t henP"
"No, just leave themthere," Rivka said, and then again,
| ouder, "Leave themthere, | told you. You're not going to

starve to death before the soup is done.
bermused | ook on her face.

Progress, Mishe thought. He shook his head. To such had

he been reduced that he measured progress by the existence of
gar bage

She stopped with a

Rasputitsa-the time of mud. Ludmila Gorbunova squel ched
across the airstrip, her boots making di sgusting sucking and
pl oppi ng noi ses at every step. Each time she lifted one, nore
mud clung to it, until she thought she was carrying half a kol -
khoz's worth on each foot.

The nud cane to Russia and the Ukraine twice a year. In
the fall, the rains brought it. The fall rasputitsa could be heavy
or light, depending on how nmuch rain fell for how | ong before
it turned to snow and froze the ground.

The spring rasputitsa was different. Wen the spring sun
nmel ted the snow and ice that had accunul ated since |ast fall
mllions of square kiloneters turned into a bog. That included
roads, none of which was paved outside the big cities. For sev-
eral weeks the only ways to get around were by panje wagons,
whi ch were al nost boat-shaped and had wheel s hi gh enough to
get down through the glop to solid ground, and by wi de-
tracked T-34 tanks.

That al so neant nost aviation came to a halt during the
rasputitsa. The Red Air Force flew off dirt strips, and all the
dirt was liquid for the tine being. Taxiing for takeoffs and
| andi ngs wasn't practical; just keeping aircraft from sinking
into the swanp wasn't easy.

As usual, one nodel proved the exception: the U-2. Wth
skis of the sane sort the little biplane used to operate in heavy
snow, it could skid along the surface of the nud until it gained
enough speed to take off, and could also land in muck ... pro-
vided the pilot set it down as gently as if eggs were under the
skis. Otherwise it dug its nose into the ground and soneti nes
flipped, with unfortunate results for all concerned.

Harry Turtl edove

The nmud in the revetnment that housed Ludnila's U2

heavily strewn with straw, which neant she didn't even sink
her ankles, let alone to mdealf as she had outside. She di
squel ch as nuch, either

Georg Schultz was adjusting one of the struts that joined
U-2's upper and | ower w ngs when she cane into the rev
ment. "Guten Tag," he said cautiously.
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"Good day," she returned, also in Gernan, also cautiou

He hadn't nade any unwel cone advances since she'd roun
on himfor trying it, and he had kept on naintaining
Kukuruzni k with his usual fanatic attention to detail. They s
weren't easy around each other: she'd caught hi m watching
when he didn't think she'd notice, while he had to be nerv
she'd speak to her fell ow Russians about what he'd done
t hor oughgoi ng fascist, he was tolerated only for his niechan
skills. If the Russians found a reason not to tolerate him
woul dn't | ast |ong.

He stuck a screwdriver into a pocket of his coveralls, c
to attention so stiff it nocked the respect it was supposed
convey. "The aircraft is ready for flight, Conmrade Pilot," he
port ed.
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"Thank you," Ludmila answered. She did not call h
"Conr ade Mechanic" in return, not because it sounded unn
ural to her in German, but because Schultz used for sarca
what shoul d have been a termof egalitarian respect. She w
dered how he'd survived in Hitlerite Germany; in the Sov
Union that attitude would surely have seen hi m purged.

She checked the fuel level and the amunition | oads hers
no such thing as being too careful. Wen she was satisfied,
st epped out of the revetnent and waved for groundcrew m
She, they, and Schultz manhandl ed the Kukuruzni k out onto
runway. It stayed on top of the nud nore easily than they

When Schultz yanked at the prop, the little Shvetsov fi
cylinder radial'began to buzz al nost at once. The engine's
haust funes nade Ludm | a cough, but she nodded approvin
at its note. Nazi and | echer though he was, Georg Schu
knew hi s worKk.

Ludmi | a rel eased the brake, applied the throttle. The t
slid down the airstrip, nmud splattering in its wake. Wen sh
built up the speed she needed (not nuch), she eased back
the stick and the biplane abandoned the boggy earth for
freedom of the sky.
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Wth the rasputitsa bel ow her, Ludm la could savor the be-
gi nni ngs, of spring. ne slipstreamthat slid over the w nd-
screen no |longer turned her nose and checks to |lunps of ice.
The sun shone cheerily out of a blue sky with only a few
pl ump white clouds, and woul d not di sappear bel ow the hori -
zon when | ater afternoon cane. The air snelled of grow ng
things, not of the nud in which they grew

She wi shed she could fly higher to see nmore. This was a day
when flying was a joy, not a duty. But just when, for a no-
ment, she was on the verge of forgetting why she flew, she
ski med | ow over the rusting hulks of two T-34s, one with its
turret lying upside down fifteen meters away fromthe hull.
She wondered whet her the Germans or Lizards had killed the
Sovi et tanks.

Ei t her way, the mel ancholy sight rem nded her somneone

woul d kill her, too, if she failed to renenber she was in the
m ddl e of a war. Wth every second, Lizard-held territory drew
cl oser.

After so many nmissions, flying into country the alien inpe-
rialist invaders controlled had begun to approach the routine.
She' d dropped snmall bonmbs on them and shot at them snug-
gl ed in weapons and propaganda for the partisans. Today's
m ssion was different.

"You are to pick up a man," Col onel Karpov had told her.

"His name is N kifor Sholudenko. He has information val uabl e
to the Soviet Union. Wiat this information is, | do not know,
only its importance."

"l understand, Conrade Col onel," Ludnil|a had answer ed.

The nore one knew, the nmore one could be ... encouraged to
tell if captured.

An appl e orchard hal fway between Konotop and Romi .

That's what he'd said, at any rate. It would have been easy if
she'd been able to fly straight over Konotop on a course for
Romi - Well, it would have been easier, anyhow. But the Liz-
ards held Konotop in their little clawed hands. Flying over it
woul d have resulted in the untinmely dernise she'd so far man-
aged to forestall.

And so, as usual, she flew a track that rem nded her of what
she'd |l earned in biology of the twists of the intestines within
the abdom nal cavity, all perforned less than fifty neters off
the ground. If everything went perfectly, the last jink would
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put her right at the orchard. If things went as they usuall ~
did-well, she told herself, 1'll manage somehow.

Of to her left, she watched a Lizard tank struggling to pul
three or four trucks fromthe nmorass into which they'd bl un-
dered. The tank wasn't having a nmuch easier tine noving than
the trucks. Ludmila's |ips skinned back fromher teeth in a
predator's grin. If she hadn't been under orders, she could have
shot up the convoy. But deviating fromthe m ssion assigned

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (350 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:33 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

woul d have caused her nore grief than it was worth.

Anot her change of course and-if everything had gone

right-the appl e orchard should have been a couple of kil ome-
ters dead ahead. It wasn't, of course. She began a search spiral
not sonething she was happy to do in broad daylight: too

much chance of flying past Lizards who weren't so preoccu-

pi ed as that |ast bunch had been

There! Bare-branched trees beginning to go green, with here
and there the first white bl ossons that before | ong woul d nake
the orchard |l ook as if snow had fallen on it, though all the rest
of the world was verdant with spring. A man waited in
anongst the trees.

Ludmil a | ooked around for the best place to | and her plane.

One stretch of boggy ground seened no different from another
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She' d hoped the partisans woul d have nmarked off a strip, but
no such luck. After a noment, she realized no one had told her
this Shol udenko was connected with the partisans. She'd as-
surned as nmuch, but what were assunptions worth? Not a

kopeck.

"As close to the orchard as | can," she said, naking the de-
cision aloud. She'd I anded on airfields which were just that-
fields-so often that she took one nore such |anding for
granted. Down she cane, killing her airspeed and peering
ahead to nake sure she wasn't about to go into a hole or any-
thing of the sort.

She was down and sliding al ong before she saw the old
gnarled roots sticking out of the ground. She realized then, too
late, that the orchard had once been bigger than it was now.

She coul dn't wench back on the stick and take off again; she
wasn't goi ng fast enough

The Kukuruznik didn't need much roomto land. God willing
(a thought that welled up unbi dden through her Marxi st-

Leni ni st education and training), everything would be all right.

She al nost nmade it, But just when she started to believe she
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woul d, the tip of her left ski caught under a root as thick as her
arm The U2 tried to spin back around the way it had cone.
A wing dug into the ground; she heard a spar snap. The prop
smacked the ground and snapped. One wooden bl ade whi ned

past her head. Then the Kukuruznik flipped over onto its back,
| eavi ng Ludmi |l a hangi ng upside down in the open pilot's

cabi n.

"Bozhenoi -nmy God," she said shakily. No, the dialectic
somehow didn't spring to nmind when she'd just done her best
to kill herself.

Squel ch, squel ch, squel ch. Sonmeone, presumably the fell ow
who' d been standing in the apple orchard, was comng up to
what had been her aircraft and was now just so nmuch junk. In

a dry voice, he said, "l've seen that done better."
"So have I," Ludmila admtted. Conrade Shol u-
denko?"

"The same,"” he said. "They didn't tell me you would be a
worman. Are you all right? Do you need hel p getting out?"

Ludm | a took nental inventory. She'd bitten her lip, she'd
be bruised, but she didn't think she'd broken anything but her
aircraft and her pride. "I'"mnot hurt," she muttered. "As for
the odier--2' She rel eased the catches of her safety harness,
came down to earth with a wet splat, and, filthy, craw ed out
fromunder the U-2. "Here | am"

"Here you are," he agreed. H s Russian, like hers, had a
Ukrai ni an accent. He | ooked like a Ukrainian peasant, with a
wi de, hi gh-cheekboned face, blue eyes, and blond hair that
| ooked as if it had been cut under a bowl. He didn't talk like
a peasant, though: not only did he sound educated, he sounded
cynical and worl dly-wi se. He went on, "How do you propose
to take ne where | nust go? WIIl another aircraft cone to pick
up both of us?"

It was a good question, one for which Ludmla |acked a
good answer. Slowy, she said, "If they do, it won't be soon
I"'mnot due back for sone hours, and my aircraft has no ra-
dio." No U2 that she knew of had one; poor conmunications
were the bane of all Soviet forces, ground and air alike.

"And when you do not land at your airstrip, they are nore
likely to think the Lizards shot you down than that you did it
to yoursel f," Shol udenko said. "You rmust be a good pilot, or
you woul d have been dead a long tine ago."

"Till a few m nutes ago, | thought so," Ludnila answered

ruefully. "But yes, you have a point. How inportant is this
formati on of yoursT

"I think it has weight," Shol udenko said. "Soneone in an
thority nust have agreed with me, or they would not have sen
you to do tunbling routines for ny amusenent. How large in
news bulks in the world at large ... who can say?"

Ludm | a sl apped at the nud on her flying suit, which spre
it around wi thout getting much of it off. Tunbling routines
she wanted to hit himfor that. But he had influence, or
woul dn't have been able to get a plane sent after him She con
tented herself with saying, "I don't think we should Iinge
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here. The Lizards are very good at spotting weckage fromth
air and com ng round to shoot it up."

"A distinct point," Shol udenko admitted- Wthout a back
wards glance at the U-2, he started north across the fields.
Ludn-dla glumy tranped after him She asked, "Do yo

have access to a radio yourself? Can you transmit the inform
tion that way?"

"Some, at need. Not all." He patted the pack on his back
"The rest is photographs." He paused, the first sign of uncel
tainty he'd shown. Wbndering whether to tell ne anythinA
Ludmla realized. At length he said, "Does the nane Stepaj
Bandera nean anything to you?"

"The Ukrainian col |l aborator and nationalist? Yes, but noth
ing good." During the throes of the Soviet Revolution, th
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Ukrai ne had briefly been i ndependent of Myscow and Lenin
grad. Bandera. wanted to bring back those days. He was one
the Ukrainians who'd greeted the Nazis with open arns, on
to have themthrow himin jail a few nonths later. No on
loves a traitor Ludniila thought. You may use himif tha
proves conveni ent, but no one |oves him

"I know of nothing good to hear," Shol udenko said. "Whe
the Lizards cane, the Nazis set himfree to pronote solidarit,
bet ween the workers and peasants of the occupi ed Ukrai ne an
their German nmasters. He paid them back for their treatnent o
him but not in a way to gl adden our hearts."

Ludmil a needed a few seconds to work through the iniplica
tions; of that. "He is collaborating with the Lizards?"

"He and nost of the Banderists." Sholudenko spat on th
ground to show what he thought of that. "They have a Corn
nmttee of Ukrainian Liberation that has given our patriotic par
ti san bands a good deal of grief lately."

Harry Turtl edove
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"What is the rodina, the notherland, coming to?" Ladnmila
said plaintively. "First we had to deal with those who woul d
sooner have seen the Germans ensl ave our people than live
under our Sovi et governnent, and now the Banderists prefer
the inperialist aliens to the Soviet Union and the Germans.
Sonet hi ng nust be dreadfully wong, to nmake the people hate
gover nnent so."

No sooner were the words out of her nouth than she wi shed
she had them back again. She did not know this N kifor
Shol udenko froma hole in the ground. Yes, he dressed |like a
peasant, but for all she knew, he mght be NKVD. In fact, he
probably was NKVD, if he had pictures of Banderists in his
knapsack. And she'd just criticized the Soviet government in
front of him

Had she been so foolish in 1937, she'd likely have di sap-
peared off the face of the earth. Even in the best of tines,
she'd have worried about a show trial (or no trial) and a stretch
of years in the gulag. She suspected the Soviet prison camp
systemstill ftinctioned at undi m ni shed efficiency; nost of it
was in the far north, where Lizard control did not reach.

Shol udenko murmured, "You do like to |live dangerously,
don't you?"

Wth al nost innneasurable relief, Ludnmla realized the world
wasn't going to fall in on her, at least not right away. "I guess
I do," she munbl ed, and resolved to watch her tongue nore
closely in the future.

"In the abstract, | could even agree with you," Shol udenko
said. "As things are---2' He spread his hands. That neant that,
as far as he was concerned, this conversation was not taking
pl ace, and that he woul d deny anything she attributed to him
if the matter came to the attention of an interrogator.

"May | speak-abstractly--too0?" she asked.

"Of course,"” he said. "Me constitution of 1936 guarant ees
free expression to all citizens of the Soviet Union, as any
school girl knows." He spoke w thout apparent irony, yet his
hypot heti cal schoolgirl had to know al so that anyone trying to
exerci se her free speech (or any of the other rights guaran-
teed--or entonbed-in the constitution) would di scover she'd
pi cked a short trip into big trouble.

Sonehow, though, she did not think Sholudenko, for all his
cynicism would betray her after giving her |eave to speak
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Maybe that was naive on her part, but she'd already said

enough to let himruin her if that was what he had in mnd,

and so she said, "It's terrible that our own Sovi et governnent
has earned the hatred of so many of its people. Any ruling
class will have those who work to betray it, but so many?"
"Terrible, yes," Sholudenko said. "Surprising, no." He

ticked off points on his fingers |like an academician or a polit-
i cal conm ssar. "Consider, Conrade Pilot: a hundred years
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ago, Russia was entirely nired in the feudal nmeans of produc-
tion. Even at the tinme of the October Revolution, capitalism
was far |less entrenched here than in Germany or England. Is
this not so?"

"It is so," Ludmla said.

"Very well, then. Consider also the significance of that fact.
Suddenly the revolution had occurred-in a world that hated it,
a world that would crash it if it could. You are too young to
remenber the British, the Anericans, the Japanese who in-
vaded us, but you will have |earned of them"

"Yes, but--?

Shol udenko held up a forefinger. "Let ne finish, please.
Conrade Stalin saw we woul d be destroyed if we coul d not
mat ch our enemies in the quantity of goods we turn out. Any-
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thing and anyone standing in the way of that had to go. Thus
the pact with the Hitlerites: not only did it buy us al nost two
years' time, but also land fromthe Finns, on the Baltic, and
fromthe Pol es and Runani ans to serve as a shield when the
fascist nurderers did attack us."

Al'l that shield had been lost within a few weeks of the Nazi

i nvasi on. Mdst of the people in the I ands the Soviet, Uni on had
annexed joined the Hitlerites in casting out the Conmuni st
Party, which spoke vol umes on how nmuch they'd | oved falling
under Soviet control

But did that nmatter? Shol udenko had a point. Wthout ruth-
| ess preparation, the revolution of the workers and peasants
woul d surely have been crushed by reactionary forces, either
during the civil war or at Gernman hands.

"Unquestionably, the Soviet state has the right and duty to
survive," Ludmila said. Shol udenko nodded approvingly. But
the pilot went on, "But does the state have a right to survive
in such a way as to nake so nany of its people prefer the vi-
cious CGernans to its own representatives?"
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If she hadn't still been shaky fromflipping her airplane, she
woul dn't have said anything so foolish to a probabl e NKVD
man, even "abstractly." She | ooked around the fields through
whi ch they were sl ogging. No one was in sight. If Shol udenko
tried to place her under arTest ... well, she carried a 9min
Tokarev pistol in a holster on her belt. The conrade m ght

have a tragic accident. If he did, she'd do her best to get his
preci ous pictures back to the proper authorities.

If he contenpl ated arresting her, he gave no sign of it. In-
stead, he said, "You are to be congratul ated, Conrade Pilot;

s is a question nmost would not think to pose.” It was a ques-
tion nost would not dare to pose, but that was another nmatter.
Shol udenko went on, "lI'lie answer is yes. Surely you have

been trained in the historical use of the dialectic?"

"OfF course,” Ludmila said indignantly. "Hi storical progress
comes through the conflict of two opposing theses and their re-
sul ting synthesis, which eventually generates its own antithesis
and causes the struggle to recur."

"Congratul ati ons agai n-you are well instructed. W stand

in the historical process at the step before true comruni sm Do
you doubt that Marx's ideal will be fulfilled in our children's
time, or our grandchildren's at the |atest?"

"I'f we survive, | do not doubt it," Ludmla said

"There is that," Shol udenko agreed, dry as usual. "I believe
we shoul d have beaten the Hitlerites in the end. The Lizards
are another matter; Party dialecticians still |abor to put them

into proper perspective. Conrade Stalin has yet to speak defin-
itively on the subject. But that is beside the point-you night
have asked the same question had the Lizards never comne,
daT'

"Yes," Ludmila adnmitted, wi shing she'd never asked the
question at all.

Shol udenko said, "If we abandon the hope of our descen-
dants' living under true conmmunism the historical synthesis
wi Il show that reactionary forces were stronger than those of
progress and revol ution. \Watever we do to prevent that is jus-
tified, no matter how hard it may be for some at present.”

By everything she'd |l earned in school, his logic was airtight,
however nmuch it went against the grain. She knew she ought
to shut up; he'd already shown nore patience with her than
she had any right to expect. But she said, "Wat if, in seeking
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to nove the bal ance our way, we are so harsh that we tilt il
agai nst us?"

"This, too, is a risk which nmust be considered," he said,

"Are you a Party nenber, Conrade Pilot? You argue nost as-
tutely."

"No," Ludnila answered. Then, having cone so far, shc
took one step further: "And you, Conrade --- could you be frorr
the People's Comm ssariat for the Interior?"

"Yes, | could be fromthe NKVD," Shol udenko answer e~
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evenly. "I could be any nunber of things, but that one will
do." He studied her. "You needed courage, to ask such a ques-
tion of me."

That |ast step had al nost been one step too far, he neant.

Pi cking her words with care, Ludmla said, "Everything that's
happened over the past year and a half-it nakes one think
about true meanings."

-Fhis | cannot deny," Shol udenko said. "But-to get back
to matters nore inportant than ny individual case-the dialec-
tic makes me believe our cause will triunmph in the end, even
agai nst the Lizards."

Faith in the future had kept the Soviets fighting even when
t hi ngs | ooked bl ackest, when Mdscow seenmed about to fall late
in 1941. But agai nst the Lizards-"W need nore than the di-
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alectic," Ludinila said. "W need nore guns and pl anes and
tanks and rockets, and better ones, too."

"This is also true," Sholudenko said. "Yet we al so need the
people to work and struggle for the Soviet state, not on behal f
of inperialist invaders, whether from Germany or the depths of
space. The dialectic predicts that on the whole we shall have
their support."

I nstead of answering, Ludmila stooped by the edge of a little
pond that lay alongside the field through which she and
Shol udenko wer e wal ki ng. She cupped her hands, scooped up
wat er, and scrubbed nmud from her face. She pulled up dead
grass and did her best to scrape her leather flying suit clean,
too, but that was a bigger job. Eventually the nud there would

dry and she coul d knock nost of it off. Till then she'd just
have to put up with it, Plenty of foot soldiers had gone through
wWor se.

She strai ghtened up, pointed to the pack on Nikifor Shol u-
denko's back. "And for those who choose to ignore the teach-
ing of the dialecti
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"Da, Conrade Pilot. For those folk, we have people |ike

me." Shol udenko smiled broadly. His teeth were small and
white and even. They rem nded Ludmila of a wolf's fangs just
t he sane.

*]M

Mutt Daniels crouched in a foxhole on the edge of Randol ph
Il'linois, hoping and praying the Lizard bonbardnent woul d

ease up before it sneared him across the small-town | and-

scape.

He felt naked with just a hole in the ground for cover. Back
in France during the Great War, he'd been able to dive into a
deep dugout when Cerman shells came calling. If you were
unl ucky, of course, a shell would cone right in after you, but
nmost of the time a dugout was pretty safe.

No dugouts here. No proper trench lines, either, not really.
This war, unlike the last one, noved too fast to |l et people build
.elaborate field fortifications.

"Plenty of foxholes, though," Matt nuttered. The | ocal |and-
scape | ooked like pictures of craters on the noon. The Lizards
had taken Randol ph | ast sunmer in their drive on Chicago.
Patton's men had taken it back in the pincers novenent that
brought theminto Bl oom ngton, six or eight niles north. Now
the Lizards were noving again. |f Randol ph fell, they'd be
wel | positioned to drive back into Bl ooni Dgton

Yet another shell crashed into the ground, close enough to
lift Daniels into the air and fling himback to earth as if body-
slamed by a westler. Dirt pattered down on him Hi s |ungs
ached fromthe blast when he drew in a shaky breath.

"M ght as well be between Washington and Ri chnond, the
way we're goin' back and forth here," Daniels said. Both his
grandfathers had fought for the South in the War Between the
States; as a small boy, he'd listened avidly to the tales they
told, tales that grewtaller with each passing year. No matter
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how tall the tales got, though, France and now this convinced
him his grandfathers hadn't had it as tough as they'd thought.

More shells whistled overhead, these southbound from
Bl oom ngton. Miutt hoped they were registered on the Lizard
guns, but they probably weren't; the Lizards outranged Aner-
ican artillery. Gving Lizard infantry a taste of what he was go-
ing through wasn't the worst thing in the world, either. A flight
of prop-driven fighters screamed by at treetop height. Mitt
touched his helmet in salute to courage; pilots who flew
agai nst the Lizards didn't |ast |ong.

Once the planes zipped out of sight, he didn't spot them
again. He hoped that meant they were returning to base by a
different route instead of getting knocked down. "No way to
find out for sure," he said.

He abruptly stopped being interested, too, because Lizard
shel ling picked up again. He enbraced the ground like a Iover,
pressed his face against her cool, danmp neck.

Sone of the blasts that shook himwhere he |ay were expl o-
sions of the same sort he'd known in France. OQthers had a
sound he'd first net retreating toward Chicago: a smaller bang,
followed by a pattering as of hail.

"Y'all want to | ook sharp,"” he called to the scattered mem
bers of his squad. "Fhey're throwin' out them goddam little
m nes again." He hated those little baseball-sized bl ue expl o-
sives. Once a regular shell went off, at least it was gone. But
the Lizards' fancy ammo scattered potential mutilation over
what seened like half an acre and left it sitting there waiting
to happen. "lnstant goddamm mine field," Mitt said resentfully.

After a while, the barrage | et up. Daniels grabbed his tomy
gun and took a cautious peek out of the foxhole. If the Boches
had been doing that shelling, they'd follow up with an infantry
attack just as sure as you were supposed to hit the cutoff man
But the Lizards didn't always play by the book Mitt knew.
Sonetimes they fooled himon account of that. Mre ofteld he
thought, they hurt themnsel ves.

So here: if they wanted to drive the Anericans out of
Randol ph, they'd never have a better chance than now, while
the shelling had stunned and di sorgani zed their human foes.

But they stayed back in their own |lines south of town. The
only sign of action fromthemwas a single plane high over-
head, its path through the sky nmarked by a silvery streak of
condensati on.
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Mutt gave the aircraft a one-finger salute. "Gonna see how
bad you beat on us before you send in the ground-pounders
are you?" he grow ed. "M s' able cheap bastards." Wat was
infantry for, after all, if not to pay the butcher's bill?

Hi s battered eardruns nade the quiet that followed the b
rage seemeven nore intense than it was. The short,
bang! that punctuated it wouldn't have seened worth noticing
save for the shriek right after.
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"Ch, shit," Mutt exclainmed. "Sonebody went and did
sonethin' dunb. Goddamm it to hell, why don't nobody nev
listen to nme?" He'd thought ninor-Ieague ballplayers were bad
at paying attention to what a nanager told them Well, they
were, but they |ooked |ike Einsteins when you set 'emnext to
a bunch of sol diers.

He scranbl ed out of the foxhole. H's body was skinnier and
sprier than it had been while he was wearing his Decatur Com
nmodores uniform but he'd have cheerfully gone back to fat
and flab if anybody offered himthe choice.

No one did, of course. He craw ed over battered ground and
t hrough rui ned buil dings toward where that shriek had cone
from Menory wasn't his only guide; a | ow npbani ng kept him
on course
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Kevin Donlan lay just outside a shell hole, clutching his left
ankle. Below it, everything was red ruin. Mitt's stomach did a
slow lurch. "Jesus Christ, kid, what did you do?" he said,
though the answer to that was all too obvious.

"Sarge?" Donlan's voice was light and clear, as if his body
hadn't really told himyet how bad he was hurt. "Sarge, | just
got out to take a leak. | didn't want to piss in nmy hole, you
know, and--2'

Next to what he had, swinming a river of piss was nothing.

No point telling himthat, though, not now "Mss Lucille!"
Mutt bawl ed. While he waited for her, he got a wound band-
age and a packet of sulfa powder out of a pouch on Donlan's
belt. He dusted the powder onto the wound. He wondered if he
ought to get the remains of Donlan's shoe off his foot before
he started bandaging it, but when he tried, the kid started
screamng again, so he said the hell with it and wapped the
bandage over foot, shoe, and all

Lucille Potter scranbled up a minute |later, maybe less. In
dirty fatigues and a helnet, she | ooked |ike a man except that
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she didn't need a shave. The helnet bore a Red Cross on a
white circle; the Lizards had | earned what that nmark neant,
and weren't any worse than people about respecting it.

She | ooked at the way bl ood was soaking through the band-
age, clicked her tongue between her teeth. "W've got to get
a tourniquet on that wound, Sergeant.”

Mutt | ooked down at Donl an. The kid's eyes had rolled up
in his head. Mutt said, "You do that, Mss Lucille, he's gonna
| ose the foot."

"I know," she said. "But if we don't do it, he's going to
bleed to death. And he'd | ose the foot anyhow, no way to save
it with a wound like that." Her sharp stare dared himto argue.
He couldn't; he'd seen enough wounds in France and Illinois
to know she was right.

She cut Donlan's tomtrousers, took out a |l ength of bandage
and a stick, and set the tourniquet. "Hell of a thing," Daniels
said, to hinself and her both: another young sol dier on
crutches for the rest of his life.

"I't's hard, | know," Lucille Potter answered. "But would
you rat her have hi mdead? Ten years fromnow, if this war
ever ends, would he rather we'd let himdie?"

"I reckon not," Daniels said. In his younger days in M ssis-
sippi, a lot of the older white nen he'd known were shy an
armor a leg or a foot fromthe States War. They weren't gl ad
of it, naturally, but they got on better than you'd expect. Wen
you got right down to it, people were pretty tough critters

He sent a runner over to Captain Maczek. Wiere the captain
was, the conpany field tel ephone would be, too. After that,
there was nothing to do but wait. Donlan seemed pretty

shocky. When Mutt remarked on it, Lucille Potter said, "It's
probably a bl essing in disguise-he won't feel that foot as
much. "

The forward aid station wasn't much nmore than a quarter
of a mle back of the line. A four-man litter teamgot to Don-
lan in less than fifteen minutes. The boss of the team a cor-

poral, | ooked at the youngster's ruined foot and shook his
head. "Nothing nmuch we'll be able to do about that," he said.
"Fhey' || have to take himback into Bl oom ngton, and | expect

they' Il chop it off there.”
"You're alnmost certainly right,"” Lucille said. Al the litter
bearers stared when she spoke. She stared right back, daring
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themto nmake sonmething out of it. None of them did. She went
on, "Me sooner he goes back, the sooner they can treat him"
The team got Donl an onto the stretcher and carried him
away. "Too stinkin' bad,” Mitt said. "He's a good kid. Ain't
this war a--2' He stopped, inhibited in his | anguage by a wom
an's presence. After a sigh, he resumed, "Lord, | wish | had
me a cigarette, or even a chaw. "
"Filthy habits, both of them" Lucille Potter said, her voice
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so sharp he turned to give her an irritated | ook. Then, with a
wy chuckl e, she added, "I wish | had a snoke, too. | ran out
of tobacco nonths ago, and | miss it |ike anything."

"M ght be some back in Bloom ngton," Mitt said. "W ever

get areal lull, could be |I'd send Szabo back there to see how
the foraging is. You want to liberate sonmethin' fromwhere it
rightly belongs, ol' Dracula's the nman for the job."

"He's certainly good at coming up with home brew and

moonshi ne," Lucille said, "but people nake those around here.
Illinois isn't tobacco country, so we can't get hold of bootleg
cigars."

"Can't get hold of nuch of anything these days," Mitt said.
"I"'mskinnier'n |'ve been for close to thirty years."

"I't's good for you," she answered, which nmade him give her
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anot her resentful glance. She was on the | ean side, and | ooked
to have al ways been that way: not an ounce of excess flesh
anywhere. \Wat did she know about what felt confortable and
what didn't9

He wasn't in a nood to argue, though, so he said, "I just
hope Donl an's gonna make out okay. He's a good kid. Hell of
a thing to be crippled so young."

"Better than dying. | thought we already settled that,"

Lucille Potter answered. "I'mjust glad the field tel ephone was
working and the fitter crew was on the ball. If they hadn't got-
ten here inside of about another ten minutes, | was going to

take his foot off nyself." She tapped her little black bag. "I've
got sone ether in here. He wouldn't have felt anything."
"You know how?" Daniels asked. Battlefield wounds were

one thing, but cutting into a nan on purpose ... He shook his
head. He was sure he couldn't do it.
Lucille said, "I haven't had to do an anputation yet, but |'ve

read up on the technique. 1---2
"I know that," Mutt broke in. "Every tinme | see you, you
got a doctor's book in your hand."
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"I have to. Nurses don't operate, and | wasn't even a scrub
nurse to watch doctors work. But a conbat medic had better be
able to do as nuch as she can, because we're not al ways goi ng
to have a lull like this one to get our casualties back to the aid
station. Does that nake sense to you?"

"Yeah," Daniels said. "You usually do--2' Of to the left,
smal | arms began to chatter on both sides of the line. Mitt in-
terrupted hinmself to scramble into the shell hole from which
unl ucky Kevin Donlan had energed to relieve hinself. Lucille
Potter junped in beside him Her only conmbat experience was
what she'd had in the past few weeks, but take cover was a
| esson you learned in a hurry, at least if you wanted to keep on
I'iving.

Then the artillery started up again, the Lizards firing stead-
ily, the Anmericans in bursts of a few rounds here, a few rounds
there, a few somewhere el se. They'd | earned the hard way that
if their pieces stayed in one place for nore than a short sal vo,
the Lizards would zero in on them and knock them out.

The ground began tossing like the storny sea, though Mitt
had never been in a natural stormthat nade such a god-awf ul
racket. He pushed Lucille down flat on her belly, then lay on
top of her to protect her fromsplinters as best he could. He
didn't know whether he did it because she was a woman or be-
cause she was the nmedic. Either way, he figured, she needed to
stay as safe as possible.

As suddenly as it had begun, the barrage stopped. Mitt
stuck his head up right away. Sure as hell, Lizard ground
troops were scurrying forward. He squeezed off a |ong burst
with his tonmy gun. The Lizards flattened out on the ground.

He didn't know whether he'd hit any of them the tomy gun
wasn't accurate out past a couple of hundred yards.

He wi shed he had one of the automatic weapons the Lizards
carried. Their effective range was sonething |ike doubl e that
of his submachine gun, and their cartridges packed a bi gger
ki ck, too. He'd heard of dogfaces who toted captured speci-
mens, but keeping themin the right amo was a bitch and a
hal f. Most of the weapons the Lizards |ost went straight back
to the high-forehead boys in G2. Wth luck, the Anericans
woul d get toys just as good one of these days.

That train of thought abruptly got derail ed. He npaned,
down deep in his throat. The Lizards had a tank with them
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Now he under st ood what the poor dammed Germans had fe
like in France in 1918 when those nonsters canme clankin
their way and they couldn't stop themor even do ruch
sl ow t hem down.
The tank and the Lizard infantry screening it slowy a(
vanced together. The aliens had | earned sonething since th
wi nter before; they'd lost a |lot of tanks then for |ack of infa
try support. Not any nore.
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Lucille Potter peered over the forward lip of the foxhole b
side Mutt. "nat's trouble," she said. He nodded. It was bi
trouble. If he ran, the tank's machine gun or the Lizard fo
soldiers would pick himoff. If he stayed, the tank woul d pe
etrate the position and then the Lizard infantry would get hin

Of to the right, sonebody fired one of those new b
rockets at the Lizard tank. The rocket hit the tank right in th
turret, but it didn't penetrate. "Dan-in fool," Mitt ground on
Doctrine said you were supposed to shoot a bazooka only
the rear or sides of a Lizard tank; the frontal armor on th
aliens' machines was just too thick for you to kill one with
strai ght-on shot.

Bei ng too eager cost the fellow who'd fired at the tank.
turned toward himand his buddi es and opened up first with
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machi ne gun and then its main armanment. For good neasun
the Lizard infantry noved in on the bazooka man, too-the
job was to make sure nobody got a good shot at the
fighting vehicle. By the time they were done, there probab
wasn't enough of the American and his buddies left to bur3
Wi ch neant they forgot about Mutt. For a second, h
didn't think that would do himany good: if the |ine was ove
run, he would be, too, in short order. Ever so cautiously, h
rai sed his head again. There sat the tank, nmaybe a hundred fe
away, ass end on to him still pouring fire at a target nore nec
essary to destroy than he was.
He ducked back down, turned to Lucille Potter. "G
that ether," he snapped.
"What ? Why?" She took a protective grip on the black baj
"Me--stuff'll bum won't itT9 Hs pa's hard hand on hi
backsi de and across his face had taught himnever to swe
where a woman coul d hear, but he al nost slipped that ting
"Now ginime it!"
Lucille's eyes wi dened. She opened the bag, handed him
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glass jar. It was about half full of a clear, oily-looking |iquid.
He hefted it thoughtfully. Yeah, it would throw just fine. H's
bat had kept himfrom having a decent big-1|eague career; no-
body' d ever conpl ai ned about his arm He'd been a good man
with a grenade in France, too.

It wasn't even as if he had to throw all of a sudden, as he
woul d have with a runner breaking for second. He could take
a few nonments, think through what he was going to do, see
every step of it in his mind before it actually happened.

Doi ng that took |onger than the throw itself. He popped up
as if exploding out of his crouch behind a batter, fired the jar
for all he was worth, and ducked back down agai n. Nobody
who wasn't |ooking right at himwould have known he'd ap-

pear ed.

"Did you hit it?" Lucille denmanded.

"Mss'Lucille, | tell you for a fact, | didn't stay up |long
enough to find out. | tried to smash it off the back of the turret

soit'd drip down into that nice, hot engine conpartnent."”
Mutt's shoul der twi nged; he hadn't put that nuch into a snap

throwin years. It had felt straight, but you never could tell. A
little long, a little short, and he m ght as well not have bot h-
er ed.

Then he heard hoarse yells fromthe Americans in other
scattered foxhol es. That encouraged himto take another cau-
tious peek. Wien he did, he yelled hinself, in sheer delight.
Fl ames danced a over the engine conpartnent and were |ick-
ing up the back of the turret. As he watched, an escape hatch
popped open and a Lizard junped onto the ground.

Mutt ducked down for his tommy gun. "Mss Lucille, that
there is one Lizard tank that's out stealing."

She pounded hi mon the back as any other soldier would
have. He wouldn't have tried to kiss another soldier, though
She let himdo it, but she didn't do nuch in the way of Kissing
back. He didn't worry about that; he popped up out of the fox-
hol e and started bl azing away at the fleeing Lizard tank crew
and the foot soldiers, who were nmuch less terrifying w thout
arnor to back them up.

The Lizards fell back. The tank kept burning. A Shernman
woul d have brewed up a hell of a lot faster than it did, but
eventually its amunition and its fuel tank went up in a spec-
tacul ar bl ast.
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Mutt felt as if he'd been hit over the head with a sl edg
hamrer. "Lord!" he exclaimed. "You couldn't nake a faric
expl osion in the novies."

"No, probably not," Lucille Potter agreed, "nor one that d
nmore for us. We'll hold Randol ph a while |onger now, | e
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pect. That was a wonderful throw, |'ve never seen a better
You nust have been a very fine baseball player."

"You don't make the mgjors unless you're pretty fair,"
sai d, shrugging. "You don't stick there unless you're better
that, and | wasn't." He brushed a hand across the front of h
shirt, as if he'd been a pitcher shaking off a sign rather than
catcher; baseball wasn't what he wanted to tal k about at d
monent. After a couple of tentative coughs, he said, "M
Lucille, | hope you don't think I was too forward there."

"When you ki ssed ne, you nean? | didn't mnd," she sa
but not in a way that encouraged himto try it again; by
tone, once had been okay but twi ce wouldn't be. He kicked
the churned-up dirt inside the foxhole. Lucille added, "I'm
interested ' Mutt, not that way. It's not you-you're a go
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man. But |'mjust not."

"Ckay," he said; he was too old to |let his pecker do b
thinking for him But that didn't mean he'd forgotten he h
one. He pushed up his helnet so he could scratch his he
above one ear. "If you like nme, why--2' He broke off there.
she didn't want to talk about it, that was her business.

For the first tine since he'd net her, he found her at a to
for words. She frowned, obviously not caring for that herse
Slowly, she said, "Mutt, it's not something | can easily expl ai
or care to. 1--2

Easily or not, she didn't get the chance to explain. Follo
ing a cry of "Mss Lucillel" a soldier fromanother squad
the pl atoon cane scranbling over to the foxhol e and gasl X
out, "Mss Lucille, we've got two nmen down, one hit in
shoul der, the other in the chest. Peters-die guy with the che
wound-he's in bad shape.”

"I'"'mcomning," she said briskly, and clinbed out of the ho
she'd shared with Mutt. As she hurried away, he scratched h
head agai n.

Even in these tines, David Col df arb had expected things
be handled with nore cerenony. The Prine Mnister, after a
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did not visit the Bruntingthorpe Research and Devel opnent
Test Flying Aerodrone every day.

But there was no line of RAF nen in blue serge standing to
attention for Wnston Churchill to inspect, no flyby of a squad-
ron of Pioneers or Meteors to inpress himw th what Fred
H ppl e and his team had acconplished in jet propulsion. In
fact, up until an hour before Churchill got to Bruntingthorpe,
no one knew he was conmi ng.

Group Captain |-Epple brought the news back fromthe ad-
mnistrative section's Nissen hut. It produced a brief, startled
silence fromhis subordi nates, who were |aboring mghtily to
pul | secrets fromthe weckage of the Lizard fighter-bonber
that had been brought down not far fromthe aerodrone.

T~rpically, Flight Oficer Basil Roundbush was first to break
that silence: "Generous of himto give us notice enough to
make sure our flies are closed."

"I can't tell you how delighted | amto be confident yours
is, dear boy," Hippie returned. Roundbush covered his face
wi th his hands, acknow edging the hit. The group captain
m ght have been shorter than his subordi nates, but gave away
nothing in wit. He continued, "I gather no one knew until no-
ments ago: quite a lot of security laid on, for reasons which
shoul d be plain enough."”

"Wuldn't do for the Lizards to pay us a visit just now,
would it, sir?" Coldfarb said.

"Yes, that woul d prove--enbarTassing," Hipple said, an un-
der st at ement Roundbush m ght have coveted

And so, just as Goldfarb had, the Prine Mnister cane down
from Lei cester by bicycle, pedaling along on an elderly nodel
like a grandfather out for a constitutional. He disnounted out-
side the neteorology hut, where Hipple and his teamstill |a-
bored after the latest Lizard bonbing raid. Wen Goldfarb saw
the round pink face and the famliar cigar through the w ndow,
he gul ped. He'd never expected to neet the | eader of the Brit-
i sh Enpire.

W ng Commander Julian Peary's reaction was nore prosaic.

In the big deep voice that went so oddly with his slight
physi que, he said, "I do hope he's not danaged any of the
beets."

it was only half a joke. Like everyone else at Brunting-
thorpe-like everyone else in Britain, or so it seened-

H pple's teamcultivated a garden. The British Isles held nore
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peopl e than they could easily feed, and shipnments from Aner-
ica were down, not so nuch because the Lizards bonbed them

(they still took nmuch |l ess notice of ships than of air or rail o
road transport) as because the Yanks, beset at hone, had little
to spare.
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So, gardens. Beets, potatoes, peas, beans, turnips, parsuips
cabbages, nmmize ... whatever the climate would permt, peopl (
grew and sonetinmes guarded with cricket bats, savage dogs
or shotguns agai nst two-|egged thieves too big to be frightene(
by scarecrows.

Everyone did cone to attention when the Prinme M nister
acconpani ed by a bodyguard who | ooked as if he neve
smiled, walked into the Nissen hut. "As you were, gentlenen

pl ease," Churchill said. "After all, officially | amnot here, bu
speaki ng over the BBC in London. Because | amin the habi

of speaking live, | can occasionally use the subterfuge of soun(
recordings to let nmyself be in two places at once." He let ou

a conspiratorial chuckle. "I hope you won't give nme away."

Automatically, Goldfarb shook his head. Hearing Churchill
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voice without the static and distortion of a wireless set was t(
himeven nore intinmate than seeing the Prime Mnister in th
tubby flesh rather than through photographs: pictures capture(
his image nore accurately than the airwaves did his voice

Churchill strode over to Fred Hipple, who was standing be
side a wooden table on which lay pieces of the turbine fron
the crashed Lizard fighter's jet engine. Pointing to them thi
Prime M nister asked, "How | ong before we shall be able v
duplicate that engine, G oup Captain?"

"Duplicate it, sir?" Hipple said. "It won't be soon; the Liz
ards are far ahead of us in control nechanisns for,the engine
in machining techniques, and in the naterials they enpl oy
they do things with titanium and ceranm cs we've never dream
of , nmuch less attenpted. But in deternining how and why the
make things as they do, we learn how to do better ourselves!

"I see," Churchill said thoughtfully. "So even though yo
have the book in front of you' ~-he pointed to the di sassem
bl ed chunks of turbine again-"you cannot sinply read o
what is on its pages, but nust decode it as if it were witte
in a cipher."”

"That's a good anal ogy, sir," H pple said. "The facts of th
engine are relatively straightforward, even if we can't yet pro
duce one identical to it ourselves. Wien it cones to the
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fromthe same downed aircraft, | fear we are still missing
great nmany code groups, so to speak."
"So | have been given to understand,” Churchill said, "a

though | do not fully grasp where the difficulty hes."

"Let nme take you over to Radarnan Col dfarb, then, sirl
H pple said. "He joined the teamto help enplace a radar se
in production Meteors, and has | abored valiantly to unlock th
secrets of the Lizard unit that fell into our hands."

As the group captain brought the Prinme Mnister over to hi
wor kbench, Gol dfarb thought, not for the first tinme, that Fre
H ppl e was a good nan to work for. A lot of superior officer
woul d have done all the explaining to the brass thensel ves
and pretended their subordinates didn't exist. But Hipple intro
duced Goldfarb to Churchill, then stood back and |l et him
speak for hinself.

He didn't find it easy at first. \Wen he stamrered, th
Prime Mnister shifted the subject away fromradar: "CGold
farb," he said nmusingly. "WAas | not told you are the lad with
a fanmily connection to ME Russie, the former Lizard spokes
man from Pol and?"

"Yes, that's true, sir," Coldfarb answered. "W're cousins
When ny father came to Engl and before the G eat War, he
urged his sister and her husband to cone with him and he
kept urging themto get out until the second war started in '39
They wouldn't listen to him though. Mishe Russie is their

son. "

"So your family kept up the connection, then?"

"Till the war cut us off, yes, sir. After that, | didn't know
what had happened to any of ny relatives until Mishe began
speaking on the wireless." He didn't tell Churchill nost of his

ki nsfol k had died in the ghetto; the Prinme Mnister presunably
knew t hat already. Besides, Goldfarb couldn't think about their

ate without filling up with a terrible anger that made hi m w sh
Engl and were still at war with the Nazis rather than the Liz-
ar ds.

Churchill said, "I shan't forget this link. It may yet prove

useful for us." Before Goldfarb could work up the nerve to ask

hi m how, he swung back to radar: "Suppose you explain to ne

how and why this set is so different fromours, and so baf-
fling."

"Il try, sir," Goldfarb said. "One of our radars, like a wire-
| ess set, depends on val ves-vacuum tubes, the Americans
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woul d say-for its operation. The Lizards don't use valves. In-
stead, they have these things." He pointed to the boards with
little lunps and silvery spiderwebs of metal set across them

"And soT' Churchill said. "Wiy should a nere substitution
pose a probl en?"

"Because we don't know how the bl oody things work,"

CGol dfarb blurted, Wshing the ground woul d open up and
swal l ow him he tried to nmake amends: "That is, we have no
theory to explain how these little lunps of silicon-which is
what they are, sir---can performthe function of valves. And,
because they're nothing |like what we're used to, we're having
to find out what each one does by cut and try, so to speak: we
run power into it and see what happens. W don't know how
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much power to use, either."

Churchill fortunately took his strong | anguage in stride.
"And what have you | earnt from your experinments?"

"That the Lizards know nore about radar than we do, sir,"
Col df arb answered. "Mat's the long and short of it, I'mafraid
We can't begin to make parts to natch these: a chem cal engi-
neer with whom|'ve spoken says our best silicon isn't pure
enough. And sone of the little lunps, when you | ook at them
under a microscope, are so finely etched that we can't inagine
how, |et alone why, it's been done."

"How and why are for those with the luxury of time, which
we have not got," Churchill said. "W need to know what the
devi ce does, whether we can match it, and how to nake it |ess
useful to the foe."

"Yes, sir," Goldfarb said admringly. Churchill was no bof-
fin, but he had a firmgrip on priorities. No one yet fully un-
derstood the theory of the nagnetron, or how and why the
narrow channel s connecting its eight outer holes to the |arger
central one exponentially boosted the strength of the signal
That the device operated so, however, was undeni able fact, and
had given the RAF a great |ead over Gernan radar-although
not, worse luck, over what the Lizards used.

Group Captain Hipple said, "Wat have we |earnt which is
expl oi tabl e, Col df arb?"

"Sorry, sir; | should have realized at once that was what the
Prime M nister needed to know. W can copy the design of the
Li zards' magnetron; that, at |east, we recognize. It gives a sig-
nal of shorter wavel ength and hence nore precise direction
than anv we've nmade ourselves. And the nnqgi-. di-h thnt re.-
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ceives returning pulses is a very fine bit of engineering which
shoul dn't be inpossible to incorporate into |later marks of the
Mete, or. "

"Very good, Radarman Col dfarb," Churchill said. "I shan't
keep you fromyour work any longer. Wth the aid of nen like
you and your conrades in this hut, we shall triunmph over this
adversity as we have over all others. And you, Radarman, you
may yet have a role to play even nore inportant than your
wor k here.™

The Prime M nister | ooked unconmonly cherubic. Three
years in the RAF had taught Col dfarb that rankers who wore
that expression had nore -up their sleeves than their arns.
They' d al so taught himhe couldn't do anything about it, so he
said what he had to say: "I'Il be happy to serve in any way
can, sir."

Churchill nodded genially, then went back to Hipple and his
col l eagues for more tal k about jet engines. After another few
m nutes, he put his hat back on, tipped it to H pple, and left
the Ni ssen hut.

Basi| Roundbush grinned at CGoldfarb. "I say, old man, after
W nni e makes you an MP, do renenber the little people who
knew you before you grew rich and fanous."

"An MPT'" CGol df arb shook his head in nock dismay. "Lord,

I hope that's not what he had in mnd. He said he had sorme-
thing inportant instead of this."

That sally nmet with general approval. One of the meteorol-
ogi sts said, "Good job you didn't tell himyou' re a Labour
supporter, Coldfarb."

"It doesn't matter, not now " Coldfarb had backed Labour,
yes, as offering nmore to the working man than the Tories could
(and, as was true of a lot of Jewi sh inmmigrants and their prog-
eny, his own politics had a slant to the left). But he al so knew

no one but Churchill could have rallied Britain against Hitler,
and no one el se could have kept her in the fight against the
Li zar ds.

Thi nki ng of the Nazis and the Lizards together made ol d-
farb think of the invasion so many had feared in 1940. The
Germans hadn't been able to bring it off, not |east because ra-
dar kept themfromdriving the RAF fromthe skies. If the Liz-
ards came, no one could offer any such guarantee of success.
Ironically, the Germans hol di ng northern France served as En-
gl and' s shield agai nst invasion by the aliens.
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But the shield was not perfect. The Lizards had contro
the air when they chose to use it. They could | eapfrog ov
northern France and the Channel both. Just because they hadn'
done it didn't mean they wouldn't or couldn't.

CGol df arb snorted. The only thing he could do about that was
try to make British radar nore effective, which would in turn
make the Lizards pay more if they decided to invade. It wasn'

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (381 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:33 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

as much as he'd have wanted to do in an ideal world, bu
it was nore than nost people could say, so he supposed
woul d do.

And he'd not only met Wnston Churchill, but tal ked bus
ness with him That wasn't sonething everyone could say. He
couldn't wite hone to his famly that the Prine Mnister h
been here-the censors woul d never pass it-but he could tel
themif he ever got down to London. He'd al nbst given up on
the notion of |eave.

Fred Hi pple said, "Churchill's full of good ideas. The only
difficulty is, he's also full of bad ones, and sonetines tell
the one fromthe other's not easy till after the fact."

"What he said about tackling the Lizards' radar circuitry
was first-rate," CGoldfarb said. "What is nore inportant for u
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now an w or why; we can use what we |earn withou

knowi ng why it works, just as some stupid clot can drive
nmotorcar without cluttering his head with the theory of interna
conbustion. "

"Ali, but soneone nust understand the theory, or your stu
pid clot would have no notorcar to drive," Basil Roundbus
sai d.

"Mat's true only to a linmited degree,” Hipple said. "Even
now, theory takes you only so far in aircraft design; eventually,
you just have to go out and see how the beast flies. That wa
much nore the case during the Great War, when practically ev
erything, fromwhat the ol der engi neers have told nme, was cu
and try. Yet the aircraft they manufactured did fly."

"Most of the* tinme," Roundbush said darkly. "I'm bl oody
glad I never had to go up in them"

Gol dfarb ignored that. Roundbush rmade wi secracks t
same way other men fiddled with rosaries or cracked the
knuckl es or tugged at one particular lock of hair: it was a
vous tic, nothing nore.

Clucking softly to hinmself, Goldfarb fixed a power source to
one side of a Lizard circuit elenment and an ohnmeter to the
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other. He'd nmeasure voltage and anperage next: with these
strange conponents, you couldn't tell what they were supposed
to do to a current that ran through them except by experinent.

He turned on the power. The ohmeter swung; the conpo-
nent did resist the current's flow Goldfarb grunted in satisfac-
tion. He'd thought it would: it |ooked like others that had. He
noted down the reading, as well as where the circuit el enent
sat on its board and what it |ooked |like. Then he turned off the
power and hooked up the voltage nmeter. One tiny piece at a
time, he added to the jigsaw puzzle.

As VWyachesl av Mol otov turned the knob that Ied himinto
the antechanber in front of Stalin's night office, he felt and
suppressed a famliar nervousness. El sewhere in the Soviet
Uni on, his word went unchallenged. In negotiating with the
capitalist states that hated the Soviet revolution, even in discus-
sions with the Lizards, he was the unyielding representative of
his nation. He knew he had a reputation for being inflexible,
and did everything he could to play it up.

Not here, though. Anyone who was unyielding and inflexi-
ble with Stalin would soon know the stiffness of death. Then
Mol ot ov had no nore tinme for such reflections, for Stalin's
orderly--oh, the fellow had a fancy title, but that was what he
was- nodded to himand said, '~Go on in. He expects you,
VWachesl av M khai | ovi ch. "

Mol ot ov nodded and entered Stalin's sanctum This was not
where the General Secretary of the Conmunist Party of the
Sovi et Uni on was photographed with diplomats or soldiers. He
had a fancy office upstairs for that. He worked here, at hours
that suited him It was one-thirty in the nmorning. Stalin would
be at it for at |east another couple of hours. Those who dealt
with himhad to adjust themsel ves accordingly.

Stalin | ooked up fromthe desk with the gooseneck | anp.

"Good norning, VWacheslav M khailovich," he said with his
throaty Ceorgian accent. H's voice held no irony; nmorning it
was, as far as he was concer ned.

"CGood norning, |osef Vissarionovich," Mlotov replied.

What ever his feelings about the natter were, he had school ed
hinself not to reveal them He found that inportant at any
time, doubly so around the ruler of the Soviet Union

Stalin waved Molotov to a chair, then stood up hinself.

Though wel | - proportioned, he was short, and did not |ike other

"W al so had such a programin place," Stalin answere

pl aci dly.

That relieved Ml otov, who had heard of no such program

He wondered how far al ong Sovi et scientists had been com

pared to those in the decadent capitalist and fascist countries
Faith in the strength of Marxist-Leninist precepts made hi

hope they m ght have been ahead; concern over how far

Sovi et Union had had to cone since the revolution nmade hi

fear they m ght have been behind. Wth hope and fear so com
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m ngl ed, he dared not ask Stalin which was the true state of
fairs,

Stalin went on, "W now have an advantage over both th

United States and the Hitlerites: in that raid against the Lizard
last fall, we obtained a considerable supply of the explosiv
metal, as you know. | had hoped the Gernman taking the net
back to the Hitlerites would be waylaid in Poland, and hi
share lost." Stalin | ooked unhappy.

So did Mdlotov, who said, "This much | did know, and ho
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men | oomi ng over him What he did not |ike did not occur
filled his pipe froma |eather tobacco pouch, lit a match, an
got the pipe going.

The harsh snell of rwkhorka, cheap Russian tobacco, in

Mol otov's nose twitch in spite of hinself Under the iron-g

mustache, Stalin's lip curled. "I knowit's vile, but it's all | ¢
find these days. Wat shipping we get has no room aboard f(
| uxuries."

That said as much as anything about the plight in whic
manki nd found itself Wen the | eader of one of the thre
greatest nations on the planet could not get decent tobacc
even for hinself, the Lizards were the ones with the upp

hand. Well, if he understood what was in Stalin's mnd, th
meeting was to be about howto tilt the balance back the oth
way.

Stalin sucked in nore snoke, paced back and forth. A
I ength he said, "So the Americans and Germans are pressin
ahead with their progranms to make bonbs of this explosiv

met al ?"
"So | have been given to understand, |osef Vissarionovich,
Mol ot ov answered. "I amalso told by our intelligence service

that they had these prograns in place before the Lizards beg
their invasion of the Earth."
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he had to give up half his share, though not all, to the Polish
Jews, who then passed it on to the Anmericans.”
"Yes," Stalin said. "Hitler is a fool, do you know that ?"

"You have said it many tines, |osef Vissarionovich," Ml o-
tov answered. That was true, but it had not kept Stalin from
maki ng hi s nonaggression pact with Germany in 1939, or from
living up to it for alnobst the next two years, or from being so
confident Hitler would also live up to it that he'd ignored
war ni ngs of an inpending Nazi attack, ignored themso com
pletely that the Soviet state had al nbost crashed in ruins be-
cause of it. Since Ml otov had supported Stalin in those
choi ces, he could hardly bring themup now (if he hadn't sup-
ported himthen, he would be in no position to bring themup
now) .

Stalin drew on his pipe again. H's cheeks, pitted froma boy-
hood bout of smallpox, twitched. with distaste. "Not even from
so close as Turkey can | get decent tobacco. But do you know
why | say Hitler is a fool ?"

"For wantonly anacki ng the peace-I|oving people of the So-

vi et Union, who had done nothing to deserve it." Mblotov
gave the obvious answer, and a true one, but it left himun-
happy. Stalin was |ooking for sonething el se.

Sure enough, he shook his head. But, to Mlotov's relief, he
was only amused, not angry. "That is not what was in ny
m nd, VWacheslav M khailovich. | say he was a fool because,
when his scientists discovered the uraniumatomcould be split,
they published their findings for all the world to see.” Stalin
chuckl ed rheum|ly. "Had we nade that finding here ... Can
you i magi ne such an article appearing in the Proceedi ngs of
the Akadem a Nauk, the Soviet Acadeny of Sciences?"

"Hardly," Mol otov said, and he chuckl ed, too. He was nor-
mal ly the nost mirthless of nen, but when Stalin | aughed, you
| aughed with him Besides, this was the sort of thing he did
find funny. Stalin was dead right here-Soviet secrecy would
have kept such an inportant secret from|l eaki ng out where
prying eyes could fasten on it.

"I will tell you sonething else that will anuse you," Stalin
said. "It takes a certain anpbunt of explosive netal to expl ode,
our scientists tell me. Below this anmount, it will not go off no
matter what you do. Do you understand? Ch, it is a lovely
joke." Stalin |aughed again.
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Mol ot ov al so | aughed, but uncertainly. This time, he did not

see t he joke. sensed that; his uncanny skill at scenting
Stalin nust have

weakness in his subordinates was not | east anong the talents

that had kept himin power for twenty years. Still in that jovia

nmood, he saicL "Never fear, Vyacheslav M khailovich; | shal
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explain. | would far sooner the Germans and Americans had
no expl osive netal, but because the Polish Jews divided it be-
tween them neither has enough for a bonb. Now do you see

"No," Ml otov confessed, but he reversed course a nonent
|ater: "Wait. Yes, perhaps | do. Do you nmean that we, with an
undi vi ded share, have enough to nmake one of these bonbs for
our sel ves?"

"That is exactly what | nean:' Stalin said. "See, you are a
clever fellow after all. The Gernmans and the Americans will
still have to do all the research they woul d have required any-
how, but we-we shall soon be ready to fight the Lizards fire
against fire, so to speak."

Just contenplating that felt good to Molotov. Like Stalin
|i ke everyone, he had lived in dread of the day when Myscow,
Iike Berlin and Washi ngton, night suddenly cease to exist. To
be able to retaliate in kind agai nst the Lizards brought a gl ow
of anticipation to his sallow features.

But his joy was not undiluted. He said, "losef Vissariono-
vich, we shall have the one bonb, with no i mredi ate prospect
for producing nmore, is that right? Once we have used the
weapon in our bands, what is to keep the Lizards from drop-
ping a great many such weapons on us911

Stalin scowm ed. He did not care for anyone goi hg agai nst
anything he said, even in the slightest way. Neverthel ess, he
t hought seriously before he answered; Mol otov's question was
to the point. At last he said, "First of all, our scientists will go
on working to produce explosive netal for us. They will be
strongly encouraged to succeed."
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Stalin's smile ren-drided Mlotov of that of a lion resting
agai nst a zebra carcass fromwhich it had just finished feeding.
Mol ot ov had no trouble visualizing the sort of encouragenent
the Sovi et nuclear physicists would get: dachas, cars, wonen
if they wanted them for success ... and the gulag or a bullet

in the back of the neck if they failed. Probably a couple of
them woul d be purged just to focus the minds of the others on
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what they were doing. Stalin's nethods were ugly, but they got

results.

"How | ong before the physicists can do this for us?" Ml o-
tov said.

"They babbl e about three or four years, as if this were not

an energency," Stalin said disnmssively. "I have given them
ei ghteen nonths. They shall do as the Party requires of them
or else suffer the consequences.”

Mol ot ov chose his words with care: "It nmight be better if
they did not undergo the suprenme penalty, |osef Vissariono-
vich. Men of their technical training would be difficult to re-
pl ace adequately."

"Yes, yes." Stalin sounded inpatient, always a danger sign
"But they are the servants of the peasants and workers of the
Sovi et Union, not their nmasters; we nust not |let them get ideas
above their station, or the virus of the bourgeoisie will infect
us once again."

"No, that cannot be permtted," Ml otov agreed- "Let us say
that they do all they have prom sed. How do we protect the
Soviet Union in the tinme between our using the bonb we have
made fromthe Lizards' explosive netal and that in which we
begin to manufacture it for oursel ves?"

"For one thing, we do not use that one bonb i mmediately,"
Stalin answered. "W cannot use it inmmediately, for it is not
yet nmade. But even if it were, | would wait to pick the proper
monent. And besi des, VWacheslav M khailovich"-Stalin
| ooked snmug-"how will the Lizards be certain we have only
the one bonmb? Once we use it, they shall have to assunme we
can do it again, not so?"

"Unl ess they assune we used their explosive netal for the
first one," Mol otov said.

He wi shed he'd kept his nmouth shut. Stalin didn't shout or
bluster at him that he would have withstood with ease. In-
stead, the General Secretary fixed himwith a glare as cold and
dark and silent as mdw nter at Murmansk. That was Stalin's
sign of ultimte displeasure; he ordered generals and conm s-
sars shot with just such an expression.

Here, though, Mol otov's point was too manifestly true for
Stalin to ignore. The glare softened, as winter's grip did at |ast
even in Murmansk. Stalin said, "This is another good ar-gu-
ment for carefully choosing the tinme and pl ace we use the
bonb. But you also nmust renmenber, if we face defeat w thout

Harry Turtl edove
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it, we shall surely use it against the invaders no matter wh
they do to us in return. They are nore dangerous than the Ge
mans, and nust be fought with whatever neans cone t

hand. "

"True enough," Mol otov said. The Soviet Union h
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190, 000, 000 people; throw twenty or thirty mllion on the fin
or even nore, and it remained a going concern. Just getting ri
of the kulaks and bringing in collectivized agriculture ha
killed mllions through deliberate faniine. If nore deaths we
what building socialismin the USSR required, nore death
t here woul d be.

"I am gl ad you agreed, Vyacheslav M khail ovich," Stah
said silkily. Under the silk lay jagged steel; had Ml otov pe
sisted in disagreeing, sonething nost disagreeable would hav
happened to turn.

The Forei gn Conmi ssar of the Soviet Union was fearles
before the | eaders of the decadent capitalist states; he had eve
confronted Atvar, who |led the Lizards. Before Stalin, Mloto
quailed. Stalin genuinely terrified him as he did every oth
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Soviet citizen. Back in revolutionary days, the little mu
tachi oed Georgi an had not been so nuch, but since, oh, b
since ...

Nevert hel ess, Ml otov owed all egi ance not just to Stali
but to the Soviet Union as a whole. If he was to serve
USSR properly, he needed information. Getting it without ar
gering his master was the trick. Carefully, he said, "The Li
ards have taken a heavy toll on our bonbing planes. WII w
be able to deliver the bonb once we have it?"

"I amtold the device will be too heavy and bulky to fit i
any of our bonbers," Stalin said. Ml otov admired the courag
of the man who had told-had had to tell--4hat to Stalin. Bt
the Soviet |eader did not seemnearly so angry as Ml oto
woul d have guessed. Instead, his face assumed an expressi
of genial deviousness that made Ml otov want to nake sure
still had his wallet and watch. He went on, "If we can dispo
of Trotsky in Mexico City, | -expect we can find a way to pt
a bonb where we want it."

"No doubt you are right, |osef Vissarionovich," Mlo
sai d. Trotsky had thought he was safe enough to keep plotti
agai nst the Soviet Union, but several inches of tenpered ste(
in his brain proved that a del usion.
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"No doubt I am" Stalin agreed conplacently. As undi sputed
mast er of the Soviet Union, he had devel oped ways not alto-
gether different fromthose of other undisputed nmasters. Mol o_
tov had once or tw ce thought of saying as nuch, but it
remai ned just that-a thought.

He did ask, "How soon can the Germans and Americans be-
gin producing their own explosive netal ?" The Americans
didn't much worry him they were far away and had worries
closer to home. The Germans ... Hitler had tal ked about us-
ing the new bonbs agai nst the Lizards in Poland. The Sovi et
Uni on was an ol der eneny, and al nost as cl ose.

"W are working to learn this. | expect we shall be infornmed
wel | in advance, whatever the answer proves to be," Stalin
answer ed, conplacent still. Soviet espionage in capitalist coun-
tries continued to function well; nmany there devoted them
selves to furthering the cause of the socialist revolution

Mol ot ov cast about for other questions he m ght safely ask
Before he could cone up with any, Stalin bent over the papers
on his desk, a sure sign of dismissal. "Thank you for your
time, losef Vissarionovich," Mlotov said as he stood to go.

Stalin grunted. His politeness was mnimal, but then, so was
Mol otov's with anyone but him Wen Ml otov cl osed the
door behind him he permtted hinself the luxury of a small
sigh. He'd survived another audi ence.

For getting his consignnent of uranium or whatever it was
safely from Boston to Denver, Leslie Groves had been pro-
moted to brigadier general. He hadn't yet bothered repl acing
his eagles with stars; he had nore inportant things to worry
about. His pay was accunulating at the new rate, not that that
meant rmuch, what with prices going straight through the roof.

At the noment what galled himworse than inflation was the
| ack of gratitude he was getting fromthe Metallurgical Labo-
ratory scientists. Enrico Ferm |ooked at himw th sorrowfu
Medi t erranean eyes and said, "Valuable as this sanple may be,
it does not constitute a critical nass."

"I'"'msorry, that's not a terml| know," Goves said. He knew
nucl ear energy could be rel eased, but nobody had done nuch
publ i shing on matters nucl ear since Hahn and Strassnmann split
the uraniumatom and, to conplicate things further, the Met
Lab crew had devel oped a jargon all their own.

Harry Turtl edove
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"I't nmeans you have not brought us enough with which to
make a bonb," Leo Szilard said bluntly. He and the other
physi cists round the table glared at Groves as if he were delib-
erately hol ding back another fifty kilos of priceless netal.
Since he wasn't, he glared, too. "My escort and | risked our
lives across a couple of thousand nmiles to get that package to
you," he growed. "If you're telling ne we wasted our tine,

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (393 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:34 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

smling when youtsay it isn't going to help." Even relatively

| ean as the journey had left him he was the biggest man at the
conference table, and used to using his physical presence to get
what he want ed.

"No, no, this is not what we nean," Ferrni said quickly.

"You could not have known exactly what you had, and we

could not, either, until you delivered it."

"We did not even know that you had it until you deliveri

it," Szilard said. "Security-pah!" He nuttered sonething

under his breath in what m ght have been Magyar. Watever it
was, it sounded pungent. Groves had seen his dossier. H's pol-
itics had sone radical |eanings, but he was too brilliant for that
to count against him
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Ferm added, "The material you brought will be inval uable
in research, and in conbining with what we eventually pro-
duce ourselves. But by itself, it is not sufficient."

"Al'l right, you'll have to do here what you were going to do
at Chicago," Groves said. "How s that com ng?" He taned to
the one man fromthe Met Lab crew he'd net before. "Dr.
Larssen, what is the status of getting the project up and run-
ning agai n here in Denver?"

"W were building the graphite pile under Stagg Field at the
University of Chicago," Jens Larssen answered. "Now we're
reassenbling it under the football stadium here. The work
goes-wel | enough." He shrugged.

Groves gave Larssen a searching once-over. He didn't seem
to have the driving energy he'd shown in Wite Sul phur
Springs, West Virginia, the sumrer before. Then, he'd passion-

ately urged the federal govemment-in-hiding to do all it could
to hold Chicago against the Lizards. But the Met Lab had had
to nove even though Chicago was held, and nowwell, it just

didn't seemas if Larssen gave a damm. That kind of attitude
woul dn't do, not when the work at hand was so urgent.
The neeting with the physicists went on for another half
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hour, over lesser but still vital issues |like keeping electricity
com ng into Denver and into the University of Denver in par-
ticular so the men could do their jobs. People in the United
States had taken electricity for granted until the Lizards cane.
Now, over too much of the country~ it was a vani shed | uxury.
But if it vanished in Denver, the Met Lab would have to find
somewhere el se to go, and Groves didn't think the country--or
the world-could afford the del ay.

Unl i ke nucl ear physics, electricity was sonething with

whi ch, by God, he was intimately famliar. "W'Ill keep it go-
ing for you," he prom sed, and hoped he coul d nmake good on

the vow. If the Lizards got the idea humans were experi -
menting with nucl ear energy here, they'd have something to

say about the matter. Keeping them fromfinding out, then, was
going to be a sizable part of keeping the lights on.

When the neeting broke up, Goves fell into step with

Larssen and ignored the physicist's efforts to break away. "W
need to talk, Dr. Larssen,” he said.

"No we don't, Colonel-sorry, CGenerab-Goves," Larssen

said, loading the title with all the scomhe could. "The Arny's
al ready done enough to screw up ny life, thanks very nuch.

I don't need any nore help fromyou." He turned his back and
started to stanp off.

Groves shot out a big, neaty hand and caught him by the

arm Fromthe way Larssen whirled around, G oves thought he
was going to swing on him Decking a physicist wasn't part of
his own job description, but if that was what it took, that was
what he' d do.

Maybe Larssen saw that in his eyes, for he didn't throw the
punch. Groves said, "Look, your life is your business. But

when it nakes you have trouble with your job, well, your par-
ticular job is too inportant to | et that happen. So what's eating
you, and how come you think it's the Arny's fault?"

"You want to know? You really want to know?" Larssen

didn't wait for an answer from Groves, but plowed ahead:

"Wl l, why the hell shouldn't | tell you? Sonebody else will

if I don't. After | saw you last year, | nanaged to get all the
way to western Indiana on ny own. That's when | ran into
General Patton, who wouldn't let ne send ny wife a nessage

so she'd know | was alive and okay."

"Security-" G oves began.
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"Yeah, security. So | couldn't get her a message then, and
by the time | got to Chicago, it was too |ate-the Met Lab
team had already taken off. And | couldn't get a message to
Barbara after that-security again. So she figured I was dead.
What was she supposed to think?"

"Ch," Goves said. "lI'msorry. That must have been a shock
when she cane into Denver. But |'Il bet you had quite a re-
uni on. "
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"I't was great," Larssen said, his voice deadly cold. "She

t hought | was dead, so she fell for this corporal who rides herd
on Lizard POM. She married himup in Woning. | was al-

ready in Denver, but Col onel Hexham God bless him still
wouldn't let ne wite. Security one nore tinme. Now she's
gonna have the guy's baby. So as far as |I'm concerned, Gen-
eral Groves, sir, the US Arny can go fack itself And if you
don't like it, throwme in the brig."

Groves opened his nouth, closed it again. He'd been

t hrough Chugwater just after that wedding in Wom ng.

He' d known sonet hing was eating Larssen, but not what. No
wonder the poor bastard was in a blue ftnk. Mhat ma Gandhi
woul dn't have stayed cool, calm and collected with this |and-
ing on him

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (397 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:34 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

"Maybe she'll conme back to you," he said at last. It sounded
| ane, even in his own ears.

Larssen | aughed scornfully. "Doesn't | ook that way. She's
still going to bed with Sam stinking Yeager, that's for sure.
Worren! " He cl apped a hand to his forehead. "You can't live
without 'emand they won't five with you."

Groves hadn't seen his own wife in nonths, either, or sent
her a note or anything else. He didn't worry about her running
around, though; he just worried about her being all right.
Maybe that just neant he was ol der and nore settled than
Larssen and his wife. Maybe it neant his marriage was in bet-
ter shape. O maybe (unsettling thought) it nmeant he didn't
know what to worry about.

He fell back on his own training: "Dr. Larssen, you cannot
let it get you down to the point where it affects your work
You cannot. Modre than just you and your wi fe depends on

what you do here, nore even than your country. | am not ex-
aggerating when | say the fate of humanity rests on your
shoul ders. "
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| -
"I know that," Larssen said. "But it's hard to give a dam
about the fate of humanity when the one human being who re-
ally matters to you goes and does sonmething like this."

There Groves could not argue with him nor did he try. He
said, "You're not the only one in that boat. It happens all the
ti me-maybe nore in war than in peace, because things are
nore broken up nowadays-but all the tine. You have to pick
up the pieces and keep going."

"You think I don't know that?" Larssen said. "I tell nyself
the sane thing twenty tines a day. But it's dammed hard when
| keep seeing her there with that other guy. It hurts too nuch
to stand."

Groves thought about shipping out the other guy-Yeager
Larssen had said his nane was. Wth the war on, keeping a
physi ci st happy counted for nore than the feelings of a Lizard
liaison. man. But even if he did that, he had no guarantee it
woul d bring Barbara back into Jens' arns, not if she was
carrying Yeager's baby.

And she and Yeager woul dn't have got narried if they
hadn't thought Larssen was dead. They'd tried to nmake things
right, the best way they knew how. It hadn't worked, but they
hadn't had all the data they needed, and humans coul dn't be
engi neered |ike el ectrons, anyhow.

Just the sane, Groves wi shed he could order Barbara to go
to bed with Jens for the good of the country. It would have
made things a lot sinpler. But, while a nedieval baron ni ght
have gotten away with an order |ike that, a twentieth-century
worman woul d spit in his eye if he tried it. That was what free-
dom was about. He believed in freedom... no matter how in-
convenient it was at the noment.

"Prof essor Larssen, you've got yourself a ness,
heavi |l y.

"Yeah. Now tell me one | haven't heard."

When Larssen broke away this time, Goves didn't try to
stop him He just stood and watched till the physicist turned a
comer and di sappeared. Then he shook his head- "That's trou-
ble, waiting to happen,"” he nuttered, and started slowy down
the hall hinself.

he said

Atvar turned one eye turret to the left side of the audience
chanmber, the other to the right. The assenbl ed shiplords stared

I
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back at him He tried to gauge their tenmper. They'd been strug-
gling for close to two years, alnost one of Tosev 3's slow rev-
olutions around its star, to bring the mserable world into the
Empire. By all they'd known when they left from Hone, the
conquest shoul d have been over in a matter of days-which
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only proved they hadn't known nuch.

"My fellow males, let us consider the status of our enter-
prise," he said.

"It shall be done, Exalted Fleetlord," the shiplords chorused
in a show of the perfect obedi ence the Race so esteened. No
virtue was nore fundanental than obedi ence. So Atvar had
been taught since he cane fromhis egg; so he'd believed til
he came to Tosev 3.

He still believed it, but not as he had back on Hone. To-
sev 3 corroded every assunption the Race nmade about how
fife should be lived. The only thing the Big Uglies knew about
obedi ence was that they weren't very good at it. They'd even
overthrown and mnurdered enperors: to Atvar, whose ruling dy-
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nasty had held the throne for tens of thousands of years, a
crime al nost inconprehensibly heinous.

He said, "W do continue to nake progress in our cam
pai gns. Qur counterattacks south of the Tosevite city known as
Chi cago on the smaller continental nass have pushed back the
eneny, and-"

Straha, shiplord of the 206th Enperor Yower, raised a hand.
Atvar wi shed he could ignore the male. Unfortunately, Straha
was next nost senior shiplord after Kirel, who comanded the
bannership itself. Even more unfortunately, from Atvar's point
of view, Straha headed a | oud and vocal faction of males
whose principal amusenent seened to be carping about the
way the war against the Tosevites was going.

Havi ng been (reluctantly) recogni zed, Straha said, "May it
pl ease the exalted fleetlord, | would respectfully note that the
canpai gn conti nues to have obvi ous shortconings. | hope
shall not try his patience if | elucidateT

"Proceed," Atvar said. Maybe, he thought hopefully, Straha
will say sonething really unforgivable and give ne the excuse
I'"ve been | ooking for to sack him It hadn't happened yet,
wor se | uck.

Straha stood a little straighter, the better to display his el ab-
orate, punctiliously applied body paint. He had his own agen-
da, Atvar knew if he could persuade enough nal es that the
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fleetlord was botching his | eadership of the war, he m ght be-
cone fleetlord hinself. It would be irregular, but everything
about the conquest-the attenpted conquest--of Tosev 3 was
irregular. |If Straha succeeded where Atvar had failed, the Em
peror would turn his eye turrets away fromthe irregularity.

The fractious shiplord said, "First and nost inportant is the
i ncreased puni shnent our arnor is taking at the hands of the
Big Uglies. Loss rates are up significantly fromlast year's
fighting to this. Such a toll cannot continue indefinitely."

There Atvar, try as he would, could not disagree with
Stralia. He nmade his voice, sharp, though, as he answered, "I
cannot produce | andcruisers out of thin air, nor can the Big
Ugl i es under our control manufacture any that nmeet our needs
Meanwhi | e, those out of our control continue to inprove their
nodel s, and to introduce new weapons such as antil andcrui ser
rockets. Thus our | osses are higher of late."

"The Tosevites out of our control always seem capable o
nore than those we have conquered,"” Straha said acidly.

Wth an effort, the fleetlord ignored the sarcasmand replied
to the literal sense of Straha's words: "This is not surprising
Shi pl ord. The npbst technol ogically advanced regi ons of this
i nhonogeneous pl anet are precisely the ones nbst capabl e of
ext ended resi stance and, | suppose, of innovation."

He spoke the last word with a certain anpbunt of distaste. In
the Enpire, innovation canme seldom and its effects were
tightly controlled. On Tosev 3, it ran wild, fueled by the end-
| ess squabbling anong the Big Ughes' tiny enpires. Atvar
t hought such quick change surely nmalignant for the |ong-term
health of a civilization, but the Tosevites cared nothing for the
long term And in the short term quick change nmade them
nor e dangerous, not |ess.

"Let that be as you say, Exalted Fleetlord," Straha answered
Atvar gave hima suspicious |ook; he'd yielded too easily. Sure
enough, he went on, "Sone of our |osses, however, may be
better explained by causes other than Tosevite technical prog-
ress. | speak in reference to the continued and grow ng use
anong our fighting males of the herb terned ginger."

"l concede the problem Shiplord,"” Atvar said. He could
hardly do otherwi se, what with sone of the after-action reports
he'd seen fromthe | andcrui ser conbats in France. Had things
gone as planned, the Race woul d have been pushing into
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Deut schl and. Instead, they'd taken a poundi ng al nbst as costly
as the one that had held them out of Chicago, and wi thout the
excuse of winter.

Atvar continued, "Surely, though, you cannot hold ne re-
sponsi bl e for the effects of an unanticipated alien herb. W are
maki ng every effort to dimnish its consequences on our oper-
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ations. |If you have any concrete suggestions in that regard,
woul d gratefully receive them"

He'd hoped that woul d shut Straha up. It didn't; nothing
seemed to. But it did nake the shiplord change the subject:
"Exalted Fleetlord, what have we learned of the Big Uglies
efforts to produce their own nucl ear weapons?"

Where Straha had been playing to his own faction before,
now he seized the attention of all the assenbled nmales. If the
Tosevites got their claw ess hands on nucl ear weapons, the
canpai gn stopped being a war of conquest and turned into a
war of survival. And what woul d the onrushing col onization
fleet do if, between them the Big Uglies and the Race ren-
dered Tosev 3 uninhabitabl e?

Hati ng Straha, Atvar answered, "Though they did steal nu-
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clear material fromus, we have found no sign that they can yet
produce a weapon with it." The fleetlord had expected that
question to arise, if not from Straha, then from soneone el se
He touched a recessed button on the podium A hol ograph of

one of the Race's power plants appeared. Seeing the famliar
egg- shaped protective done over the reactor nmade himl ong
bitterly for Hone. Forcing down the enotion, he went on, "W
have al so detected no indications of any structures like this
one, which would be required for themto utilize their own ra-
di oactive materials."

Most of the shiplords rel axed when they heard that. Even
Straha said, "So they won't be able to use nucl ear weapons
agai nst us for the next few years, eh? Wll, there's sonething,
anyhow. " If that wasn't praise, it wasn't carping criticism ei-
ther. Atvar gratefully accepted it.

Loyal, steadfast Kirel raised a hand. Atvar was delighted to
recogni ze him Then Kirel said, "Excuse nme, Exalted Fleetlord,
but the Big Uglies are good at canoufl age. And besi des, sone
of their prinmitive structures ook very little Iike those of ours
whi ch perform equival ent functions. Are we truly as certain as
we would like to be that their nucl ear weapons prograns are

file://IC|/12590%20Sci-Fi%20and%20Fantasy%?2...war%2002%20-%20Tilting%20the%20Balance.txt (404 of 858) [12/29/2004 12:44:34 AM]



file://1C|/2590%620Sci - Fi %20and%20Fantasy %20E-books/Harry%20T urtl edove620-%20W orl dwar%2002%20-%20Til ting%20the%20Ba ance.txt

272 WORLDWAR: TI LTI NG THE BALANCE

not progressing under our very snouts, to emerge as unexpect-
edly as some of their other weapons?"

Aside fromthe difficulty of proving a negative, Atvar had
no answer prepared for that. The neeting did not dissolve on
the note for which he'd hoped.

* X*

Teerts was coming to look forward to nealtines. For on

thing, the N pponese had been feeding himbetter lately, wit]
many nore bits of nmeat and fish mixed in with the rice th

made up the greater part of his diet. For another, they'd als
taken to spicing his food instead of leaving it bland and boring
his tongue tingled pleasantly when he ate now The spice

weren't the same as the ones cooks back on Hone woul d hav

used, but they livened up neals in a sinmlar way.

And for a third, food these days gave hima lift that carrie
hi m al t oget her out of the depression that had gripped him sinc
his killercraft went down near Harbin. For a while after he ate
he felt bright and strong and ever so wi se. The feeling nev
| asted as long as he wished it would, but having it even for
little while was wel cone.

The N pponese seenmed to notice his changed attitude, too
“fhey'd devel oped the habit of interrogating himright after h
ate. He didn't mind. Food nade hi mseem so omiscient th
he dealt with their questions with effortl ess ease.

He heard a squeak and a rattle down the hall: the food cart
He sprang to his feet, waited eagerly by the bars of his cel
the cart to arrive. One guard unlocked the cell. Another st

watch with a knife-tipped rifle. The fell ow who actually serv
the food handed Teerts his bow .

"Tbank you, superior sir," he said in N pponese, bow ng a

he did so. The guard | ocked the cell door again. The cart clat
tered away.

Qut of necessity, Teerts; had becone adept with the littl

pai red sticks the Ni pponese used to nanipul ate food. H
brought a chunk of fish to his nouth, twi sted his tongu
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around it. It didn't taste the way it had for a good many neal s.
It wasn't bad, though. They've changed the herbs they're us-
ing, he thought, and gul ped it down.
He got to the bottomof the bow in a hurry; although the
Ni pponese were feeding himbetter than they had, he wasn't
any great threat to get fat. As he ran his tongue over his hard
outer nouthparts to clean them he waited for the wonderful
feeling of well-being that had come to acconpany each neal
He didn't get it, not this time. He'd been nore than unusu-
ally gl oony when the feeling passed away after a meal. Now,
failing to find it at all, he felt desperate, betrayed; the iron bars
of his cell seemed to be closing in around him He paced rest-
| essly back and forth, his tailstunmp jerking like a netronone.
He hadn't realized how nuch he'd depended on that neal -
time burst of euphoria till it was denied him He opened his
mout h, displaying his full set of small, sharp teeth. If Major
Ckanot o cane by, he'd gnaw a chunk off him That woul d
give hima good feeling, by the Emperor!
Not rmuch later, Major Okanoto did cone down the hall-
way. He stopped in front of Teerts' cell. The captured killer-
craft pilot's dreans of vengeance turned to fear at the sight of
the Big Uly, as they always did.
"Good day," Okampto said in the | anguage of the Race.
He' d beconme quite fluent, nuch nore so than Teerts was in
Ni pponese. "How are you feeling today?"
"Superior sir, I amnot so well as | would like," Teerts an-
swered; anong the Race, that question was taken literally.
Ckanot o' s rubbery face tw sted into what Teerts had cone
to recogni ze as an expression of anusement. That worried the
mal e; Okanpto's anusement often came at his expense. But

the Big Ugly's words were mild enough: "I may know what is
troubling you, and may even have a nedicine to cure your
trouble.”

"Hont 0?- Real | y?" Teerts asked suspiciously: Fromall he'd
seen of what the Big Uglies called nedicine, he'd sooner have
taken his chances on being sick.

"Hai, honto, " Okanmpto answered, also failing back into
Ni pponese. From a pocket of his uniform he pulled out a
smal | waxed- paper bag. He poured a little of the brown pow
der it held into the pal mof his hand, then held the hand out
to Teerts through the bars. "Here, put your tongue on this."

Teerts sniffed first. The powder had a pungent, spicy odor
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that seened familiar, though he could not place it at once. H
reflected that the Tosevites could kill himany time they chose
they did not need to put on an el aborate charade if they wante
hi m dead. Therefore he flicked out his tongue and I|icked

the powder.

As soon as he tasted it, he knew what it was: the flavor th
had been missing fromhis [atest bow of food. A none
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|ater, he realized the N pponese nust have been feeding it
himin tiny doses till now He didn't just feel good; he felt
if the sacred Enperor were sone sort of lowy cousin of his
Ruling the Race woul d have been too small a job for him
keeping track of all the planets in all the gal axi es seemed abou
right.

Thr ough the omi potence that blazed in him he s

kanoto's face contort again. "You like that, nehT the B
Ugly asked, all but the last word in Teerts' tongue.

"Yes," Teerts said, as if fromvery far away. He wishe
kanoto were very far away, so he would not pester him
thi s transcendent noment.

But the interrogator and interpreter did not pester him Th
Big Ugly just |eaned back against the bars of the enpty ce
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across from Teerts' and waited. For a while, Teerts igno
hi m as bei ng beneath notice, |et alone contenpt. The gl oriou
feeling fromthe powder he'd |icked up, though, didn't last a
Il ong as he'd hoped it would. And when it was gone ..

When it was gone, Teerts crashed into depths deeper th
the hei ghts he had scal ed. The weight of all the worlds he'd s
blithely imagi ned he coul d oversee came down on his narTo
shoul ders and crushed him Now he ignored Okanpto becaus
the Big Ugly was outside his sphere of intensely personal nis
ery. Nothing the Nipponese did to himcould be worse th
what his own body and brain were doing. He huddled in a c
ner of the cell and wi shed he could die.

kanot o' s voice pursued him "Not so good? Want anoth
taste?" The Big Ugly held out his broad, fleshy hand, a sm
mound of powder in the mddle of the palm

Even before his conscious nind willed himto action, Teert
was on his feet and bounding toward the bars between whic
that hand so tenptingly protruded. But before his tongue cou
touch that precious powder, Okanpto jerked the hand back
Teerts al nost slamed his nuzzl e against the cold, unyieldi
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iron that caged him Careless of his own safety, he cursed
kanoto as vilely as he knew how.

The Tosevite threw back his head and | et out several of the
| oud barking noises his kind used for |aughter. "So you want
more ginger, do you? | thought you might. We have | earned
mal es of the Race are-how do you say it?-very fond of this
herb. "

G nger. Now Teerts had a nanme for what he craved. For
some reason, that only made himcrave it nmore. Hs fury col -
| apsed into depression once again. Instead of hissing at Oka-
mot o, he pleaded with him "Gve it to me, | beg. How can
you hold it away fromme if you know how badly I need it?"

Ckanot o | aughed again. "One who lets hinself be captured
does not deserve to have anything given to him" Wen it
came to prisoners of war, the N pponese knew only scom
Ckanot o went on, "Maybe, though, just nmaybe, you can eam
more ginger for yourself. Do you understand?"

Teerts understood too mserably well. The trap's teeth were
sharp, sharp. H's captors had given hima taste for ginger in
his food, withheld it, shown himexactly what he craved, and
now were withholding it again. They expected that woul d
make himsubmt. They were, he admtted to hinself, dead
right. Hating the cringing whine he heard in his own voice, he
said, "Wat do you want me to do, superior sir?"

,, More exact answers to the questions we have been putting
to you on expl osive netals might make us nore pleased with
you, " Ckamoto sai d.

Teerts knew that was a |lie. Because he'd |l et hinmself be
taken prisoner, the N pponese would never be happy with him
no matter what he did. But they might find himnore useful;
he'd al ready seen how his treatnent varied with their percep-
tion of his value. If he satisfied them they would give him
gi nger- The thought tolled in his head |like the reverberations
froma big bass drum

Despite it, he had to say, "I have already given you the best
and truest answers | can."

"So you clai mnow," Okampto answered. "W shall see
how you reply when you want gi nger nore than you can inag-

i ne now. Mybe then you will remenber better than you do to-
day.,,

The teeth of the trap were not only sharp, they were jagged

as well. The N pponese didn't just want Teerts to be their pri's-
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oner; they wanted himto be their slave. Slavery had vani shed
fromthe culture of the Race | ong before Home was unified,

but the Rabotevs (or was it the Hallessi ?-Teerts had al ways
dozed through history | essons) practiced it whenever their
wor | d, whichever it was, cane into the Enpire. They returned
the concept, if not the institution, to the notice of the Race.
Teerts feared it wasn't just a concept on Tosev 3.
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He al so feared that if he went without ginger, he would go
mad. The craving ate at himlike acid dripping on his scaly
skin. "Please, let me taste it now, " he begged.

Sone of his N pponese captors had been wantonly cruel,
and exulted in their cruelty in the exact proportion that th
enj oyed power over his hel pl essness. They woul d have re-
ftised, nerely to experience the pleasure they took fromwatch-
ing himsuffer. Okanoto, to give himhis limted due, did not
daub on that pattern of body paint. Having shown Teerts he
was i ndeed trapped, the Big Ugly let himsanple the bait once
nor e.

The feeling of power and wi sdom fl ooded throug