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INTRODUCTION:

THE ART OF PLAIN SPEECH

It isthe secret of the artist that he does his work so superlatively
well that we all but forget to ask what his work was supposed to be,
for sheer admiration of the way he did it.
--E. H. Gombrich THE STORY OF ART

| agree with that statement--up to apoint. The esteemed Dr. Gombrich may be totally correct when
speaking of painting or sculpture or even architecture, but when it comesto writing fiction. Sir Ernest and
| part company. Infiction, | believe, the true art isto engage the reader so intimately in the story that we
forget about the writer, for sheer involvement in the tale that the characters are weaving before our eyes.
Maybe | fed that way because | started out in the newspaper game (it's never caled abusiness by the
workersin thefield). Or maybe it's because I've spent most of my adult life working with scientists and
engineers. Or maybeit's because | care about my readerstoo much. Whatever the reason, | have
adwaysfdt that the writer should bevirtudly invisblein hisor her fiction; the reader should be drawn into
the story, rather than forced to admire the writer's brush strokes.

Only after the story isfinished should the reader be ableto sit up and think, "That was an enjoyable
piece of writing." During the reading process, the reader should be so engrossed in the story that the
writer'sart (or craft) isbarely noticed, if at al. | have never felt that writing should be a contest between
author and the reader, a battleground filled with obscurity and arcana. | don't want my readersto
struggle with my prose. | don't want to impress them with how smart | am. | want them to enjoy what
I'm writing and maybe think alittle about what I'm trying to say. Problem is, when you write clearly and
amply, without stylistic frills or rococo embe lishments, some people think that you are not a* deep”
thinker or a"sylig."

Isaac Asimov ran into this predicament often. Critics could not fault Isaac on hisknowledge or his
success, or even hisearnestness or political correctness, so they belittled hisstyle, calling it "pedestrian”
or "smpligic." Yet Isaac's style was the one thing that made him such asuccess, at least asfar ashis
nonfiction work is concerned. Other specidists knew their subjectsin more depth than Isaac did. 1saac
had atremendous breadth of knowledge, but in any particular field-be it cosmology or poetry, biblica
scholarship or even biochemistry--here were speciaists who knew alot more of the details than he did.
But it was | saac's genius to be able to take any of those specidized fields and write about them so
clearly, so naturdigticaly that just about anyone who is able to read could learn the fundamental s of
Isaac's subject. That took style. And it was definitely not intuitive, the work of unreflective genius. Isaac
thought about what he did, every step of theway. He deliberately developed awriting style that was so
deceptively unpretentious and naturaistic that critics thought what he did was easy.

Infiction, the academic disdain for straightforward, honest prose hasled criticsto dismiss
Hemingway and praise Faulkner, athough today we are seeing that Hemingway's work is standing the
test of time better than most of his contemporaries. Maybe Hemingway was aso influenced by hisearly
days of news papering We know that he deliberately developed the lean, understated style that became
hishalmark. Heworked hard &t it, every year of hiswriting life. Lord knows that no one has accused
the sciencefiction field of overemphasison style. If anything, the accusations have been just the
opposite, that science-fiction writing istoo pedestrian, too mundane. Y et the field has produced some
marvelous stylists: Fritz Leiber, for example. Alfred Bester. Ray Bradbury. Thereisagood reason why



most science-fiction iswritteninaplan, naturdidic, redigtic gyle.

Out-of thisworld settings and incredible feats may abound in science-fiction Stories, yet the proseis
usualy unadorned and sraightforward. Why? Becauseif you want to make the reader believe what
you are saying, if you want the reader to accept those out-of this-world backgrounds and incredible
deeds, it iseasier if the prose you useisas smple and redistic as you can makeit. In sciencethereisa
dictum: don't add an experiment to an experiment. Don't make things unnecessarily complicated. In
writing fiction, the more fantastic the tale, the plainer the prose should be. Don't ask your readersto
admire your words when you want them to believe your story. In my own work | have tried to keep the
prose clean and clear, especidly when | am writing about subjects as complex as space exploration,
politics, and love. Those subjects are tricky enough without trying to write about them in convoluted
sentences heavy with opaque metgphors and intricate similes.

Then, too, there is the difference between the optimists and the pess mists. Somehow, somewherein
the course of time, darkly pessmistic stories got to be considered more "literary” than brightly optimistic
ones. | suspect this attitude began in academia, dthough it isredly arather juvenile perspective:
teenagers frequently see the world they face astoo big and complex, too awesome for them to fathom.
Hedthy adults saw off achunk of that world for themselves and do their bet to cultivateit. That isthe
message of Voltaire's Candide, after all. Eveninthe science-fiction field, pessmidtic "downbest”" stories
are often regarded asintrinscally more sophigticated than optimistic "upbeat” tales. | suspect thisreveds
ahidden yearning within the breasts of some science-fiction people to be Accepted by the academic
literary establishment.

That's okay with me, but such yearnings should not cloud our perceptions. 1t may be derigueur in
academic circlesto moan about the myth of Sisyphusand the pointlessfutility of human existence, but
such an attitude is antithetical to the principles of sciencefiction, which are based on the fundamenta
principles of science: that the universe is understandable, and human reason can fathom the most intricate
mysteries of existence, giventime.

Sciencefiction isafundamentally optimigtic literature. We tend to see the human race not asfailed
angels but as evolving apes struggling toward god hood. Even in the darkest dystopian science-fiction
stories, thereishope for the future. Thisistheliterature that can take a Situation such as the Sun blowing
up, and ask, "Okay, what happens next?'* Does that make science-fiction slly? Or pedestrian? Or
juvenile? Hdl no! It'sthose academic thumb-suckerswho are the juveniles. In sciencefiction we dedl
with the real world and try to examine honestly where in the universe we are and where we are capable
of going. Ingood sciencefiction, that is. As Theodore Sturgeon pointed out ages ago, ninety-five
percent of science fiction (and everything ese) is crap. All that bearsthetitle " sciencefiction™ isnot in
Ted'stop five percent. But at its best, sciencefiction iswonderful. And it tendsto be optimigtic.
Because | try to write clearly and tend to believe that the human mind can solve the problemsit faces, |
fear that my work is often regarded assmpligtic, or lacking style, or less"literary” than some others.
Such complaints are the price to be paid for writing plainly and basing fiction on the real world and actual
human behavior. One of Americasfird literary giants, Nathaniel Hawthorne, responded to the
accusation of writing without eegance:

| am glad you think my styleplain. | never, in any one page or
paragraph, amed at making it anything el se.... The greatest possible
merit of styleis, of course, to make the words absolutely disappear
into the thought.

*|f you don't believe me, read Larry Niven's"Inconstant Moon." Or my
own“Test of Fire”

So--here are fourteen stories that range from tragedy to buffoonery, fourteen tales from the future,
the past, and even from the timelessness of eternity. One of them isan outright fantasy, co-authored with
afriend and kindred soul. Another can be read as fantasy, athough | don't seeit assuch. A few of them



might make you chuckle; al of them should make you think. Each story iswritten asclearly aspossible,
with no unnecessary stylistic adornments. They may not be"Art," in Dr. Gombrich's sense, athough |
think they are enjoyable. But you'll be the judge of that.

Naples, Florida

Introduction to "Inspiration”

Where do story ideas come from? That question, in oneform or another, isthe one most frequently
asked by young writers. Where do you get the ideas for your tories? Often, when it's ascience-fiction
writer they're questioning, they ask, "Where do you get your crazy ideas?' The"officid" answer among
science-fiction professonasis, " Schenectady.” With as straight aface as possble we reply that we
subscribe to the Crazy Idea Service of Schenectady, New Y ork. Once a month they send us a crazy
idea--in aplain brown envelope, of course. Thetruthis, ideas are everywhere. Theair isfilled with them.
Pick up anewspaper, Sit in arestaurant, visit afriend, and potentia stories are unfolding before your
gyes. Infact, getting story ideasisthe easy part of writing fiction. As Thomas Mann put it, "The task of
awriter consstsin being able to make something out of anidea.” | can't redly tell you how | wrotethe
short tory, "Inspiration.” The creative processis so largely unconscious that it'simpossible to describe
the day-by-day, minute-to- minute choices and decisonsthat add up to afinished story. But | cantell
you how "Ingpiration” was, well, inspired. Many academic papers have been written about the influence
of scientific research on science fiction, and vice versa. Whole books have been written about the
interplay between science and sciencefiction. It struck methat it might be interesting to try astory that
exploresthat theme. | did abit of historical research. When H. G. Wdlsfirst published The Time
Machine, Albert Eingtein was sixteen. William Thomson, newly made Lord Kelvin, wasthe grand old
man of physics, and astern guardian of the orthodox Newtonian view of the universe. Wells idea of
consdering time as afourth dimension would have been anathemato Kelvin; but it would have lit up
young Albert'simagination. Who knows? Perhaps Eingtein was actudly inspired by Wdlls.

At any rate, therewasthe kernd of astory. But how could | get Wdlls, Eingtein, and Kelvin
together? And why? To be an effective Sory, there must be afuse burning somewhere that will cause an
exploson unless the protagonist actsto prevent it. My protagonist turned out to be atime traveler, sent
on adesperate mission to the year 1896, where he finds Wells, Eingtein, and Kelvin and bringsthem
together. And one other person, aswell.

INSPIRATION

Hewas as close to despair as only alad of seventeen can be. "But you heard what the professor
sad,” hemoaned. "Itisdl finished. Thereisnothing left todo." Thelad spokein German, of course. |
had to trandate it for Mr. Wells. Wells shook hishead. "I fail to see why such splendid news should
upset theboy s0." | said to the youngster, "Our British friend says you should not lose hope. Perhaps
the professor is mistaken.”

"Mistaken? How could that be? Heisafamousman! A nobleman! A baron!" | hadto smile. The
lad's stubborn disdain for authority figures would become world-famous one day. But it wasnot in
evidence this summer afternoonin A.D. 1896.

Wewere gtting in asdewalk cafe with a magnificent view of the Danube and the city of Linz.
Ddlicious odors of cooking sausages and bakery pastries wafted from the kitchen inside. Despitethe
splendid warm sunshine, though, | felt chilled and week, drained of what little strength | had remaining.

"Whereisthat blasted waitress?' Wellsgrumbled. "Weve been here half an hour, at the least.”

"Why not just lean back and enjoy the afternoon, Sir?" | suggested tiredly. "Thisisthe best view in



dl thearea”

Herbert George Welswas not a patient man. He had just scored aminor successin Britain with his
first novel and had decided to treat himself to avacation in Austria. He cameto that decision under my
influence, of course, but he did not yet redizethat. At age twenty-nine, he had alean, hungry look to him
that would mellow only gradudly with the coming years of prestige and prosperity. Albert was
round-faced and plumpish; still had his baby fat on him, athough he had started a moustache as most
teenaged boysdid in those days. It wasathin, scraggly black wisp, nowhere near the full white brush it
would become. If dl went well with my misson. It had taken me an enormous amount of maneuvering
to get Wells and this teenager to the same place a the sametime. The effort had nearly exhausted al my
energies. Y oung Albert had come to see Professor Thomson with his own eyes, of course.

Wéls had been more difficult; he had wanted to see Salzburg, the birthplace of Mozart. | had taken
him instead to Linz, with athousand assurances that he would find the trip worthwhile. He complained
endlesdy about Linz, the city'slack of beauty, the sour smell of its narrow streets, the discomfort of our
hotel, the dearth of restaurants where one could get decent food--by which he meant burnt mutton. Not
even the city'sjustly famous Linzertorte pleased him. "Not as good as a decent trifle," he groused. "Not
asgood by haf." 1, of course, knew severa versionsof Linz that were even less pleasing, including one
inwhich the city was nothing more than charred radioactive rubble and the Danube so contaminated that
it glowed at night al the way down to the Black Sea. | shuddered at that vision and tried to concentrate
on thetask at hand. It had amost required physical force to get Wellsto take awalk across the Danube
on the ancient stone bridge and up the Postlingberg to thislittle sdewak cafe. He had huffed with anger
when we had started out from our hotedl at the city's central square, then soon was puffing with exertion
aswetoiled up the steep hill. | was bregthlessfrom the climb also. In later years atram would make the
ascent, but on this particular afternoon we had been obliged to walk. He had been mildly surprised to
see the teenager trudging up the precipitous street just afew steps ahead of us. Recognizing that unruly
crop of dark hair from the audience at Thomson'slecture that morning. Wellshad gracioudy invited
Alberttojoinusfor adrink. "We deserve abeer or two after this blasted climb,” he said, eying me
unhappily.

Panting from the climb, | trandated to Albert, "Mr. Wells...invitesyou ... to have arefreshment with
us" Theyoungster was pitifully grateful, though he would order nothing stronger than tea. It was
obvious that Thomson's lecture had shattered him badly. So now we sat on uncomfortable cast-iron
chairs and waited--they for the drinks they had ordered, mefor theinevitable. | let the warm sunshine
soak into me and hoped it would rebuild at least some of my strength. The view waslittle short of
breathtaking: the brooding castle acrosstheriver, the Danubeitself streaming smoothly and actudly blue
asit glittered in the sunlight, the lakes beyond the city and the blue-white snow peaks of the Audtrian
Alpshovering in the distance like ghosily petas of someimmense unworldly flower. But Wdlls
complained, "That hasto be the ugliest castle | have ever seen.”

"What did the gentleman say?" Albert asked.

"Heis stricken by the sight of the Emperor Fried rich'scastle,” | answered swestly. "Ah. Yes, it has
acertain grandeur to it, doesn't it?"

Wellshad al theimpatience of afrustrated journaist. "Whereisthat damnable waitress? Whereis
our beer?'

"I'll find thewaitress" | said, riang uncertainly from my iron-hard chair. Ashisostensbletourguide, |
had to remain in character for awhilelonger, no matter how tired | felt. But then | saw what | had been
waiting for.

"Look!" | pointed down the steep Street. "Here comes the professor himself!" William Thomson,
First Baron Kelvin of Largs, was striding up the pavement with much more bounce and energy than any
of us had shown. He was seventy-one, hisslver-gray hair thinner than hisimpressive gray beard, lean
amost to the point of looking frail. Y et he climbed the ascent that had made my heart thunder in my ears
asif he were srolling amiably across some campus quadrangle. Wells shot to hisfeet and leaned across
theironrall of the cafe. "Good afternoon. Y our Lordship." For amoment | thought he was going to tug
at hisforelock. Kelvin squinted a him. "Y ou werein my audience this morning, were you not?"



"Yes, mlud. Permit metointroduce mysdf: | anH. G. Wells."

"Ah. Youreaphyscig?'

"A writer, Sr."

"Journdig?"

"Formerly. Now | amanovdig."

"Redly? How keen."

Y oung Albert and | had dso risen to our feet. Wellsintroduced us properly and invited Kelvin to
joinus. "Although I must say," Wells murmured as Kelvin came 'round the railing and took the empty
chair at our table, "that the service here leaves quite abit to be desired.”

"Oh, you have to know how to ded with the Teutonic temperament,” said Kdvinjovidly aswedl sat
down. He banged theflat of hishand on the table so hard it made us dl jump.

"Servicel” hebelowed. "Service here!" Miraculoudy, the waitress appeared from the doorway and
trod stubbornly to our table. Shelooked very unhappy; sullen, in fact. Sallow pouting face with brooding
brown eyes and downturned mouth. She pushed back alock of hair that had strayed across her
forehead. "Weve been waiting for our beer,” Wdlssaid to her. "And now this gentleman has joined
Us-"

"Permit me, gir," | said. 1t wasmy job, after al. In German | asked her to bring us three beersand
theteathat Albert had ordered and to do it quickly. Shelooked the four of usover asif wewere
smugglersor criminas of some sort, her eyeslingering briefly on Albert, then turned without aword or
even anod and went back inside the cafe.

| soleaglanceat Albert. Hiseyeswereriveted on Kelvin, hislips parted asif he wanted to speak
but could not work up the nerve. Heran ahand nervoudy through histhick mop of hair. Kelvin seemed
perfectly a ease, amiling affably, his hands laced across his somach just below hisbeard; he wasthe
man of authority, acknowledged by the world asthe leading scientific figure of hisgeneration. "Canit be
redly true?' Albert blurted at last. "Have we learned everything of physicsthat can be learned?’ He
spoke in German, of course, the only language he knew. | immediately trandated for him, exactly ashe
asked hisquestion. Once he understood what Albert was asking, Kelvin nodded his gray old head
sagely. "Yes, yes. Theyoung men in the laboratoriestoday are putting the final dots over thei's, thefina
crossingsof thet's. Weve just about finished physics, we know at last dl thereisto be known." Albert
looked crushed. Kevin did not need atrandator to understand the youngster'semotion. "If you are
thinking of acareer in physics, young man, then | heartily advise you to think again. By thetimeyou
complete your education there will be nothing left for you to do.”

"Nothing?' Wellsasked as| trandated. "Nothing a al?’

"Oh, add afew decima places here and there, | suppose. Tidy up abit, that sort of thing."

Albert had failed his admission test to the Federd Polytechnicin Zurich. He had never been a
particularly good student. My god wasto get him to apply again to the Polytechnic and pass the exams.
Visbly screwing up his courage, Albert asked, "But what about the work of Roentgen?”

Oncel had trandated, Kelvin knit hisbrows. "Roentgen? Oh, you mean that report about
mysterious raysthat go through solid wals? X rays, isit?"

Albert nodded eagerly.

"Stuff and nonsense!™  snapped the old man. " Absolute bosh. He may impress afew medica men
who know little of science, but his X raysdo not exist. Impossible! German daydreaming.”

Albert looked a me with hiswhole life trembling in his piteous eyes. | interpreted: "The professor
fearsthat X rays may beillusory, although he does not as yet have enough evidence to decide, one way
or the other."

Albert'sfacelit up. "Thenthereishopel We have not discovered everything asyet!"

| was thinking about how to trandate that for Kelvin when Wellsran out of patience. "Whereisthat
blasted waitress?' | was grateful for theinterruption. "I will find her, sr." Dragging myself up from the
table, | left the three of them. Wells and Kelvin chatting amiably while Albert swivelled his head back
and forth, understanding not aword. Every joint in my body ached, and | knew that there was nothing
anyonein thisworld could do to help me.



The cafewas dark insde, and smelled of stale beer. The waitresswas standing at the bar, speaking
rapidly, angrily, to the stout barkeep in alow venomous tone. The barkeep was polishing glasseswith the
end of his gpron; helooked grim and, once he noticed me, embarrassed. Three seidels of beer stood on
around tray next to her, with asingle glass of tea. The beers were getting warm and flat, the tea cooling,
while she blistered the bartender's ears. | interrupted her vicious monologue.

"The gentlemen want their drinks,” | said in German. She whirled on me, her eyesfurious.

"The gentlemen may have their beerswhen they get rid of that inferna Jew!" Taken aback
somewhat, | glanced at the barkeep. Heturned away from me. "No useasking himto doit," the
waitress hissed. "We do not serve Jews here. | do not serve Jews and neither will hel" The cafewas
amost empty thislate in the afternoon. 1n the dim shadows | could make out only apair of elderly
gentlemen quietly smoking their pipes and afoursome, apparently two married couples, drinking beer. A
six-year-old boy kndlt at the far end of the bar, laborioudy scrubbing the wooden floor.

"If it'stoo much trouble for you," | said, and started to reach for thetray. She clutched at my
outstretched arm. "No! No Jewswill be served here!’ Never!" | could have brushed her off. If my
strength had not been drained away | could have broken every bonein her body and the barkeep's, too.
But | was nearing the end of my tether and | knew it.

"Very wel," | said softly. "I will take only the beers.” She glowered at me for amoment, then let her
hand drop away. | removed the glass of teafrom the tray and left it on the bar. Then | carried the beers
out into the warm afternoon sunshine. As| set thetray on our table. Wells asked, "They have no tea?'

Albert knew better. "They refuseto serve Jews," he guessed. Hisvoice wasflat, unemotional,
neither surprised nor saddened.

| nodded as| said in English, "Yes, they refuse to serve Jews."

"You're Jewish?' Kevin asked, reaching for hisbeer. Theteenager did not need atrandation. He
replied, "l wasbornin Germany. | am now acitizen of Switzerland. | have no religion. But, yes, | ana

Sitting next to him, | offered him my beer. "No, no," he said with asorrowful little smile. "It would
merdly upset them further. | think perhaps| should leave.”

"Not quiteyet,” | said. "I have something that | want to show you.” | reached into the inner pocket of
my jacket and pulled out the thick sheaf of paper | had been carrying with me since | had started out on
thismission. | noticed that my hand trembled dightly. "What isit?" Albert asked. | made alittle bow of
my head in Wells direction. "Thisismy trandation of Mr. Wells excellent story, The Time Machine."
Wellslooked surprised, Albert curious. Kelvin smacked hislipsand put his half-drained seidel down.
"Timemachine?' asked young Albert. "What's hetalking about?' Kelvin asked. | explained, "l have
taken the liberty of trandating Mr. Wells story about atime machine, in the hope of attracting a German
publisher." Wellssaid, "Y ou never told me--" But Kelvin asked, "Time machine? What on earth would
atime machine be?" Wellsforced an embarrassed, self-deprecating little smile. "It ismerely the subject
of atade| have written, m'lud: amachinethat can travel through time. Into the past, you know. Or the,
uh, future” Kevin fixed himwith abeady gaze. "Trave into the past or the future?’

"Itisfiction, of course,” Wellssaid apologeticaly. "Of course” Albert seemed fascinated. "But how
could amachinetravel through time? How do you explainit?' Looking thoroughly uncomfortable under
Kevin'swilting eye. Wdlssad hestantly, "Wdll, if you congder time asadimenson--"

"A dimenson?' asked Kelvin. "Rather like the three dimensions of space.”

"Timeasafourth dimenson?'

"Yes. Rather." Albert nodded eagerly as| trandated. "Timeasadimension, yes Whenever we
move through space we move through time aswell, do we not? Space and time! Four dimensions, dl
bound together!" Kevin mumbled something indeci pherable and reached for hishaf-finished beer. "And
one could travel through thisdimension?' Albert asked. "Into the past or the future?'

"Utter bilge," Kelvin muttered, damming hisemptied seidd on thetable. "Quiteimpossible”

"Itismerdy fiction," said Wells, dmost whining. "Only anideal toyed with in order to--"

"Fiction. Of course," said Kdvin, with great findity. Quite aruptly, he pushed himsdf to hisfeet.
"I'm afraid | must be going. Thank you for the beer.” Heleft us Sitting there and started back down the



sreet, hisface flushed. From theway hisbeard moved | could seethat he was muttering to himself.
"I'm afraid weve offended him," said Wells. "But how could he become angry over anidea?' Albert
wondered. The thought seemed to stun him. "Why should anew ideainfuriate aman of science?!

The waitress bustled across the patio to our table. "Whenisthis Jew leaving?' she hissed at me,
eyesblazing with fury. "I won't have him stinking up our cafe any longer!" Obvioudy shaken, but with as
much dignity as a seventeen-year-old could muster, Albert roseto hisfeet. "l will leave, madame. | have
impaosed on your so-gracious hospitality long enough.”

"Wait," | said, grabbing at hisjacket deeve. "Takethiswithyou. Readit. | think you will enjoy it."
He smiled at me, but | could see the sadness that would haunt hiseyesforever. "Thank you, Sir. You
have been most kind to me." Hetook the manuscript and left us. | saw him aready reading it ashe
walked dowly down the street toward the bridge back to Linz proper. | hoped he would not trip and
break his neck as he ambled down the steep street, his nose stuck in the manuscript.

Thewaitresswatched himtoo. "Filthy Jew. They're everywhere! They get themsdvesinto
everything."

"That will be quite enough fromyou," | said assternly as| could manage. Sheglared at me and
headed back for the bar. Wells looked more puzzled than annoyed, even after | explained what had
happened. "It'stheir country, after dl," he said, with ashrug of hisnarrow shoulders. "If they don't want
to mingle with Jews, there's not much we can do about it, isthere?’ | took asip of my warm flat beer,
not trusting mysalf to come up with a properly polite response. There was only onetimelineinwhich
Albert lived long enough to make an effect on theworld. There were dozens where helanguished in
obscurity or was gassed in one of the death camps. Wells expression turned curious. "1 didn't know you
hed trandated my story."

"To seeif perhaps a German publisher would beinterested iniit,” | lied. "But you gave the manuscript
to that Jewish fellow.”

"I have another copy of thetrandation.”

"You do? Why would you--" My timewasadmost up, | knew. | had apowerful urgeto end the
charade. "That young Jewish fellow might change the world, you know.” Wellslaughed. "I meanit,” |
sad. "Youthink that your story ismerely apiece of fiction. Let metell you, it ismuch more than that."

"Redly?"

"Timetravel will become possible one day.”

"Don't beridiculous!" But | could see the sudden astonishment in hiseyes. And the memory. It was
| who had suggested the idea of timetravel to him. We had discussed it for months back when he had
been working for the newspapers. | had kept theideain the forefront of hisimagination until hefindly sat
down and dashed off hisnovel. | hunched closer to him, leaned my elbows wearily on the table.
"Suppose Kelvin iswrong? Suppose there is much more to physics than he suspects?!

“How could that be?' Wellsasked. "That lad isreading your story. It will open hiseyesto new
vidas, new posshilities” Wedlscast asuspiciousglancea me. "Yourepulling my leg." | forced asmile.
"Not altogether. Y ouwould do well to pay attention to what the scientists discover over the coming
years. Y ou could build a career writing about it. 'Y ou could become known as aprophet if you play
your cards properly."

Hisface took on the strangest expression | had ever seen: he did not want to believe me, and yet he
did; he was suspicious, curious, doubtful and yearning --al a the sametime. Above everything dse he
was ambitious; thirsting for fame. Like every writer, he wanted to have the world acknowledge his
genius

| told him asmuch as| dared. Asthe afternoon drifted on and the shadows lengthened, asthe sun
sank behind the distant mountains and the warmth of day dowly gave way to an uneasy degpening chill, |
gave him carefully veiled hints of thefuture. A future. The one |l wanted him to promote.

Wélls could have no conception of theredities of timetravel, of course. There was no frame of
referencein histidy nineteenth-century English mind of the infinite branchings of the future. Hewas
incapable of imagining the horrorsthat lay in store. How could he be? Time branches endlesdy and only
afew, aprecious handful of those branches, manage to avoid utter disaster.



Could I show him his beloved London obliterated by fusion bombs? Or the entire northern
hemisphere of Earth depopulated by man-made plagues? Or adevastated world turned to a savagery
that made his Morlocks seem compassionate?

Could | explainto him the energiesinvolved intime travel or the damage they did to the human body?
Thefact that time travelerswere volunteers sent on suicide missions, desperately trying to preserve atime
linethat saved at least aportion of the human race? The best future | could offer him was atwentieth
century tortured by world wars and genocide. That wasthe best | could do.

Sodl I didwashint, as gently and subtly as| could, trying to guide him toward that best of all
possible futures, horrible though it would seem to him. | could neither control nor coerce anyone; al |
could do wasto offer abit of guidance. Until the radiation dose from my trip through timefindly killed
me

Weélswas happily obliviousto my pain. He did not even notice the perspiration that beaded my
brow despite the chilling breeze that heradded nightfall.

"Y ou appear to betelingme” he said at last, "that my writingswill have some sort of positive effect
on theworld."

"They dready have" | replied, with agenuinesmile.

His browsrose.

"That teenaged lad isreading your story. 'Y our concept of time asadimension has dready started his
fertilemind working."

"That young sudent?'

"Will changetheworld,” | said. "For the better.”

"Redly?'

"Redly," | said, trying to sound confident. | knew there were gill athousand pitfalsin young Albert's
path. And | would not live long enough to help him past them. Perhaps otherswould, but there were no
Quarantees.

| knew that if Albert did not reach hisfull potentid, if he were turned away by the university again or
murdered in the coming holocaugt, the future | was attempting to preserve would disappear in agloba
catastrophe that could end the human race forever. My task was to save as much of humanity as| could.
| had accomplished afeeblefirst step in saving some of humankind, but only afirst step. Albert was
reading the time-machine tale and starting to think that Kelvin was blind to the red world. But there was
so much moreto do. So very much more.

We sat there in the deepening shadows of the approaching twilight. Wellsand I, each of uswrapped
in our own thoughts about the future. Despite his best English self-control. Wellswas amiling
contentedly. He saw afuture in which hewould be hailed asa prophet. | hoped it would work out that
way. It wasanimmensetask that | had undertaken. | felt tired, gloomy, daunted by the immensity of it
al. Worgt of dl, | would never know if | succeeded or not.

Then the waitress bustled over to our table. "Well, have you finished? Or are you going to stay here
al night?' Evenwithout atrandation Wells understood her tone. "Let'sgo," he said, scraping hischair
acrossthe flagstones. | pushed mysdf to my feet and threw afew coins on the table.

Thewaitress scooped them up immediately and called into the cafe, " Come here and scrub down this
table! At oncel”

The six-year-old boy came trudging across the patio, lugging the heavy wooden pail of water. He
stumbled and amost dropped it; water doshed onto his mother'slegs. She grabbed him by the ear and
lifted him nearly off hisfeet. A faint tortured squeak issued from the boy's gritted teeth. "Be quiet and
your do work properly,” shetold her son, her voice murderoudy low. "If | let your father know how lazy
you are..." The six-year-old's eyes went wide with terror as his mother let her threat danglein the air
between them. "Scrub that table good, Adolph,” his mother told him. "Get rid of that damned Jew's
dink."

| looked down at the boy. His eyeswere burning with shame and rage and hatred. Save as much of
the human race asyou can, | told mysdlf. But it wasdready too lateto save him. "Areyou coming?’
Wedlscdledtome. "Yes" | sad, tearsin my eyes. "It'sgetting dark, isn't it?"



Introduction to "Appointment in Sinai"

Although science-fiction is sometimes called the literature of prophecy, no science-fiction sory
predicted that the first humansto land on the Moon would send live television pictures back to abillion or
S0 eager viewerson Earth. Of course, therewill belive TV transmissions of thefirst people to set foot
on Mars. And maybe something more... Incidentally, this story isan example of usng a"worst case’
scenario asthe basisfor fiction. Written before NASA's announcement in 1996 that scientists had
discovered what might be fossils of ancient bacteriain ameteorite that came from Mars, this story
assumesthat no hint of life has been found on Mars by the time the first human expedition reaches the red
planet. That isan assumption | would be happy to see proved utterly wrong.

APPOINTMENT IN SINAI

Houston

"No, | annot going to plug in," Debbie Kettering said firmly. "I'm much too busy." Her husband
gave her his patented lazy smile. "Come on. Deb, you don't have anything to do that can't wait ahalf
hour or s0." Hissmile had dways been her undoing. But thistime sheintended to stand firm. "No!" she
inggted. "l won't." Shewasnot asmdl woman, but standing in their living room next to Doug made her
look tiny. A stranger might think they were the school football hero and the cutest cheerleader on the
squad, twenty years afterward. In redity, Doug was a propulsion engineer (areal rocket scientist) and
Deborah an astronaut. An ex-astronaut. Her resignation was on the computer screen in her bedroom
office, ready to be emailed to her boss at the Johnson Space Center. "What've you got to do that's so
blasted important?' Doug asked, gill grinning at her as he headed for the sofa, his favorite Saturday
afternoon haunt. "A mountain of work that's been accumulating for weeks," Debbie answered. "Now's
thetimeto tackleit, while al the others are busy and won't be able to bother me." His smilefaded ashe
redized how miserable hiswiferedly was. "Comeon. Deb. We both know what's esting you."

"l wont plug in, Doug."

"Beashameto missit," heinsisted. Suddenly she was closeto tears. "Those bastards even rotated
me off the shift. They don't want me there!”

"But that doesn't mean--"

"No, Doug! They put everybody elsein ahead of me. 1'm on the bottom of their pecking order. So
to hdl withthem! | won't evenwatchiton TV. Andthat'sfina!"

LosAngdes

"It'sal set up, man. All we need'saguy who's good with the ‘lectronics. And that's you, Chico.”
Luis Mendez shifted unhappily in hisdesk chair. Up at the front of the room Mr. Ricardo wastrying to
light up some enthusiasm in the class. Nobody was interested in algebra, though. Except Luis, but he
had Jorge leaning over from the next desk, whispering in hisear. Luisdidn't much like Jorge, not snce
first grade when Jorge used to beat him up at least once aweek for hislunch money. The guy was
dangerous. Now hewasinto coke and designer drugs and burglary to support his habit. And he wanted
Luistohdphim.

"l don't do locks," Luiswhispered back, out of the side of his mouth, keeping hiseyes on Mr.
Ricardo's patient, earnest face. "It'sal 'lectronics, man. 'Y ou do onekind you can do the other. Don't
try to messwith me, Chico."

"WEell get caught. They'll send usto Alcatraz." Jorge stifled alaugh. "I got aline on awholefriggin’
warehouse full of VR sets, and you're worryin' about Alcatraz? Evenif they sent you there you'd belivin'
better than here.” Luisgrimaced. Lifein the'hood was no picnic, but Alcatraz? More than once Mr.



Ricardo had sorrowfully complained, "Maybe you bumswould be better off in Alcatraz. At least there
they makeyou learn." Yeah, Luisknew. They dso fry your brainsand turn you into azombie. "Hey,"
Jorge jabbed at Luissshoulder. "I ain't as- kin' you, Chico. I'mtellin’ you. Y ou're gonnado the locks
for me, or you're gonna be in the hospital. Comprende?' Luisunderstood. Trying to fight against Jorge
was useless. He had learned that lesson years ago. Better to do what Jorge wanted than to get avicious
beating.

Washington

Senator Theodore O'Harafumed quietly as herolled his power chair down the long corridor to his
office. Thetrio of aidestrotting behind him were puffing too hard to speek; the only sound in the
marble-walled corridor was the dight whir of the power chair eectric motor and the faint throb of the
senator's artificia heart pump. And obedient panting. He leaned on the toggle to make the chair go a bit
faster. Two of hisaidesfell behind but Kaiser, overweight and prematurely balding, broke into asprint
to keep up. Fat little yessman, OHarathought. Still, Kaiser was uncanny when it cameto predicting
trends. O'Harascrupuloudy followed al the palls, as any politician must if hewantsto stay in office. But
when the pollssaid onething and Kaiser something else, the tubby little butterball wasinevitably right.
Chairman Pastorini had recessed the committee session so everybody could plug into the landing. Set
asde the important business of the Senate Appropriations Committee, O'Haragrumbled to himsdlf, so
we can al see ahaf dozen astronauts plant their gold-plated boots on Mars. What awaste of time, he
thought. And money. It'sal Pagtorini'sdoing. He'susing thelanding. Timed the damned committee
session to meet just on this particular afternoon. Knew it dl dong. ThinksI'll cave in because the other
idiots on the committee are going to get dl stirred up. I'll cavethemin. All of them. Thisisn't thefirst
manned landing on Mars, he thought grimly. It'sthe last.

Phoenix

Jerome Zacharias-Zack to everyone who knew him—paced nervoudy up and down the big room.
Part library, part entertainment center, part bar, the room was packed with friends and well-wishersand
media reporters who had made the trek to Phoenix to be with him at this historic moment. They were
drinking champagne aready, Zack saw. Toasting our success. Speculating on what they'll find on Mars.
But it could dl fail, heknew. It could beadisaster. Thelast systems check before breaking orbit had
shown that the lander's damned fuel cdls ill weren't charged up to full capacity. All right, me backups
are okay, there's plenty of redundancy, but it just takes one glitch to ruin everything. People have been
killed in space, and those kids are more than ahundred million milesfrom home. If anything happensto
them, it'll be my fault, Zack knew. They're going to give methe credit if it al works out okay, but it'll be
my fault if they crash and burn. Twenty years held swested and schemed and connived with government
leaders, indugtrid giants, bureaucrats of every stripe. All to get ateam of twelve men and women to
Mars. For what? he asked himself, suddenly terrified that he had no real answer. To satisfy my own
ego? Isthat why? Spend dl thismoney and time, change the lives of thousands of engineers and
scientists and technicians and dl their support people, just so | can go to my grave saying that | pushed
the human raceto Mars? Suppose somebody getskilled? Then atruly wrenching thought hit him.
Suppose they don't find anything there that'sworth it al? Suppose Marsisjust the empty bal of rusty
sand and rocks that the unmanned landers have shown us? No life, not even traces of fossils?

A wasted life. That'swhat I'll have accomplished. Wasted my own life and thelives of al the others.
Wasted.

Houston

She was sorting through al the paperwork from her years with the agency. Letters, reports, memos,
theworks. Funny how we till cdll it paperwork, Debbie thought as she toiled through her computer
files. Her heart clutched inside her when the officid notification came up on her screen. Thefina
selection of the Six astronauts who would be the American part of the Marsteam. Her name was
conspicuoudy absent. ™Y ou know why," she remembered her bosstelling her, as gently as he could.



"Y ou're not only-married, Deb, you're amother. We can't send amother on the mission; it'stoo long
and too dangerous.”

"That'sprejudice!” Debbie had shrilled. "Prejudice againgt motherhood.”

"Buffao chips. Themissonisdangerous. We're not talking about aweekend camping trip. They're
going to Mars, for chrissake! I'm not going to be the one who killed some kid's mother. Not me!l” She
had railed and fumed at him for nearly half an hour. Findly, her boss stopped her with, "Seemsto meyou
ought to be caring more about your kid. Two and ahaf yearsisalong time for him to be without his
mother--even if nothing goeswrong with the misson." Suddenly she had nothing left to say. She
stomped out of his office before she broke into tears. She didn't want him or anybody else to see her
cry. Pecking at her keyboard, Debbie pulled up the stinging memoranda she had fired off to Washington.
She dill felt some of the molten white heat that had boiled within her. Then she went through the lawyers
briefs and the officia disclaimer from the agency'slegd department: they denied prejudice against women
who had children. The agency's choice had been based on "prudent, well-established assessments of
risks, performances, and capabilities.”

"Jeez, Deb, are you going to take this to the Supreme Court?' Doug had asked in the middle of the
legal battle. "If | haveto,” she had snapped a him. Doug merely shook hishead. "I wonder how the
rest of the crew would fed if the Supreme Court ruled you have to go with them on the mission.”

"| don't carel"

"And little Douggie. Hed sure misshismother. Two and ahdf yearsisalong time. Hewon't even
be five yet when the mission takes off." She had no reply for that. Nothing except blind fury that masked
adeeply hidden sense of guilt. The Supreme Court refused to hear the case, dthough the news media
gplashed the story in lurid colors. Astronaut mother denied chance to be part of Mars crew. Space
agency accused of anti mother bias. Women's groups came to Debbie€'said. Other groups attacked her
as an unfit mother who put her personal glory ahead of her son'sneeds. Her work deteriorated. Sitting
infront of her computer screen, scanning through her performance appraisals over the three years since
the Mars crew sdlection, Debbie saw that the agency wasn't going to suffer grievoudy from her loss. She
had goneinto atailspin, she had to admit. They'll be happy to see me go, she thought. No wonder they
don't even want me at mission control during thelanding. They'reafraid I'll screw up. "Mommy?*
Douggi€svoice startled her. She spun on her little typisfs chair and saw her five-year-old standing
uncertainly at the bedroom doorway. "Y ou know you're not alowed to bother me while I'm working,
Douggie," shesaid coldly. Hesthe reason I'm stuck here, sheraged to hersdlf. If it weren't for him, I'd
be on Marsright now, thisinstant, instead of looking at the wreckage of my career. "I'm sorry.

Mommy. Daddy said | should tell you."

"Tel mewha?' shesadimpatiently. Theboy wasaminiature of hisfather: same eyes, same sandy
hair. He even had that same dow, engaging grin. But now he looked frightened, almost ready to bresk
into tears. "Daddy saysthey'rejust about to land.”

"I'mbusy," shesaid. "Y ou watch the landing with Daddy.” The boy seemed to draw up dl his
courage. "But you said you would watch it with me and 'splain what they're doing for me so | could tell
al thekidsin school dl aboutit." A little more gently, Debbie said, "But I'm busy here, honey."

"Y ou promised.”

"But..."

"Y ou promised, Mommy." Debbie didn't remember making any promises. Shelooked into her son's
trusting eyes, though, and redlized that he wasn't the reason she wasn't picked to go to Mars. It'snot his
fault, sheredlized. How could it be? Whatever's happened is my responsibility and nobody else's. Her
anger dissolved. Shewas almost sorry to seeit go; it had been abulwark that had propped her up for
the past three years. With areluctant sigh she shut down her computer and headed off to the living room,
her son's hand clagped in hers.

LosAngeles
"Luig" Mr. Ricardo caled asthe teenagers scrambled for the classroom door the ingtant the bell
sounded. Luis scooped up his books and made his way through the small stampede up to the front of the



classroom. Hewaked dowly, reluctantly. Nobody wanted hisfriendsto think that he liked talking to
theteacher. Mr. Ricardo watched Luis gpproaching him like a prizefighter watches the guy come out
from the other corner. Helooked tight around the mouth, like he was expecting trouble. Ricardo was
only forty or so, but years of teaching high school had made an old man out of him. Hiswiry hair wasal
gray; therewere wrinkles around his dark brown eyes. But when Luis came up to him, the teacher
brokeinto afriendly smile. "Have you made up your mind?' heasked. Luishad been afraid that
Ricardo would put him on the spot. He didn't know whét to say.

"I don' know, Mr. R."

"Don't you want to doit?" Ricardo asked, sounding kind of disappointed; hurt, dmost. "It'sthe
opportunity of alifetime”

"Yeah, | know. It'dbecoal, but..." Luiscouldnt tel him therest, of course.

Ricardo's demanding eyes shifted from Luisto Jorge, loitering at the classroom door, watching them
intently.

"He's going to get into alot of trouble, you know," the teacher said. He kept his voice low, but there
wasded init.

Luis shifted hisbooks, shuffled hisfeet.

"There are only ten rigs available at the planetarium. I'vereserved one. If you don't useit, I'll haveto
let some other sudent haveit.”

"Why'sit gottabe now?" Luiscomplained.

"Because they're landing now, muchacho. They'relanding on Marstoday! This afternoon!™

"Don't you want to participate in it?"

"Yeah, sure. I'dliketo.”

"Thenlet'sgo. Werewadting time."

Luisshook hishead. "I got other thingsto do, man.”

"Like running off with Jorge, en?'

"Obligations" Luismuttered.

Instead of getting angry, as L uis expected, Ricardo sat on the edge of his desk and spoke earnestly
tohim.

"Luis, youre avery bright sudent. Y ou have the brainsto make something of yoursdf. But only if
you use the brains God gave you in theright way.

Going with Jorgeis only going to get you into trouble. Y ou know that, don't you?'

"l guessso."

"Then why don't you come with meto the planetarium. It could be the turning point of your whole
life"

"Maybe," Luis conceded reluctantly. He knew for certain that if he went to the planetarium, Jorge
would befurious. Sooner or later there would be abeating. Jorge had sent more than one kid to the
hospital. Everybody knew that sooner or later Jorge was going to kill somebody;it wasjust amatter of
time. He had no self-control once he started beating up on somebody.

"Areyou afraid of Jorge?' Ricardo asked.

"No!" Luissadit automaticdly. It wasalie, and they both knew it.

Ricardo smiled benignly. "Then theré's no reason for you not to come to the planetarium with me. Is
there?"

Luis shoulders sagged. If | don't go with him, hell know I'm chicken. If I do go with him, Jorge's
gonna pound the shit outtame.

Ricardo got to hisfeet and put one hand on Luis shoulder. "Come onwith me, Luis," he
commanded. "There'samuch bigger world out there, and it'stime you started seeing it.”

They walked past Jorge, hanging in the hallway just outsde the classroom door. Mr. Ricardo went
past him asif he wasn't even there. Luis saw the expression on Jorge's face, though, and his knees could
barely hold him up long enough to get to Ricardo's ancient Camaro.



Washington

The outer office of Senator O'Hara's walnut panelled suite had been turned into something of a
theater. All the desks had been pushed to one Side of the generous room and the central section filled
with folding chairs. Almost his entire saff was seated there, facing the big hologram plate that had been
st up on thewadll across from the windows. On atable to one side of the screen rested asingle VR
helmet, a set of data gloves, and the gray box of acomputer. The staff had been buzzing with
anticipation when the senator pushed in through the halway door. Ingtantly, though, dl their talk
stopped. They went slent, asif somebody had snapped off the audio.

All excited like abunch of pissant children, the senator grumbled to himsdlf. Haf of ‘em would vote
infavor of another Mars mission, the young fools. O'Hara snorted disdainfully as he whedled up the
central ade among the chairs. Turning his power chair smartly to face his staffers, he saw that they were
trying to look as blank and uninvolved as possible. Like kids eager to see aforbidden video trying to
masK their enthusiasm aslong as he was watching them. "I know what you dl think," he said, hisvoicea
grating bullfrog's croak. "Well, I'm going to surpriseyou.” And with that, he guided hischair tothe VR
rig and the two technicians, both women, standing by it. "I'm going to usethe rig mysdlf," he announced
to hisstaff. Their shock wasvisible. Even Kaiser looked surprised, the fat sycophant. Chuckling, he
went on, "This Mars hooplais the biggest damned boondoggle pulled over on the American taxpayer
sncethedaysof the Apallo project. But if anybody in thisroom plugs himsdf into the landing, it'sgoing
tobeme." Kaiser looked especidly crestfalen. He'sthe one who won the lottery. Senator O'Hara
figured. Thought you'd be the oneto plugin, did you? O'Harachuckled inwardly at the disgppointment
onhisaidesface. "You dl can seewhat I'm experiencing on the hologram screen,” the senator said as
the technicians began to help him worm his handsinto the datagloves. An unhappy murmuring filled the
room. "I've dways said that thisMars businessishooey. | want to experienceit for mysdlf--see what
these fancy astronauts and scientists are actually going to do up there--so's nobody can say that | haven't
given the opposition every possible opportunity to show metheir point of view." One of the technicians
dipped the helmet over the senator's head. He stopped her from diding down the visor long enough to
say, "l dways givethe other sde afair bresk. Then| wallop'em!" The visor came down and for a brief,
terrifying moment hewasin utter darkness.

Phoenix

For nearly haf an hour the oversized TV screen had been split between anewscaster chattering
away and an unmoving scene of arusty red, rock-strewn landscape on Mars. Zacharias kept pacing
back and forth in the back of the big room, while his guests seemed to edge closer and closer to the giant
screen. "We are seeing Mars as it was some even minutes ago,” the newscaster intoned solemnly,
"sncethered planet is so distant from Earth that it takes that long for televison sgnasto reach us."”

"He'sonly told usthat twenty-six timesin the past five minutes,”" somebody in the crowd muttered.

"Hush! They should be coming down any moment now."

"According to the mission schedule,” the newscaster went on, "and taking into account thelag in
sgnd transmission time, we should be seeing the parachute of the landing craft within seconds™ The
unmanned landers had been on the ground for days, Zacharias knew, automaticaly preparing the base
camp for the ten astronauts and scientists of the landing team. Over the past haf hour the news
broadcast had shown the big plastic bubble of the main tent, the four unmanned |anders scattered around
it, and therdlatively clear, level section of the Sinai plain where the crewed landing craft would put down.
If dl went well. No sonic boom, Zack knew. The Martian air'stoo thin, and the lander dows down too
high up, anyway. The aero brake should have deployed by now; the glow from the heat shield should be
vigble, if only they had programmed the camerasto look for it. What am | saying? he asked himsdif,
annoyed, nervous. It al happened eleven minutes ago- They're on the ground by now. Or dead. "There
itid" the announcer yelped. The crowd of guests surged forward toward the TV screen. Zachariaswas
drawn, too, despite himself. He remembered the two launch failures that he had witnessed. Put the
project back years; dmost killed it. After the second he vowed never to watch arocket launch again.

Y et now he stared like any gaping tourist a the TV image of abeautiful white parachute against the deep



blue Martian sky. He was glad that the meteorol ogists had been able to learn how to predict the planet
wide dust stormsthat turned the sky pink for months afterward. They had timed the landing for the
calmest possible westher. The chute grew until he could see the lander beneath it, swaying dightly, likea
big ungainly cylinder of polished duminum. They al knew that the landing craft would jettison the chute
a apreset dtitude, but they al gasped nonetheless. The lander plummeted downward and Zack's heart
condricted beneath hisribs. Then thelanding rocketsfired, bardly visbleinthe TV cameras, and the
craft dowed. It came down gracefully, with dignity, kicking up aminiature sandstorm of itsown asits
spraddling legs extended and their circular footpads touched gently the iron rust sands of Mars. Everyone
in the big rec room cheered. All except Zack, who pushed hisway to the bar. Hefelt badly in need of
fortification.

Houston

"Nuthin's happ'run,” Douggie complained. "Can't | watch Surfer Morphs?’

"Wait aminute," hisfather said easly. "They'rejust waiting for the dust to settle and the rocket
nozzlesto cool down." Debbie saw the two virtua-reality helmets on the coffee tablein front of them.
Two pairsof gloves, dso. Doug and Douggie can use them, shethought. Not me. "Look!" the child
cried. "The door's open!” That should be me, Debbie thought as she watched the twel ve-person team
file down the lander'simpossibly dim ladder to set their booted feet on the surface of Mars. | should be
with them. Douggie was quickly bored with their pretentious speeches. men and women from nine
different nations, each of them pronouncing a statement written by teams of public relations experts and
government bureaucrats. Debbie fdt bored, too. But then, "Two of us have virtual-redlity sensors built
into our helmets and gloves,” said Philip Da guerre, the astronaut who commanded the ground team.
Debbie had amost had an affair with the handsome French Canadian. Would things have worked out
differently if I'd had afling with him? Probably not. She knew of three other women who had, and dl
three of them were still as Earthbound as she. "Once we activate the VR system, those of you on Earth
who have the proper equipment will be able to see what we see, fed what we fed, experience what we
experience as we make our first excursion onto the surface of Mars."

Doug picked up one of the VR helmets. "Can't | watch Surfer Morphs?' their son whined.

Los Angees|t wasn't until Mr. Ricardo handed him the VR helmet that Luisredlized histeacher had
sacrificed his own chance to experience the Marsteam'sfirst excurson. Therewereonly ten VRrigsin
the whole planetarium theater. The nine others were aready taken by adults. Maybe they were college
students, L uisthought; they looked young enough to be, even though amost everybody eseinthebig
circular room was histeacher'sage or older. "Don't you want it?' Luis asked Ricardo. His. teacher
made agrange smile. "It'sfor you, Luis. Putit on." Hethinks he'sdoin' meabig favor, Luisthought.
He don' know that Jorge's gonna besat the crap outtame for this. Or maybe he knows an' don' care.
With trembling hands, Luis dipped the helmet over his head, then worked the bristly gloves onto his
hands. Ricardo ill had that strange, amost sickly smile as he did the helmet's visor down, shutting out
Luis view. Ashesat therein utter darkness he heard Ricardo's voice, muffled by the hdmet, say, "Enjoy
yoursdlf, Luis” Yesah, Luisthought. Might aswell enjoy mysdf. I'm sure gonnapay for thislater on.

Washington

Senator O'Hara held hisbreath. All he could hear from insde the darkness of the hdlmet wasthe
faint chugging of his heart pump. It was begting fast, for some reason. He didn't want to seem cowardly
infront of hisentire staff, but the dark and the closeness of the visor over hisface was stifling him,
choking him. He wanted to cry out, to yank the damned helmet off and be done with it. With the
abruptness of an eye blink he was suddenly looking out at aflat plain of rust red. Rocks and boulders
were littered everywhere, like toys scattered by an army of thoughtless children. The sky was deep blue,
amogt black. A soft hushing sound filled hisears, like adistant whisper. "That'sthewind," said a
disembodied voice. "It'sblowing agtiff ninety knots, according to our instruments, but the air hereis so
thinthat | cantfed itat dl." I'monMard the Senator said to himsdf. It'samost like actudly being
therein person.



Phoenix

It'sjust like we expected it to be, Jerome Zacharias thought. We could have saved alot of money by
just sending automated probes.

"Over that horizon severd hundred kilometers,” Vderii Mikoyan was saying in flat Midwestern
American English, "liesthe Tharss Bulge and the giant shield vol canoes, which we will explore by
remote-controlled glidersand baloonslater inthismisson. Andinthisdirection..." Zack's view shifted
across the landscape quickly enough to make him fed amoment of giddiness.

"... just over that line of low hills, isthe Vanes Marineris. We are going to ride the rover there as
soon asthe vehicleis checked out.” Why don't | fed excited? Zack asked himsdf. I'mlikeakid on
Christmas morning, after dl the presents have been unwrapped.

Houston

For amoment Debbie was startled when Doug solemnly picked up one of the VR helmetsand put it
on her, like ahigh priest crowning anew queen. Shewas ditting in the soringy little metal jump seet of the
cross-country rover, her hands running along the control board, checking out dl its systems. Solar pands
okay. Transformers. Backup fud cdls. Sensorson and running. Communications gear in the green.
"Okay," said the astronaut driving the buggy. "We areready to rall.” It might aswell have been her own
voice, Debbiethought. "Clear for canyon excurson,” came the mission controller'svoicein her
earphones. The mission controller was up in the command spacecraft, hanging high above the Plain of
Sina inasynchronous orbit. With transmission delays of ten to twenty minutes, mission control of the
Mars expedition could not be on Earth; it had to be right there, on the scene. "Go for sight-seeing tour,”
Debbie acknowledged. "Thebusisleaving.”

LosAngees

Luiswatched the buggy depart the base area. But only for amoment. He had work to do. Hewas
ageologist, he heard in his earphones, and hisjob was to take as wide a sampling of rocks as he could
and pack them away in one of the return craft. "First we photograph the field we're going to work in."
Luisfet asguare object in hisleft hand, then saw aPolaroid camera. He held it up to the visor of his
helmet, sighted and clicked. "What we're going to be doing isto collect what's called contingency
samples,” the geologist was saying. "We want to get them aboard areturn vehicle right away, the first
few hours on the surface, so that if anything happensto force us to make an unscheduled departure, well
have adecent sampling of surface materialsto take back withus" At first Luis had found it confusing to
hear the guy'svoicein his head when it looked like he himsdlf was walking around on Mars and picking
up therocks. He could fed theminhishands! Fed ther heft, the grittiness of their surfaces. 1t waslike
thefirgt time he had tried acid; he'd been inside his own head and outside, looking back at himself, both
at the sametime. That shook him up so much he had never dropped acid again. But thiswas kind of
different. Fun. Hewasthefrigging geologist. He wasthere on Mars. He was doing something.
Something worthwhile,

Washington

Collecting rocks. Senator O'Haragrowled inwardly. Weve spent a hundred billion dollars so some
pointy-headed scientists can add to their rock collection. Oh, am | going to crucify them as soon asthe
committee reconvenes!

Phoenix

Zack felt asif he were jouncing and banging inside the surface rover asit trundled acrossthe Martian
landscape. He knew he was gitting in acomfortable rocking chair in his big library/bar/entertainment
room. Y et hewaslooking out at Mars through me windshield of therover. Hishandswere onits
controls and he could fed every shudder and bounce of the six-whedled vehicle. But there's nothing out
there that we haven't dready seen with the unmanned landers, Zack told himsdf, with mounting despair.
Welve even brought back samples, under remote control. What are me humans on this expedition going



to be able to accomplish that will be worth the cost of sending them?

Houston
Easy now, Debbietold hersaf. Don't let yoursdlf get carried awvay. You'renot on Mars. You're
gtting in your own living room.

LosAngdes

Luiscould fed the weight of therock. It was much lighter than arock that size would be on Earth.
And red, likerust. Holding it in hisleft hand, he chipped at it with the hammer in hisright. "Just want to
check theinterior," he heard the geologist say, asif he were saying it himsalf. The rock cracked in two.
Luissaw atracery of finelines honey combing therock'sinsdes. "Huh. Never saw anything like that
before” And the geologist Luis carefully put both halves of the split rock into acontainer, seded it, then
marked with a pen its location in the Polaroid photograph of the area he had taken when he had started
collecting.

Thisisfun, Luisredized. | wish | could doit for redl. Like, beared astronaut or scientist. But
redlity was something very different. Jorge wasredity. Yeah, Luissaid to himsdlf, | could be on Mars
myself someday. If Jorge don' kill mefird.

Washington

Bored with the rock-sampling task. Senator O'Haralifted the visor of hisVR helmet. "Get me out
of thisrig," hetold the two startled technicians. Turning to Kaiser, hesaid, "You cantry it if youlike. I'm
going into my officefor adrink."

Phoenix

The ground was rising dightly asthe rover rolled dong. "Should be at the rim in lessthan aminute,”
thedriver said. Zack felt his hand ease back on thethrottle dightly. "Don't want to fal over. It'salong
way down." Nothing ahead of them but the dull, rock-strewn ground and the deep blue sky.

Houston

Debbie checked the time line on the dashboard computer screen and dowed the rover even more.
"We ought to be just about... therel” Therim of the grandest canyon in the solar system diced across her
field of view. Craning her neck dightly, she could see the cliffs tumbling away, down and down and
down, toward the valley floor miles below.

Phoenix

Migt! Thefloor of the valley waswreathed in mists that wafted and undulated dowly, risng and
faling as Zack watched. 1t'sthe wrong time of the year for miststo form, he knew. Weve never seen
thisbefore. Asfar asthe eye could see, for dozens of miles, hundreds of miles, the mist billowed softly,
gently along thefloor of Vanes Marineris. The canyon was so wide that he could not see the opposite
wall; it was beyond the horizon. Nothing but gentle, whitishmist. Clouds of mystery. Clouds of
excitement. My gosh, Zack thought, do they extend the whol e three-thousand-mile length of the valey?

LosAngees

Luisroamed across the rust-colored sandy landscape, staring at more rocks than he had ever seenin
hiswholelife. Some the Sze of pebbles, afew bigger than aman. How'd they get thereAWhered they
come from? And what was over the horizon? The geologist said something about big volcanoes and
mountains higher than anything on Earth. Luisthought it'd be greet to see them, maybe climb them.

Houston
Debbie stared at the mists billowing along the valey floor. They seemed to be breathing, like
something aive. They've got to be water vapor, shethought. Got to be! And wheresthereswater



there could belife. Maybe. Maybe. Weve got to get down onto the valey floor. Got to!

Phoenix

Zack fdt likeachild, thefirgt time hisfather had taken him up in ahelicopter. The higher they went,
the more mere was to see. The more he saw, me more eager hewasto see more. Staring out at the
mist-shrouded rift valley, hefinaly redized that thiswas the difference between human explorers and
machines. What's beyond the horizon? What's beneath those mists? He wanted to know, to explore.
He had to seek the answers. Heredized he was crying, tears of joy and wonder streaming down his
cheeks. Hewas glad that none of the others could seeit, insde the VR helmet, but he knew that neither
embarrassment nor disapprova mattered in the dightest. What's beyond the horizon? That wasthe
eternd question and the only thing that really counted.

LosAngdes

Y eah, thisisgreat, Luisthought. For theseguys. For scientistsand astronauts. It'stheir life. Butit's
not for me. When | leave here tonight it's back to the 'hood and Jorge and al that crap. Then a powerful
surge of new emotion rosewithin him. Why can't | go to Marsfor read someday? Mr. Ricardo saysI'm
smart enough to get ascholarship to college. Fuck Jorge. Let him do what he wantsto me. I'll fight him
back. I'll kick the shit outta him if that's what | gotta do to get to Mars. HEll haveto kill meto keep me
away fromthis.

Washington

Senator O'Harawas mixing histhird martini when Kaiser camein, looking bleary-eyed. ™Y ou been
inthe VR rig dl thistime?' OHaraasked. He knew Kaiser did not drink, so he didn't bother offering his
adeanything. "Mostly," the pudgy little man said. O'Hara could see hisaide's bald head was gleaming
with perspiration.

"Bad enough we have to waste a hundred billion on this damned nonsense. Isit going to tie up my
entire staff for the rest of the day?"

“And then some," Kaiser said, heading for the bar behind the Senator's desk. O'Harawatched,
dumbfounded, as his aide poured himsalf atiff belt of whiskey. He swallowed, coughed, then
swallowed again. With tearsin hiseyes, hewent to the leather sofaaong the sidewal of the office and
sat down like avery tired man. O'Harastared a him. Holding the heavy crystd glassin both hands,
Kaser said, "Y ou're going to have to change your stand on this Mars business.”

"What?'

"Y ou've got to stop opposing it."

"Areyou crazy?'

"No, but you'd be crazy to try to stand against it now," Kaiser said, more firmly than the senator had
ever heard him speak before. "Y ou're drunk."

"Maybel am. I'vebeen on Mars, Teddy. I've stood on fuckin' Mars!™

Kaiser had never used the senator's first name before, let done called him "Teddy."

"You'd just better watch your tongue,” O'Hara growled.

"And you'd better watch your ass," Kaiser snapped. "Do you have any idea of how many people are
experiencing this Marslanding? Not just watching it, but experiencing it--asif they were there.”

OHarashrugged. "Twenty million, maybe."

"I made acouple of phone calsbeforel camein here. Thirty-six million VR setsinthe U.S. and
that's not counting laboratories and training Smulators. There must be more than thirty million voterson
Marsright now."

"Bullcrgp.”

"Y eah? By tomorrow there won't be aVR rig left in the stores. Everybody's going to want to be on
Mars."

OHaramade asour face. "I'll bet that half the votersin dear old Pennsylvaniaare on Marsright this
ingant. Youtry tdling themit'sdl awaste of money."



"Butitid" the senator inssted. "The biggest waste of taxpayer funds since SDI."

"It might be," Kalser said, somewhat more moderately. ™Y ou might be entirely right and everybody
elsetotaly wrong. But if you vote that way in the committee, you'll get your asswhipped in November.”

"Y ou told mejust the opposite no moren ten days ago. The polls show--"

"The polls are going to swing around one hundred and eighty degrees. Guaranteed.” O'Haraglared
a hisaide.

"Trust meonthis, Teddy. I've never let you down before, have1? Votefor continued Mars
exploration or go out and find honest work."

Houston

With enormous reluctance, Debbie pulled the helmet off and removed the data gloves. Doug was il
inhisrig, totally absorbed. He might aswell be on Marsfor red, Debbie thought. Shakily, she got up
from the living-room sofaand went to Douggi€'s room. Her son was watching three-dimensiona
cartoons. "Comewith me, young man,” she said in her not to-be-argued-with voice. The boy madea
face, but turned off his 3-D set and marched into the living room with his mother. She helped him into the
glovesand helmet.

"Aw, Ma" hewhined, "do | hafta?'

"Yes" shewhispered to her son. "Inafew years, you would never forgive yoursdf if you didn't.”
And sheleft her son and her husband on Mars and went back to her computer to erase her letter of
resgnation. Theresalot of work to be done, shetold herself. The exploration of Marsisjust beginning.

Introduction to "Conspiracy Theory"

I've been involved in the exploration of space for two years longer than NASA. | became a space
enthusiast when | wasin junior high school and made my first vist to the Fels Planetarium, in Philaddphia
| got hooked on the grandeur and mystery of the vast starry universe. So much so that | began to reed
everything | could about exploring space. Thisgot meinto the fields of astronomy and astronautics. |
also found that there were fictiona stories about going to the Moon and Mars and other worldsin space.
That's how | discovered science fiction. When the United States announced that it would attempt to
place an atificiad satellitein orbit, | jJumped from newspaper reporting to the company that was building
the launching rocket. | became atechnical editor on Project Vanguard in 1956. Then came Sputnik, the
Space Race, and the creation of NASA in 1958. Most of the fiction I've written about space exploration
and development has been based as solidly as possible on the known facts. When | write about factories
on the Moon, asin the novels Moonrise and Moonwar, you can depend on the accuracy of the physical
acts When | wrote my novel Mars, | madeit asredistic as humanly possible. A couple of years ago,
however, while | was writing an essay about the history of our exploration of Mars, | was struck by a
wave of nostalgia. Back when | was sitting in the darkened dome of the Fels Planetarium, there were il
arguments raging about whether or not Mars actualy was crisscrossed with cands. Most professond
astronomers said no, but there were enough dissentersto allow dreamers (like me) to hope that perhaps
there truly were inteligent engineers on Mars, desperately struggling to bring water from the polar ice
capsto the desert cities of the planet. Well, the pitiless advance of knowledge squelched those dreams.
No canason Mars. Nocities. Nointdligent Martians. But as| sat thinking about my youthful dreams,
it occurred to me that the solar system was much more interesting back before NASA started exploring
it. Not only could weimagineintelligent, canal-building Martians, but there was the possibility that Venus
was a steaming Mesozoic jungle beneath its perpetua cover of clouds. Just for fun, | started tinkering
with astory in which my teenaged view of the solar system wasright, and NASA's datawas al wrong.
Again, the bareideawas not enough to make astory. | had to figure out why NASA and the scientific
establishment were feeding uswrong information. And who might be hurt by this conspiracy. Or helped.



CONSPIRACY THEORY

"I'm not exactly surewhy," said Roy Huggins. "When | asked for another eye checkup, they sent me
here"

"Toseeme," said Professor Schmidt, chuckling abit.

"Yesdr," Hugginsreplied. Hewastotdly serious; he did not even notice the professor'slittle pun.

A slencefdl over them. Theathleticaly dim Hug gins, sandy-haired and boyish-looking in his sweet
shirt and jeans, seemed quite honestly puzzled. Herb Schmidt, chairman of the astronomy department,
was a chunky, white-bearded Santa even down to the twinklein hisbaby blue eyes. A Santain adark
three-piece suit, Sitting behind a desk covered with thick reports and scattered memos heaped high like
snowdrifts.

The professor eased back in his creaking old swive chair and studied his student thoughtfully.

How many times had they met in this Suffy little office? Ever snce Huggins had taken hisfirg classin
astronomy, back when held been an undergraduate. Now the boy had turned into a man: ayouthful,
vigorous man with afineinteligent mind that had been sharply honed.

Was he enough of a man to accept the truth? And to keep the secret? The next few minutes would
decide.

"Why were you having your eyes checked?' the professor asked innocently.

Huggins had to clear histhroat before he could answer, "I seemto be... well, seeing things that aren't
there

"Ghogts?' asked the professor, smiling to show he did not meanit. "Elvis Predey, perhaps?’

The younger man shook hishead. "At thetelescope,” he said in alow, unhappy voice.

"Let meseenow." Schmidt made apretense of searching through the papers scattered across his
desk. "Your timeat thefacility ison ..." Helet the sentence hang.

"Mars," Hugginswhispered. "I've been observing Mars."

Schmidt had known that all long. He stopped leafing through the papers and leaned back in his
chair again, lacing hisfingerstogether over hisample belly.

"Mas, eh?'

"| see--" Huggins swalowed again, "--cands."

"Canals?' the professor echoed.

"Wdl--markings. I--I checked with some of the mapsthat Lowell drew--just asalark, you know."

"Percival Lowd|? Way back then?'

Huggins answer came out as atortured moan. "They match. My drawings match Lowel'samost
perfectly. A whole network of cands, dl acrossthe face of Mars."

"But the photos you've taken don't show any canas. I've seen your photographic work.”

"Therearen't any candson Mard" Hugginsblurted. ™Y ou know that! | know that! Weve sent
spacecraft probesto Mars, and they proved there are no canalsthere! Lowell was crazy!"

"Hewas-enthusagtic. That'sakinder word."

Huggins nodded unhappily and chewed on afingernal.

Schmidt heaved abig sigh. "I can see why you're upset. But it'snot so bad. So you'vegot a
problem with your eyesight. That doesn't matter so much nowadays, what with al the el ectronics--"

"Theré's nothing wrong with my eyes! | can see perfectly well. | had an eye test back home during
the Thanksgiving break and | checked out twenty twenty."

"Y et you see nonexigtent cands.”

Huggins brief flare of anger withered. "It'snot my eyes. | think maybeitsmy mind. MaybeI'm
having hdlucinations.”

The professor redlized the game had gone far enough. No sense tormenting the poor fellow any
further.

"There's nothing wrong with your mind, my boy. Just asthere is nothing wrong with your eyes.”

"But| seecanadsl OnMars!"

Stroking his snow-white beard, Schmidt replied, "I think it was Sherlock Holmes who pointed out



that when you have diminated al the possible answers then the impossible answer isthe correct one. Or
wasit Arthur Clarke?"

Mugginsblinked at him. "What do you mean?"

"Did you ever stop to think that perhapsthere redly are candson Mars?'

"Wha--what are you saying?'

"l am saying that Marsis crisscrossed by an elaborate system of cands built by the solar system's
finest engineersto bring precious water to the Martian cities and farmlands.”

Half-risng from his chair, Huggins pointed an accusing finger at his professor. "Y ou're humoring me.
Y ou think I'm crazy, and you're humoring me.”

"Not at dl, my boy. Sit down and relax. | am about to entrust you with agreat and wonderful
secret.”

Huggins plopped back into the chair, his eyes wide, his mouth half-open, the expression on hisface
somewhere between despair and expectation.

"Y ou understand that what | am about to tell you must be kept totally secret from everyone you
know. Not even that young woman you intend to marry may know it."

The young man nodded dumbly.

Schmidt leaned his heavy forearms on hislittered desk top. "In 1946," he began, "an experimental
spacecraft crash-landed in the Sonoran Desert of New Mexico. Contrary to the rumorsthat have arisen
every now and again, the crew was not killed, and their bodies have not been kept frozen in a secret
facility at some Air Force base."

"No...itcan'tbe..."

Smiling broadly, the professor said, "But it istrue.

We have been in contact with our Martian brethren for more than haf a century now--"

"W

"A very samdl, very ditegroup. A few university dons such asmysdf. Thetiniest handful of military
officers. Four industrid leaders, at present. The group changes dightly as people die, of course. Three
of our membersareliving on Mars at the present moment.”

"You'recrazy!"

"Am[?' Schmidt opened histop desk drawer and drew out adim folder. From it he pulled asingle
photograph and handed it wordlesdy to the goggle eyed Huggins.

Who saw three figures standing in adripping dank jungle. Only the onein the bush hat and
moustache was human. They were standing in front of the enormous dead carcass of something that
looked very much likeadinosaur. Each of them was holding arifle of some unearthly design.

"Do you recognize that man?"'

Huggins shook his head as he stared hard at the photograph. The man looked vagudy familiar.

"Howard Hughes, of course. Takenin 1957. On Venus."

"Venus?' Huggins voice was amouse's squesk.

"Venus," repeated the professor. "Underneath those cloudsit'saworld of Mesozoic jungles, dmost
from poleto pole.”

"But Venusisabarren desert! Runaway greenhouse!  Surface temperatures hot enough to melt
leed™

"That'sdl abit of asubterfuge, I'm afraid,” said Schmidt. "Just asour erasure of the Martian cana
network. A necessary deception.”

"What... why?'

Schmidt's expression grew serious. "When the first Martianslanded, back in '46, it quickly became
clear to those of us privileged to meet them that Mars was ahead of the Earth technologically--but not
very far ahead. A century, perhaps. Perhaps only afew decades.”

"How can that be?'

Ignoring his question, the professor went on, " They needed our help. Their own natural resources
were dwindling a an darming rate, despite their heroic efforts of engineering. And conservation, too, |
might add.”



"They cameto take over the Earth?"

"Nonsense! Pulp-magazinetwaddle! Their ethica beliefswould not allow them to step on abestle.
They cameto beg for our help.”

Mugginsfdt atiny stab of guilt a hisfear-filled gut reaction.

"It was obvious," Schmidt went on, "that the Martians were in desperate straits. It was even more
obviousto thetiny group who had been brought together to meet our visitors that the people of Earth
were not prepared to face the fact that their planetary neighbor was the home of a high and noble
cvilization."

"The emotiona shock would be too much for our people?' Huggins asked.

"No," said the professor, in asad and heavy voice. "Just the opposite. The shock would be too
much for the Martians. We humans are driven by fear and greed and lust, my boy. We would have
ground the Martiansinto the dust, just aswe did with the Native Americans and the Polynesians.”

Hugginslooked confused. "But you said the Martians were ahead of us."

"Technologically, yes. But by no morethan acentury. And ethicaly they are light-years ahead of us.
Most of us, that is. Itistheethica part that would have been their downfall.”

"l don't understand.”

"Can you imagine addicate, ethically bound Martian sanding in the way of ared-estate developer?
Or apackager of tourigt trips? The average human politician? Or evangdlist? To say nothing of most of
themilitary. They would have been off to nuke Marsin aflash!”

"Oh"

"Thefragile Martian civilization would have been pulverized. No, we had to keep their existence a
secret. It wasthe only decent thing to do. We had to cover up the truth, even to the point of faking data
from space probes and astronomical observatories."

"All thistime..."

"Weve had some close calls. The Nationa Enquirer and those other scandal sheets keep snooping
around. Every time aMartian tried to make contact with an ‘ordinary’ human being, astheir ethica code
ingsted they should, the affair was totally misunderstood. Sensationdized by thetabloidsand dl that.”

"What ordinary human beings?' Huggins asked.

"You see, the Martiansare not ditigs. Far fromit! From timeto timethey havetried to establish
contact with farmers and sheriff's deputies and people driving down country roads at night. Y ou know
the results. Scare headlines and ridiculous stories about abductions.”

"Thisisgetting weird."

But Schmidt was not listening. "We even had one writer ssumble onto the truth, back in the late
forties. Someone named Burberry or Bradbury or something likethat. We had to wipe hismemory."

"My god!"

"It wasn't entirdly effective. We've learned how to do it better since then.”

"Isthat what you're going to do to me? Wipe out my memory?'

Leaning back in his chair again, Schmidt resumed his beneficent Santaexpresson. "I don't think well
haveto. Werecruit only avery, very few young men and women. | have believed for sometimethat
you have what it takes to be one of us."

"What does that mean--being one of you?"

Positively beaming at his student, Schmidt answered, "It means helping the Martiansto use the
abundant resources of Venusto maintain their own civilization. 1t means helping the people of Earth to
gradudly grow inther ethical maturity until they can meet the Martians without destroying them.”

"That may take generations,” said Huggins.

"Centuries, morelikdly. It isone of the motivations behind our starting the environmental movement.
If we can only get the great masses of peopleto treat our own planet properly well be halfway to the
goal of treating other worlds properly. And other people.”

"And inthe meantime?'

Schmidt heaved agreat Sigh. "In the meantime we maintain the pretense that Marsis abarren desert,
Venusisagreenhouse oven, and there's nothing out there in space to be terribly interested in--unless



you're an egghead of ascientis.”
Huggins began to understand. "That's why the space program was stopped after the landings on the
Moon."

"Yes," the professor said. "A sad necessity. Weve had to work very hard to keep the uninformed
parts of the government--which ismost of them--from moving our space program into high gear.."

"Can--" Huggins hesitated, then seemed to straighten his spine and ask, "May | meet the Martians?'

"Of course! Of courseyou can, my boy. Their representative iswaiting to meet you now."

Schmidt pulled himsdlf up from his chair and came around the desk. "Right thisway." He gestured
toward the sde door of the office.

His heart hammering benegth hisribs, Huggins got up and followed his professor's burly form.

Schmidt grasped the doorknaob, then stopped and turned dightly back toward his student. "I must
warn you of two things," the professor said. "First, our Martian visitor obvioudy cannot run around the
campusin hisnativeform. So he has disguised himsdlf as ahuman. Even so, he hasto be very
circumspect about alowing himsdf to be seen.”

A tingle of doubt shivered in the back of Huggins mind. "Hell look human?*

"Completey. Of course, if you wish, hewill remove hishuman disguise. We want you to be
absolutely certain of what I'vetold you, after al.”

" e

With a satisfied nod, Schmidt turned the knob and pushed the door open.

Hugginswas asking, "What dse did you want towarn me..."

Before he could finish the sentence he saw the disguised Martian Sitting in the darkened little side
room. Huggins jaw fell.

"That's the other thing | meant to warn you about,” said Professor Schmidt. "The Martians dso have
arather odd sense of humor."

Hugginsjust stared. At ElvisPredey.

(With apologiesto Ray Bradbury.)

Introduction to
"The Great Moon Hoax"

This one you can blame on Norman Spinrad.

Norm isone of the best writersin the science-fiction field, and a man who combines deep intelligence
with adroll sense of humor.

In 1992 Norm invited me to contribute to an anthology he was putting together, Down in Hames. In
his own words, the basic idea of the anthology wasto "satirize, destroy, take the piss out of, overturn the
basic premises of ... your own universe.” In other words, Norm wanted a story that would be the
antithesis of my usud carefully researched, scientificaly accuratefiction.

Wédll, | have asense of humor, too. | immediately recalled "Conspiracy Theory" and decided to do
another story inthe samevein. Only this one would explain just about everything from UFOsto--well,
read it and see.

THE GREAT MOON HOAX
OR
A PRINCESS OF MARS

| leaned back in my desk chair and just plain stared at the triangular screen.
"What do you cal thisthing?' | asked the Martian.
"Itisaninterociter,” hesaid. Hewas haf inthetank, asusud.



"Lookslikeatdevison s&," | sad.

"Its principles are &kin to your televison, but you will notethat its pictureisin full color, and you can
scan events that were recorded in the past.”

"We should be watching the president’s speech,” said Professor Schmidit.

"Why? We know what he'sgoing to say. He'sgoing to tell Congress that he wantsto send aman to
the Moon before 1970."

The Martian shuddered. His name was a collection of hisses and sputters that came out to something
pretty closeto Jazzbow. Anyhow, that'swhat | caled him. Hedidn't seem to mind. Likeme, hewasa
basebd | fan.

Wewere dtting in my Culver City office, watching Ted Williams last bal game from last year. Now
there was abaseball player. Best damned hitter snce Ruth. And asindependent as Harry Truman.
Told therest of the world to go to hell whenever hefdt likeit. | admired him for that. | had missed
amost the whole season last year; the Martians had taken me on safari with them. They were dways
doing littlefavorslike that for me; thisinterociter device was just the latest one.

" dtill think we should be watching President Kennedy," Schmidt inssted.

"We can view it afterward, if you like," said Jazz bow, diplomaticaly. As| said, he had turned into
quite a baseba|l fan, and we both wanted to see the Splendid Splinter'sfina home run.

Jazzbow was atypica Martian. Some of the scientists still can't tell one from another, they look so
much dike, but | guessthat's because they're al cloned rather than concelved sexudly.

Marsis pretty damned dull that way, you know. Of course, most of the scientists aren't dl that smart
outsde of their own fields of specidization. Take Eingtein, for example. Terrificthinker. He believesif
we all scrapped our atomic bombs, the world would be at peace.

Yah. Sure.

Anyway, Jazzbow is about four-foot-nine with dark leathery skin, kind of like afootball that's been
left out in the suntoo long. The water from the tank made him look even darker, of course. Powerful
barrel chest, but otherwise ared spidery build, arms and legs like pipe ssems. Webbed feet, evolved for
walking onloose sand. Their hands have five fingers with opposable thumbs, just like ours, but the
fingers have so many little bones in them that they're as flexible as an octopus's tentacles.

Martianswould look redly scary, | guess, if it weren't for their goofy faces. They've got big
sorrowful limpid eyeswith long feminine eyelashes, like acamd; their noses are splayed from one cheek
to the other; and they've got these wide lipless mouths stretched into a permanent silly-looking grin, likea
dolphin. Noteeth at dl. They eat nothing but liquids. Got long tongues, like some insects, which might
be great for sex if they had any, but they don't, and, anyway, they usualy keep their tonguesrolled up
ingde agpecid pouchin their cheeks so they don't startle any of usearthlings. How they talk with their
tonguesrolled up isbeyond me.

Anyway, Jazzbow was hdf in thetank, as| said. He needed the water's buoyancy to make himself
comfortablein earthly gravity. Otherwise, hed have to wear his exoskeleton suit, and | couldn't see
putting him through that just so we could have aface to-face with Professor Schmidi.

The professor was fidgeting unhappily in hischair. Hedidn't give arat's ass about baseball, but at
least he could tell Jazzbow from the other Martians. | guessit's because he was one of the specia few
who'd known the Martians ever since they had first crash-landed in New Mexico back in '46.

Widl, Williams socked his home run and the Fen way Park fans stood up and cheered for what
seemed like an hour and he never did come out of the dugout to tip his cap for them. Good for him! |
thought. Hisown mantothevery end. That washislast timeon aball field asaplayer. | found | had
tearsin my eyes.

"Now can we seethe president?' Schmidt asked, exasperated. Normally he looked like ayoung
Santa Claus, round and red-cheeked, with apae blond beard. He usudly was a pretty jolly guy, but just
now hisrespongbilities were starting to get the better of him.

Jazzbow snaked onelong, limber arm out of the water and fiddled with the controls beneath the
inverted triangle of the interociter's screen. JFK came on the screen in full color, inthe middle of his
speech to the joint session of Congress:



"I believe that this nation should commit itself to achieving the god, before this decade is out, of
landing aman on the Moon and returning him safely to the Earth. | believe we should go to the Moon."

Jazzbow sank down in hiswater tank until only hisbig eyes showed, and he started noisily blowing
bubbles, hisway of showing that he was upst.

Schmidt turned to me. "Y ou're going to haveto talk him out of it," he said flatly.

| had not voted for John Kennedy. | had ingtructed al of my employeesto vote againgt him, although
| imagine some of them disobeyed me out of some twisted sense of independence. Now that hewas
president, though, | felt sorry for thekid. Eisenhower had let things dide pretty badly. The Commies
wereinfiltrating the Middle East and of coursethey had put up thefirgt artificia satellite and just acouple
weeks ago had put the first man into space: Y uri something-or-other. Meanwhile young Jack Kennedy
had let that wacky plan for the reconquest of Cubago through. | had told the CIA guysthat they'd need
strong air cover, but they went right ahead and hit the Bay of Pigs without even a Piper Cub over them.
Fasco.

So the new president was trying to get everybody's mind off dl this crap by shooting for the Moon.
Which would absolutely destroy everything we'd worked so hard to achieve since that first desperate
Martian flight here somefifteen yearsearlier.

| knew that somebody had to talk the president out of thisMoon business. And of al the handful of
people who were in on the Martian secret, | guessthat the only one who could really ded with the White
House on an eye-to-eye level was me.

"Okay," | saidto Schmidt. "But he's going to have to come out here. I'm not going to Washington.”

It wasn't that easy. The president of the United States doesn't come trai psing across the country to
See an industrial magnate, no matter how many services the magnate has performed for his country. And
my biggest service, of course, he didn't know anything abott.

To make mattersworse, while my people weretalking to his people, | found out that the girl | was
grooming for stardom turned out to be a snoop from the goddamned Interna Revenue Service. | had
had my share of run-inswith the Feds, but using abeautiful sarlet like Jean was alow blow even for
them. A redl crotch shot.

It was Jazzbow who found her out, of course.

Jean and | had been getting dong very nicely indeed. Shewastdl and dark-haired and redly lovdly,
with asweset disposition and the kind of wide-eyed innocence that makes life worthwhile for anasty old
SOB. likeme. And sheloved it, couldn't get enough of whatever | wanted to give her. One of my
hobbies was making movies; it was agrest way to meet girls. Believeit or not, I'mredlly very shy. I'm
more a home donein aplane at twenty thousand feet than at some Hollywood cocktail party. But if you
own astudio, the girls come nocking.

Okay, so Jean and | are getting along swell. Except that during the period when my staff was
dickering with the White House staff, one morning | wake up and she's sitting a the writing desk in my
bedroom, going through my drawers. The desk drawers, that is.

| cracked one eye open. There sheis, naked as a Greek goddess and just as gorgeous, rummaging
through the papersin my drawers. There's nothing in there, of course. | keep al my business papersina
germ tight fireproof safe back at the office. But she had found something that fascinated her. Shewas
holding it in front of her, where| couldn't see what wasin her hand, her head bent over it for what
seemed like ten minutes, her dark hair cascading to her bare shoulderslike ariver of polished onyx.

Then she glanced up at the mirror and spotted me watching her.

"Do you aways search your boyfriends desks?' | asked. | was pretty pissed off, you know.

"What isthis?' Sheturned and | saw she was holding one of my safari photos between her forefinger
and thumb, like she didn't want to get fingerprintsonit.

Damn! | thought. | shouldve stashed those away with my stag movies.

Jean got up and waked over to the bed. Nice as pie she sat on the edge and stuck the photo in front
of my bleary eyes.

"What isthis?' sheasked again.

It was a photo of a Martian named Crunchy, the physicist George Gamow, James Dean, and mein



the dripping dark jungle in front of a brontosaur us | had shot. The Venusian version of abrontosaur us
that is. It looked like asmal mountain of mottled legther. | was holding the stun rifle Crunchy had lent
me for the safari.

| thought fast. "Oh, this. It'sadtill from asci-fi filmwe Sarted afew yearsago. Never finished it,
though. The specid effects cost too much.”

"That's James Dean, isn't it?'

| peered at the photo asif | wastrying to remember something that wasn't terribly important. ™Y eah,
| think so. The kid wanted more money than | wanted to spend on the project. That'swhat killed it."

"He's been dead for five or Six years.”

"Hasit beenthat long?' James Dean was dive and having the time of life working with the Martians
onVenus. He had left hisacting career and hislife on Earth far behind him to do better work than the
president's Peace Corps could even dream about.

"l didn't know he did apicture for you' she said, her voice dreamy, etheredl. Like every other
woman her age she had acrush on James Dean. That'swhat drove the poor kid to Venus.

"Hedidn't," | snapped. "We couldn't agree on terms. Come on back to bed.”

Shedid, but in the middle of it my damned private phonerang. Only five people on earth knew that
number, and one of them wasn't human.

| groped for the phone. "This better be important,” | said.

"Thefemaeyou arewith," said Jazzbow's hissng voice, "isagovernment agent.”

Oh yeah, the Martians are long-di stance tel epaths too.

So | took Jean for adrive out to the desert in my Bentley convertible. She loved the scenery, thought
it wasromantic. Or so shesaid. Me, | looked at that miserable dry Mohave scrubland and thought of
what it could become: blossoming farms, spacious tracts of housing where people cooped up in the cities
could raisetheir kids, glamorous shopping mals. But about dl it was good for now was an Air Force
base where guyslike Chuck Y eager and Scott Crossfield flew the X-planes and the Martians landed
their saucers every now and then. After dark, of course.

"Just look at that sunset,” Jean said, dmost breathless with excitement, maybe redl, maybe
pretended. She was an actress, after all.

| had to admit the sunset was pretty. Red and purple glowing brighter than Technicolor.

"Wherearewegoing?' shekept on asking, alittle more nervous each time.

"Itsasurprise” | had to keep on going until it was good and dark. We had enough UFO sightings
asit was, no sense taking a chance on somebody getting arealy good look. Or even worse, a
photograph. The stars came out, big and bright and looking close enough to touch. | kept looking for
onein particular to detach itsdf from the sky and land on the road beside us. Al that stuff about saucers
shining green rays on cars or planes and sucking them up insde themsalvesis sheer hooey. The Martians
don't have anything likethat. Wishthey did.

Pretty soon | saw it.

"Look!" saysJean. "A fdling star!"

| didn't say anything, but acouple of minutes later the headlights picked up the saucer sitting there by
the sde of theroad, till glowing alittle from the heet of its reentry from orbit.

"Don' tel meyou've driven me dl the way out here to see another movie s&t," Jean said, sounding
disgppointed. "Thisisn't your big surprise, isit?'

"Not quite,” | said, pulling up beside the saucer's spindly little ladder.

She was pretty pissed off. Even when two of the Martians came dithering down the ladder she il
thought it was some kind of amovie stunt. They had to move pretty dow and awkwardly because of the
gravity; made methink of the monster movieswe made. Jean was definitely not impressed.

"Honestly, Howard, | don't see why--"

Then one of the Martians put its snake-fingered hands on her and she gave ayedlp and did what any
well-trained movie sarlet would do. Shefainted.

Jazzbow wasn't in the ship, of course. The Martianswouldn't risk alanding in Culver City to pick
him up, not even at night. Nobody but Professor Schmidt and | knew he wasin my office suite there.



And the other Martians, of course.

So | got Jazzbow on the ship'sinterociter while hisfelow Martians draped the unconscious Jean on
one of their couches. Her skirt rucked up nicely, showing off her legsto good advantage.

"They're not going to hurt her any, arethey?' | asked Jazzbow.

"Of coursenat," hisimage answered from the inverted triangular screen. "1 thought you knew us
better than that.”

"Yeah, | know. You cant hurt afly. But ill, she'sjust akid ..."

"They're merely probing her mind to see how much she actudly knows. It will only take afew
minutes”

| won't go into dl the details. The Martians are extremely senditive about their dealings with other
living crestures. Not hurt afly?Hell, they'd make the Dada Lamalook like abloodthirsty maniac.

Very gently, like amother caressing her deeping baby, three of them touched her face and forehead
with those tentacle-like fingers. Probing her mind. Some writer got wind of the technique second- or
thirdhand and used it on televison afew yearslater. Cdled it aVVelcro mind-melt or something like that.

"We havefor you," the ship's science officer told me, "good news and bad news."

His name sounded kind of like Snitch. Properly spesking, every Martianisan "it," nota"him" or a
"her." But | dwaysthought of them asmales.

"The good news," Snitch said to me, "isthat thisfemae knew nothing of our existence. She hadn't
the faintest suspicion that Martiansexist or that you are deding with them.”

"Well, she does now," | grumbled.

"The bad news," he went on, with that silly grin spread across his puss, "isthat sheisacting asan
undercover agent for your Internal Revenue Service --while she's between acting jobs.” Aw hell.

| talked it over with Jazzbow. Then hetalked in Martian with Snitch. Then dl three of ustalked
together. We had evolved a Standard Operating Procedure for situations like this, when somebody
stumbled onto our secret. | didn't much like the idea of using it on Jean, but there wasn't much else we
could do.

So, reluctantly, | agreed. "Just be damned careful with her,” | ingsted. "She's not some hick cop
who's been startled out of his snooze by one of your cockamamie mafunctioning saucers.”

Their saucerswere actudly pretty reliable, but every oncein awhile the amaospheric turbulence at
low atitude would get them into trouble. Most of the sightings happened when the damned things
wobbled too close to the ground.

Jazzbow and Snitch promised they'd be extra specia careful.

Very gently, the Martians selectively erased Jean's memory so that al she remembered the next
morning, when she woke up ahaf amile from aM ohave gas gation, was that she had been abducted by
diensfrom another world and taken aboard aflying saucer.

The authoritieswanted to put her in anuthouse, of course. But | sent asquad of lawyersto spring
her, since she was under contract to my movie studio. The studio assumed responsibility for her, and my
lawyers assured the authorities that she was about to star in amajor motion picture. Theyokelsfigured it
had al been a publicity stunt and turned her loose. | actudly did put her into acouple of starring roles,
which ended her career with the IRS, dthough | figured that not even the Feds would have had anything
to do with Jean after the tabloids headlined her story about being abducted by flying saucer diens. | took
good care of her, though. | even married her, eventudly. That'swhat comes from hanging around with
Martians.

See, the Martians have avery high ethica standard of conduct. They cannot willingly hurt anybody
or anything. Wouldn't step on an ant. It'sled to some pretty near scrapesfor us, though. Every now and
then somebody stumbles onto them and the whole secret's in jeopardy. They could wipe the person's
brain clean, but that would turn the poor sucker into azombie. So they selectively erase only the smallest
possible part of the sucker's memory.

And they aways leave the memory of being taken into aflying saucer. They tell methey haveto.
That's part of their mora code, too. They're constantly testing us--the whole human race, that is-to seeif
we're ready to receive dien vigtors from another world. And to date, the human race asawhole has



consstently flunked every test.

Sure, ahandful of very specia people know about them. 1'm pretty damned proud to be among that
handful, let metell you. But therest of the human race, the man in the street, the news reporters and
preachers and even the average university professor --they either ridicule the very ideathat there could
be any kind of lifeat dl on another world or they get scared to death of the possibility. Takealook at
the movieswe make!

"Y our people are sadly xenophobic," Jazzbow told me more than once, hisbig liquid eyeslooking
melancholy despite that dumbbell clown's grin splitting hisface.

| remembered Orson Welles broadcast of The War of the Worlds back in'38. People got
hysterical when they thought Martians had landed in New Jersey, dthough why anybody would want to
invade New Jersey isbeyond me. Herel had red Martians zipping al over the place, and they were
gentle as butterflies. But no one would believe that; the average guy would blast away with his
twelve-gauge first and ask where they came from afterward.

So | had to convince the president that if he sent astronauts to the moon, it would have catastrophic
results.

Wel, my people and Kennedy's people finally got the details ironed out and we agreed to meet at
Edwards Air Force Base, out in the Mohave. Totaly secret meeting. JFK wasgiving aspeechin LA
that evening a the Beverly Wilshire. | sent acompany helicopter to pick him up there and fly him over to
Edwards. Just him and two of hisaides. Not even his Secret Service bodyguards; he didn't care much
for having those guyslurking around him, anyway. Cut down on hislovelifetoo much.

We met in Hangar Nine, the place where thefirst Martian crew was stashed back in '46, pretty
battered from their crash landing. That'swhen | first found out about them. | was asked by Professor
Schmidt, who looked like avery agitated young Santa Claus back then, to truck in as many refrigeration
units as my company could lay its hands on. Schmidt wanted to keep the Martians comfortable, and
sincetheir planet is so cold, he figured they needed mucho refrigeration. That was before he found out
that the Martians spend about haf their energy budget at homejust trying to stay reasonably warm. They
loved Southern Cdifornial Especidly the swimming pools.

Anyway, there | am waiting for the president in good old Hangar Nine, which had been so Top
Secret since '46 that not even the base commander's been dlowed insgde. We'd partitioned it and
decked it out with nice furniture and al the modern conveniences. | noticed that Jazzbow had recently
had an interociter ingtdled. Insidethe main living areawe had put up abig water tank for Jazzbow and
hisfelow Martians, of course. The place kind of resembled amovie set: nice modern furnishings, but if
you looked past the ten-foot-high partitions that served as walls you saw the bare meta support beams
crisscrossing up in the shadows of the celling.

Jazzbow camein from Culver City in the samelimo that brought Professor Schmidt. Assoonashe
got into the hangar he unhooked his exoskel eton and dived into the water tank. Schmidt started pacing
nervoudy back and forth on the Persian carpeting | had put in. He wasreally wound up tight: letting the
president in on this secret was an enormous risk. Not for us, so much asfor the Martians.

It wasjust about midnight when we heard the throbbing-motor sound of a helicopter in the distance.
| walked out into the open and saw the stars glittering like diamonds al acrossthe desert sky. How
many of them are inhabited? | wondered. How many critters out there are looking at our Sun and
wondering if therésany intdligent life there?

Isthere any intdligent life in the White House? That was the big question, far as | was concerned.

Jack Kennedy looked tired. No, worse than that, he looked troubled. Beaten down. Like aman
who had the weight of the world on his shoulders. Which hedid. Elected by a paper-thin mgority, he
was having hell's own time getting Congressto vote for hisprograms. Tax relief, increased defense
spending, civil rights--they were dl dead in the water, stymied by a Congress that wouldn't do spit for
him. And now | was going to pile another ton and ahalf on top of al that.

"Mr. Presdent,” | said as hewalked through the chilly desert night from the helicopter toward the
hangar door. | sort of stood at attention: for the office, not the man, you understand. Remember, | voted
for Nixon.



He nodded at me and made aweary smile and stuck out his hand the way every politician does. | let
him shake my hand, making amental note to excuse myself and go to the washroom as soon as decently
possible.

Aswe had agreed, heleft histwo aides at the hangar door and accompanied meinside al by himself.
Hekind of shuddered.

"It'scold out there, isn't it?" hesad.

He was wearing a summer-weight suit. | had an old windbreaker over my shirt and dacks.

"Weve got the hest goinginsde,”" | said, gesturing him through the door in thefirst partition. | led him
into theliving areaand to the big carpeted centra room where the water tank was. Schmidt followed
behind us so close | could dmost fed his breath on my neck. 1t gave methat crawly fegling | get when |
redlize how many millions of germsarefloating through the air dl thetime.

"Odd place for aswimming tank," the president said as soon as we entered the central room.

"It'snot asodd asyou think," | said. Jazzbow had ducked low, out of sight for the time being.

My people had arranged two big sofas and a scattering of comfortable armchairs around a coffee
table on which they had set up afair-sized bar. Bottles of every description, even champagneinitsown
ice bucket.

"What'll you have?' | asked. We had decided that, with just the three of us humans present, | would
be the bartender.

Both the president and Schmidt asked for scotch. | made the drinks big, knowing they would both
need them.

"Now what'sthisal about?' Kennedy asked after hisfirst Sp of the booze. "Why al this secrecy
and urgency?'

| turned to Schmidt, but he seemed to be petrified. So absolutely frozen that he couldn't even open
his mouth or pick up hisdrink. Hejust stared at the president, overwhelmed by the enormity of what we
had to do.

So | sad, "Mr. Presdent, you have to stop this Moon program.”

He blinked hisbaggy eyes. Then hegrinned. "Do 1?7

"Yesgr."

"Why?'

"Becauseit will hurt the Martians.”

"The Martians, you said?'

"That'sright. The Martians" | repested.

Kennedy took another sip of scotch, then put his glass down on the coffeetable. "Mr. Hughes, |
had heard that you'd gone off the degp end, that you've become a recluse and something of amental

Schmidt snapped out of hisfunk. "Mr. President, he'stelling you the truth. There are Martians.”

Kennedy gave him a"who are you trying to kid" look. "Professor Schmidit, | know you're a highly
respected astronomer, but if you expect meto believe there are living creatures on Mars you're going to
have to show me some evidence.”

On that cue, Jazzbow came dithering out of the water tank. The president's eyes goggled asold
Jazzie made his painful way, dripping on the rug, to one of the armchairs and haf collgpsed intoit.

"Mr. President,” | said, "may | introduce Jazzbow of Mars. Jazzbow, President Kennedy."

The president just kept on staring. Jazzbow extended his right hand, that perpetua clown'sgrin
smeared across hisface. With hisjaw hanging open, Kennedy took it in hishand. And flinched.

"l assureyou,” Jazzbow said, not letting go of the presdent'shand, "that | am truly from Mars.”

Kennedy nodded. Hebelieved it. He had to. Martians can make you see the truth of things. Goes
with their telepathic abilities, | guess.

Schmidt explained the Stuation. How the Martians had built their canals once they redlized that their
world was dying. How they tried to bring water from the polar ice capsto their citiesand farmlands. It
worked, for afew centuries, but eventualy even that wasn't enough to save the Martians from dow but
certain extinction.



They were great engineers, great thinkers. Their technology was roughly a century or so ahead of
ours. They had invented the dectric lightbulb, for example, during the time of our French and Indian
War.

By thetimethey redlized that Mars was going to dry up and wither away despite dl their efforts, they
had developed a rudimentary form of spaceflight. Desperate, they thought that maybe they could bring
natural resources from other worldsin the solar system to revive their dying planet. They knew that
Venuswas, beneeth its clouds, ateeming Mesozoic jungle. Plenty of water there, if they could cart it
back to Mars.

They couldn't. Their first attempts at spaceflight ended in disasters. Of thefirdt five saucersthey sent
toward Venus, three of them blew up on takeoff, one veered off course and was never heard from again,
and thefifth crash-landed in New Mexico--which isahdluvalong way from Venus.

Fortunately, their saucer crash-landed near asmal astronomica station in the desert. A young
graduate student--who eventualy became Professor Schmidt--was the first to find them. The Martians
insde the saucer were pretty banged up, but three of them were dtill dive. Even morefortunately, we
had something that the Martians desperately needed: the raw materials and manufacturing capabilitiesto
mass-produce flying saucersfor them. That'swherel had comein, asatycoon of the aviation industry.

President Kennedy found hisvoice. "Do you mean to tell me that the existence of Martians--living,
breathing, intelligent Martians—has been kept a secret snce 1946? More than fifteen years?'

"It's been touch-and-go on several occasions,” said Schmidt. "But, yes, we've managed to keep the
secret pretty well.”

"Pretty well?" Kennedy seemed disturbed, agitated. "The Centrd Intelligence Agency doesn't know
anything about this, for Christ's sakel” Then he caught himsdlf, and added, "Or, if they do, they haven't
told me about it."

"We havetried very hard to keep thisa secret from dl the politicians of every stripe,” Schmidt said.

"l can see not telling Eisenhower,” said the president. " Probably wouldve given ke afatd heart
atack." Hegrinned. "1 wonder what Harry Truman would've done with the information.”

"We were tempted to tell President Truman, but--"

"That'sdl water over thedam,” | said, trying to get them back onto the subject. "Were hereto get
you to cdl off thisProject Apollo business.”

"But why?" asked the president. "We could use Martian spacecraft and plant the American flag on
the Moon tomorrow morning!"

"No," whispered Jazzbow. Schmidt and | knew that when aMartian whispers, it'sasign that he's
scared shitless.

"Why not?' Kennedy snapped.

"Because you'l desiroy the Martians," said Schmidt, with red ironin hisvoice.

"l don't understand.”

Jazzbow turned those big luminous eyes on the president. "May | explainittoyou ... the Martian
way?'
I'll say thisfor Jack Kennedy. Theboy had guts. It was obvious that the basic human xenophobia
was strong insde him. When Jazzbow had first touched his hand Kennedy had almost jumped out of his
skin. But he met the Martian's gaze and, not knowing what would come next, solemnly nodded his
acceptance.

Jazzbow reached out his snaky arm toward Kennedy's face. | saw beads of swest break out on the
president's brow, but he sat till and let the Martian's tentacle-like fingers touch hisforehead and temple.

It waslike jumping acar battery. Thoughts flowed from Jazzbow's brain into Kennedy's. | knew
what those thoughts were.

It had to do with the Martians mora sense. The average Martian has an ethica quotient about equa
to St. Francisof Assis. That'sthe average Martian. While they're only acentury or so ahead of us
technologicaly, they're light-years ahead of usmorally, socidly, ethicaly. There hasn't been awar on
Marsin more than athousand years. There hasn't even been a case of petty theft in centuries. You can
walk the avenues of their beautiful, gleaming cities at any time of the day or night in complete safety. And



sincetheir planet is so desperately near absolute depletion, they just about worship the smallest blade of
grass.

If our brawling, battling human nations discovered the fragile, gentle Martian culture, there would be a
catastrophe. The Martians would be swarmed under, shattered, dissolved by atide of paliticians,
indugtrididts, real-estate devel opers, evangdists wanting to save their souls, drifters, grifters, con men,
thieves petty and grand. To say nothing of military officers driven by xenophobia. It would makethe
Spanish Conquest of the Americas |ook like aBoy Scout Jamboree.

| could see from the look in Kennedy's eyes that he was getting the message. "We would destroy
your culture?' he asked.

Jazzbow had learned the human way of nodding. "Y ou would not merely destroy our culture, Mr.
Presdent. Youwouldkill us. Wewould dig, dl of us, very quickly."

"But you have the superior technology ..."

"We could never useit againgt you," said Jazz bow. "Wewould lie down and die rather than
deliberately take the life of a paramecium.”

"Oh"

Schmidt spoke up. "So you see, Mr. President, why this Moon project has got to be called off.
We can't dlow the human race en masse to learn of the Martians existence.”

"l understand,” he murmured.

Schmidt breaethed out aheavy sigh of relief. Too soon.

"But | can't stop the Apollo project.”

"Can't?" Schmidt gasped.

"Why not?" | asked.

Looking utterly miserable, Kennedy told us, "It would mean the end of my administration. For all
practica purposes, at least.”

"l don't see--"

"I haven't been able to get athing through Congress except the Moon project. They're stiffing me on
everything se: my economics package, my defense buildup, civil rights, welfare--everything except the
Moon program has been stopped dead in Congress. If | give up onthe Moon | might aswell resign the
presidency.”

"Y ou are not happy in your work' said Jazzbow.

"No, I'm not," Kennedy admitted, in alow voice. "I never wanted to go into palitics. 1t was my
father'sidea. Especialy after my older brother got killed in the war.”

A disma, gloomy slence descended on us.

"It'sdl been asham,” the presdent muttered. "My marriage isamess, my presidency isafarce, I'm
in love with awoman who's married to another man--I wish | could just disappear from the face of the
eath.”

Which, of course, is exactly what we arranged for him.

It wastricky, believe me. We had to get his blond inamoratato disappear, which wasn't easy, since
shewas in the public eye just about as much asthe president. Then we had to fake hisown
assassination, so we could get him safely out of theway. At first he was pretty reluctant about it al, but
then the Berlin Wall went up and the mediablamed him for it and he agreed that he wanted
out--permanently. Wewere dl set to pull it off but the Cuban Missile Crigs hit the fan and we had to put
everything on hold for more than amonth. By the time we had calmed that mess down he was more than
ready to leavethisearth. So we arranged the thing for Dallas.

Wedidn't daretell Lyndon Johnson about the Martians, of course. He would've wanted to go to
Mars and annex the whole damned planet. To Texas, most likely. And we didn't haveto tel Nixon; he
was happy to kill the Apollo program--after taking as much credit for the first lunar landing asthe media
would givehim.

The toughest part was hoodwinking the astronomers and planetary scientists and the engineers who
built spacecraft probes of the planets. It took al of Schmidt'singenuity and the Martians technica skills
to get the various Mariner and Pioneer probesjiggered so that they would show a barren dry Venus



devadtated by arunaway greenhouse effect instead of the lush Mesozoic jungle thet redlly exists beneath
those clouds. | had to pull every string | knew, behind the scenes, to get the geniuses at JPL to send thelr
two Viking landersto the Martian equivaents of Desth Valey and the Atacama Desert in Chile. They
missed the cities and the canals completely.

Schmidt used hisinternational connections, too. | didn't much like working with Commies, but I've
got to admit the two Russian scientists | met were okay guys.

And it worked. Sightings of the canals on Mars went down to zero once our faked Mariner 6
pictures were published. Astronomy students|ooking at Marsfor the first time through atelescope
thought they werevictims of eyestrain! They knew there were no canalsthere, so they didn't dare claim
they saw any.

So that's how we got to the Moon and then stopped going. We set up the Apollo program so that a
small number of Americans could plant the flag and their footprints on the M oon and then forget about it.
The Martians studioudly avoided the whole area during the four years that we were sending missons up
there. It dl worked out very well, if | say so mysdif.

| worked harder than | ever had beforein my life to get the mediato downplay the space program,
make it adull, no-news affair. The man in the street, the average xenophobic Joe Six-Pack forgot about
the glories of space exploration soon enough. It tore a my gutsto do it, but that's what had to be done.

So now we're using the resources of the planet Venusto replenish Mars. Schmidt has atiny group of
astronomers who've been hiding the facts of the solar system from the rest of the profession since the late
forties. With the Martians help they're continuing to fake the pictures and data sent from NASA's space
probes.

Therest of the world thinksthat Marsis abarren lifeless desert and Venusis abone-dry hothouse
beneeth its perpetua cloud cover and space in generd is pretty much of abore. Meanwhile, with the
help of Jazzbow and afew other Martians, we've started an environmental movement on Earth. Maybe
if we can get human beingsto seetheir own planet asaliving entity, to think of the other animals and
plants on our own planet asfellow resdents of this Spaceship Earth rather than resourcesto be killed or
exploited --maybe then we can start to reduce the basic xenophobiain the human psyche.

| won't live long enough to see the human race embrace the Martians as brothers. 1t will take
generations, centuries, before we grow to their level of morality. But maybe we're on theright track
now. | hope so.

| keep thinking of what Jack Kennedy said when he finally agreed to rig Project Apollo theway we
did, and to arrange his own and his girlfriend's demises.

"Itisafar, far better thing | do, than | have ever done,” he quoted.

Thinking of him and Marilyn shacked up in ahoneymoon suite on Mars, | redized that the remainder
of the quote would have been totdly inappropriate: "it isafar, far better rest that | go to, than | have ever
known."

But what the hell, who am | to talk? I'vefdleninlovefor thefirst time. Yeah, | know. I'vebeen
married severd times, but thistimeit'sred and I'm going to spend the rest of my life on atropica idand
with her, just the two of usaone, far from the madding crowd.

Well, maybe not the whole rest of my life. The Martians know alot more about medicine than we
do. Maybewell leave this Pacific idand where the Martians found her and go off to Marsand live a
couple of centuriesor so. | think Ameliawould like that.

Introduction to
"Life AsWeKnow It"

Now we get serious again.
The scientific effort to determine if life exists el sewhere in the universe has been ridiculed by
politicians, pundits, and even some scientists. When NASA established a department dedicated to the



search for extraterrestrid life, for example, Harvard biologist George Gaylord Simpson quipped that it
wasthefirg timein the history of science that an organization had been put together to study a subject
before evidence of its subject matter had been found.

Paliticians have turned SETI (the search for extraterrestrid intelligence) into awell-publicized
whipping boy. However small the funds allocated for SETI, some representative or senator loudly
proclamsthat it's avast waste of money and gets Congressto cancel the appropriation. Itisonly
through the private efforts of activist groups such asthe Planetary Society that astronomers have been
able to continue the search.

No extraterrestrid life has yet been found, although in 1996 NASA scientists reported that
microscopic structuresindde ameteorite that originated on Mars may be the fosslized remains of
3.5-hillion-year-old Martian bacteria

Radio telescopes have not detected any intelligent signa's, athough they have barely begun to scratch
the surface of the problem. There are billions of stars and thousands of millions of wavelengthsto be
examined.

Our spacecraft have landed on the Moon, Mars, and Venus, others have flown past dl the planets of
our solar system except distant most Pluto. The Moon is, aswe expected, airless, waterless and lifeless.
Marsisafrigid desert, although there is some hope that life may have arisen there, only to be
extinguished by the planet'sincreasing aridity. Venusisan utterly barren oven, with surface temperatures
hot enough to melt duminum and a heavy choking atmosphere of carbon dioxide.

Jupiter, largest of the solar system's planets, might have the chemicd ingredientsfor life swirlinginits
multicolored clouds. If | were abetting man, 1'd put my money on Jupiter asthe most likely placeto find
someform of extraterrestrid life. Not intelligent life, most likdly. But you never know.

Sadly, this story contains aglaring anachronism. Carl Sagan died in late 1996, more than two years
after this story was written, and athousand yearstoo soon. Heisaliving character in the story, just as
his dedication and drive are dill living influencesin the continuing search for extraterrestrid life.

LIFEASWEKNOW IT

They weredl there, al the Grand Old Men of thefield: McKay, Kliest, Taranto--even Sagan, little
more than an ancient withered husk in hiseectric whedchair. But thefire still burned in his deep, dark
eyes.

All the egos and superegos who had given their lifetimes to the search for extraterrestrid life. Often
derided by the media, scorned by the politicians, even scoffed at by their fellow scientists, thiswas going
to betheir day. Oneway or the other.

Jupiter was going to revedl its secretsto them. Today. Life on another world at last. Make or
break.

| could fed thetension in the room, like just before athunderstorm, that eectrical smell intheair that
makesthe hair on your arms stand on end. Careers would be made today, or broken. Mineincluded.
That'swhy everyone was here, waiting impatiently, chattering nervoudy, staring at the display screens
that <till showed nothing but crackling streaks of random noise.

The mission control center was abig room, huge redlly, but now it was jammed with bodies, hot and
sweaty, buzzing with voicesin haf adozen languages. The project scientists, dl the top government
officids, inviteeslike Sagan, hangers-on who inveigled their way in, everybody who thought or hoped
they'd capture some of the glory of the moment, and more than a hundred news reporters and
photographers, al crammed into the mission control chamber, dl talking a once. Like atribe of gpes,
jabbering, gesticulating, posturing to hide their dreams and ambitions and fear.

They didn't want to missthe first images from beneath the cloud tops of Jupiter. Evenif itkilled
them, they had to be at mission control when the probe'sfirgt pictures camein.

Mogt of the reporters clustered around Sagan, of course, although quite afew hung near
LopezOyama, the center's director. Our boss.



Beautiful Allie stayed at Lopez-Oyamasside. Al lison Brandt, she of the golden hair and pendulous
breasts. | dreamed about Allie, saw her flawlessy naked, smiling a mewillingly. In my waking hours|
thought about her endlesdly, picturing mysdlf doing things with her that not even my dreams dared to
imegine

But she stayed beside the director, next to the power and the attention. | was merely an enginesr,
neither powerful nor glamorous. Still, | longed for Allie. Lusted after her. Even as she smiled for the
photographers | noticed how she had artfully un done an extra couple of buttons on the front of her
blouse.

"Imagery systems check," droned the voice of the mission controller. The huge room fell absolutely
dlent. | hed my breeth.

"Imagery sysemsfunctioning.”

Weadl let out asigh of relief. Meespecialy. Theimagery systemswere my responsibility. | built
them. If they failed, themission failed, | failed, Sx dozen careers would go down the tubes, sSix dozen
frustrated scientists would be seeking my blood.

Our probeinto Jupiter was unmanned, of course. No astronaut could survive the crushing pressures
and turbulent storms beneath the cloud deck of Jupiter. No one knew if our robotic probe was sturdy
enough to reach below the cloud tops and survive.

Over the years, the earlier probes had shown that beneath those gaudy colorful swirling cloudsthere
was an ocean ten timeslarger than the whole Earth. An ocean of water. Heavily laced with ammonia, to
be sure, but water nonetheless. There was only one other world in the solar system where liquid water
exiged--Earth. Weknew that liquid water meant life on Earth. Did it on Jupiter?

"Jupiter represents our best chance for finding extraterrestria life." Lopez-Oyamahad said those
words to the congressional committee that ruled on NASA's budget, when he went begging to them for
the money to fund our mission.

"Life?" asked one of the congressmen, looking startled, dmost afraid. "Like animals and trees and
such?'

| watched those hearingson TV; we dl did, Sitting on the edges of our chairsin the center's cafeteria
while the politicians decided if welived or died. | had picked a seat next to Allie, dthough she barely
acknowledged my presence beside her. She stared unwaveringly at the screen.

With atolerant little shake of his head, LopezOyamareplied, "It probably won't be life as we know it
here on Earth, sir. That would be too much to hope for."

"Thenwhat will it belike?"

"Wejust don't know. Weve never found life on another world before.” Then he added, "But if we
don't find life on Jupiter, then | doubt that life of any form exists anywhere esein the solar system.”

"Do you mean intdlligent life?" asked the committee chairwoman sharply.

Lopez-Oyamasamiled winningly at her. "No, maam," he said. "Intelligent life would be too much to
expect. I'll be happy if we find something like bacteria”

Now, asthe moment of truth approached, the scientists cramming mission control were busily
spinning theories about what the cameras would find in Jupiter's globa ocean. They couldn't wait for the
actud pictures, they had to show how clever they were to impress the reporters and each other. A
bunch of aphamae apes, preening and displaying their brainsinstead of their fangs. Competing for
primacy and the attention of the news reporters who were clustered around them, goggle-eyed, tape
recorders spinning. Even the women scientists were playing the one-upmanship game, in the name of
equdity.

To her credit, Allieremained quiet. Shewas as clever ascientist as any of them, but she refused to
involve hersdf in the primate competition. Shedidn't haveto. Her ranking in the hierarchy was as secure
ascould be.

None of them paid the dightest attention to me. | was only the engineer who had built the imaging
gystem. | wasn't ascientist, just the guy with dirt under his fingernails who made the machinery work. I'd
be ignored unless something went wrong.

Totdl thetruth, | paid damned little attention to them and their constant gabbling. My eyeswere



focused on long-legged Allie, by far the most desirable femae in the pack. How could | make her notice
me? How could | get her to smilein my direction instead of clinging so close to the boss? How could |
get to be an dphamalein her lustrous eyes?

"Datacoming through.”

From nearly athousand million kilometers away, my cameraswere functioning. Had dready
functioned, as amatter of fact, more than eight hours ago. It took that long for the telemetry signa to
travel from Jupiter to our antennas out in the desert.

Suddenly dl their jabbering stopped. Mission control fell absolutely silent. Thefirst images began to
raster acrossthe main display screens, line by line. Live, from beneath the endless cloud deck of Jupiter.

Each display screen showed imagery from adifferent waveength. We had blue, green, red, infrared,
and even radar imaging systems. Despite dl their theories, none of the scientists had been ableto tel me
which wavelengths would work best beneath Jupiter's cloud deck.

| had asked them how much sunlight filtered through the clouds. None of them could tell me. Which
wave engths of sunlight penetrated the clouds? None of them knew. | had to grope blindly and include
as broad a spectrum of instruments as possible.

Now | swivelled my gaze from one screen to the next. The blue system was pretty much of a
washout, nothing but ablur, as| had expected. The atmosphere must befilled with haze, a planet wide
fog of ammoniaand sulfur molecules.

"That looks like wave tops!"

Theinfrared image indeed looked asif it was plunging toward the surface of aturbulent ocean.
Radar showed more detail. Waves, crests and troughs racing madly across the screen. A rough sea
downthere. A very turbulent, storm-tossed ocean.

"Immersion in three minutes,” said mission control. The probe was going to hit those waves. It was
designed to sink Sowly to adepth of about a hundred kilometers, where it would--we hoped--attain a
neutral buoyancy and float indefinitely.

Of course, if we saw something interesting at a shdlower depth, the probe could gect some of its
ballast on command and rise accordingly. The trouble was that it took more than eight hours for any of
our commands to reach the probe. We had to pray that whatever we found wouldn't go away in the
course of eight hours--amost afull revolution of the planet, awhole Jovian day.

| summoned up al my courage and sidled closer to Allie, squeezing dowly through the crush of
bodies. They weredl staring at the screens, ignoring me, watching the ocean waves and the streams of
low level clouds streaking past. Storm clouds, swirling vicioudy.

| pushed between Allie and Lopez-Oyama. Not daring to try to say anything to her, | looked down
on the bosss balding pate, and haf whispered, "I didn't think we'd get much from the blue at thisleve.”

He was so short that he had to crane his neck to look at me. He said nothing, just nodded in his
inscrutable way.

Alliewasdmost my own height. We were nearly eyeto eye.

"Theinfrared isfabulous" shesaid. To mel

"Itisworking pretty well, isn't it?" Bemodest intriumph. All the books of advice | had studied told
me that women appreciated men who were successful, yet not boastful; strong but sensitive.

"It won't work aswell onceit's underwater, though, will it?" she asked.

| suppressed the urge to grab her and carry her off. Instead, | deliberately turned to ook at the
screensinstead of her cool hazel eyes.

"That's when the blue or blue-green should comeintoitsown,” | said, trying to keep my voice from
trembling.

"If the laser works," said Lopez-Oyama. 1t wasamost agrowl. He was distinctly unhappy that |
had stepped between him and Allie.

Mission control announced, "Impact in ten seconds.”

The whole crowd seemed to surge forward dightly, lean toward the screens, waiting.

"Impect!”

All the screenswent blank for aheart sopping instant. But before anyone could shout or groan or



even take a breath, they came on again. Radar was blank, of course, and the infrared was just asmudge.

But the blue and blue-green images were clear and beautiful.

"My god, it'slike scubadiving in Hawaii," Allie said.

That's how crigp and clear the pictureswere. We could see bubblesfrom our splash-in and light
filtering down from the ocean's surface. The water looked crystdl clear.

And empty. No fish, no fronds of vegetation, nothing that looked like life in that ammonia-laced
water, nothing at al to be seen.

"Not deep enough yet," grumbled LopezOyama. If we found nothing, his career wasfinished, we al
knew that. | caught aglimpse of the congressional committee chairwoman, up in the specid V.1.P
section behind plate-glass windows, staring hard at him.

For more than an hour we saw nothing but bubbles from the probe's descent. The faint light from the
surface dwindled, aswe had expected. At precisely the preprogrammed moment, the laser turned on
and began sweeping itsintense light through the water.

"That should aitract anything that can swim,” Allie said hopefully.

"Or repd anything that's accustomed to swimming in darkness,”" said one of the scientists, dmost with
asmirk.

The laser beam ballooned in the water, of course. | had expected that; counted on it, redly. It acted
asabright wide searchlight for me. | wanted to tell Alliewhy | had chosen that specific wavelength, how
proud | wasthat it wasworking just as| had planned it would.

But her attention was riveted to the screen, and Lopez-Oyama pushed to her side again, squeezing
me out from between them.

Lopez-Oyamawas perspiring. | could see drops of swest glistening on his bald spot.

"Deeper,” he muttered. "We've got to go deeper. The ocean isheated from below. Life-forms must
be down there"

| thought | heard adlightly desperate accent on the word "must.”

" Spectrographic data coming in," announced mission control.

All eyesturned to the screen that began to show the smears and bands of colors from the probe's
mass spectrometer. All eyesexcept mine. | kept my attention on the images from the laser-illuminated
sea. They were becoming cloudy, it seemed to me.

"Therésthe anmoniaband,” someone said.

"And carbon compounds, | think."

"My god, those are organics”

"Qrganic compoundsin thewater!"

"Life"

"Don't jump to conclusons,”" LopezOyamawarned. But hisvoice was shaking with excitement. Allie
actudly clutched at my shoulder. "Can your cameras see anything?'

The water was cloudy, murky, even where the laser beam swept through; it looked like athin fog,
glistening but obscuring.

"The ocean'sfilled with organic chemicas at thislevel," one of the scientists said.

"Particles," corrected another scientist.

"Food," somebody quipped.

"For who?'

"Deeper,” Sagan sad, hisvoice surprisngly strong. "The organic particles are drifting downward. If
therés anything in that ocean that eatsthem, it's down at adeeper level.”

The probe was designed to attain neutral buoyancy at adepth of a hundred kilometers. We were
gpproaching that depth now. 1t might not be enough.

"How deep can we push it?' Lopez-Oyama asked no onein particular.

Immediately adozen opinions sprang out of the eager, excited, sweety chattering apes. Earlier
probes had been crushed like soda cans by the immense pressure of the Jovian ocean. But | knew that
the probe'slimits were not only structural, but communications-based. The probe could not hold more
than ahundred kilometers of the hair-thin optical fiber that carried its comm signasto the surface of the



ocean. So evenif it could survive lower depths, we would lose touch withiit.

"What'sthat?'

In the hazy light, adark shape drifted by, too distant to make out any detall.

"Follow it!" Lopez-Oyama snapped.

Then hisface reddened. It would take more than eight hoursfor his order to reach the probe. Inhis
excitement he had forgotten. Allieturned to me. "Arethe close-up cameras working?”'

They were. | gestured toward the screensthat showed their imagery. The dark hulk, whatever it
was, had not come within the narrow focus of either of the close-view cameras. Both screens showed
nothing but the cloudy water, tinted sickly green by the laser light.

"Another one!" somebody shouted.

Thistime the shape drifted past the view of one of the close-up cameras, briefly. We saw abulbous
dark dome, dmost sphericd, with snakelike appendages dangling from its bottom.

"Tentacled™

"Itsananimd! Likean octopud!”

| scanned the numerical data on the bottom of the screen. The object, whatever it was, was three
and ahalf kilometersfrom the probe. And it was 432 metersiong, from the top of its dometo thetip of
itstentacles. Huge. Fifteen timesbigger than abluewhde. Immense.

"It'snot moving."

"It'sdrifting in the current.”

"The tentacles are just hanging there. No activity that | can see.

"Consarving energy?'

"Maybethat'sthe way it huntsfor prey.”

"Tralling?"

It looked dead to me. Inert. Unmoving. It drifted out of the close-up camerasview and al the
headsin the room swiveled to the wide-angle view. The dark lump did nothing to show it might be dive.

"What's the spectrograph show?'

"Not ahdluvalot.”

"Absorption bands, lots of them.”

"Chlorophyll?"

"Don't be abutt head.”

Allie was the only one who seemed to redlize the significance of what we were seeing. "If it'san
animdl, it'seither in aquiescent, resting phase ... or it'sdead.”

"Thefirst extraterrestrial creature we find, and it's dead,” somebody groused.

"Therell be more," said Lopez-Oyama, dmaost cheerfully.

| looked acrossthe room at Sagan. He was leaning forward in hiswheelchair, eyesintent on the
screens, asif he could make something more appear just by concentrating. The reporters were gaping,
not saying aword for a blessed change, forgetting to ask questions while the underwater views of the
Jovian ocean filled the display screens.

Then | looked a Allieagain. Her lovely face was frozen in an expression of... what? Fear? Dread?
Did she have the same terrible suspicion that was building in my mind?

It was amost another hour before we saw another of the tentacled creatures. The probe had
reached its maximum depth and was drifting through the murky water. Particlesfloated past the cameras,
some of them asbig asdinner plates. None of them active. They dl just drifted by, snking dowly like
dark chunks of soot meandering toward the bottom of that sunless sea.

Then we saw the second of the octopods And quickly afterward, an entire school of them,
hundreds, perhaps athousand or more. The sensors on the probe went into overdrive; the automatic
analysis programs would count the creaturesfor us. We smply stared at them.

Different 9zes. Lotsof smal ones-if something adozen timesthe size of awhae can be cdled
gmdl.

"Babies" Alliemurmured.

A family group, | thought. A clan. All of them dead. Therewasno mistaking it now. My cameras



showed them clearly. Big saucer eyes clouded and unmoving. Open woundsin some of them.
Tentacles hanging limply. They werejust drifting along like ghosts, immense dark shadows that once had
beendive.

Timelog dl meaning for us. The big mission control center fell absolutdly slent. Eventhe most
assertive and egocentric of the male gpes among us stopped trying to make ingtant theories and smply
stared at a scene of devastation. A holocaust.

At last Lopez-Oyamawhispered, "They're dl dead. The wholefucking planet's dead."

Then we saw thecity. A sort of collective gasp went through the crowded mission control room
when it cameinto view.

It was astructure, avast, curving structure that floated in that mighty ocean, graceful despiteits
immensesize. Curvesatop curves. Huge round ports and beautifully symmetrica archways, agigantic
city built by or for the immense creatures that floated, dead and decaying, before our camera eyes.

The numbersflickering a the bottom of the screenstold usthat the city was hundreds of kilometers
away from our lenses, yet it filled the screens of the narrow-view cameras. We could see ddlicate
traceries dong its massive curving flank, curves and whorls etched into its structure.

"Writing," someone breathed.

A dream city, built of dien inspirations and desires. It staggered our Earthbound senses, dwarfed us
with itsimmengty and grandeur. 1t was enormous yet graceful and entirdly beautiful in an eerie, unearthly
way. It wasdead.

Asit swung dowly, mgegticaly, in the powerful ocean currents we saw that it was only afragment of
the original structure, a piece somehow torn off from itsoriginad whole. Jagged cracks and ragged edges
showed where it had been ripped away from the rest of the city. To meit looked like afragment of a
shell from an enormous Easter egg, beautifully decorated, that had been smashed by sometitanic unseen
maevolency.

"War?' someone'svoice whispered plaintively. "Did they destroy themselves?’

But | knew better. And 1 couldn't tand it. | turned away from the screens, away from the views of
dead Jupiter, and pushed through the crowd that was still gaping stupidly at my cameras views. | was
suffocating, strangling. | had to havefresh air or die.

| bolted out the main doors and into the corridor, empty and silent, deserted by all the people who
had crammed mission control. Thefirst outside door | could find | kicked through, heedless of the red
EMERGENCY ONLY sign and thewailing darm that hooted accusingly after me.

The brilliant late-afternoon sun surprised me, made my eyes suddenly water after the cool shadows
ingdethebuilding. | took in adeep raw lungful of hot, dry desert air. It felt like brick dugt, dien, asif
part of mewere till deegply immersed in Jupiter's mighty ocean.

"It'sdl ruined." Alli€svoice.

Turning, | saw that she had followed me. Thetearsin her eyes were not from the bright sunshine.

"All dead,” she sobbed. "Thecity ... dl of them . destroyed.”

"The comet,” | said. Shoemaker-Levy 9 had struck Jupiter twenty years ago with the violence of a
million hydrogen bombs.

"Twenty years" Alliemoaned. "They wereinteligent. We could have communicated with them!"

If we had only been twenty years earlier, | thought. Then the true horror of it struck me. What could
we have told them, twenty years ago? That a shattered comet was going to rain destruction on them?
That no matter what they had built, what they had learned or hoped for or prayed to, their existence was
going to be wiped out forever? That there's absolutely nothing either they or we could do about it?

"It'scold,” Alliesad, dmost whimpering.

She wanted me to go to her, to hold her, to comfort her the way one warm-blooded primate ape
comfortsanother. But what wasthe use? What was the use of anything?

What difference did any of it make in aworld where you could spend millions of years evolving into
intelligence, build acivilization, reach a peak of knowledge where you begin to study and understand the
universe around you, only to learn that the universe can destroy you utterly, without remorse, without the
dightest shred of hopefor salvation?



| looked past Allie, shivering in the last rays of the dying day. Looked past the buildings and
antennas, past the gray-brown hills and the distant wrinkled mountains that were turning blood red in the
inevitable sunsat.

| saw Jupiter. | saw thoseintelligent creatures wiped away utterly and implacably, as casudly asa
man flicksaspot of dust off hisdeeve.

And | knew that somewhere out in that uncaring sky another comet was heading inexorably for Earth
to end al our dreams, dl our gtrivings, dl our desires.

Introduction to "L egendary Heroes

Depending on who you ask, the line between sciencefiction and fantasy isthin, blurred, or
nonexistent.

Tome, thelineisquitedigtinct. Science-fiction stories are those in which some eement of future
science or technology isso integral to the plot that if you took away the science technology aspect the
story would collapse. The archetypicd science-fiction tale, under my definition, is Mary Wollstonecraft
Shelley's Frankenstein. Take away the science, and thereisno story at al.

Fantasy, on the other hand, dealswith magic and mysticism; in fantasy tales elves and wizards
replace the scientists and computers of sciencefiction.

No other subject treads the shady area between fantasy and science fiction as much as the subject of
timetravel. Although afascinating concept, to most people the ideaof travelling into the past or the
futureis sheer fantasy, totaly impossible, well outsde the redm of science.. "Y et theoretica physcidts,
garting with Eingtein, have shown that timetravel isnot forbidden by their equations. To the
science-fiction writer, working on the dictum that you are free to use any idea so long as no one can
prove no it'swrong, what is not forbidde in physicsis perfectly permissibleinfiction.

| have written five novels about Orion, aman created in the far future by humans of godlike powers,
and sent to various pointsin timeto do their bidding. In these novels Orion has visited the twentieth
century, the thirteenth-century empire of the Mongols, the Trojan War of Homer, the lce Age, the
Mesozoic eraof dinosaurs, Alexander the Great's ancient Macedonia, and an eraof interstellar warfare.

Each of the Orion novelsis based on solid historicd, archeological, and paleontol ogicd evidence.
Theissue of timetrave ishandled as aproblem in quantum physics. To me, Orion issciencefiction.

When the editor in chief of TSR's gaming magazine, Dragon, asked me to write afantasy short story
for him, I replied that | don't write fantasy, | write sciencefiction. "What about your Orion stories?’ he
countered.

Rather than argue with an editor who was asking for my work, | wrote"Legendary Heroes." |
consder it sciencefiction. you may not. The definition isnot so important, though, as the enjoyment
readers get fromthetale.

LEGENDARY HEROES

For thefirst time that bitterly cold winter, Heorot was bright again, ringing with song and aking's
gratitude to the hero.

And then the beast roared, out in the icy darkness.

"But hesdead!" King Hrothgar bellowed, pointing to the shaggy monster's arm that now was affixed
over the mead hall's entrance doorway .

"I killed him," exclaimed Beowulf, "with these bare hands."

Hrothgar turned to his queen, Wealhtheow, sitting beside him on the dais between the royd torches.
Shewas as beautiful asastarry spring night, her raven-dark hair tumbling past her shoulders, her lustrous
gray eyesfocused beyond the beyond.

Weahtheow wasa seer. Gripping the carved arms of her throne, shuddering under the spell of her



magic, she pronounced in ahollow voice, "The mongter isredly dead. Now its mate has cometo clam
vengeance upon us."

Hrothgar turned aswhite as hisbeard. Histhanes, who had been doshing mead and singing their old
battle songs, fell into the sillence of cold terror.

The captives from Britain huddled together in sudden fear in the far corner of the hall. | could seethe
dread in their faces. Hrothgar had planned to sacrifice them to hisgodsif Beowulf had not killed the
mongter. For afew brief hoursthey had thought they would be freed. Now the horror had returned.

| turned to gaze upon the lovely Queen Wealhtheow. She was much younger than Hrothgar, yet her
divine gray eyes seemed to hold the wisdom of eternity. And shewas staring directly & me.

How and why | wasin Heorot | had noidea. | could remember nothing beyond the day we had
arrived on the Scylding shore, pulling on the oars of our longboat againgt the freezing spray of thetide.

My nameis Orion, that much | knew. And | serve Beowulf, hero of the Geats, who had sailed to far
off Dandland to kill the mongter that had turned timbered Heorot, the hdl of the stag, from King
Hrothgar's grest pride to his great sorrow.

For months the mongter had stalked Heorot, striking by night when the warriors had drunk
themselves into mead-besotted dreams. At length none would enter the greet hall, not even stubborn old
Hrothgar himself. Until Beowulf arrived with the fourteen of us and loudly proclaimed that he would kill
the beast that very night. Beowulf was ahuge warrior, two ax handles across the shoulders, with flaxen
braidsto hiswaist and eyes as clear blue astheicy water of afiord. Strength he had, and courage. Also,
he was a boaster of unparaleled brashness.

The very night he came to Heorot with his fourteen companions he swaggered so hard that narrow
eyed Unferth, the most cunning of the Scylding thanes, tried to take him down apeg. Beowulf bested
him in abragging contest and won the roars of Hrothgar's mead-soaked companions.

After midnight Hrothgar and his Scyldings|eft the hal. The torches were put out, the hearth fire sank
to low, glowering embers. It wasfreezing cold; | could hear the wind moaning outside. Beowulf and the
rest of us stretched out to deep. My shirt of chain mail felt likeice against my skin. | dilated my
periphera blood vessels and increased my heart rate, to make myself warmer, without even asking
myself how | knew to do this.

| had volunteered to stay awake and keep watch. | could go for days without deep, and the others
wereglad to let medoit. Wehad dl drunk many tankards of honey-sweetened mead, yet my body
burned away its effectsamost immediately. | felt dert, aware, srong.

Through the keening wind and bitter chill | could sense the monster shambling about in the night
outside, looking for more victimsto daughter.

| sat up and grasped my sword an instant before the beast burst through the massive doubl e doors of
the mead hall, snarling and davering. The others scattered in every direction, shrieking, eyeswide with
fear.

| felt terror grip my heart, too. Asl stared at the approaching monster | recalled agiant cave bear, in
another time, another life. It had ripped me gpart with itsrazor-sharp claws. It had crushed my bonesin
itsfanged jaws. It had killed me.

Beowulf legped to hisfeet and charged straight at the mongter. It rose onto its hind legs, twice the
height of awarrior, and knocked Beowulf aside with aswat of one mighty paw. Hissword went flying
out of his hand as he landed flat on his back with athud that shook the pounded-earth floor.

Everything seemed to dow down into adreamy, duggish lethargy. | saw Beowulf scrambling to his
fet, but dowly, languidly, asif he moved through athick invisible quagmire. | could seethe beast's eyes
moving in his head, globs of spittle forming between his pointed teeth and dropping dowly, dowly to the
earthen floor.

Beowulf charged again, bare-handed thistime. The monster focused on him, spread its forelegs out
asif to embracethispitiful fool and then crush him. | ducked benegth those sharp-clawed paws and
rammed my sword into the beast's belly, up to the hilt, and then hack sawed upward.

Blood spurted over me. The monster bellowed with pain and fury and knocked me sideways across
the hal. Beowulf legped onitsback, aslanguidly asin adream. The others were gathering their senses



now, hacking at the beast with their swords. | got to my feet just as the brute dropped ponderoudy back
onto al fours and started for the shattered door, my sword till jammed into its gut.

One of the men got too close and the monster snatched him initsjaws and crushed the life out of
him. | shook at the memory, but | took up Beowulf's dropped sword and swung ashard as| could at
the beast's shoulder. The blade hit bone and stuck. The beast howled again and tried to shake Beowulf
off itsback. He pitched forward, grabbed at the sword sticking in its shoulder and wormed it through the
tendons of thejoint like abutcher carving aroast.

Howling, the monster shook free of him again, but Beowulf clutched itsleg while the rest of us
hacked awvay. Blood splattered everywhere; men roared and screamed.

And then the beast shambled for the door, with Beowulf still clutching itsleg. Theleg tore off and the
monster sumbled out into the night, howling with pain, itslifes blood spurting from its wounds.

That was why we feasted and sang at Heorot the following night. Until the beast's mate roared its
cry of vengeance againgt us.

"| raid the coast of Britain," Hrothgar cried angrily, "and sack the cities of the Franks. Yetin my own
hal | must cower like aweak woman!"

"Fear not, mighty king," Beowulf answered bravely. "Just as| killed the monster will | day itsmate.
Andthistimel will doit done!"

Absolute sllence fdl over Heorot.

Then the king spoke. "Do this, and you can have your choice of reward. Anything in my kingdom
will beyourd"

Before Beowulf could reply, dy Unferth spoke up. ™Y ou have no sword, mighty warrior.”

"It was carried off by the dying mongter,” Beowulf said.

"Herethen, takemine." Unferth unbuckled the sword at hiswaist and handed it to the hero.

Beowulf pulled the blade from its scabbard and whistled it through the air. A good blade and true.
| will return it you, Unferth, with the mongter'sblood oniit.”

Everyone shouted gpproval, even the British cap lives. There were an even dozen of them: eleven
young boys and girls, none yet in their teens, and awizened old man with big, staring eyes and abeard
even whiter than Hrothgar's.

The monster roared outside again, and silenced the cheers.

Beowulf strode to the patched-up door of the mead hdl, Unferth's sword in his mighty right hand.

"Let no onefollow me!" hecried.

Noonedid. Weadl stood stunned and silent as he marched out into the dark. | turned dightly and
saw that Unferth was amiling crudly, hislipsforming asingleword: "Foal.”

"Orion." Queen Wedhtheow cdled my name.

She stepped down from the roya dais and walked through the crowd toward me. The others
seemed frozen, like statues, staring sightlesdy at the door. Hrothgar did not move, did not even breathe,
as his queen gpproached me. The Scylding thanes, Beowulf's other companions, even the frightened
British captives--none of them blinked or breathed or twitched.

"They arein sasis, Orion," Wedhtheow said as she came within arm's reach of me. "They can
neither see nor hear us."

Thoseinfinite gray eyes of hers seemed to show me worlds upon worlds, lifetimes| had led--we had
led together--in other epochs, other world lines.

"Do you remember me, Orion?"

"I loveyou," | whispered, knowing it wastrue. "I haveloved you through al of spacetime.”

"Yes, my love. What more do you remember?’

It was like clawing a ahigh smooth stconewall. | shook my head. "Nothing. | don't even know why
I'm here--why you're here.”

"Y ou remember nothing of the Creators? Of your previous missons?"

"The Creators." Vagudy | recdled godlike men and women. "Aten.”

"Yes" shesad. "Aten.”

He crested me and sent me through space-time to do his bidding. Haughty and mad with power, he



cdled mehistool, hishunter. More often | was an assassin for him.

"I remember... the snow, thetime of eternal cold.” But it wasdl like the misty tendrils of adream,
wafting away even as| reached for them.

"l waswith you then,” she said.

"The cave bear. It killed me." | could fed the pain of my ribs being crushed, hear my own screams
drowned in spouting blood.

"Youvelived many lives"

"And died many desths"

"Y es, my poor darling. Y ou have suffered much.”

Shewas one of the Creators, | realized. | loved agoddess. And sheloved me. Y et wewere
destined to be torn away from each other, time and again, over the eons and light-years of the continuum.

"This beast that ravaged Heorot was not anatura animd,” she told me. "It was engendered and
controlled by one of the Crestors.”

"Which one? Aten?"

She shook her head. "It makes no difference. | am here to see that the beast does not succeed.

Y oumust help me.”

Deep inmy innermost memories| recalled that the Creators squabbled among themselveslike
spoiled children. They directed the course of human history and sent minions such asmeto pointsin
gpacetimeto carry out their whims. Many times| have killed for Aten, and many timeshave | died for
him. Y et he brings me back, sneering at my pains and fears, and sends me out again.

| am powerlessto resst his commands--he thinks. But more than once | have defied hiswishes. At
Troy | helped Odysseos and his Achaiansto triumph. Deep ininterstellar space | led whole fleets against
him.

"Has Aten sent me here, or haveyou?' | asked her.

She smiled a me, asmilethat could warm aglacier. "1 have brought you here, Orion, to help
Beowulf day both mongers.”

"Is Beowulf one of your cregtures?’

She laughed. "That bragging oaf? No, my darling, heisasmortd asablade of grass.”

"But why isthisimportant?' | asked. "Why has your enemy used these beasts to attack Heorot?"

"That | will explain after you have helped Beowulf to kill the second mongter.”

"If I livethrough the ordedl," | said, fedling sullen, resentful.

"My poor darling. | ask so much of you. If | could do thismysdlf, | would.”

Then she kissed me swiftly onthelips. | would have faced an entire continent filled with monstersfor
her.

Thetingle of her lips on mine had not yet faded when the others around us stirred to life once again.
And Wesl htheow was somehow back on her throne, on the dais beside her husband, aged Hrothgar.

Her husband. Thethought burned in me. Then | redlized that one of the men in thistimbered mead
hall was one of the Cregtors, in disguise, controlling the mongters that killed Hrothgar'swarriors. Why?
What was the purpose of it al?

That was not for meto know. Not yet. My task was clear. The king and queen |eft the mead hall,
heading back to Hrothgar'sfortress. The others milled about for awhile, then started back through the
frigid winter night also.

It was easy for meto dip away from them and start down therocky trail that led tothesea. The
moon scudded in and out of low dark clouds. Initsfitful light | could clearly see the spoor of dark blood
that the dying monster had |eft from the night before. Thisisthetrack Beowulf wasfollowing. | hurried
dongit.

The blood spoor ended at the sea, where the waves crashed against the craggy headland. Our
longboat was till tucked up on the rocks, | saw, its mast stored along the deck. No one guarded it.
There was no need. The boat was under Hrothgar's protection; no Scylding would dare touchiit.

Bitter cold it was, with awind coming off the seathat diced through my chain-mail shirt and chilled
me to the bone despite my conscious control of my blood circulation.



The rocky cove stretched out to my left. 1n the moonlit shadows | thought | saw cavesin among the
rocks at the cove'sfar end. The den of the monster, perhaps.

A growling roar, like the rumble of distant thunder, came acrosstheicy wind. | raced acrossthe
rocks toward the caves.

The second cave was the mongter's den, haf awash with theincoming tide, dimly lit by
phosphorescent patches of lichen clinging to the rock walls,

The beast was even bigger than the first one, glowing faintly whitein thedimly lit cave, snarling at
Beowulf asit reared up onitshind legs. Even mighty Beowulf looked like apitiful dwarf next toits
enormoussze.

Hewas aready bleeding from shoulder to waist, his chain-mail shirt in shreds from the beast's raking
claws. He clutched Unferth's sword in both hands and swung mightily at the mongter, to no avail. It was
like hitting the brute with atress of hair.

The monster knocked Beowulf to hiskneeswith ablow that would have crushed anorma man. His
sword blade snapped in half. And | realized that Un ferth had given Beowulf ausdesswegpon. Crafty
Unferth with his glittering reptilian eyes was the other Creator among the Scyldings.

| ran toward the beast, and again the world seemed to dow into dreamy, languid motion.

"Beowulf!" | shouted. "Herel"

| threw my own sword to him. It spunlazily through thear. He caught it in one massive hand and
scrabbled away from the monster on hisknees.

| circled around to the side away from Beowulf, trying to draw the brute's attention before it killed
the hero of the Geats. Out of the corner of my eye | saw agleaming horde of treasure: gold coinsand
jewels heaped on the dank cave floor. Swords and warriors armor, spears and helmets were strewn in
profusion. The mongters had brought their kills here for many years.

The beast ignored the knedling Beowulf and bellowed at me, dropping to al foursasit moved to
protect itshorde. But it moved dowly, asif inadream. | dashed to the pile of wegpons and pulled out
thefirst sword | could reach.

Bardly intime. The monster was almost on top of me. | dashed at hisdavering jaws and it howled
inpainand fury. | feinted sdeways, then stepped back--and tripped on ahelmet lying at my fedt.

Off-balance, | staggered backward. The beast swung at me; | could see those razor-sharp claws
coming, but there was nothing | could do to stop them. The blow knocked me onto my back. The
mongter'sjaws reached for me, teeth like arow of swords. | clutched my own sword in both hands and
rammed it upward into the beast's open mouth, but it did no good. Itsteeth closed around me. | was
going to be crushed to death, just as | had been all those long eons ago.

But the monster suddenly howled and dropped me. It turned to face Beowulf, bleeding, battered,
but hacking at the beast's flank with the fury of aberserker.

Asthe brute turned away from me, | scrambled to my feet and thrust my sword into its neck, angling
it upward to find the brain or spine.

It collapsed so suddenly that it nearly smothered Beowulf. For long moments we both stood on
tottering legs, gasping for breath, spattered with our own blood and the monster's, staring down &t its
€N0ormous Carcass.

Then Beowulf looked up and grinned at me. "Help metake off itshead,” he said.

It was pearly pink dawn when we staggered out of the cave. Beowulf carried the mongter's gigantic
shaggy head on hisshoulder aslightly asif it were abit of gossamer.

We blinked a the morning light. 1cy waves|apped at our ankles.

Beowulf turned to me, his cocky grin gone. "Orion, | told Hrothgar before dl histhanesthat | would
kill the mongter mysdlf, with no ones help.”

| nodded, but said nothing.

Suddenly his broad, strong face took on the expression of aguilty little boy's. "Will you go on aheed
and say that you searched for me, but could not find me? Then | can come later with the beast's head.”

| glanced down a my bloody arms. "And my wounds?"

"Say you were set upon by wolves as you searched in the night for me."



| smiled at his stupid pride, but said, "Yes, | will doit.”

"Good," Beowulf said. He dropped the monster's head and sat on arock. "1 will rest herefor a
while. | could use somedeep.”

So it wasthat | returned to Hrothgar's fortress and told the king that | had searched for Beowulf to
no avall. All that long morning and well past noon we waited in growing gloom. Unferth said confidently
that the mongter had killed Beowulf.

He was considerably disheartened when the hero of the Geats findly arrived--with the mongter's
shaggy head on hiswounded shoulder.

That night the feasting at Heorot was without stint. The torches flamed, the mead flowed, the thanes
sang praises of Beowulf and the women vied for his merest glance. Hrothgar's hard began to compose a
saga. Theking promised the British captives that they would be ransomed and returned to their dank,
dreary idand.

Only Unferth seemed unhappy, dinking in the shadows and glaring a me,

Queen Weal htheow sat on her throne, smiling gracioudy at the uproarious celebration. Long past
midnight, the king and queen left the mead hal. Warriors and even churls paired off with women and
grolled off into the darkness.

At last timbered Heorot fell slent. The torches were extinguished. The hearth fire burned low. | was
left done, 0 | stretched out on the earthen floor next to the fading embers and willed myself to deep.

| dreamed, yet it was not adream. | was standing in another place, perhaps adifferent universe
atogether. Therewas no ground, no sky, only asilver glow like moonlight that pervaded everything.
Wed htheow stood before me, but now she wore aform-fitting outfit of glittering Slver metd. A warrior
goddess, shewas.

"Youdid well, Orion," shesaid in alow voice.

"Thank you."

"Y our wounds?'

"They aredready heding," | sad.

"Y es, accelerated self-repair was built into you.”

| wanted to reach out and take her in my arms, but | could not.

Instead, | asked, "Can we be together now?"

In the deepest recess of my memory | recalled atime, alovely woodland filled with tame, graceful
animalsthat we called Paradise, when we were together and happy. The other Creators, especidly the
jealous Aten, had torn her away from me.

"Not yet, my love," she said, with a sadnessin her eyesthat matched my own despair. "Not yet.”

"At least, can | know why | was sent to Heorot? Why was it important to day those beasts?

"To save the British captives, of course.”

That surprised me. "The captives? Those pimply faced youngsters and that emaciated old man?”

She smiled knowingly. "One of those pimplyfaced youngstersis the son of a Roman who stayed
behind after the legions|eft Britain. HisnameisArtori us”

| shrugged. It made no senseto me.

"He will beimportant oneday. A light againgt the darkness.” She reached out her hand to me. "The
sword you found inthe cave. Pleasegiveitto me.”

Puzzled, | detached the scabbarded sword from my belt and handed it to her. She dowly drew out
the blade, examined the inscription on it, and smiled.

"Yes," shesad in awhisper, "hewill need thislater on.”

| read the one word inscribed on the matchless stedl blade.

Excdibur.

Introduction to “ The Cafe Coup"



Thistae dso dedswith time travel, and the intriguing question of whether history could be changed
by timetraveers.

One of the standard arguments againgt the possibility of timetravel isthat if timetrave actualy
exiged, timetravelerswould be ddiberately or accidentally changing history. Since we have not seen our
history changing, timetravel has not happened. If it hasn't happened yet, it never will. QED.

But if time travelers were dtering history, would we notice? Or would our history books and even
our memories be changed each time atime traveler finagled with our past?

Leaving aside such philosophica speculations, thisstory originated in apand discussion of timetravel
at ascience-fiction convention. It occurred to me during the pand's discussion of time-travel sonesthat
while many, many tales have been written about aworld in which Nazi Germany won World War 11, no
onethat | know of has tackled theidea of having Imperia Germany win World War I. Introduction to
"The Café Coup”

The Kaiser's Germany actudly came very close to winning the First World War. 1t wasthe
intervention of the United States, brought about by U-boat sinkings of ships with Americans aboard
them, that turned the tide againgt Germany.

Prevent the sinking of the Lusitania, | reasoned, and Germany could win World War 1. In avictorious
Germany, Hitler would never have risen to power. No Hitler, no World War 1I. No Holocaust. No
Hiroshima

Maybe.

THE CAFE COUP

Pariswas not friendly to Americansin the soft springtime of 1922. The French didn't care much for
the English, elther, and they hated the victorious Germans, of course.

| couldn't blame them very much. The Great War had been over for more than three years, yet Paris
had still not recovered its gaiety, itslight and color, despite the hordes of boisterous German tourists who
spent so freely on the boulevards. Morelikely, because of them.

| sat in one of the crowded sdewalk cafes benesth a splendid warm sun, waiting for my lovely wife
to show up. Because of dl the Germans, | was forced to share my minuscule round table with atall,
gaunt Frenchman who looked me over with suspicious eyes.

"You arean American?' he asked, looking down his prominent nose & me. His accent wasworse
than mine, certainly not Parisian.

"No," | answered truthfully. Then lied, "I'm from New Zedland." It wasasfar away in distance as
my red birthplacewasintime,

"Ah," he said with an exhdation of breath that was somewhere between asigh and asnort. ™Y our
countrymen fought well at Gallipoli. Wereyou there?'

"No," | said. "l wastoo young."

That gpparently puzzled him. Obvioudy | was of an ageto fight in the Great War. Butinfact, |
hadn't been born when the British Empire troops were decimated at Gallipoli. | hadn't been bornin the
twentieth century at dl.

"Wereyouinthewar?' | asked needlesdly.

"But certainly. Tothevery last moment | fought the Boche."

"It was agrest tragedy.”

"The Americans betrayed us," he muttered.

My browsrose afew millimeters. Hewas quitetal for aFrenchman, but painfully thin. Haf starved.
Even hiseyeslooked hungry. Theinflation, of course. It cost abasketful of francs, literaly, to buy aloaf
of bread. | wondered how he could afford the price of an aperitif. Despite the warm afternoon he had
wrapped himsdlf in ashabby old lesther coat, worn shiny at the elbows.

From what | could see there were hardly any Frenchmen in the cafe, mostly raucous Germans
roaring with laughter and heartily pounding on thelittle tables as they bellowed for more beer. To my



amazement, the waiters had learned to speak German.

"Wilson," my companion continued bitterly. "He had the gdl to spesk of Lafayette.”

"| thought that the American pres dent was the one who arranged the armistice.”

"Y es, with hisfourteen points. Fourteen daggers plunged into the heart of France.”

"Redly?'

"The Americans should have entered the war on our Sde! Instead they sat idly by and watched us
bleed to death while their bankers extorted every gram of gold we possessed.”

"But the Americans had no reason to go to war," | protested mildly.

"France needed them! When their pitiful little colonies rebelled againgt the British lion, France was
the only nation to cometo their aid. They owether existence to France, yet when we needed them they
turned their backs on us"

That waslargely my fault, dthough hedidn't know it. | averted the sinking of the Lusitania by the
German U-boat. It took enormous energies, but my darling wife arranged it so that the Lusitaniawas
crawling dong a amerefive knotsthat fateful morning. 1 convinced Lieutenant Walther Schwieger,
skipper of the IT-20, that it was safe enough to surface and hold the British liner captive with the deck
gun while aboarding party searched for the ammunition that | knew the English had stored aboard her.

The entire affair was handled with great tact and honor. No shots were fired, no liveswerelost, and
the 123 American passengers arrived safely in Liverpool with glowing stories of how correct, how
chivarous, the German U-boat sailors had been. Americaremained neutra throughout the Great War.
Indeed, agood ded of anti-British sentiment swept the United States, especialy the Midwest, when their
newspapers reported that the British were trangporting military contraband in secret and thusrisking the
lives of American passengers.

"Wdll," | said, beckoning to the waiter for two more Pernods, "the war is over, and we must face the
future as best we can.”

"Yes" said my companion gloomily. "l agree.

One group of burly Germans was being particularly obnoxious, singing bawdy songs asthey waved
their beer glassesto and fro, dopping the foaming beer on themselves and their neighboring tables. No
one complained. No one dared to say aword. The German army till occupied much of France.

My companion's face was white with fury. Y et even herestrained himsdlf. But | noticed that he
glanced at the watch on hiswrist every few moments, asif he were expecting someone. Or something.

If anyone had betrayed France, it was me. Theworld that | had been born into was a cesspool of
violence and hate, crumbling into triba savagery all acrossthe globe. Only afew oases of safety existed,
tucked in remote areas far from the filthy, disease ridden cities and the swarms of ignorant, vicious
monsters who raped and murdered until they themsalves were raped and murdered.

Once they discovered our solar-powered city, tucked high in the Sierra Oriental, | knew that the end
was near. Stupidly, they attacked us, like awild barbarian horde. We daughtered them with laser
beams and heat-seeking bullets. Instead of driving them away, that only whetted their appetite.

Thelr survivorslay segeto our mountaintop. We laughed, at firg, to think their pitiful handful of
ragged ignoramuses could overcome our waled city, with its high-tech wegponry and endless energy
from the sun. 'Y et somehow they spread the word to others of their kind. Day after day we watched
their numbers grow, atattered, threadbare pack of rats surrounding us, watching, waiting until their
numbers were so huge they could swarm us under despite our wegpons.

They were united in their bloodlust and their greed. They saw loot and power on our mountaintop,
and they wanted both. At night | could see their campfires down below us, like the red eyes of rats
watching and waiting.

Our council was divided. Some urged that we sdly out against the besiegers, attack them and drive
them away. But it wasdready too late for that. Their numbers werefar too large, and even if we drove
them away, they would return, now that they knew we existed.

Others wanted to flee into space, to leave Earth atogether and build colonies off the planet. We had
the technology to build and maintain the solar power satdllites, they pointed out. 1t was only one
technologica step farther to build habitatsin space.



But when we put the numbers through a computer analysis, it showed that to build ahabitat large
enough to house us al permanently would be beyond our current resources--and we could not enlarge
our resource base as long as we were encircled by the barbarians.

| had worked on the time trandator since my student days. It took enormous energy to move
objects through time, far too much for al of usto escapethat way. Yet | saw apossihility of hope.

If I could find anexus, apivota point in time, perhaps | could change theworld. Perhaps| could
ater eventsto such an extent that this miserable world of terror and pain would dissolve, disappear, and
abetter world replaceit. | became obsessed with the possibility.

"But you'll destroy thisworld," my wife gasped, shocked when | findly told her of my scheme.

"What of it?" | snapped. "Isthisworld so ddightful that you want it to continue?' She sank wearily
onto the lab bench. "What will happen to our families? Our friends? What will happen to us?

"Youand | will mekethetrandation. Wewill livein an earlier, better time."

"And the others?'

| shrugged. "I don't know. The mathematicsisn't clear. But evenif they disappear, the world that
replacesthem in thistime will be better than the world werein now."

"Doyou redly think s0?"

"Well makeit better!”

Thefools on the council disagreed, naturaly. No one had trandated through time, they pointed out.
The energy even for apreiminary experiment would be prohibitively high. We needed that energy for
our weapons.

None of them believed | could change athing. They weren't afraid that they would be erased from
exigence, their world line snuffed out like acandle flame. No, intheir blind ignorance they ins sted that
an attempt at time trandation would consume so much energy that we would be | eft defense ess against
the beseging savages outsde our walls.

"The savageswill no longer exigt,” | told them. "None of thisworld linewill exist, once I've made the
proper changein the geodesic.”

They voted me down. They would rather face the barbarians than give up their existence, eveniif it
meant a better world would replace the one they knew.

| accepted their judgment outwardly. Inwardly | became the most passionate student of history of al
time. Feverishly | searched the books and tapes, seeking the nexus, the turning point, the place where |
could make the world change for the better. | knew | had only afew months; the savage horde below
our mountaintop was growing and tirring. | could hear their murmuring dirge of hate even through the
walls of my laboratory, like the growls of apack of wild beasts. Every day it grew louder, more insistent.

It was the war in the middle of the twentieth century that started the world's descent into madness. A
man caled Adolph Hitler escaated the horror of war to new levels of inhumanity.” Not only did he
deliberately murder millions of civilian men, women and children; he destroyed his own country,
screaming with hislast breath that the Aryan race deserved to be wiped out if they could not conquer the
world.

When | firgt redized the enormity of Hitler'srage | sat stunned for an entireday. Here wasthe
modél, the prototype, for the bruta, crud, ruthless, sadistic monsters who ranged my world seeking
blood.

Before Hitler, war was a sensdess affront to civilized men and women. Soldiers were tolerated, at
best; often despised. They were usudly shunned in polite society. After Hitler, war was commonplace,
genaocide routine, nuclear weapons vaued for the megadeaths they could generate.

Hitler and al he stood for was the edge of the precipice, the first terrible step into the abyss that my
world had plunged into. If I could prevent Hitler from coming to power, perhaps prevent him from ever
being born, | might save my world--or at least erase it and replace it with a better one.

For dayson end | thought of how | might trandate back in timeto kill this madman or even prevent
hisbirth. Slowly, however, | began to redize that this single man was not the cause of it al. If Hitler had
never been born, someone ese would have arisen in Germany after the Great War, someone else would
have unified the German peoplein alust for revenge against those who had betrayed and defeated them,



someone e se would have preached Aryan purity and hatred of al other races, someone else would have
plunged civilization into World War

To solvethe problem of Hitler | had to go to the root causes of the Nazi program: Germany's defeat
inthe First World War, the war that was called the Great War by those who had lived throughiit. | had
to make Germany win that war.

If Germany had won World War 1, there would have been no humiliation of the German people, no
thirgt for revenge, no economic collapse. Hitler would still exist, but he would be aretired soldier,
perhaps a peaceful painter or even aminor functionary in the Kaiser's government. Therewould be no
World War II.

And so | set my plansto make Germany the victor in the Great War, with the reluctant help of my
dear wife.

"Y ou would defy the council?* she asked me, shocked when | reveded my determination to her.

"Only if you hdpme" | said. "l won't go unlessyou go with me."

She fully understood that we would never be able to return to our own world. To do so, we would
have to bring the components for atrandator with us and then assembleit in the early twentieth century.
Even if we could do that, where would we find a power source in those primitive years? They were till
using horsesthen.

Besides, our world would be gone, vanished, erased from spacetime.

"WEell live out our livesin the twentieth century,” | told her. "And well know that our own time will
be far better than it isnow."

"How can you be sureit will be better?' she asked me softly.

| smiled patiently. "Therewill be no World War 11. Europe will be peaceful for therest of the
century. Commerce and art will flourish. Even the Russian communists will join the European federation
peecefully, toward the end of the century.”

"Yourecertan?'

"I've run the anadlyss on the master computer adozen times. I'm absolutely certain.”

"And our own timewill be better?’

"It hasto be. How could it possibly be worse?"

She nodded, her beautiful face solemn with the understanding that we were leaving our world
forever. Good riddancetoit, | thought. But it was the only world we had ever known, and she was not
happy to deliberately tossit away and spend the rest of her lifein the abygone century.

Still, she never hesitated about coming with me. | wouldn't go without her, she knew that. And |
knew that she wouldn't let me go unless she came with me.

"It'sredly quite romantic, isntit?' she asked me, the night before we | ft.

"What is?'

"Trandating acrosstimetogether. Our love will span the centuries.”

| held her close. "Yes. Acrossthe centuries.”

Before sunrise the next morning we stole into the laboratory and powered up the trandator. No one
was on guard, no one wasthereto try to sop us. The council memberswere dl deeping, totaly
unaware that one of their loya citizens was about to defy their decison. There were no renegades among
us, no rebels. We had aways accepted the council's decisions and worked together for our mutual
urvivd.

Until now. My wife slently took her place on thetrandator'sfoca stage while | made the final
adjustmentsto the controls. Shelooked radiant standing there, her face grave, her golden hair glowing
againgt the darkened |aboratory shadows.

At last | stepped up beside her. | took her hand; it was cold with anxiety. | squeezed her hand
confidently.

"We're going to make a better world,” | whispered to her.



Thelast thing | saw wasthe pink glow of dawn rising over the eastern mountains, framed in thelab's
only window.

Now, inthe Paris of 1922 that | had created, victorious Germany ruled Europe with strict but
civilized authority. The Kaiser had been quite lenient with Greet Britain; after dl, was he not related by
blood to the British king? Even France got off relatively lightly, far more lightly than the unlucky Russans.
Germany kept Alsace-Lorraine, of course, but took no other territory.

France's punishment was mainly financia: Germany demanded huge, crippling reparetions. Thered
humiliation was that France was forced to disarm. The proud French army was reduced to afew
regiments and forbidden modern armaments such astanks and airplanes. The Parisian police force was
better equipped.

My companion glanced at hiswatch again. It wasthe type that the army had issued to its officers, |
saw.

"Could you tell methetime?' | asked, over the drunken snging of the German tourists. My wife
was late, and that was quite unlike her.

He paid no attention to me. Staring furioudy at the Germans who surrounded us, he suddenly shot to
hisfeet and shouted, "Men of Francel How long shdl we endure this humiliation?!

Hewas s0 tall and lean that he looked like ahuman Eiffd Tower standing among the crowded
sdewdk tables. He had apistol in hishand. One of the waiters was so surprised by his outburst that he
dropped histray. It clattered to the pavement with acrash of shattered glassware.

But others were not surprised, | saw. More than adozen men legped up and shouted, "Vive La
France." They weredl dressed in old army uniforms, aswas my companion, beneath his frayed |eather
coat. They weredl armed, afew of them even had rifles.

Absolute silencereigned. The Germans stared, dumbfounded. The waitersfrozein their tracks. |
certainly didn't know what to say or do. My only thought was of my beautiful wife; where was she, why
was she late, was there some sort of insurrection going on? Was she safe?

"Follow me!" said thetal Frenchman to hisarmed compatriots. Despite every inginct in me, |
struggled to my feet and went dong with them.

From cafes on both sides of the wide boulevard armed men were striding purposefully toward their
leader. He marched straight ahead, right down the middle of the street, looking neither to the right nor
left. They formed up behind him, some two or three dozen men.

Breathledy, | followed dong.

"Tothe Elyseel" shouted thetal one, striding determinedly on hislong legs, never glancing back to
seeif the otherswere following him.

Then | saw my wife pushing through the curious onlookers thronging the sdewaks. | caledto her,
and sheran to me, blond and dim and more lovely than anyonein dl of spacetime,

"What isit?' sheasked, asbreathlessas|. "What's happening?'

"Some sort of coup, | think."

"They havegund™

"y es"

"We should get ingde. If there's shooting--"

"No, well bedl right,” I said. "I want to see what's going to happen.”

It wasacoup, dl right. But it failled miserably.

Apparently thetall one, afanatical ex-major named de Gaulle, believed that hislittle band of
followers could capture the government. He depended on a certain Genera Petain, who had the prestige
and authority that de Gaul himsdlf lacked. Petain lost his nerve a the critical moment, however, and
abandoned the coup. The police and adetachment of army troops were waiting for the rebels at the
Petit Palace; afew shots were exchanged. Before the smoke had drifted away the rebels had scattered,
and de Gaulle himsdlf was taken into custody.

"Hewill be charged with treason, | imagine,” | said to my darling wife aswe sat that evening at the
very samesdewak cafe. Thevery sametable, infact.

"| doubt that they'll give him morethan adap onthewrist,” shesaid. "He seemsto beaheroto



everyonein Paris”

"Not to the Germans,” | said.

Sheamiled a me. "The Germanstake him asajoke." She understood German perfectly and could
eavesdrop on their shouted conversations quite eesily. "Heisno joke."

We both turned to the dark little man Sitting at the next table; we were packed in so close that his
chair dmost touched mine. Hewas a particularly ugly man, with lank black hair and the swarthy face of
aborn conspirator. His eyeswere smal, reptilian, and his upper lip was twisted by a curving scar.
"Charles de Gaullewill bethe savior of France," hesaid. Hewas absolutely serious. Grim, even.

"If he'snot guillotined for treason,” | replied lightly. Yetinwardly | began to tremble.

"Y ou were here. You saw how heralied the men of France."

"All two dozen of them,” | quipped.

Helooked a mewith angry eyes. "Next timeit will be different. Wewill not rely on cowards and
turncoats like Petain. Next time we will take the government and bring al of France under hisleadership.
Then..."

He hesitated, glancing around asif the police might be listening.

"Then?" my wife coaxed.

Helowered hisvoice. "Then revenge on Germany and al those who betrayed us.”

"Y ou can't be serious.”

"Youll see. Next timewewill win. Next timewewill havedl of Francewith us. And thenal of
Europe. And then, theworld."

My jaw must have dropped open. It wasall going to happen anyway. The French would rearm.
Led by aruthless, fanatica de Gaulle, they would plunge Europe into asecond world war. All my efforts
werefor nothing. The world that we had left would continue to exist--or be even worse.

Heturned hisreptilian eyesto my lovely wife. Although many of the German women were blond,
shewasfar more beautiful than any of them.

"You are Aryan?' he asked, histone suddenly menacing.
Shewas nonplussed. "Aryan? | don't understand.”
"Yesyou do," hesaid, dmost hissng thewords. "Next timeit will go hard onthe Aryans. Y oull
-y
| sank my head in my hands and wept openly.

Introduction to
"Re-Entry Shock”

Normaly | write my storiesfrom amae point of view. My protagonists are dmost aways men.
Caucasian men, at that. Chet Kinsman. Keith Stoner, of the Voyagers novels. Jamie Waterman, the
protagonist of Mars.

| have written about male characterswho are black or Asian; Jamie Waterman is half-Navaho,
athough his Navaho heritage is pretty deeply submerged benesth hiswhite Western upbringing. | have
written about women characters, some of them quite strong enough to be the protagonists of their sories.

But I've dwaysfound it difficult to see women characters (or non-Caucasan mae characters, for that
matter) from theinsde. That's what | need to be able to do, for my protagonists. | have to be able to get
insde their heads, deep into their souls, to make them work as protagonists.

So when | started writing "Re-Entry Shock," the protagonist was male. And the story wasn't
working. Something in my subconscious mind was resisting the sory as| wastrying to writeit. Thena
very conscious thought struck me. The Magazine of Fantasy & Science Fiction, the most literate market
inthefield, had just acquired anew editor: Kristine Kathryn Rusch. | knew Krigtinedightly; sheisa
fellow writer, and practicaly every writer in the field knows every other writer, a least dightly. It
occurred to the business side of my brain that Kris might prefer stories with women protagonists. H'mm.



Purely as an exercise in writing--and marketing--I went back to "Re-Entry Shock™ and changed the
protagonist to awoman. To my somewhat surprised delight, Dolores Anna Maria Alvarez de Montoya
stepped onto the center of the stage and took over the story asif she had been meant to beits
protagonist from the beginning of time,

Which, of course, she had been.

RE-ENTRY SHOCK

"Thetests are for your own protection,” he said. "Surely you can understand that."

"| can understand that you are trying to prevent me from returning to my home," Dolores flared
angrily. And immediately regretted her outburst. It would do her no good to lose her temper with this
little man.

The two of them were sitting in alow-ceilinged windowless room that might have been anywhere on
Earth or the Moon. Infact, it was on the space station that served asthe mgor transfer point for those
few specid people allowed to travel from the Moon to Earth or vice versa.

"It'snothing persona,” the interviewer said, looking at the display screen on hisdesk instead of at
Dolores. "We smply cannot alow someoneto return just because they announce that they want to."

"Soyou say," shereplied.

"Thetestsare for your own protection,” he repeated, weakly.

"Yes. Of course.” She had been through the whole gruding routine for more than aweek now. "I
have passed dl thetests. | can handlethe gravity. Thedifferenceinair pressure. | am not carrying any
diseases. Thereisno physica reason to keep me from returning.”

"But you've been away nearly ten years. The cultura shock, the readjustment--the psychol ogical
problems often outweigh the physical ones. It'snot smply amatter of buying areturn ticket and boarding
adhuttle"

"I know. | have beentold time and again that it isa privilege, not aright.”

Theinterviewer lifted his eyesfrom his display screen and looked directly at her for thefirgt time.
"Areyou absolutely certain you want to do this?' he asked. "After ten years-—-are you willing to give up
your wholelife, your friendsand dl, just to come back?"

Dolores glanced at the nameplate on hisdesk. "Yes, Mr. Briem," shesadicily. "That isprecisay
what | want to do."

"But why?'

Dolores AnnaMariaAlvarez de Montoya leaned back in the spindly plastic chair. It creakedin
complaint. Shewasasolidly built woman in her early forties, with a strong-boned deeply tanned face.
Her dark straight hair, graying prematurely, wastied back in asinglelong braid. To theinterviewer she
looked exactly like what the computer files said shewas: ajourneyman construction worker with a
questionable politica background. A problem.

"I want to be able to breathe fredly again,” Dolores answered dowly. "I'velived likean antin ahive
long enough. Hemmed in by their laws and regulations. People weren't meant to livelikethat. 1 want to
come back home."

For along moment the interviewer stared at Dolores, his Nordic blue eyeslocked on her deep onyx
pools. Then he turned back toward the display screen on hisdesk asif he could see more of her through
her records than by watching the woman hersdif.

"You say 'home.” You've been awvay nearly ten years.”

"Itisgill my home," Doloressaid firmly. "I wasborn there. My roots are there.”

"Your onisthere

She had expected that. Y et she still drew in her bresth at the pain. "Yes," she conceded. "My sonis
there”

"You left of your own valition. Y ou declared that you never wanted to come back. Y ou renounced
your citizenship.”



"That wasten years ago.”

"Y ou've changed your mind--after ten years."

"l was very foolish then. | wasunder grest emotiona siress. A divorce..." Shelet her voicetrall
off. Shedid not mention the fierce palitical passionsthat had burned within her back in those days.

"Yes'" sadtheinterviewer. "Very foolish."

C. Briem: that was dl his nameplate said. He did not seem to Doloresto be aredly nasty man. Not
very sympathetic, naturdly. But not thetotally cold inhuman kind of bureaucrat she had seen so often
over theyears. He was quite young, she thought, for aposition of such power. Y oung and rather
atractive, with hair the color of afternoon sunshine cropped short and neat. And good shoulders beneath
his severely tailored one-piece suit. It was spotlesswhite, of course. Dolores wore her one and only
business suit, gray and shabby after dl the years of hanging in closets or being folded in atight travel bag.
She had worn it only at the ralies and late-night meetings she had attended; fewer and fewer, asthe years
passed by.

Over the past week Dolores had gone through adozen interviews like thisone. And the complete
battery of physical tests. Thisman behind the desk had the power to recommend that she be alowed to
return to her home, or to keep her locked out and exiled from her roots, her memories, her only son.

"How old isyour boy now?" he suddenly asked.

Startled, Dolores answered, "Eleven--no, hell be twelve years old next month. | was hoping to get
back in timeto see him on hisbirthday."

"Weredly don't want any moreimmigrant laborers," he said, trying to make hisvoice hard but not
quite able to do so.

"l am not animmigrant,” Doloresreplied firmly. "l amanaive. And| am not alaborer. | am afluid
systemstechnician.”

"A plumber."

She amiled tolerantly. "A plumber who works on fusion-power plants. They require excellent piping
and weding. | runthe machinesthat do suchwork. Itisal inthe dossier on your screen, I'm sure.”

He conceded his point with adip of hischin. ™Y ou've worked on fusion plantsfor dl theten years
you were out there?"

"Mogt of thetime. | did somework on solar power syslems aswell. They aso require excellent
plumbing.”

For long momentsthe interviewer said nothing, staring at the screen asif it would tell him whét to do,
which decison to make.

Findly hereturned hisgazeto Dolores. "I will haveto consult theimmigration board, Ms. Alvarez.
Y ouwill haveto wait for their decision.”

"How long will thet teke?'

He blinked his blue eyes once, twice. "A day or s0. Perhapslonger.”

"Then | must remain aboard this station until they decide?’

"Of course. Y our expenseswill be paid by the government on its regular per them alowance.”
Doloresfet her nogtrilsflare. Government per them alowances did not come anywhere near the
prices charged by the station's restaurants or the hotel. And it usualy took months for any government to

honor the expense reports that per them people sent in.

Shegot to her feet. "I hopeit will beaquick decison, then.”

The interviewer remained seated, but seemed to thaw just abit. "No, Ms. Alvarez. Hopefor a
dow decison. The moretimethey take to make up their minds, the better your chances."

Dolores murmured, "Like ajury deciding a person'slife or desth.”

"Yes" hesad sadly. "Very much likethat."

Doloresdrifted through the rest of the day, walking through the long doping passageways of the
circular sation, heading away from the administrative officeswith their impersond interviewers and
computerized records of awoman's entire life.

Do they know? she asked himsdlf sllently. Do they suspect why | want to return? Of course they



must have records of my old politica activities, but do they know what | am trying to accomplish now?

Even when the three lunar colonies had united in declaring their independence from the World
Government the separation between the peoples of Earth and those living in space had never been totdl.
Governments might rage and threaten, corporations might cut off entire colonies from desperately needed
trade, but il atrickle of people made it from space back to Mother Earth. Andviceversa. The
journey was often painful and dways mired in red tape, but asfar as Dolores knew no one had ever been
flatly denied permission to go home again.

Until now.

The other people striding dong the wide passageways were mostly administrative staff personnel
who wore one-piece jumpsuits, as had the handsome young Mr. Briem. White, sky-blue, fire-engine
red, grassy green, their colors denoted the wearers jobs. But as Dolores neared the areawhere the
tourist shops and restaurants were located, the people around her changed.

The tourists dressed with far more variety: menin brilliantly colored running suits or conservative
bus ness outfits such as Dol ores herself wore; the younger women showing bare midriffs, long shapely
legs glossy with the sheen of hosery, sartling makeup and hairdos.

The space gation was huge, massve, likeasmdl city in orbit. Asshedrolled amlesdy aongits
passageways Dolores redlized that the station had grown in the ten years since she had last seenit. It
was like Samarkand or Damascus or any of those other ancient citiesalong the old caravan trails. a
center of commerce and trade, even tourism. Surely the restrictions againgt returning home were easier
now than they had been ten years before.

Then sheredized that these tourists were aboard a Space station that orbited amere five hundred
kilometers above Earth's surface. They would not be alowed to go to the Moon or to one of the O'Neil
habitats. They were flatlanders on vacation. And there were dmost no lunar citizens or residents of
O'Neill communities herein this station. At least, none that she could identify.

She caught aglance of the Earth hanging outside one of the rare windows aong the passageway,
huge and blue and glowing with beauty. Five hundred kilometersaway. Only five hundred kilometers.

Asthe sation swung inits stately rotation the view of Earth passed out of sight. Dolores saw the
distant Moon hanging againgt the black background of deep space. Then even that passed, and there
was nothing to see but the infinite emptiness.

Will they find out? Doloreswondered. |sthere something in my record, something | might have said
during theinterviews, sometiny hint, that will betray me?

She stopped in mid-stride, almost stumbled as a sudden bolt of eectrical surprise flashed through
her. Hector Luis! Her son!

But then she saw that it was merdly a curly-haired boy of ten or twelve, a stranger walking with his
trusting hand firmly in the grasp of aman who must have been hisfather. Doloreswatched them pass by
without so much asaflicker of aglance at her. Asif shewere not therein the corridor with them. Asif
shedid not exist.

Thelast hologram she had seen of her son had been more than ayear ago. The boy walking past
looked nothing like Hector Luis, redly. The same height maybe. Not even asimilar build.

Y ou are becoming maudlin, she chided hersdif.

Sheredlized that she wasin the midst of the shopping area. Store windows stretched on both sides
of the passageway, merchandise of all sortsglittered brightly in the attractive displays. Maybe can find
something for Hector Luis, shethought. Maybeif | buy agift for him it will impresstheimmigration
board. She had no doubt that they were watching her. Y et shefdt dightly ashamed of her thought, using
her son asatoal to pry open the board members hearts.

She window-shopped until shelost tack of thetime. The more she gazed at the lush variety of
merchandise the more confused she became. What would atwelve-year-old boy like? What does her
son like? She had no idea.

Finaly her ssomach told her that she had missed lunch and it was dmost timefor supper. Therewere
restaurants further up the corridor. Dolores frowned inwardly: the government's munificent per them
alowance might just cover the price of abeer.



With a shrug she moved through the meandering tourists and headed for amea she could barely
afford. She studied the menus displayed on the electronic screens outside each of the four restaurants,
then entered the least expensive.

She hardly felt any surprise at al when she saw that Mr. Briem was dready seated at atable by the
window, done. Yes, they are certainly watching me.

He saw Dolores as she approached histable.

"Buenastar desMr. Briem," she said, with agracious nod of her head.

"Ms. Alvarez!" He scrambled to hisfeet and pretended to be surprised. "Would you careto join
me? | just camein here afew moments ago.”

"I would be very happy to. Itisvery londy to eat by ones sdf.”

"Yes" hesad. "Itis"

Dolores sat across the little square table from him, and they studied the menu screen for afew
moments. She grimaced at the prices, but Briem did not seem to notice.

They tapped out their orders on the keyboard. Then Dolores asked politely, "Do you come here
often?'

Hemadeasmadl shrug. "When | get tired of my own cooking. Often enough.”

A young woman walked up to the table, petite, orienta-looking. "Hi, Cd. A little early for you, isn't
it?'

"I'm going to the concert tonight,” he answered quickly.

"Oh s0?' The woman glanced at Dolores, then turned her eyes back to him. "Metoo."

"I'll seeyou there, then."

"Good. Maybe we can have dessert or coffee together afterward.”

Briem nodded and smiled. 1t was an innocent smile, Dolores thought. It dmost made her believe that
he truly wasin this restaurant because he was going to a concert later in the evening and the young
oriental was not an agent of the immigration department or abodyguard assigned to watch over him while
he dealt with thiswould-beinfiltrator.

"Your first nameis Cavin?' Dolores asked.

"Cavert,” hereplied. "I prefer Cal. It soundslesslike an old British mystery story."

"I am called Dolores. My especid friends cdl me Dee.”

His smile came back, warmer thistime. The robot rolled up to their table with their trays of dinner on
itsflat top. They gtarted to eat.

"l wasthinking of buying my son apresent,” Dolores said, "but | don't know what to get him. What
are twelve-year-old boys interested in these days?'

"I redly don't know."

"Thereisso muchin thestorewindows! It'srather overwhelming.”

"Y ou haven't gone shopping for awhile?!

"Not for along time. Where | was, there were no stores. Not gift stores. | suppose | have missed a
lot of thingsin the past ten years.”

They fel slent for afew moments. Doloresturned her attention to her broth. It wasthin and
delicately flavored, not like the rich heavy soups she was accustomed to.

"Ms. Alvarez--"

"Dolores”

"Dolores, then." Cal Briem looked troubled. "I suppose | shouldn't bring up the subject. It's none of
my affair, redly ..."

"Whdt isit?"

"Your politicd activities"

"Ah." Shehad known it would come up sooner or later. At least hewas bringing it out into the
open

ou were quite an activist in your younger days. But over the past few years you seem to have

stopped.”

"l have grown older."



Helooked at her, really looked at her, for along silent moment.

"I can't accept the ideathat you've given up your beliefs" hesaid at las.

"I wasnever aradicd. | never advocated violence. During the times of the great labor unrest |
served as amediator more than once.”

"Weknow. It'sinyour record."

She put down her spoon, tired of the whole charade. "Then my poalitica beiefsare going to be
counted againgt me, aren't they?"

"They don't hdp,” he said softly.

"Y ou are going to prevent me from returning home because my political position is not acceptableto
you."

"Did you marry again?' He changed the subject. "We have no record of it if you did."

"No. | did not marry again.”

"For ten years you've remained unmarried?'

She recognized the unvoiced question. "After the terrible mess of my first marriage, | never dlowed
myself to become o attached to someone that he could cause me pain.”

"l see" hesaid.

"Besides," Dolores added, "where | was, out on the construction jobs, there were not that many men
who were both digible and attractive.”

" find that hard to believe."

"Believeit," shesad fervently.

"Your political activities broke up your marriage, didn't they?"

She fought an urgeto laugh. Raoul'sfather owned haf of the solar system'slargest construction firm.
"They did not help to cement ustogether, no," she said.

"Have you given up your politica activitiesdtogether?' he asked, hisvoicetrembling dightly.

Dolores spooned up another sip of broth before answering. "Yes" shehdf lied. "But | till have my
beliefs"

"Of course”

They finished the brief meal in virtua slence. When their bills appeared on the tabl€'s display screen
Briem gently pushed Doloress hand aside and tapped his own number on the keyboard.

"Let theimmigration board pay for this," he said, smiling shyly. "They can afford it better than you.”

"Much asgracias" said Dolores. But inwardly she asked hersdf, Why is he doing this? What
advantage does he expect to gain?’

"Would you like to go to the concert?' he asked asthey got up from the table.

Doloresthought amoment. Then, "No, | think not. Thank you anyway. | appreciate your kindness."

Asthey walked out into the broad passageway again, Briem said, "Y our son's been living dl thistime
with hisfather, hasn't he?'

Again shefdt the stab of pain. And anger. What ishetrying to do to me? Doloresraged inwardly.
"I don't think you have any right to probe into my persond affairs,” she snapped.

Hisfacewent red. "Oh, | didn't mean--I was only trying to be helpful. 'Y ou had asked about what
the boy might beinterested in ...."

The anger drained out of her asquickly asit had risen. "I'm sorry. | have aways been too quick to
lose my temper.”

"It'sunderstandable,” Briem said.

"One would think that at my age | would have learned better self-control.”

"Denada," he said, with an atrocious accent.

But she smiled at his attempt to defuse the Stuation. Then she caught aview of Earth againin the
window across the passageway. Dolores headed toward it like awoman lured by alover, like adiver of
iron pulled by amagnet.

Briem walked beside her. "I redly should be getting to the auditorium. The concert.”

"Yes," Dolores muttered, staring at the glowing blue-and-white panorama parading before her eyes.
"Of course”



He grasped her deeve, forcing her to tear her eyesaway and look at him.

"Tel mewhat you learned in the ten years you were away," he said, suddenly urgent. "Tell methe
most important thing you've learned.”

She blinked at the fervor in hisvoice, theintengity of hisexpresson. "The most important?”

"I know you gtill have apalitica agenda. Y ou haven't given up dl your hopes, your ideals. But what
did the past ten years teach you?"'

Doloresput aside dl pretense. She knew she was ending al her hopes for returning home, killing her
only chance to see her son once again. But shetold him anyway, without evasion, without pretense.

"They need us. They cannot survive without us.

Nor can we truly survive without them. Thisenforced separation iskilling us both.”

Strangdly, Briem smiled. "They need us," he echoed. "And we need them.”

Dolores nodded dumbly, her eyes drawn back to the gleaming beckoning sprawl of the world she
hed |ft.

"Weve changed, too," Briem said softly, amost in awhisper. "Some of ushave, a least. Thereare
afew of uswho redlize that we can't remain separated. A few of uswho believe exactly what you
bdieve"

"Can that be true?'

"Yes" hesad. "The human race must not remain separated into the wedthy few who live in space
and theimpoverished billions on Earth. That way isworse than madness. It'sevil."

"Y ou know what | want to do, then. Y ou have known it al dong.”

"l suspected it," said Briem. "And I'm glad that my suspicionswere correct. We need peoplelike
you: people who've been there and can convince the government and the voters that we must reestablish
strong tieswith our brothersand sgters.”

Doloresfet giddy, dmost faint. "Then you will recommend--"

"I'm the chairman of theimmigration board,” Briem revedled. "Y our application for return will be
approved, | promiseyou.”

Her thoughts tumbled dizzyingly in her mind, but the one that stood out most powerfully wasthat she
would see her son again. | will see Hector Luig 1 will hold himin my armg!

"Now I'veredly got to get to that concert,” Briem said. "I'm playing second keyboard tonight.”

"Yes," Doloressaid vaguely. "I am sorry to have kept you.”

He flashed her asmile and dashed off down the passageway.

"And thank you!" Dolores called after him.

Then she turned back to the window. Five hundred kilometers away was the Earth she had |eft only
aweek ago. The Earth on which she had spent ten years, working in their filthy choked cities, living
among the helpless and the hopeless, trying to change their world, to make their lives better, learning day
by painful day that they could not long survive without the wedlth, the knowledge, the skillsthat the space
communities had denied them.

The Earth did from her view and she saw the Moon once again, clean and cool, distant yet
reachable. Shewould return to the world of her birth, sheredlized. She would work with dl the passion
and strength in her to make them understand the debt they owed to the people of Earth. Shewould
reunite the severed family of humankind.

And shewould see her son and make him understand that despite everything sheloved him. Perhaps
she would even reunite her own severed family.

Dolores amiled to hersdlf. She was dreaming impossible dreams and she knew it. But without the
dreams, she aso knew, there can be no redlity.

Introduction to "In Trust"

Thisisone of those rare stories whose origin can be pinpointed with great exactitude.



My wife, Barbara, and | were having dinner with Dianne and Michadl Bienes, two of the most
gracious peoplein theworld. Michael isareader of sciencefiction, and-like many S-F
aficionados—enjoysintellectud puzzles.

He asked if | would want to have my body frozen after clinica degth, in the hopes that sometimein
the future medica science might learn how to cure whatever it was that killed me and bring me back to
life. | said yes.

Then he asked who | could trust to watch over my frozen body for all the years--maybe centuries--it
would take before | could be successfully revived. That started alively conversation about insurance
companies and socid inditutions.

By the time dessert was being served we had agreed that there was only one ingtitution we could
think of that had the "staying power" and the reputation for integrity that would lead usto trust our frozen
bodiestoit.

"Now why don't you write astory about it?" Michagl prompted.

Sol did.

IN TRUST

Trust was not avirtue that came easily to Jason Manning.

He had clawed hisway to the top of the multinationa corporate ladder mainly by refusing to trust
anyone: not his business associates, not hisrivals or many enemies, not his so-caled friends, not any one
of hiswivesand certainly none of hismistresses.

"Trust nobody," his sainted father had told him since childhood, so often that Jason could never
remember when the old man had first said it to him.

Jason followed hisfather's advice so well that by the time he wasforty years old he was one of the
twelve wedthiest menin America. He had capped hisrise to fortune by deposing hisfather as CEO of
the corporation the old man had founded. Dad had looked degthly surprised when Jason pushed him out
of hisown company. He had foolishly trusted his own son.

So Jason was in acongderable quandary when it finally sank in on him, almost ten years|ater, that he
was about to die.

Hedid not trust his persona physician's diagnosis, of course. Pancregtic cancer. He couldn't have
pancrestic cancer. That'sthe kind of terrible retribution that nature plays on you when you haven't taken
care of your body properly. Jason had never smoked, drank rarely and then only moderately, and since
childhood he had eaten his broccoli and al the other healthful foods his mother had set before him. Al
hisadult life he had followed a strict regimen of high fiber, low fat, and aerobic exercise.

"l want asecond opinion!" Jason had snapped at his physician.

"Of course," said the sad-faced doctor. He gave Jason the name of the city's top oncologi<t.

Jason did not trust that recommendation. He sought his own expert.

"Pancresetic cancer,” said the head of the city's most prestigious hospital, dolefully.

Jason snorted angrily and swept out of the woman's office, determined to cancel his generous annudl
contribution to the hogpita's charity drive. Hetook on an dias, flew aonein coach class acrossthe
ocean, and had himsalf checked over by Sx other doctorsin six other countries, never revealing to any of
them who hetruly was.

Pancrestic cancer.

"It becomes progressively more painful,”" one of the diagnosticianstold him, his face a somber mask
of professional concern.

Another warned, "Toward the end, even our best analgesics become virtuadly usdess” And he burst
into tears, being an Itdian.

Still another doctor, akindly Swede, gave Jason the name of a suicide expert. "He can help you to
ease your departure,” said the doctor.

"l can't do that," Jason muittered, amost embarrassed. "I'm a Catholic.”



The Swedish doctor sighed understandingly.

On thelong flight back home Jason findly admitted to himsdlf that he wasindeed facing deeth, dl that
broccoli notwithstanding. For God's sake, heredlized, | shouldn't even have trusted Mom! Her and her,
"Eat dl of it, Jace. It'sgood for you.”

If there was one person in the entire universe that Jason came closeto trusting, it was his brother, the
priest. So, after spending the better part of amonth making certain rather complicated arrangements,
Jason had his chauffeur drive him up to the posh Boston suburb where Monsignor Michael Manning
served as pastor of St. Raphadl's.

Michael took the news somberly. "I guessthat'swhat | can look forward to, then." Michael wasfive
years younger than Jason, and had faithfully followed dl his brother's childhood bouts with chicken pox,
meades, and mumps. Asateenager he had even broken exactly the same bonein hisleg as Jason had,
five years after hisbig brother's accident, in the same way: diding into third base on the same baseball
fidd.

Jason leaned back in the bottle green leasther armchair and stared into the crackling fireplace, noting
ashedid every time he visited his brother that Michadl's priestly vow of poverty had not prevented him
from living quite comfortably. The rectory wasamarvelous old house, kept in tip-top condition by teams
of devoted parishioners, and generoudy stocked by the local merchants with viands and dl sorts of
refreshments. On the coffee table between the two brothersrested asilver tray bearing ddicate china
cups and afine English tegpot filled with seaming herbd tea

"There's nothing that can be done?' Michael asked, brotherly concern etched into hisface.

"Not now," Jason said.

"How long...?"

"Maybe ahundred years, maybe even more.”

Michadl blinked with confusion. "A hundred years? What're you talking about, Jace?"

"Freezing."

"Freezing?'

"Freezing," Jason repeated. "I'm going to have mysdlf frozen until medical science figures out how to
cure pancresatic cancer. Then I'll have myself thawed out and take up my lifeagain.”

Michael sat up straighter in hischair. ™Y ou can't have yoursdlf frozen, Jace. Not until you're dead.”

"I'm not going to St till and | et the cancer kill me," Jason said, thinking of the pain. "I'm going to get
adoctor to fix mean injection.”

"But that'd besuicide! A mortd sin!”

"I won't be dead forever. Just until they learn how to cure my cancer.”

Therewasfear in Michad'seyes. "Jace, ligento me. Taking alethd injectionissuicide.”

"It'sgot to bedone. They can't freeze mewhile I'm till dive. Evenif they could, that would stop my
heart just as completely asthe injection would, and I'd be dead anyway."

"It'sdtill suicide, Jace," Michad inssted, truly upset. "Holy Mother Church teaches"

"Holy Mother Church isacouple of centuries behind the times,” Jason grumbled. "It'snot suicide.
It'smore like along-term anesthetic.”

"Youll belegdly dead."

"But not morally dead,” Jason inssted.

"Still..." Michad lgpsed into slence, pressaing hisfingerstogether prayerfully.

"I'm not committing suicide,” Jason tried to explain. "I'm just going to deep for awhile. 1 won't be
committing any sn.”

Michael had been his brother's confessor since he had been ordained. He had heard his share of
snning.

"You'retreading avery fineline, Jace," the mon signor warned his brother.

"The Church has got to learn to dedl with the modern world, Mike."

"Yes, perhaps. But I'm thinking of the legal aspects here. Y our doctorswill have to declare you
legdly dead, won't they?"

"It's pretty complicated. | haveto give myself theinjection; otherwise, the state can prosecute them



for homicide"

"Y our dtate allows assisted suicides, doesit?' Michad asked darkly.

"Yes, eventhough you think itsasin.”

"Itisasin," Michael snapped. "That's not an opinion, that'safact.”

"The Church will change its stand on that, sooner or later,” Jason said.

"Never!"

"It'sgot to! The Church can't lag behind the modern world forever, Mike. It'sgot to change.”

"Y ou can't change morality, Jace. What was true two thousand years ago is il true today.”

Jason rubbed at the bridge of hisnose. A headache was starting to throb behind his eyes, the way it
aways did when he and Michael argued.

"Mike, | didn't come hereto fight with you."

The monsignor softened immediately. "I'm sorry, Jace. It'sjust that... you're running aterrible risk.
Suppose you're never awvakened? Suppose you findly die while you're frozen? Will God consider that
you've committed suicide?"

Jason fell back on the retort that dways saved him in arguments with his brother. "God'salot
Smarter than elther one of us, Mike."

Michad smiled ruefully. "Yes, | suppose Heis"

"I'mgoingtodoit, Mike. I'mnot goingto let mysdlf dieinagony if | canavoidit.”

His brother conceded the matter with aresigned shrug. But then, suddenly, he sat up ramrod-straight
agan.
"What isit?' Jason asked.

"You'll belegdly dead?' Michad asked.

"Yes. | told you--"

"Then your will can go to probate.”

"No, | won't be..." Jason stared at hisbrother. "Oh my God!" he gasped. "My estate! I've got to
make sureit's kept intact while I'm frozen."

Michael nodded firmly. ™Y ou don't want your money gobbled up whileyou'rein the freezer. You'd
wake up penniless.”

"My children dl havetheir own lawyers" Jason groaned. "My bankers. My ex-wived"

Jason ran out of the rectory.

Although the doctors had assured him that it would take months before the pain redlly got severe,
Jason could fed the cancer in his gut, growing and feeding on his healthy cellswhile he desperately tried
to arrange hisworldly goods so that no one could stedl them while helay frozenin avat of liquid nitrogen.

Hisestatewasvast. Inhiswill he had left generous sumsfor each of hisfive children and each of his
fiveformer wives. Although they hated one another, Jason knew that the instant he was frozen they
would unitein their greed to break hiswill and grab the rest of hisfortune.

"l need that money," Jason told himsdlf grimly. "'I'm not going to wake up penniless ahundred years
or so from now."

His corporate legd staff suggested that they hire afirm of etate specididts. The estate specidists
told him they needed the advice of the best congtitutiond lawyersin Washington.

"Thisisamatter that will inevitably come up before the Supreme Court," the top congtitutiona lawyer
told him. "I mean, we're talking about the legd definition of degth here.”

"Maybe | shouldn't have mysdlf frozen until the legd definition of death is settled,” Jason told him.

The top condtitutiona lawyer shrugged his expensively clad shoulders. “Then you'd better be
prepared to hang around for another ten years or s0. These things take time, you know."

Jason did not have ten months, let alone ten years. He gritted his teeth and went ahead with his plans
for freezing, while tdling hislawyers he wanted hislast will and testament made iron-clad, fool proof,
unbreakable.

They shook their headsin unison, al eight of them, their faces sad as hounds with toothaches.

"There's no such thing as an unbreakable will," the eldest of the lawyers warned Jason, "if your
putative heirs have the time--"



"And the money,” said one of the younger attorneys.

"Or the progpect of money," added a<till younger one.

"Then they stand agood chance of eventudly bresking your will."

Jason growled at them.

Inevitably, theword of hisillnessand of his plan to freeze himsdlf leaked out beyond the confines of
his executive suite. After al, no one could be trusted to keep such momentous news a secret. Rumors
began to circulate up and down Wall Street. Reporters began sniffing around.

Jason redlized that his secret was out in the open when ade egation of bankersinvited him to lunch.
They were fat, d eek-headed men, such as deep of nights, yet they looked clearly worried as Jason sat
down with them in the oak-pandled private dining room of their exclusive downtown club.

"Isit true?" blurted the youngest of the group. "Areyou dying?'

The others around the circular table dl feigned embarrassment but leaned forward eagerly to hear
Jason'sreply.

He spoke bluntly and truthfully to them.

The oldest of the bankers, alantern-jawed white haired woman of stern visage, was equaly blunt.

"Y our various corporations owe our various banks severd hillions of dollars, Jason.”

"That'sbusiness,” hereplied. "Banksloan hillionsto corporationsdl thetime. Why areyou
worried?'

"It'sthe uncertainty of it al!" blurted the youngest one again. "Are you going to be dead or arent
you?”

"I'll be dead for awhile," he answered, "but that will be merely alegd fiction. I'll be back.”

"Yes," grumbled one of the older bankers. "But when?”

With ashrug, Jason replied, "That, | can't tell you. | don't know."

"And what happensto your corporationsin the meantime?"

"What happensto our outstanding loans?"

Jason saw what wasin their eyes. Foreclosure. Demand immediate payment. Take possession of
the corporate assets and sell them off. The banks would make a handsome profit, and his enemieswould
gleefully carve up his corporate empire among themselves. His estate—based largely on the vaue of his
holdingsin his own corporations—would dwindle to nothing.

Jason went back to his sumptuous office and gulped antacids after hislunch with the bankers.
Suddenly awoman burst into his office, her hair hardly mussed from struggling past the cadres of
secretaries, executive assistants, and office managers who guarded Jason's privacy.

Jason looked up from his bottle of medicine, bleary-eyed, as she stepped in and shut the big double
doors behind her, asmile of victory on her pert young face. He did not have to ask who she was or why
shewasinvading hisoffice. Heinstantly recognized that Interna Revenue Service look about her:
cunning, knowing, ruthless, sure of her power.

"Can't aman even die without being hounded by the IRS?" he moaned.

She was good-looking, in afeline, predatory sort of way. Reminded him of his second wife. She
prowled dowly across the thickly sumptuous carpeting of Jason's office and curled hersdf into the
hand-carved Danish rocker in front of his desk.

"We understand that you are going to have yourself frozen, Mr. Manning." Her voice was atawny
purr.

"I'mdying," hesaid.

"You ill haveto pay your back taxes, dead or dive," shesaid. "Takeit up with my attorneys.
That'swhat | pay themfor."

"Thisisan unusud Stuation, Mr. Manning. Weve never had to ded with ataxpayer whois planning
to have himsdlf frozen." Shearched anicdly curved brow at him. "Thiswouldn't be some elaborate
schemeto avoid paying your back taxes, would it?"

"Do you think | gave mysdlf cancer just to avoid paying taxes?'

"Well haveto impound dl your holdings as soon asyou're frozen."

"What?"



"Impound your holdings. Until we can get acourt to rule on whether or not you're deliberately trying
to evade your tax respongbilities.”

"But that would ruin my corporations!” Jason yelled. "It would drive them into the ground.”

"Can't be helped,” the IRS agent said, blinking lovely golden brown eyesat him.

"Why don't you just take out agun and kill me, right here and now?"

She actudly smiled. "It'sfunny, you know. They used to say that the only two certaintiesin the
world are death and taxes. Well, you may be taking the certainty out of death." Her smile vanished and
shefinished coldly, "But taxeswill ways bewith us, Mr. Manning. Always!"

And with that, she got up from the chair and swept imperioudy out of hisoffice.

Jason grabbed the phone and called hisinsurance agent.

The man was actually the president of Amagamated Life Assurance Society, Inc.” thelargest
insurance company in Hartford, acity that still styled itself as The Insurance Capita of the World. He
and Jason had been friends--well, acquai ntances, actudly-for decades. Like Jason, the insurance
executive had fought hisway to thetop of his profession, starting out with practicaly nothing except his
father's modest chain of loan offices and his mother'sholdingsin AT& T.

"It'sthe best move you can make," the insurance executive assured Jason. "Lifeinsuranceisthe
safest investment in theworld. And the benefits, when we pay off, are not taxable.”

That warmed Jason's heart. He smiled at the executive'simage in his phone's display screen. The
man was handsome, his hair slver, hisface tanned, his skin taut from the best cosmetic surgery money
could buy.

"The premiums,”" he added, "will be kind of steep, Jace. After dl, you've only got afew monthsto
go."

"But | want my estate protected,” Jason said. "What if | dump al my possessionsinto an insurance
policy’

For just aflash of amoment the executive looked asif an angdl had given him personal assurance of
eternd bliss. "Your entire estate?' he breathed.

"All my worldly goods."

The man smiled broadly, too broadly, Jason thought. "That would befine," he said, struggling to
control himsdf. "Just fine. We would take excellent care of your estate. No onewould be abletolay a
finger onit, bdieveme.”

Jason felt the old warning tingle and heard his father's voice whispering to him.

"My egtate will be safein your hands?'

"Perfectly safe" hiserstwhile friend assured him.

"Weretaking along time here," Jason said. "'l may stay frozen for yearsand years. A century or
more."

"Theinsurance industry has been around for centuries, Jace. Were the most stable inditution in
Wedtern civilization.”

Just then the phone screen nickered and went gray. Jason thought that they had been cut off. But
before he could do anything about it, ayoung orienta gentleman's face came on the screen, smiling at
him.

"l amthe new CEO of Amagamated Life" hesaid, in perfectly good American English. "How may |
help you?'

"What happened to--"

"Ama gamated has been acquired by Lucky Sun Corporation, adivison of Bali Entertainment and
Gambling, Limited. We are diversifying into the insurance business. Our new corporate headquarters will
beinLasVegas, Nevada. Now then, how can | be of assistance to you?"

Jason screamed and cut the connection.

Who can | trust? he asked himsdlf, over and over again, as his chauffeur drove him to his palatia
home, far out in the countryside. How can | stash my money away where none of the lawyers or tax
people can sted it away from me?

He thought of Snow White deeping peacefully while the seven dwarfsfaithfully watched over her. |



don't have seven dwarfs, Jason thought, almost in tears. | don't have anybody. No oneat all.

The assassnation attempt nearly solved his problem for him.

Hewas alonein hisbig rambling house, except for the servants. As he often did, Jason stood out on
the glassed-in back porch, overlooking the beautifully wooded ravine that gave him aclear view of the
sunset. Industrid pollution from the distant city made the sky blaze with brilliant reds and oranges. Jason
swirled abadly needed whisky in aheavy crystd glass, trying to overcome hisfedlings of dread ashe
watched the sun go down.

He knew that there would be precious few sunsets |eft for him to see. Okay, so | won't redlly be
dead, hetold himsdf. I'll just be frozenfor awhile. Like going to deep. I'll wake up later.

Ohyeah? avoicein hishead chalenged. Who's going to wake you up? What makes you think
they'll take care of your frozen body for years, for centuries? What's to stop them from pulling the plug
onyou? Or sdling your body to some medical research lab? Or maybe for meat!

Jason shuddered. He turned abruptly and headed for the door to the house just as a bullet smashed
the curving glass where he had been standing an instant earlier.

Pdllets of glass showered him. Jason dropped his glass and staggered through the door into the
library.

"A sniper?' heyeped out loud. "Out here?!

No, he thought, with ashake of hishead. Snipersdo their sniping in the inner city or on college
campuses or interstate highways. Not out among the homes of the rich and powerful. He caled for his
butler.

No answer.

Heydled for any one of his servants.

No reply.

He dashed to the phone on the sherry table by the wing chairstastefully arranged around the
fireplace. The phonewas dead. He banged onit, but it remained dead. Thefireplace burst into cheery
flames, gartling him so badly that he nearly fell over the sherry table.

Glancing at hiswristwatch, Jason saw that it was precisdy seven-thirty. The house's computer was
gtill working, heredlized. It turned on the gas-fed fireplace ontime. But the phones are out and the
servants aren't answering me. And thereésa sniper lurking out in the ravine, taking shots a me.

The door to the library opened dowly. Jason's heart crawled up his throat.

"Wixon, itsyou!"

Jason's butler was carrying asilver tray in hisgloved hands. "Yessr," herepliedin hisusua sdif
effacing whisper.

"Why didn't you answer me when | called for you? Somebody took a shot at me and--"

"Yesdr, | know. | had to go out to the ravine and dedl with the man.”

"Ded withhim?*

"Yesdr," whigpered the butler. "Hewas aprofessona assassin, hired by your third wife."

"By Jessica?'

"I believe your former wife wanted you killed before your new will isfindized," said the butler.

"Ohhh." Jason sagged into the wing chair. All the strength seemed to evaporate from him.

"I thought you might likeawhisky, sir." The butler bent over him and proffered the Slver tray. The
crystd of the glass caught thefirdight like glittering diamonds. |ce cubestinkled in the glassreassuringly.

"No thanks" said Jason. "I fixed onefor mysdlf when| camein.”

"Wouldn't you like another, Sr?*

"You know | never have more than one." Jason looked up at the butler'sface. Wixon had dways
looked like awax dummy, hisface expressonless. But a the moment, with the firdight playing acrosshis
features, he seemed--intent.

"Shouldn't we phone the police?' Jason asked. "I mean, the man tried to kill me."

"That'sall taken care of, ar." Wixon edged the tray closer to Jason. "Y our drink, sr.”

"l don't want another drink, dammit!"

The butler looked disgppointed. "I merely thought, with al the excitement...”



Jason dismissed the butler, who |ft the drink on the table beside him. Alonein thelibrary, Jason
gared into the flames of the gas-fed fireplace. The crystd glass glittered and winked at him dluringly.
Maybe another drink iswhat | need, Jason told himsdlf. It'sbeen ahard day.

He brought the glassto hislips, then stopped. Wixon knows | never have more than one drink.
Why would he ... ?

Poison! Jason threw the glassinto the fireplace, leaped up from the chair and dashed for the garage.
They'redl out to get me! Five wives, five children, ten sets of lawyers, bankers, the IRS--I'm a hunted
man!

Oncedown in the dimly lit garage he hesitated only for amoment. They might have rigged abomb in
the Ferrari, hetold himsdlf. So, instead, he took the gardener's pickup truck.

As he crunched down thelong gravel driveway to the main road, dl the library windows blew out in
aspectacular gas-fed explosion.

By thetime he reached his brother's rectory, it was dmost midnight. But Jason felt strangely cam, at
pesace with himsdlf and the untrustworthy world that he would soon be departing.

Jason pounded on the rectory door until Michael's housekeeper, clutching a house robe to her skinny
frame, rluctantly let himin.

"The monsignor sound adeep,” sheindsted, with an angry frown.

"Wake him," Jason indsted even morefirmly.

She brought him to the study and told him to wait there. The fireplace was cold and dark. Theonly
light in the room came from the green-shaded lamp on Michadl's desk. Jason paced back and forth, too
wired to Sit ill.

As soon as Michadl padded into the study, in his bedroom dippers and bathrobe, rubbing deep from
his eyes, Jason started to pour out his soul.

"Giveyour entire estate to the Church?' Michadl sank into one of the leather armchairs.

"Yes!" Jason pulled the other chair closeto hisbrother, and leaned forward eagerly. "With certain
provisons, of course.”

"Provisons”

Jason ticked off on hisfingers, "Firgt, | want the Church to oversee the maintenance of my frozen
body. | want the Church to guarantee that nobody's going to pull the plug on me."

Michael nodded warily.

"Second, | want the Church to monitor medical research and decide when | should berevived. And
by whom."

Nodding again, Michad said, "Go on."

"That'sit."

"Those arethe only conditions?’

Jasonsaid. "Yes”

Stirring dightly in hischair, Michael asked, "And what does the Church get out of this?'

"Hdf my etate”

"Haf?' Michad's eyebrowsrose.

"| think that'sfair, don't you? Half of my estate to the Church, the other half waiting for mewhen I'm
revived."

"Uh ... how muchisit? | mean, how largeisyour estate?"

With ashrug, Jason said, "'I'm not exactly sure. My persond holdings, real estate, liquid assets
should add up to severd hillion, I'd guess."

"Billion?" Micheel sressed theb.

"Billion."

Michad gulped.

Jason leaned back in the bottle green chair and let out along breath. Do that for me, and the Church
can have haf of my estate. Y ou could do alot of good with abillion and some dollars, Mike."

Michadl ran ahand across his stubbly chin. "I'll have to speak to the cardind," he muttered. Then he
brokeinto adow smile. "By the saints, I'll probably have to take thisall theway to the Vatican!”



When Jason awoke, for a startled instant he thought that something had gone wrong with the freezing.
Hewas dtill lying on thetable in thelab, still surrounded by green-coated doctors and technicians. The
ar fet chill, and he saw afaint icy mist wafting across hisfield of view.

But then heredlized that the celling of the lab had been ablank white, while the ceiling above him
now glowed with colors. Blinking, focusing, he saw that the celling, the wdls, the whole room was
decorated with incredible Renai ssance paintings of saints and angdlsin beautiful flowing robes of glowing
color.

"Wheream 1?7 he asked, hisvoice afeeble croak. "What year isthis?

"You are safe," said one of the green-masked persons. "Y ou are cured of your disease. Theyear is
anno domini two thousand fifty-nine.”

Half acentury, Jason said to himself. I'vedoneit! 1've dept more than fifty years and they've
awakened me and I'm cured and hedlthy again! Jason dipped into the sweetest deep he had ever
known.

The fact that the man who spoke to him had a ditinct foreign accent did not trouble him in the
dighted.

Over the next severa days Jason submitted to adozen physical examinations and endless questions
by persons he took to be psychologists. When he tried to find out where he was and what the state of
the twenty-first-century world might be, hewastold, "Later. Therewill be plenty of timefor that later.”

Hisroom was smdll but very pleasant, his bed comfortable. Theroom's only window looked out on
aflourishing garden, lush trees and bright blossoming flowersin brilliant sunlight. The only timeit rained
was after dark, and Jason began to wonder if the wegather was somehow being controlled ddliberately.

Sowly herecovered his strength. The nurses wheeled him down along corridor, itswallsand
ceallingstotally covered with frescoes. The place did not look like a hospitd; did not smell like one,
ether. After nearly aweek, he began to take strollsin the garden by himsdlf. The sunshinefelt good,
warming. He noticed lots of priests and nuns dso strolling in the garden, spesking in foreign languages.
Of course, Jason told himsdlf, this place must be run by the Church.

It wasn't until he saw atrio of Swiss Guardsin their colorful uniformsthat he redlized hewasin the
Vatican.

"Yes, it'strue," admitted the youthful woman who wasthe chief psychologist on hisrecovery team.
"Weareinthe Vaican." She had asoft voice and spoke English with afaint, charming Italian accent.

"But why--?"

Shetouched hislipswith acoal finger. "HisHolinesswill explainit dl to you.”

"HisHoliness?'

"Il Papa. Y ou are going to see him tomorrow."

The Pope.

They gave Jason anew suit of royal blue to wear for his audience with the Pope. Jason showered,
shaved, combed his hair, put on the silky new clothing and then waited impatiently. 1'm going to seethe
Popel!

Six Swiss Guardsmen, three black-robed priests and a bishop escorted him through the corridors of
the Vatican, out into the private garden, through doors and up staircases. Jason caught a glimpse of long
lines of touristsin the distance, but this part of the Vatican was off-limitsto them.

At last they ushered him into asmall private office. Except for aset of French windows, itswalls
were covered with frescoes by Raphael. In the center of the marble floor stood an elaborately carved
desk. No other furniturein theroom. Behind the desk was asmall door, hardly noticeable because the
paintings masked it amost perfectly. Jason stood up straight in front of the unoccupied desk asthe Swiss
Guards, priests and bishop arrayed themselves behind him. Then the small door swung open and the
Pope, in radiant white robes, entered the room.

It was Michad.

Jason's knees amost buckled when he saw his brother. He was older, but not that much. Hishair
had gone white, but hisface seemed almost the same, just afew more crinkles around the corners of his



eyes and mouth. Mikeslight blue eyeswere till clear, dert. He stood erect and strong. Helooked a
hale and vigorous sixty or so, not the ninety-some that Jason knew he would haveto be.

"Mike?" Jason felt bewildered, staring at this man in the white robes of the Pope. "Mike, isit redly
you?”

"[t'sme, Jace."

For a confused moment Jason did not know what to do. He thought he should kneel to the Pope,
kiss hisring, show some sign of respect and reverence. But how can it be Mike, how can he be so
young if fifty years have gone by?

Then Pope Michadl |, beaming at his brother, held out hisarmsto Jason. And Jason rushed into his
brother'sarms and let Mike embrace him.

"Please leave usdone," said the Pope to hisentourage. The phalanx of priests and guards flowed
out of the room, silent except for afaint swishing of black robes.

"Mike? You'rethe Pope?' Jason could hardly believeit.

"Thanksto you, Jace." Mike's voice wasfirm and strong, a voice accustomed to authority.

"And you look--how old are you now?"

"Ninety-seven." Michad laughed. "I know | don't look it. Thereve been alot of improvementsin
medicine, thanksto you."

"M

"Y ou started things, Jace. Started me on the road that's led here. Y ou've changed the world,
changed it far more than either of us could have guessed back in the old days.”

Jason felt weak inthe knees. "I don't understand.”

Wrapping astrong arm around his brother's shoulders, Pope Michadl | 1ed Jason to the French
windows. They stepped out onto asmall balcony. Jason saw that they were up so high it made him fed
alittlegiddy. Thecity of Romelay al around them; magnificent buildings bathed in warm sunshine
beaming down from abrilliant clear blue sky. Birds chirped happily from the nearby trees. Church bells
rang in the distance.

"Ligen," said Michadl.

"Towhat?'

"Towhat you don't hear."

Jason looked closely at hisbrother. "Have you goneinto Zen or something?”

Michadl laughed. "Jace, you don't hear automobile engines, do you? We use eectrica cars now,
clean and quiet. Y ou don't hear horns or people cursing at each other. Everyone's much more polite,
much more respectful. And look at theair! It'sclean. No smog or pollution.”

Jason nodded numbly. "Things have come along way sncel went under.”

"Thanksto you," Michad said again.

"l don't understand.”

"Y ou revitdized the Church, Jace. And Holy Mother Church hasrevitalized Western civilization.
Weve entered anew age, an age of faith, an age of morality and obedienceto the law.”

Jason felt overwhelmed. "I revitdized the Church?!

"Your idea of entrusting your estate to the Church. | got to thinking about that. Soon | began
spreading the word that the Church was the only ingtitution in the whole world that could be trusted to
look after freezees--"

"Freezees?'

"People who've had themselves frozen. That'swhat they're called now.”

"Freezees." It sounded to Jason like an ice-cream treat he had known when hewas akid.

"Y ou hit the right button, Jace," Michagl went on, grasping the stone baustrade of the balcony in both
hands. "Holy Mother Church hasthe integrity to look after the freezees while they're helpless, and the
endurance to take care of them for centuries, millennia, if necessary."

"But how did that change everything?'

Michad grinned at him. "Y ou, of al people, should be ableto figure that out.”

"Money," said Jason.



Pope Michael nodded vigoroudly. "Therich cameto usto take care of them while they were frozen.
Y ou gave us haf your estate, many of the others gave usalot more. The more desperate they were, the
morethey offered. We never haggled; we took whatever they were willing to give. Do you have any
idea of how much money flowed into the Church? Not just billions, Jace. Trilliond Trillions of dollars.”

Jason thought of how much compound interest could accruein haf acentury. "How mucham |
worth now?" he asked.

Hisbrother ignored him. "With al that money came power, Jace. Real power. Power to move
politicians. Power to control whole nations. With that power came authority. The Church reasserted
itsdlf asthe moral leader of the Western world. The people were ready for mord leadership. They
needed it and we provided it. The old evil waysare gone, Jace. Banished."

"Y es, but how much--"

"We spent wisdly," the Pope continued, hiseyes glowing. "Weinvested in thefuture. We Sarted to
rebuild the world, and that gained us the gratitude and loydty of haf the world."

"What should | invest in now?" Jason asked.

Michad turned dightly away from him. "Therésanew mordity out there, anew world of faith and
respect for authority. Theworld you knew is gone forever, Jace. Weve ended hunger. Weve
stabilized the world's popul ation--without artificia birth control.”

Jason could not help smiling at hisbrother. "Y ou're till against contraception.”

"Somethingsdon't change. A snisdill asn.”

"Y ou thought temporary suicidewasasin,” Jason reminded him.

"It ill is," said the Pope, utterly serious.

"But you help peopleto freeze themselves! Y ou just told me--"

Michael put ahand on Jason's shoulder. "Jace, just because those poor frightened souls entrust their
money to Holy Mother Church doesn't mean that they're not committing amortal sn when they kil
themsdves”

"Butit'snot suicide! I'm here, I'm dive agan!”

"Legdly, you're dead.”

"But that--" Jason's breath caught in histhroat. He did not like the glitter in Michad's eye.

"Holy Mother Church cannot condone suicide, Jace.”

"But you benefit from it!"

"God movesin mysteriousways. We use the money that Sinners bestow upon usto help makethe
world abetter place. But they are till sSinners.”

A terrible redlization was beginning to take shape in Jason's frightened mind. "How ... how many
freezeeshave you revived?' he asked in atrembling voice.

"You arethefirgt,” hisbrother answered. "Andthelast.”

"But you can't leave them frozen! 'Y ou promised to revive them!™

Pope Michadl shook his head dowly, alook on hisface more of pity than sorrow. "We promised to
reviveyou, Jace. We made no such promisesto the rest of them. We agreed only to look after them
and maintain them until they could be cured of whatever it wasthat killed them.”

"But that means you've got to revive them.”

A wintry smile touched the corners of the Popeslips. "No, it doesnot. The contract isquite
specific. Our best lawyers have honed it to perfection. Many of them are Jesuits, you know. The
contract gives the Church the authority to decide when to revive them. We keep them frozen.”

Jason could fed his heart thumping againgt hisribs. "But why would anybody cometo you to be
frozen when nobody's been revived? Don't they redlize --"

"No, they don't redize, Jace. That'sthe most beautiful part of it. We control the mediavery
thoroughly. And when aperson isfacing the certainty of death, you would be shocked at how few
questions are asked. We offer life after death, just aswe dways have. They interpret our offer in their
ownway."

Jason sagged againgt the stone balustrade. ™Y ou mean that even with al the advancesin medicine
you've made, they gtill haven't gotten wise?"



"Despite dl our medical advances, people dtill die. And therich gtill want to avoidit, if they can.
That'swhen they runto us™"

"And you screw them out of their money."

Michadl'sface hardened. "Jace, the Church has scrupuloudy kept itsend of our bargain with you.
We have kept watch over you for more than half a century, and we revived you as soon as your disease
became curable, just as| agreed to. But what good does anew life do you when your immorta soul isin
danger of damnation?"

"l didn't commit suicide," Jason inssted.

"What you have done--what al the freezees have done--is considered suicide in every court of the
Western world."

"The Church controls the courts?'

"All of them," Michad replied. He heaved a sad, patient sigh, then said, "Holy Mother Church's
mission isto save souls, not bodies. Were going to save your soul, Jace. Now."

Jason saw that the six Swiss Guards were standing by the French windows, waiting for him.

"Y ou've been through it before, Jace," hisbrother told him. "Y ou won't fed athing.”

Terrified, Jason shrieked, "Y ou're going to murder me?"

"Itisn't murder, Jace. Werre smply going to freeze you again. Y ou'll go down into the catacombs
with dl theothers.”

"But I'm cured, dammit! I'm dl right now!"

"It'sfor the salvation of your soul, Jace. It'syour penance for committing the sin of suicide.”

"Y ou're freezing me so you can keep al my money! Y ou're keeping dl the others frozen so you can
keep their money, too!™

"It'sfor their own good," said Pope Michael. He nodded to the guards, who stepped onto the
bal cony and took Jason in their grasp.

"It'slike the goddamned Inquisition!" Jason yelled. "Burning people at the Sake to save their souldl”

"It'sfor the best, Jace," Pope Michadl | said as the guards dragged Jason away. "It'sfor the good of
theworld. It'sfor the good of the Church, for the good of your immorta soul.”

Struggling againgt the guards, Jason pleaded, "How long will you keep me under? When will you
revivemeagan?'

The Pope shrugged. "Holy Mother Church has lasted more than two thousand years, Jace. But
what's amillennium or two when you're waiting for the find trump?"

"Mikel" Jason howled. "For God's sakel"

"God'salot smarter than both of us," Michad said grimly. "Trust me."

(With specia thanksto Michadl Bienes)

| ntroduction to "Risk Assessment’

Thisonewas written for Jack Williamson.

Jack is probably the most bel oved writer in the sciencefiction field, the dean of usdl, whosefirst
short story was published in 1928. Heisatruly gentle man and afine writer.

To celebrate his more than sixty years as a published writer, Jack's friends put together an anthology
of stories, al written on themesthat Jack himsalf has used in hislong and productive career.

| was asked to contribute a story to the anthology, and "Risk Assessment” istheresult. If you are
unfortunate enough to be unfamiliar with Jack Williamson'swork, dl | can say (asde from urging you to
read hisfiction) isthat he was among the very earliest writersto ded with antimatter, which he called
"contraterrene’ matter, or seetee Thiswas at atime when the concept of antimatter was anew and
gartling ideato theoretica physicists such as PAM, Dirac, Fermi, Eingtein, and that crowd.

Two stories about Jack:



For many years, Jack was aprofessor of English at the University of Eastern New Mexico, in
Portales. When he reached retirement age, heretired. Not surprising, you might think. But | received a
nearly frantic phone call from agroup of his students (I was editing Analog magazinein New Y ork then)
who told methat they thought the university's administration was "forcing" Professor Williamson into
retirement, and they wanted me to do something about it!

Thefirst thing | did wasto cal Jack. "Forcing me?' Jack laughed. "Goodnessno. I'm very happy to
retirefrom teaching. Now | can writefull-time."

How many professors have been so revered by their students that the students don't want them to
retire?

Second story:

Barbaraand | visited Jack in Portales one year during the timefor the spring calf roundup. We
drove out to the ranch where the roundup was taking place that weekend, and watched the local
cowhands and teenagers at work. It was ahot, bloody, dusty scene. The calves were separated from
their mothers, dehorned, the males de balled, | of the calves branded and shot with about a quart of
penicillin gpiece. Their was bleating and mooing and horses and roping and the stench of burnt hides and
lots of blood, tail, tears, and swest.

Aswe leaned againg the corra railing, watching al this hard work and suffering, Jack nudged mein
theribs. "Seewhy | became awriter?' he asked softly.

| nodded. 1'd much rather sweat over akeyboard than rope acalf, any day.

RISK ASSESSMENT

They arelittle more than children, thought Alpha One, sdlf-centered, emotiona children sent by their
eldersto take the respongbilities that the elders themselves do not want to bother with.

Sitting a Alpha Onée's right was Cordelia Thomasina Shockley, whom the human mae cdled Delia
Red-haired and impetuous, brilliant and driven, her decisions seemed to be based as much on emotiond
tidesaslogica caculation.

The third entity in the conference chamber was Martin Flagg, deeply solemn, intensdly grave. He
behaved asif hetruly believed his decisonswererational, and not at al influenced by the hormona
cascades surging through his endocrine system.

"Thisexperiment must be opped,” Martin Flagg said firmly.

Deliathought he was handsome, in arugged sort of way. Not terribly tal, but broad in the shoulder
andflatinthemiddle. Nicely muscular. Big dimplein the middle of his stubborn chin. Heavenly deep
blue eyes. When he smiled hiswholefacelit up, and somehow that lit up Delids heart. But it had been a
long time since shed seen him amiile.

"Why must the experiment be stopped?’ asked the robot avatar of Alpha One.

It folded its mechanica arms over its cermet chest, in imitation of the human gesture. 1ts human form
face was incapable of showing any emotion, however. It merdy stared at Martin Flagg out of its optical
sensors, waiting for himto go on.

"What Ddlias doing isnot only foolish, it'swasteful. And dangerous.”

"How s0?" asked Alpha One, with the patience that only a computer possessed.

The human mae was amost trembling with agitation. ™Y ou don't think afew hundred megatons of
energy isdangerous?'

Deliasaid coolly, "Not when it's properly contained, Marty. And it isproperly contained, of course.

AlphaOne knew that Ddlia had two interlinked persondity flaws: adifficulty in taking criticism
serioudy and an absolute refusal to accept anyone ese's point of view. Like her auburn hair and
opa escent eyes, she had inherited those flaws from her mother. From her father she had inherited one of
thelargest fortunesin the inner solar system. He had aso bequesathed her hisincredibly dogged
stubbornness, the total inability to back away from achalenge. And the antimatter project.

Marty was getting red in the face. " Suppose you lose containment?' he asked Delia. "What then?”



"l won't."

Turning to the robot, Marty repeated, "What if she loses containment?”

AlphaOné's prime responsibility wasrisk assessment. Here on the Moon it wasincredibly easy for
amigtaketo kill humans. So the computer quickly ran through all the assessmentsit had made to date of
C. T. Shockley's antimatter project, atask that took four microseconds, then had its robot avatar reply
to Hagg.

Camly, AlphaOnereplied, "If the gpparatus |oses containment, then our seismologists will obtain
interesting new data on the Moon's deep Structure.” 1ts voice was a smooth computer synthesisissuing
from the horizonta grill where ahuman's mouth would be.

Martin Flagg was far from pleased. "Isthat dl that your germanium brain cares about? What about
thelossof human life?"

AlphaOnewastotaly unperturbed. Its brain was composed mainly of optica filaments, not
germanium. "The nearest human settlement isat Clavius” it said. "Thereisno danger to human life.”

"Her lifel"

Alpha Oneturned to see Ddliasreaction. A warm flush colored her cheeks, an involuntary physical
reaction to her redlization that Flagg was worried about her safety.

The human form of the robot was a concession to human needs. The robot was merely one of
thousands of avatars of AlphaOne, the master computer that monitored every city, every habitat, every
vehicle, factory and mining outpost on the Moon. Almost acentury ago the pioneer lunar settlers had
learned, through bitter experience, that the computer's rational and incorruptible decisonswere far
sounder--and safer--than the emotionally biased decisions made by men and women.

But the humans were unwilling to alow acomputer, no matter how wise and rationd, to have
complete control over them. The Lunar Council, therefore, was founded as atriumvirate: the Moon was
ruled by one man, one woman, and AlphaOne. Y €, over the years, the lunar citizens did their best to
avoid the duty of serving on the Council. The task was handed to the young, those who had enough
idedlism to serve, or those who did not have enough experience to evade the responsibility.

Children, Alpha One repeated to itsalf. Ashuman life spans extend toward the two-century mark,
their childhoods lengthen dso. Physically they are mature adults, yet emotiondly they are till spoiled
children.

Martin Flagg was the human male member of the triumvirate. C. T. Shockley wasthefemde. Marty
was the youngest human ever dected to the triumvirate. Except for Ddlia

Thethree of them were sitting in the plush high backed chairs of the Council's private conference
room, in the city of Selene, dug into the ringwall mountains of the giant crater Alphonsus. Flagg glared at
Ddiafrom hissde of thetriangular table. Ddiaamiled saucily at him. She knew she shouldn't antagonize
him, but she couldn't help it. Deliadid not want to be here; she wanted to be a her remote [aboratory in
the crater Newton, near the lunar south pole. But Marty had insisted on her physical appearance a this
meeting: no holographic presence, no virtud-redlity atendance.

"This experiment must be stopped,” Flagg repeated. He was stubborn, too.

"Why?" asked the robat, in its maddeningly cam manner.

Obvioudy struggling to control histemper, FHlagg leaned forward in his chair and ticked off on his
fingas

"One, sheisusng vauable resources--"

"That I'm paying for out of my own pocket.” But the pocket was becoming threadbare, she knew.
The Shockley family fortune, big asit might have been, was running low. Deliaknew shed haveto
succeed tomorrow or giveit al up.

Flagg scowled &t her, then turned back to therobot. "Two, sheis endangering human life.”

"Only my own," Deliasaid swetly.

The robot checked its risk assessments again and said, " Sheis entirdly within her lega rights.”

"Three, her crazy experiment hasn't been sanctioned by the Science Committee.”

"I don't need the approva of those nine old farts," Delia snapped.

Therobot seemed to inclineits head briefly, asif nodding. "Under ordinary circumstancesit would



be necessary to obtain the Science Committee's permission for such an experiment, that istrue.”

"Ah-hah!" Flagg grinned mdicioudy.

"But that is because researchers seek to obtain funding grants from the Committee. Shockley isusing
her own money. She needs neither funding nor permission, so long as she does not present an undue risk
to other humans.”

Flagg closed hiseyes briefly. Deiathought he was about to admit defest. But then he played his
trump.

"And what about her plansto use dl the power capacity of al the solar collector syslems on the
Moon? Plusdl the sun satsin cidunar space?"

"I only need their output for one minute," Deliasaid.

"What happensif there's an emergency during that one minute?" Hagg demanded, almost angrily.
"What happensif the backupsfail at Clavius, or Copernicus, or even herein Sdlene? Do you have any
ideaof how much the emergency backup capacity haslagged behind actua power demand?’

"l havethosefigures,” AlphaOne said.

"Gy

"Thereisapoint-zero-four probability that the backup system at Sdlene will be unable to meet dl the
demands made on it during that one minute that the solar generators are taken off-line. Thereisa
point-zero-two probability that the backup system at Copernicus--"

"All right, al right," Flagg interrupted impetiently. "What do we do if therésafailure of the backup
system while the main power grid is offling?"

"Put the solar generators back on-lineimmediately. The switching can be accomplished in six to ten
millissconds™

Ddiafdt suddenly darmed. "But that would ruin the experiment! 1t could blow up!”

"That would be unfortunate, but unavoidable. Itisarisk that you must assume.”

Ddiathought it over for dl of half a second, then gritted her teeth and nodded. "Okay, | accept the
rsk."

"Wait aminute," FHagg said to therobot. ™Y ou're missing the point. Why does she need dl that
power?*

"To generate antiprotons, of course," Deliaanswered. Marty knew that, shetold herself. Why ishe
asking the obvious?

"But you dready have more than a hundred megatons worth of antiprotons, don't you?"'

"Sure, but | need thirty tons of them."”

"Thirty tons?' Marty'svoice jumped an octave. "Of antiprotons? Thirty tons by mass?*

Ddianodded nonchaantly while Alpha One restarted its risk assessment cdculaions. Thirty tons of
antiprotons was a new data point, never reveded to the Council before.

"Why do you need thirty tons of antiprotons?' Alpha One asked, even whileits new risk assessment
was proceeding.

"To drive the gtarship to Alpha Centauri and back,” Ddliareplied, asit were the most obviousfact in
the universe.

"Y ou intend to fly to Alpha Centauri on a ship that has never been tested?' AlphaOneasked. "The
antimatter propulsion system done--"

"Weve donedl the cdculations" Deliainterrupted, annoyance knitting her brows. "The smulations
al check out fine."

If AlphaOne could havefet dismay or irritation at its own limitations, it would have a that moment.
Shockley intended to fly her father's ship to Alpha Centauri. Thiswas new data, but it should have been
anticipated. Why esewould she have been amassng antimatter? A subroutinein itsintricate
programming pointed out that it was reasonable to assume that she would want to test the antimatter
propulsion system firg, to seethat it actudly performs as cdculated beforerisking theflight. After al, no
one had operated an antimatter drive asyet. No one had tried for the stars.

"What's thirty tons of antiprotons equa to in energy potentiad?' Flagg asked.

Instantly, Alpha One caculated, " Approximately one million megatons of energy.”



"Andif that much energy explodes?’

AlphaOne wasincapable of showing emotion, of course. But it hesitated, just for afraction of a
second. The silence was awesome. Then the robot's head swivelled dowly toward Ddlig, levelling its
dark glassy optical sensorsat her.

"An explosion of that magnitude could perturb the orbit of the Moon."

"It could cause a moon quake that would destroy Clavius, at the very least,” FHagg said. "Smash
Sdlene and even Copernicus, wouldn't it?"

"Indeed,” said AlphaOne. The singleword stung Delialike awhip.

"Now do you see why she's got to be stopped?”

"Indeed," the robot repeated.

Deliashook her head, asif to clear away the pain. "But there won't be any explosion,” sheinsisted.
"I know what I'm doing. All the calculations show--"

"Theriskisnot dlowable" AlphaOnesad firmly. ™Y ou must stop your experiment.”

"I will not!" Delia snapped.

It took Alpha One less than three millisecondsto check this new data once again, and then compare
it againgt the safety regulations that ruled every decison-making tree, and still again check it againgt the
consequences of Delias project if it should be successful. Y et dthough it weighed the probabilities and
made its decigon that swiftly, it did not speak.

AlphaOne had learned onething inits years of dedling with humans: the lessthey aretold, theless
they have to argue about.

And the two humans dready had plenty to argue over.

Running ahand through the flowing waves of hisgolden hair, FHagg grumbled, "Y ou're not fit to be a
triumvir."

"l was dected just the same asyou were," Deliareplied tartly.

"Y our father bought votes. Everybody knowsit."

Ddiasown temper surged. Leaning acrossthe triangular table to within inches of Flagg's nose, she
said, "Then everybody's wrong! Daddy wouldn't soend apenny on avote.”

"No," he snarled, "he spent dl hismoney on this crazy starship, and you're spending till more onan
experiment that could kill everybody on the Moon!"

"It'smy experiment, and I'm going to go ahead with it. Itl be finished tomorrow."

"Itisfinished now," said therobot. ™Y our permission to tap power from the lunar grid is hereby
revoked. Safety condderations outweigh al other factors. Although therisk of an explosonissmdl, the
consequences are so gredt that therisk isnot alowable.”

All the breath seemed to gush out of Ddliaslungs. She sank back in her chair and stared at the
unmoving robot for along, slent moment. Then sheturned to Flagg.

"| hate you!™

"You're not fit to be atriumvir,” Flagg repeated, scowling at her. "There ought to be asanity
requirement for the position.”

Ddiawanted to leap across the table and dap hisface. Instead, she turned to Alpha One's robotic
avatar.

"He'sbeing vindictive," shesaid. "Hesacting out of persond mdice.”

Therobot said impassivdy, "Triumvir Flagg has brought to the attention of the Council the safety
hazards of your experiment. That iswithin hisrights and responsibilities. The only persona mdice that
has been expressed at this meeting has come from you, Triumvir Shockley.”

Hagg laughed out loud.

Deliacouldn't control hersdf any longer. She jumped to her feet and didn't just dap Marty, she
socked him as hard as she could with her clenched figt, right between the eyes. In the gentle gravity of
the Moon, hetilted backward in his chair and rumbled to the floor ever so dowly, armsweekly flailing.
She could watch hiseyesroll up into his head as he dowly rumbled ass over teakettle and dumped to the
floor.

Satisfied, Delia stomped out of the conference chamber and headed back to Newton and her work.



Then sheredlized that the work wasfinished. It was going to be aborted, and she would probably
be kicked off the triumvirate for assaulting afdlow Council member.
If shelet Marty have hisway.

Dedliastood naked and aone on the dark airlessfloor of the crater Newton. Even though she was
there only in virtua redlity, while her real body rested snugly in the VR chamber of her [aboratory, she
revelled in the freedom of her solitude. She could virtualy fed the shimmering energy of the antiprotons
asthey raced aong the circular track she had built around the base of the crater's steep mountains.

More than 350 kilometersin circumference, the track ran past the short lunar horizon, itsfaint glow
scintillating like a giant luminescent snake that circled Delias naked presence.

The track was shielded by atorus of pure diamond. Even in the degp vacuum of the lunar surface
there were stray atoms of gasesthat could collide with the circling antiprotons and set off aflash of
annihilative energy. And cosmic particles raining down from the Sun and deep space. Shehad to
protect her antiprotons, hoard them, save them for the moment when they would be needed.

She looked up, toward the cold and distant stars that stared down at her out of the dark circle of
sky, unwavering, solemn, like the unblinking eyes of some wary beast watching her. Therim of the deep
crater was ringed with rectennas, waiting to drink in the energy beamed from the Moon's own solar
power farms and from the sun sats orbiting between the Earth and the Moon. Energy that Marty and
Alfie had denied her.

In the exact center of the crater floor stood the ungainly bulk of the starship, her father's master
piece, glittering softly in the light of the starsit was intended to reach.

But it will never get off the ground unless | produce enough antiprotons, Deliatold herself. For the
thousandth time.

The crater Newton was not merely far from any other human settlement. It was cold. Closetothe
lunar south pole, nearly ten kilometers deep, Newton'sfloor never saw sunlight. Early explorers had
broken their hearts searching Newton and the surrounding region for water ice. There was noneto be
found, and the lunar pioneers had to manufacture their water out of oxygen from the regolith and
hydrogen imported from Earth.

But even though any ice originally trapped in Newton had evaporated eons ago, the crater was ill
perpetualy cold, cryogenically cold al thetime, cold enough so that when Delia built the ring of
superconducting magnets for the racetrack she did not have to worry about cooling them.

Now the racetrack held enough antiprotons, endlesdy circling, to blow up al the rocky, barren
landscape for hundreds of kilometers. If al went well with her experiment, it would hold enough
antiprotons to send the starship to Alpha Centauri. Or rock the Moon out of its orbit.

The experiment was scheduled for midnight, Greenwich Mean Time. The time when the sun sats
providing power to Europe and North Americawere at their lowest demand and could most easily squirt
aminute's worth of their output to Delia's rectennas at Newton. The Moon kept GMT, too, so it would
have been easy for the lunar grid to be shunted to Newton for aminute, also. If not for Marty.

Midnight was only Six hours away.

Deliasfather, Cordel Thomas Shockley, scion of abrilliant and infamous family, had taken it into his
stubborn head to build thefirst starship. Earth's government would not do it. The Lunar Council, just
getting started in hisdays, could not afford it. So Shockley decided to use his own family fortune to build
thefirgt starship himsdif.

He hired the best designers and scientists. Using nanomachines, they built his ship out of pure
diamond. But the ship sat, gleaming faintly in the starlight, in the middle of Newton'sfrigid floor, unable
to move until some thirty tons of antiprotons were manufactured to propd it.

Ddiawas born to her father's purpose, raised to make his dream come true, trained and educated in
particle physics and space propulsion. Her first toys were model spacecraft; her first video gameswere
lessonsin physics.

When Deliawasfive years old her mother fled back to Earth, unable to compete with her husband's
monomania, unwilling to livein the spartan underground warrens that the Lunatics called home. She



divorced C. T. Shockley and took haf hisfortune away. Buit left her daughter.

Shockley was unperturbed. He could work better without awife to bother him. He had a daughter
to train, and the two of them were asinseparable as quarksin abaryon. Deliabuilt the antiproton
storage ring, then patiently began to buy dectrical energy from the Lunar Council, from the sun sats
orbiting in cidunar space, from anyone and everyone she could find. The energy was converted into
antiprotons; the antiprotons were stored in the racetrack ring. She was young, time was on her side.

Then her father was diagnosed with terminal cancer, and she realized that both her time and her
money were running out. The old man wasfrozen cryonicdly and interred in adewar in his own starship.
Theingructionsin hiswill said hewasto berevived a Alpha Centauri, even if hellived only for afew
minutes

So now Ddlias virtual presence walked across the frozen floor of Newton, up to the diamond
garship gleaming faintly in the dim light of the distant stars. She peered through its crysta hull, toward the
de war where her father rested.

"I'll doit, Daddy," she whispered. "I'll succeed tomorrow, oneway or the other."

Grimly shethought that if Marry was right and the antimatter exploded, the explosion would turn
Newton and itsenvironsinto avast cloud of plasma. Most of the ionized gas would be blasted clear of
the Moon's gravity, blown out into interplanetary space. Some of it, she supposed, would eventualy
waft beyond the solar system. Intime, Millions of years, billions, afew of their atloms might even reach
Alpha Centauri.

"Oneway or the other," she repeated.

Deliadtirred in the VR chamber. Enough self-pity, shetold hersdf. Y ou've got to do something.

She pulled the hemet off, shook her auburn hair annoyedly, and then pedled hersdf out of the
skintight VR suit. She marched straight to her bathroom and stepped into the shower, where she aways
did her best thinking. Deliasfather had aways thought of water as aluxury, which it had been when he
had first come to the Moon. Histraining till impressed Delids attitudes. Asthe hot water duiced aong
her skin, she luxuriated in the warmth and let her thoughts run free.

They ran straight to the one implacable obstacle that loomed before her. Martin Flagg. The man she
thought she had loved. The man she knew that she hated.

In childhood Deliahad no human playmates. Infact, for long years her father was the only human
companion she knew. Otherwise, her human acquaintances were all holographic or VR presences.

Shefirst met Martin Flagg when they were elected to the triumvirate. Contrary to Marty's nasty
aspersions, Deliahad not lifted afinger to get herself elected. She had not wanted the position, the
responsibility would interfere with her work. But her father, without telling her, had apparently moved
heaven and Earth--well, the Moon, at |east--to make her atriumvir.

"Y ou need some human companionship,” hetold her gruffly. "Y ou're getting to an age where you
ought to be meeting other people. Serving on the Council for afew yearswill encourage you to... well,
meet people.”

Deliathought she was too young to serve on the Council, but once she redized that handsome Martin
Flagg was dso running, she consented to dl the testing and interviewing that passed for apolitical
campaign on theMoon. Most of the Lunatics cared little about politics and did their best to avoid
serving on the Council. The only reason for having two human members on the triumvirate wasto alay
the ancient fearsthat Alpha One might someday run amok.

Once shewaseected, C. T. Shockley explained hisred reason for making her run for the office.
"The Council won't be able to interfere with our work if you're on thetriumvirate. You'rein aposition
now to head off any attemptsto stop us."

So she had accepted the additional responsibility. And it did et into her time outrageoudly. The
triumvirate had to ded with everything from people whining about their water alotmentsto deciding how
and when to enlarge the underground cities of the Moon.

And theirony of it all wasthat nobody cared about Shockley's crazy starship project or Deliaswork
to generate enough antiprotons to propel the ship to Alpha Centauri. Nobody except her fellow triumvir,
Marty Flagg. If Ddliahadn't been eected to the triumvirate with him, if they hadn't begun thislove-hate



relaionship that neither of them knew how to handle, she could have worked in blissful isolation at
Newton without hindrance of any sort.

But Marty made Ddlias heart quiver whenever he turned those blue eyes of hisupon her. Sometimes
she quivered with love. More often with fury. But she could never look at Marty without being stirred.

And he cared about her. She knew hedid. Why else would hetry to stop her? Hewasworried
that shewould kill hersalf.

Redlly? she asked hersdf. He'sredly scared that I'm going to kill him, and everybody else on the
Moon.

Deliasonly experience with love had come from VR romance novels, where the heroine dways gets
her man, no matter what perils she must face along the way. But she did not want Marty Flagg. She
hated him. He had stopped her work.

A grimace of determination twisted Delids lips as she turned off the shower and let the air blowers
dry her. Marty may think he's stopped me. But I'm not stopped yet.

She dipped into acomfortable set of coverals and strode down the bare corridor toward her control
center. AlphaOnewon't let me tap the lunar grid, she thought, but | still have dl the sun sats The
Council doesn't control them. Aslongas| can pay for their power, they'll beam it to me. Unless Alpha
Onée'stried to stop them.

It wouldn't be enough, she knew. Asshedid into her desk chair and ordered her private computer
to show her the figures, she knew that afull minute of power from al the sun sats between the Earth and
the Moon would not provide the energy she needed.

She checked the Council's communicationslog. Sure enough, Alpha One had aready notified the
various power companies that they should renege on their contractsto provide power to her. Deliatold
her computer to activate itslaw program and notify the power companiesthat if they failed to liveup to
their contracts with her, the penalties would bankrupt them.

She knew they would rather sell the power and avoid the legal battle. Only aminute's worth of
power, yet shewas paying apremium pricefor it. They had five and ahalf hoursto make up their minds.
Deliafigured that the companies legal computer programs needed only afew minutes deliberation to
make their recommendations, one way or the other. But then they would turn their recommendations
over to their human counterparts, who would be degping or partying or doing whatever lawyersdo at
night on Earth. It would be hours before they saw their computers recommendations.

She amiled. By thetimethey saw their computers recommendations, she would have her power.

But it wouldn't be enough.

Whereto get the power that Marty had denied her? And how to get it in little more than five hours?

Mercury.

A Sino-Japanese consortium was building astrip of solar-power converters across Mercury's
equator, together with relay satellitesin orbit about the planet to send the power earthward. Deliaput in
acdl to Tokyo, to Risng Sun Power, Inc." fedling amost breathless with desperation.

It was past nineteen hundred hoursin Tokyo by the time she got a human to speak to her, well past
quitting timein mogt offices. But within minutes Deliawas locked in an intense conference with stony
faced men in Tokyo and Beijing, offering the last of the Shockley fortune in exchange for one minute's
worth of eectrica power from Mercury.

"Thetiming must be exact," she pointed out, not for thefirg time.

The director-genera of Risng Sun, aformer engineer, allowed afaint smileto bresk through his
politeimpassivity. "Thetiming will be precise, down to the microsecond,” he assured her.

Ddiawas practicdly quivering with excitement as the timeticked down to midnight. It wasgoing to
happen!  She would get al the power she needed, generate the antiprotons the ship required, and be
reedy to lift off for Alpha Centauri.

Inlessthan half an hour.

If everything went the way it should.

If her caculationswereright.

Twenty-eight minutesto go. What if my cdculationsare off? A sudden flare of panic surged through



her. Check them again, shetold herself. But thereisn't time.

Then anew fear sruck her. What if my caculationsareright? I'll beleaving the Moon, leaving the
only home I've ever known, leaving the solar system. Why? To bring Daddy to Alpha Centauri. To
fulfill hisdream.

But it's not my dream, sheredlized.

All these years, ever since she had been old enough to remember, she had worked with
monomaniacal energy to bring her father's dream to fruition. She had never had time to think about her
own dream.

She thought about it now. What ismy own dream? Deliaasked hersalf. What do | want for myself?

Shedid not know. All her life had been spent in the reentless pursuit of her father's goal; she had
never taken the time to dream for hersdlf.

But she knew onething. She did not want to fly off to Alpha Centauri. She did not want to leave the
solar system behind her, leave the entire human race behind.

Y et shehad to go. The ship could not function by itself for the ten yearsit would take to reach Alpha
Centauri. The ship needed ahuman pilot, and she had aways assumed that she would be that person.

But she did not want to go.

Twenty-two minutes.

Ddiasa at the control console, watching the digital clock clicking down to midnight. Her vison
blurred, and sheredlized that her eyeswerefilled with tears. Thisaustere laboratory complex, this
remote habitat set asfar away from other human beings as possible, where she and her father had lived
and worked alone for al these years--thiswas home.

"Ddia"

Marty's voice shocked her. She spunin her chair to see him standing in the doorway to the control
room. Wiping her eyeswith the back of a hand, she saw that he looked puzzled, worried. And there
wasasmal faintly bluish knot on hisforehead, between his eyes.

"The security system at your main airlock must be off-line. | just opened the hatch and walked in."

Deliatried to smile. "Thereisn't any security system. We never have any vistors.”

"We?' Marty frowned.

"Me, |," she stuttered.

He strode across the smooth concrete floor toward her. " Alpha One monitored your comm
transmissions to the power companies,” Marty said, looking grim. "1'm here to shut down your
experiment.”

Sheamod felt relieved.

"You'll haveto cdl the power companies and tell them you're cancelling your orders,” he went on.
"And that includes Risng Sun, too.”

Deliasad nothing.

"Buying power from Mercury. I'vegot to hand it to you, | wouldn't have thought you'd go that far."
Marty shook his head, hdf-admiringly.

"You can't sop me," Deliasaid, so softly she barely heard it herself.

But Marty heard her. Standing over her, scowling at the display screens set into the console, he said,
"It'sover, Delia. | can't let you endanger al our lives. AlphaOne agreeswith me."

"I don't care," Deliasaid, one eye on thedigita clock. "I'm not endangering anyone'slife. You can
have Alpha One check my calculations. Theresno danger at al, aslong as no one interferes with the
power flow once--"

"I can'tletyoudoit, Ddia It'stoo dangerous!”

Hisface was an agony of conflicting emotions. But dl Delia saw was unbending obstinacy, inflexible
determination to stop her, to shatter her father's dream.

Wildly, she began mentally searching for aweapon. She wished she had kept aguninthe
laboratory, or that her father had built a security system into the airlocks.

Then her romance videos sprang up in her frenzied memory. She did have aweapon, the oldest
wesgpon of al. Therealization amost took her bresth away.



She lowered her eyes, turned dightly away from Marty.

"Maybeyou'reright,” Deliasaid softly. "Maybeit would be best to forget thewhole thing." Nineteen
minutes before midnight.

There was no other chair in the control room, so Marty dropped to one knee beside her and looked
earnestly into her eyes.

"It will befor thebest, Ddlia. | promiseyou.”

Sowly, hesitantly, she reached out a hand and brushed his handsome cheek with her fingertips.

Thetingle shefdt dong the length of her arm surprised her.

"| cant fight againgt you anymore,” Ddiawhispered.

"Theré's no reason for usto fight," he said, hisvoice as husky ashers.

"It'sjud..." Eighteen minutes.

"l don't want you to go,” Marty admitted. "I don't want you to fly off to the sarsand leave me."

Deiablinked. "What?"

"I don't want to loseyou, Délia. Ever sincel met you, I've been fighting your father for your
attention. And then your father's ghost. Y ou've never really looked at me. Not asaperson. Not asa
man who lovesyou."

"But Marty," she gasped, barely able to speak, "1 love you!"

He pulled her up from her chair and they kissed and Deliafdt asif the Moon had indeed lurched out
of itsorbit. Marty held her tightly and she clutched at him, at the warm tender strength of him.

Then she saw the digital clock. Fifteen minutesto go.

And she redized that more than anything in the universe she wanted to be with Marty. But then her
eye caught the display screen that showed the diamond starship Sitting out on the crater floor, with her
father init, waiting, waiting.

Fourteen minutes, forty seconds.

"I'm sorry, Marty," shewhispered into hisear. "l can't let you stop us." And she reached for the
console switch that would automate the entire power sequence.

"What areyou doing?' Marry asked.

Deliaclicked the switch home. "Everything's on automatic now. There's nothing you can do to stop
the process. In fourteen minutes or so the power will start flowing--"

"Alpha One can stop the power companies from transmitting the energy to you,” Marty said. "And
hewill."

Deiafdt her whole body dump with defeat. "If he does, it means the end of everything for me."

"No," Marty said, smiling at her. "It'll bethe beginning of everything--for us."

Ddiathought of life together with Marty. And the shadow of her father's ghost between them.

She felt something like an eectric shock jolt through her. "Marty!" she blurted. "Would you go to
Alpha Centauri with me?

Hiseyeswent round. "Go--with you? Just the two of us?'

"Tenyearsoneway. Tenyearsback. A lifetimetogether.”

"Just thetwo of us?'

"And Daddy."

Hisface darkened.

"Would you doit?" sheasked again, feding dl the eagerness of youth and love and adventure.

He shook his head like a stubborn mule. " Alpha One won't allow you to have the power."

"Alfiesonly got one vote. Weve got two, between us."”

"But he can override us on the safety issue.”

"Maybe" shesaid. "But will you at least try to help me outvote him?”

"So we can go off to Alpha Centauri together? That's crazy!™

"Don't you want to be crazy with me?'

For an endless moment Ddlias whole life hung in the balance. She watched Marty's blue eyes, trying
to see through them, trying to understand what was going on behind them.

Then hegrinned, and said, "Yes, | do."



Deliawhooped and kissed him even more soundly than before. Hes either lying or kidding himsdlf
or so certain that Alfiewill stop usthat he doesn't think it makes any difference, Deliatold hersdf. But |
don't care. He'sgoing to try, and that's al that matters.

Twelve minutes

Together they ran down the barren corridor from the control room to Delid's quarters and phoned
AlphaOne. Thedisplay screen smply glowed a pae orange, of course, but they solemnly called for a
meeting of the Council. Then Deliamoved that the Council make no effort to stop her experiment and
Marty seconded the motion.

"Such amotion may be voted upon and carried,” Alpha Onesflat expressionless voice warned them,
"but if the risk assessment determines that this experiment endangers human lives other than those
willingly engaged in the experiment itsdlf, | will instruct the various power companies not to send the
electrical power to your rectennas.”

Deliatook a deep breath and, with one eye on Marty'sface, solemn in the glow from the display
screen, she worked up the courage to say, "Agreed.”

Nineminutes.

"Alpha One won't |et the power through,” Marry said asthey trudged back to the control room.

Deliaknew hewasright. But shesaid, "Well see. If Alfie's checking my caculationswell bedl
right.”

"He's undoubtedly making hisown caculations," said Marty gloomily. "Doing the risk assessment.”

Deliagmiled at him. Oneway or the other we're going to share our lives, either here or ontheway to
the sars.

Two minutes.

Ddiawatched the display screenswhile Marty paced the concrete floor. 1've done my best, Daddy,
shesaid slently. Whatever happens now, I've done the very best | could. Y ou've got to let me go,
Daddy. I'vegot to live my own life from now on.

Midnight.

Power from six dozen sun sats plustherelay satdlitesin orbit around Mercury, poured silently,
invighbly into the rectennas ringing Newton's peaks. Energy from the sun was transformed back into
electricity and then converted into more antimatter than the human race had ever seen before. Thirty tons
of antiprotons, amillion megatons of energy, ran silently in the endless racetrack of superconducting
magnets and diamond sheathing aong the floor of the crater.

Thelaboratory seemed to hum with their energy. Thevery air fet vibrant, crackling.

Deliacould hardly believeit. "Alfielet us have the power!™

"What happensnow?' Marty asked, hisvoice hollow with awe.

She spun her little chair around and jumped to her feet. Hugging himtightly, she said, "Now, my
dearest darling, we store the antiprotonsin the ship's crystd lattice, get aboard and take off for Alpha
Centavri!"

Hegulped. "Jugt like that?'

"Just likethat." Deiahdd her hand out to him and Marty took itin his. Likeapair of children they
ran out of the control room, to head for the stars.

The vast network of computer components that was known as Alpha One was incgpable of smiling,
of course. Butif it could congratulate itsdlf, it would have.

Alpha One had been built to consider not merely the immediate consequences of any problem, but its
long-term implications. Over the haf century of its existence, it had learned to look farther and farther
into the future. A pebble disturbed at one moment could cause alanddide ahundred yearslater. Alpha
One had done al the necessary risk assessments connected with headstrong Ddlias experiment, and then
looked deep into the future for arisk assessment that spanned all the generations to come of humanity
and its computer symbiotes.

Spaceflight had given the human race anew surviva capability. By developing self-sufficient habitats
off-Earth, the humans had disconnected their fate from the fate of the Earth. Nuclear holocaust,
ecologica collapse, even meteor strikes such asthose that caused the Time of Greet Dying sixty million



years earlier--none of these could destroy the human race once it had established self-sufficient societies
off-Earth.

Y et the Sun controlled dl lifein the solar system, and the Sun would not last forever.

Looking deep into future time, Alpha One had come to the conclusion that star flight was necessary if
the humans and their computers were to disconnect their fate from the eventua demise of their Sun. And
now they had star flight in their grasp.

Asthe diamond starship |eft the crater Newton in ahot glow of intense gamma radiation, Alpha One
perceived that Deliaand Marry were only thefirst star travellers. Otherswould certainly follow. The
future of humanity was assured. Alpha One could erase its degpest concern for the safety of the human
race and its computer symbiotes. Had it been anywhere near human, it would have sat back with a
satisfied smileto wait with folded hands for the return of thefirst star travellers. And their children.

Introduction to "DdltaVee'

Y ou meet alot of people over the years, and as awriter's career advances, some of those people
become close friends, no matter how geographically distant they may be.

One of my closest friends--even though he lives athree hours drive from me-—-is Rick Wilber. Rick
isafdlow writer (asyou will soon see), ateacher of journalism at Florida Southern University, and editor
of the Tampa Tribune Fiction Quarterly.

The fourth edition of 1995's Fiction Quarterly was scheduled to be published on Sunday, the
thirty-first of December. Rick asked meto contribute a story with aNew Y ear's Eve theme.

"DdtaVee' istheresult. By theway, if you detect afaint hint of Cinderdlain thistae, it wasan
unconsciousinfluence that | mysdf didn't see until thefirgt draft of the story wasfinished. Something
about that old clock striking amidnight deadline must have, well, struck achime in my subconscious
mind.

DELTA VEE

It was going to bethe last New Year'sEve. Forever.

Six months after the last hydrogen bomb was dismantled, a Japanese amateur astronomer discovered
the comet. 1t was named after him, therefore: Comet Kara

For more than thirty years specia satellites and monitoring stations on both the Earth and the Moon
had kept adedicated watch for asteroids that might endanger our world. Sixty-five million years ago, the
impact of an asteroid some ten miles wide drove the dinosaurs and three-fourths of al the living species
on Earth into permanent oblivion.

Comet Harawas 350 miles long, and dightly more than 100 miles wide, an oblong chunk of ice
dowly tumbling through space, roughly the size of the state of Floridaminusits panhandle.

It was not detected until too late.

While asteroids and many comets coast through the solar system close to the plane in which the
planets themselves orbit, Comet Hara came tumbling into view high in the northern sky. The guardian
battery of satellites and monitoring stations did not seeit until it waswell insgde the orbit of Saturn. It
came hurtling, now, out of the dark vastness of the unknown gulfs beyond Pluto, stresking toward an
impact that would destroy civilization and humanity forever. It was amed squarely at Earth, like the
implacable hand of fate, due to strike somewhere in North America between the Great Lakes and the
Front Range of the Rockies.

Comet Harawas mostly ice, instead of rock. But a 350-mile-long chunk of ice, moving at more than
seven miles per second, would explode on Earth with the force of millions of H-bombs. Megatons of dirt
would be thrown into the air. Continentwide firestorms would rage unchecked, their plumes of smoke
darkening the sky for months. No sunlight would reach the ground anywhere. Winter would freeze the



world from poleto pole, withering crops, killing by starvation those who did not die quickly inthe
exploson and flames. Theworld would die.

Desperate cd culations showed that Comet Harawould strike the Earth on New Year'sEve. No
onewould liveto seethe New Y ear.

Unlessthe comet could be diverted.

"It'stoo much deltavee," said the head of the national space agency. "If we had spotted it earlier,
maybe then we'd have had achance. But now ..."

The president of the United States and the secretary-general of the United Nations were the only two
people in the conference room that the former astronaut recognized. The others were leaders of other
nations, he knew; twenty of them stting around the polished mahogany table like twenty mournersat a
funerd. Ther own.

"What's deltavee?' asked the president. She had been a biochemist before entering politics. None
of the men and women around the table knew much about astronautics.

"Changein velocity,” he said, knowing it explained nothing to them. "Look--it'slikethis..."

Using his hands the way a pilot would, the former astronaut showed the comet approaching Earth.
Any rocket vehicle sent out to intercept it would be going in the opposite direction from the comet.

"It takesahelluvalot of rocket thrust to get that high above the plane of the ecliptic,” he said, moving
histwo handstogether like apair of airplanes rushing into ahead-on collison.

"'That's the planein which the planets orbit?' asked the prime minister of Italy.

"Moreor less," the ex-astronaut replied. "Anyway, you need ahugejolt of thrust to get a spacecraft
out to the comet, but when it getsthere it's going the wrong way!"

"Thenit will haveto turn around,” said the American president impatiently.

The space chief nodded unhappily. "Yes, maam. But it isn't dl that easy to turn around in space.
The craft hasto kill itsforward velocity and then put on enough speed again to catch up with the comet.”

"| don't seethe difficulty.”

"Those maneuvers require rocket thrust. Lotsof it. Rocket thrust requires propellants. Tonsand
tons of propellants. Wejust don't have spacecraft capable of doing the job.”

"But couldn't you build one?"

"Sure. Inayear or two."

"We only have five months,” said the secretary generd, sounding somewhere between miffed and
agry.
"That's the problem," admitted the space chief.

Hovering weightlessly in the cramped little cubbyhole that passed for the bridge of her spacecraft,
Cindy Lundquist stared at the communications screen. Theimage was grainy and streaked with
interference, but she could still see the utterly grim expression on the face of Arlan Prince.

"... and after athorough analysis of dl the available options" the handsome young man was saying,
"they've come to the conclusion that yoursisthe only spacecraft capable of reaching the comet in time."

Arlan was the government's coordinator of operationsfor al the mining shipsin the Asteroid Bdlt, a
job that would drive alesser man to madness or at least fits of choler. There were dozens of mining ships
plying the Belt, each owned and operated by a cantankerous individualist who resented any interference
from some bureaucrat back on Earth.

But Arlan Prince did not descend into madness or even choleric anger. He smiled and patiently tried
to help the miners whenever he could. Cindy dreamed about hissmile. It wasto diefor.

"I don't want to midead you, Cindy," he was saying, very serioudy. "It'satricky, dangerous misson.”

Grease my monkey! shethought. He wants meto go out and catch acomet? They must bein
ultimate despair if they expect this creaking old bucket of boltsto catch anything except termina meta
fatigue.

Cindy's aged spacecraft was coasting aong the outer fringe of the Asteroid Belt, well beyond the
orbit of Mars, dmost four timesfarther from the Sun than the Earth's orbit. Since she was on the
opposite sde of the Sun from Earth's current position, it took thirty-eight minutes for acommunications
sgnd to reach her londly little mining creft.



That meant that she couldn't have a conversation with Arlan Prince. She could talk back, of course,
but it would be more than half an hour before the man heard what she had to say.

So hedidn't wait for her response. He just went right on talking, laying the wholeload on her
shoulders.

"I know it'salot to ask, but the entire world is depending on you. Y oursisthe only spacecraft
anywherein the solar system that has even adight chance of catching up with the comet and diverting it.”

He's not going to give me a chanceto say no, Cindy redlized. | either do it or the world gets
Smashed.

A thousand questionsflitted through her mind. Why can't they just send some missiles out to the
comet and blast it into ice cubes? No missiles and no H-bombs, she remembered. They'vedl been
dismantled.

Do | have enough propellant to get to the comet? That's awhole mess of detavee weretaking
about. While Arlan droned on lugubrioudy, sheflicked her fingers across her computer keypad. The
numberstold her she could reach the comet, just barely. If nothing at al went wrong.

Which was asking alot from this ancient wheeze of amining ship she had inherited from her father.
The old man had died brokenhearted out here among the asteroids that orbited between Marsand
Jupiter. Looking for amountain of gold floating in the dark emptiness of space.

All he ever found were chunks of nicke-iron or carbon-rich rock. Just enough to keep him going.
Just enough to get by and raise hisonly child out in the londliness of this cold, dark frontier.

Cindy couldn't remember her mother at al. She had died when Cindy was till aninfant, killed by a
tiny asteroid no bigger than abullet that had punctured her spacesuit while she worked outside the ship
aongside her husband.

Her father had died of cancer only afew monthsago. An occupationa hazard, he had joked feebly,
for anyone who spends as much time exposed to the radiation of space as an asteroid miner hasto.

So now al she had wasthe old spacecraft, so tiny and tight that you had to go into the airlock to
have enough room to sneeze. It wasdl the homethat Cindy had ever known, and al she ever would
know, yet it felt more like aprison to her.

Cindy knew she would spend her life donein this ship, plying the vast empty spaces of the asteroid
belt. Minerswere few and very far between. Born and raised in the weightlessness of zero gravity, her
delicate bones could never hold her up on the surface of Earth, or even the Moon.

Arlan was il talking earnestly about saving the Earth from certain doom. "According to our figures,
you won't have enough propellant to return once you've matched vel ocities with the comet, therefore we
will send adrone tanker to your expected position”

Dronetanker, Cindy thought. Andif | missit I'll go sailing out of the solar system forever. I'll diedl
aone, farther from Earth than anyoné's flown before.

Sowhat? avoice sneered at her. You'real aone now, aren't you? Y ou'll dways be aone.

Wedged amid consoles and control boards like akey in adot, Cindy turned to the laser control
console and pecked at its faded color-coded keys. Power okay. Focusing optics needed work, but she
could bring them in and spruce them up during the couple of monthsit would take to reach the comet.

Sheturned off the sound of Arlan's somber voice and spoke into her comm unit's microphone.
"Okay, I'll doit. Track me good and have that tanker out there."

The truth was, she could not have refused anything that Arlan Prince asked of her, even though they
had never met face-to-face. Infact, they had never been closer to each other than fifty million miles.

The comet was huge. Cindy had never seen anything so big. It blotted out the sky, amassive
overpowering expanse of dirty gray-white. Shewas so close that she couldn't seedl of it, any more than
abutterfly hovering near aflower can seethe entire garden.

Cindy floated weightlesdy to the ship's only oh servation port and craned her neck, gaping at the
monumental stretch of dust-filmed ice. The port's crystal surface felt cold to her touch. Therewas
nothing outside except frigid emptiness, her fingersreminded her.

In one corner of her control console, a display screen showed how the comet looked from Earth: a
big bright light in the sky, trailing along blue-white plume that stretched halfway acrossthe ky. It was



beautiful, redly, but every word she had heard from Earth was trembling with fear. The comet was
pointed like the finger of doom, growing larger in Earth's sky every night, getting so near and so bright
that it could be seen even in daylight.

Other screens scattered across her console scrolled graphs and numbers. Cindy had daved the laser
control to the computer calculations beamed up from Earth. When the moment came she wouldn't even
haveto pressabutton. It would al happen automatically.

If her laser worked.

The tanker was nowhere in sight, but Arlan Prince kept assuring her that it was on its way and would
be at the rendezvous point on time,

Or ese1'm dead, Cindy thought. And that voice insgde her head scoffed, Y ou're dead anyway.

Y ou've been more dead than alive ever since your father left you.

The thundering how! of the power generator startled her. Looking through the narrow observation
port, she saw a sudden jet of glittering white vapor spurt from the comet's surface, like the spout of a
gigantic whale's breath blowing into the dark vacuum of space.

Cindy clapped her hands over her ears and stared at the readouts on her display screens. The laser
had never run thislong, and she feared that it would bresk down long before itsjob was finished.

Whenit findly shut off, Cindy glanced at the master clock set into the console above her head. Its
digital numberstold her that the laser ran afull two minutes. Exactly 120 seconds, as programmed.

Wasit enough?

Hours passed. The comet was drifting away, dowly at firgt, but as Cindy stared out through the
observation port it seemed to gather speed and leave her farther and farther behind.

Not even the bleeding comet wants to be near me, shethought. Shewaved toit, agrest oblong
chunk of grayish white, till spurting aglistening plume of icy vapor. Good-bye, she cdled slently,
knowing that she was alone once again.

When the call from Earth came on her comm screen, it was the secretary-generd of the United
Nations. Thewoman had tearsin her eyes.

"You'vedoneit,” she said, solemnly, like aworshiper thanking agod. "Y ou've saved the world."

Cindy's spacecraft was so close to Earth now that they could talk with only ahalf minute's delay.

"You diverted it into atrgectory that's pulling it toward the Sun,” the secretary-generd said, trying to
gmile. "It will bresk up into fragments and then fal into the Sun, if it doesn't melt completdly firg.”

"Youmean| killedit?' Cindy felt apang of regret, remorse. The comet had been beautiful, inits
way.

"Y ou've saved theworld,” the secretary-generd said gratefully.

Cindy fished around for something to say, but nothing came to mind.

The secretary-genera had more, though.

"Thetanker ..." Thewoman'svoicefatered. With an obvious effort, shewent on, "The tanker ...
isn't going to be at the rendezvous point. One of itsrocket enginesfailed ..."

"It won't bethere?" Cindy asked, surprised that her voice sounded so high, so frightened.

"I'm afraid not," said the secretary-general.

Cindy felt her entire body dump with defeat. Numberswere scrolling on her datascreens. The
tanker would pass near the rendezvous point, but too far away for Cindy to reach it. She had no
propulsion fud Ieft, only abit of maneuvering thrust, nowhere near enough to chase down the errant
tanker.

"Then I'll continue on my current trgjectory,” she said to the screens.

"Which isthe same asthe comet's origind path," the secretary-general pointed out. Shewaited a
decent interva, then added, "We don't want you to crash into the Earth, of course.”

"Of course," said Cindy, as she turned off her communi cations system. The secretary-genera's oh
so-sad face winked ouit.

Cindy knew that her little ship was no threat to the world. 1t would burn to cinders onceit hit the
amosphere. Maybel canjink it alittle so I'll blaze through the atmosphere like afdling star, she thought.
I'll be cremated, and my ashes will scatter al across the world.



But then she thought, no, I'll usethe last of my maneuvering thrust to move out of Earth'sway a
together. I'll just sail out of the solar system forever. I'll be the first human to reach the stars—-in acouple
three million years.

New Year'sEve.

All acrossthe world people celebrated not only the beginning of anew year, but the end of the fear
that had gripped them. Comet Harawas gone. The world had been saved.

Cindy Lundquist floated donein her little spacecraft asit streaked safely beyond the Earth and
speeded out toward the cold darkness of infinite space. For days her communications screen had been
filled with gray-headed persons of importance, congratulating her on her heroic and saf-sacrificing deed.

Now the screen was blank. The world was celebrating New Y ear's Eve, and shewas aone,
heading toward oblivion.

Precisaly a midnight, on her ship's clock, the comm screen chimed once and the blond, tanned face
of Arlan Prince gppeared on it, smiling handsomely.

"Hi," hesaid brightly. "Happy New Year."

Cindy didn't have the heart to smile back at him, handsome though he was.

"I've been put in charge of your rescue operation,” he said.

"Rescue operation?”

Nodding, he explained, " Since we weren't able to get the tanker to you, we decided to send out a
rescuemisson.”

"But I'm heading out of the solar system now."

"Weknow." Hissmileclouded briefly, thenlit up again. "It'sgoing to take us at least Sx monthsto
build the ship we need, and another six monthsto reach you."

"Y ou're going to come out after me?"

"Certainly! You saved theworld. We can't let you drift off and leave us. Y ou're a celebrity now.”

"Oh," said Cindy, dumbfounded.

"But it'll take ayear before we get to you," he said, gpologeticdly. "Do you have enough supplieson
your ship to last that long?”

Cindy nodded, thinking that she'd haveto skimp alot, but losing afew pounds wouldn't hurt,
especidly if... "Will you personally come out to get me?" she asked.

"Yes, of course," hereplied. "When they asked meto head up the rescue mission, | insgsted oniit.”

"A year from now?'

"Exactly oneyear fromtoday," he said confidently.

"Then we can celebrate New Y ear's Eve together, can't we?' Cindy said. "Indeed we will."

Cindy smiled her best smileat him. "Happy New Year," she said swestly.

Introduction to
"L ower the River™

| worked for adozen years at Avco Everett Research Laboratory, in Massachusetts. In many ways,
it wasthe best experience of my life. | wasliving ascience-fiction writer's dream, surrounded by brilliant
scientists, engineers, and technicians working on cutting-edge research in everything from high-power
lasersto artificia hearts.

We got involved in devel oping superconducting magnetsin the early 1960s. Superconductors can
generate enormoudy intense magnetic fields, and once energized they do not need to be continuoudy fed
electrical power, as ordinary € ectromagnets do.

But they only remain magnetized if they are kept below acertain critical temperature. For the
superconductors of the 1960s, the necessary temperature was adecidedly frosty --423.04 Fahrenheit,
only afew degrees above absolute zero. The coolant we used was liquified helium.



In the 1980s, "high-temperature” superconductors were discovered: they work at the temperature of
liquid nitrogen, -320.8T. Whoopee.

The search for aroom-temperature superconductor, one that will remain superconducting at a
comfortable 70 F and therefore would not need cryogenic coolants, is being pushed in many labs.

In the meantime, business colleges have sent their graduatesinto al sorts of industries. What would
happen, | wondered, if one of these MB Astried to use the management techniques of god-setting and
negative incentives on a physicist who islaboring to produce aroom temperature superconductor?

"Lower the River" isthe reult.

LOWER THE RIVER

Jackson Klondike did not look like aworld-class physicist. He was a shaggy bear of aman with a
gruff manner and aferocious sense of humor. Y et he was the unchallenged leader of the Rockledge
Research Laboratory's bright and quirky scientific staff.

William Ratner did not look like aresearch |ab director. He was astonishingly young, astoundingly
handsome, and incredibly vapid. Y et he held amaster's degree in business administration, and the
Rockledge corporate officers (including his uncle Sylvester) had handed him the directorship of the lab.

With one single demand: Get results!

Klondike was smolderingly unhappy as he sat in front of Ratner's desk. It was obviousthat he felt the
time spent in the director's office was wasted; he wanted to be back in hisown rat's nest of alab where
he could do some creative work.

Ratner had peeked into Klondike's lab only once. It looked like a chaotic mess, wires dangling from
the calling, insulated tubing snaking everywhere, and vats of some mysterious stuff boiling and filling the
chamber with steam that somehow felt cold insteed of hot.

Klondike was the resdent genius, though. His specidty was solid-state physics. For years he had
been experimenting on superconducting magnets.

"I have adirective here from corporate headquartersin New York," Ratner said, as sternly ashe
could manage, rattling the single sheet of paper in one hand.

Across hisdesk Klondike sat straddling achair he had turned backward, leaning his beefy armson
the chair's back, hischin haf-buried in their hair, his eyes glowering a Ratner.

"A directive, huh?' Klondike vouchsafed.

Sitting up as straight as he could, Ratner said, "I know you don't think much of me, but 1've been
studying this superconductivity businessfor several weeks now."

"Haveyou?' Klondike'svoice rumbled from somewhere degp in his ches, like distant thunder.

"Yes| have" Ratner said. " Superconducting magnets could be amgjor product linefor this
corporation, if it weren't for the fact that you need to keep them cold with liquid oxygen.”

"Liquid nitrogen,” reverberated Klondike.

"Nitrogen. That'swhat | meant."

"Used to beworse. When| firgt started in this game, we hadda use mother-lovin' liquid helium for
cooling thecails. Liquid nitrogen's easy.”

"Butit'sgill aproblem, asfar aspracticdity isconcerned, isn't it?

"Nah. Thered problem'sthe ductility of--"

"Never mind!" Ratner snapped, unwilling to dlow Klondike to snow him with alot of technica
jargon.

Klondike glared at him, but shut up.

"I know what we need, and | made the suggestion to corporate management. They agree with me."
Herattled the paper again.

Klondike remained in scowling silence.

"What we need is a superconductor that works at ordinary temperature, so we won't have to keep it
cold with liquid--uh, nitrogen.”



Klondikelifted his chin off his shaggy arms. "Y ou mean we oughtta produce a room-temperature
superconductor?'

"That's exactly right,” said Ratner. "And the corporate management agreeswith me. Thisdirective
orders you to produce aroom-temperature superconductor.”

Barely suppressing hisdisdain, Klondike replied, "Orders me, huh? And when do they want it? This
week or next?'

Ratner smiled shrewdly. "I'm not aneophyte at this, you know. | understand that breakthroughs
can't be made on a preconceived schedule.”

Klondike glanced ceiling ward asif giving swift thanksfor smal mercies.

"Any timethisfiscd year will do."

"Thisfiscd year?'

"That givesyou nearly Six monthsto get the task done.”

"Produce a room-temperature superconductor in less than six months.”

"Yes" sad Ratner. "Or well haveto find someone ese who can.”

Five months and fourteen days went by.

Inal mat time Ratner hardly saw Klondike at al. The man had barricaded himsdf in hislab, working
night and day. Hisweekly reports were terse to the point of insult:

Week 1. Working on room-temperature superconductor.

Week 7: Still workingonr-ts.

Week 14: Continuing work on rts.

Week 20: Making progress on rts.

Week 21: Demondtration of rts scheduled for next Monday.

Ratner had been worried, at firg, that Klondike was smply ignoring hisingtruction. But once he saw
that a demondtration was being set up, herealized that his management technique had worked just the
way they had told him it would in business school. Set agod for your employees, then make certain they
reach your god.

"Sowhereisit?' Ratner asked. "Whereisthe demonstration?’

Klondike had personally escorted his boss down hallways and through workshops from the
director's office to hisown lab, deep in the bowel s of the building.

"Right through there," Klondike said, gesturing to the closed door with the Sign that read:

ROOM TEMPERATURE SUPERCONDUCTOR TEST IN PROGRESS.

ENTRY BY AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY!

Fedling flushed with triumph, Ratner flung open the insulated door and stepped intoA solid wall of
frozen air. He banged his nose painfully and bounced off, staggering back into Klondike's waiting arms.

Eyestearful, nose throbbing, he could see dimly through the frozen-solid air asmal magnet coil Stting
atop alab bench. It was a superconductor, of course, working fine in the room temperature of that
particular room.

Klondike smiled grimly. "Thereitis, boss, just like management asked for. | couldn't raisethe
bridgeso | lowered theriver."

Introduction to "Remember, Caesar”

Onelittle phrase, "What if... ?* has been the beginning of many a science-fiction story.

Wars are started by old men (and sometimes old women) who sit at home and direct their troops.
They arefought by young men (and sometimes young women) who do the bleeding and the dying.

But what if the dangers, therisks, the terror of battle could be brought home to the leaders who can
St out awar in abombproof bunker, far from the fighting front?

And what if modern technology could produce a suit that makes itswearer invisble?

A "cloak of invighility" isnot terribly far from our current technologica capabilities. Could that



second "What if... 7' be used to answer thefirst one?

REMEMBER, CAESAR

We have never renounced the use of terror.
--VLADIMIRILYICH LENIN

She was done and she was scared.

Apara Jaheen held her breath as the two plainclothes security guards walked past her. They both
held ugly, deadly black machine pistols casudly in their hands as they made their rounds dong the
corridor.

They can't seeyou, Aparatold hersdf. You'reinvisble.

Stll, she held her breath.

She knew that her stedth suit shimmered ever so dightly in the glarelesslight from the fluorescents
that lined the ceiling of the corridor. Y ou had to be looking for that delicate littleripplein the air, actively
seeking it, to detect it at dl. And even then you would think it was merely atrick your eyes played on
you, aflicker that was gone before it even registered conscioudy in your mind.

And yet Aparafroze, motionless, not daring to breathe, until the two men--smelling of cigarettes and
after-shave lotion--passed her and were well down the corridor. They were talking about the war,
betting that it would be launched before the week was out.

Her gtedth suit's surface was honeycombed with microscopic fiber-optic vidcams and pixels that
were only acouple of moleculesthick. The suit hugged Aparas lithe body like afamished lover.
Directed by the computer built into her helmet, the vidcams scanned her surroundings and projected the
imagery onto the pixels.

It was the closest thing to true invisibility that the Caba's technology had been able to come up with.
So close that, except for the dight unavoidable glitter when the sequin like pixels caught some stray light,
Aparaliteraly disappeared into the background.

Covering her from head to toe, the suit's therma absorption layer kept her infrared profile vanishingly
low and itsinsulation subs king held back the minuscule dectromagnetic fieldsit generated. The only way
they could detect her would be if she stepped into a scanning beam, but the wide spectrum goggles she
wore should reved them to her in plenty of timeto avoid them.

She hoped.

Getting into the president's mansion had been ridiculously easy. Asingtructed, she had waited until
dark before leaving the Cabal's safe house in the miserable dums of the city. Her teammates drove her
as closeto the presidentia mansion asthey dared in a dilapidated, nondescript faded blue sedan that
would draw no attention. They wished her success as she dipped out of the car, invisblein her stedlth
uit.

"For the Cause," Ahmed said, dmogt fiercdly, to the empty air where he thought she was.

"For the Cause," Apararepeated, knowing that she might never see him again.

Tingling with gpprehension, Apara hurried across the park that fronted the mansion, unseen by the
evening grollers and beggars, then climbed onto the trunk of one of the endless stream of limousines that
entered the grounds. She passed the perimeter guard posts unnoticed.

Sherode on the limo all the way to the mansion's main entrance. Whileapair of bemedaed generds
got out of the limousine and walked crisply past the saluting uniformed guards, Aparamelted back into
the shadows, away from the lights of the entrance, and took stock of the Situation.

The guards at the big, open double doors wore splendid uniforms and shouldered assault rifles. And
were accompanied by dogs. two big German shepherds who sat on their haunches, tongueslolling, ears
laid back.

Will they smell meif | try to go through the doors? Aparaasked hersalf. Muldoon and his
technicians claimed that the insulated stealth suit protected her even from giving off ascent. They were



telling the truth, asthey knew it, of course. But werethey right?

If she were caught, she knew her life would be over. Shewould ssmply disappear, a prisoner of their
security gpparatus. They would use drugsto drain her of every scrap of information she possessed.
They would not haveto kill her afterward; her mind would be gone by then.

Standing in the shadows, invisble yet frightened, she tongued the cyanide capsule lodged between
her upper-right wisdom tooth and cheek. Thisisavolunteer misson, Muldoon had told her. Y ou've got
to bewilling to give your lifefor the Cause.

Aparawaswilling, yet the fear till rosein her throat, hot and burning.

Born in the dums of Beirut to amother who abandoned her and afather she never knew, she had
understood from childhood that her life was worthless. Even the namethey had given her, Apara, meant
literdly "bornto die”

It was during her teen years, when she had traded her body for lifeitsaf, for food and protection
againg the marauding street gangs who raped and murdered for the thrill of it, that she began to redlize
that life was pointless, existence was pain, the sooner desth took her the sooner she would be safe from
al fear.

Then Ahmed entered her life and showed her that there was more to living than waiting for desth.
Strikeback! hetold her. If you must give up your life, giveit for something worthwhile. Even wewho
arelost and miserable can accomplish something with our lives. We can change the world!

Ahmed introduced her to the Cabal, and the Cabal became her family, her teacher, her purpose for
breething.

For thefirst timein her short life, Aparafelt worthwhile. The Cabal flew her across the ocean, to the
United States of America, where she met the pink-faced Irishman who called himself Muldoon and was
entrusted with her mission to the White House. And decked in the stedlth suit, acloak of invisihbility, just
like the magic of old Baghdad in the time of Scheherazade and the Thousand and One Nights.

You candoit, shetold hersdlf as she clung to the shadows outside the White House's main entrance.
They aredl counting on you: Muldoon and histechnicians and Ahmed, with his soulful eyes and tender
dear hands.

When the next limousine disgorged its passengers, atrio of admirds, Apara sucked in adeep breath
and waked in with them, past the guards and the dogs. One of the animals perked up its ears and
whined softly as she marched in step behind the admirds, but other than that heart-stopping instant she
had no trouble getting inside the White House. The guard shushed the animd, gruffly.

Shefollowed thetrio of admirals out to the west wing, and down the stairsto the basement level and
along, narrow corridor. At itsend, Apara could see, was a security checkpoint with ametal detector
like the kind used at airports, staffed by two women in uniform. Both of them were AfricanAmericans.

She stopped and faded back against the wall as the admirals stepped through the metal detector, one
by one. The guardswerelax, expecting no trouble. After adl, only the president's highest and most
trusted advisors were allowed here.

Then the two plainclothes guards walked past her, openly displaying their machine pistols and talking
about theimpending war.

"Y ou think they'reredly gonnado it?'

"Don't seewhy not. Hit 'em before they start someredl trouble. Don't wait for the messto get
worse."

"Yeah, | guesss0."

They walked down the corridor as far asthe checkpoint, chatted briefly with the femae guards, then
came back, passing Aparaagain, till talking about the possibility of war.

Aparaknew that she could not get through the metal detector without setting off itsalarm. The
archway like device was sengitive not only to metals, but sniffed for explosives and x-rayed each person
sepping throughit. She wasinvisible to human eyes, but the x-ray camerawould see her clearly.

Shewaited, hardly breathing, until the next clutch of vistorsarrived. Civilians, thistime. Stedling
hersdlf, Aparafollowed them up to the checkpoint and waited as they stopped at the detector and
handed their wristwatches, coins and belts to the women on duty, then stepped through the detector,



sanglefile

Timing wasimportant. Asthelast of the civilians started through, holding hisbriefcasein front of his
chest, asingtructed, Apara dropped flat on her somach and dithered across the archway like a snake
speeding after itsprey. Carefully avoiding the man's feet, she got through the detector just before he did.

The x-rays did not reach the floor, she had been told. She hoped it wastrue.

The darm buzzer sounded. Apara, on the farside of the detector now, sprang to her fest.

"Holdit, gir," said one of the uniformed guards. "The metal detector went off."

Helooked annoyed. "I gave you everything. Don't tell me the damned machine picked up the hinges
onmy briefcase”

The woman shrugged. "Would you mind stepping through again, sir, pleass?!

With a huff, the man ducked back through the doorway, still clutching his briefcase, and then stepped
through once more. No aarm.

"Satisfied?' he sneered.

"Yes, gr. Thank you," the guard said tonelesdly.

"Happens now and then," said her partner as she handed the man back hiswatch, belt and change.
"Beepsfor no reason.”

"Machines aren't perfect,” the man muttered.

"l guess," said the guard.

"Too much ironin your blood, Marty," joked one of the other men.

Aparafollowed them down the corridor, feding immensdy relieved. Asfar asher information went,
there were no further security checkpoints. Unless she bumped into someone, or her suit somehow
faled, shewas safe.

Until shetried to get out of the White House. But that wouldn't happen until she had fulfilled her
mission. If they caught her then, she would smply bite on the cyanide capsule, knowing that she had
struck her blow for the Cause.

She followed the civilians into a spacious conference room dominated by along, polished mahogany
table. Most of the high-backed lesther chairs were aready occupied, mainly by menin military uniforms.
There were more stars around the table than in a desert sky, Aparathought. One bomb in here and the
U.S. military establishment would be decapitated, ong with most of the cabinet heads.

She pressed her back against the bare wall next to the door as the latest arrivals went around the
table, shaking hands.

They chatted idly for severa minutes, adozen different conversations buzzing around the long table.
Then the president entered from the far door and they all snapped to their feet.

"Sit down, gentlemen,” said the presdent. "And ladies,”" she added, smiling at the threefemde
cabinet members who sat together at one side of the table.

The president looked older in person than she did on television, Aparathought. She's not wearing so
much makeup, of course. Still, the president looked vigorous and determined, her famous green eyes
sweeping the table as shetook her chair at itshead. For an instant those eyes looked directly at Apara,
and her heart stopped. But the moment p assed. The president could not see Aparaany more than the
others could.

The president's famous smile was absent as she sat down. Looking directly at the chairman of the
joint chiefs, she asked the generd, "Wel, are we ready?"

"In twenty-four hours," hereplied crisply. "Troop deployment is complete, the naval task forceison
gtation and our full complement of planesison Ste, ready to go."

"Then why do we need twenty-four hours?' the president demanded.

The generd'sSlver eyebrowsrose acentimeter. "Logistics, malam. Getting ammunition and fuel to
the front-line units, setting our communications codes. Strictly routine, but very important if we want the
attack to come off without a hitch.”

The president was not pleased. "Every hour we delay means more pressure from the U.N."

"And from the Europeans,” said one of the civilians. Apararecognized him asthe secretary of
defense.



"The French are complaining again?'

"They've never sopped complaining, Madam Presdent. Now they've got the Russansjoining the
chorus. They've asked for an emergency meeting of NATO."

"Not the Generd Assembly?’

The secretary of defense almost smiled. "No, maam. Even the French redlize that the U.N. can't
sop us."

A murmur of suppressed laughter rippled dong thetable. Aparafelt anger. These people usethe
United Nations when it suits them, and ignore the U.N. otherwise.

The secretary of tate, Sitting at her right hand, was athickset older man with a heavy thatch of gray
hair that flopped stubbornly over hisforehead. He held up ablunt-fingered hand and the tablefell sllent.

"I must repest, Madam President,” he said in agrave, dolorous voice, "that we have not yet
exhaugted dl our diplomatic and economic options. Military force should be our last choice, after all
other possibilities have been foreclosed, not our first choice.”

"We don't havetimefor that,” snapped the secretary of defense. "And those people don't respect
anything but force, anyway."

"l disagree,”" said state. "Our U.N. ambassador tells me that they are willing to alow the United
Nationsto arbitrate our differences.”

"The United Nations," the president muttered.

"As an honest broker--"

"Y eah, and well be the honest brokee," one of the admirals wisecracked. Everyone around the table
laughed.

Then the president said, "Our U.N. ambassador isawell-known wesk sister. Why do you think |
put him therein New Y ork, Carlos, ingtead of giving him your portfolio?"

The secretary of state was not deterred. "Invading a sovereign nation is a serious decision.
American soldiersand arcrew will bekilled.”

The presdent glared a him. "All right, Carlos, you've made your point. Now let's get on withiit."

One of the admirals said, "We're ready with the nuclear option, if and when it's needed.”

"Good," snapped the president.

And on it went, for more than an hour. The fundamentdist regime of Iran was going to be toppled by
American military power. Itsinfiltration of other Modem nationswould end, its support of international
terrorism would be wiped out.

Terrorism, Aparagrowled silently. They speak of using nuclear wegpons, and they cdl the Iranians
terrorigts.

Andwhat am |1? she asked herself. What isthe Caba and the Cause wefight for? What other
weapons do we have except terror? How can we struggle for ajust world, aworld free of domination,
unlesswe useterror? We have no armies, no fleets of shipsor planes. Despitetheliestheir media
publish, we have no nuclear wegpons, and we would not use them if wedid.

Aparafdt sure of that. The guiding precept of the Cause wasto strike at the leaders of oppression
and aggression. Why kill harmless women and children? Why strike the innocent? Or even the soldiers
who merely carry out the orders of their leaders?

Strike the leaders! Put terror in their hearts. That was the strategy of the Cabal, the god of the
Cause.

Bravetak, Aparathought. Tonight wewill seeif it works. Aparaglided aong thewall until shewas
standing behind the president. She looked down at the woman's auburn hair, so perfectly curled and
tinted. The president's fingernails were perfect, too: shaped and colored beautifully. She's never chipped
anail by doing hard work, Aparathought.

| could kill her now and it would look to them asif she had been struck down by God.

But her orderswere otherwise. Aparawaited.

The meseting broke up at last with the president firmly deciding to launch the attack within twenty four
hours.

"Tdl metheingant everything'sready to go," she said to the chairman of thejoint chiefs.



"Yes, maam,” hesaid. "WEeIl need your positive order at that point.”

"Youll getit."

Sherose from her chair, and they dl got to their feet. Like aghost, Aparafollowed the president
through the door into alittle Sitting room, where two more uniformed security guards snapped to
attention.

They accompanied her down the corridor to the main section of the mansion and left her at the
elevator that went up to the living quarters on the top floor. Apara climbed the airs; the elevator was
too small. Shefeared the president would sense her presencein its cramped confines.

Unseen, un sensed Aparatiptoed through the broad upstairs hallway with its golden carpet and
gpaciouswindows at either end. There were survelllance cameras discreetly placed up by the ceiling, but
otherwise no obvious security up at thislevel-except the e ectronic sensors on the windows, of course.

The president lived alone here, except for her persond servants. Her husband had died years earlier,
during her election campaign, in an airplane crash that won her ahuge sympathy vote.

Aparaloitered in the hallway, not daring to rest on one of the plush coucheslining thewalls, until a
servant bearing atray with asilver carafe and bottles of pills entered the president's bedroom. Apara
dipped in behind her.

The black woman turned her head, frowning dightly, asif she heard amovement behind her or felt a
breath on the back of her neck. Aparafrozefor amoment, then edged away as the woman reached for
the door and closed it.

The president was showering, judging by the sounds coming from the bathroom. Legs aching from
being on her feet for so many hours, Aparawent to the far window and glanced out at the darkened
garden, then turned back to watch the servant deposit the tray on the president's night table and leave the
room, silent and aimost as unnoticed as Apara hersdlf.

There was one wooden chair in the bedroom, and Aparasat on it gratefully, knowing that she would
leave no telltale indentation on its hard surface. Shefelt very tired, deepy. The adrendine had drained
out of her during the long meeting downgtairs. She hoped the president would finish her shower and get
into bed and go to deep quickly.

It was not to be. The president came out of the bathroom soon enough, but she sat up in bed and
read for dmost another hour before finally putting down the paperback novel and reaching for the pillson
the night table. One, two, three different pills she took, with Sps of water or whatever wasin the carafe
the servant had |eft.

At last the president sank back on her pillows, snapped her fingersto turn off the lights, and closed
her eyes. Aparawaited the better part of another hour before stirring off the chair. She had to be certain
that the president was truly, deeply adeep.

Sowly she walked to the Side of the bed. She stared at the woman lying there, straining to hear the
rhythm of her breathing through the insulated helmet.

Deep, dow breaths. She'sredly deeping, Aparadecided. If the thought of invading another country
and killing thousands of people bothered her, she gave no indication of it. Maybe the pills shetook help
her to deep. She must have some qualms about what she's going to do.

Apararealized she was the one with the quams. | can leave her here and get out of the mansion
undetected, shetold hersdlf.

And the Cause, the purpose of her life, would evaporate like dew in the hot desert sun. Muldoon
would be despairing, Ahmed so furious that he would never spesk to her again. They would know she
was unrdiable, arisk to their own safety.

Strike!' shetold hersdlf. They aredl counting onyou. Everything depends on you.

She struck.

By saven-fifteen the next morning the White House was surrounded by an armed cordon of U.S.
Marines. No one was alowed onto the grounds, no one was alowed to leave the mansion.

Aparahad aready |eft; she smply walked out with the cleaning crew, afew minutes after 5:00 A.M.

The presdent summoned her secretary of Sateto the oval office at eight sharp. It wasearly for him,
and he had to passthrough the gauntlet of Marines aswell asthe regular guards and Secret



Serviceagents. He stared in wonder as more Marines, in their colorful full-dress uniforms, stood in place
of theusud servants.

"What'sgoingon?' he asked the president when he wasfinaly ushered into the oval office.

She looked ghastly: her face was gray, her eyes darting nervoudy. She clutched athin scrap of
paper in one hand.

"Never mind," the president said curtly. "Sit down.”

The secretary of sate sat in front of her desk. He himsdlf felt bleary-eyed and rumpled, thisearly in
themorning.

Without preamble, the president asked, "Carlos, do you serioudy think we can settle this crisis
without amilitary strike?'

The secretary of state looked surprised, but he quickly regained hiswits. "I've been trying to tell you.
that for the past Sx weeks, Alicia"

"Y ou think diplomacy can get uswhat we want."

"Diplomacy and economic pressures, yes. We can even get the United Nations on our side, if we
cal off thismilitary strike. It'snot too late, you know."

The president leaned back in her chair, fiddling with that scrap of paper, trying to keep her hands
from trembling. Unwilling to alow her secretary of state to see how upset she was, she swivelled around
to look out the long windows at the springtime morning. Birds chirped happily among the flowers.

"All right," she said, her mind made up. "Tel Muldoon to ask for an emergency session of the
Security Council. That'swhat he's been after dl aong.”

A boyish grin broke cross the secretary of state's normally dour face. "'I'll phone him right now. He's
dill inNew York."

"Dothat," said the president. Then she added, "From your own office."

"Yes, maam!"

The secretary of sate trotted off happily, leaving the president done a her desk in the oval office.
With the note still clutched in her shaking hand.

I'll put the entire White House staff through the wringer, she said to hersdf. Every damned one of
them. Interrogate them until their brainsarefried. I'll find out who's responsiblefor this.... this... She
shuddered involunterily.

They got into my bedroom. My own bedroom! Who did it? How many peoplein thishouse are
plotting againg me?

They could havekilled me!

I'll turn the note over to the Secret Service. No, they screwed up. |If they were doing their job right
thiswould never have happened. The attorney generd. Giveit tothe FBI. They'll find the culprit.

Her hands were shaking so badly she could hardly read the note.

Remember Caesar, thou art dust.

That'sdl thenotesaid. Yet it struck terror into her heart. They could have killed me. Thiswasjust
awarning. They could havekilled mejust as easly asleaving thiswarning on my pillow.

For thefirg timein her life, shefdt afraid.

She looked around the Ova Office, a the familiar trappings of power, and felt afraid. It'slike being
haunted, she said to herself.

In his apartment in New Y ork, the U.S. ambassador to the United Nations nodded as he spoke to
the president's secretary of state.

"That'sgood news, Carlod" said Herbert Muldoon, with ahint of Irish lilt in hisvoice. "Excedllent
news. I'm surethe president's made the right choice.”

He cut the connection with Washington and immediately punched up the number of the U.N.’s
secretary generd, thinking as hisfingers tapped on the keyboard:

It worked! Aparadidthejob. Now well have to send her to Tehran. And others, too, of course.
The mullahs may be perfectly willing to send young nsto their deeths, but | wonder how they'll
react when they know they're the ones being targeted.

Well find out soon.



Introduction to
"The Babe, the Iron Horse, and Mr. McGillicuddy"

As| mentioned in theintroduction to "DeltaVee," Rick Wilber isawriter, aswell as an editor and
teacher. A very finewriter, asamatter of fact; one of the few trueliterary stylistsin today's
science-fiction field.

Rick isdso, like me, abaseball fan. He comesto this geneticaly, being the son of Del Wilber, a
big-league catcher for many years. Thus, when he writes about basebal Rick adds an insder's
knowledge to hisformidable writing skills. My knowledge of baseball is drictly from the grandstand
sedts, rooting for the tragedy-prone Boston Red Sox.

One day we got talking about baseball and, aswriterswill, we were soon plotting a story that
involved Babe Ruth, Lou Gherig (baseball's "Iron Horse") and Corndlius McGillicuddy, known to the
world as Connie Mack, longtime owner and manager of the Philadel phia Athletics.

Thisstory is pure fantasy, of course. | only hope that you have as much fun reading it as Rick and |
hed writing it.

THE BABE, THE IRON HORSE,
AND MR. McGILLICUDDY

Thelron Horse uncoiled, bringing the hips through first and then following with the shoulders, those
quick wrigts, that snap asthe bat hit the ball.

It was just batting practice, but Lou felt wonderful, like akid again, with no pain, with the body doing
what it had aways done so well. He hid no ideawhat was going on, how held gotten here, what had
happened. He dmost didn't want to think about it, for fear it might al be some halucination, some degth
dream, hismind going crazy in thelast moments, trying to make the dying essier for him.

There was asharp crack as he sent atowering shot toward the center-field wall in Y ankee Stadium,
over thewall for sure, sailing high and deep. He stood there and watched thisone go. It would be
nearly five hundred feet beforeit landed, he guessed.

But the Negro balplayer roaming around out in center shagging fliesdid it again, turned hisback to
the plate and raced away, heading straight toward the wall, full tilt. There was, surprisngly, alot of room
now in center, and the Negro had blazing speed. He somehow managed to nearly catch up with the ball,
and then, amazingly, reached straight out in front to make a basket catch over hisshoulder. It wasa
beautiful catch, an amazing one, redlly, the large number 24 on the man's back dl that Lou could seefor a
moment as the bal was caught.

Then the Negro turned and fired a strike toward second, where Charlie Gehringer waited for it,
catching it on onelong hop and sweeping the bag asiif there were arunner diding in. Gehringer whooped
as he made the tag, asimpressed as everyone e se with the center fidlder arm. Then herolled the ball in
toward the batting practice pitcher.

On the mound, taking abal out of the basket and pounding it into his catcher's mitt, Y ogi just smiled.
Like everyone e se, he didn't understand how thiswas happening, how they al came to be here--but he
redly didn't care. When helet that last pitch go held have sworn he wasin Y ankee Stadium somehow,
but then, looking at Willie chase it down in dead center, it looked for al the world like the Polo Grounds,
with Coogan's Bluff in the background.

It didn't make any kind of sense, but Y ogi just decided he wasn't going to worry about it. He and the
other fellowswere having agood time, that was al. And held been right, he figured with pride. 1t wasn't
over till it was over.

Hetook aquick look around. Therewas Willie Mays out therein center, and Gehringer at second,
and Ted out in left. Next to the cage, swinging a couple of bats, getting loose to hit next, was Scooter



himsdf, happy asaclam. There were great players everywhere, and more showing up al thetime,
walking in from the clubhouse or just suddenly out there, inthefidd, taking infield or shagging flies.

Yogi counted heads. Where, he wondered, wasthe Babe? Y ou'd think held be here. Then Y ogi
went into a half-wind, took a short stride toward the plate, making sure to get the pitch up over that open
corner of the screen that protected him from shots up the middle, and threw another straight ball into
Lou. Imagine, he thought, me, throwing to Gehrig. Theline drive back at him amost took his head off.

In the stands, up a dozen rows near the back of the box seats, an old, fat, sad-faced Babe Ruth sat
inawide circle of peanut shells. He was eating hot dogs now, and drinking Knickerbocker beer,
watching batting practice, not saying much. He knew afew of the guys out there, but couldn't place the
others. Therewas asharp clap of thunder, and the Babe wondered if the day might be rained out. Low
dark clouds circled thefield, swirling and rumbling with menace.

Next to him sat white-haired, saintly Connie Mack, producing hot dog after hot dog as the Babe
shoved them into that maw and chewed them down. Amazing, redly, thisfellow's capacity. Ruth was
perspiring in aheavy flannd suit. Mack, dim asawillow, looked coolly comfortablein his cusomary
dark suit, starched collar, and straw boater.

"George," Mack said, "isn't that about enough for now?"

Ruth never stopped chewing, but managed to say "Mr. Mack, | ain't got any ideahow long it's been
sncel satinabal yard and ate ahot dog, and | so ain't got any ideahow long thisisgonna last. Them
clouds movein and thisthing'll be arain-out. I'm eating while | can, you know?*

"George, | understand. Truly | do. But | redly don't think it will rain, and I'd hoped that you might
want to get out there and take afew cuts, meet the other fellows. There are some very fine players out
there”

Mack.pointed toward theinfield. "That fellow there at third is Brooks Robinson, asfine aglove man
asyou'll ever see at that position. And at shortstop, that young, lanky fellow is Marty Marion, one of the
dickest mento ever play short. And there, in the outfield, is Willie Mays, the Negro who just caught that
bal. Nexttohim,inleft,isTed Williams'

"I know him, the Williamskid," said the Babe between bites. "Helluvayoung hitter. Got ared
future

"Indeed,” said Mack. "And at second is Charlie Gehringer, you know him, too. And there are
others showing up all thetime. Look, theré's Dominic DiMaggio, and Hoot Evers. These are good men,
Babe, dl of them, good men. Y ou really should make the decision to join them, beforeit'stoo late."

"Who'sthat catiching?"

"Fellow named Wilber. Dd Wilber. A journeyman, but with afine mind, Babe. Hell makeafine
manager someday, and he has agood, strong arm. Helll cut people down at second if we need himto
play.”

"And pitching?'

"That's a coach throwing batting practice, Y ogi Berra. Another good catcher, too, inhisday. He
can help usif it comesto that. And warming up out there in the bullpen is Sandy Koufax, he's our sarter.
Y ou should see his curvebal, George, it'sredly something.

"Y ou know," Mack said, "you belong out there. You really do. Y ou should be loosening up a bit,
running around out in the outfield, afew wind sprints perhaps, instead of*--he handed the Babe a
napkin--"this"

The Babe shook hishead. "I gave dl that up afew yearsback. | appreciateit, Mr. Mack. But the
thing is, it'slikethis, | hung ‘em up, Mr. Mack, and that'sdl thereistoit. Now if you need a manager..."
Mack smiled. "I'm afraid that the managerid postionisfilled for now, George. But, thereisaroster
spot for you, I'd love to have you on my team. Y ou could play in the outfield for us, or even pitch. |
think youd enjoy it."

The Babe held out his hand, and Mack started to shakeit, thinking the deal was done, and quite
early, too. Then heredized what the Babe really wanted, sighed to himself, and obligingly placed
another hot dog into it. Incredible capacity, redly.

"Maybeinalittlewhile, Mr. Mack," Ruth said, taking ahugefirgt bite. "But right now, if you don't



mind, I'd liketo just St and watch Lou and these other guys. The Dutchman, he looksfine, don't he?
Alwayswas asweet hitter, got those wrists, you know? Snap on that ball and away she goes.”

There was another sharp crack as Gehrig sent one deep to center. Mays drifted under this one,
waited, then made a basket catch to some genera laughter from the other players. What a showbodt,
that Mays.

"He's something, ain't he, that nigger?' said the Babe. "Remember Josh Gibson, Mr. Mack? Now,
therewasabdlplayer. Boy, | tdl you, he could hit that thing aton. Played against him once or twicein
exhibitions"

But Mack wasn't listening to the Babe, who, Mack figured, would just have to make his decison
later. For now, Mack had heard the clatter of adying engine out in the parking lot and rose to head out
that way, excusing himsdlf absentmindedly and leaving Sx more hot dogs with Ruth--enough, Mack
hoped, to tide the Babe over for afew minutes.

Although he carried a cane, the elderly Mack seemed amost to float aong the row of seats and out
to the steps that led up from the box seats. He was a quiet man, and despite the peanut shells
everywhere, there was no crunching, no sound &t al, redly, as he left, moving up to the back ramp of the
stadium, from where he watched the old 1937 Ford bus clang its way into the empty parking lot. There
was acloud of blue smoke and aloud bang asthe engine finally seized up entirely and the bus shuddered
to astop.

Mack frowned dightly, then watched with interest as the front door of the bus creaked open halfway.
A hand reached out and tugged, nagged again, and the door banged open another foot or so. People
started to emerge.

Firg off the buswas Leo Durocher, scowling and cursing, five o'clock shadow aready darkening his
jaw. Pushing him from behind was Pete Rose, who in turn was being pushed by Ty Cobb, who
threatened to spike Rose if hedidn't hurry it up.

A quiet, scared-looking Joe Jackson got off next, looking around anxioudly for any kids ready to ask
troublesome questions. Then came Billy Martin, Buck Weaver, Bill Terry, John "Bad Dude" Sterns, Carl
Mays, Eddie Stanky, Sd Ivars, Bill Lee, Bob Gibson, Rogers Hornsby, Thurman Munson. Thiswasa
tough bunch of guys.

Charlie Comiskey was driving the bus, and sill on it, arguing with someone while the others stood
around outside, waiting.

"Damnit, were here. Y ou haveto get off now, al right? We can sdttledl thislater.”

"Merde," said avoice from the back, enveloped in acloud of cigar smoke. "You aredl the same,
adways, you colonidigts, dways demanding that we do your bidding. Well, | tell you this, | will get off
when | am damn well ready to get off, and no sooner. Comprende?”

"Get your assout here, Fiddl," shouted Rose. Then he turned to Durocher, and added, "Damn
commies. All thesame, | swear.”

Durocher nodded, but added, "I played winter ball down there in Cubaa couple of times, Petey.
Gresat times. Food was good, women were fast, and the players were pretty damn decent. They're not
too bad, you know. But thisguy? Shit. Nothing but bitching for twenty miles of bumpy roads getting
here"

Durocher looked over at the balpark. "Wherethe hell is'here" anyway?"

"We'rein Fostoria, Ohio, Leo," said Comiskey, giving up on Castro for the moment and stepping
down fromthe bus. "Nicelittle park. Sestsabout athousand. Built inthe early twenties. Two shower
heads. Cold water. A few nailsto hang your street clotheson. Y ou'll love the accommodations.”

"Oh, Chrigt," said Bill Terry. "I played inthispark. It'sgot agod forsaking skininfield, and some
fucking mountainsin the outfield. What ahole. Jesus, the Ohio State League. | don't fuckin' believeit.
Thisishdl, just hel.”

Comiskey just smiled and pointed toward the door that said "Visitors' in faded black paint. The
players headed that way, al except for Castro, who still wouldn't budge.

"Hey, Fidd," said Rose, "I hear Lou Gehrig'sin there taking batting practice. If you can move your
fat Cuban ass outta there, you can pitch to him today. Wouldn't that be something, striking out Gehrig?”



There was arustle from the back of the bus, and then Castro's head appeared out the top half of one
cracked window. "Gehrig? Isthistrue?'

"Swear to god, Fidel. Swear to god. Thelron Horse himsdf. Andin hisprime.”

Fidel looked at Comiskey, who smply nodded. It wastrue. And o, afew minuteslater the
Presdent for Life and the Black Sox owner walked side by side toward the clubhouse through the dusty
parking lot. Casiro's expensive Italian shoes | eft a perfect outline in the dust, aimed toward the ballpark
and achanceto pitch to the lron Horse. And next to them, filling in quickly evenin the lightest of
breezes, were other prints, narrower prints, dmaost round ones, like hoofprints with a sharp indentation.

Above, in the stands, Connie Mack watched them open the clubhouse door and walk through. He
sghed. So, hethought, it wastime.

Helooked out acrossthefield, seeing stately old Shibe Park with its double-decked stands out in left
field and the deep, deep center field and thelong high wall inright. Bobo Newsome was throwing
batting practice pitchesto Stan Musial. Walter Johnson was warming up in the home-team bullpen.
Roberto Clemente had just arrived and wastrotting out to join Ted Williamsin the outfield.

Mack looked up. Thedark clouds till swirled by, but he knew the rain would hold off for aslong as
he needed to get the gamein. Otherwise, the setting was perfect.

There was along, low rumble of thunder, and Mack looked down to see Charlie Comiskey, fat and
grunting and sweeting, climbing the concrete steps toward him. No, Mack saw. Comiskey was heading
for the Babe. By the time Mack got back to the box-littered with peanut shells and hot-dog wrappers--
Comiskey had peded off hiswoolen jacket and was Sitting next to the Babe, laughing and wheezing
avay.

Mack took a seat behind them.

"Why, Cornelius McGillicuddy, as| live and breathel” Comiskey said, with mock good cheer. "The
Babe tdllsme you won't et him manage your team.”

"And you won't alow him to manage yours, ether, will you Charles?' Mack replied.

"Wadl," Comiskey drew out the word tantalizingly. "I don't exactly know about that. Y ou do well on
thefield, Babe, get the rest of my men to look up to you, maybe I'll step aside and let you take over as

Mack gave hisrival awintry smile. "But not for today's game.”

Comiskey scowled and squinted at Mack. "No, that'sright. I've got to be manager for today.
That'sin the agreement we signed.” Then he added, dmost growling, "In blood.”

"That," said Mack, "was your idea, Charles. Not mine."

"I did dl theplayin' | intend to do,” Ruth said, looking around for more hot dogs. "There's nothing
left for meto do on aball field that | ain't dready done. But they never let me manage aclub. | coulda
been agood manager. Y ou know, if things had worked out better in '35..."

Comiskey reached into the jacket he had tossed over the back of the empty seat next to him and
pulled out ahot dog. 1t looked cold and soggy, flecked with lint here and there, but the Babe took it and
munched away hungrily.

"Don't they have any more beer around here?' he asked, through amouthful of hot dog.

"Downinthevisgtors clubhouse" Comiskey answered quickly. "We brought barrels of beer. Good
Suff, too."

"Widll, then," said the Babe, putting his hands on therail in front of his seet to help pull hisbulk up and
out of thetight fit of the chair.

"George. Here," said Mack, miraculoudly producing another bottle of Knickerbocker and handing it
to Ruth.

"Why, thanks, Mr. Mack, thanks very much,” said the Babe, taking along swig and then turning
away from both managersto look at thefield.

"Say, look at those guys coming out of the visitors dugout,” he said suddenly, pointing with the
brown bottle of Knickerbocker toward thefirst-base line.

"Say!" hesad, again, excited, rising from hisseat. "Why, that's Ty Cobb, and poor old Joe
Jackson, and Why, there'sawhole team full of ‘'em. Look at that." And he dumped back into his seet,



stunned by what he was seeing.

"Why, | guessyou two are going to have agametoday, aren't ya. And it'sgonnabe ahdluvagame,
too, | cantell youthat. A hell of game. That's some of the best fellows out there that has ever played
hardbal. | meanit, the best.”

"Yes, George" said Mack, kindly. "Yes, it isgoing to be avery fine game, played by some of the
best the game has ever produced.”

"And my teamisgoing to win it, McGillicuddy," snarled Comiskey. "You canbetonit." And he
chuckled. "Asif you'd ever bet on anything."

Mack just looked at Comiskey, shook his head dightly, then turned to speak to Ruth.

"George, you just relax here for now, dl right?' and he handed the Babe afew more hot dogs and
another beer. "Enjoy thegame. And if you ever decide you'd liketo play, for one team or the other, you
just let usknow, dl right?"

"Sure, Mr. Mack. Sure. I'll let the two of you know, right away," said the Babe. "But y'’know, I'm
not sure thisis enough beer,” and he turned to face the two men to request abit more, figuring one of
them would come through, for sure.

But they were gone. Both of them. And when the Babe turned back to look at the field, Sandy
Koufax was warming up on the mound, Pete Rose was at the plate, leading off, and the game was about
to begin.

It was a battle, right from the outset. Koufax was blazing fast, and his curve looked asif it was
dropping off atable. But Ty Cobb chopped one of those curvesinto the dirt long the third-base line
and best it out for asingle. Then Rogers Homsby dapped a Texas Leaguer that dropped between
Gehrig, Geh ringer, and Aaron for adouble while Cobb raced home with thefirst run. Koufax then
fanned Ducky Medwick and Bill Terry, to end the inning with Hornsby stranded on second.

Asthe playerstrooped in from the dugout, Gehrig saw the Babe sitting done and forlorn in the box
seet. Hewaved to hisold teammate, then ducked into the shadow of the dugout and sat next to Connie
Mack.

"What'sthisall about, Mr. Mack?" he asked, as he sat next to the frail-looking old man.

"What do you mean, Louis?'

Phil Rizzuto led off for Mack'steam. Carl Mays scowled at the diminutive shortstop, then threw a
wicked underhand fastball at the Scooter'shead. Rizzuto hit the dirt as Bill Klem calmly caled bal one.

"Thisgame, the guyshere." Gehrig's handsome face wastruly troubled. "I mean, | died, Mr. Mack.
Therewasalot of pain, and | wasin the hospital, and my wifewas crying and ... al of asudden, I'm
here"

"| died, too, Louis," said Mack, as Rizzuto danced away from another fastbal aimed at hisear.
"Everyonedies”

Gehrig stared a him. "Then... where are we?"

Mack smiled gently. "That al depends, Louis. It dl dependson thisgame. And that big fellow
gtting up therein the sands."

"The Babe?'

Mack nodded as Rizzuto dapped weakly at a curve and popped it toward Eddie Stanky at second
base. The Scooter trudged hafway down the base path, then turned toward the dugout, looking glad to
be out of range of Mays bean balls

Gehrig scanned theinfidd. "Wait aminute, where's Hornsby? Who'sthét little fellow out a
second?"

Connie Mack sighed unhappily. "The other team has a certain amount of flexibility intherules” he
sad.

"They can take playersin and out of the lineup whenever they want to?"

With an even deeper sigh, Mack admitted, "That wasjust one of the provisonsthat Mr. Comiskey
inssted upon, Louis. There are others changes, too. Now and again you'll see them playing on an
atificiad surface, akind of fake grass. It helpsthe sngles hittersimmensdy. Y ou'll seetheir Rosefdlow
take specid advantage of that, | suspect. And if thisthrestening weather actudly turnsto rain, they'll play



indoors, in abalpark with aroof over it."

Gehrig gaped at the thought.

"And they even have what they call adesignated hitter, Louis, afellow who just steps up to the plate
and hitsfor the pitcher. He never hasto play any defense.”

"Free subgtitution?' Gehrig shook hishead in surprise. "Fake grass? A roof, for God's sake?
Full-time hitters? That just doesn't seem like basebd | to me, Mr. Mack."

"Thereare alot of uswho fed that way, Louis, but those are today'srules.”

"And we can't get our own roof, or use a permanent hitter if we want?"

Mack took off his straw hat, used the back of his hand to mop his brow and put the hat back on.
"Wadl, Louis, it'smore that we choose not to. It just doesn't seem right to me. We are, after dl, onthe
sdeof theangds, Louis. | thought we ought to play the game the way it's meant to be played.”

And Lou nodded in agreement, then turned to look up into the box segts, where the Babe s,
watching.

To the Babe's credit, by the bottom of thefirst he was pretty much done with the hot dogs and beer
and was limiting himself to an occasiona peanut, carefully squeezing the shell to crack it, then breaking off
the top hdf of the shell and tossing the nuts, nestled there in the bottom half, into his mouth.

But that was dll, just the peanuts. Oh, and asip of beer oncein awhile to wash them down. And
just one more hot dog now and again.

But he was dowing down on the eating because, in truth, the game was beginning to bother him. He
knew it was just some sort of exhibition, and so they were being alittle easy on the rulesand dl, but not
only were Comiskey's guys substituting right and left, coming in and then out of the game whenever they
seemed to want to, they were aso playing amean, vicious brand of ball.

In the top of the second, for ingtance, Ty Cobb, at the plate again even though held hit in thefirst and
wasn't due up, dashed aline drive into the gap in right that had stand-up double written al over it. The
black kid in right, though, got agood jump on the ball and chased it down on the third hop, beforeit got
to thewarning track. Then he turned and fired to second, and it was suddenly a close play asthe ball
and Cobb approached the bag at the same time.

And damned if Ty didn't comein with those spikes up high, trying to move the shortstop, that Rizzuto
guy, off the bag or cut himif he stayed in. Rizzuto, to his credit, stood his ground, catching Aaron's
throw on thefirst hop and bringing the glove down in front of Cobb's right foot asit approached the bag.
Out.

But theleft foot, up high, caught Rizzuto on the right calf, tearing right through the baggy flannd and
cutting open agood six-inch gash that bled badly until the trainer, Bob Bauman from the Cardinals,
trotted out from the dugout to get enough pressure on it to stop the flow.

Rizzuto limped off the field under his own power, but he was obvioudy in pain. Marty Marion, tal
and lanky for a shortstop, came out to replace him. Cobb, glaring defiantly, watched it al, hands on hips,
until Rizzuto left, then trotted into the Comiskey dugout to afew handshakes and back dagpsfrom his
teammates.

And in the bottom of the second Carl Mays hit two of Mack's players. First he put afastball into
Aaron'sribs, then hefollowed that up with another hester that caught Brooks Robinson on the left wrist.
If Brooks hadn't gotten that hand up in the way, the bal might have caught himin the face. Therewasan
audible gasp from Mack's dugout as the dull thwack of the ball hitting flesh echoed through the park.
Then there were angry shouts, but Mays, imperious on the mound, ignored them, and Klem, behind the
plate, bade the game go on.

The Babe, munching peanuts, scowled ashe sat in the stands. It wasn't right. One side not only
seemed to get specia rules but also played aredly mean brand of ball. He was starting to get downright
mad about it. Okay, it wasn't like Comiskey's guys were abunch of choir boysthey were rough, tough
players, by God, and everybody knew it; but the Babe thought this game was meant to be for fun, for the
love of the game and dl that. Those guys shouldn't be cutting each other up out there. They're playing
likeit wasaWorld Series, like ther lives depended on it.

They took Mays out after Charlie Gehringer whacked a double down the right-field line. The Babe



stared, wide-eyed, at Comiskey's new pitcher. The guy had abeard! Must be from the House of David
team. He was a southpaw, in to face Williams and then Lou.

Williamswalked. Lou swung and missed aredlly wicked curve bal. The bearded |efthander grinned
on the mound and yelled something the Babe couldn't understand. Hebrew, maybe.

Hetried hiscurve again. Wrong move. Lou smashed it 'way, ‘way out there, so high and deep the
ball disappeared into the bright sky. Three-run homer. That wasal for the bearded |efthander.

But Comiskey's guys started hitting, too. And dashing any infielder who got in their way. Durocher
barrelled into Charlie Gehringer at second on aroutine double-play ball, knocked him flat. It wassuch a
cheap shot that the Babe jumped out of his seat and yelled a Durocher as he trotted in from the field.
Leo glanced up at the only man in the stands and seemed to look--embarrassed? The Babe sat down
again, stunned at that.

The game went on, seesawing back and forth. The Babe would roar whenever Comiskey's guys
pulled one of their lousy stunts. 1t felt real good, in fact, to let the anger explode, tell those chegp-shot
bumswhat bush-league bastards they were, get the juicesflowing again like they hadn't in along, long
time

"By God," the Babe muttered to himsdlf, "if | wasn't so old, if | wasn't in such rotten shape, 1'd go out
there and teach those sonsabitches alesson they wouldn't forget.”

But hewasold and fat and usdless. And he knew it.

Then camethe sixthinning.

A chunky righthander named Wynne was pitching for Comiskey now. Louwasat the plate, and the
Babe was thinking about al the good years he and Gehrig had put in together.

Truth be known, the Babe had always had mixed fedings about Lou. On the one hand, he envied
the Dutchman abit, that tight focus on the game, the way he dways kept himself in shape, the reputation
he had as anice guy and asmart one, ared gentleman. Inalot of ways, the Babe wished he could have
been a gentleman.

But, on the other hand, the Babe thought that L ou had aways been so busy being nice mat alot of
times he didn't seem to be having much fun. The booze, the women, the high life--it was dl part of the
fun, and if the game wasn't fun, why play? My god, it ought to be fun, that was the whole point. Lou had
always seemed so damned serious about everything, and that was too bad.

That was part of what was making the Babe so mad right now about these other fellows, these guys
playing for Comiskey. The way they were playing wastoo low, too mean, for it to be any fun. They had
forgotten what the game was about. It wasn't life and desth, it was baseball, for Christ's sake, the joy of
hitting, of catching and throwing the bal, or rounding third on ahome-run trot, of diding into second with
adouble, of just knocking the dirt off the cleats with the handle of the bat.

Ah, yes, thebat. Watching Lou take two balslow and away, then swing and hit along foul ball out
into the right-field seats for a 2-1 count, the Babe could dmost fed the way it wasto hold hisold
Louisville Sugger, to swing it and make contact. He leaned back in his seat and stretched hisarms out,
opening and closing those meaty hands, tightening the arm muscles, feding good in doing it.

He brought his hands together, made fists, placed the I eft fist over theright asif holding abat, and
brought the two fists back into a stance, asif he were waiting for a pitch, agood fastball out over the
plate, rising, begging to be hit. Hefet good doing it, real good, like akid again, having fun.

"Damned if it wouldn't fed good. Just one moretime," he said doud, to no onein particular.
"Damned if it wouldnt."

It was caming, thinking about that. The Babe dmost forgot how infuriated he'd been by the rough
play, when Wynne changed dl that, dmost forever.

First he cameinsde on Lou for ball three, and then, while the Babe watched horrified,
Wynne--despite the count--brought in arising fastball, high and tight, that caught Lou just above the ear
andlaid him out cold in the dirt.

It looked for a second like maybe Lou had gotten his hand up to block it, but then, the Babe heard
the awful chunk of ball hitting flesh and the Iron Horse just lay there. Babe knew it was serious. AsLou
lay till inthe dirt the Babe rose from his segt.



"Y ou god-damned sonsabitches," he yelled, and started walking down toward the diamond. "You
bunch a shit headed bastards,”" he yelled again, taking the wide concrete stepstwo at atime. "That ain't
baseball, that ain't the way it's supposed to be played.”

He reached the low gate that was next to the dugout, but didn't bother to openit, just vaulted over
therail instead and landed on thefield.

And in doing that he redlized there had been some changes. Hefelt good, hefdt redly good. He
looked down at himself, expecting to see the man he'd become, that rounded belly, the toothpick legs,
the arms with the flesh on them loose, hanging down, likethejowls on hisface. Damn age. He hated it,
hated getting old, hated knowing he couldn't hit anymore, hated having to live the game through
memories.

And what he saw instead was the Babe held been at twenty-five, hisfirst year in the outfield for the
Yankees. Salid, tight, firm. Thelegswere strong, he could fed that. And the arm felt good, real good.
He brought hishandsto hisface, felt the youth there.

He hustled over to where Lou lay there, barely conscious, the trainer working on him, talking to him
in low tones, trying to bring him out of it.

"Lou," the Babe said, leaning over to look at Gehrig. "Lou, it was adamn chegp shot, arotten
lowdown no-good thing."

Gehrig, hiseyesfocusng as Ruth watched, smiled. "Y eah, Babe, it wasalittleingde, wasn't it?"

"A littleinsde?' Babe snorted. "He meant to bean you, Lou. That dirty little coward. Hedid it on
purposg, | tdl you."

"Babe," said Lou, dowly sitting up. "Babe, you look good, you look ready to play.” And he sarted
to try and stand, first coming to akned.

"Lou. | surewished he hadn't thrown at you like thet, that'sal. He could'vekilled you."

"No, no," said Gehrig, waving away the help and sympathy. "No, I'll bedl right. I'll..." And he
nearly collapsed, giving up on theidea of standing and then falling back to one knee. "Shoot, I'm alittle
woozy, | guess.”

Connie Mack, standing next to Lou, patted his star on the back. "Y ou just takeit easy, Louis. Well
get apinch runner for you. Ther€'s plenty of talented players|eft around here, you just don't worry about
it

"Mr. Mack," said the Babe, reaching down to help Lou to hisfeet as Gehrig tried againtorise. "I'd
liketo bethat runner, if it'sdl right with you. | think I'd liketo get into this game after al.”

"Wl that'sfine, George, of course," said Mack, as he and the Babe helped Gehrig walk dowly
toward the dugout. "Y ou'l be hitting fourth, then, in Lou's spot. WEell put you out inright, in Henry's
spot, and bring in Gil Hodges. And we're sure glad to have you on the team.”

The Babe trotted out to first, not bothering to loosen up at al, feeling too good to need it. Somehow
he was in uniform now, instead of the suit held been wearing.

The next fellow up for Mack's team was Willie Mays and he went with the first pitch from Wynne, a
fastball low and away, and took it to the opposite field, sending it into the corner inright. The Babe, of f
at the crack of the bat, was making it to third standing up, but that wasn't good enough, not after what
had been going on here.

Instead of easing into third, heignored the stop sign from Y ogi, the third-base coach, and barrelled
right on through, pushing off the bag with hisright foot and heading toward home.

Out in right, Joe Jackson had chased down the ball and came up expecting to see men on second
and third, but there was Ruth aready rounding third and heading home. Shoel ess Joe took one hop step
and fired toward Thurman Munson at the plate.

Munson had the plate blocked, and was reaching up with that big mitt to catch the throw as the Babe
camein, shoulder down, determined to plow right through him and score.

The collison raised acloud of dust, and for along second Bill Klem hesitated over making the call.
Then, with asmile and long, dow deep-throated growl, he yanked his thumb toward the sky and called
the Babe out.

The Babewasin afury. Helegped to hisfeet, started screaming bloody murder at Klem.



"Out? How the hell could you call me out? He dropped the goddamned ball! Can't you see
anything, you dumb--"

The umpire slenced him with the jab of afinger. "You just got into the game, Babe," Klem snapped.
"Y ou wanna get tossed out so soon?"

Growling, holding in the anger, the Babe dowly dusted off hisuniform, staring a Klem thewhole
time. Klem stared back, hands on hips. Then, shaking his head, fists clenched, the Babe trudged over to
the dugout.

Munson shakily got up on one knee, reached over to pick up the bal from whereit had trickled
away, gave Klem apuzzled glance, and then flipped the ball out to Wynne. In al the commotion Mays
had moved up to third, and there was still agameto play. Munson adjusted his chest protector, pulled
the mask down firmly, and crouched behind the plate as Wynne went through the usud fidgeting and
findly stood on the rubber and looked in for the signd. The game went on.

The Babe had camed down abit in the dugout when Getrig, sill pae, came over to chat with him.

"Tough call, Babe," Lou said, dapping him on the back.

"Yeah. Tough, dl right. Say, Dutch, you feding OK now?"

Gehrig ran hisright hand through hishair. Therewas an ugly bluish lump risng behind hisear. He
saw Ruth notice the bruise, touched at it gingerly, then smiled, nodded, said "Y eah, sure, better, Babe,
better," hesaid. "You just keep that temper under control out there, right? You dwaysdid havea
problem with that. We need you thinking straight, Babe, OK?"

"Sure, Lou, sure," said the Babe, and gave Lou apuzzled |ook asthe Iron Horse walked away.

The sixth ended with Mack's team till arun ahead, but in the seventh Comiskey's team used awalk,
an outrageoudy bad cdl a first, and asharp single up the middle from Rose to tiethe game &t five
apiece. Mack's team threatened in the bottom but couldn't get arun across even with the bases full and
just one out.

Then, in thetop of the eighth, Bill Terry hit asharp grounder to Hodges &t first, who moved avay
from the bag to get aglove on it, then flipped to Robin Roberts, Mack's pitcher. Roberts had to reach to
catch the toss while stepping on the bag, and Terry ran him down. There was atangle of amsand legs
rolling in the chalk and dust, and when it al settled, Terry was safe at first and Roberts was done for the
day, hisankle badly spiked.

There were other pitchers available, of course, but Connie Mack had something particular in mind,
somekind of purpose, and waved out to right, to the Babe. And so, for thefirst time since abrief
appearance in 1933, Babe Ruth camein to pitch.

He had his best stuff, a blazing fastball that he could place accurately. It wasthe Babe Ruth of 1916
on the mound, the Ruth who won twenty-three games and had an ERA. of 1.75. The Ruth who pitched
twenty-nine straight scorelessinningsin World Seriesplay.

Comiskey's guys would have had atough time getting to the Babe in any event, but now, his anger
redlly seething, the Babe was vicioudy untouchable, high and tight fastbals threatening skulls, everything
working ingde, hisire obviousto every hitter who stepped into the box.

"Stay on your toes, wise-ass," he bellowed at Cobb, throwing close enough to shave his chin.

And at the plate he was just as angry, though he had to control it some. In the bottom of the eighth,
he came to the plate again with one out and nobody on. Bob Gibson, pitching in relief, wasn't at al afraid
to play even-up, and came in with one under Ruth's chin on thefirst pitch, and then broke off acurve low
and away for bal two, before throwing something in the strike zone, ablazing fastball low and insde, an
unhittable pitch. For anybody else.

The Babe golfed it, reached down to make contact and drove the ball up and out, deep to right,
twenty rows up, atowering homerun. As he rounded the bases he muttered under his bresth ashe
passed each of Comiskey's players, cursing them quietly, so the umpswouldn't hear, but swearing to get
each and every one of them the next time up.

They dl looked shocked. The Babe? Swearing vengeance? Rallicking, fun-loving Babe Ruth,
threatening to bean them, calling them the foulest names they'd ever heard? They looked like whipped
little boys, scared and ashamed.



They deserveit, the Babe said to himsdlf as hetrotted into the dugout. They deserve whatever | dish
out to them, the dirty bastards.

Then helooked acrossthe infield to the other team's dugout and saw Comiskey grinning from ear to
ear, like he was perfectly satisfied with the way the game was developing.

It stopped being abaseba |l game and turned into awar. Every batter who faced the Babe had to
diveinto the dirt. The Babe wasn't throwing warning pitches, he wastrying to break skulls. Hefired his
hardest, especidly at Cobb and Durocher. Klem, officiating behind the plate, gave him afew hard
dares, but let the mayhem go on.

The Babe expected the other guys to come charging out to the mound after him. He wasready for a
red fight. Spoiling for one, infact. But they just took ther turns at bat, dived to the ground when the
Babe zinged afastball at their heads, and meekly popped up or grounded out. Vaguely, through his haze
of anger, the Babe saw that they al looked scared. Terrified. Good, he thought. Serves'em right.

In the top of the ninth Rose worked up the nerve to stand in there and one of the Babe'sfastballs
nailed himin the shoulder. Hal Chasewent into runfor him. The Babetried twiceto pick him off firdt,
couldn't do it, and then, angry as hell, camein with ahigh, hard one to Shodless Joe, who dapped it out
into short right field, putting men on first and third. Cobb'sfly bal to center, three pitches later, gave
Comiskey's men the tie before the Babe could pitch out of thejam.

Babe trudged off the field, more furious than ever that hed let them tie the score. Histeammeates
shied away from him. They're sore at me, Babe grumbled to himsdf. Connie Mack just shook his head,
looking distressed. Even Lou seemed unhappy, disgppointed in him.

Sowhat? the Babethought. So they got alucky run off me. At least they're not beaning and spiking
anybody now. They'rewhipped, and they know it.

In the bottom of the ninth the Babe was hitting fourth and just hoping to get an at-bat. Marty Marion,
leading off, smacked agrounder up the middle that |ooked like a sure single, but Durocher came behind
the bag and made ahell of aplay to get him. Charlie Gehringer fouled off four pitchesand findly drew a
walk, but then Lefty Grove cameinto get Ted Williamson along fly to deep right, so that brought the
Babe up with two outs and one on.

The Babe knew dl about Grove. Hewasafastball pitcher dl the way, with agood curve that he
didn't bother with much since he had so much heat. Somebody said once that Grove could throw alamb
chop past awolf. Well see about that, the Babe thought.

The Babe figured he could wait him out a pitch or two and then take him deep and end this game.
That would fedl good, real good. He was so mad that he wanted to do more than just win, he wanted to
redlly hurt these guys, teach them alesson, humiliate them.

But the Babe didn't figure held get a chance to do anything like that, much as he wanted to. Instead,
he'd just sit back abit, let Grove have alittle rope, and then crush one. End the gamein real Babe Ruth
style and leave the damned bastards standing there on the field, cowed for good.

But it wasn't Grove on the mound when the Babe stepped into the batter'sbox. Instead, ashe
settled in, digging a spot for the left foot to brace, and looked up, it was Charley Root.

Where the hdl had Root come from? Then the Babe smiled. Thiswastypica. Of course Comiskey
would pull astunt likethis. In 1932, in the third game of the World Series, the Babe had gotten even
with the Cubs by showing up Root, pointing at the spot in the stands where he planned to hit hishome
run and then doing it. He caled his shot, and it became part of basebdl's legend.

Root said it never happened that way, experts analyzed old home movies of the moment and tended
to agree. But the Babe knew better, he'd gotten even with Root back then and he would do it now, just
the same way.

Firgt, he wanted to let afew pitches go by, just to get another good look at Root's stuff, and to let the
moment build up abit.

Thefirgt pitch cameright at his head, and the Babe had to fight the ingtinct to hit the dirt, getting away
fromit. Instead, hejust leaned back and let the pitch go by hiseyes, inchesaway. Gehringer, onfirg,
could see how Root had his attention focused on the plate, and took off asthe pitcher started hiswindup.
Munson pegged it down to second, but never had a chance, and Gehringer was on second with an easy



ded.

The Babe, laughing as the ball came back to the mound, stepped back out of the box and |ooked
back at the catcher.

"That the best you guys can do? Y ou sons of bitches, give me astrikein here now and I'll ride the
thing right out of here."

Munson just shook hishead, said nothing.

The second pitch came even closer, aimed at the Babe'sribs. It was another fastball, agood one
with alot of movement aimed high and tight. The Babe didn't flinch, and the bal came so closeto him
that Klem, umping behind the plate, hesitated for amoment, wondering if it hadn't clipped the Babe's
jersey.

Sensing the hesitation, the Babe turned to face Klem, and said loudly "It didn't touch me, and you
know it. Y ou and me got some history, Klem, but thisain't your fight here. Just let it go, you hear me?
Letitgo."

Klem stared back at Ruth. ™Y ou're showing me up, Babe, and | don't likeit. That's not your style. |
don't know what's egting you, but just get back in there and play.”

"What's eating me," growled the Babe as he dug in again, "isabunch of snotty little goddamned bus
hersplaying dirty bal. That'swhat eating me."

"And what've you been doing, Babe?' Klem snapped.

Munson, looking toward Root on the mound, pulled down his face mask, and added: "Hey Babe,
some of us don't have a choice out here, so don't teke it out on us, huh?!

"No choice, hell. Y ou guys play rough and then when | give you adose of your own medicineyou
dart crying,” the Babe said.

Munson shook his head, and muttered, "Y ou still don't get it, do you, Babe?'

"Play bdl," Klem ordered.

Root pounded the ball into his glove nervoudy and glared toward the plate. The Babe stepped back
out of the box, lifted his bat toward the right-field seets, and pointed it.

"You got that?' the Babeydled out to the pitcher. There was no doubt about it thistime, nothing
unsure. Thiswasmeant. ™Y ou got that? Right out there, Charlie, right out there, maybe ten rows up.”

Root glared at him, and then, as the Babe stepped back in, went into hiswindup and brought in the
next pitch, agood fastbal down low for astrike.

The Babe just watched it go by, full of confidence, not bothering with the pitch because it wasn't
where hewanted it. By God, he wanted to show these guys up, every one of them. They'd put some
good men out of the game, especialy poor old Lou, and the Babe was going to get even, going to win
thisthinginfinegyle

The next pitch started out low and away, way out of the strike zone, and then tailed off into the dirt
as Root tried to get the Babe to go after abad one. But the Babe didn't move, and the ball got by
Munson, who couldn't even get aglove on it asit skipped by.

Gehringer, on second, made it easily to third while Munson chased it down.

The count was 3 and 1 now, with aman on third and two outs. The Babe started to step back in,
then hestated.

He stared at Root and saw alook of utter hopelessnessin the pitcher'sface. Root knew the Babe
was going to hammer him, blast the bal out of sight, just theway held donein '32. Theinfieldersal
looked like whipped dogs, too. Hell, even Durocher had that hangdog look about him. That's not like
Lippy, he'd aways been a scrapper.

What had the catcher said? You till don't get it, do you, Babe? And before that: Some of us don't
have a choice out here.

Damn, he wanted to get even with these guys, heredly did. But... something redly weird was going
on here,

And the Babe remembered. Remembered his own cancer, remembered Lou being so sick and frail
and--the Dutchman had died. | went to hisfuneral, for God's sake. | died! The Babe looked around
thefield again. Cobb, Hornsby, Joe Jackson.



"Timeout," hesaid to Klem. And hewent over to the dugout, trailing his big brown Louisville
Sugger inthedudt.

Connie Mack came hafway up the dugout steps. " Something wrong, George?"

Fedling perplexed, not redly believing what his own mind wastelling him, the Babe asked, "Mr.
Mack, thisain't just another bal game, isit?’

Mack's blue eyes seemed to sparkle. "No, George, it certainly isnot an ordinary game.”

Lou came over and joined them, holding anice bag to hishead. "It'saspeciad game, Babe. Weve
got towinit."

"But welve got towinit intheright way,” Mack said. "It won't matter if we win the game but you
end up playing with Mr. Comiskey'steam."

The Babefdt sartled. "You'd trade me?"

Mack shook hishead. "No, George. Up here the players make their own decisions about which
Sde they want to be with."

"Wdll, | sure don't want--" The Babe hesitated. "Y ou mean all those guys, Leo and Cobb and
Shoeless Joe and dl, they choseto play for Comiskey?

"They didn't redizeit at thetime, but, yes, they chose thewrong team.”

"They didn't mean to, though, did they?' Gehrig asked.

The ghost of asmile played across Mack'sbloodlesslips. "I'm surethat if they knew then what they
know now, they would have acted differently."

The Babe frowned with concentration. Thiswasalot to think about, alot to figure out.

"Arewe playing aball game hereor not?' Klem bellowed from home plate. "Get back in the box,
Babe, or I'll forfeit the game.”

"Okay, Klem, okay," the Babe hollered back. He started back toward the plate, his mind churning.
These other guys have got to play for Comiskey, whether they want to or not? They got no choice?

Abruptly heturned and yelled to Mack, "If wewin thisgame, it'sfor al of 'em. Get me? Not just for
me. All of the others, too!" Lou grinned happily a him. Mack seemed to hesitate for amoment, asif
holding a private conversation with himsdlf. Then he, too, smiled, and tipped his straw boater to Ruth,
agreeing to theterms.

And the Babe dug in at the batter's box, cocked his Louisville Sugger, looked ready to cream Root's
next pitch.

But that's what they al expect, he thought. They're waiting for meto crush it, waiting for me to show
them how much better | am than any of them.

"Pride, George." He remembered Brother Dominic tdling him, time and again at the orphanagein
Bdtimore. "Pridewill be your undoing, unlessyou learn to contral it, useit for good.”

Hetook adeep breath. AsRoot stepped onto the rubber and checked Gehringer, leading off third,
the Babe pointed with his bat again toward theright field seats. "Maybe twenty rows up,” he taunted.

Root scowled, went into an abbreviated windup, and threw awicked fastball at the Babe'sear. He
hit the ground. The ball thwacked into Munson's mitt.

"Striketwo!" caled Klem.

The Babe legped to hisfeet, bat in hand. Klem stared a him from behind his mask.

Then, with achildish grin, the Babe got back into the batter'sbox. "Come on, chickenshit,” he yelled
to Root, hoisting the bat over his shoulder. "Put one over the plate.”

Root did. Another fastbdll, low and away thistime. The Babe knew Klem would cal it strike three
if heletit pass.

Hedidn't. He squared hisfeet and tapped the ball toward third base, as neat abunt asever laid
down theline. Theinfield had been playing ‘way back, of course. The outfielders, too. Everybody
knew that the Babe was going to swing for the fences.

And herésthisbunt trickling dowly down the third-base line, too far from the plate for Munson to
reach, too dow for Tabor at third to possibly reach it. Gehringer streaked home with the winning run
while the Babe laughed dl the way to first base.

The gamewas over.



And the other guyswere laughing, too! Tabor picked the ball off the grass near third and twirled it in
hishand. Asthefielders headed in for the vistors dugout, Durocher cracked:

"Twenty rows up, huh, Babe?'

Caobb gave ahuff. "Y ou're steding my stuff now, Babe. Using your head out there.”

Even old Charlie Root just shook hishead and grinned at the Babe. "Who'd athought it?" he said,
true wonderment in hiseyes. "Whao'd athought it?"

Onimpulse, the Babe reached out hishand. Root looked startled, then hetook it in afirm
balplayer'sgrip.

"| was afraid you'd strike me out, Charlie," said the Babe.

Root actudly laughed. "Yeah. Sure. Likel didin Chicago.”

And he followed his teammeatesinto the shadows of the dugout, where Charlie Comiskey stood
glaring hotly a them.

The Babe trotted to his own dugout. Lou and the other guys dapped his back and congratulated him
on the bigwinning blast. One of the black players, Mays, raised his hand up above his head, pam
outward. The Babe didn't know what to do.

Hank Aaron, looking dightly embarrassed, demonstrated a high five with Mays. The Babe grinned
andtriedit.

"Okay!" helaughed.

About an hour later, Connie Mack and Charlie Comiskey stood on the mound, staring out toward
left, talking it over. Both men werein agood mood. Mack had proven his point, and said so to
Comiskey.

"| told you he'd do the right thing, Charles. 'Y ou wouldn't believe me, of course, but | was confident.”

"Oh, that'sdl right, McGillicuddy, that'sal right," said Comiskey with awave of hishand. "I never
thought he'd bunt, but it'sturned out al right for me. Some of my fellows proved they redly belong on
my team, you might say."

Mack smiled. "Wadl, | supposethat'strue, Charles. But you do remember what George said just
before he went back to bat."

"What he said?'

"Well. Yes. You heard him. Hesaid hewasn't doing it merely for himsdlf. It wasfor dl of them.”

Comiskey scratched hisjowly jaw. "Yeah, | remember. What'd he mean by that?"

"What he meant," said Mack, "wasthat he wants al the players--yours aswell as mine--to be freeto
choose which team they want to be with from now on.”

"All the players? Mine? My players?' Comiskey sputtered. "Never! He can't do that! It'sagaingt
our rules. Each player isbound to the team that ownshim. The reserve clause--"

"Thereserve clauseis ancient history, Charles," said Mack patiently.

"What in hell do you mean?"

"I've dready spoken to the Commissioner. Thereserve clause that you ingsted upon has been
gtricken from each player's contract.”

Comiskey just gaped a Cornelius McGillicuddy. "You cant! You--it'snot fairl Dammit to hel, it's
not fair! Those playerssigned therr livesaway. Tome!"

Mack shook his head ever so dightly. "Those poor souls are free, Charles. The Commissioner
agreed to the terms George requested. And with that bunt, the Babe freed them.”

Comiskey'sface was redder than fire. ™Y ou engineered this, McGillicuddy! Y ou knew--"

"I hoped, Charles," replied Mack softly. "And the Babe came through for me. And for dl of them.”

Stamping hiscloven feet in fury, Comiskey snarled, "Thisisnt theend of it! You'l see!”

"Oh, goodness gracious, yes, | know. You'll make an offer that some of the players can't refuse,
Charles. Some of them will want to stay on your team, of course. That's up to them.”

Comiskey shook hisfist under Mack'snose. "Wait till next year, McGillicuddy. Wat till next year!"

Connie Mack smiled. "Next year the Babe will be managing my club. I'm being moved ... eh,
upstairs” And Mack began to shimmer, hisform dowly losing its solidity, becoming transparent.

"Oh, and Charles," he added while dowly fading avay. "It's my understanding that you've been



moved to a new assignment, too, something alittle dower paced; cricket, | believe. Andif you do well
there, then, perhaps, next year you'll be back to face the Babe. | do hope s, redlly, for your sake." And
he was gone.

Comiskey, furious but hel pless, could only stamp hisfoot in anger and shake hisfist a the Sky, where
the dark cloudsthat had rumbled and threatened rain al day were now, finaly, blowing clear and letting
the |ate-afternoon sun shine through.
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