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PROLOGUE

LADI ES AND GENTLEMEN, our guest of honor tonight-Henry B. Congreve." The toastnaster conpleted his
i ntroduction and stepped aside to allow the stocky, white-haired figure is black tie and dinner
jacket to nove to the podium Enthusiastic applause arose fromthe three hundred guests gathered
in the Hlton conplex on the western outskirts of Washington, D.C. The lights around the room

di med, fading the audience into white shirtfronts, glittering throats and fingers, and mask |ike
faces. A pair of spotlights picked out the speaker as he waited for the applause to subside. In
the shadows next to him the toastmaster returned to his chair.

After sixty-eight years of tussling with life, Congreve's bulldog frane still stood upright,
his shoul ders jutting squarely bel ow his cl ose-cropped head. The lines of his roughly chiseled
face were still firmand solid, and his eyes tw nkl ed good-hunoredly as he surveyed the room It
seened strange to many of those present that a man so vital, one with so nuch still within him
shoul d be about to deliver his retirenent address.

Few of the younger astronauts, scientists, engineers, and North Anmerican Space Devel opnent
Organi zati on executives could renenber NASDO wi t hout Congreve as its president. For all of them
thi ngs woul d never be quite the sane again.

"Thank you, Matt." Congreve's voice runbled in a gravelly baritone fromthe speakers al
around. He gl anced fromside to side to take in the whole of his audience. "I, ah--1 alnobst didn't
meke it here at all." He paused, and the | ast whispers of conversation died away. "A sign in the
hal | outside says that the fossil display is in twelve-oh-three upstairs." The Anerican
Archeol ogi cal Society was holding its annual convention in the Hilton conplex that week. Congreve
shrugged "1 figured that had to be where I was supposed to go. Luckily | bunped into Matt on the
way, and he got nme back on the right track." A ripple of |aughter wavered in the darkness,
punctuated by a few shouts of protest fromsonme of the tables. He waited for silence, then
continued in a less flippant voice. "The first thing | have to do is thank everybody here, and al
t he NASDO peopl e who couldn't be with us tonight, for inviting me. Also, of course, | have to
express my sincere appreciation for this, and even nore ny appreciation for the sentinents that it
signifies. Thank you--all of you." As he spoke, he gestured toward the eighteen-inch-Iong, silver
and bronze replica of the as yet unnaned, untried SP3 star probe that stood on its teak base
bef ore Congreve's place at the main table.

Hi s voi ce becane nore serious as he continued. "I don't want to go off into a | ot of persona
anecdot es and rem ni scences. That kind of thing is customary on an occasion such as this, but it
woul d be trivial, and | wouldn't want mny |ast speech as president of NASDO to be marked by trivia.

The tines do not permt such luxury. Instead, | want to talk about natters that are of gl oba
significance and which affect every individual alive on this planet, and indeed the generations
yet to be born--assunming there will be future generations.” He paused. "I want to tal k about

survival --the survival of the human species.”

Al t hough the room was already quiet, the silence seemed to ~intensify with these words. Here
and there in the audi ence, faces turned to glance curiously at one another. Clearly, this was not
to be just another retirenent speech. Congreve went on. "W have al ready cone once to the brink of
a third world war and hung precariously over the edge. Today, in 2015, twenty-three years have
passed since U S. and Soviet forces clashed in Baluchistan with tactical nucl ear weapons, and
al though the rapid spread of a fusion based econony at |ast pronises to solve the energy problens
that brought about that confrontation, the jeal ousies, mstrusts, and suspicions which brought us
to the point of War then and which have persistently plagued our race throughout its history are
as nmuch in evidence as ever

"Today the sustenance that our industries crave is not oil, but mnerals. Fifty years from now
our understandi ng of controlled-fusion processes will probably have elininated that source of
shortages too, but in the nmeantinme shorter sighted political considerations are recreating the
climate of tension and rivalry that hinged around the oil issue at the close of the |ast century.
Qobviously, South Africa's inportance in this context is shaping the current pattern of power
maneuvering, and the probable flashpoint for another East-West collision will again be the Iran-
Pal esti ne border region, which our strategists expect the Soviets to contest to gain access to the
I ndian Ccean in preparation for the support of a war of so-called black African |iberation against
the South."

Congreve paused, swept his eyes fromone side of the roomto the other, and raised his hands
in resignation. "It seens that as individuals we can only stand by as hel pl ess observers and watch
the events that are sweeping us onward collectively. The situation is conplicated further by the
emergence and rapid econonic and mlitary growh of the-Chinese-Japanese Co-Prosperity Sphere,
whi ch threatens to confront Mbscow with an unassail abl e power bloc should it come to align with
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oursel ves and the Europeans. More than a few Kremin anal ysts nust see their |east risky ganble as
a final resolution with the Wst now, before such an alliance has tine to consolidate. In other
words, it would not be untrue to say that the future of the human race has never' been at greater
risk than it is at this nonent."

Congreve pushed hinself back fromthe podiumwi th his arms and strai ghtened. Wen he resuned
speaki ng, his tone had lightened slightly. "In the area that concerns all of us here in our day-to-
day lives, the accel erating pace of the space program has brought a | ot of excitenent in the |ast
two decades. Sone inspiring achievenments have hel ped offset the | ess encouragi ng news from ot her
quarters: W have established pernanent bases on the Moon and Mars; colonies are being built in
space; a manned mi ssion has reached the nobons of Jupiter; and robots are out exploring the
farthest reaches of the Solar System and beyond. But" --he extended his arms in an ani nated sigh---
"these operations have been national, not international. Despite the hopes and the words of years
gone by, nilitarization has followed everywhere close on the heels of exploration, and we are |ed
to the inescapable conclusion that a war, if it cones, would soon spread beyond the confines of
the surface and jeopardi ze our species everywhere. W nust face up to the fact that the danger now
threatening us in the years ahead is nothing | ess than that."

He turned for a nonent to stare at the nodel of SP3 gl eam ng on the table beside himand then

pointed to it. "Five years fromnow, that automated probe will |eave the Sun and tour the nearby
stars to search for habitable worlds... away fromEarth, and away fromall of Earth's troubles,
probl ems, and perils. Eventually, if all goes well, it will arrive at same place insul ated by

uni magi nabl e di stance fromthe problens that promse to make strife an inseparabl e and

i neradi cabl e part of the weary story of human exi stence on this planet.” Congreve's expression
took on a distant | ook as he gazed at the replica, as if in his nind he were already soaring with
it outward and away. "It will be a new place," he said in a faraway voice. "A new, fresh, vibrant
worl d, unscarred by Man's struggle to elevate hinself fromthe beasts, a place that presents what
m ght be the only opportunity for our race to preserve an extension of itself where it would
survive, and if necessary begin again, but this time with the | essons of the past to guide it."

An undercurrent of murmuring rippled quickly around the hall. Congreve nodded, indicating his
anticipation of the 'objections he knew woul d cone. He raised a hand for attention and gradually
t he noi se abat ed.

"No, | amnot saying that SP3 could be nodified froma robot craft to carry a human crew. The
design could not feasibly be nodified at this |l ate stage. Too nany things woul d have to be thought
out again fromthe begi nning, and such a task would require decades. And yet, nothing conparable
to SP3 is anywhere near as advanced a stage of design at the present time, |let alone near being
constructed. The opportunity is unique and cannot, surely, be allowed to pass by. But at the sane
time we cannot afford the delay that woul d be needed to take advantage of that opportunity. Is
there a solution to this dilemma?" He | ooked around as if inviting responses. None cane.

"W have been studying this problemfor some tinme now, and we believe there is a solution. It
woul d not be feasible to send a contingent of adult humans, either as a functioning community or
in sone suspended sate, with the ship; it is in too advanced a stage of construction to change its
primary design paraneters. But then, why send adult hunans at all?" He. spread his arns
appealingly. "After all, the objective is sinply to establish an extension of our race where it
woul d be safe fromany calanity that might befall us here, and such a | ocation would be found only
at the end of the voyage. The people would not be required either during the voyage or in the
survey phase, since ' machines are perfectly capable of handling everything con-
nected with those operations. People becone rel evant only when those phases have been successfully
conpl eted. Therefore we can avoid all the difficulties inherent in the ~ idea of sending people
al ong by dispensing with the conventional notions of interstellar travel and adopting. Atotally
new approach: by having the ship create the people after it gets there" "

Congreve paused again, but this tinme not so nmuch as a whi sper disturbed the silence.

Congreve's voice warmed to his theme, and his manner becane nore urgent and persuasive.

"Devel oprrents in genetic engineering and enbryol ogy make it possible to store human genetic
information in electronic formin the' ship's conputers. For a snall penalty in space and wei ght
requi renents, the ship's inventory could be expanded to include everything necessary to create and
nurture a first generation of, perhaps, several hundred fully human enbryos once a world is found
whi ch neets the requirenents of the prelimnary surface and atnmospheric tests. They could be

rai sed and tended by speci al - purpose robots that would have available to them as rmuch of the

knowl edge and history of our culture as can be programed into the ship' ~ conputers. Al the
resources needed to set up and support an advanced society would cone fromthe planet itself.

Thus, while the first generation was being raised through infancy in orbit, other machi nes woul d
establish metal s- and material s-processing facilities, manufacturing plants, farnms, transportation
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systens, and bases suitable for occupation. Wthin a few generations a thriving colony could be
expected to have established itself, and regardl ess of what happens here the human race woul d have
survived. The appeal of this approach is that, if the commtnment was nade now, the changes

i nvol ved could be worked into the existing schedule for SP3, and |aunch could still take place in
five years as projected.

By this tine life was flowing slowy back into his listeners. Al though many of them were stil
too astonished by his proposal to react visibly, heads were nodding, and the murnmurs running
around the room seenmed positive. Congreve nodded and sniled faintly as if savoring the thought of
havi ng kept the best part until |ast.

"The second thing | have to announce tonight is that such a commtnment has now been nmade. As |
mentioned a nonment ago, this subject has been under study for a considerable period of tine. | can
now i nformyou that, three days ago, the President of the United States and the Chairman of the
Eastern Co-Prosperity Sphere signed an agreenent for the project which | have briefly outlined to
be' pursued on a joint basis, effective imediately. The activities of the various national and
private research institutions and other organizations that will be involved in the venture will be
coordinated with those of the North Anerican Space Devel opnent Organization and with those of our
Chi nese and Japanese partners under a project designation of Starhaven."

Congreve's face split into a broad smile. "My third announcenent is that tonight does not nmark
ny retirement fromprofessional life after all. | have accepted an invitation fromthe President
to take charge of the Starhaven project on behalf of the United States as the senior nenber
nation, and | amrelinquishing my position with NASDO purely in order to give undivided attention
to my new responsibilities. For those who m ght believe that |I've given themsonme hard tinmes in
the past, | have to say with insincere apologies that I'mgoing to be around for sone tine |onger
yet, and that before this project is through the tinmes are going to get a |lot harder."

Several people at the back stood up and started cl apping. The appl ause spread and turned into a
standi ng ovation. Congreve grinned unabashedly to acknow edge the enthusiasm stood for a while as
t he appl ause continued, and then grasped the sides of the podi um again

"We had our first fornmal neeting with the Chinese yesterday, and we've already nade our first
official decision." He glanced at the replica of the star-robot probe again. "SP3 now has a narne.
It has been naned after a goddess of Chinese myt hol ogy whom we have adopted as a fitting
pat roness: Kuan-yl n--the goddess who brings children. Let us hope that she watches over her
children well in the years to cone."

CHAPTER ONE

ABOUT TWO HUNDRED f eet bel ow the ridgeline, the Third Platoon of D Conmpany had set up its Tactica
Battle Station in a depression surrounded by interconnecting patches of sagebrush and scrub. A
corner in a lowrock wall sheltered it on two sides, a large boulder closed in the third, and a
parapet of snaller, fiat rocks protected it fromthe front; a thermal shield stretched across the
top hid the body heat of its occupants fromthe ever-vigilant sensors of hostile surveillance
satellites.

The scene outside was deceptively quiet as Colman lifted a flap and peered out, keeping his
head wel | back fromthe edge of the canopy. The hillside below the post fell steeply away, its
features beconing rapidly indistinct in the feeble starlight before vani shing conpletely into the
featurel ess black of the gorge beneath. There was no noon, and the sky was clear as crystal. Wen
his eyes had adjusted to the gloom Colnman shifted his attention to the nearer ground and
met hodi cal | y scanned the area in which the twenty-five nen of the platoon had been conceal ed and
nmoti onl ess for the past three hours. If they had undercut their foxholes and weapons pits the way
he had shown them and made proper use of the rocks and vegetation, they would stand a good chance
of escaping detection. To confuse the eneny's tactical plots further, D Conpany had depl oyed
thermal decoys a half mile back and hi gher up near the crest, where, by all the accepted
principles, it would have nmade nore sense for the platoon to have positioned itself. Auto timed to
turn on and off in a random sequence to sinulate novenent, the decoys had been draw ng sporadic
fire for nmuch of the night while the platoon had drawn none, which seemed to say sonethi ng about
the value of "the book" as rewitten by Staff Sergeant Col man. "There are two ways to do
anything," he told the recruits. "The Arny way and the wong way. There isn't any other way. So
when | tell you to do sonething the Arny way, what does it nean?

"I't neans do it your way, Sergeant."
"Very good."

A tiny pinpoint of orange glowed bright for a second, about fifty feet away, where Stanistau

and Carson were covering the trail fromthe gorge with the subnmegajoule laser. Colman scow ed to
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hinself. He turned his head a fraction to whisper to Driscoll. "The LCP's showing a cigarette.
Tell themto get rid of it."

Driscoll tapped into the finger panel of the conpack, and from a spi ke pushed into the ground,
ul trasonic vibrations spread outward through the soil, carrying the call sign of the Laser Cannon
Post. "LCP reading," a nmuted voice acknow edged fromthe conpack.

Driscoll spoke into the mcrophone boom projecting fromhis helnet. "Red Three, routine
check." This would | eave an innocuous record in the automatic signal |ogging system In the
darkness Driscoll pressed a key to deactivate the recordi ng channel nonentarily. "You' re show ng a
light, shitheads. Douse it or cover it." Hs finger rel eased the key. "Report status, LCP."

"Ready and standing by," the voice replied neutrally. "Nothing to report." CQutside, the
pi npoi nt of |ight vani shed abruptly.

"Rermai n at ready. Qut."

Col man grunted to hinmsel f, made one final sweep of the surroundings, then dropped the flap
back into place and turned to face inside. Behind Driscoll, Maddock was exami ning the bottom of
the gorge through the image intensifier, while in the shadows next to himthe expression of
concentration on Corporal Swyley's face was etched sharply by the subdued gl ow of the forward
terrain display screen propped in front of him

The image that so held his attention was transnitted froman eighteen-inch-long, infantry
reconnai ssance that they had managed to slip in a thousand feet above the floor of the gorge and
al nrost over the eneny's forward positions and was suppl enented by additional data collected from
satellite and other ELINT network sources. The display showed the target command bunker at the
bottom of the gorge, known enemy weapons enpl acenments as conputed from backpl ots of radar-tracked
shel|l trajectories, and the |ocations of observation and fire comand posts from source anal ysis
triangul ations of stray reflections fromcontrol lasers. On it the cool water of the stream and
its tributaries stood out as black lines forking like twigs; the rock crags and boul ders were
shades of blue; living vegetation varied fromrust brown on the hills to deep red where it crowded
toget her along the | ower slopes of the gorge; and shell and bonmb scars glowed fromdull orange to
yel | ow dependi ng on how recently the expl osions had occurred.

But what Corporal Swyley was concentrating on so intently were the m nute specks of brighter
reds that m ght or might not have been inperfectly obscured defensive positions, and the barely
di scernible hairline fragnents that coul d have been the thermal footprints of recent vehicle
nmovenents. '

How Swyl ey did what only he did so well was sonething nobody was quite sure of, |east of al
Swyl ey hinsel f. Wiatever the reason, Swyley's ability to pick out significant details froma
hopel ess nmess of background garbage and to distinguish consistently between valid information and
decoys was justly fanmed and uncanny. But since Swyley hinself didn't understand how he did it, he
was unable to explain it to the systens programmers, who had hoped to duplicate his feats with
their image-analysis prograns. That had been when the "-sits" and the "-zool ogists' began their
endl ess batteries of fruitless tests. Eventually Swl ey nmade up pl ausi bl e-soundi ng expl anati ons
for the benefit of the specialists, but these were exposed when the prograns witten to their
specifications failed to work. Then Swyl ey began claimng that his nysterious gift had suddenly
deserted himconpletely.

Maj or Thorpe, Electronics Intelligence Oficer at Brigade H Q, had read sonewhere that spinach
and fish were sure remedies for failing eyesight, so he placed Corporal Swyley on an intensive
diet. But Swyley hated spinach and fish even nore than he hated being tested, and within a week he
was afflicted by acute col or-blindness, which he denonstrated by refusing to see anything at al

in even the sinplest of training displays.

After that, Swyley had been decl ared "nul adj usted" and transferred to D Conpany, which was
where all the nmisfits and mal contents ended up. Now his powers returned magically only when no
of ficers were anywhere near himexcept for Captain Sirocco, who ran D Conpany and didn't care how
Swyl ey got his answers as long as they cane out right. And Sirocco didn't care if Swley was a
m sfit, since everyone else in D Conpany was supposed to be anyway.

It probably nmeant that there was no easy way of getting out of D Conpany again |et al one out
of the regular service, Colman reflected as he watched in the darkness and waited for Swyley to
deliver his verdict. And that made it unlikely that Col nan would get the transfer into Engineering
that he had request ed,

It seened self-evident to himthat nobody in his right mnd would want to get killed, or to

be sent to places he'd never heard of by people he'd never net in order to kill other people he
didn't know. Therefore nobody in his right mind would be in the Army. But since the Arny was full
of people whomit had judged to be acceptably sane and nornal, it seened to follow that the Arny's

i deas of what was nornmal had to be very strange. Now, to transfer into sonething |ike Engi neering
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seermed on the face of it to be a perfectly natural, reasonable, constructive, and desirable thing
to want to do. And that seened enough to guarantee that the Army would find the request
unr easonabl e and hi m unsui t abl e.

On the other hand, an inportant part of the evaluation was the psychiatric assessnent and
recommendation, and in the course of the several sessions that he had spent with Pendrey, the
psychi atrist attached to Brigade, Colman had found hinmself harboring the steadily grow ng
suspi ci on that Pendrey was crazy. He wondered if perhaps a crazy psychiatrist working with a crazy
set of prenises might end up arriving at sane answers in the same way that two l[ogical inverters
in series didn't alter the truth of a proposition; but then again, if Pendrey was nornmal by the
Arny's standards, the anal ogy woul dn't work.

Sirocco had endorsed the request, it was true, but Colnman wasn't sure it would count for very
much since Sirocco ran D Conpany, and anything he said was probably inverted sonewhere al ong the
chain as a matter of course. Perhaps he should have persuaded Sirocco not to endorse the request.
On the other hand, if anything recomrended by Sirocco was inverted to start with, and if Pendrey
was crazy but normal by the Arny's standards, and if the prem ses that Pendrey was working with
were al so crazy, then the decision mght conme out in Colman's favor after all. O would it? H's
attenpt to think the tortuous logic of the situation once again was interrupted by Swyley at | ast
| eani ng back and turning his face away fromthe screen

"They' ve got practically all their strength out on the flanks both ways al ong the gorge,"
Swyl ey announced. "There are sonme units nmoving down the opposite slope, but they won't be in
position for about another thirty mnutes." The glow fromthe screen highlighted the nystified
|l ook that flashed across his face. He shrugged. "Right now they' re wi de open, right down bel ow
us."

"They don't have anything here?" Col man checked, touching the screen with a finger to
i ndi cate the place where the bottomof the trail emerged froma small wood on the edge of a grassy
fiat and just a few hundred feet fromthe eneny bunker. The display showed a faint pattern of
snudges on either side of the trail in just the positions where defensive formations would be
expect ed.

Swyl ey shook his head. "Those are decoys. Like | said, they' ve noved practically all the guys
out to the flanks"-he jabbed at the screen with a finger--"here, here, and here."

"CGetting round behind B Conpany, and up over spur Four-nine-three," Col man suggested as he
studi ed the inmage.

"Coul d be," Swyl ey agreed noncommttally.

"Looks dead as hell down there to ne," Maddock threw in without taking his eyes fromthe
vi ewpi ece of the intensifier

"What do' the ' seismics and Sniffers say about Swyl ey's decoys?" Col man asked, turning his
head toward Driscoll.

Driscoll translated the question into a conputer conmand and peered at the data summary on one
of the conpack screens. "lInsignificant seisnic above threshold at eight hundred yards. Downw nd
ratio less than five points up at four hundred. Negative corroboration from acousti cs-background
swanpi ng." The conmputers were unable to identify vibration patterns correlating with hunman
activity in the data comng in fromthe sensing devices quietly scattered around the gorge by | ow
flying, renote piloted "bees" on and off throughout the night; the chenical sensors located to the
| eeward of the suspected decoys were detecting little of the odor nol ecul es characteristic of
human bodi es; the m crophones had yiel ded nothing in the way of coherent sound patterns, but this
was doubt| ess because of the white-noise background being generated in the vicinity of the stream
Al t hough the evidence was only partial and negative at that, it supported Swyley's assertion that
the main road down to the objective was, incredibly, virtually undefended for the tine being.

Col man frowned to hinself as his mnd raced over the data's significance. No sane attacking
force woul d contenpl ate taking an objective like that by a direct frontal assault in the center--
the I owernost stretch of the trail was too well covered by overl ooking sl opes, and there woul d be
no way back if the attack bogged down. That was what the eneny conmander woul d have thought anyone
woul d have thought. So what would be the point of tying up lots of nen to defend a point that
woul d never be attacked? According to the book, the correct way to attack the bunker would be
al ong the stream from above or by crossing the stream bel ow and comi ng down fromthe spur on the
far side. So the other side was concentrating at points above both of the obvious assault routes
and setting thenselves up to ambush whi chever attack should materialize. But in the neantine they
were wi de open in the mddle.

"Alert all section | eaders on the grid," Colman said to Driscoll. "And open a channel to Bl ue
One. "

Sirocco cane through on the conmpack a few nonents later, and Col man sumari zed the situation
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The audacity of the idea appealed to Sirocco i mediately. "We'd have to handle it ourselves. There
isn't enough time to involve Brigade, but we could pin down those guys on the other side while you
went in, and roll a barrage in front of you to clear obstacles.” He was referring to the Conpany
controll ed robot batteries set up to the rear, below the crest line of the ridge. "It would nean
going in without any counter battery suppression when you break though. What do you think?"

"I'f we went fast, we could rmake it w thout." Col man answered.

"Wthout CB suppression there wouldn't be tinme to nove any of the other platoons round to back
you up. You'd be on your own," Sirocco said.

"We can use the robot batteries to lay down a close cover screen fromthe flanks. |If you give
us an optical and IR bl anket at twelve hundred feet, we can nake it."

Sirocco hesitated for a split second. "Okay" he finally said. "Let's do it."

Ten minutes later, Sirocco had worked out a hastily contrived fire-plan with his executive
of ficer and relayed details to First, Second, and Fourth pl atoons, and Col man had briefed Third
Pl at oon via his section | eaden. Col man secured and checked his equi prent; unl oaded, rel oaded, and
rechecked his M32 assault cannon; checked and inventoried his anmunition

As soon as the first salvo of snoke bonbs burst at twelve hundred feet to blot out the area
fromhostile surveillance, the Third Platoon | aunched itself down the , trail toward the denser
veget ati on bel ow. Monents later, optical interdiction shells began exploding just bel ow the
curtain of snoke and spewed out clouds of al um num dust to disrupt the enemy control and
communi cations | asers. Ahead of the attacking troops, a concentrated point barrage of shells and
hi gh-intensity pul sed beanms fired fromthe fairing platoons rolled forward along the trail to
clear the way of mines and other antipersonnel ordnance. Be. hind the barrage the , Third Pl atoon
| eapfrogged by sections to provide nutually supporting ground-fire to conplete the work of the
artillery. There was no opposition. The defending artillery opened up fromthe rear within ten
seconds of the initial snoke blanket, but the eneny was firing blind and largely ineffectively.

In thirteen minutes the firefight was all over. Colman stood on the gravel bank of the stream
and watched as a bew | dered major was |l ed fromthe eneny bunker, followed by his nunmb staff, who
joined the gaggl e of disarnmed defenders bei ng herded together under the watchful eyes of smrking
Third Pl atoon guards. The primary objective had been to take prisoners and obtain intelligence,
and the crop had yielded two captains in addition to the mgjor, a first and a second |ieutenant, a
chief warrant officer, a sergeant nmjor, tw sergeants, and over a dozen enlisted nmen. Moreover,
the call-sign lists and maps had been seized intact, along w th inval uabl e comunications and
weapons-control equi pment. Not a bad haul at all, Colnman reflected with satisfaction.

The conputers had pronounced two nmen of Third Platoon killed and five wounded seriously enough
to have been incapacitated. Col nan was thinking to hinself hownice it would be if real wars could
be fought like that, when brilliant |ights far overhead transforned the scene instantly into
artificial day. He squinted against the sudden brightness for a few seconds, pushed his helnmet to
the back of his head, and | ooked around. The dead men and the seriously wounded who had been hit
hi gher up on the slopes were wal king down the trail in a small knot, while above themand to the
sides, the other three platoons of D Conpany were energing fromcover. Mire activity was evi dent
farther away along the gorge in both direc-. tions as other defending and attacking units cane out
into the open. Staff transporters, personnel carriers, and other types of flying vehicles were
buzzing up from behind the nore distant ridges where the sky ended. Colnan hadn't realized fully
how many troops had been involved in the exercise. An unconfortable feeling began creeping into
his mind - he had just brought to a premature end an el aborate gane that staff people had been
| ooking forward to for sone tinme; these people probably wouldn't be too happy about it. They m ght
even decide they didn't want himin the Arny, he reflected phil osophically.

One of the transporters approached the bunker with a steadily rising whine, then hovered
notionl ess for a second al nost i nmedi ately over him before descending snmoothly. Its rear door slid
open to reveal the lean, swarthy figure of Captain Sirocco in hel net and battl edress, stil
wearing his flak-vest. He junped out ninbly while the transporter was still six feet above the
ground, and anbled up to Col man. Behind his anple bl ack nmoustache, the easy-going lines of his
face betrayed as little as ever, but his eyes were twinkling. "Pretty good, Steve," he said
wi t hout preanble as he turned with his hands on his hips to survey the indignant scowms fromthe
captured "eneny" officers standing sullenly by the bunker. "I don't think we'll get any Brownie
points for it though. We broke just about every rule in the book." Colman grunted. He hadn't
expected nmuch el se. Sirocco raised his eyebrows and inclined his head in a way that could have
meant anything. "Frontal assault on a strongpoint, exposed flanks, no practical means of retreat,
no conti ngency plan, inadequate ground suppression, and no counter battery cover," he recited
matter-of-factly, at the sane tine soundi ng unperturbed.

"What about | eaving your chin w de open?" Col man ~ asked. "Isn't there anything in the rules
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about that?"

"Depends who you are. For D Company all things are relative."

"Ever think of naking a new seat for your pants out of part of that flak-jacket?" Col nan
asked after a pause. "You're probably gonna need it."

"Ah, who gives a shit?" Sirocco | ooked Up. "Anyhow, won't be nuch | onger before we find out."

Col man foll owed his gaze. An arnored VIP carrier bearing a general's insignia on its nose was
angling toward them Colnman shifted his M32 to the other shoul der and straightened up to watch.
"Smarten it up,"” he called to the rest of Third Pl atoon, who were snoking, talking, and |ounging
in groups by the stream and around the bunker. The cigarettes were ground out under the heavy
sol es of conbat boots, the chattering died away, and the groups shuffled thenselves into tidier
ranks.

"On what did you base your analysis of the situational display, Sergeant?" Sirocco asked,
speaking in a clipped, high-pitched voice mmicking the formal tones of Col onel Wesserman, who was
General Portney's aide. He injected a note of suspicion and accusation into the voice. "Ws
Corporal Swyley instrumental in the fornulation of your tactical evaluation?" The question was
bound to arise; the inmage anal ysis routines run at Brigade woul d have yielded nothing to justify
the attack.

"No, sir," Colman replied stiffly, keeping his eyes fixed straight ahead. "Corporal Swyley
was manni ng the compack. He woul d not have been assigned to ELINT analysis. He's color-blind."

"Then how do you expl ain your extraordinary concl usions?"

;' 1 suppose we just guessed lucky, sir."

Sirocco sighed. "I suppose | have to put it in witing that | authorized the assault on ny
own initiative and without any substantiating data." He cocked his head at Col man. "Happen to know
anyone around here who nmakes a good pair of pants?”

Ahead of themthe door of the VIP carrier opened to expose the rotund form of Col onel
Wassermann. His florid face was even nore florid than usual and swelled into a deep purple at the
neck. He seened to be choking w th suppressed fury.

"l guess he doesn't have a nose for the sweet snell of success,” Col man nurnured as they
wat ched.

Sirocco twirled one side of his npbustache pensively for a second or two. "Success is like a
fart," he said. "Only your own snells nice."

CHAPTER TWOD

A SUDDEN CHANGE in the colors and format of one of the displays being presented around himin the
moni tor room of the Drive Control Subcenter caught Bernard Fall ows's eye and di sm ssed ot her
thoughts fromhis mnd. The display was one of several associated with Nunber 5 G oup of the
Primary Fuel Delivery Systemand related to one of the batteries of enornbus hydrogen-feed boost
punps located in the tail section of the vessel, five mles fromwhere Fallows was sitting.

"What's happeni ng on Five-E, Horace?" he asked the enpty room around him

"Low | evel trend projection," the subcenter executive conputer replied through a small grille
set to one side of Fallow s console. "Booster vee-sub-three's looking as if it's going to start
runni ng hot again. Correlation integral sixty-seven, check function positive, expansion index
ei ght-zero."

"Readi ng at index six?"
"Insignificant."

Fallows took in the rest of the information fromthe screen. The changes that the conputers
had detected were tiny--the nmerest beginnings of a trend which, if it continued at the present
rate, woul dn't approach anything serious for a nonth or nore. Wth only another three nonths to go
before the ship reached Chiron there was no cause for alarmsince the rest of the punp-group had
enough design margin to nake up the difference even w thout the backup. But even so, there was
little doubt that Merrick would insist on the prinmary's being stripped down to have its bearings
reground, alignment rechecked, and rotor rebal anced agai n. They had been through that routine
twice already in the three nonths that the main drive had been firing. That meant another week of
working in near-zero g and klutzing around in heavy-duty protective suits on the wong side of the
stern radi ation shield. "Bloody punp,” Fallows nuttered sourly.

"Since a punp is not an organic system | presune the expression is an expletive," Horace
observed chattily.

"Aw, shuddup." The conputer returned obediently to its meditations.

Fal |l ows sat back in his chair and cast a routine eye around the nonitor room Everything
seened to be running snmoothly at the crew stations beyond the glass partition behind his consol e,
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and the other displays confirned that all else was as it should be. The reserve tank to Nunber 2
verni er nmotor had been recharged after a slight course-correction earlier and was checki ng out at
"Ready" again. Al the fuel, coolant, prinmary and standby power, hydraulic, pneumatic, gas, oil
|ife-support, and instrunentation subsystens servicing the Drive Section were performng well
within limts. Way back near the tail, the banks of gigantic fusion reactors were gobbling up the
35 million tons of hydrogen that had been magnetically ram scooped out of space throughout the
twenty-year voyage and converting over two tons of its mass into energy every second to produce
the awesone, 1.5-nile-dianeter blast of radiation and reaction products that would have to burn
for six nonths to slowthe 140-mllion-ton mass of the Mayflower Il down fromits free-cruise

vel ocity.

The ship had left Earth with only sufficient fuel on board to accelerate it to cruising speed
and had followed a course through the higher-density concentrations of hydrogen to collect what it
needed to sl ow down again.

Fal | ows gl anced at the clock in the center of the console. Less than an hour before Wiiters
was due to take over the watch. Then he woul d have two days to hinself before com ng back on duty.
He cl osed his eyes for a nonent and savored the thought.

Only three nonths to go! H's children had often asked hi mwhy a young man in his prine would
turn his back on everything famliar and exchange twenty years of his life for a one-way journey
to Al pha Centauri. They had good reason, since their futures had been decided nore than a little
by his decision. Mdst of the Mayflower I1's thirty thousand occupants were used to bei ng asked
that question. Fallows usually replied that he had grown disillusioned by the spectacle of the
world steadily rearmng itself toward the sane | evel of insanity that had preceded the devastation
of much of North Anerica and Europe and the end of the Soviet enmpire in the brief hol ocaust of
2021, and that he had left it all behind to seek a new start somewhere else. It was one of the
standard answers, given as much for self-reassurance as anything else. But in his private nonments
Fal l ows knew that he really didn't believe it. He tried to pretend that he didn't remenber the
real reason.

He had been born al nost at the end of the Lean Years following the war, so he didn't renenber
about that period, but his father had told himabout the tines when fifty mllion people lived
am d shantytown squal or around the bl ackened and twi sted skel etons of their cities and huddled in
lines in the snow for their ration of soup and bread at governnent field-kitchens; about his
nmot her | aboring fifteen hours a day cutting boards for prefabricated houses to put two skinpy
meal s of beef broth and rice fromthe Chinese food ships on the table each day and to buy one pair
of utility-brand pressed-paper shoes per person every six nonths; about his older brother killed
inthe fighting with the hordes that had cone plundering fromthe Cari bbean and fromthe south.
The years Fall ows renenbered had cone |ater, when the slender fingers of gleamng new cities were
begi nning to claw skyward once nore fromthe deserts of rubble, and new steel and al um num plants
were hummi ng and poundi ng while on the other side of the world China and | ndi aJapan westled for
control over the industrial and comrercial nmight of the 'East. Those had been stirring years,

vi brant years, inspiring years. Fallows renenbered the floodlit parades .in Washi ngton on the
Fourth of July-the color and the splendor of the massed bands, the colums of marching soldiers
with uniforms glittering and flags flying, the anthems and hyms rising on the voices of tens of
t housands packed into Capitol Square, where the fanous buil ding had once stood. He renenbered
strutting into a high-school ball in his just acquired uniformof the American New Order Youth
Corps and pretendi ng haughtily not to notice the admiring | ooks follow ng hi mwherever he went.
How he had bragged to his envious friends after the tint weekend of war ganing with the Arny in
the New Mexico desert . . . the exhilaration when Anerica reestablished a permanently manned base
on the Mon.

Along with nost of his generation he had been fired by the vision of the New Order Anerica
that they were helping to forge fromthe ashes and ruins of the old. Even stronger than what had
gone before, norally and spiritually purer, and confident in the know edge of its God-ordained
mssion, it would rise. again as an inpregnable sanctuary to preserve the | egacy of Wstern
culture fromthe corrosive flood 6f heathen decadence and affluent brashness sweeping across the
far side of the globe. So the credo' had run. And when the East at last fell apart fromits own
i nternal decay, when the illusion of unity that the Arabs were trying to inpose on Central Asia
was finally exposed, and when the African mlitancy eventually expired in an orgy of internecine
squabbl i ng, the American New Order woul d reabsorb tenporarily estranged Europe, and prevail. That
had been the quest.

The Mayflower |1, when at last it began grow ng and taking shape in lunar orbit year by year
becane the tangi bl e synbol of that quest.

Al t hough he had been only eight years old in 2040, he could renenber dearly the excitemnment
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caused by the news that a signal had come in froma spacecraft called the Kuan-yin, which had been
| aunched in 2020, just before the war broke out. The signal had announced that the Kuan-yin had
identified a suitable planet in orbit around Al pha Centauri and was comencing its experinent. The
pl anet was naned Chiron, after one of the centaurs; three other significant planets al so

di scovered by the Kuan-yin in the systemof Al pha Centauri were nanmed Phol us, Nessus, and
Eurytion.

Ten years went by while North America and Europe conpleted their recovery, and the major
Eastern powers settled their rivalries. At the end of that period New Anerica extended from Al aska
to Panama, Greater Europe had incorporated Russia, Estonia, Latvia, and the Ukraine as separate
nati ons, and China had cone to dom nate an Eastern Asiatic Federation stretching from Pakistan to
the Bering Strait. Al three of the major powers had comenced prograns to reexpand into space at
nore or less the same time, and since each clained a legitimate interest in the colony on Chiron
and mstrusted the other two, each enbarked on the construction of a starship with the ai m of
getting there first to protect its own against interference fromthe others.

Wth a cause, a crusade, a challenge, and a purpose-an enpire to rebuild beyond the Earth and
a world to conquer upon it--there were few of Fallows's age who didn't renenber the intoxication
of those tinmes. And with the Mayflower H growing in the lunar sky as a synbol of it all, the dream
of flying with the ship and of being a part of the crusade to secure Chiron against the Infide
became for many the ultinmate anbition. The | essons of discipline and self-sacrifice that had been
| earned during the Lean Years served to bring the Mayflower H to conpletion two years ahead of its
nearest rival, and so it cane ' about that Bernard Fallows at the age of twenty-eight had manful ly
shaken his father's hand and kissed his tearful nother farewell before being blasted upward froma
shuttle base in Arizona to join the lunar transporter that would bear himon the first stage of
his crusade to carry the Arerican New Order to the stars.

He didn't think too nmuch about things |ike that anynore; his visions of being a great |eader
and achiever in bringing the Word to Chiron had faded over the years. And instead . . . what? Now
that the ship was al nost there, he found he had no clear idea of what he wanted to do
not hi ng apart fromcontinuing to live the kind of life that he had | ong ago settled down to as
routine, but in different surroundi ngs.

The sight of Aiff Walters noving toward the nonitor roomon the other side of the glass
partition interrupted his thoughts. A nonent |later the door to one side opened with a | ow whi ne
and Waiters wal ked in. Fallows swung his chair round to face himand | ooked up in surprise. "Hi
You're early. Still forty mnutes to go."

Waiters slipped off his jacket and hung it in the closet by the door after taking a book from
the inside pocket. Fallows frowned but nade no comment.

"Logging on early," Waiters replied. "Merrick wants to talk to you for a nminute before you go
off duty. He told ne to tell you to stop by the ECD. You can take off now and see himon the
conpany's tine." He noved over to the console and nodded at the array of screens. "How are we
doi ng? Lots of wild and exciting things happeni ng?"

"Five-sub-three prinmary's starting to play up again, you'll be happy to hear. LowIeve
profile, but it's positive, W had a one-fifteen second burn on vernier two at seven* teen hundred
hours, which went okay. The nmmin burn is behaving itself fine and correcting for trimas
programmed .... ' He shrugged. "That's about it."

Walters grunted, scanned quickly over the displays, and called the log for the last four
hours onto an enpty screen. "Looks like we're in for another strip down on that goddamm punp," he
murmured wi thout turning his head. "Looks like it,"” Fallows agreed with a sigh

"Not worth screwing around with," Walters declared. "Wth three nonths to go we mght ~just as
well cut in the backup and to hell with it. Fix the thing after we get there, when the main
drive's not running. Wiy | ose pounds sweating in trog-suits?

"Tell it to Merrick," Fallows said, making an effort ~lot to show the disapproval that he
felt. Talking that way betrayed a sloppy attitude toward engi neering. Even if they had only three
weeks to go, there would still be no excuse not to fix a piece of equiprment that needed fi xing.
The risk of catastrophic failure mght have been vanishingly small, but it was present. Good
practice lay with reducing possibilities Iike that to zero. He considered hinself a conpetent
engi neer, and that neant being neticulous. Walters had a habit of being | ax about sone things--

smal | things, admittedly, but |axness was still |axness. To be ranked equally irked Fallows. "Log
change of watch duty, Horace," he said to the grille on the console. "Oficer Fallows
standi ng down. O ficer Waiters taking over." "Acknow edged," Horace replied.

Fal | ows stood up and stepped aside, and Waiters eased hinself into the 'subcenter supervisor's
chair. "You're off
on a forty-eight, that right?" Witers asked. "Uh-huh." "Any plans?"
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"Not really. Jay's playing on one of the teanms in the Bow tonmorrow. |'Il probably go and
watch that. | mght even take a ride over to Manhattan--haven't been there for a while now "

"Take the kids for a wal k round the Grand Canyon nodul e,"” WAlters suggested. "It's being
rescul pted again-lots of trees and rocks, with plenty of water.! Should be pretty."

Fal | ows appeared surprised. "I thought it was closed off for another two days. Isn't the Arny
havi ng an exercise in there or sonething?"

"They wound it up early. Anyhow, Bud told me it'll be open again tonmorrow. Check it out and
give it atry."

"I mght just do that," Fallows said, nodding slowy. "Yeah .... | could use being out and

about for a few hours. Thanks for the tip."
"Anytime. Take care."

Fallows left the monitor room crossed the floor of the Drive Control Subcenter, and exited
t hrough sliding double doors into a brightly it corridor. An elevator took himup tw levels to
anot her corridor, and minutes |ater he was being shown into an office that opened onto one side of
t he Engi neering Conmand Deck. Inside, Leighton Merrick, the Assistant Deputy Director of
Engi neering, was contenpl ating sonething on one of the reference screens built into the pane
angl ed across the left coner of the desk at which he was sitting.

To Fallows, Merrick always seenmed to have been designed along the lines of a nmedieval Gothic
cathedral. H s long, narrow frame gave the sane feeling of austere perpendicularity as al oof
col ums of gaunt, gray stone, and his sloping shoul ders, downturned facial lines, diagona
eyebrows, and receding hairline angling upward in the niddle to accentuate his pointed head,
formed a 'conposition of arches soaring piously toward the heavens and away from the mundane world
of nortal affairs. And like a petrified frontage staring down through expressionl ess windows as it
screened the sanctumwithin, his face seened to formpart of a shell interposed to keep outsiders
at a respectful distance from whoever dwelt inside. Sonetinmes Fallows wondered if there really was
anybody inside or if perhaps over the years the shell had assuned an aut ononous exi stence and
continued to function while whoever had once been in there had withered and di ed without anyone's
noti ci ng.

Despi te having worked under himfor several years, Fallows had never been able to nmaster the
art of feeling at ease in Merrick's presence. Displays of undue faniliarity were hardly to be
expect ed between echel on-si x and echel on-four personnel, naturally, but even allowi ng for that,
Fal | ows al ways found himself in acute disconfort within seconds of entering a roomw th Merrick in
it, especially when nobody else was present. This tine he wouldn't let it happen, he had resol ved
for the unpteenth tine back in the corridor. This tine he would be rational about how irrationa
the whol e thing was and refused to be intinidated by his own imagi nation. Merrick had not singled
hi m out as any special object of his disdain. He behaved that way with everybody. It didn't nmean
anyt hi ng.

Merrick notioned silently toward a chair on the opposite side of the desk and continued to
gaze at the screen w thout ever glancing up. Fallows sat. After some ten seconds he began feeling
unconfortabl e. What had he done wong in the |ast few days? Had there been sonething he'd
forgotten?... or failed to report, maybe?... or left with | oose ends dangling? He racked his
brains but couldn't think of anything. Finally, unnerved, Fallow nanaged to stamrer, "Er .. you
wanted to see ne, sir."

The Assistant Deputy Director of Engineering at |ast sat back and descended fromhis loftier
pl ane of thought. "Ah, yes, Fallows." He gestured toward the screen he had been studying. "Wat do
you know about this man Col man who's trying to get hinself out of the Arny and i nto Engi neering?
The Deputy has received a copy of 'the transfer request filed with the Mlitary and passed it
along to ne for conment. It seens that this Col man has gi ven your nane as a reference. Wat do you
know about hin®?" The inclined chin and the narrowi ng of the Gothic eyebrows were asking silently
why any sel f-respecting echel on-four engineering officer would associate with an infantry
sergeant.

It took Fallows a nonent or two to realize what had happened. Then he groaned inwardly as the
ci rcunmst ances canme back to him

"I, er.. . He was an instructor ny son had on cadet training," Fallow stamrered in response
to Merrick's questioning gaze. "I net himat the end-of-course parade.. talked to hima bit. He
seened to have a strong anbition to try for engineering school, and | probably said, 'Wy not give
it atry?, ' or sonmething like that. | guess maybe he remenbered ny name."

"Mmm So you don't really know anything about his experience or aptitude. He was just soneone
you nmet casually who read too much into sonething you-said. R ght?"

Fal l ows couldn't quite swallow the words that were being put in his nouth. He'd actually
invited the fellow hone several tinmes to talk engineering. Colman had sone fascinating ideas. He
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frowned and shook his head before he could stop hinmself. "Well, he seened to have a surprising
grasp of a broad base of fundamentals. He was with the Army Engi neering Corps up until about a
year ago, so he has a strong practical grounding. And he's studied extensively since we |eft
Earth. | do--1 did get the inpression that perhaps he m ght be worth sone consideration. But of
course that's just an opinion."

"Worth considering for what? You're not saying he'd make an engi neering officer, surely."

"Of course not! But one of the Tech grades maybe . . . Two or Three perhaps. O maybe the
graduate entry stream"”

"Hmph." Merrick waved a hand at the screen. "Doesn't have the acadenies. He'd need to do at
| east a year with kids half his age. W're not a social rehabilitation unit, you know. "

"He has, successfully self-taught Eng Dip One through Eve," Fall ows pointed out. Soundi ng
argunent ati ve was naki ng him feel nervous, but he wasn't being given nmuch choice. "I thought that
possi bly he mi ght be capable of naking a Two on the Tech refresher...’

Merrick glared across the desk suspiciously. Evidently he wasn't getting the answers he
wanted. "His Arny record isn't exactly the best one could wish for, you know. Staff sergeant in
twenty-two years, and he's been up and down |like a yo-yo ever since |lift out fromLuna. He only
joined to dodge two years of corrective training, and he was in a ness of trouble for a long tine
before that."

"Well, I--1 can't pretend to know anythi ng about that side of things, sir."

"You do now. " Merrick arched his fingers in front of his face. "Wuld you say that delinquency
and crimnal tendencies do, or do not, reflect the image we ought to be trying to maintain of the
Servi ce?"

Faced with a question slanted |like that, Fallows could only reply, "Wll... no, | suppose
not . "

"Aha" Merrick seermed nore satisfied. "I certainly don't want my name going on record

associ ated with sonething like this." H's statement said as clearly as anything could that Fall ows
woul dn't do nuch for his future prospects by allowing his own nane to go into such a record
either. Merrick screwed his face up as if. he were experiencing a sour taste. "Low echel on rabble
trying to rise above thensel ves. W' ve got to keep themin; their places, you know, Fallows. That
was what went wong with the Od Oder. It let themclinb too high, and they took over. And what
happened? They dragged it down-civilization. Do you want to see that happen agai n?"

"No, of course not," Fallows said, not very happily.'

"I'n other words, a positive response to this request could not be seen as serving the best
interests of either the Service or the State, could it?" Merrick concl uded.

Fal | ows was unable to unravel the logic sufficiently to dispute the statenent. |Instead, he
shook his head. "It doesn't sound like it, | suppose.”

Merrick nodded gravely. "An officer who abets an act contrary to the best interests of the
Service is being disloyal, and a citizen who acts against the interests of the
State coul d be considered subversive, wouldn't you agree?" "Wll, that's true, but--"

"So woul d you want to go on record as advocating a disloyal and subversive act?" Merrick
chal | enged.

"Definitely not. But then--" Fallows faltered as he tried to backtrack to where he had | ost
the thread
"Thank you," Merrick said, pouncing on the opportunity to conclude. "I agree with and endorse

your assessnent. Very good, Fallows. Enjoy your |eave." Merrick turned to one side and began
tappi ng sonething into the touchboard bel ow t he screens.
Fal | ows stood awkwardly and began noving toward the door. Wen he was hal fway there he
stopped, hesitated, then turned round again. "Sir, there's just one thing I'd like--"
"That's all, Fallows," Merrick murnured without |ooking up. "You are dismssed."

Fall ows was still brooding fifteen minutes later in the transit capsule as it sped him
honeward around the Mayflower lips six-nmile-diameter Ring. Merrick was fight, he had decided. He
had been a fool. He didn't owe it to the likes of Colman to put up with going through the mll
like that or having his own integrity questioned. He didn't owe it to any of themto help them
unscranbl e their messed-up |ives.

Adiff Waiters would never have gotten hinself into a stupid situation like that. So what if
Walters did sonetines turn a blind eye to little things that didn't natter anyway? Walters was a

| ot snarter when it came to the things that did matter. So nuch for Fallows, the snmartass kid
shuttling up fromArizonian to save the universe, who still hadn't |earned how to keep his nose
clean. diff Waiters had earned every pip of his pronotions, Fallows conceded as part of his self-
i nposed penance; and he had earned every year of being a nonentity on Chiron that |ay ahead'.
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Soneday, maybe, he'd learn to listen to Jean
CHAPTER THREE

The Mayflower Il had the general formof a Weel nmounted near the thin end of a roughly cone-
shaped axl e, which was known as the Spindle and extended for over six mles fromthe base of the
magneti ¢ ram scoop funnel at its nose to the enornobus parabolic reaction dish formng its tail

The wheel, or Ring, was eighteen-plus nmiles in circunference and sectionalized into sixteen
di screte structural nodul es joined together at ball pivots. Two of these nodul es constituted the
mai n attachment points of the Ring to the Spindle and were fixed; the remaining fourteen could
pi vot about their internodule supports to nodify the angle of the floor levels inside with respect
to the central Spindle axis. This variabl e-geonetry desi gn enabl ed the radi al conponent of force
due to rotation to be conbined with the axial conponent produced by thrust in such a way as to
yield a normal |evel of sinulated gravity around the Ring at all tines, whether the ship was under
acceleration or cruising in freefall as it had been through nost of the voyage.

The Ri ng nodul es contained all of the kinds of l|iving, working, recreational, nmanufacturing,
and agricultural facilities pioneered in the devel opnment of space colonies, and by the time the
ship was closing in on Al pha Centauri, acconmpdated sonme thirty thousand people. Wth the
conmmuni cations round-trip delay to Earth now nine years, the community was fully autononous in all
its affairs --a self-governing, self-sufficient society. It included its owmn Mlitary, and since
the m ssion planners had been obliged to take every conceivabl e circunstance and scenario into
account, the Mlitary had cone prepared for anything; there could be no sending for reinforcenments
if they got into trouble.

The part of the Mayflower H dedicated to weaponry was the mle-long Battle Mdule, attached to
the nose of the Spindle but capable of detaching to operate independently as a warship if the need
arose, and equi pped with enough firepower to have annihilated easily either side of Wrld VWar |1
It could launch | ong-range homing missiles capable of sniffing out a target at fifty thousand
mles; deploy orbiters for surface bombardment with independently targeted bonbs or beam weapons;
send hi gh-flying probes and submarine sensors, ground-attack aircraft, and terrain hugging cruise
m ssiles down into planetary at mOspheres; and land its own ground forces. Anong other things, it
carried a |l ot of nuclear explosives.

The Mlitary nmaintained a facility for reprocessi ng warheads and fabricating repl acenent'
stocks, which as a precaution agai nst accidents and to save sone wei ght the designers had | ocated
way back in the tail of the Spindle, behind the huge radiation shield that screened the rest of
the ship fromthe main-drive blast. It was known officially as Warhead Refini shing and Storage,
and unofficially as the Bonb Factory. Nobody worked there. Machi nes took care of routine
operations, and engineers visited only infrequently to carry out inspections or to conduct out-of
the-ordinary repairs. Nevertheless, it was a nmilitary installation containing nunitions, and
according to regulations, that neant that it had to be guarded. The fact that it was already
virtually a fortress and protected el ectronically against unauthorized entry by so much as a fly
made no difference; the regulations said that installations containing nunitions had to be guarded
by guards. And guarding it, Colnman thought, had to be the | ousiest, shittiest job the Arnmy had to
of fer.

He thought it as he and Sirocco sat entonbed in their heavy-duty protective suits behind a
wi ndow i n the guardroom next to the facility's arnored door, staring out along the corridors that
nobody had conme along in twenty years unless they'd had to. Behind them PFC Driscoll was wedged
into a chair, watching a novie on one of the companel screens with the audio switched through- to
his suit radio. Driscoll should have been patrolling outside, but that ritual was di spensed with

whenever Sirocco was in charge of the Bonb Factory guard detail. A year or so previously, sonebody
in D Conpany had taken advantage of the fact that everyone | ooked the same in heavy-duty suits by
feeding a video recording of sone dutiful, long forgotten sentry into the closed-circuit TV system

that senior officers .were in the habit of spying through fromtime to tinme, and nobody fromthe
unit had done any patrolling since. The canmeras were used instead to afford early warning of.
unannounced spot checks.

"You never know. The chances night be better after we reach Chiron," Sirocco said. Col man's
transfer application had been turned down by Engineering. "Wth the popul ati on exploding |ike
crazy, there might be all kinds of
prospects. That's what you get.""Wat's what | get?"

"For being a good soldier and a lousy citizen."
"Not. liking killing people makes a good sol di er?"
"Sure." Sirocco tossed up a gauntleted hand as if the answer were obvious. "Guys who don't
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like it but have to do it get nad. They can't get mad at the people who nake themdo it, so they
take it out on the eneny instead. That's what makes them good. But the guys who like it take too
many risks and get shot, which nakes them not so good. It's logical."

"Arnmy logic," Colman mnurnured.

"I never said it had to nake sense." Sirocco brought his elbows up level with his shoul ders,
stretched. for a few seconds, and sighed. After a short silence he cocked a curious eye in
Colman's direction. "So... what's the latest with that cutie from Bri gade?"

"Forget it."

"Not interested?"

"Dunb. "

"Too bad. How cone?"

"Astrol ogy and cosm c forces. She wanted to know what sign | was born under. | told her
MATERNI TY WARD. " Col man nade a sour face. "Hell, why should | have to hunor people all the tinme?"
Sirocco winkled his Iip, showing a glinpse of his nobustache. "You can't fool me, Steve.

You' re | ust keeping your options open until you've scouted out the chances on Chiron. Cone on,
admt it--you're just itching to get loose in the mddle of all those Chironian chicks." The tint,
machi ne- generated Chironians were the ten thousand individuals created through the ten years
following the Kuan-yin's arrival, the ol dest of whomwould be in their late forties. According to
the guidelines spelled out in the parental conputers, this first generation should have commenced
a limted reproduction experinent upon reaching their twenties, and the same again with the second
generation-to bring the planned popul ation up to sonething |like twelve thousand. But the

Chi roni ans seened to have had their own ideas, since the population was in fact over one hundred
thousand and soaring, and already into its fourth generation. The possible inplications were

i ntriguing.

"I''mnot that hung up about it," Colman insisted, not for the first tinme. "Maybe it is |like
sonme of the guys think, and maybe it's not. Anyhow, there can't be one left our age who isn't a
great - grandnot her already. Look at the statistics ."

"Who sai d anything about thenf? Have you figured out how rmany sweet young dollies there nust be
runni ng around down there?" Sirocco chuckled |asciviously over the intercom "I bet Swyley has a
nm racul ous recovery between now and when we go into orbit." Color-blind or not, Corporal Swyley
had seen the present situation comng in tine to report sick with stomach cranps just twenty-four
hours before D Conmpany was assi gned two weeks of Bonb Factory guard 'duty. He was "sick" because
he had reported themduring his own tine; reporting stomach cranps during the Army's tine was
di agnosed as nal i ngeri ng.

A call cane through fromBrigade, and Sirocco switched into the audio channel to take it.

Col man sat back and | ooked around. The indicators and alarnms on the console in front of him had
nothing to report. Nobody was creeping about under the floor, worm ng their way between the
structure's inner and outer ski..~, tanpering with any doors or hatches, cutting a hole through
fromthe booster conmpartnments, crawling down fromthe accelerator |evel above, or clinbing
furtively across the outside. Nobody, it seened, wanted any thernonucl ear war heads today. He rose
and noved round behind the chair. "Need to stretch ny legs," he said as Sirocco gl anced up behind
his faceplate. ','"It's tinme to do a round anyhow." Sirocco nodded and carried on talking inside
his hel net. Col man shoul dered his M32 and |l eft the guardroom

He took a side door out of the corridor that nobody ever canme al ong and began followi ng a
gallery between the outer wall of the Factory and a bank of cable-runs, ducts, and conduits,
movi ng through the 15 percent of normal gravity with a slow, easy-going |ope that had | ong ago
beconme second nature. Although a transfer to D Conpany was supposed to be tantanmount to being
denoted, Colnman had found it a relief to end up working with sonebody |ike Sirocco. Sirocco was
the first conmandi ng of fi cer he had known who was happy to accept people as they were, w thout
feeling sone obligation to nold theminto sonething el se. He wasn't meddling and interfering al
the tine. As long as the things he wanted done got done, he wasn't especially bothered how, and
| eft people alone to work themout in their own ways. It was refreshing to be treated as conpetent
for once--respected as sonebody with a brain and trusted as capable of using it. Mst of the other
men in the unit felt the sane way. They were generally not the kind to put such sentinents into.
words with great alacrity U .. but it showed.

Not that this did nuch to foster the kind of obedience that the Arny sought to elicit, but
then Sirocco usually had his own ideas about the kinds of things that needed to be done, which
nmore often than not differed appreciably fromthe army's. Good officers worried about their
careers and about being pronoted, but Sirocco seened i ncapable of taking the Arny seriously. A
multibillion-dollar industry set up for the purpose of killing people was a serious enough
busi ness, to be sure, but Col nan was convi nced that Sirocco, deep down inside, had never really
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made the connection. It was a gane that he enjoyed playing. And because Sirocco refused to worry
about them and wouldn't take their gane seriously, they had given himD Conpany, which, as it
turned out, suited himjust fine too.

Col man had reached the place where a raised catwal k joined the gallery froma door |eading
t hrough a bul khead into one of the booster-punp conpartnents, where tritiumbred in the stem
bypass reactors was concentrated to enrich the main-drive fusion plasma before it was hurl ed away
into space. Wth little nore than the sound of sustained, distant thunder penetrating through to
the inside of. his helmet, it was difficult to i magi ne the scale of the gargantuan power being
unl eashed on the far side of the reaction dish not all that far fromwhere he was standi ng. But he
could feel rather than hear the insistent, pounding roar, through the soles of his boots on the
steel mesh flooring and through the pal mof his gauntlet as he rested it on the guardrai
overl ooki ng the nmachinery bay bel ow the catwal k. As al ways, something stirred deep inside himas
the nerves of his body reached out and sensed the energy surging around him-raw, wld, savage
energy that was being checked, tamed, and made obedient to the touch of a fingertip upon a button
He gazed along the lines of super conducting bus bars with core naintained within nmere tens of
degrees from absol ute zero just feet fromhundred million-degree plasmas, at the accel erator
casi ng above his head, where pieces of atons flashed at al nost the speed of |ight al ong paths
controlled to within nmillionths of an inch, at the bundl es of data cables. marching away to carry
details of everything that happened from mi crosecond to mcrosecond to the ever-alert contro
computers, and had to renmind hinself that it had all been constructed by nen. For it seened at
times as if this were a world conceived and created by machi nes, for machines--a real min which
Man- had no place and no | onger bel onged.

But Colnman felt that he did bel ong here--anong the nmachi nes. He understood them and tal ked
their | anguage, and they talked his. They were talking to himnow in the vibrations coning through
his suit. The |l anguage of the nachines was plain and direct. It had no inverted |ogic or double
meani ngs. The machi nes never said one thing when they neant another, gave |ess than they had
prom sed to give, or demanded nore than they had asked for. They didn't lie, or cheat, or steal
but were honest with those who were honest with them Like Sirocco they accepted himfor what he
was and didn't pretend to be other than what they were. They didn't expect himto change for them
or offer to change thenselves for him Machines had no notion of superiority or inferiority and
were content with their differences--to be better at some things and worse at others. They could
understand that and accept it. Wy, Col man wondered, couldn't people?

The bul khead door at the far end of the catwal k was open, and sone tools were lying in front
of an opened swi tchbox nearby. Col man went through the door into the punp conpartnent and energed
onto a railed platformpart way up one side of a tall bay extending upward and bel ow, divided into
| evel s of girders and struts with one of the huge punps and its attendant equi pnent per level. On
the I evel below him a group of engineers and riggers was working on one of the punps. They had
removed one of the end-casings and disnmantled the bearing assenbly, and were attaching slings from
an overhead gantry in preparation for withdrawing the rotor. Colnman | eaned on the rail to watch
for a few nonents, nodding to hinself in silent approval as he noted the slings and safety lines
correctly tensioned at the fight angles, the chocks wedging the rotor to avoid trapped hands, the
parts laid out in order well clear of the working area, and the exposed bearing surfaces protected
by paddi ng from damage by dropped tools. He |iked watching professionals.

He had been observing for perhaps five mnutes when a door farther along the platform opened,
and a figure cane out clad in the sanme style of suit as the engi neers bel ow were wearing. The
figure approached the | adder near-where Col man was standing and turned to descend, pausing for a
second to | ook at Col man curiously. The nanmetag on the breast pocket read 'B. FALLOAS. Col nan
raised a hand in a signal of recognition and flipped his radio to | ocal frequency. "Hey, Bernard,
it's me--Steve Colman. | don't know if you're heard yet, but that' transfer didn't go through
Thanks for trying anyway."

The features behind the other's visor remained unsmling. "Mster Fallows to you, Sergeant.”
The voice was icy. "I"'msorry, but I have work to do. | presunme you have as, well. Mght | suggest
that we both get on with it." Wth that he clasped the handrails of the 'l adder, stepped backward
off the platform.to slide gently down to the | evel below, and turned away to rejoin the others.

Col man wat ched for a nonent, then turned slowy back and began novi ng toward the bul khead
door. He didn't feel resentful, nor particularly surprised. He'd seen it all too many tinmes
before. Fallows wasn't a bad guy; somebody somewhere had junmped on him that was all. "He m ght
know all about how machi nes work, " Col man nmurrnured half-aloud to hinmself as he returned to the
gallery outside the Bonb Factory. "But he doesn't understand how they think."

CHAPTER FOUR
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THE MOVI E SHOW NG on the wall screen in the dining area of the Fall owses' upper-m ddl e-echel on
residential unit in the Maryland nodul e was about the War of 2021, and Jay Fall ows was overjoyed
that it had reached an end. The Americans were tall, nuscular, |ean bodied, and steely eyed, had
wavy hair, and wore jacket-style uniforns wi th neckties, which was decent and civilized. The

Sovi ets were heavy jow ed, shifty, and unscrupul ous, had short-cropped hair, and wore tunics that
buttoned to the throat, which neant they wanted to conquer the world. The Anericans possessed
superi 6r technol ogy because they had cl oser shaves.

"The Gant is not slain,"” the tall, nuscular, steely-eyed hero declared to his loyal, wavy-
haired aide as they stood in front of an Air Force VTOL on a peak of the San Gabriel Hills above
the Los Angeles ash-bowl. "It nmust sleep a while to mend its wounds now its task is done. But it
will rise again, hardened and tenmpered fromthe furnace. This will not have been for naught." The

figures and the nmountain shrank as the view wi dened to include the setting sun that woul d see
anot her dawn, and the nusic swelled to a rousing finale of brass and drunms backed by what sounded
like a celestial choir

Jay Fall ows thought for a nonent that he was going to throw up and tried to shut out the
soundtrack as he sat nibbling at the remains of his lunch. An astronomnmy book | ay propped open on
the table in front of him Behind himhis nother and his twelve-year-old sister, Marie, were
digesting the nessage in silent reverence. The page he was | ooking at showed the northern
constellations of stars as they appeared from Earth. They | ooked nmuch as they did fromthe
Mayfl ower 11, except in the book Cassiopeia was missing a star--the Sun. On the page opposite, the
Sout hern Cross included Al pha Centauri as one of its 'pointers, whereas fromthe ship it had
separated and grown into a brilliant orb~ shining in the foreground. And the view fromEarth
didn't show Proxim Centauri at all--a feeble red dwarf O |ess than a ten-thousandth the Sun's
lum nosity and invisible without a tel escope, but now quite close to and ;easily seen fromthe
Mayflower 11. Always inperceptible fromone day to the next and practically so fromnonth to
nmont h, the changes in the stars were happening ever nore slowy as the main drive continued to
fire and steadily ate up the velocity that had carried the ship across four |light-years of space

Most of the adults he knew -the ones over twenty-five or so, anyway--seenmed to feel an
obligation to be synpathetic toward people Iike him who had never experienced Iife on Earth. From
what he had seen he wasn't sure that he'd missed all that nuch. Life on the Mayflower Il was
confortable and secure with plenty of interesting things to do, and ahead lay the chall enge and
the excitenent of a whole new unknown world. Certainly that was sonmething no one back on Earth
could | ook forward to.

In the Political Science course at school, the Mayflower |I1's primary m ssion had been descri bed
as one of "preenptive liberation," which nmeant that because the Asiatics and the Europeans were
the way they were, they would seize Chiron and convert it to their own corrupt ways if given the
chance, and the Mayflower |1 therefore had two years to teach the Chironians how to protect
t hensel ves. There were other, nore abstract reasons why it was so inportant for thee Chironians to
be educated and enlightened, which Jay didn't fully understand, but which he accepted as being
among the many nysteries that would doubtless reveal thenmselves in their own good tine as part of
the conplicated business of grow ng up

What ever the answers might turn out to be, he couldn't fathom what they m ght have to do with
meki ng nodel steam | oconotives and his father's solem pronouncenent that it really wouldn't be a
good idea for himto continue his friendship with Steve Col man. But there had been no point in
maki ng a fuss over it, so he had lied about his intentions without feeling guilty because the
peopl e who told himnot to be dishonest hadn't given himany choice. Wll, they had technically,

but that didn't count because there were things they didn't understand either . . . or had
forgotten, maybe. But Steve woul d understand.

"I"'mglad | wasn't alive then," Marie said frombehind him "I can't imagine whole cities
burning. It nmust have been horrible."

"I't was," Jean agreed. "It's a |lesson that we an have to renenber. |t happened because peopl e

had forgotten that we all have our proper places in the order of things and our proper functions
to perform They allowed too many people who were unqualified and unworthy to get into positions
that they hadn't earned."”

"Pay our debt, collect our due/Each one proud/or what we do," Marie recited.

"Very good," her nother said.

Little snot, Jay thought to hinself and turned the page. The next section of the book began
with a diagramof the Centauri system which enphasized its two main binary conponents in their
mut ual ei ghty-year orbit, and contained insets of their planetary conpani ons as reported
originally by the instruments of the Kuan-yin and confirned subsequently by the Chironians.
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Beneat h the main di agram were pictures of the spectra of the Sunlike Alpha Qv primary with
nunerous netallic lines; the cooler, K type-orange Beta Centauri secondary with the blue end of
its conti nuum weakened and absorpti on bands of nol ecul ar radi cals begi nning to appear; and Mse,
orange-red Proxima Centauri with heavy absorption in the violet and promnent CO CH and Ti O
bands.

"There won't be a war on Chiron, will there?" Mrie asked.

"Of course not, dear. It's just that the Chironians haven't been paying as nuch attention as
they should to the things the computers tried to teach them They've always had machines to give
them everything they want, and they think
life is all one long playtine. But it's not really their fault because they're not really people

Iike us." The conviction was w despread even though the Mayflower 11's presiding bishop was
carrying a special ordinance from Earth decreeing that Chironians had souls. Jean realized that
she had left* herself open to misinterpretati on and added hastily, "Well, they are people, of

course. But they're not exactly |like you because they were born wi thout any nothers or fathers.
You nmustn't hate themor anything. Just remenber that you're a little better than they are because
you' ve been | uckier, and you know about things they've never had a chance to learn. Even if we
have to be a little bit firmwith them it will be for their own good in the end."

"You mean when the Chinese and the Europeans get here?"

"Quite. We have to show the Chironians how to be strong in the way we've | earned to be, and
if we do that, there will never be any war."

Jay deci ded' he'd had enough, excused hinself with a munbl e, and took his book into the
|l ounge. His father was sprawled in an arncthair, talking politics with Jerry Pernak, a physici st
friend who had dropped by an hour or so earlier. Politics was another nystery that Jay assuned
woul d nean sonet hi ng one day.

To preserve the essential characteristics of the American System |ife aboard the Mayfl ower
I1 was' organi zed under a civilian administration to which both the regular nmilitary comand and
the mlitary-style crew organi zati on were subordi nated. The primary |egislative body of this
adm ni stration was the Suprene Directorate presided over by a Mssion Director, who was elected to
of fice every three years and responsible for nomnating the Directorate's ten nenbers. The term of
office of the current Mssion Director, Garfield Wllesley, would end with the conpletion of the
voyage, when el ections would be held to appoint officers of a restructured governnent nore
suitable for a planetary environnent.

"Howar d Kal ens, no doubt about it," Bernard Fallows was saying. "If we've only got two years
to knock the place .. into shape, he's lust the kind of nman we need. He knows what he stands for
and says so without trying to pander to publicity-poll whins. And he's got the breeding for the
position. You can't nmake a planetary governor out of any rabble, you how "

Pernak didn't seem overeager to accept the inplied invitation. to agree. He started to say
sonet hi ng nonconmittal, then stopped and | ooked up as Jay entered. "Hi, Jay. How was the novie'

"Aw, | wasn't watching it." Jay waved vaguely with the book and returned it to its shelf.
"Usual stuff."”

"What are the gifts still talking about in there?" Bernard asked.

"I"'mnot sure. | guess | couldn't have been listening that nuch."

"You see--he's practicing being narried already," Bernard said to Pernak with a | augh. Pernak
grinned monentarily. Bernard | ooked at his son. "Well, it's early yet. Figured out what you're

doing this afternoon?"

"I thought nmaybe |I'd go over to Jersey and put in a few hours on the |oco."

"Fine." Bernard nodded but caught Jay's eye for a fraction of a second |onger than he needed
to, and with a trace nore seriousness than his tone warranted.
"How s it comning al ong?" Pernak asked.

"Pretty good. |'ve got the boiler tested and installed, and the axle |inkages are ready to
assenble. Right nowl'mtrying to get the slide valves to the high-pressure pistons right. They're
tricky."

"Cot far with then?" Pernak asked.

"I had to scrap one set." lay sighed. "I guess it's hack to square one on another. That's
what | reckon I'Il start today."
"So when are you going to showit to ne?". Jay shrugged. "Any time you like." "You going to Jersey
fight now?"
"l was going to. | don't have to nake it right now " Pernak | ooked at Bernard and braced his hands
on the arns of his chair as if preparing to rise. "Wl l, | have to go over to Princeton this
afternoon, and Jersey's on the shortest way around. Jay and | could share a cab."

Bernard stood up. "Sure... don't let nme keep you if you have things to do. Thanks for letting
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me have the cutter back." He turned his head toward the dining area and called in a | ouder voice,
"Hey, you peopl e wanna say good-bye to Jerry? He's leaving." Pernak and lay waited by the door for
|l ean and Marie to appear.

"On your way?" |ean asked Pernak

"Things won't do thenselves. |'mstopping off at Jersey with Jay to see how his | oco's com ng
al ong. "

"Ch, that |oconotive!" |ean | ooked at lay. "Are you working on it agai n?"
"For a few hours maybe."

"Well, try not to make it half the night this time, won't you." And to Pernak: 'Take care

Jerry. Thanks for dropping by. Gve our regards to Eve and renmind her it's about tinme we all had
di nner together again. She said after church |ast Sunday that she'd call ne about it, but I
haven't heard anything."

“I''l'l rem nd her," Pernak prom sed. "Ready, |lay? Let's go."

Pernak had short, jet-black hair, a broad, solid frame, and rubbery features that always
fascinated lay with their seenmngly endl ess variety of expressions. He had | ectured on physics
topics several tines at lay's school and had proved popular as nmuch for his entertai nnent val ue as
for '"his grasp of the subject matter, which he always nmanaged to make exciting with tantali zing
gl i npses inside black holes, nind-bending accounts of the first few minutes of the universe, and
fantastic speculation about living in twi sted spaceti nes with unusual geometries. On one occasion
he had introduced Feynman di agrans, which represented particles as "world |ines" traversing a two-
di mensi onal domai n, one axis representing space and the other time. Mathematically and
theoretically a particle going forward in tinme was indistinguishable fromits antiparticle going
backward in tinme, and Pernak had offered the staggering conjecture that there m ght be just one
electron in the entire universe--repeating itself over and over by going forward as an el ectron
and backward as a positron. At |east, Pernak had pointed out, it would explain why they all had
exactly the sanme charge and mass, which was sonething that nobody had ever been able to cone up
with a better reason for.

Pernak had a surprisingly long stride for his height, and Jay had to hurry to keep up as they
wal ked a coupl e of blocks through densely packed but ingeniously secluded interlocking terraces of
Maryl and residential units. It wasn't |ong before Pernak was tal ki ng about phase-.changes in the
| aws of physics and their mani festati on through the process of evolution. One of the refreshing
t hi ngs about Pernak, Jay found, was that he stuck to his subject and didn't burden it with
nmoral i zing and unsolicited adult advice. He had never been able to make up his m nd whet her Pernak
was secretly a skeptic about things |like that or just believed in m nding his own business, but he
had never found a way of |eading up to the question

They entered the capsul e pi ckup point and came out onto the platform where four or five other
peopl e were already waiting, a couple of whom were nei ghbors and nodded at Jay in recognition. The
next capsule around the Ring was due in just over a minute, and they stopped in front of an
el ecti on poster showi ng the austere, aristocratic figure of Howard Kal ens gazing protectively down
on the planet Chiron |ike sonme benign but al oof cosm c god. The caption read sinply: PEACE AND
UNITY.

"Think of it Iike the phase-changes that describe transitions between solids, |iquids, and
gases," Pernak said. "The gas laws are only valid over a certain limted range. If you try to
extrapolate themtoo far, you get crazy results, such as the volune reducing to zero or sonething
like that. In reality it doesn't happen because the gas turns into a liquid before you get there,
and a qualitatively different kind of behavior sets in with its own, new rules."

"You're saying evolution adds up to a succession of transitions |ike that?"

"Yes, Jay. Evolution is a continual process of nore ordered and conpl ex systens energing from
sinmpler ones in a series of consecutive phases. First there was physical evolution, then atomc
then chenical, then biological, then aninal, then human, and today we have the evol ution of human
societies." Pernak's face withed to take on a different expression for each class as he spoke.
"I n each phase new rel ationshi ps and properties conme into being which can only be expressed in the
context of that higher level. They can't be expressed in terns of the processes operating at |ower
| evel s."

Jay thought about it for a few seconds and nodded slowy. "I think | get it. You're saying
that the ways people act and how they feel can't be described in terms of the chenmicals they're
made from A DNA nolecule adds up to a lot nore than a bunch of disorgani zed charges and val ency
bonds. The way you organize it nmakes its own | aws."

"Exactly, Jay. What you have is an ascending hierarchy of increasing |l evels of conplexity. At
each |l evel, new rel ationshi ps and neani ngs energe that are functions of the level itself and don't
exist at all in the levels beneath. For instance, there are twenty-six letters in the al phabet.
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One letter doesn't carry a lot of information, but when you string themtogether into words, the
nunber of things you can describe fills a dictionary. Wien you assenble words i nto sentences,
sentences into paragraphs, and so on up to a book, the variety is as good as_ infinite, and you
can convey any neani ng you want. Yet all the books ever witten in English only use the sane
twenty-six letters."

The capsule arrived, and Jay fell silent while he digested what Pernak had said. As they
clinbed inside, Jay entered a code into the~ panel by the door to specify their destination in the
Jersey nmodul e, and they sat down on an enpty pair of facing seats as the capsul e began to nove.
After a short run up to speed, it entered a tube to exit from Maryl and and passed through one of
the spherical internmodul e housings that supported the Ring and contai ned the bearings and pivoting
mechani sns for adjusting the nodule orientations to the ship's state of notion. For a brief period
they were | ooking out through a transparent outer shell at the inmrensity of the Spindle, seenmingly
supported by a web of structural boons and tie-bars three mles above their heads, with the
vast ness of space extending away on either side, and then they entered the Kansas nodul e where the
scene outside changed to animal grazing enclosures, |level upon level of agricultural traits, fish
farnms, and hydroponics tanks.

"Ckay, so you track it all back to the Big Bang," Jay said at last. "Then where do you go?"

"Classically, you can't go anywhere. But |I'mpretty certain that when 'you find your theories
giving singularities, infinities, and results that don't nmake sense, it's a sure sign that you're
trying to push your |aws past a phase-change and into a region where they're not valid. | think
that's what we're up against."

"So where do you go?" Jay asked agai n.

"You can't go anywhere with the | aws of physics we've got, which is just another way of
stating conclusions that are well known. But | think it's a mistake to believe that there just
wasn't anything, in the causal sense, before that --if 'before' means anything |ike what we
usual ly think it means." Pernak sat forward and noistened his lips. 'TlIl give you a | oose anal ogy.
Imagine a flame. Let's' invent a race of flane-people who live inside it and can describe the
processes going on around themin terns of |aws of flame physics that they've figured out. Ckay?"
| ay frowned but nodded. "Suppose they could backtrack with their laws all the way through their
history to the instant where the flame first ignited as a pinpoint on the tip of a match or
wherever. To themthat would be the origin of their universe, wouldn't it."

"Ch, okay," lay said. "Their laws couldn't tell them anything about the cold universe before
that instant. Flane physics only came into existence when the flame did."

"A phase-change, evolving its own new | aws,"” Pernak confirnmed, nodding.

"And you're saying the Big Bang was sonething |ike that?"

"I"'msaying it's very likely. Wat triggers a phase-change
is a concentration of energy--energy density--like at the tip of a match. Hence the Bang and
everything that came after it could turn out to be the result of an energy concentration that
occurred for whatever reason in a reginme governed by qualitatively different laws that we're only
begi nning to suspect. And that's what nmy |line of research is concerned with."

Anot her flash of stars and they were in Idaho, one of the two fixed nodules that carried the
mai n support arms to the Spindle. The inside was a confusion of open and encl osed spaces, of netal
wal |l s and |l atticeworks, tanks, pipes, tunnels, and machi nery. They stopped briefly to take on nore
passengers, probably newWwy arrived fromthe Spindle via the radial shuttles. Then the capsule
nmoved away agai n.

"It could open up possibilities that'll blow your mnd," Pernak resumed. "Suppose, for
i nstance, that we could get to understand those | aws and. create our own concentrations on a
mniature scale to inject energy from.... let's. call it a hyperrealm into our own universe--in

other words nake 'small bangs'--nini white holes. Think what an energy source that would be. it'd
made fusion look Iike a firecracker." Pernak waved his hands about. "And how about this, Jay. It
could turn out that what we're living in lies on a gradi ent between sone kind of hypersource that
feeds mass-energy into our universe, and some kind of hypersink that takes it out again--such as
bl ack hol es, maybe. |If so, then the universe mght not be a closed thernbdynanic systemat all, in
whi ch case the doom prophecies that say it all has to freeze over sonme day mi ght be garbage
because the Second Law only applies to closed systens. In other words we might find we're flane
people living in a match factory."

By this time the capsule had entered the Jersey nodul e and began slowing as it neared the
destination Jay had sel ected. The machi ne shops and other facilities available for public use were
| ocated on the near side of the main production and nanufacturing areas, and Jay |led the way past
adm nistrative offices and along galleries through noisy surroundings that snelled of oil and hot
metal to a set of |arge, steel double-doors. A smaller side door brought themto a check in
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counter topped by a glass partition behind which the attendant and a wat chrman were pl ayi ng
cri bbage across a scratched and battered nmetal desk. The attendant stood and shuffled over when
Jay and Pernak appeared, and Jay presented a school pass which entitled himto free use of the
facilities. The attendant inserted the pass into a termnal, then returned it with a token to be
used for drawing tools fromthe storekeeper inside.
"There's sonething for you here," the attendant noted as lay was turning away. He reached
beneath the counter and produced a small cardboard box with Jay's nane scraw ed on the outside.
Puzzl ed, lay broke the sealing 'tape and opened the box to reveal a |ayer of foam padding and
a piece of folded notepaper. Beneath the padding, nestled snugly in tiny foam holl ows beneath a
cover of oiled paper, was a conplete set of conmponents for the high-pressure cylinder slide
val ves, finished, polished, and glittering. The note read:

Jay,

I thought you might need a hand with these so | did themlast night. If ny hunch is right,
t hi ngs have probably gotten a bit difficult for you. There's no sense in upsetting people who
don't nean any harm Take it fromme, he's not such a bad guy.
STEVE

Jay blinked and | ooked up to find Pernak watching himecuriously. For an instant he felt guilty
and at a loss for the explanation that seenmed to be called for. "Bernard told ne about it," Pernak
said before Jay could offer anything. "I guess he's under a |l ot of pressure right now, so don't
read too much into it." He stared at the box in Jay's hand.' "I don't see anything--not a dam
thing. Cone on, Jay. Let's take a |ook at that |loco of yours.”

CHAPTER FI VE

CHI RON WAS ALMOST ni ne thousand mles in dianmeter, but

its nickel-iron core was sonewhat snaller than Earth's, which gave it a conparable gravitationa
force at the surface. It turned in a thirty-one-hour day about an axis nore tilted with respect to
its orbital plane than Earth's, which in conjunction with its nore elliptical orbit--a consequence
of perturbations introduced by the nearness of Beta Centauri--produced greater climatic extrenes
across its latitudes, and highly variabl e seasons. Acconpanied by two snall, pocknarked noons,
Romul us and Renus, Chiron conpleted one orbit of Al pha Centauri every 419. 66 days.

Roughly 35 percent of Chiron's surface was land, the bulk of it distributed anong three maj or
continental masses. The |argest of these was Terranova, a vast, east-west spraw ing congl oneration
of every conceivabl e type of geographic region, dominating the southern heni sphere and extendi ng
from beyond the pole {o cross the equator at its nost northerly extremty. Selene, with its jagged
coastlines and numerous islands, was connected to the western part of Terranova via an isthnus
that narrowed to a neck below the equator; Artemis lay farther to the east, separated by oceans.

Al t hough Terranova appeared solid and contiguous at first glance, it was al nost bisected by a
sout h-pointing inland sea called the Medichironian, which 9pened to the ocean via a narrow strait
at its northern end. A high nountain chain to the east of the Medichironian conpleted the division
of Terranova into what had been designated two discrete continents--Oriena to the east, and
Cccidena to the west.

The pl anet had evolved a variety of life-forns, sone of which approximated i n appearance and
behavi or exanples of terrestrial flora and fauna, and some of which did not. Although severa
species were groping in the general direction of the path taken by the hom nids of Earth two
mllion years previously, a truly intelligent, linguistic, tool-using culture had not yet emnerged.

The Medi chironian Sea extended fromthe cool tenperate southerly climatic band to the warm
subequatorial latitudes at its nmouth. Its eastern shore |ay along narrow coastal plains, open in
sonme parts and thickly forested in others, that rapidly rose into the foothills of the Geat
Barrier Chin, beyond which stretched the vast plains and deserts of central Oiena. The opposite
shore of the sea opened nore easily into Qccidena for nost of its length, but the |owlands to the
west were divided into two | arge basins by an eastward-runni ng nountain range. An extension of
this range projected into t. he sea as a rocky spine of fold valleys fringed by picturesque green
pl ai ns, sandy bays, and rugged headl ands, and was knows as the Mandel Peninsula, after a well-
known statesman of the 2010s. It ~ was on the northern shore of the base of this peninsula that
the Kuan-yin's robots had selected the site for Franklin, the first surface base to be constructed

while the earliest Chironians were still in their infancy aboard the orbiting nother-ship.
In the forty-nine years since, Franklin had grown to becone a sizable town, in and around
whi ch the greater part of the Chironian popul ation was still concentrated. Qher settlenents had

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Voyage%20from%20Y esteryear.txt (19 of 143) [1/19/03 5:19:45 PM]



file:///F|/rah/ James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20V oy age%620from%20Y esteryear.txt

al so appeared, nost of them along the Medichironian or not far away fromit.

Conmuni cati ons between Earth and the Kuan-yin had been continuous since the robot's departure
in 2020, although not conducted in real-tinme because of the w dening di stance and progressively
i ncreasi ng propagation delay. The first nessage to the Chironians arrived when the ol dest were in
their ninth year, which was when the response had arrived fromEarth to the Kuan-yin's origina
signal. Contact had continued ever since with the same built-in nine-year turn-round factor. The
Mayfl ower |1, however, was now only ten |light-days from Chiron and cl osing; hence it was acquiring
i nformati on regardi ng conditions on the planet that woul dn't reach Earth for years.

The Chironians replied readily enough to questions about their population growh and
di stribution, about growth and performance of the robot-operated nining and extraction industries
and nucl ear-driven nmanufacturing and processing plants, about the courses being taught in their
school s, the researches being pursued in their |aboratories, the works of their artists and
conposers, the feats of their engineers and architects, and the~ findings of their geol ogica
surveys of places like the~ sweltering rain forests of southern Selene or the far northern ice-
subcontinent of G ace

But they were | ess forthcom ng about details of their administrative system which had
evidently departed far fromthe well-ordered pattern laid down in the guidelines they were
supposed to have foll owed. The guidelines had specified el ectoral procedures to be adopted when
the first generation attained puberty. The intention had been not so nuch to establish an active
deci si on- maki ng process there and then--the conputers were quite capable of handling the things
that mattered but to instill at an early age the notion of representative governnent and the
principle of a ruling elite, thus laying the psychol ogi cal foundations for a functioning socia
order that could easily be absorbed intact into the approved schene of things at sone |ater date.
Fromwhat little the Chironians had said, it seened that the early generations had ignored the
gui del i nes conpl etely and possessed no governi ng systemworth tal king about at all, which was
absurd since they appeared to be managing a thriving and technically advanced society and to be
doing so, if the truth were admtted, fairly effectively. In other words, they had to be covering
a lot of things up.

Al t hough they cane across as polite but frank in their Inset transm ssions, they projected a
cool ness that was enough to arouse suspicions. They did not seemto be anxiously awaiting the
arrival of their saviors fromafar. And so far they had not acknowl edged the Mssion's claimto
sovereignty over the colony on behalf of the United States of the New O der

"They're nmessing us around,"” General Johannes Borftein, Suprene Commander of the Chiron
Expeditionary Force--the regular mlitary contingent aboard the Mayflower I1--told the small group
that had convened for an informal policy discussion with Garfield Wllesley in the Mssion
Director's private conference room located in the upper levels of the Governnent Center in the
nmodul e known as the Colunbia District. Hs face was sallow and deeply lined, his hair a m xture of
grays shot with streaks of black, and his voice rasped with a remant of the guttural twang
inherited fromhis South African origins. "W've got two years to get this show organi zed, and
they're playing ganmes. W don't have the tinme. W haven't seen any evidence of a defense program

down there. | say we go straight in with a show of strength and an inmedi ate decl aration of
martial law. It's the best way."
Adm ral Mark Sl essor, who comranded the Mayflower I1's crew, | ooked dubious. I'mnot so sure

it's that sinple." He rubbed his powerful, blue-shadowed chin. "W could be wal ki ng i nto anything.
They' ve got fusion plants, orbital shuttles, intercontinental jets, and planet-w de

communi cations. How do we know they haven't been working on defense? They've got the know how and
the nmeans. | can see John's point, but his approach is too risky."

"We' ve never seen anything connected with defense, and they've never nentioned anything,"
Borftein insisted. "Let's stick to reality and the facts we know. Wy conplicate the issue with
specul ati on?"

"What do you say, Howard?" Garfield Wesley inquired, |ooking at Howard Kal ens, who was sitting
next to Matthew Sterm the grimfaced and mfar silent Deputy M ssion Director

As Director of Liaison, Kalens headed the diplomatic teamcharged with initiating
rel ationships with the Chironian | eaders and was primarily responsible for planning the policies
that woul d progressively bring the colony into a Terran-dom nated, nominally joint governnent in

the nonths followi ng planetfall. Hence the question probably concerned himnore than anybody el se.
Kal ens took a nonent to conpose his long, neticulously grooned and attired frane, with its el egant
crown of flowing, silvery hair, and then replied. "I agree with John that a rigid rule needs to be
asserted early on . . . possibly it could be relaxed somewhat |ater after the Chironians have come

round. However, Mark has a point too. W should avoid the. risk of hostilities if we can, and
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think of it only as a last resort. W're going to need those resources working for us, not
against. And they're still very thin. We can't pernit themto be frittered away or destroyed.
Perhaps the nere threat of force would be sufficient to attain our ends --without taking it as far
as an open denonstration or resorting to clanping dowmn nartial law as a first neasure.”

Vel | esl ey | ooked down and studi ed his hands while he consi dered what had been said. In his
sixties, he had shoul dered twenty years' of extraterrestrial senior responsibilities and two
consecutive terns as Mssion Director. Although a netallic glitter still remained in the pale eyes
| ooki ng out bel ow his thinning, sandy hair, and the lines of his hawkish features were still sharp
and clear, a hint of inner weariness showed through in the hollows beginning to appear in his
cheeks and neck, and in the barely detectable sag of his shoul ders beneath his jacket. Hi s body
| anguage seened to say that when he finally had shepherded the Mayflower |1 safely to its
destination, he would he content to stand down.

"I don't think you' re taking enough account of the psychol ogi cal effects on our own people,"”
he said when he finally | ooked up. "Morale is high nowthat we're nearly there, and | don't want
to spoil it. W' ve encouraged a popul ar image of the Chironians that's intended to hel p our people
adopt an assertive role, and we've continually stressed the predonm nance of younger age groups
there." He shook his head. "Heavy-handed nethods are not the way to deal with what woul d be seen
now as essentially a race of children. We'd just be inviting resentnment and protest inside our own
canp, and that's the last thing we want.

We shoul d handle the situation firmy, yes, but flexibly and with noderation until we've nore to
go on. Qur forces should be alert for surprises but kept on a lowvisibility profile unless our'
hand is forced. That's ny fornula, gentlenen--firm |owkey, but flexible."

The debate continued for sone tinme, but Wellesley was still the Mssion Direct6r and fina
authority, and in the end his views prevailed. "I'll go along with you, but | have to say |'m not
happy about it," Borftein said. "Alot of themmght be still kids, but there are nearly ten
thousand first-generation and something like thirty thousand in all who have reached or are past
their late teens--nore than enough adults capable of causing trouble. W still need contingency

pl ans based on our having to assune an active initiative."

"I's that a proposal ?" Wellesley asked. "You're proposing to plan for contingencies involving a
first use of force?"

"W have to allow for the possibility and prepare accordingly," Borftein replied. "Yes, it

is.

"I agree," Howard Kal ens rmurmnured.

Wl | esl ey | ooked at Sl essor, who, while still show ng. signs of apprehensi ons- appeared
curiously to feel relieved at the sane tine. Wllesley nodded heavily. "Very well. Proceed on that

basis, John. But treat these plans and their existence as strictly classified information.
Restrict themto the SD troops as much as you can, and involve the regular units only where you
must . "

"W ought to pass the word to the nedia for a nore appropriate treatnent fromnow on as well, k"
Kal ens said. "Perhaps playing up things Iike Chironian stubbornness and irresponsibility woul d
harden up the public image a bit... just in case. W could get themto add a nention or two of
signs that the Chironians night have arnmed thensel ves and the need to take precautions. It could
al ways be dismissed |ater as overzeal ous reporting. Should |I whisper in Lewis's ear about it?"

Vel |l esley frowned over the suggestion for several seconds but eventually nodded. "I suppose
you shoul d, yes."

Sterm wat ched, |istened, and said nothing.
CHAPTER SI X

HOMRD KALENS SAT at the desk in the study of his villa style hone, set anmid nmani cured shrubs and
screens of greenery in the Colunbia District's top-echelon residential sector, and contenpl ated
the porcelain bottle that he was turning slowy between his hands. It was Korean, fromthe
thirteenth-century Koryo dynasty, and about fourteen inches high with a |ong neck that flowed into
a bul bous body of cel adon gl aze delicately inlaid with m shim depicting a willow tree and
symmetrical floral designs contained between decorative bands of a repeated foliose notif
encircling the stemand base. H's desk was a solid-wal nut exanple of early nineteenth-century
French rococo revival and the chair in which he was sitting, a matching piece by the sane
cabi net naker. The books aligned on the shelves behind himincluded first editions by Henry James,
Scott Fitzgerald, and Norman Mailer; the Matisse on the wall opposite was a print froman origina
preserved in the Mayflower I1's vaults, and the |ithographs beside it were by R co Lebrun. And as
Kal en's eyes feasted on the fine balance of detail and contrasts of hues, and his fingers traced
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the textures of the bottle's surface, he savored the feeling of a tiny fraction of a time and
pl ace that were long ago and far away coming back to life to be uniquely his for that brief,
fleeting nmoment.

The Korean craftsman who had fashioned the piece had probably Ied a sinple and unconpl ai ni ng
life, Kalens thought to hinmself, and would have died satisfied in the know edge that he had
created beauty fromnothing and left the world a richer place for having passed through. Wuld his
descendants in the Asia of eight hundred years later be able to say the same or to feel the sane
fulfillment as they scranbled for their share of mass-produced consumer affluence, paraded their
newf ound weal th and arrogance through the fashi on houses and auction roons of London, Paris, and
New Yor k, or basked on the decks of their gaudy yachts off Australian beaches? Kal ens very nuch
doubted it. So what had their so-called emanci pati on done for the world except prostitute its
treasures, debase its cultural currency, and submerge the products of its finest mnds in a flood
of banal egalitarianismand tasteless uniformty? The sane kind of destructive parasitismby its
own nmasses, nultiplying in its tissues and spreading |like a disease, had brought the West to its
knees over half a century earlier

In its natural condition a society was |ike an iceberg, eight*ninths subnerged in crude
i gnorance and serving no useful purpose other than to el evate and support the worthy mnority
whose distillation and enbodi nent of all that was excellent of the race conferred privilege as a
fight and authority as a duty. The calamty of 2021 had been the capsizing of an iceberg that had
beconme top-heavy when too much~ of the stabilizing mass that belonged at its base had tried to
clinmb above its center of gravity. The war had been the price of allow ng shopkeepers to posture
as statesnen, factory forenen as industrialists, and di pl oma-wavi ng bohem ans as thinkers, of
equating rudinmentary literacy with educati on and sinpl eni nded daydream ng with proof of spiritua
worth. But while the doctrines of the New Order were curing the disease in the West, a new
epi denmi ¢ had broken out on the other side of the world in the wake of the unopposed rushrooni ng of
Asi an prosperity that had cone after the war. Mankind as a whole, it seened, would never |earn

"The medi ocre shall inherit the Earth," Kalens had told his wife, Celia, after returning to
their Del aware mansion froma series of talks with European foreign mnisters one day in 2055. "Or
el se, eventually, there will be another war." And so the Kal enses had departed to see the building
of a new society far away that would be inspired by the | essons of the past w thout being hanpered
by any of its disruptive | egacies. There would be no tradition of unrealistic expectations to
contend with, no foreign rivalries to make concessions to, and no cl anoring nmasses accunul ated in
their useless billions to be kept occupied. Chiron would be a clean' canvas, unspoiled and
"unsul lied, awaiting, the fresh inprint of Kalens's design

Three obstacl es now renmai ned between Kal ens and the vision that he had nurtured through the.
years of presiding over the kind of neofeudal order that would epitom ze his ideal social nodel.
First there was the need to ensure his election to succeed Wellesley; but Lewis was coordinating
an effective nmedia canpaign, the polls were showing an excellent inmage, and Kal ens was reasonably
confident on that score. Second was the question of the Chironians. Al though he would have
preferred Borftein's direct, no nonsense approach, Kalens was forced to concede that after six

years of Wellesley's noderation, public opinion aboard the Mayflower Il would demand the adoption
of a nore diplomatic tack at the outset. If diplonmacy succeeded and t he Chironians integrated
t hensel ves snoothly, then all would be well. If not, then the Mssion's nmilitary capabilities

woul d provide the deciding issue, either through threat or an escal ated series of denonstrations;
opi nions could be shaped to provide the justification as necessary. Kalens didn't believe a

Chi roni an defense capability existed to any degree worth tal ki ng about, but the suggestion had
potential propaganda value. So although the precise neans 'remmined uncl ear, he was confident that
he coul d handle the Chironians. Third was the question of the Eastern Asiatic Federation mnission
due to arrive in tw years' tinme. , Wth the first two i ssues resolved, the naterial and

i ndustrial resources of a whole planet at his disposal, and a projected adult popul ation of fifty
thousand to provide recruits, he had no doubt that the Asiatics could be dealt with, and |ikew se
the Europeans following a year later. And then he would be free to sever Chiron's ties to Earth
conpletely. He hadn't confided that, part of the dreamto anyone, not even Celi a.

But first things had to conme first. It was tinme to begin nobilizing the potential allies he
had been quietly sounding out and cultivating for the three years since the |ast decisions. He
repl aced the Korean porcelain carefully in its recess anong the bookshel ves and wal ked t hrough t he
| ounge to the patio, where Celia was sitting in a recliner with a portable conpad on her |ap
conposing a note to one of her friends.

The young, sophisticated wife that Howard Kal ens had taken with himto Luna to join the Mayfl ower
H was now in her early forties, but her face had acquired character and maturity along with the
wonmanl y | ook that had evolved fromgirlish prettiness, and her body had filled out to a
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vol upt uousness that had | ost none of its femininity. She was not exactly beautiful in the
transi ent, fashion-nmodel sense of the word; but the firm deternmined lines of her chin and well -
formed nmouth, together with the calm calculating eyes that studied the world from a di stance,
signal ed a nore basic sensuality' which tine would never erase. Her
shoul ders | ength auburn hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she was wearing tan slacks with an
orange silk blouse covering firm full breasts. She
| ooked up as Howard came out of the hone. Her expression did not change. Their relationship was,
and for all practical purposes always had been, a social synbiosis based on an adult recognition
of the realities of life and its expectations, unconplicated by any excess of the romantic
illusions that the I ower echelons clung to in the way that was encouraged for stability, security,
and the necessity for controlled procreation. Unfortunately, the nasses were needed to support and
defend the structure. Machines had nore-desirable qualities in that they applied thenmsel ves
diligently to their tasks w thout nmaking denmands, but nisguided idealists had an unfortunate habit
of exploiting technology to elimnate the |abor that kept people busy and out of m schief. Too,
the idealists would teach them how to think. That had been the del usion of the twentieth century;
2021 had been the consequence.

"I think we should have the dinner party | nentioned yesterday," Howard said. "Can you put
together an invitation list and send it out? The end of next week m ght be suitable--say Friday or
Sat ur day. "

"If we're going to want a suite at the Francoise' again, |1'd better reserve it now," Celia
answered. "Any idea how many people we're tal ki ng about ?"
"Ch; not alot, I'" want it to be cosy and private. Here should be fine. Probably about a

dozen. There's Lewis, of course, and Gerrard. And it's about time we started bringing Borftein
closer into the fanily. "That man!"

"Yes, | know he's a bit of a barbarian, but unfortunately his support is inportant. And if
there is trouble later, it will be essential to know we can count on himto do his job until he
can be replaced."” During the tenmporary dem se of the northern part of the Western civilization
South Africa had been subjected to a series of wars of |iberation waged by the black nations to
the north, and had evolved into a repressive, totalitarian reginme allied with Australia and New
Zeal and, which had also shifted in the direction of authoritarianismto conbat the tide of Asiatic
l'i beralismsweeping into Indonesia. Their nethods had merit, but produced Borfteins as a by-
product .

"And Gaulitz, presumably,” Celia said, referring to one of the Mssion's senior scientists.
"Ch, yes, Gaulitz definitely. I've plans for Herr Gaulitz."” "A governnment job?
"A witch doctor." Kalens smled at the frown on Celia's

face. One of the reasons Anerica declined was that it allowed science to becone too popul ar

and too fanmiliar.

and therefore an object of contenpt. Science is too potent
to be entrusted to the masses. It should be controlled by those who have the intelligence to
apply it conpetently and beneficially. Gaulitz would be a suitable figure to groomas a... high
priest, don't you think, to restore sone healthy awe and nystery to the subject. He nodded
knowi ngly. "The Ancient Egyptians had the fight idea." As he spoke, it occurred to himthat the
Pyranmi ds could be taken as synbolizing the hierarchical formof an ideal, stable society-a
geonetric iceberg. The anal ogy was an interesting one. It would make a good point to bring up at
the dinner party. Perhaps he woul d adopt it as an enblemof the reginme to be established on
Chi ron
"Have you made your mnd up about SternP" Cells asked.

Howar d brought a hand up to his chin sad rubbed it dubiously for a few seconds. "Mm.

Sterm | can~ nmake himout. | get the feeling that he could be a force to be reckoned with before
it's all over, but | don't know where he stands." He thought for a nonent |onger and at |ast shook
his head. "There are sonme confidential matters that 1'll want to bring up. Stermcould turn out to
be an adversary. It wouldn't be wise to show too nuch of our hand this early on. You' d better

| eave himout of it. Later on it mght change... but let's keep himat a distance for the tine

bei ng."

CHAPTER SEVEN

GOODS AND SERVI CES on the Mayflower Il were not provided free, but were available for purchase as
anywhere else. In this way the population retained a famliarity with the mechanics of supply and
demand, and preserved an awareness of conmercial realities that would be essential for orderly
devel opnent of the future colony on Chiron
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As was usual for a Saturday night, the pedestrian precinct beneath the shopping conplex and
busi ness offices of the Manhattan nodule was lively and crowded with people. It included severa
restaurants; three bars, one with a dance floor in the rear; a betting shop that offered odds both
on live ganes fromthe Bow and four-years'-delayed ones fromEarth; a club theater that everybody
pretended didn't stage strip shows; and a lot of neon lights. The Bowy bar, a popul ar haunt of
of f-duty regul ar troops, was squeezed into one comer of the precinct next to a coffee shop, behind
a studded door of imitation oak and a high wi ndow of snall, tinted glass panes that turned the
inside lights red.

The scene inside the Bowy was busy and snoky, with a |ot of uniforms and wonen visi bl e anong
the crowd lining the long bar on' the left side of the large roominside the door, and a four-
pi ece conbo playing around the conmer in the snmaller roomat the back. Col enan and sone of D
Conpany were sitting at one of the tables standing in a double row along the wall opposite the
bar. Sirocco had joined them despite the regul ati on against officers' fraternizing with enlisted
men, and Corporal Swyley was up and about again after the dietitian at the Brigade sick bay had
enforced a standing order to put Swyley on spinach and fish
whenever he was admtted. Bret Hanion, the sergeant in charge of Second Pl atoon and a | ong-
standi ng buddy of Col nan, was sitting on the other side of Sirocco with Stanislau, Third Platoon's
| aser gunner, and a couple of civilian girls; a signals specialist called Anita, attached to
Bri gade H.Q was snuggling close to Colnman ~with her arm draped | oosely through his.

Stani slau was frowning with concentration at a conpad that he was resting agai nst the edge of
the table, its mniature display crammed with |lines of conmputer nicrocode menonics. He tapped a
string of digits deftly into the touchstud array bel ow the screen, studied the response that
appeared, then rattled in a conmmand string. A nunber appeared | ow down in a coner. Stanislau
| ooked up triunphantly at Sirocco. "3.141592653,' he announced. "It's pi to ten places." Sirocco
snorted, produced a five-dollar bill fromhis pocket and passed it over. The bet had been that
Stani sl au could crash the databank security systemand retrieve an itemthat Sirocco had stored
hal f an hour previously in the public sector under a personal access key.

"How about that?" Hanlon shouted delightedly. "The guy did it!"

"Don't forget--a round of beers too," Colman renmi nded Sirocco. The girls whooped their
appr oval

"Where did you learn that, Stan?" Paula, one of the civilian girls, asked. She had a thin but
attractive face made needl essly flashy by too nmuch nakeup. Her clothes were tight and provocati ve.

St ani sl au slipped the conpad into his pocket. "You don't wanna know about that," he said.
"lIt's not very respectable.”
"Conme on, Stan. Gve," Terry, Paula's conpanion, insisted. Colnan gave Stanislau 'a

chal l enging ook that left himno way out.

Stani slau took a long draught fromhis glass and made a what-the-hell? gesture. "M
grandf at her stayed alive in the Lean Years by ripping off Fed warehouses and selling the stuff. He
could bomb any security routine ever dreamed up. My dad got a job with the Energency Welfare
O fice, and between themthey wote two sisters and a brother that | never had into the system and
collected the benefits. So life wasn't too bad." He shrugged, al nost apologetically. "I guess it
got to be kind of a tradition... sort of handed down in the famly."

"Areal pro burglar Terry exclaimed. "You son-of-a-gun." Hanlon said admiringly.

" Son- of - a- sonet hi ng, anyway," Anita added. They all |aughed.

Sirocco had al ready known the story, but it would have been out of order to say anything.
Stanislau's transfer to D Conpany had followed an investigation o~ the nysterious di sappearance
fromBrigade stores of tools ~and el ectrical spares that had subsequently appeared on sale in the
Home Entertai nnent department of one of the shopping nart-~

Swyl ey was | ooki ng distant and thoughtful behind the thick spectacles that turned his eyes
into poached eggs and made the thought of his being specially tested for exceptional visua
abilities incongruous. He was wondering how useful Stanislau's nefarious skills might he for
inserting a few plus.-points into his own record in the Mlitary's adm nistrative conmputer, but
couldn't really say anything about the idea in Sirocco's presence. There was such a thing as being
too presunptuous. He would talk to Stanislau privately, he decided.

"Where's Tony Driscoll tonight?" Paula asked, straightening up in her chair to scan the bar
"I don't see him around anywhere."

"Don't bother |ooking," Colman said. "He's got the late duty "

"Don't you ever give these guys a break?" Terry asked Sirocco.

"Sonebody has to run the Arnmy. It's just his turn. He's as qualified to do it as anyone el se."

"Well what do you know-1'"mon the | oose tonight," Paula said, giving Hanlon a cosy | ook

Bret Hanlon held up a hand protectively. It was a pinkish, nmeaty hand with a thin mat of
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gol den hair on the back, the kind that |ooked as if it could crush coconuts, and matched the
solid, stocky build, ruddy conpl exion, and piercing blue eyes that came with his Irish ancestry.

"Don't look at ne," he said. "I"mcontracted now, all nice and respectable. That's the fella you
shoul d be naking eyes at." He nodded toward Col man and gri nned m schi evously.

"Do himgood too," Sirocco declared. "Then they m ght nake himan engineer. But you'll have a
hard tinme. He's holding out till he's found out what the talent's Iike on Chiron."

"I didn't know you had a thing about little girls, Steve," Anita teased. "You don't |ook the
type." Hanl on roared and sl apped his thigh

"I"ve got two sisters you can't get in trouble with," Stanislau offered.

'"~You got it wong,"' Colman told them "It's not the little ones at all." He wi dened his
eyes in a parody of lewd anticipation and grinned. "Think of all those grandnothers." Terry and
Paul a | aughed.

Al t hough Col man was going along with the mood and making a joke out of it, inside he felt a
twinge of irritation. He wasn't sure why. Anita's gibe reflected the popul ar vogue, but the
inplied imge of a planet populated by children was clearly ridiculous; the first generation of
Chironi ans woul d be approaching their fifties. He didn't |ike foolish words going into people's
heads and coming out again w thout an.~? thought about their meaning having transpired in between.
Anita was an attractive girl, and not stupid. She didn't have to do things like that. Then it
occurred to himthat perhaps he was being too solem. Hadn't he just done the sanme thing?

"Some grandnot hers!" Terry exclainmed. "Did anybody see the news today? Sone scientist or
ot her thinks the Chironians could be building bonmbs. There was an interview with Kal ens W. He
said we couldn't sinply take it for granted that they're conpletely rational down there."

"You're not suggesting there'll be a fight, are you?" Paul a said.

"I didn't say that. But they're funny people . . . cagey. They're not exactly giving straight
answers about everything."

"You can't just assume they'll see the whole situation in the Wiy anyone else would," Anita
supplied. "lIt's not really their fault, since they don't have the right background and all that,
but all the sanme it would be dunb to take risks.” "It makes sense, | guess," Paul a agreed
absent|y.

"Do you figure they might start trouble, chief?" Stanislau asked, turning his head toward
Si rocco.

Sirocco shrugged noncommittally. "Can't say. | wouldn't worry too much about it. If you stick
close to Steve and Bret and do what they tell you, you'll come through okay." Al though they
couldn't claimto be canpai gn veterans, Col man and Hanl on were anong the few of the Mssion's
regul ars who had seen conbat, having served together as rookie privates with an Anerican
expedi tionary unit that had fought alongside the South Africans in the Transvaal in 2059, the year
before they had volunteered for the Mayflower I1. The experience gave thema certain nystique-
especi al |y anong the younger troops who had matured-in sone cases been born and enlisted--in the
course of the voyage.

"I think it will he all fight if Kalens gets elected,” Terry told them "He said earlier
tonight that if the Chironians have started an arny, it's probably a good thing because it'll save
us the tinme and effort of having to show t hem how. \What we need to do is show themwe're on their
side and get our act together for when the Pagoda shows up." The EAF starship was desi gned
differently fromthe Mayflower |II. To conpensate for the forces of acceleration, it took the form
of two clusters of slender pyram dal structures that hinged about their apexes to open out and
revol ve about a central stemlike the spokes of a partly open, two stage unbrella, for which
reason it had earned itself the nicknane of the Flying Pagoda. Terry sipped her drink and | ooked
around the table. "The guy's got it figured realistically. You see, there's no need for a fight.
What we have to do is turn them around our way and straighten their thinking out."

"But that doesn't nean we have to take chances," Anita pointed out.

"Ch, sure . . . I'mjust saying there doesn't have to be anything to get scared about."

Col man was becoming irritated again. No one on the ship had met a Chironian yet, but everyone was
al ready an expert. Al anybody had seen were edited transm ssions fromthe planet, acconpani ed by
the comentators' canned interpretations. Wiy couldn't people realize when they were being told
what to think? He renenbered the stories he'd heard in Cape Town about how the blacks in the Bush
raped white wonmen and then hacked themto pieces with axes. The black guy that their patrol had
interrogated in the village near Zeerust hadn't seenmed the kind of person to do things like that.
He was just a guy who wanted to be left alone to run his farm except by that tine there hadn't
been nuch left of it. He'd begged the Anmericans not to nail his kids to the wall--because that was
what his own people had told himAnericans did. He said that was why he had fired at the patro

and wounded that skinny Texan five paces ahead of Hanlon. That was why the white South African
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Iieutenant had blown his brains out. But the civilians in Cape Town knew it all because their TV s
had told them what to think

Corporal Swyley wasn't saying anything, which was significant because Swyley was usually a
pretty good judge of what was what. H s silence neant that he didn't agree with what was being
sai d. When Swyl ey agreed with sonething, he said he didn't agree. Wien he really didn't agree, he
said nothing. He never said he agreed with anything. Wen he had decided that he felt fine after
the dietitian discovered the standing order for spinach and fish, the Medical O ficer hadn't been
abl e to accuse himof faking anything because Swyl ey had never agreed with anybody that he was
sick; all he'd said was that he had stonmach cranps. The M O had di agnosed that anybody with
stomach cranps on his own tinme had to be sick. Swyley hadn't. In fact, Swyl ey had di sagreed, which
shoul d have been obvi ous because he hadn't said anything.

"Well, | think there's sonething to be scared about," Paula said. "Suppose they turn out to
be really nean and don't want to mess around with talking at all. Suppose they send a missile up
at us without any warning or anything .. | nean, we'd be stuck out in space like a sitting duck

woul dn't we. Then where would we be?"

Sirocco gave a short laugh. "You should find out nore about this ship before you start
worrying about things like that. W'll probably put out a screen of interceptors and nmake the
final approach behind them They'll stop anything before it gets within ten thousand niles. You
have to give the conpany sone credit."

Hanl on made a throw ng-away notion in the air. "Ah, this is all getting to be too serious for
a Saturday night. Wiy are we talking like this at all? Are we letting silly runors get to us?" He
| ooked at Sirocco. "Qur glasses are nearly enpty, Your Honor. A round was part of the bet."

Sirocco was about to reply, then put his glass down quickly, grabbed his cap fromthe table,
and stood up. "Time | wasn't here," he nmuttered. "I'Il be up in Rockefeller's if anyone wants to
join ne there." Wth that he weaved away between the tables and di sappeared through the back room
to exit via the passage outside the rest roomns.

"What in hell's cone over hinP" Hanlon asked, nonplussed. "Aren't they paying captains well
these days?"

"SD's," Swyley nmurnured, wi thout noving his nouth. H's eyeballs shifted sideways and back
again a fewtinmes to indicate the direction over his right shoulder. A nore restrained note crept
into the place, and the atnosphere took on a subtle tension

Over his glass, Colman watched as three Special Duty troopers nmade their way to the bar. They
stood erect and intimdating in their dark olive unifornms, cap-peaks pulled | ow over their faces,
and surveyed the surroundi ngs over, hard, jutting chins. Nobody net their stares for |ong before
| ooki ng away. One of them nurnured an order to the bartender, who nodded and quickly set up
gl asses, then grabbed bottles fromthe shelf behind. The SD s were the elite of the regular corps,
handpi cked for being the nmeanest bastards in the Arny and utterly w thout hunor. They rem nded
Col man of the conmando units he had seen in the Transvaal. They provi ded bodyguards for VIPs on
cerenoni al occasions--there was hardly any reason apart fromtradition in the Mayflower I1's
envi ronnent --and had been forned by Borftein as a crack unit sworn under a special oath of
| oyalty. Their commandi ng officer was a general naned Stornbel. D Conpany nade jokes about their
cl ockwor k precision on parades and the invisible strings that Stornmbel used to jerk them around,
but not while any of themwere within earshot. They called the SD s the Stronboli Division

"l guess we buy our own drinks," Hanlon said, draining the |ast of his beer and setting his
gl ass down on the table. "Looks like it," Stanislau agreed.

"I 'got the last one,” Col man rem nded them Sonehow the enthusiasm had gone out of the party.

"Ah, why don't we wap it up and have the next one up in Rockefeller's," Hanlon suggested.

' That was where Sirocco said he was going."

"Great idea," Colman said and stood up. Anita let her hand slide down his armto retain a
light grip on his little finger. The others drank up, rose one by one, nodded good night to Sam
the proprietor, and began noving toward the door in a | oose gaggl e.

Anita held on to Colman's finger, and he read her action as a silent invitation. He had sl ept
with her a fewtines, many nonths ago now, and enjoyed it. However nuch he had found hinself
becom ng aroused by her attention through the evening, the conversation about pairings and the
i mm nence of planetfall introduced a risk of misinterpretation that hadn't applied before. Being
able to | ook forward to naking a stable and permanent domestic start on Chiron could well be what
lurked at the back of Anita's mind. Wien he got the chance, he decided, he would have to whi sper
the word to Hanlon to help himout if the need arose as the evening wore on

The_ prednct outside was full of people wasting the evening while trying to figure out what to
do with it, when Colman and Anita enmerged fromthe Bowy and turned to follow the others, who were
al ready sone di stance ahead. Anita stopped to fish for something in. her pocketbook, and Col nan
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slowed to a halt to wait. The touch of her hand resting on his armin the bar had been

stimul ating, and the faint whiff of perfume he had caught when she | eaned forward to pick up her

gl ass, tantalizing. What the hell? he thought. She's not a kid. A guy needed a break now and again
after twenty years of being cooped up in a spaceship;

He turned back to find her holding a phial of capsules. She popped one into her nouth and
smiled impishly as she offered the phial to Colman. "It's Saturday, why not live it up a little?"
He scow ed and shook his head. Anita pouted. "They're good. Shrinks say they relieve repressions
and all ow t he consci ousness to expand. W should get to know ourselves."

"I"ve talked to shrinks. They're all crazy. How do they know whether | know rme or not? Do you
know how your head works inside?" Anita shook it in a way that said she didn't care all that nuch
either. Colman's scowl deepened, nore fromfrustration at a prom se that was beginning to
evaporate than from di sapproval of sonething that wasn't his business. "Then how do you expect a
pill to figure it out?"

"You should try to find yourself, Steve. It's healthy."
"l never |ost nyself."

"Zangreni needs stinmulants to catal yze her~ psychic currents. That's how she make
predictions."

"For Christ's sake, that's TV fiction. She doesn't exist.
It's not real life. There isn't anything like that in real life.
be a drag?”

Col man | ooked away i n exasperation. She could have been a uni que, thinking person. |Instead she
chose to be a doll, shaped and nol ded by everything she saw and heard around her. It was al
around him-half the people he could see were in the chorus |ine behind Stornbel's puppet show.
They could be told what to think because they didn't want to think. Suddenly he renmenbered all the
reasons why he had cooled things with Anita nonths ago, when he -had been toying seriously with
the idea of making their relationship contractual and settling down as Hanlon had. He had tried to
tune into her wavel ength and found nothing but static. But what had infuriated himnore was that
her attitude had been necessary--she had a head but wouldn't use it.

A gangly, fair-haired figure that had been | eani ng agai nst a colum and idly kicking an enpty
carton to and fro straightened up as Col nan | ooked at him then noved toward where they were
standi ng. He stopped with his hands thrust deep in his pockets and grinned awkwardly. Col man
stared at the boy in surprise. It was lay Fallows. "Wat the hell are you doing here?"

"Who cares? It's nore fun. Wy

"Ch, | figured you'd be around here somewhere." "Is this the guy who makes trains?" Anita asked.
"Yeah. This is Jay. He's okay... and smart."
"Smart . . . brains.” A faraway | ook was coming into Anita's eyes. "Brains and trains. | like

it. It's lyrical. Don't you think it's lyrical?" She sniled at Jay and w nked saucily. "H, Jay."
The pill was nmixing with the drinks and getting to her already. Jay grinned but | ooked
unconf ort abl e.

"Look, | think Jay probably wants to tal k about things you wouldn't be interested in," Col nan
said to Anita. "Wy
don't you go on after the others. I'll catch up later." You don't want me around?"
Col man sighed. "It's not anything like that. It's just--" Anita waved a hand in front of her face.
"I't's okay. You don't want me around... you don't want nme around. It's okay." Her voice was
staging to rise and fall singsong fashion. "W says | need anybody to have a good tine, anyhow?
I"'mfine, see. It's okay .... You and lay can go talk about brains and trains." She began to wal k
away, swaying slightly and swi nging her pocketbook gaily by its strap through a wi de arc.

"Look, I-I didn't nean to bust into anything," lay stanmmered. "I nean, if you and her are...'

Anita had stopped by the club theater, where a soldier who was | eaning by the entrance was
tal king to her. She slipped an armthrough his and | aughed sonething in reply. "About as much as
that." Col man said, nodding his head. "Forget it. Maybe you did ne a favor." The soldier cast a
nervous gl ance back at Col man's hefty six-foot frame, then wal ked away hurriedly with Anita
clinging to his arm
Col man wat ched them go, then dism ssed themfromhis nmind and turned to | ook at Jay for a few
seconds. "Can't figure life Qut, huh?" he said gruffly. It saved a | ot of pointless questions.

Jay appeared nore reassured, and his eyes brightened a fraction with the relief of having been

spared long explanations. "lIt's all screwed up," he replied sinply.
"Wuld you feel better if |I said | haven't figured it out yet either?"
Jay shook his head. "It'd just nmean we've got the sane problem It wouldn't solve anything."

"I didn't think it would, so | won't say it."
"So does that nean you've got it figured?" Jay Eked.
"Would it make any difference to your problemif | had?"
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"No. It'd be your solution, not nine." "Then that's the answer." |ay nodded, straightened his arns
into his pockets with his shoul ders bunched high near his ears, held the posture for a few
seconds, and then relaxed abruptly with a
sigh. "Can | ask you sonething?" he said, |ooking up. "Do | have to answer it?"
"Not if you don't want to, | guess." , "Go ahead."

"Whay is it the way it is? How does what you and | do in. Jersey have anything to do with ny
dad's job? It doesn't nake any sense."
"Did you ask himabout it?" "Unh-huh." "And?" lay squinted into the distance and scratched his
head. "Pretty much what | expected. Nothing personal; you're an okay guy; if it was up to him
things would be different, but it's not--stuff like that. But he was only saying that so as not to
sound nmean--1 could tell. It goes deeper than that. It's not a case of it being up to himor not.
He really believes in it. How do people get |ike that?"

Col man | ooked around and nodded in the direction of the coffee shop next to the Bowery. "Let's
not stand around here all night," he said. "Cone on inside. Could you use a coffee?"

"Sure... thanks." They began wal ki ng toward the door

"And-thanks for the valves," Jay said. "They fit perfectly.” "How s it com ng al ong?"
"Pretty good. The axle assenbly's finished. You'll have

to come and take a look." "I sure will."

Jay sat at an enpty booth while Col man collected two coffees fromthe counter, then inserted
his Army pay-card into a slot. In a lot of ways lay rem nded Col man of hinmself when he was a | ot
younger. Col man had acquired his name from a professional couple who adopted hi m when he was
el even to provide conpany for their own son, Don, who was two years ol der. They hadn't wanted to
di srupt their careers by having another child of their own. Colman's stepfather was a
t her rodynam cs engi neer involved with heat exchangers in magnetohydrodynani cs systenms, which
accounted for Colman's early interest in technology. Al though the Col mans had done their best to
treat both boys equally, Steve resented Don's basic schooling and was jeal ous when Don went to
coll ege to study engi neering, even though he hinself had then been too young Wdo the 'sanme. The
rebel liousness that" had contributed WSteve's being placed in the hone for wayward adol escents
fromwhi ch he had been adopted reappeared, resulting in his giving the couple sone hard tines,
whi ch upon reflection he felt bad about. For sonme reason that Steve didn't understand, he felt
that if he could help Jay realize his potential and use the opportunities he had, it would nake up
for all that. Wiy, he didn't know, because nothing he did now coul d make any difference to the
Col mans, who were probably old and gray somewhere, but he felt he owed it to them People's mnds
worked like that. M nds could be very strange.

He set the coffees down and slid into the seat opposite lay. "Ever been thirsty?" he asked as
he stirred sugar into his cup

| ay | ooked surprised. "Wiy... sure. | guess so. Hasn't everybody?"

"Really thirsty--so your tongue feels Iike wire wool and swells up in your nouth, and your
skin starts cracking."

"Well... no. Wy?"

"I have. | got cut off with some guys for alnobst a week in the South African desert once. All
you think about is water. You can't describe the craving. You'd cut off your armfor a cup." He
paused, and Jay waited with a puzzled expression on his face. "Wen you've got ~enough to drink,"
Col man went on, "then you start worrying about food. That takes longer to build up, but it gets as
bad. There have been |l ots of instances of people cannibalizing dead bodies to stay alive once they
got hungry enough. They've killed each other over potato peels.”

" So- 0- 0- 0?"

"When you' ve got enough to eat and drink, then you worry about keeping warm And when you're
war m enough, you start thinking about staying safe." Col nman opened his hands briefly. "Wen a
bunch of people live together, for nost of the time nost of the people get enough to drink and
eat, and manage to keep warm and safe. What do you think they start worrying about then?"

Jay frowned and | ooked mildly unconfortable. "Sex?" he hazarded.

Col man grinned. "You're right, but you're supposed to pretend you don't know about that. | was
t hi nki ng of sonething else--recognition. It's another part of human nature that surfaces when the
nmore basic things have been taken care of. And when it does, it gets to be just as powerful as the
rest. A guy needs to think that he neasures up when he conpares hinself to the other guys around
him He needs to be recognized for what's good about himand to stand out. Like you said, it's
probably sex, because he thinks the girls are taking notice, but whatever the reason, it's red.”

Jay was beginning to see the connection. "Measures up with respect to what?" he asked. "Wat's
t he standard?"

"I't doesn't matter," Colman told him "It's different in different places. It mght be the
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best hunter in the village or the guy who's killed the nost lions. It might be the way you paint
your face. Through nost of history it's been noney. What you buy with it isn't inportant. Wat's
"inmportant is that the things you buy say to all the other guys, 'I've got what it takes to earn
what you have to, to buy all this stuff, and you haven't. Therefore |'mbetter than you.' That's
what it's all about."
"Way's it so inportant to be better than sonebody?"

"I told you, it's an instinct. You can't fight it. It's like being thirsty."
"Am | supposed to feel that way?"

"You do. Don't you like it when your teamwi ns in the Bow ? Wiy do you work hard at school ?
You |ike science, sure, but isn't alot of it proving to everybody that you're smarter than al
the asshol es who are dunber than you, and getting a kick out of it? Be honest. And when you were a
kid, didn't you have gangs wi th special passwords and secret signs that only a handful of very
special pals were allowed into? | bet you did."

Jay nodded and smiled. "You're right. W did."

"We all did. And it doesn't change when you get older. It gets worse. Quys still get into
gangs and nmake rules to keep all the other guys out because it nakes the guys who are in fee
better than the ones they keep out." . !-..,

"But the rules are so dunb," lay protested. "They don't make sense. Wiy is sonebody any better
because of what it says on the outside of his office? It's what h~ does inside that matters."

"They don't have to make sense. All they have to do is say you're different. Now do you get
it? Your dad belongs to a group who made a |lot of rules that he never had anything to do with, and
because he's wired the sane as everybody el se, he needs to feel he's accepted. To be accepted, he
has to be seen to go by the rules. If he didn't he'd becone a threat to the group, and they'd
reject him And nobody can take that. Look around and watch all the crazy things people get into
just so they can feel they belong to sonething that matters."

"Even you?"

"Sure. \What could be crazier than the Arny?"

"You' re not crazy," Jay said. "So what nade you join?" "It was a group, just like |I've been saying-
-something to belong to. |I'd always been on nmy own, and | went around causing trouble just to get

noti ced. People are like that. It doesn't nmatter what you do, whether it's good or bad, as long as
you do sonething that makes people notice that you' re there. Nothing' s worse than not naking any
difference to anything." Col man shrugged. "I beat up a guy who asked for it but happened to have a
rich dad, and they offered ne the Army instead of |ocking me up because they figured it was just
as bad. | junped at it."

Jay drank sone nore of his coffee, stared at his cup in silence for what seened a long tine,
then said without |ooking up, "I've been thinking on and off... you know, | think I'd like to get
into the Army. What woul d be the best way of going about it?"

, Colman stared hard at himfor a few seconds. "Wat do you think you' d get out of it?" he asked
"Ch, | dunno---sonme of the things you said, maybe."

"Get away from being caged in at hone, be your rea
self, break out of the straitjacket, and all the rest, huh?" "Maybe."

Col man nodded to hinmself and wi ped his mouth with a napkin fromthe di spenser on the table
while he tried to formthe right answer. He was stuck in the Arny but wanted to becone a
pr of essi onal engi neer; Jay could wal k into being an engi neer but thought he wanted to be in the
Armmy. There would be no point in being scornful and listing all the reasons why it mght not be
such a good idea-Jay knew all those and didn't want to hear about it.

Just then, the door opened noisily, and several |oud voices drowned out the conversations in
the cof fee shop. Col nan recogni zed three faces from B Conpany, Padawski--a tall, wiry sergeant
with harsh,. thin lips and hard, bleek eyes set in a long, swarthy face---and two corporal s whose
nanes didn't come inmediately to mnd. They had been drinking, and Padawski could be nean at the
best of tines. Colman's earlier friendship with Anita had devel oped at a tinme when she had taken
to staying close to Col man and Hanl on because Padawski had been pestering her. Col man coul d | ook
after hinself when the need arose, and Hanl on, besides being the sergeant in charge of Second
Pl at oon, was a hand-to-hand conbat instructor for the whole of D Conpany, and good. The
conbi nati on had
proved an effective deterrent, and Padawski had nursed a personal grudge ever since.

"Who are they?" Jay asked as he sensed Col man's tensing up

"Bad news," Col nan hissed through his teeth. "Just keep talking. Don't |ook round."”

"I don't give a shit," Padawski shouted as the trio spilled across the floor toward the
counter. "l don't give a goddamm shit, | tell ya. If that asshole wants to--" Hi s voice broke off
suddenly. "Say, who've we got over here? It's Goldilocks from D Conpany--they're the shitheads
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who're so smart they can screw up a whol e exercise on the first day." Colnman felt the floor
vi brate as heavy footfalls approached the booth. He quietly uncrossed his feet beneath the table
and shifted his weight to be poised for instant novenent. His fingers curled nore snugly around
the half-full cup of hot coffee. He | ooked up to find Padawski |eering down from about three feet
awnay.

"This is private,,' he murmured in a voice that was | ow but nenacing. "Beat it."

"Hey, guys, Goldilocks has got a new girlfriend Take a | ook. |Is there sonething you wanna tel
us, Colman? |'ve always had ny doubts about you." The two corporals guffawed | oudly, and one of
them lurched against a table behind. The man sitting at it excused hinmself and left hurriedly. In
t he background, the owner was comi ng round the counter, |ooking worried.

Jay had turned pale and was sitting notionless~ Col nan's eyes bl azed up at Padawski .
Padawski's | eer broadened. Wth odds of three-to-one and Jay in the mddle, he knew Col man woul d
sit tight and take it. Padawski peered nore closely at Jay and blew a stream of beefy breath
across the table.

"Hey, kid, how do you like---"

"Cut it," Colman grated. "You |l eave himout of it. If it's ne you want, |'Il take the three of
you, but sone other place. He's got nothing to do with this."

The owner bustled forward, twisting a cloth nervously in his hands. "Look, | don't want any
trouble. | just wanna sell food to the people, okay? They don't want no trouble either. Now why
don't--"

"Ch, so it's trouble themfellas is looking for, is it?" a voice with just a hint :of an Irish
brogue asked softly fromthe doorway. Bret Hanl on was | eaning casually agai nst one of the
doorposts, blue eyes glinting icily. H's huge shoul ders seem ng al nost to reach the other side of
the door. He | ooked conpletely relaxed and at ease, but Col man regi stered his wei ght carded well
forward on the balls of his feet and his fingers flexing i nconspi cuously down by his hip. The two
corporal s glanced at each other apprehensively. Hanlon's appearance altered the odds a bit.
Padawski was | ooking uncertain, but at the same tine didn't seemw lling to back off
i gnom niously. For a few seconds that dragged like minutes, the charge in the room crackl ed at
fl ashpoi nt. Nobody noved.

And then the three Special Duty troopers |eaving the Bowery stopped to see what was goi ng on
gi ving Padawski the excuse that he needed. "Let's get out of here," he said. The trio swaggered
toward the door and Hanl on noved in, then stepped aside. Padawski stopped in the doorway and half
turned to throw a mal evol ent | ook back at Col man. "Sone other tine. Next tine you won't be so
lucky." They left. Qutside, the three SD troopers turned away and noved slowy off.

Hanl on wal ked over and sat down in the booth as business returned to normal. "They hew you
were here, Steve. | heard themtalking in the back of Rockefeller's. So | thought |'d cone back
down and hang around."

"I'"ve always said you've got a good sense of timing, Bret."

"So, is this fine young fella the Jay you were telling me about?" Hanl on asked.

"That's Jay. Jay, this is Bret--Bret Hanlon. He runs one of the other platoons and teaches
unarned conbat. Don't mess with him"

"Was that why those guys took of f?" Jay asked, by now having regained nost of his color. "It
probably had something to do with it," Colnman said, grinning. "That's the kind of trash you have

to deal with. Still interested?"
"I guess I'Il have to think about it," Jay conceded. Hanl on ordered three hanburger dinners, and
the two sergeants spent a half hour talking with Jay about Arny life, football, and how Stanislau

could crash the protected sector of the public databank. Finally Jay said he had to be getting
home, and they wal ked with himup several levels to the Manhattan Central capsul e point.

"Shall we be getting back to the party then?" Hanl on asked as they descended a broad flight of
steps in the internediate Level plaza after Jay had departed for the Maryl and nodul e

Col man sl owed and rubbed his chin. He wasn't in the nmbod. "You go on, Bret," he said. "I think
I'"mjust gonna wander around. | guess rd rather he on ny own for a while."

Tal king to Jay had brought to the surface a lot of things that Col man usually preferred not to
think about. Life was like the Arny: It took people and broke theminto little pieces, and then
put the pieces back together again the way it wanted. Except it did it with their mnds. It took
kids' minds while they were plastic and paralyzed themby telling themthey were stupid, confused
themwi th peopl e who were supposed to know everything better than they did but wouldn't tell them
anything, and terrified themwith a God who | oved everybody. Then it drilled them and trai ned them
until the only things that nade sense were those it told themto think. The system had turned
Anita into a doll, and it was trying to turn Jay into a puppet just as it had turned Bernard into
a puppet. It turned people into recording machi nes that words went into and canme out of again .
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and nade them think they knew everything about a planet full of people they'd never seen, just as
it blew black guys' brains out because they wanted to run their farnms and didn't want their kids
nailed to walls, and then told the civilians in Cape Town it was okay. And what had it done to
Col man? He didn't know because he didn't know how el se it m ght have been

"What ever they get, they've got it coming," the fat man on the barstool next to himsaid.
"Kids running around wild, breeding like rabbits--I1t's disgusting. And maki ng bonbs Savages is
what they are--no better than the Chinese. Kalens has got the right idea. He'll teach 'era some
decency and respect." Colman drank up and left.

Jesus, he thought, he was sick of the system It went back a | ot |onger than twenty years,
for what was the Mayflower ||l but an extension of the sane systemhe'd been trying to, get away
fromall his life? lay was beginning to feel the trap closing around himalready. And none of it
was going to change--ever. Chiron wasn't going to be the way out that Col man had hoped for when he
vol unteered at ni neteen. They had brought the systemw th them and Chiron was going to be made
just another part of it.

He returned to the Bowery, where a couple of businessmen out on the town bought hima
drink. They were concerned about the runors of possible trouble because they had big plans for

expansi on on Chiron, and they pressed ........ Col man for inside information fromthe Mlitary.
Col man ' ~d he didn't have any. The busi nessnmen hoped everythi ng woul d be resol ved peaceful |y
but were glad that the Army was around to hel p solve any problens. They didn't want peace

to prevent people like Colman fromgetting shot or so that Chironians who were |ike Jay and the
bl ack guy near Zeerust could become engineers or run their farns without getting wi ped out by air
strikes; they wanted it So that they could nmake noney by hiring Chironians at half the wages
they'd need to pay Terrans, and to set up good, exclusive schools to put their kids in. You
couldn't put Chironians in the schools, because if you did they'd want the sane wages. And in any
case they' d never be able to afford it. The Chironians weren't really people, after all

"What does a Chironian conmputer print when you attenpt illegal access?" one of them asked
Col man when they had got into their joke repertoires.
“What ?"
"RAPE" Ha-ha, hah-hah
He decided to go up to Rockefeller's to see if any of his platoon were still around. On the way

his pace slowed abruptly. Sonme time before, he had stunbled into a very personal and satisfying
way of feeling that he was getting even with the systemin a way that he didn't fully understand
Nobody el se knew about it--not even Hanlon, but that didn't make any difference. He hadn't seen
her for a while now, and he was in just the right nood.

To avoid using a conpad in not-too-private surroundings, he went to a public booth in the
| obby at Rockefeller's to call the nunmber programmed to accept cabs only if she was alone. Wile
Col man waited for a response, his mnd flashed back six nonths. He had been standing stiffly at
attention in dress uniform al ongside a display of a renpte-fire artillery control post that was
part of the Army's contribution to the Fourth of July cel ebrations, when she wandered away from a
group of VIPs sipping cocktails and stood beside himto gaze adnmiringly at the screens. carrying
sinmul ated battlefield displays. She ran her long, painted fingernail slowy and suggestively al ong
the intricate control panel for the satellite-tracking subsystem "And how nany nore handsone
young nen |like you do they have in the Army, Sergeant?" she nurnured at the displays before her.

"Not for me to say, ma'am" Colman had 'told the |aser cannon standing twenty feet in front of
him "I'mnot an expert on handsone nen."

"An expert on ladies in need of stinulating entertainnent, perhaps?"

"That depends, ma'am They can lead to a heap of trouble."

"Very wise, Sergeant. But then, sone of them can be very discreet. Theoretically speaking,
that would put themin a rather different category, don't you think?"

"Theoretically, | guess, yes, it would," Col man had agreed.

She had a friend called Veronica, who lived alone in a studio apartment in the Baltinore
nmodul e and was very understandi ng. Veronica could always be relied upon to nove out for an evening
on short notice, and Col man had wondered at times if she really existed. Acquiring exclusive
access to a studio wouldn't have been all that difficult for a VIPS wife, even with the
acconmodation limtations of the Mayfl ower H She had never told hi mwhether or not he was the
only one, and he hadn't asked. It was that kind of a relationshinp.

The screen before himsuddenly came to life to show her face. A flicker of surprise danced in
her eyes for the nerest fraction of a second, and then gave way to a snol dering tw nkle of
anticipation mxed with a dash of anusenent.

"Well, hello, Sergeant," she s. aid huskily. "I was beginning to wonder if | had a deserter
Now, | wonder what could be on your nind at this time of night."
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"I't depends. What's the situation, conpany-w se?" "Ch, very boring for a Saturday Right." "He's
not--"

"*Wning, dining, and conspiring--no doubt until the early hours."

Col man hesitated for a split second to let the question ask itself. "So...?"

"Well now, |'m sure Veronica could be persuaded if |
were to can her and talk to her nicely."
"Say, half an hour?"

"Hal f an hour." She sniled a prom se and w nked. Just before the picture bl anked out, Col man
caught a brief close-up glinpse of her shoul der-1ength auburn hair and finely fornmed features as
she | eaned toward the screen to cut the connection

Col man's top-echelon, part-tine mstress was Celia Kal ens.

CHAPTER EI GHT

ON TH'S, THE eve of the last Christrmas that we shall be cel ebrating together before our journey
ends, | have chosen as the subject of my seasonal nmessage to you the passage which begins, 'Suffer
little children to cone unto nme' The voice of the Mssion's presiding bishop floated serenely down
fromthe | oudspeakers around the Texas Bow to the congregation of ten thousand |istening solemly
fromthe terraces. The green' rectangle of the arena below was filled by contingents fromthe crew
and the mlitary units standing resplendent and unnoving in full dress uniformat one end;
school children in neat, orderly blocks of freshly laundered and pressed jackets of brown and bl ue
in the center; and, facing themfromthe far end on the other side of the raised platformfrom
Whi ch the bi shop was speaking, the ascending tiers of benches that held the VIPs in their dark
suits, pastel coats, and benedal ed tunics. The voice continued. 'The words are appropriate, for we
are indeed about to neet ones whom we nust recogni ze and accept as children in spirit, if not in
all cases in body and nmind .."

Col man stood near Hanlon in front of-the Third and Second pl atoons of D Conpany and a short
di stance behind Sirocco, well to one side of the main Arnmy contingent Only a few of the Conpany
were absent for one reason or another, conspicuous anong them Corporal Swyley, who was in Brigade
sick bay and | ooking forward to a turkey dinner; the standing order for a spinach-and fish diet
had nysteriously erased itself fromthe admi nistration conputer's records. The dietician had been
certain he'd seen sonething of the sort in there before, but conceded that perhaps he was
confusing Swyl ey with sonmebody el se. Swyley had agreed that there had been sonething like that in
the records by saying he disagreed, and the dietician had m sunderstood and deci ded to forget
"about the whol e thing.

" have strayed fromthe path in many ways, and we mnust be mindful of our Christian, as well
as our patriotic, duty to lead this errant flock back into the haven of the fold. Sonetines this
is not an easy task, and requires firmess and dedi cation as well as conpassi on and under st andi ng

Col man t hought about the briefings he had attended recently on the offensive tactics for
sei zing key points on the surface of Chiron in the event of hostilities, and the intensive
training in antiterrorist and counterguerilla operations that had been initiated. The speech
rem nded himof the old-tinme slave ships which arrived carrying nessages of brotherhood and | ove,
but with plenty of gunpowder kept ready and dry bel ow decks. Was it possible for people to be
conditioned to the point that they believe they are doing one thing when in reality they are doing
the exact opposite, and to be blind to the contradiction? He wondered what the Directorate m ght
have found out about Chiron that it wasn't making public.

"It behooves us, therefore, to be mindful of these things as we address ourselves, with faith
in our mssion and confidence that cones with the knowl edge that our cause is Hs will, to the
task ahead of..."

In the top row of the tiers of seats at the far end beyond the platform Col man coul d nake
out the erect, silver haired figure of Howard Kal ens, and beside himCelia in a pale blue dress
and matching topcoat. She had told Col man about Howard's conpul sion to possess--to possess things
and to possess people. He felt threatened by any thing or anyone that he couldn't conmmand. Col man
had thought it strange that so many people should | ook to sonmebody with such hang-ups as a | eader
To lead, a man had to learn to handl e people so that he could turn his back on them and feel safe
about doing it. Celia refused to becone anot her of Kalens's possessions, and she proved it to
herself in the sane way that Col man proved to hinmself that nobody was going to tell himwhat he
was supposed to think. That was what happened when sonebody set hinmself up so that he didn't dare
turn his back. Colman didn't envy Kalens or his position or his big house in the Col unbia
District; Colman knew that he could always turn his back on the platoon w thout having to worry
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about getting shot. They should issue all the VIPs up in the benches M32s, Col man thought. Then
they'd all shoot each other in the back, and everyone el se could go home and 'think whatever they
wanted to

So how did people |ike Howard Kal ens feel about Chiron? Col man wondered. Did they think they
coul d possess a whol e planet? Was that why they erased kids mnds and turned theminto Stronboli
puppets who'd think what they were told to, and into civilians who would say it was okay? But why
did the people let themdo it? Mst people didn't want to own a planet; they just wanted to be
|l oft alone to be engineers or run their farns. Because they played along with the rules that said
they were
better if they thought the way the rules said they should, and no good if they didn't.

The process had been the sane all through history, and it was happeni ng again. The | atest four-
year-old news from Earth described the rapid escalation of the |latest war agai nst the New | srae
of the South. Only this time the EAF was getting involved. The Western strategists had interpreted
it as an EAF policy to provoke an all-out war all across Africa so they could nove in afterward
and dose up on Europe fromthe south. Apparently the idea was to try and take over the whole
| andmass of Asia, Africa, and Europe. Wiy did they want to take over the whole of Asia, Africa,
and Europe? Colnan didn't know. He was pretty sure that nost of the people killing each other back
there didn't want the territory and didn't care all that nuch who had it. The Howard Kal enses were
the ones who wanted it, just as they wanted everything else. Perhaps if they'd | earn how to get
along with people wi thout being scared to turn their backs all the time and how to make |l ove with
their owmn wi ves in bed, they woul dn't need geographi cal conquests. And 'yet they could tel
everybody it nade them better than the people were, and the people believed it.

He renenbered lay's nentioning a physicist fromthe labs in the Princeton nodul e who said that

human societies were the | atest phase in the same process of evolution that had begun billions of
years ago when the universe started to condense out of radiation. Evolution was a busi ness of
survival . Wich would survive at all in the long run, he wondered the puppets who thought what

they were told to think and killed each other over things they needn't have cared about, or the
Cor poral Swyl eys who stayed out of it and weren't interested as long as they were |left al one?
Maybe, he thought to hinself, at the end of it all, the myopic would inherit the Earth.

CHAPTER 9

ON THE DAY officially designated Decenber 28, 2080, in the chronol ogical systemthat would apply
until the ship switched over to the Chironian cal endar, the Mayflower 11 entered the planetary
system of Al pha Centauri at a speed of 2837 miles per second, reducing, with its main drive still
"firing at maxi num power. The propagation time for conmunications to and from Chiron had by that
tinme fallen to well under four hours. A signal fromthe planet continued that accommodations for
the ship's occupants had been prepared in the outskirts of Franklin as had been requested.

Decenber 31, 2080

Distance to Chiron 1.9 billion mles; speed down to 1100 miles per second. Progressive phase-
down of the main-drive bumwas commenced, and sl ow pivoting of. the variable-attitude R ng nodul es
initiated to correct for the effect of dinminishing linear force fromthe~ reducing decel eration
No response received fromthe Chironians to a request for a schedule of the nanes, ranks, titles,
and responsibilities of the planetary dignitaries assigned to receive the Mayflower I1's officia
del egation on arrival.

January 5, 2081
Speed 300 miles per second; distance to destination, 493 million miles. Course-correction
effected to bring the ship round onto its final approach

January 8, 2081

At 8 million nmiles, defenses brought to full alert and advance screen of renote-contro
i nterceptors deployed 50,000 niles ahead of ship to cover final approach. Response from Chiron
neutr al

January 9, 2081

Conmuni cations round-trip delay to Chiron, twenty-two seconds. Formal arrangements for
reception procedures still not concluded. Chironians handling comuni cati ons clai mthey have no
representative powers, and that nobody with the qualifications specified exists. Mayflower Il's
def enses brought to conbat readi ness.
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January 10, 2081

The propul sion systens naster control conputer nonitored the final stages of phase-down of the
burn and shutdown the mai n-drive reactors. As the huge reaction dish that had contained the force
of two tons of nmatter being annihilated into energy every second for six nonths began to cool, the
shi p was nudged gently into high orbit at 25,000 nmiles by its vernier steering notors and
configured itself fully for freefall conditions to becone a new star noving across 'the night
ski es of Chiron

The voyage of the Mayflower Il had ended.
CHAPTER TEN

As the Mayflower Il wheeled slowy in space high above Chiron, the outer dour of Shuttle Bay 6 on
t he Vandenberg nodul e separated into four sectors which swung apart |ike the petals of an enornous
metal flower to expose the nose of the surface | ander nestling within. After a short delay, the
shuttle fell suddenly away under the rotational inpetus of its nother-ship, and thirty seconds
later fired its engines to cone round onto a course that would take it to the Kuan-yin, orbiting
ten thousand mil es bel ow

"Qur orders are to precede the Anbassador's party through the docking lock to forman honorary
guard in the forward antechanmber of the Kuan-yin, where the fornmalities will take place,'" Sirocco
read al oud to-the D Conpany personnel assigned as escorts at the briefing held early that norning.
"'"Punctilious attention to discipline and order will prevail at all tines, and the personne
taking part will be nade mindful of the inmportance of mmintaining a decorum appropriate to 'the
dignity of a unique historic occasion.' That neans no ventril oquized comrents to relieve the
boredom Swyley, and the best parade ground turnout you ever nanaged, all of you. 'Since
provocative actions on the part of the Chironians are consi dered i nprobabl e, nunber-one cerenoni a
unifornms will be Worn, with weapons carried | oaded for precautionary purposes only. As a
contingency agai nst energencies, a reserve of Special Duty troopers at full conbat readiness wll
remain in the shuttle and subject to such orders as the senior general acconpanying the boarding
party should see fit to issue at his discretion.'"

"Ever get the' feeling you were being set up?" Carson of Third Pl atoon asked sourly. "If
anyone gets it first, guess who."

"Didn't you know you were expendabl e?' Stanislau asked matter-of-factly.

"Ah, but think of the honor of it," Hanlon told them "And won't every one of them poor SD
fellas back in the shuttle be eating his heart out with envy and just w shing he could be out
there with the sane opportunity to risk hinself for flag and country."

"Il trade," Stanislau offered at once.

Sirocco | ooked back at the orders and resuned, "'The advance guard will fan out to formtwo
files, of ten nen each, aligned at an angle of forty-five degrees off either side of the access
| ock and take up station behind their respective section |eaders. Oficer in command of the guard
detail will remain two paces to the left of the lock exit. Upon conpletion of the opening
formalities, the guard will be relieved by a detail from B Conpany who will position thensel ves at
the exit ranp, and will proceed through the Kuan-Yin. to post sentry details at the |ocations
specified in Schedule A attached. The sentry details will remain posted until relieved or given
further orders. Are there any questions so far?"

The Anbassador referred to was to be Avery Farnhill, Howard Kal ens's deputy in Liaison. Kalens
hi msel f woul d be | eading the nain- delegation down to the surface to nake the first contact with
the Chironians at Franklin. The decision to send a secondary del egation to the Kuanyin had been
made to inpress upon the Chironians that the robot was still considered Earth's property, which
was al so the reason for posting troops throughout the vessel. As a point of protocol, Wllesley
and Sterm woul d not becone involved until the appropriate contacts on Chiron had been established
and the agenda for further discussion suitably prepared.

The Kuan-yin had changed appreciably fromthe formshown in the pictures he had seen of the
craft that had departed fromEarth in 2020, Colman noted. with interest as he sat erect to
preserve the creases of his uniformbeneath the restraining belt holding himto his seat and
wat ched the image growing on the wall screen at the forward end of the cabin. The original design
had taken the formof a dunbbell, with fuel storage and the thernonucl ear pul se engi nes
concentrated at one end, and the conputers and sensitive reconnai ssance instrunents carried at the
far end of a long, connecting, structural boomto keep themsafely away fromdrive-section
radi ati on. The nodi fications added after 2015 for creating and accommodating the first Chironians
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had entail ed extensions to the instrumentation nodule and the incorporation of auxiliary notors
whi ch woul d spin the dunbbell about its center after arrival in order to sinulate gravity for the
new occupants while the first surface base was bei ng prepared.

In the years since, the instrunentation nodule had sprouted a collection of ancillary
structures which had doubled its~ size, the original fuel tanks near the tail had vanished to be
repl aced, apparently, by a bundle of huge netal bottles nmounted around the central portion of the
connecting boom and a new assenbly of gigantic w ndings surrounding a tubular housing now formed
the tail, culnminating in a parabolic reaction dish rem niscent of the Mayflower H s main drive,

t hough much smal | er because of the Kuan-yin's reduced scale. The Mayfl ower H s designhers had

i ncl uded docking adapters for the shuttles to mate with the Kuan-yin's ports, and the Chironians
had retained the original pattern in their nodifications, so the shuttle would be able to connect
wi t hout probl ens.

The ot her nenbers of Red section in the row of seats to the left of himand those of Blue
section sitting with Hanl on and Sirocco in the row ahead were strangely silent as they watched the
screen where the bright half-disk of Chiron hung in the background: the first real-tine view of a
pl anet that sonme of them had ever seen. Farther back along the cabin, reflecting the planned order
of energence, Ceneral Portney was sitting in the center of a group of brass-bedecked senior
of ficers, and behind them Arery Farnhill was tense and dry-Ilipped anong his retinue of civilian
diplomatic staff and assistants. In the rear, the SD troops were grimand silent in steel helnets
and combat uniforms festooned with grenades, propping their machine rifles and assault cannon
bet ween their knees.

Farnhill's staff had given up trying to get the Chironians to provide an official |ist of who
woul d be greeting the delegation. In the end they had sinply advised the Kuanyin when the shuttle
woul d arrive and resigned thenselves to playing things by ear after that. The Chironi ans had
agreed readily enough, which was why the orders issued that norning had called for a reduced
al ertness level Kalens's delegation had net with an equal |ack of success in dealing with
Franklin, and had elected finally to go to the surface on the sane basis as the delegation to the
Kuan-yin, but with nore el aborate preparations and cerenoni es.

The voice of the shuttle's captain, who was officially in conmand of the operation' unti
after docking, reported over the cabin intercom "Distance one thousand niles, ETA six m nutes.
Coming into matching orbit and comrenci ng cl osi ng maneuver. Prepare for retardation. Kuanyin has
confirmed they will open Port Three."

The image on the screen drifted to one side as the shuttle swng round to brake with its main
engi nes, and then switched to a new view as one of the stem caneras was cut in. Col man was
squeezed back against his seat for the next two mnutes or so, after which the screen cut back to
a noseward view, and a series of topsy-turvy sensations cane and went as the flight-control
conputers brought the ship round once nore for its final approach, using a conbination of |ow
power main drive and side-thrusters to match its position to the notion of the Kuan-yin. After
some mnor corrections the shuttle was rotating with the Kuan-yin to give its occupants the
feeling that they were lying on their backs, and nudging itself gently forward and upward to
conpl ete the maneuver. The operation went snoothly, and shortly afterward the captain's voice
announced, "Docking confirmed. The boarding party is free to proceed."

"Proceed, Ceneral," Farnhill said fromthe back
"Depl oy the advance guard, Colonel," General Portney instructed fromthe m ddl e of the cabin.

"Quard, forward," Col onel Wessernan ordered froma row in front of Portney.

"Quard detail, file left and right by sections,” Sirocco said at the front. "Section | eaders
forward." 'He noved out into the aisle, where the floor had folded itself into a steep staircase
to facilitate fore-and-aft novenent, and clinmbed through into the side-exiting | ock chanber with
Col man and Hanl on behind hi mwhile Red and Bl ue sections forned up in the aisles inmediately to
the rear. In the | ock chanber the inner hatch was al ready open, and the Dispatching Oficer from
the shuttle's crew was carrying out a final instrunentation check prior to opening the outer
hatch. As they waited for himto finish and for the rest of the delegation to nove forward in the
cabi n behind, Colman stared at the hatch ahead of himand thought about the ship |ying just on the
other side of it that had |l eft Earth before he was born and was now here, waiting for themafter
crossing the sane four |ight-years of space that had accounted for a full half of his life. After
the years of specul ations, all the questions about the Chironians were now within mnutes of being
answered. The descent fromthe Mayflower Il had raised Colman's curiosity to a high pitch because
of what he had seen on the screen. For despite all the jokes and the popular wi sdom one thing he
was certain of was that the engineering and structural nodifications that he had observed on the
out side of the Kuan-yin had not been nade by irresponsible, overgrown adol escents.

"Clear to exit," the Dispatching Oficer informed Sirocco. "Lock clear for exit,'

Sirocco
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called to the cabin below '~Carry on, Guard Comrander," Col onel Wessernman replied fromthe
dept hs.

"Close up ranks,"” Sirocco said, and the guard detail shuffled forward to crush up cl ose behind
Sirocco, Colrman, and Hanlon to nmake room for the officers and the diplomats to nove up behi nd.
Sirocco | ooked at the Dispatching Oficer and nodded. "QOpen outer hatch." The Dispatching Oficer
keyed a command into a panel beside him and the outer door of the shuttle swung slowy aside.

Sirocco marched smartly through the connecting ranp into the Kuan-yin, where he stepped to the
I eft and snapped to attention while Col man and Hanlon | ed the guard sections by with rifles sl oped
preci sely on shoul ders, free hands swinging crisply . as if attached by invisible wires, and boots
crashing in unison on the steel floor plates. They fanned out into colums and drew up to halt in
lines exactly aligned with the sides of the doorway. Behind themthe officers energed four abreast
and divided into two groups to foll ow Col onel Wesserman to the |eft and General Portney to the
fight.

"Present . . . arms!" Sirocco barked, and twenty-two pal ms sl apped agai nst twenty-two breech
casings at the sane instant.

Thr ough the gap between the officers, the diplomats noved forward and cane to a halt in
reverse order of precedence, black suits i muacul ate and white shirtfronts spotless, and finally
the noble formof Anery Farnhill conveyed itself regally forward to take up its position at their
head.

"Hi s Esteened Excell ency, Arery Farnhill," the assistant one pace to the rear and two paces to
the right announced in dear, ringing tones that resonated around the antechanber of the Kuan-yin's
docking port. "Deputy Director of Liaison of the Suprenme Directorate of the official Congress of
the Mayflower H and appointed em ssary to the Kuan-yin on behalf of the Director of Congress

" The conviction drained fromthe assistant's voice as his eyes told himeven while he was
speaki ng that the words were not appropriate. Nevertheless he struggled on with his lines as
briefed and continued manfully, " who i s empowered as ambassador to the planetary system of
Al pha Centauri by the CGovernnent of " he swall owed and took a deep breath
"t heUnit edSt at esof Great er Nort hAmeri ca, pl anet Eart h.

The smal | group of Chironians watching froma short distance away and the |arger crowd
gat hered behind themin the rear of the antechanber appl auded enthusiastically and beaned their
approval . They weren't supposed to do that. It didn't preserve the fight atnosphere.

"They' re okay," Corporal Swyley's disenbodied voice U whispered fromno definable direction
"We're nmaking ourselves look like jerks."

" Shuddup, " Col man hi ssed.

The nost senior of the group couldn't have been past his late thirties, but he | ooked ol der
with a head that was starting to go thin on "top, and a short, rotund figure endowed with a snall
paunch. He was. wearing an open necked shirt of intricately enbroidered blues and grays, and plain
navy blue slacks held up with a belt. Hs features | ooked vaguely Asiatic. Wth himwere a young
man and a girl, both apparently in their nid to late twenties and clad in white I ab coats, and a
younger coupl e who had brown skin and | ooked |ike teenagers. A six-foot-tall, hunanoid robot of
silvery netal stood nearby, a tiny black girl who might have been eight sitting on its nassive
shoul ders. Her |egs dangled around its neck and her arnms clasped the top of its head.

"Hi," the paunchy man greeted aniably. "I'm dem These are Carla and Hermann, and Franci ne
and Boris. The big guy here is Ctommell, and the little lady up top is Any. Well, | guess..
wel comre aboard."

Farnhill frowned uncertainly fromside to side then Iicked his lips and inflated his chest as

if about to answer. He defl ated suddenly and shook his head. The words to handl e the situation
just wouldn't cone. The diplomats shuffled unconfortably while the soldiers stared woodenly at
infinity. A few awkward seconds dragged by. At |ast the assistant took the initiative and peered
qui zzically at the man who had introduced hinself as Cem

"Who are you?" he demanded. The formality had evaporated fromhis voice. "Are you in
authority here? If so, what are your rank and title?"

C em frowned and brought a hand up to his chin. "Depends what you mean by authority," he
said. "l organize the regular engineering crew of the ship and supervi se the naintenance. |
suppose you could say that's authority of a kind. Then again, | don't have a lot to do with sone
of the special research progranms and nodificati ons but Hermann does."

"True," Hermann, the young man in the white |abcoat, agreed. "But on top of that, parts of
this place are used as a school to give the kids early off-planet experience. The | ady who runs
that side of it isn't here right now, but she'll be free later."

"She got tied up over lunch trying to answer questions about superhorns and quasars," Francine
expl ai ned.
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"On the other hand, if you nmean who's in charge of assigning the equipnment up here and keepi ng

track of who's schedul ed to do what and when, then that would be Crommel | ," Carla said. "He's
linked into the ship's main conmputers and through themto the planetary net."
"Crommel | knows everything," Amy declared fromher perch. "Cromnell, are those soldiers

carrying Terran M32 assault cannon, or are they MO0s?"
"MB2s," the robot said. "They've the enhanced fireselectors." -
"I hope they're not going to start shooting each other up here. It would be pretty scary in
orbit. They coul d deconpress the whole ship."
"I think they know that," Crommel | said. "They' ve spent

a lot longer in space than the few trips you' ve nmade.""| suppose so."

The assistant's patience snapped at last. "This is ridiculous! | want to know who is in
overall authority here. You nmust have a Director of Qperations or sone equivalent. Please be kind
enough to--"

Farnhill stopped himwith a curt wave of his hand. "This spectacle has gone far enough,"” he

said. He | ooked at Clem "Perhaps we could continue this discussion in conditions of greater
privacy. |s there sonewhere suitable near here?"

"Sure." Clemgestured vaguely behind him "There's a big roomback along the corridor that's
free and should hold everybody. We could all get some coffee there too. | guess you could use some-
-you've had a long trip, huh?"

He grinned at the joke as he, turned to lead the way. Farnhill didn't seemto appreciate the
hunor .

"Ahem . . ." General Portney cleared his throat. "W w |l be posting guards around the Kuan-

yin for the duration of the negotiations. | trust there will be no objections." The mlitary

officers stiffened as they waited for the response to the first inplied challenge to the
| egitimacy of the Chironian admnistration of the Kuan-yin.

C em waved an arm casual |y wi thout |ooking back. "Go ahead," he said. "Can't see as you really
need any, though. You're pretty safe up here. W don't get many burglars.” Farnhill gl anced
hel pl essly at his aides, then braced hinself and began | eading the group after Clemwhile the
Chironians parted to nake way. The mlitary deputation broke formation. to take up the rear with
Wessernman tossing back a curt "Carry on, Guard-Commander" in the direction of Sirocco.

The relief detachnent from B Conpany narched fromthe exit of the shuttle to take up positions

in fromof the ranp, and Sirocco stepped forward to address the advance guard. "Ship detail, atten-
shun! Two ranks in marching order, fall . . . inl"™ The two lines that had been angled away from
the lock re-fornmed into flies behind the section | eaders. "Sentry details will detach and fall out
at stations. By the left... march!" The two |lines dunped their way behind Sirocco across the

ant echanber, wheeled left while each man on the inside marked tinme for four paces, and clicked
away al ong the Corridor beyond and into the Kuan-yin.

Any wat ched curiously over the top of Ctommell's head as they di sappeared fromsight. "I
wonder why they wal k |ike that when they shout at each other," she nused absently. "Do you know
why, Cromnel | 2"

"Have you thought about it?" Crommel | asked.
"Not really."

"You shoul d think about things as well as just ask questions. Oherw se you m ght end up
letting other people do your thinking for you instead of relying on yourself."
"Ooh... | wouldn't want to do that," Amy said. .

"All right then,” Crommel | chall enged. "Now what do you think woul d make you wal k |i ke that
when peopl e shouted at you?"

"I don't how. " Amy screwed her face up and rubbed the bridge of her nose with a finger. "I
suppose |'d have to be crazy."

"Well, there's something to think about,

Cromwel | suggest ed.
CHAPTER ELEVEN

CLUWP, CLUWMP, CLUMP, clunp, clunp, clunp, clunmp, clunp.
"Detail... halt!’
C unp-d unp!

The D Conpany detachment 'cane to a standstill in the corridor |eading fromthe X-Ray
Spectroscopy and | mage Anal ysis |labs, at a place where it wi dened into a vertical bay housing a
steel-railed stairway that led up to the hservatory Deck where the five-hundred-centineter
optical and gammma-ray interferonetry tel escopes were |ocated. A few Chironi ans who were passing by
paused to watch for a noment, waved cheerfully, and went about their business.
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"Sentry detail, detach to . . . post!" Sirocco shouted. PFC Driscoll stepped one pace backward
fromthe end of the by-this-time-dinminished file, turned ninety degrees to the right, and stepped
back again to cone to attention with his back to the wall by the entrance to a smaller side

corridor. "Parade . . . rest!" Driscoll noved his left foot into an astride stance and brought his
gun down fromthe shoulder to rest with its butt on the floor, one inch from
his boot. "Renai nder of detail, by the left.. . march!" dunp, clunp, clunp, clunp...

The rhythm ¢ thuds of marching feet died away and were replaced by the background sounds of
daily life aboard the Kuan-yin--the voice of a girl calling nunbers ~ of some kind to sonebody in
the observatory on the | evel above, children's laughter floating distantly through an open door at
the other end of the narrow corridor behind Driscoll, and the | ow whine of nmachinery. A nuted
t hrobbing built up from below, causing the floor to vibrate for a few seconds. Footsteps and a
snatch of voices cane fromthe right before being shut off abruptly by a closing door

~Driscoll was feeling nore relieved. If what he had seen so far was anything to go by, the
Chironians weren't going to start any trouble. He'd had to bite his tongue in order to keep a
straight face back in the antechanber by the ranp, and it was a mracle that nobody inportant had
heard Stanislau sniggering next to him The Chironi ans were okay, he had deci ded. Everything would

be okay.. . provided that ass-faces like Farnhill didn't go and screw things up.
What had i npressed himthe nost was the way the kids seemed to be involved in everything that
was going on just as much as the grown-ups. They didn't cone across like kids at all, but nore

like small people who were busy finding out how things were done. In a roomtwo posts back, he had
glinmpsed a couple of kids who couldn't have been nore than twelve probing carefully and with deep
frowns of concentration inside the electronics of a piece of equipnent that nust have cost
mllions. The older Chironian with themjust watched over their shoul ders and of fered occasi ona
suggestions. It nmade sense, Driscoll thought. Treat themas if they're responsible, and they act
responsi bly; give thembits of cheap plastic to throw around, and they act like it's cheap
plastic. O maybe the Chironians just had good i nsurance on their equi pnent.

He wondered how he ni ght have nade out if he'd had a start like that. And what would a guy
i ke Col man be doi ng, who knew nore about the Mayflower I1's machines than haft the echel on-four
shot - noses put together? If that was the way the conputers had brought the first kids up, Driscol
reflected, he could think of a few humans who ~ coul d have. used sone | essons.

His debut into life had been very different. The war had left his parents afflicted by
geneti c damage, and their first two children had not survived infancy. Aging prematurely from side
effects, they had known they woul d never see Chiron when they brought himaboard the Mayfl ower 1|1
as a boy of eight and sacrificed the few nore years that they m ght have spent on Earth in order’
to give hima new start sonewhere el se. Paradoxically, their health had qualified them favorably
in their application to join the Mssion since the planning had called for the inclusion of ol der
peopl e and hi gher-risk actuarial categories anong the popul ation to nake roomfor the births that
woul d be occurring later. A dynam c popul ati on had been deened desirable, and the measures taken
to achieve it had seemed callous to sonme, but had been necessary.

As a youth he had daydreanmed about becoming an entertainer--a singer, or a comc, maybe--but
he couldn't sing and he couldn't tell jokes, and sonehow after his parents died within two years
of each other hal fway through the voyage, he had ended up in the Arny. So now, though he stil
couldn't sing a note or tell a joke right, he knew just how to use an M32 to denolish a snmal
building fromtwo thousand yards, could operate a battlefield conpack blindfolded, and was an
expert at deactivating optically triggered anti-intruder personnel m nes.

About all he was good with outside things |ike that was cards. He couldn't remenber exactly
when his fascination with themhad started, but it had been soon after Swyley, then a fell ow
private, had taught himto shuffle four aces to the top of a deck and feed theminto a deal from
the pall. Finding to his surprise that he seened to have an aptitude, Driscoll had borrowed a | eaf
from Col man's book and started readi ng up about the subject. For many |long off duty hours he had
practiced top-pass pal ns and one-handed side-cuts until he could materialize three full fans from
an
enpty hand and |ift a named nunber of cards off a deck eight times out of ten. Swyley had been his
gui nea pig, for he had discovered that if Swyley couldn't spot a fal se nove, nobody could, and in
the years since, he had perfected his technique to the degree that Swyley now owed him
$1, 343, 859. 20, including interest.

But his reputation had put himin a no-win situation at the Friday ni ght poker school because
when he won, everybody said he was sharping, and when he didn't, everybody said he was | ousy. So
he had stopped pl ayi ng poker, but not before his nane had been linked catalytically with enough
argunents and brawls to get himtransferred to D Conpany. As he stared fixedly at the wall across
the corridor, the thought occurred to himthat in a place with so many kids around, there ought to
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be a big demand for a conjuror. The nore he thought about it, the nore appealing the idea becane.
But to do something about it, he would first have to figure out-sone way of working an escape
trick---out of the Army. Swyl ey shoul d have sone useful suggestions about that, he thought.

C unp, clunp, clunmp, clunp. His train of thought was derail ed by the sound of steady tranping
approaching fromhis left--not the direction in which the detail had departed, which shouldn't
have been returning by this route anyway, but the opposite one. Besides, it didn't sound |like
mul tiple pairs of regulation Arnmy feet; it sounded |ike one pair, but header and nore netallic.
And along with it cane the sound of two children's voices, whispering and furtive, and punctuated
wi th giggles.

Driscoll turned his eyes a fraction to the side. They w dened in disbelief as one of the Kuan-
Yin's steel colossi marched into view, holding a |l ength of' alunminumalloy tubing over its |eft
shoul der and being followed by a brown, Indian-1ooking gift of about seven and a fair-halted boy
of around the sanme age.

"Detail ... stop" the girl called out. The robot halted. "Detail . . . GCh, | don't know what
I'"'msupposed to say. Stand with your feet apart and put your gun down." The robot pivoted to face
directly at Driscoll, backed a couple of paces to the opposite wall, and assuned an inmitation of

his stance. The top half of its head was a transparent done inside which a row of colored lights
blinked on and off; the lower half contained a netal grille for a mouth and a TV | ens-housing for
a nose; it appeared to be grinning.

"Stay.. . therel" the girl instructed.. She stifled another giggle and said to the boy in a
| ower voice, "Cone on, let's put another one outside the G aphics |ab. They crept away and | eft
Driscoll staring across the corridor at the inperturbable robot.

A coupl e of nminutes went by. Nobody noved. The robot's lights continued to wink at him
cheerfully. Driscoll was having trouble fighting off the steadily growing urge to |evel his
assault cannon and bl ow the robot's inbecile head off.

"Why don't you piss off," he growl ed at |ast.
"Why don't you?"

For a nonent Driscoll thought the nmachine had read his mnd. He blinked in surprise, then
realized it was inpossible--just a coincidence. "How can I?" he said. 'I've
got ny orders." "So have |." "That's different." "How?"

"You don't have to do this."

"Do you?"
"Of course | do."
"\ 2"
Driscoll sighed irritably. This was no tine for |ong debates. "You don't understand," he
sai d.
"Don't I?" the robot replied.
Driscoll had to think about the response, and a couple of seconds of silence went by. "It's

not the sane," he said.
"You're just hunoring kids."
"What are you doi ng?"

Driscoll didn't have a ready answer to that. Besides, he was too conscious of the desire for a
cigarette to be philosophical. He turned his head to | ook first one way and then the other al ong
the corridor, and then | ooked back at the robot. "Can you tell if any of our people are near
her e?"

"Yes, | can, and no, there aren't. Wuy--getting fed up?"

"Whuld it worry anyone if | snoked?"

"I't wouldn't worry nme if you burst into flanes.
"How do you know there's no one around?"

"The video 'nonitoring points around the ship are all activated at the nmonent, and |'m coupl ed

The robot chuckl ed raspily.

into the net. | can see what's going on everywhere. Go ahead. |It's okay. The round cover on the
wall next to you is an inlet to a trash incinerator. You can use it as an ashtray."”
Driscoll propped his gun against the wall, fished a pack and lighter frominside his jacket,

lit up, and | eaned back to exhale with a grateful sigh. The irritability that he had been feeling
wafted away with the snoke. The robot set down its piece of tubing, folded its arns, and | eaned
back against the wall, evidently programmed to take its cues fromthe behavior of the people
around it. Driscoll looked at it with a new curiosity. H's inpulse was to strike up a
conversation, but the whole situation was too strange. The thought flashed through his nind that
it would have been a lot easier if the robot had been an EAF infantryman. Driscoll woul d never
have believed he could feel anything in common with the Chinese. He didn't know whether he was
talking to the robot, or through it to conmputers sonmewhere else in the Kuan-yin or even down on
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Chi ron, maybe; whether they had m nds or sinply enbodi ed some fever progranmi ng, or what. He had
tal ked to Col man about nmachine intelligence once. Colnan said it was possible in principle, but a
truly aware artificial mnd was still a century away at |least. Surely the Chironians coul dn't have
advanced that nmuch. "Wat kind of a machine are you?" he asked, "I nean, can you think like a
person? Do you know who you are?

"Suppose | said | could. Wuld that tell you anything? Driscoll took another drag of his
cigarette. "I guess not. How would | know if you knew what you were saying or if you'd just been
programed to say it? There's no way of telling the difference."

"Then is there any difference?

Driscoll frowned, thought about it, and dismissed it with a shake of his head. "This is kinda
funny," he said to
change the subject."Wat is?"

"Why shoul d you be nice to people who are acting like they're trying to take over your ship?
"Do you want to take over the ship?"

"Me? Hell no. What would | do with it?"
"Then there's your answer."

"But the people | work for mght take it into their heads to decide they own it,"'
poi nt ed out.

"That's up to them If it pleases themto say so, why should we m nd?"

"The people here "wouldn't mind if our people started
telling themwhat to do?""Wy should they?"

Driscoll couldn't buy that. "You nmean they'd be just as happy doi ng what our people told them
to?" he said.

"I never said they'd do anything," the robot replied. "I just said that people telling them
woul dn't bot her them"

Just then, two Chironian girls strolled around the corner fromthe narrow corridor. They
| ooked fresh and pretty in | oose bl ouses worn over snug-fitting slacks, and had Iightwei ght
stretch-boots of sone silvery, lustrous material. One of them had brown, wavy hair with a reddi sh
tint toit, and looked as if she were in her md-thirties; the other was a bl onde of perhaps
twenty-two. For a split second, Driscoll felt an instinctive twinge of apprehension at the thought
of looking ridiculous, but the girls showed no surprise. Instead they paused and | ooked at hi m not
unpl easantly, but with a hint of reserve as if they wanted to snile but weren't quite sure if they
shoul d.

"Hi," the redhead called, a shade cautiously.

Driscoll straightened up fromthe wall and grinned, not know ng what else to do. "Well... hi,"
he returned3

At once their faces split into broad snmles, and they wal ked over. The redhead shook his hand
warmy. "I see you've already nmet Wellington. I'm Shirley. This is ny daughter, G ."

"She's your daughter?" Driscoll blinked. "Say, | guess that's... very nice."

C repeated the performance. "Wio are you?" she asked him

"Me? Oh . . . name's Driscoll--Tony Driscoll."” He licked his lips while he searched for a
foll owup. "I guess
me and Wellington are guarding the corridor.""Wo fron?' -' G asked.

"A good question," Wellington conment ed.

"You're the first Terran we've talked to," Shirley said. She nodded her head to indicate the
direction they had cone from "W've got a class of kids back there who are bubbling over with
curiosity. How would you like to come in and say hello, and talk to themfor five mnutes? They'd
love it."

Dri scol

"What?' 'Driscoll stared at themaghast. "I've never talked to classes of people. | wouldn't
know how to start.” "A good tine to start practicing then," G suggested. He swall owed hard and
shook his head. "I have to stay here. This conversation is enough to get ne shot as it is." G
shrugged but seenmed content not to nake any nore of it. "Are you two, er... teachers here or
sonething. like that?" Driscoll asked.

"Sonetines," Shirley answered. "C teaches English nmainly, but nostly down on the surface.
That is, when she's not working with electronics or installing plant w ring underground sonmewhere.
I"'mnot all that technical. | grow olives and vines out on the Peninsula, and design interiors.
That's what brought ne up here--Clemwants the crew quarters and nmess deck refitted and decorat ed.
But yes, | teach tailoring sonetinmes, but not a lot."

"I meant as a regular job," Driscoll said. "What do you do basically?"
"All of them" Shirley sounded mildly surprised. "Wiat do you nean by 'basically'?"
'They do the sane thing all the tinme, fromwhen they quit school to when they retire," G
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rem nded her nother.

"Ch yes, of course." Shirley nodded. "That sounds pretty awful. Still, it's their business."

"What do you do best?" C asked him "I mean . . . apart from holding people's walls up for
them That can't be much of a life."

Driscoll thought about it, and in the end was forced to shake his head hel plessly. "Not a |ot
that you' d be interested in, | guess," he confessed.

"Everybody's got sonething," Shirley insisted. "Wat do you |ike doing?"

"You really wanna know?" An intense note had conme suddenly into Driscoll's voice.

"Hey, back off, soldier," C said suspiciously. "W're still strangers. Later, who knows? G ve
it time."

"I didn't nean that," Driscoll protested, feeling enbar-
rassed. "If you nust know, | |ike working cards." "You nean tricks?" Shirley seened interested. "I
can do tricks, sure." "Are you good?"
"The best. | can make 'em stand up and tal k."

"You' d better mean it," Shirley warned. "There's nothing worse than trying to spend noney you
don't have. It's like stealing from people."'

Driscoll didn't follow what she neant, so he ignored it. "I nmean it," he told her

Shirley turned to look at G . "Say, wouldn't he be great to have at our next party? | |ove
things like that." She | ooked at Driscoll again. "Wen are you coning down to Chiron?"
"I don't know yet. We haven't heard anything.'

"Well, give us a call when you do, and we'll fix sonething up. | live in Franklin, so there
shoul dn't be too nmuch of a problem That's where we usually get together."
"Sounds good," Driscoll said. "I can't nmake any prom ses fight now t hough. Everything depends

on how things go. If things work out okay, how would | find the place?"
"Ch, just ask the conmputers anywhere how to get to Shirley-with-the-red-hair's place---G's

nmot her. They'll take care of you."

"So maybe we'll see you down there sonetine," C said.
"Well . . . yeah. Who knows? He was about to say sonething nore when Wellington interrupted.
"Two of your officers are heading this way. | thought you ought to know. "

"Who?" Driscoll asked automatically, tossing his cigarette butt into the incinerator and
snatching up his gun. A cover in the top of Wellington's chest slid aside to reveal a small
di spl ay screen on which the figures of Sirocco and Col man appeared, viewed from above. They were
wal king at a leisurely pace, along a corridor, talking to a handful of Chironians who were wal ki ng
with them Driscoll resuned his former posture, and nonents | ater footsteps and voi ces sounded
fromalong the wider corridor leading off to the right, and grew | ouder

"It's okay, Driscoll," Sirocco called ahead as the party cane into sight around a bend in the
wal | . "Forget the pantom nme. We're back in the Bonb Factory." Driscoll relaxed his pose and sent a
puzzl ed | ook along the corridor

"I mght have guessed," Col man said, nodding to him

self and taking in the two gifts as he drewto a halt."Very cosy," Sirocco agreed.

"Er... Shirley and C," Driscoll said. "And that's General Wellington."

"Been having a nice chat, have you?" Sirocco asked. "Well, yes, actually, | suppose, sir. How did
you know?" Sirocco waved at the corridor behind him "Because it's happeni ng everywhere el se,
that's how Carson's talking football, and Maddock is telling sonme kids about what it was |ike
growi ng up on the Mayflower I1." He sighed but didn't sound too ruffled about it. "If you can't
beat 'era, then join "era, eh, Driscoll... for an hour or so, anyway. And besides, they want to
show Col man sonething in the observatory upstairs. | don't understand what the hell they're

tal ki ng about."

"Steve's an engineer," one of the Chironians, a bearded youth in a red check shirt, explained,
i ndi cating Col man and speaking to CL "W told himabout the resonance oscillations in the G7
mounting gyro, and he said he nmight be able to suggest a way of danmping themw th feedback from
the alignment |aser. W're taking himup to have a look at it."

'~That was exactly what GQustav said we should do," C said, giving Col man an approving | ook
"He was | ooking at it yesterday."

"I know. Maybe we can get Gustav and Steve working on it together."

"Hey, don't get too excited about this," Colman cautioned. "I only said rd be interested in
seeing it. The Arnmy might have different ideas about me getting involved. Don't bet your life
savings on it.'

The Chironi ans and Col man di sappeared up the steel railed stairway, tal king about differentia
transducers and inductive conpensators, and Shirley and G went on their way after Wellington
rem nded themthat they had less than fifteen mnutes to board the shuttle for Franklin. Driscoll
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and Sirocco remained with Wellington in the corridor

"I'f you don't mind my saying so, isn't this a bit risky, sir?" Driscoll said apprehensively.
"I mean . . . with all this going on? Suppose Col onel Wsserman or sonebody shows up."

"No chance with these Chironian robots around. They've got the place staked out."” He wrinkl ed
his nose, and his noustache twitched as he sniffed the air. "Take a break while you've got the

chance, Private Driscoll," he advised. "And |'11 have one of those cigarettes' that you've been
snmoki ng. "
Driscoll grinned and began feeling nore confident. '~You see, Wellington," he said. "They're

not all as bad as you think."
"Amazing," the robot replied in a neutral voice

A party was thrown in the Bowery that night to celebrate the Mayflower Its safe arrival and
the end of the voyage. A lot of the talk concerned the news broadcast earlier in the evening,
describing in indignant tones the deliberate snubs that the Chironians had inflicted on the
del egations sent down to the Kuan-yin, and by inplication the insult that had been ainmed at the
whole Mssion and all that it represented. In the opinions of nany present, it wouldn't be a bad
thing if the Chironians were taught a lesson; they'd asked for it. None of the people who thought
that way had nmet a Chironian, Colman reflected, but they were all experts. He didn't want to spoi
the mood of the party, however, so he didn't bother arguing about it. The others from D Conpany
who had gone to the Kuan-yin and were in the Bowery with himseened to feel the sane way.

CHAPTER TWELVE

HOWARD KALENS WAS not anused.

"A scandal ous exhibition!" he declared as he sliced a portion of nelon cultivated in the
Kansas nodul e and added it to the fruits on the plate by his aperitif on the table before him
"Nobodi es and Cretins, all of them Not one of them had any representative powers worth speaki ng
of. Yet ifs clear that a governing organization of sone kind nust exist, though God knows what
kind of people it's made up of, judging fromthe state the town's in a total shanbles. The only
concl usion can be that they've gone to ground and won't cone out, and the population as a whole is
abetting them | think John's right--if they're as good as inviting us to take over, we should do
so and be done with it."

The scene was an al fresco working-lunch, being held on the terrace of the roof garden atop the
Government Center, which crowned the ascending tiers of buildings form ng the central part of the
Col unmbia District. Hi gh above, the shutters outside the nodul e's transparent roof had been opened
to admt the al nbost forgotten phenonenon of natural sunlight, streanming in fromAl pha Centauri, as
it held a position low in the sky bel ow the nose of the Spindle while the Mayflower Hrotated with
its axis kept steady toward it.

Garfield Wllesley finished spreading Iiver pate on a finger of toast and | ooked up. "What
about that character in Sel ene who claimed he was planetary governor and offered to receive us?
What happened to hi nP"

Kal ens | ooked di sdainfully down his nose. "My staff contacted himthrough the Chironian
communi cati ons system He turned out to be a hernmit who lives on a nountain with a zoo of
Chironian and Terran animals, and three disciples. They're all quite insane."

"I see . " Wellesley frowned and ni bbled off a piece of the toast.

"Send the SDs down and proclaimmartial |aw, " Borftein grunted from besi de Kal ens. "They've
had their chance. If they' ve run away and left it for us, let's take it. Wiy ness around?”

Marci a Quarrey, the Director of Comrerce and Econonic Policy, didn't |ook too happy at the

suggestion as she sipped her cocktail. "Obviously that would be possible," she said, setting down
her glass. "But would it serve any useful purpose? The contingency plans were nmade to allow for
the possibility of opposition. Wll, there hasn't been any opposition. What's the sense in

t hrowi ng good busi ness and growt h prospects away by provoking hostilities needl essly? W can
acquire Franklin sinply by walking in. W don't have to make a denonstration out of it."

"Exactly what | was thinking," \Wllesley commented, nodding. "And you have to renenber that
our own people are starting to get restless up here now that their fears have receded. After
twenty years, we can't keep them cooped up in the Mayflower Il rmuch | onger w thout any obvi ous
reason. They've got accommopdati ons prepared by the space-base at Franklin. I'minclined to say we
shoul d start nmoving the first batches down. For all we know, the Chironian governnent may have
gone into hiding because they're nervous about our intentions. It mght be a good way of enticing
themto cone out again."

"I agree," Marcia Quarrey said. She | ooked at Borftein. "If that's the case, then sending in
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the SDs would only confirmtheir fears. It would be the worst thing we could do."

Kal ens chewed on a slice of orange but nade a face as if the fruit was bad. "But we've been
publicly insulted,” he objected. "Wiat are you saying--that we should sinply forget it? That woul d
be unt hi nkabl e. What kind of a precedent would we be setting?"
"You can't be soft with people like this," Borftein said bluntly. "Gve thema yard, and they'l
hat e you because they want a mle. Gve themnothing and clanp down hard, and later on they'l
I ove you for giving theman inch. |'ve seen it all before."

Quarrey sighed and shook her head. "You can have Franklin and the whole area around it as a

thriving productive resource and an affluent market, or you can have it in ruins,” she said.
"G ven the choice, which would you prefer? Well, it's not as if we didn't have the choice, is it?
W have."
"A nice sentinent, | agree," Kalens said. "But they still should be taught some manners."
Wellesley raised a hand a fraction. "Be careful you don't allowthis to get too personal
Howard," he cautioned. "I know you had an enbarrassing time yesterday, and |I'm not condoning their

attitude, but all the same we have to---" He broke off as he noticed that Sterm the Deputy
Director, was sitting forward to say sonething, which was a sufficiently rare event to warrant
attention. ,''Yes, Matt?" The others | ooked toward Sterm curi ously.

Sterm brought his fingers together in front of his face-a noble face whose proud, Roman-
enperor features crowned by laurels of curly hair conbed fiat and forward conceal ed an underlying
harshness of line fromall but the nobst discerning--and stared at the center of the table with
| arge, liquid-brown, unfathomable eyes. "It would be foolish to act inmpulsively nmerely to appease
our shorter termfeelings,” he said. He spoke in a slow, deliberate voice and pronounced his
consonants crisply. "W should proceed to nove down to Franklin and to assert ourselves quietly
but firmy, without nelodranatics. By their own actions the Chironi ans have shown t hensel ves
i ncapabl e of assunming responsibility and unworthy of anything greater than second-class status.
Their | eaders have abdi cated any role they m ght have gained for thenmselves in the future
adm nistration, and they will be in no position to set ternms or demand favors when they reenerge.”
He paused, and then turned his eyes to Howard Kalens. "It will take |onger, but this way the
manners that they learn will prove to be far nore lasting. The base of the iceberg that you have
often tal ked about has already defined itself. If you |look at the potential situation in the right
way, some patience now could save far nore tine and effort later."

The di scussion continued through the neal, and in the end it was agreed: C earance would be
given for the civilians and a token military unit to begin noving down to Franklin

"I still don't like it," Borftein grunbled to Kalens after the neeting was over. "The way |
see it, what we're trying to do is provoke an official acknow edgnent from these bl oody Chironians
that we exist at all. If I had ny way, |I'd soon show t hem whether we exist or not."

"I"'mnot sure that | agree as much as | thought," Kalens told him "Sterm may have a point. W
should try it his way to begin with at least. W don't have to stick with the plan indefinitely."

"I don't like the idea of a limted mlitary presence down there," Borftein said. "W're
trusting the Chironians too nuch. | still say they could have strength that they're not show ng
yet. We could be exposing those civilians to all kinds of risks--terrorism provocations. Wuat if
they get hit by surprise? |I've seen it all before."

"Then you' d have all the justification you need to crack down hard, wouldn't you,
answer ed.

Borftein thought about the remark for a-few seconds. "Do you think that could be what Sterm s
hoping for?" H's tone betrayed that the thought hadn't registered fully until then

"I"'mnot sure," Kalens replied distantly. Trying to elucidate Sterms notives is akin to
peel ing an onion. But when you think it through, if there's no resistance, we win autonatically,
and if there is, then the Chironians will be forced to nmake the first noves, which gives us both a
free hand to respond and a clear-cut justification that will satisfy our own people . . . which'
is doubly inmportant with the elections conming up. So really you have to agree, John, the schene
does have considerable nerit."

Kal ens

CHAPTER THI RTEEN

BERNARD FALLOAS ROLLED back a cuff of his shirt that had started to work itself |oose and stood
back to survey the naster bedroomof the famly's new tenporary apartnent, situated near the
shuttl e base on the outskirts of Franklin. The unit was one of a hundred or so set in clusters of
four amid palmlike trees and secluding curtains of foliage which afforded a confortabl e neasure
of privacy without inflicting isolation. The conplex was virtually a self-contained community, and
was known as Cordova Village. It included a | arge, clover-shaped, open-air pool and an indoor one
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by the gymasi um and sports enclosure; a restaurant and bar adjoi ned a spaci ous public |ounge that
doubl ed as a gane room for recreation a |laboratory, a workshop, and art studios, all fully

equi pped; and an assortnent of nusical instrunents. Froma termnal below the main building, cars
running in tubes and propelled by linear induction left for the center of Franklin in one
direction, and for the shuttle base and points along the Mandel Peninsula in the other

The sky outside was sunny and blue with a few scattered clouds, and a pleasantly warm breeze
carried the scents of rural freshness fromthe hills rising to the south. Fallows still wasn't
fully accustonmed to the notion that it was all real and not just a simulation projected fromthe
roof of the Grand Canyon nodule, or that the lowroars intermttently comng in through the opened
wi ndow of the living roomdownstairs were fromshuttles ferrying up and down to what was now
another realm He allowed his nmind to distract itself with the final chores of noving while it
completed its process of readjustnent.

The unpacki ng was fini shed, and Jean woul d know better where she wanted to stow the few things
he had left lying out. The nove had gone very quickly and snmoothly, mainly because the Chironians
had even furni shed the place--fight dowmn to the towels and the bed |inen, which had nmeant that the
Fai | owses could | eave nbst of their own things in storage at the base until sonething nore
per manent was wor ked out.

What had surprised himeven nore was the quality of everything they had provided. The cl osets,
drawers, and vanity that forned one wall of the roomby the entrance to the bathroom were ol d-
fashioned in style, but built fromreal, fine-grained wood, expertly carved. The doors 'and
drawers fitted perfectly and noved to the touch of a finger. The fabrics and drapes were soft and
intricately woven rather than having been patterned by | aser inpregnation; the carpets were of an
organi ¢ self-cleaning, self regenerating fiber that felt |ike twentieth-century Wlton or
Axminster; the bathroomfittings were nolded froma nmetallic glazed crystal that glowed with a
faint internal fluorescence; the heating and environmental system were noiseless. On Earth the
pl ace woul d have cost a hundred thousand at |east, he reflected. He wasn't sure if the Chironians

still owned the conplex and had leased it to the Mssion for some' period, or what, but the letter
fromMerrick assigning himto quarters allocated on the surface hadn't nmentioned rental paynents.
In his eagerness to get down fromthe Mayflower II, Fallows, after sone nonents of hesitation, had

deci ded not to ask.

He humed softly to hinself and sauntered along the hallway to look into the roomthat Jay had
pi cked for hinself. Jay's cases and boxes were still lying in an untidy pile that stretched al ong
one wall beneath a litter of books, charts, tools, and a heap of mirrors and optical conponents
scrounged fromJerry Pernak a nmonth or so previously for a hol ographic nmicroscope that Jay said he
was going to nake. The carcass of a stripped-down industrial process control conputer was |ying on
the floor by the bed, along with nore boxes, an Arny battle hel met and ammunition belt--both
souvenirs of Jay's mandatory cadet, training on the Mayflower Il and assorted junk froma nmedi um
duty fluid clutch assenbly, the intended purpose of which was a conplete nystery, Jay hinself had
di sappeared early on to go off exploring. Bernard shrugged to hinself. If Jay wonted to | eave the
work until the end of the day when he would be tired, that was his business.

"Bernie, this is too nuch!" Jean's voice cane up fromthe | ounge area below. "I'm never going
to get used to this." Bernard sniled to hinself and left Jay's roomto enter the open el evator
cubicle by the top of the curving stairway. Seconds |ater he wal ked out again and into the | ounge.
John was standing in the center of the floor between the dining roomand the area of sunken floor
before the king-size wall screen that forned a confortable enclave surrounded by a sofa, two |arge
arnchairs, and a revolving case of shelves half recessed into the wall; a coffee table of dark-
tinted glass forned its centerpiece. She gestured hel plessly. "Wiat are we ever going to do with
all this space? You know, |'mreally beginning to think |I nmight end up devel opi ng agoraphobi a. "

Bernard grinned. "It takes sonme getting used to, doesn't it? | think we've been shut up in a
spaceship for so long that we've forgotten what on-planet life was like."

"Was it ever like this? | certainly don't remenber."

"Perhaps not quite, but that was twenty years ago, renenber. Tines change, | guess."

Mari e, who had been exploring the house, energed fromthe el evator. "The basenent is huge!"
she told them "There are all kinds of roons down there, and | don't know what they're for.
could have nmy own roomto draw things in. And did you know there's anot her door down there that
| eads out to a tunnel? | think it mght go through to where the .cab stops because it's got a
thing |i ke a conveyer running along next to it. Perhaps we needn't have carried all those things
over and in through the front door at all™

"I said you were in too nuch of a hurry," Jean said to Bernard. "Just think, all that work for
not hi ng. W should have waited a bit |onger for those Chironians to get round to us."

Bernard shrugged. "Wat the hell? It's done now. W needed the exercise."
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Mari e wal ked across the roomend gazed at the large screen. "Does this work?" she asked.

"I don't know. W haven't tried it yet," Bernard answered. He raised his voice a fraction
"Anybody hone? What do we have to do to get a conputer in this place?" No response.

"There nust be a master panel or sonething sonmewhere," Jean said, |ooking around. "How about
that?" She tripped down the two shallow steps into the sunken section of the floor, sat down at
one end of the sofa, end lifted a portable flat screen display/touchpanel froma side-pedestal
After experinmenting for perhaps ten seconds and watching the responses, she said, "That night do
it. Try again."

"Is there a conputer in the house?" Bernard called out. "At your service," a voice replied from
the direction of the screen. "I answer to Jeeves, unless you wont to {sake it sonething
different." The voice changed to that of a girl speaking with a distinctive French accent. "Une
petite francai se, possiblenment?" Then it switched to a guttural nmale--"Karl, ze Bavarian butler
maybe?"--to snooth tones---"Or perhaps sonething frightfully English m ght nmeet nore with your
approval ?"--and finally back to its original Amrerican. "All planetary comunications and dat abase
facilities at your disposal--public, domestic, educational, professional, end personal

i nfornmati on storage, conputation, entertainnent~ instruction, tuition, reference, trave
arrangenents, acconmopdations, services, goods, end resources, secretarial assistance, and

consul tancy. You nane it, | can handle it or put you in touch with the right people.”

Bernard rai sed his eyebrows. "Well, hello, Jeeves. How about all that? | guess ,you'd better
stay who you are for the tinme being. How about giving us a rundown on this place for a start? For
i nstance, how do you..."

Jean | ooked away as she heard the front door open. A few seconds later Jay arrived. He had a
br and- new | ooki ng backpack slung across one shoul der end was carrying a franmed painting of an icy,
nmount ai nous | andscape with a background of stormy sky under one arm H s expression was vaguely
per pl exed.

"Jay!" Jean exclained. "Did you find anywhere nice? -Wat are those things?"

"Ch." Jay set the painting down by the wall and frowned at it as if he had just noticed it for
the first tine. "I thought that m ght look nice in my room"” He unslung the backpack and fished
inside the flap, which he hadn't bothered to fasten. "I bunped into a couple of guys from school
and we t hought naybe we'd get out and see sone of the country with sone Chironians we net. There's
a lot nmore of it around here than inside the GC nodule. So | got these." He produced a pair of
t hi ck-sol ed boots, a hooded parka nade froma thick, bright red, windproof material with a storm
flap that closed over the front zipper, a pair of gloves with detachable insulating inners, sone
heavy socks, and a hat that could unfold to cover the ears. "W were thinking of going to the
nmount ai ns across the sea," he explained. "You can get there in a flyer fromFranklin in about
twenty mnutes.”

Jean took the boots and turned them over in her hands. Then she picked up the parks,

unfolded it, and studied it in silence for a couple of seconds. "But . . . these are good, Jay,"
she said. A concerned expression spread over her face. "Were . . . how did you get then? |
mean... what's all this going to cost?"

Jay | ooked unconfortable and massaged the top of his forehead with his fingers. "I know you're

not going to believe this, M," he said. "But they're not going to cost anything. Nothing seens to
cost anything. | don't understand it either, but--"-

"Ch, Jay, don't be silly. Come on now-tell nme where all this came from"

"Real | y--you just walk in and help yourself. That's how they do things here... for
everyt hing."

"What's the probl en?" Bernard, who had finished talking to Jeeves for the tine being, cane
over to them Marie followed cl ose behind.

Jean | ooked at himwith a worried face. "Jay's cone back with all these things, and he's trying to
say he got themall for nothing. He's claining that anyone can just help thenselves. |'ve never
heard such nonsense."

Bernard gave Jay a stern look. "You don't expect us to believe that, surely. Now, tell us
where this stuff came from | want the truth. If you' ve been up to sonmething, I'll be willing to
wite it off as nothing nore than planet fall getting to your head. Now-are you sure there isn't
sonmet hing you want to tell us?"

"Everything |I've said is true," Jay insisted. "There's this big kinds market in town. It's got
just about everything, and you just walk in and take what you want. W got talking to some
Chironi ans, and they showed us what you do. | don't understand it either, but that's how things
wor k here."

"Ch, Jay," Jean groaned. "They were probably taking you for a ride to gets laugh out of it. At
your age, you shoul d know better."
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"They weren't," Jay protested. "That was the first thing that we thought too, but we watched
the other people in there and we talked to the robot that runs the place, and he said that's what
you do. They've got fusion plants and big, automatic factories down underground that produce
everyt hing anybody could want, and it's all so cheap to nmake everything that nobody bothers

charging . . . or sonething like that. | can't figure it out."
"I's this the truth?" Bernard asked uncertainly with a strong note of suspicion in his voice.
"Of course it is.', Jay sighed wearily. "I wouldn't just walk in with it [ike this if 1'd

stolen it or sonething, would 17"
"I bet he did," Marie declared.
"Thanks a lot," Jay said.

"I want to see this place. Is there any reason why you couldn't take ne back there right now?"

Jay sighed again. "I guess not. Let's go. It's one stop along the nmaglev line."

"Can we go too?" Marie asked, evidently having forgotten her previous convictions. "I want to
gets lots of things."
"Ch, let your father go with Jay, dear,"
see it tonorrow "

"Don't you want to cone al ong?" Bernard asked Jean. "It would get you out and give you a
break."

-Jean shook her head and indicated Marie surreptitiously with her eyes. "It would be best if
you went on your own. W've got plenty to do here." Marie made a face but stayed quiet.

Bernard nodded. "Okay. W'll see you later then. Maybe you'd better |eave that stuff here for
now, Jay. If things turn out to be not quite the way you said, it mght be a good idea not to go
carrying it around."

Jean said. "You can help nme finish up here. W can go and

Bernard's first, fleeting inpressions of Franklin fromthe streaking magl ev car were of a
hopel essly junbl ed-up clutter of a town. Unlike the neat and orderly nodels of urban planning that
had repl aced the heaps of Anerican rubble during the recovery after the Lean Years--w th business,
entertai nnent, industrial, and residential sectors segregated by green belts and tidy
| andscul pting--everything in Franklin seened to be intermingled with no discernible rhyne or
reason. Buildings, towers, houses, and unidentifiable constructions of all shapes, sizes, and
col ors were packed together, overlapping and fusing in sone places while giving way to clunps of
greenery and trees in others. The whole resulted in a patchwork quilt that |ooked like a nixture
of old New York flattened out sonewhat and niniaturized--Paris, and Hong Kong harbor. In one place
a canal flanked by an elevated railroad seened to cut right through a conpl ex that could have been
a school or a hospital; in another, the steps of an inmposing building with a dignified frontage
led directly down to a swiming pool in the center of a large, grassy square surrounded by trees
and a confusion of hones and shops. A river opened up as the car crossed through a suspended
section of tube, giving a glinpse of a-few yachts drifting lazily here and there, a coupl e of
| arger ships noored | ower down where the nouth w dened agai nst a background of open 'sea, and
numer ous personal flying vehicles buzzing to and fro overhead; a scene of robot cranes and
eart hnovers excavating a site on the far bank canme and went, and then the car plunged into the
| ower levels of the netropolis ahead and began slowing as it approached its destination

"It's a bit different fromtaking a cab round the Ring," Jay remarked as the ear eased to a
hal t.
"You can say that again," Bernard agreed.
"I's this what the cities back on Earth were |ike?"

"Well . . . sone of them a long tine ago, nmaybe. But not nodern ones."
The "market," as Jay had described it, was situated several |evels above the terninal. To get
to it they used a series of escalators. A lot of people were nmlling about,

dressed in all nmanner of styles and colors and reflecting the various races of Earth in nore
or |less even proportions, which was to be expected since the genetic codes carried by the Kuan-yin
had conprised a bal anced nmi x of types. Children and young people were everywhere, and humanoid
robots seened to be part of the scheme of things. The robots intrigued Bernard; such creatures
were not unknown on Earth, but they had tended to be restricted to experinents in research | abs as
technol ogical curiosities since, functionally, they didn't really make a | ot of sense. Presumably
the Chironian robots had been devel oped fromthe nmachines that had raised the first Chironians,
whi ch had- been designed not in the formof tin men at all, but to suit their purpose--as warm
bodi ed, soft surfaced tenders. So conceivably the notion of nachi nes as conpani ons had becone a
per manent feature of Chironian life that could be traced back to the earliest days. The designs
had | ater been changed to suit the whins and preferences of the children after natural parents
appeared on the scene to satisfy their nore basic physiol ogi cal and psychol ogi cal needs. To his
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surprise Bernard found hinsel f thinking that the rel ationship between man and hunanoi d nmachi ne
m ght have been quite warm and in some way charming; certainly he could see no evidence~ of the
cold and sinister state of affairs that Jean had pictured
The at nobsphere generally was cheerful enough: entertainnents, what appeared to be business
preni ses, a few bars and eating places, an art exhibition, and, incongruously, a troupe of clowns
performng, md-corridor, to a delighted audience. In one place a collection of dressnaking
machi nery was at work behind a w ndow, whether for production or, as a denonstration of sone kind
was i nmpossible to tell
Bernard noticed several young girls who couldn't have been nuch nore than Marie's age

wheel ing or carrying babies, before he registered with a jolt that the babies were probably their
own. Mxed with the shock of the realization cane a twinge of relief that he had | eft |ean and
Mari e at hone. Explaining this was going to require sone delicate handling. And the way Jay was
eyeing the Chironian girls Spelled nore trouble in store farther along the line. In some ways,
| ooki ng back, the sinple and orderly pattern of life aboard the Mayflower Il had had its
advant ages, he was beginning to realize.

At the top of the | ast escalator, Jay led the way toward a large' entrance set a short
di stance back fromthe main concourse. Above it was a sign that read: MANDEL BAY MERCHANDI SE,
FRANKLI N CENTER QUTLET. In the recessed area outside, a small crowd was |istening appreciatively
to a string quartet playing a piece that Bernard recogni zed ' as Beet hoven. Suddenly, for a nonent,
Earth seemed | ess far away. Three of the Chironians--a Chi nese-|ooking youth wearing a |ine-green
coat, a tall Negro with a small beard and wearing a dark jacket with shirt and necktie, and a bl ue-
eyed, fair-haired, Caucasian in shirt-sleeves-recogni zed Jay, detached thenselves fromthe
audi ence, and cane over. Jay introduced them as Chang, Rastus, and Mirphy, which confused Bernard
because Murphy was the Chinese, Chang the black, and Rastus the white. Bernard had sone nisgivings
to start with, but they |ooked decent enough; and if they had been listening to Beethoven, he
deci ded, they couldn't be too bad. He gl anced over his shoul der instinctively before renenbering
that the Mayfl ower//was twenty thousand miles away, realized that he could afford to | oosen up a
little, and said, "I, er... | see you guys seemto |ike rnusic,"” which was the best he could cone
up with on the spur of the nonent.

"That's one of ny sisters playing the cello,"” Mirphy informed him (Was it? Ch, yes--the
Chi nese was Murphy.) Bernard | ooked over at the quartet. The cello
pl ayer was olive-skinned with Mediterranean features. "Ch... she's very good," Bernard said.

Mur phy | ooked pl eased. "Don't you think it has a fine U tone? It's one of Chang's. He makes
them"
"Very,' Bernard agreed. He didn't really have a clue. "These are the guys | was telling you
about," lay said. "The ones who are with the group that's going to the nmountains."

"You'd be welcone to cone too if you want," Rastus said.

Bernard managed a weak smile. "That's a nice thought, but |1've got a job to do. W're stil
going to be busy for a while. Thanks anyway." He thought for a few seconds. "I hope you're not
pl anni ng anything too tough out them | nean, Jay hasn't exactly had a |lot of practice at. that
kind of thing. He's never even seen a planet before." lay wi nced under his breath and | ooked away.

Chang | aughed. "It's okay. W won't be going very high, and it'll be nore wal ki ng t han
anything el se. There won't be anything nore risky than nmaybe a few daskrends show ng up."
"You can use a gun,. can't you, Jay?" Mirphy asked. "Well, yes, but...' Jay |ooked taken aback

"W shoul d have nmentioned it," Mirphy said. "Bring one along. A forty-five or sonmething |like
that woul d be best, if you' ve got one.”

"WAit a minute, wait a mnute,"” Bernard interrupted, raising a hand in alarm "Just what the
hell is this7 Wiat's a das?--"

"Daskrend,' Mirphy supplied. "Oh, they're a kind of wolf but bigger, and they've got poison
fangs. But they're pretty dunb and no big deal to handle. You sonetines find them higher up in the
foothills across the Medichironian, but nmostly they live on the other side of the Barrier Range."

"We're going to have to talk about this, Jay." Bernard s voice was very serious. "l was
teasing, really,"” Murphy said. "Wth a flyer up overhead, there's no way they'd be likely to get
near anybody. But it's custonmary to go arned when you're not in places like Franklin... just in

case."

-"Maybe we shouldn't rush things too nuch," Bernard suggested. He | ooked at lay: "You may want
to give yourself time to acclimatize before you get into something like this." H s tone said that
he was being tactful in his phrasing; lay wasn't going. For the nonent, at least, lay didn't fee
inclined to argue too nuch.

"I't's up to you. Just let us how, " Mirphy said and dism ssed the subject with a slight shrug
"So, have you cone back for something el se?"

file:/lIF|/rah/James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20Voyage%20from%20Y esteryear.txt (47 of 143) [1/19/03 5:19:45 PM]



file:///F|/rah/ James%20P.%20Hogan/Hogan,%20James%20P%20-%20V oy age%620from%20Y esteryear.txt

"No. My father just wants to see the gore."
"Want to come with us?" Bernard invited.

"Sure," Mirphy accepted, and they all began wal king. On the way, |ay explained the problemto
his three friends.

Inside, a large hail of counters and shelves displayed all manner of products fromelectronic
devices and scientific instrunents at one end to rai nwear and sports equiprment at the other. As
they entered, a self-propelled cart detached itself froma |ine near the door and trundled along a
few feet behind them at the sane tine announci ng, "Wl come to Mandel Bay Merchandise. Did you
ever think of laying out your own garden and tending it manually? It's good open-air exercise,
very relaxing, and ideal for turning those things over in your mnd that you've been neaning to
think about... as well as the soil, he-he! W have a special offer of the nost expertly crafted
and finished hand tools you' ve ever seen, every one with "

"Go away," Chang told it. "We're just |ooking today." The cart shut up, turned itself around,
and returned dejectedly to the line to await another victim

Bernard stopped, frowned, and | ooked around. The store was noderately busy; people strolled
about exam ning things rather than acquiring very nmuch. An exception was a couple on the far side
whom he recogni zed as Terns fromthe Mayflower |1, conspicuous for the three carts trailing them
in convoy and | oaded with everything inmagi nable. The couple were | ower-echel on office workers, and
Bernard acknow edged their presence fromafar with a faint nod.

"I suppose all this seens a bit strange to you folks," Rastus noted. "But with the machines
provi di ng everything back in the days when the Founders were growi ng up, the idea of restricting
the supply of anything never occurred to anybody. There wasn't any reason to. W've carried on

that way ever since. You'll get used to it."

"But . . . you can't hope to run a whole planet like that," Bernard protested after a few
seconds' astonishrment. "I nean, | know that right now your productivity nmust be enornous conpared
to your popul ation, but the population is growing fast. You' ve got to start thinking about some
kind of . . . systemto regulate things. Your resources are only finite."

Rast us | ooked puzzled. 'There's a whole gal axy out there, and a few billion nore beyond that,"”
he said. "It'Il take a long tine for it to get crowded. Europe used to run on wood and that was
finite, but nobody worries about it today because they're into snmarter things." He shrugged. "It's

the sane with everything else. The human mind is an infinite resource, and that's all you need."

Bernard shook his head and gestured in the direction of the couple fromthe Mayflower H, who
were glancing furtively around themwhile a handling nachine by the exit unloaded their carts onto
a conveyer that looked as if it" fed down to the I evel below "But |ook what's happening," he
said. "How |l ong can you keep up with that kind of thing? Wat happens when everyone starts acting
l'i ke that?"

"Why shoul d they?" Chang asked. He | ooked across at the couple curiously. "I was wondering
what they want with all that stuff. Anyone would think it's about to run out."
"For the status," lay said. Chang | ooked at himblankly. "It's okay," Rastus said. "As long as
they pay for it."

"That's my whole point," Bernard told them "They're

not paying for it--not a cent's worth of any of it." "They will," Rastus replied. "How?" Rastus
| ooked mildly surprised. "They'll find a way," he said.

Just then Jerry Pernak cane around a conmer acconpani ed by his fiancé, Eve Verritty, and two
nmore Chironians. A cart was following themwi th a few odds and ends inside. He gaped at Bernard
and Jay in surprise, then grinned. "Hey! So Jay dragged you out to see the sights, eh? Hello, Jay.
Started making friends al ready?" Introductions were exchanged with smles and handshakes. The two
new Chironians were Sal, a short, curly-headed bl onde who pursued research in physics at a
university not far from Franklin, and Abdul, a carpenter and al so one of the Founders, who |ived
in a nore secluded area inland and | ooked Eski nb. Abdul's grandson, he infornmed them proudly, had
hand- carved the original designs fromwhich the prograns for producing the interior wood fittings
used at Cordova Vill age had been encoded. He was delighted when Bemard praised their quality and
pronmised to tell his grandson what the Terran had said.

"And how about this?" Pernak said. "Sal says the university's crying out for sonebody with a
background in nonlinear phase-space dynam cs and particle theory.. She as good as said | could get
a job there, and that a job like that pays tops around here. What do you think of that for a
br eak?"

Bernard gave a pained smile. "It sounds good," he agreed. "But the Directorate m ght have a
few things to say."

"I know, but | figured rd go take a 160k at the place anyhow out of curiosity. That can't do
any harm Later on, well... nmaybe anything could happen."
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"How are they going -to pay you?" Jay asked.
"W haven't tal ked about that yet," Pernak told him

"That's a personal question, Jay," Bernard cautioned. "Anyhow, it's early yet."

"Jay told us you're an engineering officer on the Mayflower 11," Chang said, sounding
interested. "A specialist in fusion processes.”

"That's right." Bernard was surprised and felt a little flattered. "I help look after the
main drive systens."

"W coul d probably arrange a visit for you too," Chang offered. "There's a |l arge fusion
conpl ex along the coast that supplies power and all kinds of industrial materials for nost~ of

Franklin. Another one's due to be built soon, and they'||l be needing people too. | could arrange
for you to go and see it, ff you think you'd be interested."

It was interesting, certainly. "Well.. . maybe," Bernard replied guardedly. "Wio do you know
t here?"

"I'"ve got a friend whose nother works nost of her time there. Her nane's Kathy
"And that would be enough to fix sonething?"

"Sure," Chang said confidently. "I'Il give you a call when |'ve talked to Adam He's the
friend. Wuld Jay like to go too."?

Bernard hadn't really thought of that. He saw Jay noddi ng vi gorously, and tossed up his hands.
"Way not? :If
you're sure it's okay, then thanks ... thanks a lot." "No problem" Chang told him

Eve | ooked at' the car, which was waiting patiently, and then back at Pernak. "W're through
really,' she said. "Shall we carry on and see the town?"

"Let's do that," Pernak agreed. "I'lIl take the things." 'They can go on the naglev on their own,"
Murphy informed them "The handler at the village ternminal will route themthrough. You pick them
up by the elevator in your basenment. \What's your nunber there?"

"Ni nety-seven,' Pernak replied. He | ooked at Eve and shook his head.

"That's all,"” Miurphy said, addressing the cart. "N nety-seven, Cordova Village. On your way."

"One second,” a voice said frombehind them They |ooked round to find a Chironian robot
winking its lights at them It was a short, rounded type, which nade it | oose tubby. "You haven't
taken any of our special-offer hand gardening tools. Do you want to grow fat and ol d before your
tinme? Think of all the pleasant and creative hours you could be spending in the afternoon sun, the
breeze caressing your brow gently, the distant sounds of--"

"Aw, cut it out, Hoover," Rastus told the robot. "These people have only just arrived. They've
got nore than enough to do." He | ooked at the Terrans. 'This is Hoover. He runs the place. Don't
pay too much attention or you'll end up buried in junk up to your eyes."

"Junk?!" Hoover's lights blazed crinson in unison. "Wat do you nean, funk? I'll have you
know, young nman, that we stock the finest quality and the w dest selection on the Peninsula. And
we do it with the smallest inventory overhead and the fewest out-of-stock problens of any
est abl i shment of conparable size. Junk indeed! Have you troubled to inspect our--"

"Ckay, okay, Hoover." Rastus held up an apol ogetic hand. "You know | didn't nmean it. You do a
great job here. And the displays today are very artistic."

"Thank you, and my conplinents to you, sir." Hoover acknow edged in a suddenly nore agreeabl e
voice. "I hope you all enjoyed your visit and that we'll see you here again soon." The cart rolled
away to deliver its load to the handling nmachi ne. Hoover escorted the group back to the entrance
"Now, next week we're expecting a consignment of absolutely first-class--"

"Lay off, Hoover," Chang said wearily. "We' |l check it out through the net. Okay, maybe we'll
see you next week."

In the corridor, the quartet had shifted to Mbzart. "Have the robots been kept on as a kind of
tradition?" Bernard asked.

"The kids Iike having them around,"” Sal confirnmed. "And to be honest, | suppose we do too.
We've all grown up with them™
"I can renenber the one that first taught me to talk," Abdul said. "It's still operating

today, up there on the Kuan-yin. But the ones you see today have changed a lot."

They came out into the open air for the first tine and paused to take in their first view at
close quarters of Franklin's chaotic but sonehow honey center. "And what about all this?" Eve
asked. "Does it go back to the first days too?"

"Yes," 'Sal replied. "Forty years ago this was just a few dones and a shuttle port. The main
base that you canme in through was only built about ten years ago. Back in the early days, the
Founders started changi ng the designs that had been programred into the Kuan-yin's conputers, and
the machines did their best to conply." She sighed. "And this is what it ended up |ike. W could
change it, of course, but nobst people seemto prefer it the way they've always known it. There
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"were sone ghastly mistakes at tines, but at least it taught us to think things through properly
early onin 'life. The other towns farther out are all nore recent and a lot tidier, but they're
all different in their own ways."

"You woul dn't believe sone of the things | can renenber," Abdul grunted as they began wal ki ng

again. "Darned nachines... always did just what we told '"em For a tinme we thought they were
pretty stupid; but it turned out it
was us." -

"How ol d were you then?" Eve asked curiously.

"Ch, | don't know... four, five, naybe. | used to like all the lights and the life here, but
it gets to be too hectic after a while. Now | prefer the hills. "It's mainly the youngsters who
live right inside Franklin these days, but sonme of the Founders are still here."

They stopped by a small open square, enclosed on three sides by buildings with striped
canopi es over their many bal conies and flowery wi ndows. A preacher fromthe Muyflower 11,
evidently anxious to nmake up for twenty years of lost time, was bel aboring a m xed audi ence of
Chironians fromthe corner of a raised wall surrounding a bank of shrubbery. He seened especially
i ncensed by the evidence of adol escent parenthood around him existing and visibly imrnent. The
Chi roni ans appeared curious but skeptical. Certainly there were no signs of any viol ent
evangel i cal revivals about to take place, or of dramatic instant conversions anong the |isteners.

"It seens irrational to nme to argue one way or another about things there's no evidence for,"
a boy of about four' teen remarked. "You can nake up anything you want if there's no way of
testing whether it's true or not, so what's the point?"

"We nust have faith/" the preacher roared, his eyes wide with fervor

"Why?" a girl in a pink jacket asked.
"Because the Book tells us we nust."
"How do you know it's right?"

"There are sone things which we nust accept" the preacher thundered.

"That's my point," the boy told him "The facts aren't going to be changed, no matter how
strongly you want to believe they're different, and no nater how nany people you persuade to agree
with you, are they? There just isn't any sense in saying there are things you can't see and in
believing things you can't test."

The preacher wheel ed round and fixed himwith an intimdating glare that failed to intinidate.
"Do you believe in atons?"

"Sure. Who doesn't?"

"Aha!" The preacher made an appealing gesture to the audience. "lIs there any difference, ny
friends? Can we see atons? |Is this not arrogant insolence?" He | ooked back at the boy and jabbed
an accusing finger at him 'Do you claimto have seen atons? Tell us that you have, and | wll say
that you lie/" Another appealing flourish. "And is this therefore not faith any the | ess, and yet
this person proclained to have no need of faith. Does he not, therefore, contradict hinself before
us?"

"Your conparison is quite invalid,” a girl who was with the boy pointed out. "There are anple
reasons, verified by universally corroborated experinental results, for postulating that entities
possessing the properties ascribed to atons do indeed exist. Wiether or not they are detectable by
lhe senses directly is inmmterial. Were are your conparabl e data?"

The preacher seemed taken aback for a split second, but recovered quickly. "The world around

us," he bellowed, throwing his arnms wide. "Is it not there? Do | not see it? Wo created it? Tell
us. Is that not evidence enough?”
"No," the boy answered after a nmonent's reflection. "I could say fairies nake the flowers up

there grow, but the fact that the flowers are growing wouldn't prove that the fairies exist, would
it?"

"To assune the proposition as a premise is not to prove it," the girl explained, |ooking up at
the preacher. "Your argunent, |'mafraid, is conpletely circular."

The party of Terrans and Chironi ans noved on and | eft the audience to the expl osive tirade
that followed. "Those were hardly nore than children," Eve Verritty nurnured.
"You seem surprised," Rastus said to Bernard.

"Those kids," Bernard replied, gesturing behind them "There are sone pretty sharp nmi nds anong
them Is everyone here |ike that?"

"OfF course not," Rastus said. "But everyone val ues what they have. | said the mnd was an
infinite resource, but only if you don't squander it. Don't you think that nmakes an interesting
par adox?"

CHAPTER FOURTEEN
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STILL NO OVERTURE cane fromthe Chironian | eaders. The Chironian who seenmed to direct a | ot of
what went on at Canaveral, the nmain shuttle base outside Franklin, stated that he didn't report

uni quely to any individual or organization that approved his actions or gave himdirections. So
who told himhow the place was to be run? It depended. He originated requests for things |ike

equi prent and new constructi ons because he knew what the base needed. How did he know? Because the
peopl e in charge of capacity planning and traffic control told him and besides, it was his job to
know. On the other hand, the conpanies that built the shuttles and ot her hardware worked out the
techni cal specifications because that was their business, and the custoners took care between them
of the priorities of the nmissions to be flown fromthe base. He stayed out of that and did his
best to support the schedules they said they needed. So ultinmately, who was in charge? Wwo told
whomto do what, and who did it? It depended. Nothing made any sense.

Fol lowing a directive fromWl|esley, Howard Kal ens instructed Anery Farnhill to open an
enbassy in a small building at Canaveral which the Chironians obligingly agreed to vacate, having
been about to nove into |arger prem ses el sewhere anyway. The intention was to provide a foca
poi nt that the Chironians would recognize and respond to for opening di pl omatic channels.
Unfortunately, the natives paid no attention to it, and after two days of sitting at his desk with
nothing to do, Avery Farnhill pleaded with Kalens for approval to send out snatch squads fromhis
contingent of SD guards to bring in likely candidates to talk to him Kalens could only partly
concur since he was under strict instructions fromWllesley. "If you can persuade them then do
it," he replied over the conmunications link fromthe Mayflower IL "A cal cul ated degree of
intimdation is acceptable, but on no account are they to use force. | don't like it either
Avery, but I'mafraid we'll have to live with the plan for the time being."

"Hey, you. Stop." The nmgjor in command of the four SD troopers sent to scout out the center of
Canaveral City --a residential and comercial suburb situated outside the base and merging into
one side of Franklin--addressed the Chironian whomthey had followed fromthe restaurant a few
yards back around the corner. He was well-dressed, in his mdthirties, and carrying an attach6
case. The Chironian ignored them and kept wal ki ng. Wereupon the naj or marched ahead to pl ant
hinmself firmy in the man's path. The Chironi an wal ked round hi mand eventually halted when the
troopers forned thenselves into an inpassable barrier on three sides. "You're coming to talk to
t he ambassador,"” the major infornmed him

"No, I'mnot. I'"'mgoing to talk about air-conditioning for
t he new passenger |ounge in the base. "Say 'sir' when you talk to ne."

"I'f you wish. Sir when you talk to ne." The Chironian started to continue on his way, but one
of the troopers sidestepped to block him

"What's your nane, boy?" The nmajor thrust his face close and narrowed his eyes nenacingly.
"None of your goddamm busi ness."

"Do you want us to have to drag you there?"
"Do you want to get out of here alive?"

The major's jaw quivered; his face colored. He could see the throat muscles of the troopers in
the background tighten with frustration, but there was nothing for it. He had his orders. "On your
way, " he growl ed. "And don't think you' ve been so |ucky," he warned as the Chironian wal ked away.
"We've got your face taped. There'll be a next tine."

Wth an effort, the SD najor bared his teeth and stretched his |ips back al nost to his ears.
"Excuse me, sir, ' but do you have a few m nutes you could spare?"

"What for?" The Chironian in the purple sweater and green shorts asked.

"Qur anmbassador would like to talk to you. It's not far
--just inside the base. "Wuat about?"

"Just a friendly chat . . . about your governnent, howit's organized, who's init . . . a
fewthings like that. It won't take long at all."

The Chironian rubbed his chin dubiously. "lI'"mnot at all sure that |I could be nmuch help.
Gover nment of what in particul ar?"
"The planet... Chiron. Wwo runs it?"

"Runs the planet? Cee... | don't know anything about that."
"Who tells you what to do?" "It depends." "On what?"

"On what |'mdoing." The Chironian | ooked apologetic. "I could talk to himabout the marine

bi ol ogy on the east coast of Artemia, putting roofs on houses, or Fermat's theorenms of nunber
theory," he offered. "Do you think he might be interested in anything |ike that?"

The maj or sighed wearily. "It doesn't matter. Forget it. Do you know anyone el se around here
we shoul d try aski ng?”
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"Not really. | guess you guys have got a tough job on your hands. If you want out, | know
sonme people along the river who could use help building boats. Have any of you ever done anything
i ke that?"

The major stared at himas if refusing to believe his ears. "Get outa here," he choked in a

weak voice. He shook his head incredulously, "Just . . . get the hell outa here, willya...'

"It's inpossible!™ Avery Farnhill protested to a full nmeeting of the Directorate in the
Mayflower I1's Government Center. "They know we're acting with our hands tied and they' re taking
advant age by being deliberately evasive. The only way we'll get anywhere is if you allow us to get
t ougher. "

Wl | esl ey shook his head firmy. "Not if you, re tal king about roughing up people in the
streets. It would undo everything we've achieved."

"What have we achi eved?" Borftein asked contenptuously.

"We have to do sonething," Marcia Quatrey insisted. "Even if it neans putting the whole town
under martial | law, sonme formof official recognition is inperative. This has gone on far too
long as it is."

Howar d Kal ens simered as he listened. Quatrey had changed her tune when the comercial | obby,
whose interests she represented, panicked at the prospect of having to conmpete in the insane
Chi roni an econom ¢ system The signals coning down the line had told her that she'd better get
sonet hi ng done about it and soon, if she wanted to see herself reinstated after the el ections,
which in turn neant that Kalens had better be seen to back her ease if he expected her support in
his bid for the Directorship.

"I dissociate nyself fromresponsibility for this fiasco entirely," he announced, giving
Wel |l esl ey an angry look. "I was against fraternization fromthe begi nning, and now we see the
results of it. W should have enforced strict segregation until proper relationships were
establ i shed. "

"I't wouldn't have worked," Wellesley countered. "We'd sinply have renai ned shut up behind a
fence, ignored, and |ooking ridiculous."

"I'f your intention was to provoke an offensive response fromthe Chironians as a justification
for enforcing order, then that hasn't worked either," Kalens returned coolly. "Now we mnust |ive
with the damage and consider our alternatives."

"What are you suggesting?" Wellesley was gripping the arnms of his chair as if about to rise to
his feet. "Wthdraw that accusation at once!"

"Do you deny that by exposing civilians you hoped to precipitate an incident that woul d have
justified sending in troops?"

Wl |l esley turned pale, and the veins stood out on his tenples. "I deny that! | also deny that
you urged segregation. My policy was to encourage their |eaders out into the open by a
denonstration of peaceful coexistence, and you went along with it. Wthdraw your statenent."

Kal ens | ooked at himcalmy for a few seconds, then nodded. "Very well. | withdraw the
statement and apol ogi ze. "
"Scribe", Wllesley said in a still angry voice to the conputer recording the proceedi ngs.

"Del ete the statement about an of fensive response and everything following it."

"Deleted,” the nmachine confirned. "Last line of entry reads: " shut up behind a fence,
i gnored, and |ooking ridiculous.""

The suggestion had served its purpose. Stemwas watching Kal ens curiously, and Marcia Quarrey
was | ooking across the table with new respect. Farnhill shuffled his feet unconfortably.

"So where do we go from here?" Borftein asked, returning to the subject in an effort to
def use the atnosphere

Sterm studied his fingers for a nonent and then | ooked up. "Were direct mlitary
intervention is inpractical or undesirable, control is usually exercised by restricting and
controlling the distribution of wealth," he said slowy. "Here, the traditional methods of
acconpl i shing that would be difficult, if not inpossible, to apply since the termcannot be
applied with its usual neaning. This society nust have its pressure points, nevertheless. It is an
advanced, high technology society; ultimately its wealth nmust derive fromits technical and
i ndustrial resources. That is where we should |ook for its vul nerable spots.”

A short silence fell while the neeting digested the observation. Kalens thought about the
fusion conmplex that Farnhill had | earned about in his largely unproductive talks with an
assortment of Chironians in Franklin. Kalens had sent Farnhill off to | earn what he could through
nore casual contact and conversation, after Borftein's sarcastic remark to the effect that the
Arny' s conpany of misfits seemed to be naking better progress with the natives than the diplonmats
were managi ng. "Yes.. . | know what you nean," Kal ens said, acknow edging Stermwi th a notion of
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his head. "As a natter of fact, we have already begun inquiries along those lines." He turned
toward Farnhill. "Amery, tell us again about that place along the coast."
"Port Norday?"

"Yes--sonme kind of industrial conplex, wasn't it?" "It's a centralized, fusion-based facility,
that provi des gen-
erating capacity for practically this whole area, and a great deal of materials via a variety of

i nt erdependent processes,"” Farnhill infornmed the neeting. "Primary nmetals and chem
icals are anong its mmjor products, as well as electricity.” "Who operates it?" Marcia Quarrey
asked.

Farnhill | ooked uneasy and seened a trifle awkward. "Well, as far as | could gather, a woman
known as Kath seens to be in charge of a lot of it . . . as nuch as anybody's in charge of
anything in this place. | haven't actually net her though."

'~That could be a good place to start,"” Kalens suggested to Wl l esley.

Vel | esl ey seened thoughtful. "I wonder if Leighton Merrick and his specialists could run a

place like that," he nused. After a few seconds, he added hastily, "Not imrediately, of course,
but at some tinme in the future, possibly, depending on circunstances. As insurance, it would
certainly pay us to know somet hing nore about it."

"I don't know," Farnhill said. "You'd have to ask Merrick about that."

"He ought to be given a chance to go and |ook at it," Borftein agreed with a nod. "Wat woul d
be the best way to arrange sonething |like that?"

Kal ens shrugged w thout |ooking up fromthe table. "Fromwhat | can see of the anarchy here,
we just phone themup and say we're coning."

"Perhaps we coul d propose a goodwi || exchange visit," Sterm suggested. "In return, we mght
offer to show some of their technical people selected parts of the Mayflower H A legitinmate cover
woul d be desirable.”

"It's a thought," Wl lesley agreed distantly. He cast his eyes round the table. "Does anybody
have a better idea?" Nobody did. "So let's get Merrick here and talk to him" Wllesley said. He
sat back and placed his hands on the edge of the table. "This would be a good tinme to break for
I unch. Scribe, adjourn the session here. W will reconvene in ninety mnutes. Contact Leighton
Merrick in Engineering, and have himjoin us then. Also ask himto bring with himtwo of his nore
capabl e officers. Advise ne at once if there are any difficulties. That's all."

"Acknowl edged, " the conputer replied.

CHAPTER FI FTEEN

MRS. GRAYFORD, THE pl unp, extravagantly dressed wife of Vice-Admiral Crawford, Slessor's second-in-
conmmand of the Mayflower H's crew, closed the box containing her new set of Chironian silver
cutlery and added it to the pile of boxes on the table by her chair. Anong other things the junble
i ncl uded some exquisite jewelry, an inlaid chest of miniature, satin-lined drawers to acconmpdate
them a set of matching animal scul ptures in sonething not unlike onyx, and a Chironian fur stole.
"Where we'll end up living, |'ve no idea, but I'msure these will enhance the surroundi ngs

wherever it is. Don't you think the silver is delightful? |I'd never have thought that such

unusual , nodern styling could have such a feel of antique quality, would you? | nust return to

that place the next time | go down to Franklin. Sone of the tableware there went with it

perfectly.”
"It's all very nice," Veronica agreed, getting up fromher chair in the large living room of
the Kal enses' Colunbia District hone. 'Tmsure you'll find sonewhere wonderful." Veronica had been

one of Celia's closest friends since the earliest days of the voyage. She had earned herself
sonet hi ng of a dubious reputation in some circles by not only joining the ranks of the few wonen
to have been divorced, but by staying that way, which for sonme reason that Celia had never quite
fat homed endeared Veronica to her all the nore as a conpani on and confi dante.

"They're priceless,” Celia conmented dryly from her chair. They had been, literally, but the
irony was |lost on Ms. Crawford. Veronica caught Celia's eye with a warning | ook

"They must be, nustn't they," Ms. Crawford agreed blissfully. She shook her head. "In sone
ways it seens alnost crinminal to take them but..." she sighed, "I'msure they'd just be wasted
otherwi se. After all, those people are obviously savages and! quite incapable of appreciating the
true value of anything." Celia's throat tightened, but she managed to remain quiet. Ms. Crayford
fussed with her pile of boxes. "Ch, dear, | wonder if | should |Ieave sonme of them here after al
and have them picked up later. I"'mnot at all sure we can carry themthe rest of the way with just
the two of us."
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"That would be quite all right," Celia said.

"We' || nanage," Veronica prom sed. 'They're nmore awkward than heavy. You worry too much.™”

Ms. Crayford glanced at the dock display on the roonmis conpanel. "Well then, | really nmust be
getting along. | did so enjoy the trip and the conpany. W nust do it again soon." She heaved
herself to her feet and | ooked around. "Now, where did | |eave ny coat?"

"I hung it in the hallway," Veronica said, getting up. She wal ked ahead and out the door while
Ms. Crayford waddl ed a few feet behind. "Don't bother bringing anything out, Celia," Veronica's
voi ce called back. '"I'lIl come back in for the things."

Celia sat and | ooked at the boxes, and wondered what it was about the whol e business that
upset her. It wasn't so nuch the spectacle of Ms. Crayford's mindl ess parading of an affl uence
that now neant nothing, she was sure, since she had known the wonan for enough years to have
expected as nuch. Surely it couldn't be because she herself had succunbed to the same tenptation
for that had been a conparatively ninor thing--a single, not very large, scul pture, and not one
that had included any precious netals or rare stones. She turned her head to gaze at the piece
agai n--she had placed it in the recess by the corner wi ndow-the heads of three children, two boys
and a girl, of perhaps ten or twelve, staring upward as if at sonmething terrifying but distant a
threat perceived but not yet threatening. But as well as the apprehension in their eyes, the
artist had captured a subtle suggestion of serenity and courage that was anything but childlike,
and had conbined it with the snmoothness of the faces to yield a strange wi stful ness that was both
captivating and haunting. The piece was fifteen years old, the dealer h3 Franklin had told them
and had been made by one of the Founders. Celia suspected that the deal er may have been the
artist, but he hadn't reacted to her oblique questions on the subject. Wre the expressions on
those faces affecting her for some reason? O did the artist's skill in working the grain around
the highlights to simulate illumination fromabove cause Celia to feel that she had debased a true
artistic acconplishment by allowing it to be included al ongsi de the others as just another itemto
be snatched at greedily and gl oated over?

Veroni ca canme back into the room and began picking up Ms. Crayford' s boxes. "It's all right.

You stay there, Celia. | can nanage." She saw the expression on Celia's face and smled. Her voice
dropped to a whisper. "I know -awf ul
isn't it. It's just a phase. She'll get over it. "I hope so," Celia murnured.

Veroni ca paused as she was about to turn toward the door. "I'm beginning to m ss being thrown

out in the nmiddle of the night. How s your handsome sergeant these days? You haven't finished with
hi m have you?"

Celia gave her a reproachful |ook. "Ch, come on... you know that was just a diversion.
haven't seen himfor a 'while now, but then, everyone has been so busy. Finished? Not really .
who knows?" She got the feeling that Veronica had not raised the subject nmerely through idle
curiosity. She was right.

"l've got one too," Veronica whispered, bringing her face

close to Celia's ear." "Wat?"
"A new | over. What do you think?".
"Anyone | know?"

Veronica had to bite her lip .to suppress the beginnings of a giggle,. "A Chironian."
Celia's eyes opened wide. "You're kidding!"

"I"'mnot. He's an architect . . . and gorgeous | met himin Franklin yesterday and stayed | ast
night. It's so easy-they act as if it's perfectly natural . . . And they're so uninhibited Celia
just gaped at her. Veronica w nked and nodded. "Really. 1'Il tell you about it later, 1'd better
go."

"You bitch" Celia protested. "I want to hear about it now.'

Veroni ca | aughed. 'You'll have to eat your heart out wondering. Take care. I'Il call you
toni ght."

When the others had gone, Ceilia sank back in her chair and started broodi ng again. For the
first tinme in twenty years she felt lonely and truly far fromEarth. As a young girl grow ng up
during the rise of the New Order in the recovery period after the Lean Years, she had escaped the
harsh realities of twenty-first century politics and nilitarismby imrersing herself in readings
and fantasies about America in the late Colonial era. Perhaps as a reflection of her own high-born
station in life, she had daydreaned herself into roles of newy arrived English ladies in the rich
pl antations of Virginia and the Carolinas, with carriages and servants, columed mansi ons, and
war dr obes of dresses for the weekend balls held anong the fashionable elite. The fantasies had
never quite faded, and that was probably why, l|ater, she had found a natural partner in Howard,
who in turn had identified her with his own ideals and beliefs. In her private thoughts in the
years that had passed since, she often wondered if perhaps she had seen the Mssion to Chiron as a
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potential realization of |ong-forgotten girlhood dreans that could never have cone true on Earth.

Were her m sgivings now the early-warning signals froma part of herself that had al ready seen
the cracks appearing in dreans that were destined to crunble, and which she consciously was still
unable to admt? If she was honest with herself, was she deep down sonmewhere begi nning to despise
Howard for allowing it to happen? In the bargain that she had al ways assuned to be inplicit, she
had entrusted himwith twenty years of her Iife, and now he was betraying that trust by allow ng
all that he had professed to stand for to be threatened by the very things that he had tacitly
contracted to renmove her from Everywhere Terrans were rushing headl ong to throw off 'everything
that they had fought and struggled to preserve and carry with them across four |ight-years 'of
space, and hurl thenselves into Chironian ways. The Directorate, which in her m nd neant Howard,
was doing nothing to stop it. She had once read a quotation by a British visitor, Janet Shaw, to
the Thirteen Colonies in 1763, who had renmarked with some di sapproval on the "nost disgusting
equality" that she had observed prevailing on all sides. It suited the present situation well.

She swal | owed as she traced through her thoughts and, checked herself. She was rationalizing
or hiding sonmething fromherself, she knew. Howard had cone hone enough tines angry and enbittered
after pressing for neasures to halt the decay and being overrul ed. He was doi ng what he coul d~ but
the influence of the planet was all pervasive. She was nerely projecting into himand personifying
sonet hi ng el se--sonething that stemred from deep inside her. Even as she felt the first stirring
of somet hing deep within her mind, the vision cane of herself and Howard, al one and unbendi ng,
left isolated in their backwater while the river flowed on its way, unheeding and uncaring. After
twenty years, nothing |lay ahead but enptiness and oblivion. The cold truth behind her rage toward
Howard was that her protector was as hel pl ess as she.

Now she knew why Earth seenmed so far away. And she knew too what her mind in its w sdom had
been cl oaking and shielding fromher. It was fear

Then, slowy, she realized what her mnd had responded to unconsciously in the faces of the
three children in the Chironian scul pture. The artist had been not nerely an expert, but a nmaster.
For fear was there too, not in any way that was consciously perceptible, but in a way that slipped
sublimnally into the mnd of the beholder and gripped it by its deepest roots. That was why she
had felt disturbed all the way back from Franklin. But there was still sonething el se. She could
feel it tugging at the fringes of awareness-sonething deeper that she hadn't grasped even yet. She
turned her eyes to the scul pture again.

And as she gazed, she discovered what the children were awaiting as it | ooned nearer and nore
terrifying fromafar. The realization tightened her stomach. Even fromfifteen years ago... it was
she--for she had cone with the Mayfl ower H She knew then that the Chironians were at war, and
that the war would end only when they or those sent to conquer them had been elimnated. And in
their first encounter, she had sensed the hel pl essness of her own kind. She felt it again now, as
the final veil of the artist's enignma fell away and reveal ed, behind the fear and the trepidation,
a glinpse of sonething nore powerful and nore invincible than ill the weapons of the Mayflower |
conbi ned. She was staring at her own extinction.

She stood hurriedly, picked up the scul pture and, with trenbling hands, replaced it inits
box, then stowed the box at the bottomof a closet as far back as she could reach

CHAPTER SI XTEEN

PO NT NORDAY WAS twenty-five miles or so north of Franklin, beyond the far headl and of Mandel Bay
on a rocky stretch of coastline indented by a river estuary that w dened about a |arge island and
several smaller ones. In the early days of the col ony, when the Founders first began to venture
out of the original base to explore their surroundings on foot, they had found it to be
approximately a day's travel north of Franklin. Hence its nane.

It had grown in stages from constructions that began toward the end of the colony's first
decade, by which tinme the Founders, having profited fromreflections on some of their experiences
at Franklin, had been nore inclined to follow the bitter adnonition offered by the machi nes, which
had anbunted to, "It's going to be an industrial conplex. If you ness around with it, it won't
work." The result was a clean, efficient, functional |ayout nore in keeping with what the Kuan-
yin's mssion planners had envi saged, suitably nodified where appropriate to take account of |oca
conditions. Besides its industrial facilities, the conplex included a seaport; an air and space
term nal distributed mainly across the islands, which were interconnected by a network of tunnels;
a col |l ege of advanced technol ogy; and a small residential sector intended nore to afford short- to
medi um t erm acconmodati on for peopl e whose business nade it convenient for themto be in the
vicinity than to house permanent inhabitants, although about half the popul ation had been there
for years. The Chironians, it turned out, tended to live lives that were nore project-oriented
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than career-oriented, and they noved around a lot if it suited them

The capacity of the conplex itself took account of |ong-range-denmand forecasts and. nore than
outstripped the current requirenents of the industries scattered around the general area. Its
primary power source was a one-thousand gigawatt, nagnetically confined fusion system which
conbi ned various features of the tokamak, mirror, and "bunpy tons" configurations pioneered toward
the end of the previous century, producing electricity very efficiently by blasting high-velocity,
hi gh-tenperature, ionized plasma through a series of inmmense magnet ohydrodynamic coils. In
addition, the fast neutrons produced in copious nounts fromthis process were harnessed to breed
nmore tritiumfuel fromlithium to breed fissionable isotopes of uraniumand plutoniumfrom
fertile elenents obtained el sewhere in the sane conplex, and to "burn up" via nucl ear
transmutati on the small nounts of radioactive wastes |eft over fromthe econony's fission
conponent, the fuel cycle of which was fully closed and included conpl ete reprocessing and
recycling of reactor products.

The plasma energed fromthis primary process with sufficient residual energy to provide high-
quality heat for supplying a hydrogen-extraction plant, where seawater was "cracked" thermally to
yield bases for a whole range of liquid synthetic fuels, a primary-netals extraction and
processi ng sub conpl ex, a chem cal -manufacturing sub conplex, and a desalination plant which was
still not operational, but anticipated |large-scale irrigation projects farther inland in years to
cone.

The netal s-extraction sub conpl ex nade use of the high fusion tenperatures avail able on-site
to reduce seawater, comon rocks, and sands, and all forns of industrial and domestic waste and
debris to a plasma of highly charged el enentary ions which were then separated cleanly and sinply
by magnetic techniques; it was like an industrial scale mass spectroneter. In the chenicals sub
conpl ex a range of conpounds such as fertilizers, plastics, oils, fuels, and feedstocks for an
assortnent of dependent industries were also formed primarily by reconbining reactants fromthe
pl asma state under conditions in which the plasma radiati on~ was tuned to peak in a narrow
frequency band that favored the formation of desired nolecules and optim zed yields w thout an
excess of unwanted by-products; which was far nore efficient than using broad-band thernmal sources
of conbi ning energy. The plasna nethod did away with nost of the vats and distilling towers of
ol der technol ogi es and, noreover, enabled bulk reactions, which in the past would have taken days
or even weeks, to proceed in seconds--and without requiring catalysts to accel erate them

The Chironians were al so experinenting with beam ng' power in the formof microwaves up to
satellites from Port Norday, to be relayed around the planet and redirected to the surface
wherever needed. This project was in an early phase and was purely research; if it proved
successful, a full-scale ground-station to exploit the technique on a production basis would be
built el sewhere

Bernard Fal |l ows had been surprised enough when Chang had called to confirmthat his friend
Adam s nmother, Kath, had agreed to arrange a visit. He had been even nore surprised when Kath
turned out to be not a junior technician or mundane worker around the place, but responsible for
the operation of a large portion of the main fusion process, though exactly how she fitted in and
who gave her directions were obscure. And even nore surprising still had been her readiness to
receive himand Jay personally and devote an hour of her tine to them The conparabl e prospect of
Lei ghton Merrick showi ng Chang and friends round the main-drive section of the Mayflower H was
unt hi nkabl e. A party of Chironians was due to go up to the ship for a guided tour of sone
sections, it was true, but that was following an official invitation extended to professionals; it
didn't include fathers and sons who wanted to do sone personal Sightseeing. Perhaps his position
as an engi neering officer specializing in fusion techniques had had sonething to do with his
special treatnment, Bernard conjectured.

There didn't seemto be any concept of rank or status here. Bernard had seen orders being
gi ven and accepted w t hout question, sure enough, but the roles appeared to be purely functiona
and capabl e of being interchanged freely depending on who was consi dered best qualified to take
command of the particular subject at issue: This seened to be deci ded by an unspoken consensus
whi ch the Chironi ans appeared sonehow to have evol ved w t hout the bickering, jealousies, and
conflicts that Bernard would ' have thought inevitable. As far as he could nmake out there
was no absol ute, top-down hierarchical structure at all. It was a mcrocosm of the whole planet,
he was beginning to suspect. Perhaps it wasn't so amazing that the Directorate was having probl ens
trying to |l ocate the governnment. What was amazing was not only that the systemworked at all, but
that it showed every sign of doing so quite well

"I still don't understand the politics behind it all though,"” he said to the two Chironians
who were acconpanyi ng himand Jay toward the cafeteria in the Adninistration Building in front of
the main reactor site, where they were due to have lunch. One of them was a young Pol ynesi an named
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Nanook, who worked with control instrunentation; the other was a slightly younger, pale-faced

bl onde call ed Juanita, who dealt with statistics and forecasts and seenmed to be nore involved with
the econom c side of the business. Kath herself had taken her | eave earlier, explaining that she
was expecting another party of visitors. Bernard spread his hands in an inploring gesture. "I

mean. .. who owns the place? Wio decides the policies for running it?"

The two Chironians frowned at each other. "Oams it?" Juanita repeated. Her voice suggested
that the notion-was a new one. "I'mnot all that sure what you nmean. The peopl e who work here,
guess. "

"But who deci des who works here? Who appoints themto their jobs?"
"They do. How could it be up to anyone el se?"

"But that ridiculous! Wiat's to stop anyone wal king in off the street fromgiving orders?"

"Not hi ng," Juanita said. "But why would they? Who'd take any notice of then®?"

"So how does anyone know who to listen to?" Jay asked, every bit as nystified as his father

"They soon find out," Juanita said it as if it explained everything.
They entered the cafeteria, which was fairly busy since it was around m dday, and sat by a w ndow
overl ooking a parking area for flyers, beyond which |lay a highway fl anking the near bank of the
river. A screen at one end of the table provided an illustrated nmenu and a recitation of the chefs
recomendations for the day, and Juanita dictated their orders to it. At the next booth, a wheeled
robot that had been delivering dishes fromthe heated conpartment that forned its uppernost
section closed its serving door and rolled away.

Bernard wasn't getting through, he could see. 'Take Kath as an exanpl e,

he said, turning

toward Nanook. "A |l ot of people around here seemto accept her as... boss,
for want of a better word... for a lot of things, anyhow. " Nanook nodded. "Right. | do nost of the
tinme."

"Because she knows what she's tal ki ng about, right?" Bernard said.
"Sure. Wy el se?"

"So suppose soneone el se showed up who thought he knew just-as much. Wat if half the people
around here thought so too, and the others didn't? Wo deci des? How woul d you resol ve sonet hi ng
i ke that?"

Nanook rubbed his chin and | ooked dubi ous. 'That situation sounds very farfetched," he said
after a few seconds. "I can't see how anyone else could walk in with the same experience. But if
it did happen, and it was true... then | suppose Kath woul d have to agree with him She'd be
i ndebted by that ampbunt. And -that would decide it for everyone else."

Bernard stared at himin open disbelief. "You re not saying she'd sinply back down? That's
crazy!"

"We all have to pay our debts," Nanook said unhel pfully.

"If she was dunb enough not to, she wouldn't have been there in the first place,
added, trying to be hel pful

That didn't explain anything. Jay couldn't see it either. "Yes, it would be-nice if everyone
in the world were reasonabl e and rational about everything all the tine. But they can't be, can
t hey? Chironians have the sane m x of genes as everyone el se. There can't be anything radically
different."

"I never said there was," Nanook answered.

"So what about the nuts?" Jay asked. "Wat do you do about people who insist on being as
unr easonabl e and oh= noxi ous as they can, just for the hell of it?"

"W get them " Nanook agreed. "But not a |ot. People usually get to learn very early on
what's acceptable and what isn't. They've all got eyes, ears, and brains."

"But lay's still got a point," Bernard said, glancing at his son and noddi ng "Wat about the
peopl e who won't use then?"

"We don't get a lot of those," Nanook told themagain. "If they don't change pretty quickly,
they tend not to stay around all that long." luanita | ooked from Bernard to Jay
as if satisfied that everything was now clear. It wasn't. "Wiy? Wiat happens with then?" Bernard
asked. Nanook hesitated for a nonent as if reluctant to risk being offensive by explaining the

Juanita

obvi ous. He shrugged. "Well . . . usually sonebody ends up shooting them" he replied. "So it
never gets to be .a real problem"
For a few seconds Bernard and |l ay were too stunned to say anything. "But... that's crazy,"

Bernard protested at last. "You can't just let everybody go round shooting anyone they don't
like."
"What el se can you do?" Juanita asked.

"As long as you don't nmke it your business to go bothering people, you'll be okay," Nanook
pointed out. "So it never affects nost people. And when it happens . . . it happens.”
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After a few seconds of silence lay conceded, "Ckay, | can see howit m ght be a good way of
getting rid of the odd freak here and there. But what do you do when a whol e bunch of them get
t oget her ?"

"How can they when there are hardly any around to start with?" Juanita asked him "W told you-
-if they're like that, they don't |ast very long."

"And in any case, whatever would a bunch like that want to get together for?" Nanook asked.

Jay shrugged. "All the things crazy people usually follow crazy | eaders for, | guess."

"Li ke what ?" Nanook asked.
Jay shrugged again. "Protection, maybe."
"What fronP"

A good point, lay admitted to hinmself. "Security ' he tried. "To get rich... Whatever."

"They' ve already got security," Nanook declared. "And if they're not rich enough al ready, how
is sone crazy supposed to hel p?"

Bernard threw up his hands in exasperation. "Well, hell, let's Say because they're just plain
crazy. They don't need any reason. Never nind why, but let's say it's happened. What do you do?"

Nanook si ghed heavily. "W have had one or two things like that fromtine to tine," he
confessed. "But it never lasts. In the end a bigger bunch gets itself together and gets rid of
them It comes to the same thing--they end up getting shot anyhow. "

Jay | ooked worried, and Bernard appalled. "You can't |let people take the law into their own
hands |ike that," Bernard insisted. "Unchecked viol ence-nmob rul e--God al one~ knows what else. It's
pl ain uncivilized--barbaric. You' re going to have to change the system sooner or later."

"You' re getting it all wong," Nanook. said, smling faintly to be reassuring. "It's not So
bad. Things like that don't happen all the tinme--in fact, hardly ever. Just sonetines.. .'

Juanita saw the expressions on Bernard's and lay's faces. "Are you clainmng that we're any
nmore violent or barbaric than your societies? W' ve never had a war. W' ve never dropped bonbs on-
houses full of people who had nothing to do with the argunent. W' ve never burned, mained,
bl i nded, and bl own arns and | egs off of people who just wanted to live their lives and who never
har med anybody. W' ve never shot anyone who didn't ask for it. Can you say the sane? Ckay, so the
systemls not perfect. |Is yours?"

"At least we don't give out orders for other people to take our risks for us," Nanook said,
speaking quietly to cal mthe atnosphere. Juanita was staring to get enotional. "The peopl e who
take the risks are the ones who believe it's
worth it. It's amazing how many causes aren't worth fighting for when you know it's you Wo's
going to have to do the fighting." He shook his head slowy. "No, we don't get too much of that
kind of thing."

"You don't have problens when fanatics start getting together with causes worth dying for?" Jay
asked.

Nanook shifted his eyes and shook his head again. "Fanatics are gullible fools. If fools don't
learn or won't keep thenselves to thensel ves, they die young here."

A serving robot arrived at the table and commenced di spensing its |load, at the same tine chatting
about the quality of the steaks and the choices for dessert. Bernard turned to stare out of the
wi ndow and think. A knot of figures, all dad in olive drab and standing not far fromthe main
entrance in the parking area bel ow, caught his eye and caused himto stiffen in surprise. They
were wearing uniforns---U.S. Arny uniforns. Some kind of delegation fromthe Mayflower |l was
visiting the place, he concluded. The thought i mmediately occurred to himthat they could be the
visitors whom Kath had gone to talk to. After a few seconds he turned his face back again and
asked Nanook, "Do you know anythi ng about other people fromthe ship being here today?"

Nanook | ooked nildly surprised. "Sure. | thought you'd know about it. There are sone people here
fromyour department to see Kath and a few thers."

"My depart nent ?"

"Engi neering. That's the one you're with, isn't it?"

Bernard frowned suddenly. "Yes, it is. And | didn't know about it." His concern intensified as the
i nplications sank in. "Wio are they?"

"Well, there's a general and a few other Arny people,” Juanita said after a nonent's thought. "And
from Engi neering there's a, . . Merrick--Leighton Merrick, that's right." She | ooked at Nanook
"And one called Valters,

wasn't there... and sone other guy ..."

"Hoski ns, " Nanook suppli ed.

"Yes, Frank Hoskins," Juanita said. "And that funny man who nade the speech and |l ed the act up
in the Kuan-yin is in charge---Farnhill, k"

Bernard's concern changed to a deep, uneasy, suspicion as he |istened. Waiters and Hoskins
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were his equals in rank and duties; this could only mean that he had been |l eft out of sonething
deliberately. He fell quiet and said little nore throughout the meal while he brooded and wondered
what the hell could be going on

"I bet she does," Stanislau nmaintained. "They all do.
Carson made it last night with a chick at Canaveral." "Wo says?" Driscoll demanded.
"He did. She's got a place in the city--just across fromthe base."
"Carson doesn't know what to do with it," Driscol
scoffed derisively. "He still thinks it's for playing with." "I"mjust telling you what the guy
said."

"Ch, in that case it just has to be true, doesn't it. Nowtell ne that Swyley's color-blind."

A few yards away fromthem Corporal Swyley paid no heed as he stood by Fuller and Batesman
who were conparing notes on the best bars so far in Franklin; and watched an aircraft descending
slowy toward the large island out in the estuary. He couldn't see any reason why travel shoul dn't
come free on Chiron, just |like everything else, and wondered what ki nds of connections could be
made from Port Norday to the nore renpte reaches of the planet. Interesting. The easiest way to
check it out would probably be to ask any Chironian conputer, since nobody on Chiron seened to
have many secrets about anything.

Standi ng a short distance apart fromthe group in the opposite direction, Col man was becom ng
as fed up as the rest of them It was mdafternoon, and Farnhill's party was still inside with no
sign yet that whatever was going on was anywhere near ending. The squad's orders were to stand
easy, which helped a bit, but all the sane, things were starting to drag. He heaved a sigh and for
the unpteenth tinme paced slowy across to the corner of the building to stand gazing past it at
the above-surface portion of the conplex. Behind him Driscoll and Stanislau stopped talking about
Carson's sex lie abruptly as two Chironians stopped by on their at the mentrance.

At |l east the Chironians were not acting standoffish, which eased the nonotony. An hour or two
earlier, Colman hinself had enjoyed a | ong conversation with a ~couple of fusion engineers from
the conplex, who, to his surprise, had seened happy to answer his questions about it. They had
even of fered hima quick tour. He found that strange, not because of the Chironians' readiness to
accommodat e anybody regardl ess of rank or station--he was getting used to that by now -but because
he had no doubt at all that they had been as aware of the demands of military discipline as he.
Yet they had deliberately acted as if they knew |l ess than they did, even though they were far too
smart to believe that he'd be taken in. The Chironians did it all the tine. The man at Canavera
base had practically offered Sirocco a place with a geographical survey team even though he knew
that Sirocco was in no position to accept. The nore Col man thought about it, the nmore convinced he
becane that the Chironians' actions couldn't all be just a coincidence.

The conmmuni cator at his belt signaled a call from Sirocco, who, with Hanlon and a coupl e of
the others, was taking a break inside the Chironian transporter that had fl own from Canaveral
"How s it going?" Sirocco inquired when Col nan answered. "Are the troops nutinying yet?"
"Grunbling, but not too bad. Any news frominside?" "Nothing yet. It's about tine you took a
breather. 1'lIl be out in a few mnutes to take a spell with Carson and Young. Tell Swyley and
Driscoll to stand down with you. They've been out there the |ongest."

"WIl do. See you in a few mnutes."

As he replaced the comuni cator, a subdued murnuring ran around the squad behi nd, punctuated
by one or two al nbst inaudi ble whistles. He turned to find that the object of their approval was a
wonman coming out of the nmamin entrance. She stopped for a second to | ook around, saw the sol diers,
and began wal ki ng toward them

She was in her late thirties--Te. Evidently one of the Founders-and carried herself with a
stately el egance that was proud and upright w thout crossing the boundary into haughtiness. Her
hair hung naturally to her shoulders and was off-blonde with a vivid, fiery tint that bordered on
orange in the sunlight; her face was firmand well forned in a way that rem nded hi mvaguely of
Celia Kal ens, though with nore girlishness about it, a softer nose and chin, and a nouth that
| ooked as if it laughed nore spontaneously. She was tall, on the slimside of average, but nicely
proportioned, and dressed in a stylish but unpretentious two-piece jacket and skirt in beige
trimred with rust red, which reveal ed shapely, tanned calves that tensed and rel axed hypnotically
as she wal | ed.

The woman stopped and ran her eye curiously over their faces for a nmonment while they shuffled
and strai ghtened up self-consciously. "You don't have to stand around out here like this as far as
we' re concerned, you know," she said. "You can cone on inside if you want. How about a coffee, and
maybe sonething to eat?" The faces turned instinctively toward Col man as he rejoi ned them

He started to grin automatically. "That's a nice thought, ma'am but we're under orders and
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have to stay here. W appreciate it though." And then he frowned. It was happeni ng again. She knew
damm wel |l they had to stay there.

Her eyes rested nmonmentarily on' his chevrons. "Are you Sergeant Col man--the one who's
interested in engineering?"

Col man stared hard at her in surprise. "Yes, | am How-"

"“lI've heard about you." It could only have been fromthe Chironians he had talked with
earlier. Wiy would they nention his name to her? Who was she? She cane nearer and sniled. "My nane
is Kath. | have sone connection with the technical aspects of what goes on here. Fromwhat |'ve
heard, I'd imagine you'd find this an interesting place. Perhaps when you' ve sone free tine, you'd
like to neet sone of the people here. If you like, |I could nmention it to them"

Col man was nonpl ussed. He shook his head as if to clear 0 it. "Wat--Wat exactly do you do
around here?" Kath's snile becane inpish, as if she were anused by his confusion. "Ch, you'd be

surprised. "
Col man narrowed his eyes, barely conscious of the jealous nmutterings behind him "Wl
sure,"” he said cautiously. "If it wouldn't be any trouble to anyone. You nust have tal ked to the

two guys who were here earlier.”

Kat h nodded. "Wally and Sam It was only briefly, becane | had to get back to Farnhill and
your other people, but fromwhat they said it seens as if you know quite a bit about MHD. Were
did you study?"

"Ch, | was in the Engineer Corps for a while, and | guess | picked a lot up here and there."
If she had been with Farnhill's party inside, she was obviously nore than just a go-fer. Wiy in
hell did she cone out to the parking lot to be nice to the troops?

"How many ot her engi neers do you have here?" she inquired lightly, |ooking around the rest of
the squad. It was clearly intended nore to invite theminto the conversation than as a serious
question. They shuffl ed unconfortably and exchanged apprehensive | ooks, unable to decide if she
was serious or just slumming with the troops.

But Kath talked on freely and naturally, and slowy their inhibitions began to nelt. She began
by asking how they liked Franklin, and in ten mnutes had captivated themall. Soon they were
chattering like school kids on a sunmer vacation--including the relief party fromthe transporter
who had appeared in the meantime. The detail due for a break seemed to have forgotten about it.
Sonet hi ng very strange was goi ng on, Col man told hinmsel f again.

He had only partly registered the tousl e-headed figure com ng out of the main entrance, when
the figure recognized himand came to a dead halt in surprise. The action caught the corner of
Col man's eye, and he turned his head reflexively to find hinself |ooking at Jay Fall ows. Before
either of themcould say anything, Bernard Fall ows cane out a few paces behind, saw Col man, and
stopped in his tracks. It was too late for himto go back in, and inpossible to walk on by. A few
awkwar d seconds passed while Bernard showed all the signs of being in an agony of enbarrassment~
and di sconfort, and at the sanme time of an acute inability to do anything to overcone it. Col man
didn't feel he had any prerogative to make a first nove. Bernard' s eyes shifted from Col man to
Kath, and Colman read instantly that they had already net. Bernard | ooked as if he wanted to talk
to her, but felt he couldn't with Col man present.

And then Jay, who had been | ooking fromone to the other, wal ked back to his father and
started to talk persuasively in a |ow voice. Bernard hesitated, |ooked across at Col nan agai n, and
then took a deep breath and came haltingly across with lay beside him "It's been a long tine," he
munbl ed. Hi s eyes wandered away and then canme back to | ook Colman directly in the face. "Look

Steve, about that time up on the ship in the punp bay. I, er... I--"

"Forget it," Colman interrupted. "It happens to everyone. Let's leave it with all the other
stuff that's best left .up there."

Bernard nodded and seened relieved, but his expression was still far from happy as he turned

toward Kath, who had nmoved away fromthe others, and was watching curiously. Bernard seened to
want to say sonething that he didn't know how to begin.

Jay was evidently developing a feel for Chironian directness. "W're kind of curious about the
peopl e inside," he said. "Especially ny dad. It's funny that he wasn't told anything about it."

Bernard | ooked startled, but Kath seened neither offended nor surprised. "I thought you m ght
be," she said, nodding half to herself. "Nanook told nme about that." She | ooked at Bernard. "W
don't have a lot of time for secrets,” she told him "Farnhill says it's part of an exchange

visit, but that's just a cover that he doesn't know we can see through because he's never asked
us. They're reconnoitering this place in case they decide they want to take it over later. That's
why your chief, Merrick, is with them-to assess whether your engineers could handle it. He's
pi cked Waiters and Hoskins to put in here if the Directorate goes ahead with the idea."

Bernard's initial surprise at her candor quickly gave way to a bitter expression as the words
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sank in to confirmthe worst that he had been fearing. It was as if he had been clinging
obstinately to a shred of hope that he might have gotten it all wong, and now t he hope was gone
he seenmed to sag visibly. Jay stared at his feet while Col man westled inwardly for something to

say.
Kath watched in silence for a second or two but for some reason seemed to find the situation

amusi ng. Bernard stared with a mixture of uncertainty and resentnent. "I think | know what's goi ng

t hrough your mind," she told him "But don't worry about it. W don't take orders from Farnhill or

Merrick here. Hoskins doesn't have a | ot of experience with high-flux techniques yet, and Walters
is good but careless with details. If the people here were going to accept anybody new, it would
be sonebody who knew what they were doing and who didn't | eave anything to chance, however tiny."

"Just . . . what are you getting at?" Bernard asked, soundi ng disbelieving of his own ears and
suspi cious at the sane tine.

Kath switched on her inpish snmle again. 'That's all |I'"mprepared to say," she replied. "For
now, anyway. | just thought you'd like to hear it." She turned to Jay to change the subject.

"Chang told ny son Adam about you, and Adam says you ought to drop by sonetine, Jay. He lives in
Franklin, so it wouldn't be far. Wy don't you do that?"

"Sounds great. | will. How do | get directions--fromthe net?"
"You've got it." Kath sml ed.

Jay glanced at Col man, then | ooked at Bernard. A new |light was creeping into Bernard's eyes as
the inplications of what Kath had said began to sink in. Jay hesitated, then decided that his
father was in the fight nood. "You know, this is a bit of a risky place, Dad," he said in an
onm nous voice. "People getting shot all over the place and stuff like that. | could run into al
kinds of trouble on my own. I'msure you'd feel a lot happier ff |I had sone professiona
protection."

Bernard | ooked at hi m suspiciously. "Just what are you up to now?"

Jay grinned, just a trifle sheepishly. "Er.. . would you get mad if | asked Steve to cone
al ong too?"

"I"msure Adam woul d be nore than happy,” Kath interjected. She |ooked at Bernard expectantly

in a way that woul d have nelted the Mayflower I1's reaction dish
Bernard | ooked from Kath, to Colnman, to Jay, and then back to Col man. He was beaten, and he
knew it. But after Kath's cryptic statenment, he wasn't inclined to argue too nuch. "Hell, it's not

so bad. He doesn't need anyone to stop himfromgetting shot," he replied. Beside him Jay's face
dropped. Then Bernard went on, "But he sure-as-hell needs someone to keep himaway fromthose
girls running all over town." He nodded at Col man, and the beginnings O a wy grin appeared
around his nouth. "Keep a good eye on him Steve. He's crafty." He turned his head and stared
resignedly at his son. "And you," he grunted. "Get honme on time, and don't say anything about this
to your nother."

CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

GENERAL JOHANNES BORFTEIN S sinple and practical philosophy of Iife was that everything cones to
hi m who goes out and | ooks for it, and if need be, takes it. Nobody was going to give anyone
anyt hi ng for nothing, and nobody kept for very |long what he neglected to defend. The nane of the
ganme was Survival. He hadn't nade up the roles; they had been witten into Nature | ong before he
exi st ed.

Trying to be civilized and to get along with everybody was fine as long as it could be nmade to
wor k, but eventually the only thing that made peopl e take notice of the high-soundi ng words
delivered across the negotiating table was the nunber of divisions--and warheads behind them
backing themup. And if, when all else failed, the only way left for a nation to |look after its
interests was to defend them by force, then the best chance for survival lay with ' pronoting the
cause totally and using every expedi ent that
came at hand; half nmeasures were fatal. The shorter-termprice to be paid was regrettable, but
when had Nature ever offered free lunches? And in the longer term what did it mean anyway7 The
Sovi ets had taken twenty mllion casualties in Wrld War Il and enmerged to fight World War 111
three-quarters of a century later. And in that conflict the U S. had | ost an estimated hundred
mllion, yet had restored itself as a najor power in less than half the tine. At best the
sentimentalities of politicians and m sguided idealists underestimted the resilience of the race,
and at worst, by tenpting aggressors with the lure of easy pickings, precipitated the very wars
that they deplored. Wuld Hitler have ranpaged so blithely across Europe if Chanberlain had gone
to Munich with ten wings of heavy bonbers standi ng behind himacross the English Channel ? And when
all the hackneyed words were played and spent, hadn't everything worthwhile in history been gained
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in the end by its general s?

Li ke any mature realist, Borftein had come to terms with the regrettable truth that on
occasion the plans and stratagens which he approved would result in fatalities, as often as not in
agoni zi ng and horrifying ways, but he had | earned to "objectivize his perspective" with the
detachrment required by his profession. The nunbers of killed and wounded predicted for an intended
operation were presented by his analysts a~ the "Loss Factor" and the "Conbat Reduction Factor,"
respectively; a city selected to be incinerated along with its inhabitants was "nom nated"; an
area drenched with napal mand saturated with high expl osive was subjected to "exploratory
aggressi ve reconnai ssance"; and a village flattened as a warning agai nst harboring insurgents
becanme an object of a "protective reaction." Such were the rules.

As an artillery major in his early thirties he had seen that South Africa's cause was
ultimately | ost, and had-uprooted hinself to place his services and experience at the disposal of
the emergent New Order of Greater North America, where veterans at countering guerilla offensives
and civil disorder were eagerly sought to assist in the "renornalization" 6f the chaos bequeathed
by the war. Pronoted rapidly through the ranks of an elite entrusted with the might of the new
nation, Borftein glinpsed a vision of commanding a force truly capable of bringing to heel the
entire world. But the vision had been short-lived. A golden opportunity presented itself when Asia-
-then the only serious rival--fell upon itself in the struggle for dom nation between China and
Japan-India. But the chance had slipped away while the politicians wavered, eventually to be |ost
forever with China's success and the subsequent consolidation of the Eastern Asiatic Federation.
After that, the future had held only the prospect of an eventual head-on collision between the two
hal ves of the gl obe and nore ungl oried decades of turnoil and indecisive skirm shings to pick up
the pieces. Conditions for launching a worldw de Grand Design would not cone again in his
lifetime. And so he had left to seek a nore rewarding destiny with the Mayflower II. It was
ironic, he had thought to hinself many tines, that inpatience and restlessness had led himto a
deci sion that would inmmobilize himin space for twenty years.

H s-inpati ence was asserting itself again now, as Borftein sat in the chanbers of Judge
WlliamFulmre, the Mayfl ower H s Suprene Justice, listening to Howard Kal ens and Marcia Quarrey
argue over the finer points of the Mssion's constitution, while on the surface the troops were
fraterni zing openly with what could beconme the eneny, and two years away in space the EAF starship
dally drew nearer. The news fromEarth told of a three-cornered conflict sweeping through eastern
Africa, black nations clashing against Arabs in the north and whites in the south, Australia
forces | anding in Mal agasay, and the Europeans maneuvering desperately to quell the flames while
the EAF fanned them gl eefully. That news woul d | ong ago have overtaken the Pagoda and what the
intentions of those aboard it night be was anybody's guess. It wasn't a tine to be fussing over
anbi guous syntax and | egal niceties.

Al t hough the polls still gave hima confortable margin, Kalens was worried that even as chi ef
executive the division of power with the Mssion's Congress would prevent his exercising the
concentrated authority that he believed the situation would demand. Only a strong | eader with the
power to act decisively would stand a chance of solving the problens, and the Mayflower II's
constitution was designed to prevent anyone's becoming one. Its spirit was an anachroni sm
inherited fromantiquity when a newy rounded Federation had sought to guard itself against a
renewed col onialism and the governing system enbodi ed that spirit quite effectively. That was the
probl em

As far as Borftein could see, with hinself and the Arny behind him Kalens had all the
authority he needed-provided, of course, that he won the upconing election. But after talking to
Sterm about it, Kalens had accepted that an attenpt to inpose authority over Chiron overtly would
risk alienating the Mssion's population. A nore subtle approach was called for. "Utimately,
human instincts cling to the known and the famliar," Kalens lectured Borftein later. "A visible
conmitnment to |l awful ness as a alternative to the | awm essness of this planet is the way to nmaintain
cohesiveness. W can't afford to jeopardize that." So Borftein had -agreed to try playing the game
their way, which hinged upon provisions witten into the laws to take account of the abnornmal
circunstances of a twenty-year voyage through space.

To permt rapid and effective response to enmergencies, the Mssion Director was enpowered to
suspend the denocratic process as represented by Congress, and assune sole and total authority for
the duration of such energency situations as he saw fit to declare. Al though this prerogative had
been intended as a concession to the unknowns of interstellar flight and to apply only until the
term nation of the voyage itself, Judge Fulmre had confirned Kalens's interpretation that
technically it would remain in force until the expiration of Wllesley's termof office. The
questi on now was: Could this prerogative be extended to whonever becane chi ef executive of the
next adm nistration, and if so, who was enpowered to wite such an anendnent into | aw? The ful
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Congress could, of course, but wouldn't, since that would anpbunt to voting away its own existence.
Under the unique privileges accorded to himand technically still in force, could Wllesley?

Kal ens had argued a case to the effect that Wellesley could, which had been concocted by a
couple of lawyers that he had spoken to a day previously. At the sane tinme, however, the | awers
had cautioned that the issue would be subject to a ruling by the Judiciary, and Kal ens had cone in
an endeavor to obtain in advance from Fulnmire an intimtion of the likely verdict, hinting that a
favorabl e di sposition would not go forgotten in tines to cone. The endeavor' had backfired
spectacul arly.

"I will not be a party to such shenani gans' the Judge exclainmed. "This is all highly
irregular, as you well know. A ruling nust be subject to all due process, and only to all due
process. There the nmatter nmust remain. What you are asking is inexcusable."

"Qur own people have a right to expect the protection of a properly constituted |egal system and
this planet falls even to possess one," Kalens argued. "I would have thought that the ethics of
your profession would require you to cooperate with any neasures calculated to establish one. The
purpose of this provision is precisely that."

"On' the contrary, it would confer virtually dictatorial powers
be no validity in a legality established by ~l egal neans."

"But you've al eady confirnmed that the question of illegality does not arise," Kal ens pointed
out. "The energency clauses apply until the elections have been held."

"But there is no specifically defined right for the Director to extend that privilege to his
successor," Fulmre replied. "You cannot attenpt to extract any form of assurance from ne
concerning the possible resolution of such a question. My presuning the right to give any such
assurance would be highly illegal, as would be any consequential actions that you m ght take.
repeat, | have no nore to say."

"Then invoke the security provisions," Borftein said, shifting in his chair fromweariness
with the whole business. "It's a security matter, isn't it? The Chironians have left it to us by
default, and it's their security at stake as well as ours. The Pagoda's only two years away.
Sonmebody's got to take the helmin all this."

Ful M re gestured over the books and docunents spread across his desk. "The security provisions
provide for Congress to vote exceptional powers to the Directorate in the event of denonstrable
security demands, and for the Directorate to del egate extraordinary duties to the chief executive
once they are voted that power. They do not provide for the chief executive to assume such duties
for hinself, and therefore neither can he do so for his successor."

A short silence fell, and the deadl ock persisted. Then Marcia Quarrey turned fromthe w ndow,
where she had been staring down over the Colunbia District. "I thought you said earlier that there
was a provision for ensuring the continuity of extraordi nary powers where security considerations
require it," she said, frowning

"When we were discussing the Continuity of Ofice clause," Kalens pronpted.

Ful m re thought back for a noment, then | eaned forward in his chair to pore over one of the
open nmanual s. "That was under 'Emergency Situations,' not 'Security,'"™ he said after a few
nmonents, w thout | ooking up. "Under the provisions for energencies that mght arise during the
voyage, the Director can suspend Congressional procedures after declaring an energency condition
to exist."

"Yes, we know that," Quarrey agreed. "But wasn't there al so sonething about the sane powers
passing to the Deputy Director?"

Ful mre noved his head to check another clause, and after a while nodded his head reluctantly.
"If the Director becones incapacitated or otherw se excluded fromdi scharging the duties of his
office, then the Deputy Director automatically assunes all powers previously vested in the
Director," he stated.

Kal ens raised his head sharply. "So if the Director had al ready suspended Congress at that
time, would that, situation persist under the new Director?" He thought for a noment, then added
"1 would assune it nust, Surely. The object is obviously to ensure continuity of appropriate
measures during the course of an energency."”

Ful mre | ooked uneasy but in the end was forced to nod his agreenment. "But such a situation
could only come about if an energency condition had already been in force to begin with," he
warned. "It could not be applied in any way to the present circunstances."

"You don't think that a ship full of Asiatics coming at us arnmed to the teeth qualifies as an
energency?" Borftein asked sarcastically.

"The Director alone has the prerogative to decide that,"” Fulnmre told himcoldly.

The di scussion continued for a while | onger wi thout making any further headway, but Kal ens
seermed nore thoughtful and | ess insistent. Eventually the others left, and Fulmre sat for a | ong

Fulmre retorted. "There can
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time staring with a troubled expression at his desk. At last he activated the ternminal by his
chair, which he had switched off earlier in response to Kalens's request for "one or two informal
opinions that | would rather not be cormitted to record.”

"Wich service?" the term nal inquired. "Conmunications," Fulmre answered, speaking slowy and
with his face still thoughtful. "Find Paul Lechat for me and put himthrough if he's free, would
you. And route this via a secured channel."

CHAPTER EI GHTEEN

"THE THHNG IS | still can't understand is what notivates these people," Col man renmarked to Hanl on
as they wal ked with Jay to Adam s house. "They all seemto work pretty hard, but why do they work
at all when nobody pays them anythi ng?"

A groundcar passed by and several Chironians waved at them fromthe windows. "It can't be
quite like that," Jay said. "That wormman | was tal king about told Jerry Pernak that a research job
at the university would pay pretty well. That nust have nmeant sonething."

"Well, it sure doesn't pay any noney." Col man turned his head toward Hanl on. "What do you say,

Br et ?"

When Jay called that norning Adam had told himto invite as many Terrans as he wanted. Jay
reached Col man at the school that the Arny was using as a tenporary barracks in Canaveral City,
but Colman started to explain that he had set the afternoon aside for other things--in fact he'd
intended to find out nore about Port Norday fromthe Chironian conputers. However, he changed his
pl ans when Jay nentioned that Kath would be there to see her grandchildren. After all, Col nan
reasoned, he couldn't have hoped for a better source of information on Port Norday than Kath. As
Hanl on was of f duty, Colnman had invited himal ong too.

"I hope you're not expecting an answer," Hanlon said. "It nakes about as nuch sense to ne as
Geek .... "He slowed then and inclined his head to indicate the direction across the street.

"Now, there's the fella you should be asking," he suggested.

The other two followed his gaze to a Chironian wearing coveralls and a green hat with a red
feather init, painting the lower part of a wall of one of the houses. Near himwas a machi ne on
legs, a clutter of containers, valves, and tubes at one end, bristling with drills, saws, and

m scel | aneous attachnents at the other. A ground vehicle with a nultisectioned extensible arm
supporting a work platformwas parked in front; and froma few yards to one side of the painter, a
pai nt -sneared robot, |ooking very much like an inexperienced apprentice, watched hi m studi ously.
The Chironian was as old as any that Col nan had seen, with a brown, weathered face, but what
intrigued Col man even nore was the house itself, which was built after the pattern of dwellings on
Earth a hundred years earlier--constructed fromreal wood, and coated with paint. It was not the
first such anachronismthat he had seen in. Franklin, where designs three centuries old coexisted
qui te happily al ongsi de magl ev ears and genetically nodified plants, but he hadn't had an
opportunity to stop and study one before,

The painter glanced across and noticed themwatching. "Nice day," he commented and conti nued
with his work. The surface that he was finishing had been thoroughly cleaned, filled, snpothed,
and prined, and a couple of planks had been replaced and a wi ndowsill repaired in readi ness for
coating. The woodwor k-was neat and clean, and the pieces fitted precisely; the painter worked on
with slow, deliberate novenents that snoothed the paint into the grain to | eave no brush nmarks or
uneven patches. The three Terrans crossed the street and stood for a while to watch nore cl osely.
"Nice job you're doing," Hanlon remarked at last. "d ad you think so." The painter carried on

"It's a pretty house,"” Hanlon said after another short silence.

"Yep.' "Yours'~ ' Nope."
"Soneone you how?" Col man asked.

"Kind of." That seenmed to tell themsonething until the painter added, "Doesn't everybody kind
of know everybody?"

Col man and Hanl on frowned at each other. Obviously they weren't going to get anywhere w thout
being nore direct. Hanlon wi ped his palnms on his hips. "W, ah... we don't nmean to be nosy or
anyt hi ng, but out of curiosity,
why are you painting it?" he asked. "Because it needs painting.

"So why bot her?" Jay asked. "Wiat's it to you if sonebody el se's house needs painting or not?"

"I"'ma painter," the painter said over his shoulder. "I like to see a paint job properly done.
Why el se woul d anyone do it?" He stepped back, surveyed his work with a critical eye, nodded to
hi nsel f, and dropped the brush into a flap in his wal ki ng workshop, where a claw began spinning it
in a solvent. "Anyhow, the people who live here fix plunbing, nmanage a bar in town, and one of
them teaches the tuba. My plunbing sonetines needs fixing, | like a drink in town once in a while,
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and one day one of my kids might want to play the tuba. They fix faucets, | paint houses. Wat's
so strange?"

Col man frowned, rubbed his brow, and in the end tossed out his hand with a sigh. "No . . .
we're not nmaeking the right point sonehow. Let's put it this way--how can you neasure who owes who
what ?" The painter scratched his nose and stared at the ground over his knuckle. Clearly the
notion was newto him -

"How do you know when you've done enough work?" Jay asked him trying to nake it sinpler

The painter shrugged. "You just know. How do you know when you've had enough to eat?"

"But suppose different people have different ideas about it," Col nan persi sted.

The painter shrugged again. "That's okay. Different people value things differently. You can't
tell sonmebody el se when they've had enough to eat."

Hanlon licked his lips while he tried to conpress his hundred-and-one objections into a few
words. "Ah, to be sure, but how could anything get done at all with an arrangenent |ike that? Now,
what's to stop sone fella fromdeciding he's not going to do anything at all except lie around in
t he sun?”

The painter | ooked dubious while he inspected the windowsill that he was to tackle next. "That
doesn't nmake much sense,” he nurnured after a while. "Wiy woul d sonebody stay poor if he didn't
have to? That'd be a strange. kind of way to carry on."

"He wouldn't get away with it, surely," lay said incredulously. "I mean, you wouldn't stil
let himwalk in and out of places and help hinmself to anything he wanted, would you?"
"Why not?" the painter asked. '~You' d have to feel kind of sorry for sonmeone |like that. The

| east you could do was nake sure they got fed and | ooked after properly. W do get a few like
that, and that's what happens to them It's a shane, but what can anybody do?" -

"You don't understand;" Jay said. "On Earth, a lot of people would see that as their big
anbition in life."

The painter eyed himfor a nmonent and nodded his head slowy. "Hmm ... | kinda figured it had
to be something like that,” he told them

Five mnutes later the three Terrans rounded a coner and began followi ng a footpath running
beside a streamthat would bring themto Adams. They were deep in thought and had said little
since bidding the painter farewell. After a short distance Jay slowed his pace and came to a halt,
staring up at a group of tall Chironian trees standing on the far side of the stream al ongsi de a
nunber of famliar elns and nmaples that were evidently inported-genetically nodified by the Kuan-
yin's robots to growin alien soft. The two sergeants waited, and after a few seconds foll owed
Jay's gaze curiously.

The trunks of the Chironian trees were covered by rough overl apping plates that resenbl ed
reptilian scales nore than bark, and the branches, clustered together high near the tops in a way
rem ni scent of Californian sequoias, curved outward and upward to support domed canopi es . of
foliage like the caps of gigantic nushroonms. The foliage was green at the bottons of the dones but
becane progressively nore yellow toward the tops, around which several furry, catsized, flying
creatures were wheeling in slow, lazy circles and keeping up a constant chattering anong
t hensel ves; "You wouldn't think so, but that yellow stuff up there isn't part of those trees at
all," Jay said, gesturing. "Jeeves told ne about it. It's a conpletely different species'--a kind
of fern. Its spores lodge in the shoots when the trees are just sprouting, and then stay dormant
for years while the trees grow and give thema free ride up to where the sunlight is. It invades
the | eaf -buds and feeds through the tree's vascular system™
"Mm ..." Col man murnured. Botany wasn't his line. Hanlon tried to | ook interested, but his mnd
was still back with the painter. After a few seconds he | ooked at Col man. "You know, |'ve been
t hi nki ng- - peopl e who woul d be envi ed back on Earth seemto be treated here in the same way we
treat our lunatics. Do you think we're all crazy to the Chironians?"

"It's a thought," Col nan replied vaguely. The sane idea had crossed his nmind while the painter
was tal king. It was a sobering one.

The crash of sonething fragile hitting the floor and the tinkling of shattered china cane
through the doorway between the living roomand kitchen. Adam who was spraw ed across one end of
the sofa beneath the | arge bay w ndow, groaned beneath his breath. At twenty-five or thereabouts
he had turned out to be considerably ol der than Col man had i nmagi ned, and had a |lean, wiry build
with an intense face that was accentuated by dark, shining eyes, a narrow, neatly trimed beard,
and bl ack, wavy hair. He was dressed in a tartan shirt, predomnantly of red, and pal e blue jeans
whi ch enhanced the inpression that Col man had fornmed of a person who m xed a casual attitude
toward the material aspects of life with a passionate dedication to his intellectual pursuits.
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A few seconds later Lurch, the household robot--apparently an indi spensable part of any
environnent on Chiron that included children--appeared in the doorway. "It slipped,"” it announced.
"Sorry about that, boss. |1've wired off an order for a replacenent."

Adam waved an armresi gnedly. "Ckay, okay. Never mind the sackcl oth-and-ashes act. How about
cleaning it up?"

"Ch, yes. | should have thought of that.
The sound of a door

opening and the brief clatter of sonmething being funbled froma closet floated back into the
room

"Does it do-that a | ot?" Col man asked fromhis chair, which had been cleared of a pile of
books and sone stuffed birds to nake roomfor him when they had arrived an hour or so earlier

"It's a klutz," Adamsaid wearily. "lIt's got a glitch in its visual circuits sonewhere
...sonething like that. | don't know "

"Can't you get it fixed?" Col man asked.

Adam threw up his hands again. "The kids won't let nme! They say it wouldn't be the same any
ot her way. What can you do?'

"We couldn't et himdo that, could we?" Kath said to Bobby, age ten, and Susie, age eight,
who were sitting with her across the room where they had been struggling to nmaster the
intricacies of chess. "Lurch is half the fun of conming here."

"You don't have to live with it, Mther," Adamtold her. Voices called distantly to each ot her

t hrough the wi ndow from sonmewhere in the arm of woodl ands behind the house. Hanl on and Jay had
gone off with Tim Adam s other son, who was eleven, and Tinms girlfriend to see sonme of Chironian
wildlife. Timseened to be an authority on the subject, doubtless having inherited the trait from
Adam who specialized in biology and geol ogy and spent much of his tine traveling the planet,
usually with his three children

O, at least, the three that lived with him Adam had two nore who lived with an earlier
"roonmat e” named Pamin an arctic scientific base of some kind in the far north of Sel ene. Adanis
father lived there too; he'd separated from Kath several years earlier. Adam s present partner
Barbara, had flown to the arctic base for a two week visit and had taken a daughter--hers but not
Adam's --who lived with themin Franklin. Barbara also intended to see Pam and Adani s other two
children, as Pam and she were quite good friends. On Chiron, no institution conparable to marriage
seermed to exist, and no social expectations of nonogamous or permanent rel ationships between
i ndi vidual s---or for that matter any expectations for themto conformto any behavior pattern at
all.

Adam had not seened especially surprised when Hanl on expressed reservati ons about the w sdom
of such an attitude, and had replied to the effect that on Chiron personal affairs were considered
per sonal business. Sone coupl es night choose to remain exclusively conmitted to each other and
their famly, others might not, and it wasn't a matter for society or anybody el se to coment on.
As far as he was concerned, Adam had ~aid, the notion of anybody's presum ng to decree nora
standards for others and endeavoring to inpose them by |egislation was "obscene."

Adam al so had an ol der sister--to the surprise of the Terrans--who desi gned navi gati on
equi prent for spacecraft at an establishnent |ocated inland fromthe Peninsula, a twin brother who
was an architect and. runored to be getting friendly with a lively redhead fromthe Mayfl ower H
whom Col man coul dn't place, a younger sister who lived with two other teenagers somewhere in
Franklin, and a still younger half-brother, not a son of Kath's, who was with their father in
Selene. It was all very confusing.

"But doesn't this kind of thing upset the kids when it happens?" Hanl on had asked uneasily.

"Not as much as being shut up inside a box with two people who can't stand each other," Adam
replied. "What sense would that nake when they' ve got a fam |y of a hundred thousand outside?"

"W're dying to nmeet your sister, ~ay," Tims girlfriend had said, an arm slipped through
Tim s on one side and Adamis on the other
"Her nother's dying too," Jay had replied dryly. Colman got Adamtal ki ng about his work and about
t he physical and biol ogical environnent of the planet generally. Chiron was practically the sane
age as Earth, Adam said, having been forned along with its parent star by the sanme shockwave that
had precipitated the condensation frominterstellar gas clouds of the Sun and its neighbors. It
was an intriguing thought, Adam suggested, that the bodi es of the people being born now on Chiron
and on Earth all included heavy el ements that had been formed in the same first-generation star--
the one that. had triggered the shock wave when it expl oded a~ a supernova. "W night have been
born light-years apart," he told Colman. "But the stuff we're nmade of cane fromthe sane place."

Chiron's surface had been forned through the sane kind of tectonic 15rocesses as had shaped
Earth's, and Chironian scientists had reconstructed nost of its history of continental novenents,

Lurch about-faced and | urched back to the kitchen
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nmount ai n- bui | di ng, sedinmentation, vulcanism and erosion. Like Earth, it possessed a nagnetic
field which reversed itself periodically and which had witten a coherent story onto the noving
seafl oors as they spread outward and cooled fromuplifts along oceanic ridges; the conplicated
tidal cycle induced by Chiron's twin satellites had been unraveled to yield the story of previous
epochs of periodic inundation by the oceans; and analysis of the planet's seismc patterns had
mapped its network of active transformfaults and subducti on zones, al ong which nost of its

vol canoes and eart hquake belts were | ocat ed.

The nost interesting life-formwas a species of apelike creature that possessed certain feline
characteristics. They inhabited a region in the north of Occidenia and were known as "nonkeats," a
nane that the infant Founders had coi ned when they saw the first views sent back by the Kuan-yin's
reconnai ssance probes many years ago. They were onnivores that had evol ved from pure carnivores,
possessed a highly devel oped social order, and were begi nning to experinent with the manufacture
of sinple hand tools. The Chironians were interested observers of the nonkeats, but for the nost
part tended not to interfere with them unless attacked, which was now rare since the nonkeats
invariably got the worst of it. Qther notable dangerous life-forns include the daskrends, which
Jay had already told Col nan about, various poisonous reptiles and |arge insects that were
concentrated mainly around southern Sel ene and the isthnus connecting it to Terranova, though sone
kinds did spread as far as the Medichironian, a flying manmal found in Artenia which possessed
deadly talons and a ranged beak and woul d swoop down upon anything in sight, and a variety of
catlike, doglike, and bearlike predators that roamed across parts of all four continents to a
greater or |esser degree.

Col man renenbered what |ay had ~aid about the Chironi an custom of going armed outside the
settlenments, and guessed that it traced back to the days when the Founders had first ventured out
of the bases. Knowi ng the ways of children, he assuned this woul d have happened before they were
very old, which nmeant that they would have | earned to | ook after thenselves early onin life,
machi nes or no machi nes. That probably had a lot to do with the spirit of self-reliance so evident
anong t he Chironians.

"How el se could it be?" Adam said when Col man asked himabout it. "Sure they had to | earn how
to use a gun. You know what kids are |like. The machi nes couldn't be everywhere all the tine. Ask
my not her about it, nol ne."

Kath smiled on the other side of the room "I was fromthe first batch to be created. There
were a hundred of us. Leon -he's Adanmis father--was another. W called the nachi ne that taught us
how to use firearms M ckey Muse because it had inmaging sensors that | ooked |ike big black ears. |
shot a daskrend when | was six... or naybe less. It canme at Leon fromunder a rock, which was why
the satellites hadn't spotted it. He's still got a linp today fromthat." She emtted a soft
chuckl e. "Poor Leon. He remi nds nme of Lurch."

Col man's eyes wi dened for a noment as he listened. "1'd never really thought about it," he
admitted. "But | guess, yes . . . it'd have to have been like that. Your kids today don't seemto
have changed all that much either. "How do you mean?" Kath asked.

Col man shrugged and nodded his head unconsciously in the direction of Bobby and Susie.
"They' ve got heads on their shoul ders, they've got confidence in their own thinking, and they
trust their own judgnents. That's good."

"Well, I'"'mpleased to hear that at |east one Terran thinks so," Bobby said. "That nan who was
talking in town the other day about invisible sonethings in the sky, saying it was wong to have
babies didn't seemto. He said we'd suffer forever after we were dead. How can he know? He's never
been dead, It was ridiculous.”

"I heard a wonman in the narket who said that dead people talk to her,'
even nore ridicul ous."

Susie told him "That's

"They're not all like that, are they?" Bobby asked, | ooking hopefully at Col nan
"Not all, | guess," Colman replied with a grin. He turned to Adam and then Kath. "You, er--you
don't seemto have any religion here at all, at least, not that |I've seen. |Is that right?" Having

grown up to accept it around himas a part of life, he hadn't been able to hel p noti cing.

Adam seened to think about it for along time. "No ..."' he said slowy at last. "W're on our
own on a grain of dust sonewhere in a gas of galaxies. |Inventing guardian angels for conpany won't
change it. Wiether we nmake it or not is up to us. If we ness it up, the universe out there won't
nmss us." He paused to study the expression on Colman's face, then went on, "It's not really so
cold and | onely when you think about it. True, it nmeans we have to get along w thout any
supernatural big brothers to control Nature for us and solve our problens, but what are we | osing
if they don't exist anyway? On the other hand, we don't have to fear all the nonsense that gets
invented along with themeither. That neans we're conpletely free to deci de our own destiny and
trust in our own reason. To ne that's not such a bad feeling."
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Col man hesitated for a second as he contrasted Adam s phil osophy with the dogmas he was nore
used to hearing. "I, ah--1 know a few people who would say that was petty arrogant,"” he ventured

"Arrogant?" Adamsmiled to hinself. "They're the ones who are so sure they 'know," not ne. |I'm
just naking the best interpretation | can of the facts |I've got." He thought for a nonent |onger.
"Anyhow, arrogance and pride are not the sane thing. |'mproud to be a human being, sure.”

"They' d tell you nmpbdesty was a better virtue too," Col man said.
"I't is," Adam agreed readily. "But nodesty and self-effacement aren't the sane thing either."

Col man | ooked unconsciously toward Kath for her opinion

"If you nmean systens of beliefs based, despite their superficial appearances to the contrary,
on norbid obsessions with death, hatred, decay, dehumanization, and humliation, then the answer
to your question is no," she said, |ooking at Colman. She gl anced at her grandchildren. "But if a
dedication to life, love, growth, achievenent, and the powers of human creativity qualify in your
definition, then yes, you could say that Chiron has its religion."

By the time the others returned everybody was getting hungry, and Kath and Susie decided to
forgo the services of the kitchen's autonatic chef and conduct an experinment in the ol d-fashioned
art of cooking, using nothing but mxer, blender, slicer, peeler, and self-regulating stove, and
their own bare hands. The result was declared a success by unani nbus proclanmation, and over the
meal the Terrans tal ked mainly about the nore nenorable events during the voyage while Kath was
curious to learn nore about the Mayflower I1's propul sion systemin anticipation of the tour that
she was schedul ed to nake with the Chironian del egati on. Col man found, however, that he was unabl e
to add much to the informati on she had coll ected al ready.

Then came the question of what to do with the rest of the evening. "Tims been telling us

about the martial arts acadeny that he and his young | ady here belong to," Hanlon said. "It sounds
like quite a place. |I've a suspicion that Jay's hankering to have a look at it, and |I'mthinking I
m ght just go along there with him"

"Me?" Jay exclaimed. 'I'Il cone long, sure, but |I thought it was you who couldn't resist it."

"Bret's an unarned-conbat instructor with the Arny," Ti m expl ai ned.

Adam excused hi nsel f from goi ng out because he had sone work to do, and Bobby and Susie had
been | ooking forward to a nusical conmedy that was being given not far away that evening. Col man
assuned that Kath would want to go with them which would |eave himflipping a coin over which
show to see; but to his surprise she suggested a drink sonewhere for the two of theminstead. She
expl ai ned, whispering, "Anyway, |'ve already seen it nore tinmes than | can count." So who was he
to turn it down? Col man asked hinself. But at the same tine he couldn't avoid the sneaking feeling
that it was all just a little bit strange.

Kat h suggested a place in town called The Two Mons, which was where she and her friends
usual Iy went for entertainment and conpany, and was just the right distance for a refreshing wal k
on an evening like this. On the way they passed the house that Col man and his conpani ons had
stopped by earlier in the day, which pronpted himto nmention the painter's robot. "It |ooked as if
it was |learning the trade," Col man said.

"Very probably it was," Kath replied. "The nan you saw was probably having a rel axi ng day or
two keeping his hand in. It's nice to have machi nes around to take care of things when they becone
chores. ™
"Peopl e don't worry about being replaced by a' chip?"

"If a chip can do the job, a man's life is probably better spent doing sonething el se anyway."

After a short silence Col man said, "About all these robots--exactly how snart are they?"

"They're controll ed by sophisticated, self-adapting | earn progranms running on the conputers

distributed through the net, that's all. |I wouldn't inmagine the techniques are so different from
what you're used to."

"So they' re not anywhere near intelligent... self-aware, anything like that?"

Kath gave a short laugh, "O course not ... but they're deceptive, aren't they. You have to

renenber that they've evol ved from systens which were designed to adapt thenselves to, and teach
children. You project a lot of yourself into what you think they're saying."

"But they seemto have an intuition to make human val ue judgnents," Col man objected. 'They
know t oo rmuch about how peopl e think."

Kat h | aughed again. "Do they? They don't really, you know. If you listen closely, they don't
originate nmuch at all, apart from objective, factual information. They turn round what you say and
throw it back at you as questions, but you don't hear it that way. You think they're telling you
sonething that they're not."

"Catalysts," Colnman said after a few seconds of reflection. "You know, you're fight, now that
I think about it. Al they do is nake you exercise the brains you never ' knew you had."
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"You've got it," Kath said lightly. "Isn't that what teaching children is all about?"

The Two Moons occupi ed one end of the basenent and ground-floor levels of a centrally |ocated
confusion of buildings facing the maglev terninal conplex across a deep and narrow court, and had
a book arcade above, which turned into .residential units higher up. It conprised one |arge bar
bel ow si dewal k | evel, where floor shows were staged nost nights, and two smaller, quieter ones
above. Kath suggested one of the smaller bars and Col nan agreed, permtting hinmself for the first
time the thought. that a pleasantly romantic interlude m ght devel op, though why he should be so
| ucky was sonething he was far fromconprehending. If it happened, he wasn't going to argue about
it.

O course, Swyley, Stanislau, Driscoll, and Carson had to be there. There was no way of
backi ng out; Swyley had spotted himentering even before Col nan had noticed the 'four uniforms in
the corner. "Small world, chief,"” Driscol
remarked with a delighted leer on his face. "It is, isn't it,” Colman agreed dismally.

Not | ong after Col man and Kath had sat down, 5wyl ey's radar detected Sergeant Padawski and a
handful from B Conpany entering the main door outside the bar. They were talking |oudly and seened
to be alittle the worse for drink. Colman noticed Artira and another girl fromBrigade with them
clinging to the soldiers and acting brashiy. He shook his head despairingly, but it wasn't really
hi s business. After some tense nonments of indecision and debate in the | obby the newconers went
downstairs without noticing the group fromD Conpany. Then the party becane nore rel axed, and
Col man soon forgot about them as sone of Kath's acquai ntances joined in ones' and twos, and the
pai nter cane across after recogni zing Col nan, having stopped by for a quick refresher on his way
home sone two hours previously.

The Chironians traded in respect, Col man was begi nning to understand as he listened to the
talk around him They respected know edge and expertise in every form and they showed it.

Per haps, he thought to hinmself, that was bow the first generation had sought to conpete and to
attain identity in their nmachi ne-nmanaged environnent, where such things as parental status, socia
standi ng, wealth, and heritage had had no nmeani ng. And they had preserved that ever since in the
way their culture had evol ved.

He renenbered back to when he had been sixteen and gave a senator's son nothing nore than he'd
had coming to him A pair of sheriff's deputies had taught hima painful |lesson in "respect” in a
cell at the town jail house, and the Arny had been trying to teach him "respect” ever since. But
that had been Earth-style respect. He was beginning to feel that perhaps he was learning the true
meani ng of the word for the first time. True respect could only be earned; it couldn't be
extorted. Areal leader led by the willingness of his followers, in the way that the people at the
fusion conplex foll owed Kath or Adam s children followed him not by conmand. The Chironians could
turn their backs on each other in the way that people |ike Howard Kal ens woul d never know, as
Col man could on his platoon. These were his kind of people. It was uncanny, but he was starting to
feel at hone here--sonething he had never really felt anywhere before in his life.

Because for the first time ever, he had the feeling that he was sonebody-- not just "Sergeant,
US Ay, or "Serial Number 5648739210," or "White, Anglo-Saxon, Mle," but "Steve Col man,

I ndi vi dual , Uni que Product of the Universe."
It was a nice feeling.

CHAPTER NI NETEEN

PAUL LECHAT, ONE OF the two Congressional nenbers representing the Maryl and residential nodul e on
the Floor of Representatives, which forned a second house and counterbal anced the Directorate, had
a reputation as a noderate on nost of the issues debated in the [ast few years of the voyage.

Al t hough not a scientist, he was a keen advocate of scientific progress as the only neans likely
to alleviate the perennial troubles that had bedevil ed mankind's history, and an adm rer of
scientific method, the proven efficacy of which, he felt, held greater potential for exploitation
within his own profession than tradition had made customary. He attenpted therefore always to
define his termnology clearly, to accunulate his facts objectively; to evaluate their
inmplications inpartially, and to test his evaluations unambi guously. He found as a consequence
that he saw eye-to-eye with every | obbyist up to a point, enpathized with every special -interest
to a certain degree, synpathized with every nminority to a linmited extent, and agreed with every
faction with sone reservations. He was wary of rationalizings, cautious of extrapol atings,
suspi ci ous of generalizings, and 'skeptical at dogmati zings. He responded to reason and | ogic

rat her than passion and enotion, kept an open mnd on controversies, based his opinions on the
strictly relevant, and reconsidered themreadily if confronted by new information. The result was
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that he had few friends in high places and no strong supporters.

But he did have strong principles and a disposition to discretion and not being inpetuous,
whi ch was why Judge Fulmire had felt safe in confiding his msgivings about the situation that he
suspect ed was shapi ng up behind the scenes, politically.

Fulmire wasn't sure what he thought Lechat could do, but instinctively he identified Lechat
with the silent majority who, as usual, were immersed in the business of day-today living while
the nore vociferous fringe el ements argued and shaped the collective destiny. The banking and
financial fraternity was solemly predicting chaos over land tenure in years to come and want ed
the governnent to assune responsibility for a proper survey of unused | ands, to be parcel ed out
under approved deeds of title and offered agai nst a workabl e system of nortgages, which they
magnani nously volunteered to finance. The manufacturing and nmaterial s-industry | obbies agreed with
t he bankers that a nonetary systemwoul d have to be inposed to check the "reckl ess profligacy of
i nefficiency and waste" and to pronote "fair and honest" conpetition; they disagreed with bankers
over the nortgage issue, however, claimng that devel opnment |ad on Chiron had al ready been deened
up for grabs "by virtue of natural precedent”; they disagreed with each ot her about prices and
tariffs, the manufacturers pushing for deregulation of cheap (i.e., free) Chironian raw material s
and for protection on consuner prices, and the commpdity suppliers wanting things the other way
around. The educational and nedi cal professions were anxious to discharge their obligations to
teach the Chironians when they were well and treat them when they were not, but were nore anxious
for a nmechanismto raise the taxes for funding them while the |Iegal profession pressed for a
properly constituted judicial systemas a first nove, ostensibly to facilitate collecting the
tees. The other groups went along with the taxes as |ong as each secured better breaks than the
others, except the religious | eaden, who didn't care since they would be exenpt anyway. But they
clashed with the teachers over a nove to place minister in the schools in order to "strangl e at
its roots the evil and decay which is | oose upon this planet," with the doctors over whether the
causes were cultural or spiritual, with the lawer over the issue of making the Chironian practice
of serial, and at tinmes parallel, polygany and polyandry illegal, and with everybody over the
question of "energency" subsidies for erecting churches. And so it went.

What troubled Fulmre was the specter of Kalens's emerging fromthe midst of it all as a
virtual dictator, with Borftein supporting himand straining to be let off the | eash. Every
facti on woul d see such a concentration of power as a potential battering ramto be harnessed
exclusively for the advancenment of its own cause, and even nore as an instrunent to be denied at
all costs to its rivals. In an explosive situation |ike that anything could happen, and Fulnire
had vi sions of the whole Mssion tearing itself apart in internecine squabbling wth a strong
possi bility of bloodshed at the end of it all when frustrations boiled over. The only force that
he could see with any potential for exerting a stabilizing influence was the nore noderate
consensus as represented by the Mayflower |/'s population as a whole; and Lechat, possibly, could
provide a neans of nobilizing it before things got out of hand.

Lechat agreed that the Chironian culture, far from being a naive and backward experinment that
woul d be absorbed without difficulty into the Terran system as had been assumed, was highly
devel oped in its own unorthodox way and would not yield readily to changes. The two popul ations
could not sinply be left to collide with each other in the hope that an equilibrium woul d
establish itself. Sonething, somewhere, would bl ow up before that happened.

The Chironians had both conplied with the Mayflower |1's advance request for surface
acconmodati on and anticipated their own future needs .at the sane tinme by devel opi ng Canavera
City and its environs in the direction of Franklin to a greater degree than their own situation
then required. So far about a quarter of the Mayflower I1's popul ation had noved to the surface,
but the traffic was sl owi ng down since they were not noving out into nore pernanent dwellings as
rapi dly as the Chironians had apparently assunmed, nainly because the Directorate had instructed
themto stay where they were. Roomto house nore was running out, and those left in the ship were,
under st andabl y, becomi ng restl ess.

Lechat told Fulmre that he no |l onger thought it advisable to attenpt setting up a Terran
community alongside the totally unfamliar experience of Franklin--at |east, not inmediately, The
Terrans would need tinme to readjust, and in the meantine they would cling to their Owm faniliar
ways and custons. The proximity of Franklin would only cause tensions. Lechat believed, therefore,
that the mgration to the surface should be halted conpletely, the existing plans abandoned, and a
new Terran settl ement established el sewhere for the transition period. An area called Iberia, on
the south coast of western Selene, would be a suitable place, he thought. Lechat didn't know what
woul d happen after that and doubted very much if anything could be predicted with confidence, but
for the nearer termit would be the answer both to giving the general population a chance to
settle in without disruptive influences, and the extrenists an opportunity to cool down and do
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sone nore thinking.

Ful mire endorsed the idea and said he thought that a | ot of other people were beginning to
feel the sanme way, which started Lechat thinking about form ng an official Separatist novenent and
seeking nomnation as a last-nmnute candidate in the elections. Soon afterward he began to sound
out sources of support, and since his interests had put himon close terms with nost of the
M ssion's scientific professionals, they were near the top of his list of likely recruits. Ambng
them was Jerry Pernak, whose researches Lechat had been following with interest for several years.
Accordingly, Lechat invited Pernak and Eve Verity to dinner with himone evening in the Francoise,
a restaurant in the Colunbia District frequented nmainly by political and nedi a people, and
expl ai ned his situation

"I don't think it could work," Pernak said, shaking his head after Lechat had finished. "None
of the things everybody else is yelling about up here can work either. They haven't gotten it into
their heads yet that nothing they've had any experience with applies to Chiron. This is a whole
new phenonenon with its own new rules."

"How do you nean, Jerry?" Lechat asked across the table. He was a slightly built man of
average height, in his late forties, with thinning hair and a dry, pinkish conplexion. He tended
to red at the nose and the cheeks in a way that many woul d have considered indicative of a fiery
tenperament, but this was totally belied by his placid disposition and soft-spoken nmanner

Pernak half raised a hand, and his plastic features nol ded thenselves into a nore intense
expression. "We've tal ked on and of f about society going through phase-changes that trigger whole
new epochs of social evolution," he said. "Well, that's exactly what's happened down there. You
can't extrapolate any of our rules into this culture. They don't apply. They don't work on
Chiron.'

Lechat didn't respond i medi ately. Eve Verity el aborated. "For over three centuries we've been
struggling to reconcile old ideas about the distribution of wealth with the new i npact of high
technol ogy. The probl em has al ways been that traditional conditioning processes for persuadi ng
people to accept the inevitability of finite resources get passed on fromgeneration to generation
as unquestioned conventional w sdons until they start to | ook |ike absolute truths. Walth was
al ways sonething that had to be conpeted and fought for. Wen slaves and territory went out of
style with technol ogy becom ng the main source of wealth, we continued to fight over it in the
same way we'd always fought over everything el se, and everybody thought that was inevitable and
natural. They couldn't separate the old theories fromthe new facts." Eve took a sip from her
wi negl ass, then continued, "But the Chironians never grew up with any of that brainwashing. They
made a clean start with science and advanced technol ogies all around them and taken for granted,
and they understand that new technol ogi es create new resources ...without linit."

Lechat | ooked thoughtfully at his plate while he finished chewing a nouthful of food. "You
make themall sound like mllionaires,” he comented.

"That's exactly what they are,"” Pernak said. "In the material sense, anyway. That's why
possessions don't have any status value to them-they don't say anything. That's why you won't
find any absolute | eaders down there either." "How cone?" Lechat asked, puzzled.

"Way do people follow | eaders?" Pernak replied. "For collective-strength. Wat do you need
collective strength for? Because strength ultimately gets to control the wealth and to inpose
i deas. But why does a race of mllionaires need leaden if it already has all the nmaterial wealth
it needs, and isn't interested in inposing ideas on anyone because nobody ever taught it to? The
Chironians don't. There isn't anything to scare themw th. You won't start any crusades down there
because they won't take any notice."

Lechat thought for a while as he continued to eat. He had entertained sinilar thoughts
hi nsel f; neverthel ess, he was unable to grasp clearly the notion that an advanced culture, even
with no defense preoccupations, could function viably with no restriction whatever being placed on
consunption. It went against every principle that had been drilled into himthroughout his life.

Even as he thought that, Eve's words about brai nwashing cane back to him Yes, he was willing
to concede that he had been through the sane processes as everyone el se, and that could be why he
was unable in his mind to dissociate wealth and status frommaterial possessions. But even if a
sufficiently advanced society could supply possessions in an abundance great enough to nake their
restriction purposeless, that still couldn't equate to unlimted wealth, surely. The very notion
was a contradiction in terns, for wealth by definition meant sonething that was highly val ued and
inlimted supply. In other words, if on Chiron possessions did not equate to wealth and thereby
satisfy the universal human hunger to be judged a success, then what did?

"l can see your point to a degree," Pernak said eventually. "But people continue to accumnul ate
possessions long after they've ceased to serve any material purpose because they satisfy
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recogni ti on needs too."
"That's so true," Eve agreed.

Lechat | ooked puzzled. "That's mny point--how do the Chironians satisfy then"

"You've already said it," Eve told him She studied the expression on his face for a few
seconds and then sniled. "You can't see it yet, can you, Paul ?"
Pernak waited for a nmonent |onger, then put down his fork and | eaned across the table. "On Chiron
wealth is conpetence!" he said. "Haven't you noticed--they work hard, and whatever they do, they
do as well as they know how -and they try to get better all the tinme. It doesn't matter so much
what they do as long as it's good. And everybody appreciates it. That's their currency--
recognition, as you said . . . recognition of conpetence." He shrugged and spread his hands. "And
it makes a | ot of sense. You just told us that's what everyone wants anyway. Well, Chironians pay
it direct instead of indirectly through synbols. Wy nake Iife conplicated?"

The suggestion was too extraordinary for Lechat to respond instantly. He | ooked from Pernak to
Eve and back again, then laid his fork on his plate and sat back to digest the information

"When did you see a shoddy piece of workmanship on Chiron a door that didn't fit, or a notor
that wouldn't start?" Eve asked him "Have you ever cone across anything |ike that anywhere there?
It nakes what we're used to ook like junk. | was at a trade show yesterday that sone of our
conpanies put on in Franklin to do sone market research. The Chironians thought it was a joke. You
shoul d have seen the kids down there. They thought our ideas of design and manufacturing were
hilarious. Qur guys had to give it up as a dead | oss."

"That's how they get rich,"” Pernak said. "By being good at what they do and getting better
Who but a crazy would do anything and stay poor by choice?”

"You mean by reputation, or sonmething |ike that?" Lechat asked, beginning to | ook intrigued.

"That's part of it," Pernak replied, nodding. "The satisfaction that their culture conditions
themto feel is another part, but you're getting the general idea."

Lechat picked up his fork again. "I never looked at it in quite that way. It's an interesting
t hought." He began eating again, then stopped and | ooked up. "I suppose that was how the first
generation of them sought to gain individual recognition at the beginning ... when nmachines did

all the work and our traditional ideas of wealth had no neaning. And it's becone enbedded in their
basic thinking." He nodded slowy to hinself and reflected further. "A conpletely different kind
of conditioning, absorbed fromthe earliest years... based on recogni zing individual attributes.
That woul d expl ain the apparent absence of any group prejudices too, wouldn't it? They've never
had any reason to feel threatened by other groups.”

"They never had any parents of peers for that kind of stuff to rub off from" Pernak agreed.
"C asses, echelons, black, white, Soviet, Chinese ... it's all the sane to them They don't care
It's what you are that matters."

"And whether it was by design or accident, they've nanaged to solve a | ot of other problens
too," Eve said. "Take crine for instance. Theft and greed are inpossible, because how can you
steal another man's conpetence? Ch, you could try and fake it, | suppose, but you wouldn't |ast
long with people as discerning as Chironians. They can see through a charlatan as quickly as we
can spot ourselves being shortchanged. In fact to '"themthat's just what it is. They have their
viol ent nmonents, sure, but nothing as bad as what's coming in fromAfrica on the beamright now,
or what happened in 2021. But it never turns into a really big problem There's no notivation for
anyone to rally round a woul d- be Napol eon. He wouldn't have anything to offer that anybody needs.”

After another short silence Lechat said, "It's a strange system of currency though, isn't it.
I nean, it's not additive at all, or subject to any laws of arithnmetic. You can pay what you owe
and still not be any poorer yourself. It sounds --1 don't know inpossible sonehow. "

"It's not subject to finite arithnetic," Pernak agreed. "But why does it have to be? Qur ideas
of currency are based on its being backed by a finite standard because that's all we've ever
known. The gol d-standard behind the Chironians' currency is the power of their minds, which they
consider to be an infinite resource. Therefore they do their accounting with a cal cul us of
infinities. You take sonething frominfinity, and you' ve still got infinity left." He shrugged.
"It's consistent. | know it sounds crazy to us, but it fits with the way they think"

"It certainly puts a new light on things," Lechat conceded. He sat back again, |ooked from one
to the other, and spread his hands resignedly. "So am| to take it that | shouldn't assume your
Support in the matter | tal ked about earlier?"

"I't's nothing personal, Paul. We think you're a great guy .... ' Pernak frowned and si ghed
apologetically. "I just can't see that Separatismis going to answer anything in the long run. In
fact, to be honest, | can't see Congress's being around all that nuch |onger. On that planet down
there, it's a dodo al ready."

"You could be right, but that's long-term" Lechat replied. "I'mnore worri ed about what m ght
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happen in the shorter term | need help to do something about it."

' Those net hods were appropriate before this phase, change," Pernak answered. 'They don't have

any place now. "
"What other way is there?" Lechat Eked.
Pernak shrugged. "Just let the systemdie naturally."

"I't mght not want to die that easily," Lechat pointed out. "You should listen to what's goi ng
on a few bl ocks fromhere right nowin the rooml| just came from"

"They won't stop anything, Paul," Pernak said. "They're up against the driving force of
evolution. Canute had the sane problem™

"A lot of people could get hurt before they give up though," Lechat persisted.

Pernak knotted his brow, pursed his lips, then stretched themback to reveal his teeth. "Then
t hose people should | ook after their own future instead of waiting for sonmeone else to work it out
for them That's the old way. They have to learn to think the Chironian way." After a second of
hesitati on he added, '~that's what Eve and | are going to do

"What do you nean?" Lechat asked, although in the same instant he thought he knew.

Pernak gl anced at Eve for a nonent. She slipped her hand through his arm squeezed it
reassuringly, and sniled. They both | ooked back at Lechat. "Wat everybody el se will do when
they've figured out how it is," Pernak said. He grinned, alnpbst apologetically. "That's why we
won't be able to help nuch, Paul. You see, we're leaving."

"I see . " Lechat couldn't pretend to be as surprised as he woul d have been ten ninutes
earlier.

Pernak tossed up his hands. "I've been to take a look at their university and what they do
there. You wouldn't believe it. And I've already got a position if | want it, for no other reason
than that people already there say it's okay. You get a house, for nothing . . . a good one. O
they'd build you one however you want it. How can you say no? We're going to becone Chironians.
And so will everybody el se when they' ve gotten over the voyage. Then people |ike Kal ens can yel

all they want, but what can they do if there's nobody left to take any notice? It's as | said-you
have to start thinking |ike Chironians."
"They've still got the Arnmy... and a | ot of nasty hardware up here," Lechat rem nded him
Pernak twi sted his face through a few contortions, then sighed again. "I know That crossed
my mind too, but what is there to provoke any real trouble? There may be one or two flareups
before it's all over, but this state of affairs can't last." He shook his head. "W're convinced

"this is the only way to go. W can't nake ot her people's mnds up for them but they'll cone
round in their own tine. Anything el se woul d cause worse problens. ™
Lechat nodded reluctantly. "Well, it sounds pretty final, | guess."

Pernak spread his hands and-nodded. "Yes. Sorry and all that kind of thing, Paul, but that's
howit is.”

Lechat | ooked at them for a few seconds |onger, then sat up and nustered a grin. "Well, what
can | say? Good | uck
to the pair of you. | hope everything works out."” "Thanks," Pernak acknow edged.

"I trust we'll all stay friends and keep in touch," Eve said.

"You'd better believe it," Lechat prom sed.

At that nmonent a waiter began clearing the dishes in' readiness for the next course. "Have
you heard the news fromthe surface?" he inquired as he stacked the plates and brushed a few
breadcrunbs into a napkin with his hand.

"News?" Lechat | ooked up, puzzled. "When? W' ve been here for the last hour. There wasn't
anyt hi ng special then."

"I't came in about fifteen mnutes ago," the waiter said. He shook his head sadly. "Bad news.
There's been a shooting down there . . . in Franklin somewhere. At |east one dead---one of our
soldiers, | think. It was at sone place called The Two Moons."

CHAPTER TVEENTY

THE CELLAR BAR of The Two Moons had cal ned down after the brief comotion that had foll owed the
shooting, although it would be sone tine before the situation returned to anything that could be
called normal. Col nan and Kath were standing to one side of the roomw th the others who had cone
fromupstairs, watching silently while the major comrandi ng the SD squad took statenents fromthe
Chi roni ans who had been present. The other Chironians were sitting or standing around the room and
| ooki ng on or tal ki ng anong thensel ves in | ow voices. They seened to be taking the affair calmy
enough, including the two wonen, both pretty and in their early twenties, and the man who had been
involved directly and were now sitting with a group of their friends under the watchful eyes of
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two SD guards. The body of Corporal WIson of B Conpany, who had cone in w th Padawski's crowd
earlier, had already been taken away. In a far corner Private Ranelly, fromthe same pl atoon as
Wl son, was sitting back with his |eg propped up on a chair and one side of his trousers cut open
while an Arny nedic finished dressing and bandagi ng the bullet wound in his thigh. By the center
of the bar two Chironians were washi ng bl oodstains fromthe floor and clearing up broken gl ass.
Padawski was sitting sullenly with the rest of his group behind nore SDs, and Anita, |ooking pale
and shaken, was standing a short distance apart.

The first that Col man and his conpani ons had heard was a shot from downstairs, followed by
startled shouts and some crashi ng sounds, and then another shot. By the tinme they ran into the
cellar bar, just seconds later, WIson was already dead froma shot between the eyes and Ranelly
was on the floor with blood gushing fromhis | eg. Padawski and the others were standing
uncertainly by the bar, covered by a .38 automatic that one of the young Chironi an wonen was
hol di ng. Several other weapons had appeared around the room A few tense seconds had gone by
bef ore Padawski conceded that he had no option but to capitulate, and the SDs had arrived with
comendabl e speed shortly thereafter

Apparently sonme of Padawski's friends had the idea that the Chironian wonen were anong the
things that could be had for the taking on Chiron, and two of them had persisted in pressing | ewd
advances upon the two girls at the bar despite their being told repeatedly and in progressively
| ess uncertain ternms that the girls weren't interested. The soldiers, who had been drinking
heavil y, becane angry and even nore unpl easant, paying no attention to dour warnings from around
the room An argunent devel oped, in the course of which Ranelly grabbed one of the wonen and
handl ed her roughly. She produced a gun and shot himin the leg. There would probably have been no
nore to it than that if WIlson hadn't seized the gun and turned it on the Chironians who were
about to intervene, at which point another Chironian had shot himdead fromthe back of the room

The SD maj or conpleted dictating his notes on the final witness's statenent into his
conpad and wal ked to where the two young wonen and the man were sitting. Their expressions as they
| ooked up at hi mwere not apprehensive or apol ogetic, but neither were they defiant, the deed was
unfortunate but it had been necessary, the faces seened to say, and there was nothing to fee
guilty about. If anything, they seemed curious as to how the Terrans were going to handle the
situation, as did the other Chironians |ooking on

"One of our people has been killed, and there are set procedures that we hove to follow "
the maj or announced. "My orders require me to take you three back with us. It would nmake things a
| ot easier for everybody if you conplied. I'msorry, but I don't have any choice."

"Is it your intention to attenpt enforcing those orders if we refuse, Major?" the
Chironi an who had killed WIlson asked. He was |ithe and athletic in build, had a thin but rugged
face, and was dressed in clothes that were dark, serviceable rather than fancy, and close fitting
wi t hout being restrictively tight. He rem nded Col man of the bad guy in an ancient Wstern novie
The Chironian's manner was nmild and his tone casual, naking his answer sinply a question and not a
chal | enge.

The major nmet his eye firmy. "My duty is to carry out nmy orders to the best of ny
ability," he replied, avoiding a direct answer. Hi s tone said that he regretted the circunstances
as much as anybody, but he coul dn't conprom se.

The di splay of tact seened to do the trick. The Chironian held his eye for a monment
| onger, and then nodded. "Very well." Inwardly Col man breathed a sigh of relief. The wonmen were
evidently willing to allow the man to speak for themtoo. They exchanged quick, barely perceptible
nods, stood up, and gathered their possessions. Two of the SD troopers noved to assist themwth a
show of respect that Col man found surprising.

The maj or hesitated for a second, and then said, "Ah in view of the circunstances, it
woul d be better if you permitted us to carry your guns back for you. Wuld you m nd?'

"Are you telling us we're prisoners?" the Chironi an man asked.

"I would prefer not to use that term" the nmajor answered. "The legal ranmifications are
not for me to comment on. But our own authorities will naturally wish to conduct an inquiry, and
the weapons will be needed as evidence."

"By your custons," the Chironian observed.

“I't was one of our people," the ngjor said.

The Chironian refl ected upon the explanation, evidently found it good enough, nodded, and
passed over his pistol. The girl who had wounded Ranelly followed suit. Significantly, Colman
t hought, the major did not ask her conmpanion if she too was arned. As the guards began
nmoti oni ng Padawski and his group to their feet, the najor marched over to where Col man and t he
others from D Conpany were standing with the Chironians who had been upstairs with them He had
al ready taken their nanmes and established that they had not wi tnessed the incident firsthand. "You
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guys are free to go," he informed them "If there's a hearing, you might be called in to testify.
If so, the appropriate people will contact you."

"They know where to find us,"” Col nan said.

Kat h's pocket communi cator buzzed, and she took it out to answer. It was Adam who had
heard the news and was checking to nake sure that she and Colman were all right. Colnman |eft her
tal king and noved over to where Anita was standi ng near the door on the fringe of the party
assenbling to depart. "Wiy'd you ever get mixed up with that bunch?" he murnured. "Wse up when
it's all over. Get out of it."

There was no repentance or renorse in her eyes when she |looked at him "It's none of your
busi ness anynore," she hissed. "How | choose to have fun is ny affair and ny life."

Col man snorted derisively. "You call that fun?"

"You know what | nean. They weren't doing anything. They'd just had a bit too nmuch to
drink. Those two bitches didn't have to do sonething like that."

"Maybe you should try looking at it their way," Col man said.

Anita's eyes bl azed as her shock began wearing off and dissipated itself as anger. "Wy
should 1? Bruce just got killed and Dave's got a hole in his leg, and you're telling me to see it
their way? What kind of a man are you anyhow?" She sneered past Col nan's shoul der at Kath, who was
returning the conmuni cator to her pocket. "I can see why. It didn't take you long, did it? Is she
good?'

Col man ignored the remark. "Just think about it," he nmuttered. "For your own sake."

"I told you once already, it's none of your business anynore. Leave ne alone. | don't want
to talk to you. Just-go away and | eave nme al one.”

Padawski was glowering froma few feet away, and seened to have regai ned sone of his
confidence now that the SD's were in control. "You stay away from her, Goldilocks," he spat.
"Stick with your nice, nurdering friends. W won't forget you either." 1-1c turned his head back
to glare at the whole roombefore turning for the door. "And that goes for all of you," he warned
in a louder voice. "W won't forget. You'll see.”

"On your way." One of the troopers nudged himin the ribs with arifle butt and guided him
toward the stairs behind Anita and Ranelly, who was bei ng hel ped by the nedic and another of the
SD' s. Colman watched until they had all left, then returned to the others.

"I's she a friend of yours?" Kath inquired.

"From a white back. But not anynore, | guess, by the look of it."

"She's a good-1ooking girl. What does she do?
"A conmuni cations specialist at Brigade."

Kath's eyebrows |ifted approvingly. "Smart as well, eh?"
"She could do a ot better than waste herself with those bums. She's the kind that prefers
the easy road. . . for as long as it lasts, anyhow "

"That's a shame," Kath sai d.

Musi ¢ began pl aying, the crowd di spersed back to the bar and tables, and conversations
started to pick up again. Colnman and his conpani ons went back upstairs, and Driscoll collected
anot her round of drinks fromthe bar while the others sat where they had been earlier. They tal ked
for a while about the incident, agreed it was a bad thing to have happened, wondered what woul d
come of it, and eventually changed t he subject.

"l guess you have to learn noderation in this place," Stanislau remarked, studying his
hal f-enptied gl ass of dark, frothy Chironian beer. He shook his head slowy. "You know, this
sounds crazy but sonetines |I wish they would nake us pay for it."

"I know exactly what you nean," Carson said. Driscoll nodded his nute assent al so.

"I"'mnot so sure | agree," Swyley said, which neant that he did.

Col man was about to make a joke Qut of it when he realized they were serious. He knotted
his brows and directed an inquiring | ook at each of themin turn

"I't's this whol e business of not paying for anything," Stanislau said at last. "W cone in
here and drink, we go into restaurants and eat, we wal k out of stores with all kinds of stuff, and
none of it costs anything." He sat back, |ooked fromside to side for noral support, got plenty,
and shook his head helplessly. "It seened too good to be true at first, but that soon wears off.
It's not funny anynore, chief. It's getting to all of u~

"W feel we owe sonething, and we want to pay our way," Driscoll confirned. "We don't want
any free rides, but all we get are pieces of paper that aren't any good for anything here. What
can you do?

"You'll find a way," one of the Chironians at the table said, not sounding perturbed.
"Better late than never, | suppose," another commented, glancing at the painter, who was
still there. The painter nodded but didn't reply.
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"What does that nmean?" Driscoll asked, |ooking at the Chironian who had spoken

The Chironian hesitated for a nonent as if reluctant to say sonething which he thought
m ght be taken as insulting. Kath caught his eye and nodded reassuringly. "Wll," the Chironian
began, then paused again. "Mst people here start to feel that way by the tine they're about ten.
Fm not trying to offend anyone-but that's the way it is."

Carson frowned and t hought about the inplications, then shook his head. "It's inpossible,"
he said. "No systemcould work like that."

An intrigued and thoughtful | ook came over Swyley's face as he listened. He said nothing,
whi ch neant that he didn't agree.

CHAPTER TVENTY- ONE

JEAN FALLONS WAS begi nning to hate Chiron, the Chironians, and everything to do with the | aw ess,
godl ess, alien, hostile place. After twenty years of the famliar day-today and nonth-to-nonth
routine of life aboard the Mayflower |i, she nissed the warmh and protectiveness that she had
grown to know and yearned to be back am d the sane, civilized surroundi ngs that she understood.
She understood a way of life in which budget and necessity decided priorities of need, in which
clear rules set limts of behavior, and where tried and trusted protocols defined role and
function-her own as well as everybody el se's; she did not understand, or even want to understand,
the swirling ocean of anarchy in which she now found herself, in which individuals were expected
to flounder helplessly |ike paper boats tossed in a tenpest, with no charted shores, no havens of
anchor, and no guiding stars. She had no place in it, and she desired no place in it. Secretly she
dreaned of a mracle that would turn the Mayflower |i around and enbark her on another twenty-year
voyage, back to Earth.

As a postgraduate biology student at the University of M chigan, her hone state, she had
once had anbitions to specialize in biochem stry and the genetics pf primtive life-forns. She had
hoped that such studies would bring her closer to conprehending how i nani mate nmatter had organi zed
itself to a conplexity capable of manifesting life, and she rationalized it outwardly by telling
hersel f that her know edge woul d contribute to feeding the expl odi ng popul ati on of the new
Anmerica. And then she had net Bernard, whose youthful zeal and visions of the
Ref ormation that woul d sweep the world had awakened her political awareness and carried her al ong
with hint into a whol e new di mensi on of hunan rel ati onshi ps and notivations which until then she
had hardly recogni zed as existing at all. The forces that would shape the world and forge the
destinies of its peoples would not, she had cone to realize, be found in culture dishes or
precipitates fromcentrifugation, but in the mnds, hearts, and souls of people who had been
awakened, organi zed, and nobilized. And so they had toured from convention to convention together
and spoken fromthe sane platforns, cheered side-by-side at the rallies, applauded the speeches of
the | eaders, and eventually departed Earth together to help build an extension of the nobdel
soci ety on Chiron.

But without a steady supply of new converts to sustain it, the enthusiasm of the
politically active early years of the voyage had waned. For a while she had absorbed herself in a
revived dedication to her original calling by attendi ng specialist courses in the Princeton nodul e
on such subjects as gene-splicing, and extending her activities later to include research and sone
teaching at the high-school |evel. Her research work at Princeton and her teaching had brought her
into contact with Jerry Pernak, who was in research, and Eve Verritty, who had been a junior
adm nistrator with the Education Department at the tine. In fact it was Jean who had first
i ntroduced themto each ot her

In the years that followed after Jay and then |ater Marie were born, she had tried to stay
abreast of her career by attending |ectures and classes in Princeton and by setting herself a
readi ng program but as tinme went by, her attendance becane | ess frequent and the readi ng was
continually put off to tonmorrows that she knew woul d never cone. She found that she read articles
on home-buil ding i nstead of on the mechani sm of DNA transcription, identified nore readily with
i mges projected by light domestic conedies fromthe databank than by tutorials on cel
differentiation, and spent nore tinme with the friends who swapped reci pes than the ones who
debat ed i nheritance statistics. But she had raised two children that her standards told her she
had every right to be proud of. She was entitled to rewards for the sacrifices she had nade. And
now Chiron was threatening to steal the rewards away.

The thought sent a quiver of resentment through her as she sat on the sofa below the |arge
wal | screen, watching the face of Howard Kal ens as he denounced Wl lesley's "policy of
i ndeci si veness" as a contributory factor to the killing of the soldier who had been shot the
previous night, and called for "some positive initiative toward taking the firmgrasp that the
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situation so clearly denands."

"A boy of twenty-three," Kalens had said a few m nutes previously. "Wio was entrusted to
us as a child to be given a chance to live a life of opportunity on a new world free of chains and
fetters . . . tolive his life with pride and dignity as God intended-cut down when he had barely
glinmpsed that world or breathed its air. Bruce Wlson did not die yesterday. His |ife ended when
he was three years old."

Al 't hough Jean felt synpathy for the soldier, the course that Kalens seenmed to be
advocating, with its prospect of nore trouble and, inevitably, nmore killing, worried her even
more. Wiy did it always have to be like this? she asked herself. Al she wanted was to fee
confortable and secure, and to watch her children grow up to becone decent, respectable,
responsi bl e adults who woul d weave thenselves into the reassuring cocoon of fanmliarity around her-
as much for their own future well-being as for hers. That nmuch was hers to expect as her due
because she had nade sacrifices to earn it. It threatened nobody. So why shoul d other people's
squabbl es which were not of her nmaking now threaten her with sweeping it all away?

That norni ng Paul Lechat, whom she had never thought of as especially noteworthy on any
i ssue, had announced hinself as a late candidate in the elections and called for the establishnent
of a separate Terran colony in Iberia, sonmewhere up in Selene. He wanted to allow the people from
Earth to pursue their own pattern of living wi thout disruptive influences for the inmediate
future, and possibly to nmake such an institution permanent if it suited enough people to do so. To
Jean the announcenent had cone as a godsend, and to many others as well, if the anpbunt of popul ar
support that had materialized fromall sides within a matter of hours was anything to go by. Wy
couldn't everybody see it that way? she wondered. It was so obvious. Wiy were there always sone
who were obstinate and val ued political interests before what comobn sense said would be for the
common good, such as Kal ens, who even now was reacting to Lechat as a threat and rallying his own
followers to action?

"Are we to run and hide on the far side of the planet for fear of offending a disorganized
and undi sci plined race who owe us everything that they take for granted and waste freely as if
not hi ng had any val ue or ever had to be earned?" Kal ens was asking fromthe screen. "Wose
sci ences and | abors conceived and built the Kuan-yin, and with it the very nmachi nes that created
the prosperity of Chiron? Wose know edge and skills, indeed, created the Chironian race itself,
who woul d now lay claimto all around themas theirs and send us away |i ke paupers fromthe feast
that we have provi ded?" He paused a second for effect, and his face took on an indi gnant scow
bel ow his crown of silver hair. "I say no! I will not be driven away in such fashion | will not
even contenplate such an action. | say, publicly and without reservation, that any such suggestion
can be described only as surrender to noral cowardice that is beneath contenpt. Here we have cone,
after crossing four light-years of space, and here we will remain, to share in that which is our
right to share, and to enjoy that which is no nore than our just due." A thunder of applause
greeted the exhortation. Jean had heard enough and told Jeeves to turn off the screen

For a while after listening to Lechat, she had -entertained a brief hope that his
announcenent night precipitate a | andslide of opinion that would force a nore enlightened officia
policy, but the hope had faded a mere two hours |ater when Eve and Jerry stopped by for a brief
farewel | before nmoving out to take up the Chironian way of living. Apparently nany peopl e were
doing the same thing, and there were even runors of desertions fromthe Arny; Jean had been unabl e
to avoid feeling that Eve and Jerry were sonmehow deserting her too, but she had managed to keep a
pl easant face and wish themwell. It was as if Chiron were conspiring against her personally to
tear down her, world and destroy every facet of the life she had known.

The house around her was another part of it. She no longer saw it as the dreamit had been
on the day they noved down fromthe Mayflower If, but instead as another part of the sane
conspiracy-a cheap bribe to seduce her into selling her soul in the same way as a university
research post and the lure of a free honme had seduced Eve and Jerry. Chiron didn't want to let her
be. It wanted her to be like it. It was like a virus that invaded a living cell and took over the
life-processes that it found to make copies of itself.

She shivered at the thought and got up fromthe sofa to find Bernard. No doubt he woul d be
in the basenment roomthat he and Jay had nade into a workshop to suppl enent the village's comunal
facility. Bernard had been taking nore interest in Jay's |oconotive lately than he had on the

Mayfl ower |1. Jean suspected he was doing so to induce Jay to spend nore tinme at hone and all ay
sonme of the m sgivings that she had been having. But his enthusiasmhadn't prevented Jay from
going off on his own into Franklin, sonetimes until late into the evening, after spending hours in

the bathroomfussing with his hair, matching shirts and pants in endl ess conbinations with a taste
that Jean had never known he had, and experinenting with neckties, which he'd never bothered with
before in his life unless told to. Whatever he was up to, Marie at least, nercifully, was managi ng
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to occupy herself with her own friends and to stay inside the conpl ex.

VWhen Jean appeared in the doorway, Bernard was fiddling with an assenbly of slides and
cranks that he had set up in a test jig. She watched while he pushed a tiny rod which in turn
caused all the other pieces to slide and turn in a snooth unison, though what any of themdid or
what the whole thing was for were nysteries to Jean, Bernard pulled the rod back again to return
all the pieces to their original positions, then | ooked up and grinned. "I have to take nmy hat off
to Arny training," he said. "I'll say one thing for Steve Col man-he sure knows what he's doing.
Qur son has produced sone first-class work here." He noticed the expression on Jean's face, and

hi s manner becane nore serious. "Aw, try and snap out of it hon. I know everything's a bit
strange. What el se can you expect after twenty years? You'll need tinme to get used to it. W al
will"

“You don't mind, do you? Here . . . the way things are . . .it doesn't bother you. You're

like Eve and Jerry." Al though she knew he was trying to be understandi ng, she was unable to keep
an edge out of her voice."

"Jerry said sonme interesting things, and they make sone sense,"” Bernard answered, setting
the jig down on the bench before him and sitting back on his stool. '~The Chironians m ght have
some strange ways, but they have a | ot of respect-for us as well as for each other. That's not
such a bad way for people to be. Sure, maybe we're going to have to learn to get al ong w thout
some of the things we're used to, but there are conpensations."

"WAs it respect they showed that boy who was killed I ast night?" Jean asked bitterly. "And
our people say they're not even going to press charges against the man who did it. Wat kind of a
way is that to live? Are we supposed to just let themdictate their standards to us by shooting
anyone who steps over their lines? Are we supposed to do nothing until we get a call telling us
that Jay's in the hospital-or worse-because he said the wong thing?"

Bernard sighed and forced his voice to remain reasonable. "Now, come on ... That 'boy'

di sobeyed strict orders not to get drunk, and he started roughing up the girl long after he'd been
warned lots of tines to cool it. And Van Ness's son was right there anong the peopl e who went over
to try and cal mthings dowmn. Now, what would you have done if a drunk who had gone out of contro
was wavi ng a | oaded gun in your kid's face? What woul d anybody have done?

"How do you know?" Jean chal l enged. "You weren't there. And that's not the way it sounded
when Kal ens was tal king just now And a |ot of people seemed to agree with him™"

"He's just playing on enotion, Jean. | had it on down here for a few mnutes but couldn't
stand it. Al he's interested in is scoring a few points against Wllesley and stopping a run to
Lechat. And all that stuff about the Chironians clainng everything is theirs-it's pure garbage! |
mean, it couldn't be further fromthe truth, could it, but nobody stops to think." He frowned to
himself for a nmonent. It was true that he hadn't been at The Two Moons, but he had cal |l ed Col man
early that norning and gotten what seened |ike an honest account. But with Jean acting the way she
was, he didn't want to nention that. "Anyhow, the facts about the shooting are on record," he
said. "All you have to do is ask Jeeves."

Jean seened to dismss the subject fromher mnd. She | ooked uncertainly at Bernard for a
few seconds, and then said, "It's not really anything to do with that. It's- oh, | can't put this
any other way-it's you."

Bernard didn't seem as surprised as he m ght have been. "Want to spit it out?"

Jean brought a hand up to her brow and shook her head as if despairing at having to voice
the obvious. 'Wien | first knew you, you wouldn't have sat down here playing with trains while al
this was going on outside,” she replied at last. "Don't you understand? Wat's happeni ng out
there, right now, is inportant. It affects you, ne, Jay, Marie, and howwe're all going to live -
probably for the rest of our lives. Twenty years ago you-both of us-we'd have done sonething. Wy
are we sitting here shut up in this place and |l etting other people-vain, arrogant, greedy,
unscrupul ous peopl e-deci de our lives? Wiy aren't we doing sonething? It's that. | can't stand it."

Bernard nade no reply but let his eyebrows ask the question for him

Jean raised her hands in an inploring gesture. "Doesn't what Paul Lechat was saying this

nmorni ng make a | ot of sense to you? Isn't it the only way? Well, he's going to need help to do it.
| expected you to get on the line right away and find out if there was sonething we could do.
But you hardly even tal ked about it. Hell, I know |'mtwenty years ol der too, but at |east |
haven't forgotten all the things we used to talk about. W were going to help build a new worl d-
our world, the way it ought to be, Well, we've arrived. The ride's over. Isn't it tine we started
t hi nki ng about earning the ticket?"

Bernard stood up, paced slowy across to stare at the tool rack on the far wall, and

seermed to weigh sonething in his mnd for a long tine before replying. Eventually he enmtted a
| ong sigh and turned back to face Jean, who had noved a step inside the doorway. "W can stil
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build it,"” he said. "But it doesn't quite work the way we thought then. Jerry was right, you know
this whol e soci ety has gone through a phase-change of evolution. You can't nake it go backward
again any nore than you can turn birds back into reptiles."” Bernard came a pace nearer. Hi s voice
took on a persuasive, encouraging note. "Look, | didn't want to say anything about this until |
knew a little nore nyself, but we don't have to get nixed up with any of it at all-any of us.
Kal ens and the rest of them belong to everything we've heft behind now W don't need t hem
anynore. Don't you see, it can't |ast?"

"What are you tal ki ng about, Bernard?"

"When | went to Port Norday with Jay, | found out that they're planning a new conpl ex
farther north. They're going to need engi neers-fusion engineers. They practically told ne I'd have
no problemgetting in there, to a top job nmaybe, Think of it-our own place just |ike we've always

said, and no nore crap from Merrick or any of them " Bernard threw his hands high. "I could be nme
for the first time innmy life. . . and so could you, all of us. W don't have to listen to them
telling us who we are and what we have to be ever again. Doesn't that.." His voice trailed away as

he saw that it wasn't having the effect he had hoped. Jean was backi ng away through the door
shaki ng her head in nute protest.

"It's getting to you too," she whispered tightly. "Just as it's already gotten to Eve and
Jerry. On, how !l hare this place! Can't you see what it's doing to us all?"

“"But, hon. all I-"

Jean spun round and ran back to the elevator. Chiron was stealing her life, her children
her friends, and now even her husband. For an instant she w shed that the Mayflower Il would send
down its bonbs and wi pe every Chironian off the surface of the planet. Then they would be able to
begi n again, cleanly and decently. Ashaned of the thought, she pushed it fromher mnd as she cane
back into the | ounge. She gazed across at the cabinet on the far side, and after a nonent of
hesitation went over to pour a large, stiff drink

CHAPTER TVENTY- TWO

"HE'S AMAZING ISN T he," Shirley said in an awed voice as she | eaned forward to get a better view
of the table over the shoul der of her daughter, C, who was sitting on the floor. "It nust be a
genetic nutation that nmakes sticky fingers or sonething."

"Sticky fingers would be the last thing you'd want," Driscoll rmurnured wi thout |ooking up
whil e his hands straightened the pack deftly, executed a series of cuts and ripple-shuffles in
nmidair, and then proceeded to glide around the table in a snmooth, liquid notion that made the
cards appear to be dealing thensel ves.

"Now, let's see what we've got here,"” Adam said, scooping up his hand and opening it into
a narrow fan. On the other sides of the table, Paula, one of the civilian girls fromthe Muyfl ower
I'l, and Chang, Adanmis dark-skinned friend, did |ikew se.

“"There's no need to look," Driscoll told himnonchalantly. "You' ve got a pair of kings."
Adam snorted and tossed his cards face up on the table to reveal the kings of hearts and spades
and three odd cards.

"What about me?" C asked, hooking at Driscoll. She leaned to one side to | et her nother
see the hand she was hol di ng.

Driscoll stared at her. "Three queens, and | could beat it," he said. G and Shirley
exchanged baffl ed | ooks.

Paul a was | ooking at himinpishly. "Do you think you could beat mine?" she asked in a
curious voi ce.

"Sure," Driscoll told her. H's eyes twinkled just for an instant. "If you want to know
how, I'd beat you with aces.™

"Are you sure, Tony? Paula asked. "You wouldn't want to bet on that, now, would you?"
Paul a turned her head to snile slyly at her friend, Terry, also fromthe Mayflower L', who was
wat chi ng from behi nd.

Driscoll met her eyes calmy. "lI'd risk it," he said. "Sure, if this was for real, 1'd put
nmoney on it."

"How much?" Paul a asked.

Driscoll shrugged. "Wat woul d you stake?

"Twenty?"

"Sure, |'d cover that."
"Fifty?"

"I"'mstill with you.'
"A hundred?
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“A hundred."

Paul a sl apped down four aces gleefully. "You | ose! Hey, how about that? | just cleaned him
out. See, | knew he had to be bluffing."

"Bluffing, hell." Driscoll laid down five nore aces, and the roomerupted into | aughter
and appl ause.

"Hey, you haven't asked ne," Chang said. "l beat that."

"You do?" Driscoll |ooked surprised.

Chang threw his cards down and | eveled two black fingers across the table. "A Snmith and
Wesson beats five aces.” He grinned and stood up. "Everybody set for another drink?" A chorus of
assent rose around the table, and Chang noved away to the bar on the far side of the room

Driscoll had taken Shirley up on her invitation to get in touch when he got down to the
surface, and she had asked himalong to the party in Franklin, at the sane tine telling himto
feel free to bring anyone he wanted. So Driscoll had invited Col man, Swyl ey, Maddock, and
St ani sl au, who anong them had persuaded Sirocco to conme too, and Sirocco had suggested bringi ng
some of the girls fromthe Mayflower Il. Adam who turned out to be a friend of C's, had al so
been invited with Kath, and between themthey had brought Adamis twin brother, Casey, and Casey's
girlfriend fromthe ship-the Iively woman that Col man hadn't been able to place previously.

She had turned out to be a very shapely redhead by the nane of Veronica, and she lived in
an apartment in the Baltinore nmodule. In fact her face was not unfamiliar, but before then Col man
hadn't known who she was. She had seenmed as intrigued by Col nan as he by her when they tal ked by
the bar earlier in the evening. "Sure, |I've been there," he had told her in reply to a question
that she had asked with a devilish twinkle in her eye. "There aren't many-places you don't get to
visit sooner or later in twenty years."

“"Now, what woul d a handsone sergeant |ike you be up to in the Baltinore nodul e?

"Why woul d anybody be interested?

After studying his inpassive expression for a few seconds, Veronica had said in a | ow
voice, "It is you, isn't it?"

"Even if we assune that | know what you nmean, | don't think you' d expect ne to answer." So
now t hey both knew, and knew that the other knew. Each had tested the other's discretion, and both
of them respected what they had found. Nothing nore needed to be said.

Wth all public bars having been put off-limits to the Mayflower Ifs soldiers after the
shooting, the party couldn't have conme at a better tinme, Colman reflected as he | eaned agai nst the
bar and nursed his glass while gazing around the room Swyley and Stanislau were behind himin a
corner with a mxed group of Chironians and seened interested in the planet's travel facilities;
Sirocco was with another group in the center of the roomdiscussing the war news w th another
group, and Maddock, | ooking slightly dishevel ed, was sprawl ed al ong a couch in an al cove on the
far side with his-armdraped around Wendy, another girl fromthe Mayflower |1, who seemed to be
asleep. It was especially nice to get away fromthe political row that had been splitting the
M ssion into factions ever since the norning after the shooting. Kalens wanted to i npose Terran
|l aw on Franklin, Lechat wanted everybody to nove to Iberia, sonmebody call ed Ram sson wanted to
di sband Congress and phase into the Chironian popul ation, and sonewhere in the mddle Wllesley
was trying to steer a course between all of them At one extrene sone people were ignoring the
directive to remain in the Canaveral area and noving out, while at the other some were supporting
Kal ens by staging anti-Chironian denonstrations with denmands for a get-tough policy. Padawski and
the group who had been with himat The Two Moons, including Anita, were being confined to the
mlitary base at Canaveral pending a hearing of the charges of disobeying orders and disorderly
conduct. In addition Ranelly had been charged with assault, and Padawski with failing to uphold
di sci pline anong nmenbers of his unit as well as with publicly issuing threats. The threats were
the main reason for Padawski's group being confined to base, since sonme politicians were worried
about possible reactions fromthe Chironians if they were allowed out and about. Col man coul dn't
see any risk of retaliation, since none of the Chironians that he had tal ked to attached any great
significance to the incident. He only wi shed nore of the politicians would see things the same way
i nstead of blow ng the incident out of proportion to suit their own ends. If they had stayed out
of the situation and left the Arny to deal with its own people in its own way, the whole thing
woul d probably have been forgotten already, he thought to hinself.

Kath had noved away to talk to Adam Casey, and Veronica, who were sitting together beyond
the table at which Driscoll was perfornming. Although he was beginning to feel nore at ease with

her than he had initially, Colman was still having to work at getting used to the feeling of being
accepted freely and naturally by sonmebody |ike her, and of being treated as if he were sonebody
special fromthe Mayflower ii. On the first occasion that he had wal ked with her from Adam s pl ace

to The Two Moons, he had felt sonewhat |ike Lurch, Adamis klutz robot-awkward, out of place, and
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uncertain of what to talk about or how to handle the situation. But all through that evening,
despite the shooting epi sode, on the way back and at Adam s afterward, and when he had net her in
town for a nmeal after com ng off duty the foll owi ng day, she had continued to show the sane free
and easy attitude. Gradually he had rel axed his defenses, but it still puzzled himthat sonebody
who was a director of a fusion plant, or whatever she did exactly, should act that way toward an
engi neer sergeant denoted to an infantry conpany. Wiy woul d she do sonmething like that? For that
matter, why would any Chironian be interested nore than just socially in any Terran at all?

"Because she's seducing you," a voice nurnured from behi nd him

Col man turned on his el bow and found Swyley leaning with his arns on the bar, staring
strai ght ahead at the bottles on the shelves behind. Colman raised his eyebrows. Had it been
anyone el se he woul d have | ooked nore surprised, but Swley's ability to read m nds was j ust
anot her of his nysterious arts that D Conpany took for granted. After a few seconds Swyl ey went
on, "They're seducing all of us. That's how they're fighting the war."

Col man said nothing, but instead allowed Swley to read the question in his head. Sure
enough, Swyl ey explained, "They don't make bonbs or organize armes. It's too nmessy, and too nany
of the wrong people get hurt, they go for the grass roots. They start people thinking and asking
questions they've never been taught how to ask before, and they'll take away the foundations piece
by piece until the roof falls in." He paused and continued staring at the wall. "You're an
engi neer, and she runs part of a fusion conplex. If you want out, you've got a place to go. That's
what she's telling you."

Col man had begun to see parts of such a pattern, although not with the sinple conpl eteness
that Swyl ey had descri bed. Wiat Swyl ey was saying mght be true as far as it went, but Col man was
certain that in Kath's case Swyl ey had, for once, m ssed sonething, sonething nore personal than
just political notivation

A hand descended on his armand slid upward to tease the back of his neck. He turned round
to find that Kath had conme back. "You're starting a bachelors' party here," she said. "I have to
break that up before the idea catches on."

Col man grinned. "Good thinking. W were starting to talk shop.” Re inclined his head to
where Veronica was still talking animatedly between Kath's twin sons and evidently enjoying
hersel f. "Sonmebody seens to be quite a hit over there."

"I'sn't she a lot of fun," Kath agreed. "She's tal king Casey into teaching her to be an
architect. She could do it too. She's an intelligent wonman. Have you known her | ong?"

Colman smled to hinmself. "1've only seen her around.

This may sound crazy, but | never really nmet her before tonight.”

"After twenty years on the sane ship? That's not possible, surely.”

Col man shrugged. "Strange things happen at sea, they say, and | guess even stranger things
in space."

"And you' re Corporal Swyley, who sees things that aren't there,"” Kath said, noving round a
step. "Your Captain Sirocco told nme about your ability. I like him He told ne about the way you
rui ned the exercise up on the ship too. I thought it was wonderful."

"I'f you're going to |l ose anyway, you might as well win," Swley replied. "If you win the
wong way, you lose, and if you | ose either way, you |ose. So why not enjoy it?"

"What happens if you win the right way?" Kath asked him

"Then you lose out to the system It's |like playing against Driscoll-the systemmakes it's
own aces."

At that nonent one of the Chironian girls fromthe group in the corner took Swyley lightly
by the arm "I thought you were getting sone nore drinks," she said. "W're all drying up over
there. 1'll give you a hand. Then you can cone back and tell us nore about the Mafia. The
conversation was just getting interesting."”

Col man's eyes wi dened in surprise. "H n? What in hell does he know about the Mafia?"

The girl gave Col man a funny look. "His uncle ran the whole of the West Side of New York
and skinmed half a mllion off the top. Wien they found out, he had to spend it all buying hinself
a place on the ship. You didn't know?"

For a second Col man could only gape at her, He'd known that Swyley had been brought on to
t he Mayfl ower
11 as a kid by an uncle who had died fifteen years into the voyage froma heart condition, but
that was about all
"Hey, how conme you never told us about that part?" he asked as the girl |led Swley away.

"You never asked ne," Swyl ey answered over his shoul der

Re turned back, shaking his head despairingly, and | ooked at Kath again. Now that Swyl ey
had nmoved fromthe bar, her party manner had given way to sonething nore intimte. Col man hel d her
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gaze as her gray-green eyes flickered over his face, calmy but searching, as if she were probing
the thoughts within. He becane acutely aware of the firm rounded body beneath her clinging pink
dress, of the hint of fragrance in her soft, tunmbling hair, and the snoot hness of the skin on her
tanned, shapely arns. Deep down he had seen this com ng all through the evening, but only now was
he prepared to accept it consciously. Al the reassurance he needed shone from her eyes, but the
conditioning of a lifetine had erected a barrier that he was unable to break down. For a few
seconds that seened to |last forever he felt as if he was in one of those dreans where he knew what
he wanted to say and do, but his mobuth and body were paralyzed. He knew it was a reflex triggered
by ingrai ned habits of thought, but at the sane tine he was powerless to overcone it,

And then he realized that Kath was smling in a way that said there was no need to explain

or rationalize anything. Still looking himstraight in the eye, she said in a quiet voice that was
not for overhearing, "W |like each other as people, and we admre each other for what we are.
There isn't anything to feel hung up about on Chiron. People who feel l|ike that usually nake | ove,

if that's what they want to do." She paused for a second. "lIsn't that what you'd like to do?"
For a second | onger Col man hesitated, and then found hinmself smling back at her as the
awar eness dawned of what the elusive |ight dancing in her eyes was saying to himhe was a free
individual in a free world. And suddenly the barrier crunbled away.
“"Yes, it is," he replied. There was nothing nore to say.

"I only Iive at Port Norday during the week," Kath said. "I've got a place in Franklin as
well. It's not far fromhere at all.
"And | amon early duty tonmorrow,” Col man said. He grinned again, and she snil|ed back

inpishly, "So why are we still here? they asked together
CHAPTER TVEENTY- THREE

KATH STOPPED TALKI NG and | eaned away to pour a drink fromthe carafe of wine on the night table by
the bed, and Colman lay back in the softness of the pillows to gaze contentedly round the room
whil e he savored a warm pleasant feeling of relaxation that he had not known for sone tinme. It
was a cosy, cheerfully femnine room with lots of coverlets and satiny drapes, fluffy rugs,
pastel colon, and homey kni ckknacks arranged on the shelves and | edges. In nany ways it rem nded
himof Veronica's apartnent in the Baltinore nodule. On the wall opposite was a photograph of two
| aughi ng, roguish-1ooki ng boys of about twelve, whomdespite their years he recognized easily as
Casey and Adam and scattered about were nore pictures which he assuned were of the rest of Kath's
famly. The one in a frame on the vanity resenbled Adam though not Casey so nuch, and was of a
dar k- hai red, bearded man of about Colnan's age. It had to be Leon, he guessed, though he had felt
it better not to ask, nore because of the restraints of his own culture than fromany fear of
di sturbing Kath. The painting of a twentieth-century New Engl and farm scene-given to her by one of
her friends, Kath had said when he remarked on it-interested him Since arriving on Chiron he had
seen many such rem nders of ways of life on Earth that nobody from Chiron had known. On asking
about them he had |earned that a feeling of nostalgia for the planet that held their origins,
known only second-hand via nmachi nes, was far from uncomopn anong the Chironians.
Kath turned back fromthe night table, sat up to sip some of the wine, then passed himthe gl ass
and snuggl ed back inside his arm "I suppose we nust seemvery strange to you, Steve, being
descended from nachi nes and conputers."” She chuckl ed softly. "I bet there are |ots of people on
your ship who think we're really aliens. Do they think we walk |ike Lurch and talk in nmetallic,
nonot one voi ces?"

Col man grinned and drank fromthe glass. "Not quite that bad. But sone of them do have
pretty funny ideas- or did have, anyway. A |lot of people couldn't inmagine that kids brought up by

machi nes coul d be anything else but . . . "inhuman,' | guess you'd call it-cold, that kind of
thing."

“I't wasn't like that at all," she said. "Although, | suppose. | shouldn't really say too
much since |'ve had nothing to conpare it with. But it was"-she shrugged- "warm friendly.., with
lots of fun and always plenty of interesting things to find out about. |I certainly don't mniss not

havi ng had nmy head filled with sonme of the things a ot of Terran children seemto spend their
lives trying to untangl e thenselves from W got to know and respect each other for what we were
good at, and different people becane accepted as the | eaders for different things. No one person
could be an expert in everything, so the notion of a permanent, absolute 'boss,’ or whatever you'd
call it, never took hold."

"How | ong were you up on the Kuan-yin before they noved you down to the surface, Kath?

"I was very young. |I'mnot sure | can renenber w thout checking the records. Room and
facilities up there were limted, and the nachines noved the first batches down as soon as they
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got the base fixed up."

"The ship's changed a | ot since then though,” Colman remarked. "I noticed it the day we
flew down to it fromthe Mayflower Il soon after we arrived . . . when Shirley and G net Tony
Driscoll. The front end nust be at least twice as big as it used to be."

"Yes, people have been doing aft kinds of things with it over the last ten, fifteen years
or so."

"What are all the changes around the back end?" Col nan asked curiously. "It |ooks like a
whol e new drive system"

"It is. Aresearch teamis nodifying the Kuan-yin to test out an antinmatter drive. In fact
the project is at quite an advanced stage. They're doing the sane kind of thing back on Earth,
aren't they?"

Col man's eyebrows arched in surprise. "True, but-wow | had no idea that anything here was
that advanced." Experinments and research into harnessing the potential energy rel ease of
antimatter had been progressing on Earth since the first quarter of the century, primarily in
connection with weapons programs. The attraction was the theoretical energy yield of bringing
matter and antimatter together- one hundred percent conversion of nass into energy, which dwarfed
even thernonucl ear fusion. For bonbs and as a source of radiation beans, the process had
devastating possibilities, and it had been appreciated for a long tine that such a beam woul d
offer a highly effective neans of propelling a spacecraft.

If the Chironians were already fitting out the Kuan-yin, they must have solved a | ot of
the problenms that were still being argued on Earth, Colman thought. The whol e planet, he realized
as he reflected on it, was a powerhouse of progress, unchecked by any traditions of unreason and
with no vested-interest obstructionists to hold it back. If the pattern continued until Chiron
became a fully populated world, it would effectively |leave Earth back in the Stone Age within a
century. "Have you actually flown it anywhere yet?" he asked, turning his head toward Kath. "The
Kuan-yin . Has it been anywhere since it arrived in orbit here?"

She nodded. "To both the mpons, and we've sent missions to all of Alpha's other planets.
But that was quite a while ago now, with the original drive. There is a program planned to
est abl i sh permanent bases around the system but we've deferred building the ships to do it unti
we' ve decided how they' Il be powered. That's why the Kuan-yin's being nade into a test-bed. It
woul dn't really be a smart idea to rush into building |ots of regular fusion drives that m ght be
obsolete in ten years. There's plenty to do on Chiron in the nmeantime, so there's no big hurry.”
She turned her face toward hi mand rubbed her cheek
al ong his shoul der. "Anyhow, why are we tal king about this? You told ne | had to stop you from

tal king shop. Ckay, | just did. Qit it."

Col man grinned and stroked her hair. "You're right. So what do you want to hear about?"

She wriggled closer and slid an armacross his chest. "Tell ne about Earth. |'ve told you
how | grew up. Wiat was it like with you?"

Col man smled ruefully. "I don't have any fine fanmly pedigree or big famly trees full of
fanmous ancestors to tal k about,” he warned.

"I"'mnot interested in anything like that. | just want to hear about soneone who |ived

there and canme fromthere. Were did you conme fron?'

"Acity called Chicago, originally. Heard of it?"

"Sure. It's on the | akes."

"That's right-Mchigan. | think I was sonething of a not-very-wel conme acci dent. My nother
liked the fun life-lots of boyfriends, and staying out all night and stuff. | guess | was in the
way a lot of the tinme."

"Was your father like that too?"

“I never found out who he was. For all | know, nobody else did either."

"Ch, | see."

Col man sighed. "So | kept running away and getting into all kinds of stupid trouble, and
in the end did nost of ny growing-up in centers for problemkids that the State ran. Sonetines
they tried noving me in with fanmilies in different places, but it never worked out. The | ast ones
tried pretty hard. They adopted nme legally, and that's how | got my nane. Later we noved to
Pennsylvania . . . mny stepfather was an MHD engi neer, which was probably what, got ne interested

but there was sone trouble, and | wound up in the Arny."

"WAas that where you | earned about engi neering?" Kath asked.

"That canme later-after I'd been on the ship for some tine. At first | was with the
infantry. . . saw sone conbat in Africa. | spent nobst of the voyage in the Engi neer Corps though

up until about a year or two back."

"What nmade you sign up for the trip?"
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Col man shrugged. "I don't know. | guess there didn't seem much risk of making any worse a
mess of things than J had al ready."
Kat h | aughed and rolled back to stare up at the ceiling. "You' re just like us, aren't
she said. "You don't know where you cane fromeither."
"That happened with a | ot of people,” Colman told her. "Things were so nessed up after the
war. Does it matter?"
"l suppose not,'

you,

Kath said. She lay silent for a while and then went on in a nore distant

voice, "But it's still not really the same. | mean, it rmust be wonderful to have actually been
born there ... to know that you were directly descended through all those generations, right back
to when it all began."

"What ?"

"Life! Earth life. You're a part of it. Isn't that an exciting feeling? It has to be."

"So are you," Colman insisted. "Chironian genes were dealt fromthe same deck as all the
rest. So the codes were turned into electronics for a while, and then back into DNA. So what? A
book that gets stored in the databank is still the sane book when it cones out."

"Technically you're right," Kath agreed. She raised her head to | ook at the pictures of
her children on the wall with a faraway | ook in her eyes. "They might be scattered all over the
pl anet, and the way they live night be a little strange conpared to what you're used to, but it's

a happy family inits own way," she nurnured. "But it's still not really the same. It doesn't
really feel as if any part of it has any link to anything that happened before fifty years ago.
Don't you think it's ... oh, | don't know, kind of a shane sonmehow?"

What was goi ng through her mnd didn't hit Colnman until over an hour |ater when he was
inside a magl ev car heading back to Canaveral, with the bl eak prospect before himof snatching
maybe an hour of sleep at nost before going on duty before dawn with a hard day ahead.

Fami | y?

Eart h?

He sat bolt upright in his seat as the realization dawed on himof howit all tied
toget her. Maybe Swyley did have it all figured out after all

So that was why sonebody from Chiron would want to get mixed up with a Tenant

As a tenporary barracks for the mlitary force based on the surface, the Chironians had
made avail able a recently conpl eted conpl ex of buil di ngs designed as a school, which was intended
for occupation later as Canaveral City expanded. It conprised a main adnministrative and socia
bl ock, which the Arnmy was using mainly for administrative and social purposes; an assortment of
teaching and residential blocks, nost of which were being used for billeting the troops, with part
of one serving as a Detention Wng; a gymasium and sports center which had becone the stores,
arnmory, and notor pool; and a conmunal dining hall which was |eft unaltered.

It was after 0400 hours, |ocal, when Colman returned to the room which he shared with
Hanlon in the Orar Bradl ey Block, which in the systemof twenty-four Chironian "long hours" day
was about as niserable a tinme of day as it was on Earth. Wth the roomto hinself since Hanl on was
on night duty, he craw ed gratefully between the sheets wi thout bothering to shower to nake what
he coul d of the opportunity to sleep undisturbed until his call at 0530.

It seened that his head had hardly touched the pillow when a concussi on shook the room and
a booning noise in his ears had himon his feet~ before he even realized that he was awake. More
expl osions cane in rapid succession fromoutside the building, followed by the sounds of shooting,
shouti ng voices, and running feet. Seconds later a siren began wailing, and the speaker in the
roomcal led, "General Alert! General Alert! A breakout is being attenpted fromthe Detention W ng.
Al'l officers and nen report to General Alert stations."”

VWhat followed was a General Foul -up

Col man found Sirocco in the Orderly Room acting on
his own initiative after receiving conflicting orders from Col onel Wesserman's staff. Sirocco
ordered nost of the D Conpany personnel to secure the block against intruders and cordoned off the
routes past it toward the outside. He sent Colnman with a m xed detachnment from Second and Third
pl atoons to aid in whatever way they saw fit. They quickly encountered a squad of SD s who took
themin towto the west gate, a small side entrance to the canpus, which was where the action was
supposed to be. Col man wanted to post sentries around the notor pool, where several cargo aircraft
brought down fromthe Mayfl ower 1l were parked, but he was outranked and told that another SD unit
was securing that. Then all the |ights went out

Hal f the Arny seenmed to have converged on the west gate, where a group of escapees had
been run to ground and were shooting it out. Wen the confusion was at its peak, a series of
t hunder ous expl osi ons bl anketed the Detention Wng and the depot with smoke. Wen the snoke
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cl eared, one of the transporters was gone. No one had been guarding the notor pool

The group at the west gate surrendered shortly afterward and turned out to be just a
handful and a | ot of decoy devices. The transporter was picked up on radar heading | ow and fast
away across the Medichironian, and two Terran interceptors on standby at Canaveral base were
di spatched in pursuit. They overtook it just as it was crossing the far shore, and turned it
around by firing two warning nmissiles, then escorted it to Canaveral, where its occupants were
taken into custody by SD s.

But the story unraveled in the course of the norning by the subsequent interrogations gave
no grounds for relief. Apparently the |eader of the west gate group, a Private Davis, had been
told by Padawski that the west gate would be the rallying point for a rush to the notor pool
Ei ther Davis had been set up to draw the hunt away deliberately or Padawski had changed his pl ans
at the last mnute. Nobody el se had shown up at the west gate, and Davis's group had been |eft
stranded. But only a few nore were in the transporter when it |anded, and Padawski was not anobng
them They clainmed that after they had seized the aircraft, Padawski had radi oed themto get away
whil e they coul d because he was pinned dowmn with the main party by the Omar Bradl ey Bl ock. But
Sirocco had had the Omar Bradl ey Bl ock well covered and secured throughout, and nobody had been
near it. And sonmewhere in the niddle of it all, Padawski and twenty-three others, all heavily
arned, had nelted away.

Two escapees and one guard had been killed at the west gate and two guards had been badly
wounded inside the Detention Wng. Six of the femal e personnel who had been under detention, Anita
anong them were unaccounted for

"I't was one glorious flick-up fromstart to finish,"” Sirocco declared, tugging at his
nmoust ache as he and Col man di scussed the events late that evening. "Too many things went wong
that shouldn't have been able to go wong- Nobody guardi ng the planes, nobody guardi ng the power
room several units ordered to one place and no units at all in others . . . And how did they get
hold of the guns? |I don't like it, Steve. | don't like it at all There's a very funny snell to the
whol e busi ness. "

CHAPTER TWVENTY- FOUR

EVEN IN HI S short time at the university near Franklin, Jerry Pernak had | earned that Chironian
theoretical and experinental physics had departed significantly fromthe mainstream being pursued
on Earth. The Chironian scientists had not so much advanced past theft terrestrial counterparts;
rather, as perhaps was not surprising in view of the absence on Chiron of traditional habits of

t hought or. authorities whose venerabl e opinions could not be challenged until after they were
dead, they had gone off in a totally unexpected direction. And sone of the things they had
stunbl ed across on theft way had | eft Pernak astounded.

Pernak's contention, that the Big Bang represented not an act of absolute creation but a
singularity marki ng a phase-change from sone earlier-if that termcould be applied-epoch in which
the famliar laws of physics along with the very notions of space and time broke down, was
representative of the general views held on Earth at that tine. |ndeed, although the bizarre
conditions that had reigned prior to the Bang could not be described in terns of any intuitively
meani ngf ul conceptual nodel, a glimer of some of their properties was beginning to energe from
the abstract synbolismof certain branches of theoretical nmathematical physics.

The bewi ldering proliferation first of baryons and mesons, and later the quarks, which
were supposed to sinmplify them that had plagued studies of the structure of matter to the end of
the twentieth century had been reduced to an orderly hierarchy of "generations" of particles. Each
generation contai ned just eight particles: six quarks and two | eptons. The first generation
conprised the "up" and "down" quarks, each appearing in the three colorcharge variants peculiar to
the strong nuclear force to give six in all; the electron; and the el ectron-type neutrino. The
second generation was nmade up of the "strange" and "canned" quarks, each of them again appearing
in three possible colors; the nuon; and the muon-type neutrino. The third generation contained the
"top" and "bottonm quarks; the tau; and the tau-type neutrino; and so it went
on.

What di stingui shed the generations was that every nenber of each had a correspondi ng
partner in all the others which was identical in every property except nass; the muon, for
exanpl e, was an electron, only two hundred times heavier. In fact the nmenbers of every generation
were, it had been realized, just the sane first-generation, "ground-state" entities raised to
successi vely higher states of excitation. In principle there was no limt to the nunmber of higher
generations that could be produced by supplying enough excitation energy, and experinents had
tended to confirmthis prediction. Nevertheless, all the exotic variations created could be
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accounted for by the sane ei ght ground-state quarks and | eptons, plus their respective
antiparticles, together with the field quanta through which they interacted. So, after a |ot of
wor k that had occupied scientists the world over for alnost a century, a great sinplification had
been achi eved. But were quarks and | eptons the end of the story?

The answer turned out to be no when two teans of physicists on opposite sides of the world-
one led by a Professor Ckasotaka, at the Tokyo Institute of Sciences, and the other working at
Stanford under an American by the name of Schriber-devel oped identical theories to unify quarks
and | eptons and published themat the sane tine. It turned out that the sixteen entities and
"antientities" of the ground-state generation could be explained by just two conponents which S
t hensel ves possessed surprisingly few innate properties: Each had a spin angul ar nonmentum of one-
hal f unit, and one had an electrical charge of one-third while the other had none. The ot her
properties which had been thought of as fundanmental, such as quark col or charge, quark "flavor,"
and even nmass, to the astoni shment of sonme, becane seen |Instead as consequences of the ways in
whi ch conbi nati ons of these two basic conponents were arranged, nuch as a nelody follows from an
arrangenent of notes but cannot be expressed as a property of a single note.

Thus there were two conponents, each of winch had an "anticonponent." A quark or a |epton
was formed by a triplet of either three conponents or three anticonponents. There were ei ght
possi bl e conbi nations of two components taken three at a time and another eight possible
conbi nati ons of two anticonponents taken three at a tine, which resulted in the sixteen entities
and antientities of the ground-state particle generation.

Wth two types of conponent or anticonmponent to choose fromfor each triplet, a triplet
could conprise either three of a kind of one type, or two of one kind plus one of the other. In
the latter case there were three possible pernutations of every two-plus-one conbination, which
yi el ded the three col or charges carried by quarks. The three-of-a-kind conbinations could be
arranged in only one way and corresponded to | eptons, which was why | eptons could not carry a
color charge and did not react to the strong nucl ear force.

Thus a quark or |epton was al ways three conponents or three anticonponents; nass foll owed
as a consequence of there being no mxing of these within a triplet. M xed conbi nations did not
exhi bit mass, and accounted for the vector particles nediating the basic forces-the gluon, the
photon, the nassless vector bosons, and the graviton

kasot aka proposed the nanme kanmi for the two basic conponents, after the anci ent Japanese
deifications of the forces of Nature. The Japanese gods had possessed two soul s-one gentle, nigi-
m -tama; and one violent, ara-mtama-and, accordingly, Okasotaka christened his two spedes of kami
"nigions" and "araons,"” which a comrittee on international standards solemmly ratified and
enshrined into the officially recogni zed nonencl ature of physics. Schriber found a nenory aid to
the various triplet conbinations by humm ng things |ike "dee-dumduni to hinself for the "up"
quark, "dum dee-dee" for the "down" antiquark, and "dum dum duni for the positron, and therefore
called them "duns" and "dees," upon which his students pronptly coined "tweedle" for the genera
term and much to the chagrin of the custodians of scientific dignity these versions came to be
adopt ed through comon usage by the rest of the world' s scientific community, who soon tired of
reciting "nigi-nigi-ara" and the like to each other. The scientists were |ess receptive to
Schriber's claimthat Quandum Mechani cs had at |ast been unified with Rel ativi dee.

Because of the problem of both words having the sanme initial letter, the dumcame to be
designated by U and the dee by E. The dumcarried a one-third charge, and the dee carried none.
Two duns and a dee made the up quark, its three possible color charges being represented by the
three possible pennutations, UUE, UEU, and EUU. Sinilarly two dees and a dum yiel ded the down
antiquark in its three possible colon as UEE, EUE, and EEU; in the same way two "antiduns" and an
"antidee" gave the up antiquark; and two anti dees and an antidum the down quark. Three duns
together carried unit charge but no color and resulted in the positron, designated UUU, and three
antidums, each one-third "anticharge," i.e., negative, made up the normal electron, UUU. Three
dees together carried no charge and formed the el ectron-type neutrino, and three antidees in
partnership conpl eted the ground-state generation as the electron-type antineutrino. It foll owed
that "antitweedl es" didn't necessarily give an antiparticle, and tweedles didn't always neke a
particle. Tweedl es predom nated over antitweedl es, however, in the constitution of nornmal nmatter;
the proton, for exanple, conprising two up quarks and a down quark, was represented by a trio of
"tweepl ets" such as UUE; UEU; UEU, depending on the color charges assigned to the three
constituent quarks.

This schene at | ast explained a nunmber of things which previously had been noted nerely as
enpirically observed curious coincidences. It explained why quarks canme in three colors: Each one-
pl us-two conbinati on of dums and dees
had three and only three possible permutations. It explained why | eptons were "white" and did not
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react to the strong force: There was only one possible permutation of UUU or EEE. And it expl ai ned
why the electrical charges on quarks and | eptons were equal: They were carried by the sane
tweedl es. Al so, further studies of "tweedl edynam cs" enabled the first specul ati ons about what had
put the match to the Bi g Bang.

The nmat hematical indicators pointed to an earlier donmin inhabited by a "fluid" of pure
"tweedl estuff,"” of indeterm nate size and peculiar properties, since space and tinme were bound
toget her as a conposite di nension which pernmitted no processes anal ogous to anything describable
in famliar physical terns. There were grounds for supposing that if an expandi ng nodul e of
di sentangl ed space and tine were introduced arbitrarily through some nechanisni -pictured by somne
peopl e as a bubbl e appearing in soda water, although this wasn't really accurate.-the reduced
"pressure" inside the bubble would trigger the condensation of raw tweedl estuff out of
"tweedl espace" as an explosion of tweedl es and antitweedl es, the tweedl es preserving the
"tinmelike" aspect, and the antitweedl es the "antitinelike" aspect of the tinmeless domain from
whi ch they originated. Their mutual affinity would precipitate their conbination into a dense
photon fluid in which tinel essness becane reestablished, which tied in with Relativity by
explaining why time stood still, for noving photons and accounting for the strange connection in
the perceived universe between the rate at which tinme flowed and the speed of |ight. The high-
energy conditions of the Prinordial photon fluid, the density of which would have approxi nat ed
that of the atom c nucl eus, would favor the formation of "tweeplet" entities to give rise to
matter interacting under conditions dom nated by the strong nuclear force, which manifested itself
to restore nonAbel i an gauge symetry with respect to the variance introduced by the separation of
space and tinme. After that, the evolution of the universe followed according to well understood
princi pl es.

The theories currently favored on Earth attributed the donmi nation of nmatter, as opposed to
antimatter, in the universe to a one-part-per-billion inmbalance in 'the reactions occurring in the
earliest phase of the Bang, in which the energy avail abl e produced copi ous nunbers of exotic
particles not found in the present universe, whose decay patterns viol ated baryon- nunber
conservation. In the present universe they appeared rarely, only as transient "virtual particles”
and were responsible for the al nost i mmeasurable, but neasured, 1C°1-year nean lifetime of the
pr ot on.

It was believed virtual particles were virtual because the conditions of the present
uni verse could not supply the energy necessary to sustain tweeplets. The only way to create
antimatter, therefore, was to focus enough energy at a point to separate the conponents of a
virtual pair before they reabsorbed each other and to sustain their existence, which in practice
meant supplying at |east their mass equivalent, as was done, for exanple, in giant accelerators.
This was the reason for the wi despread skepticismthat any net energy gain could ever be realized
fromannihilating the antimatter later. At best it was felt to be an el aborate storage battery,
and not a very efficient one at that; the power poured into the accelerator would be better
applied directly to whatever the antimatter was wanted for.

It was in the last part that Chiron physics had followed a different nmute. The Chironi ans
had taken the renarkabl e step of extending the equival ence of mass and energy to enbrace spacetine
itself: Al three were nerely different expressions of the same "thing." A shock wave form ng
i nside the prinordial donmain of tweedl estuff, they had di scovered, could create an energy gradient
sufficient to "tear apart" an el ement of conposite spacetinme and deconpose it into its famliar
di mensi ons of space and tine, in which the aws of physics as comonly understood could cone into
bei ng. Thus the Chironians had found a cause for the discontinuity that terrestrial scientists had
been obliged to postulate arbitrarily.

The subsequent expansi on of space followed directly fromthe Chironian nass-energy-space
equi val ence rel ationship: The cooling photon fluid actually transforned into space as well as
matter tweeplets, the ratio depending on the tenperature and shifting fromone favoring tweeplets
to one favoring space as the universe cool ed down. Thus the galactic red-shifts were not caused by
expandi ng space; the Chironians had turned the whol e principle upside down and concl uded i nstead
that the expansion of space was a product of |engthening wavel engths. In other words, radiation
defined space, and as it cooled to | onger wavel engt hs, space grew. Thus the Chironi ans had
conpl eted the synthesis of tweedl edynanics with General Relativity by relating the properties of
space to the photon as well as the properties of tine. The "islands" of matter tweeplets |eft
behi nd fromthe cooling photon fluid remained dominated internally by the strong force while
gravitation becanme the donminant influence In the nacroscopic real mcreated outside, and in nany
ways they continued to behave as mcrocosnms of the domain fromwhich they had origi nat ed.

Even nore renar kabl e was another prediction that followed fromthe Chironian symetry
rel ati onships, which required the creation of an "antiuniverse" along with the universe, popul ated
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by antimatter and consisting of an extraordinary realmin which "antitine" ran backward and

"anti space" contracted froman initial volune of zero, Universes, like particles, were created in
pairs. And it was the duality of universes, each exhibiting a spaceti ne deconposed into two

di screte di nensions, which gave rise to the two-way duality manifested by tweedl es and
antitweedl es: Duns, dees, antiduns, and antidees were sinply spacelike, tinelike, antispacelike,
and antitinelike projections of the same fundanmental entity existing in the tineless, spacel ess
domai n of tweedl espace.

And, nost astonishing of all, it required only one "hypertweedl e" in tweedl espace to
account for all the projections perceived as duns, dees, antiduns, and antidees and both
uni verses. A universe provided, in effect, a screen upon which the same projections were repeated
over and over again as a consequence of the separation of the space and tinme di nensions of the
screen itself, which of course was why every dumwas the sane as every other dum and every dee
the sane as every other dee. It was as if a typewiter created paper as it typed on, |eaving the
pl anar inhabitants of the flat universe that it had brought into being to ponder why all the
characters encountered serially in their own "flat-tine" should have exactly the sane form

More tweedl es than antitweedl es would be projected into a normal universe, and nore
antitweedl es than tweedl es into an antiuniverse, and that, according to the Chironian version, was
why the universe was conposed of matter and not antinmatter; the opposite, of course, held for the
twin antiuniverse. The way to obtain antimatter, they therefore reasoned, would be to nmake a smal
part of the universe |ook |like an antiuniverse so that tweedl espace could be "fooled" into
projecting antitweedl es instead of tweedles into it. In other words, instead of expendi ng enornous
anounts of energy to create antitweedles fromscratch, as was thought to be inescapabl e by npst
terrestrial scientists, could they "flip" tweedles into antitweedles in ~the matter they already
had?

To the astoni shnent of even thenselves, they found that they could. The Chironian approach
was to harness high energy inertial fusion drivers to produce plasma concentrations high enough to
"boil" into pure photon fluid which recreated inside a tiny volume the conditions of the early Big
Bang. Wthin this region, space and tine recoupled and contracted inward with the inploding core
to sinulate for an instant the bizarre, inverted conditions of an antiuniverse, and in that
instant a large portion of the tweedl es liberated in the process transforned into antitweedl es
whi ch, under the prevailing high-energy conditions, conbined preferentially into antiquarks and
antileptons rather than radiation. Sone |oss was caused by anni hilations with the matter particles
also formed to a | esser degree, as had al so occurred doubtlessly in the Bang itself, but the net
result was an inpressive gain relative to the energy invested in driving the process, and the
Chironi ans had al ready denonstrated the validity of their nodel successfully in a research
establishment at the far end of Oriena.

What it meant was that they could "buy" substantial anobunts of antimatter cheaply. In
effect ~they had | earned how to harness the "snmall bangs" that Pernak had specul ated about for
many years

The theory opened up whol e new real ns, Pernak was begi nning to appreciate as he sat back
in his office to give his mind a rest fromabsorbing the informati on being presented on the wal
screen opposite. What he was starting to glinpse hadn't just to do with the physics; it was the
conpl etely new phil osophy of existence that cane with the physical interpretation

The Chironian mind had no place for the disnmal picture that earlier generations of
terrestrial thinkers had painted, that of a universe spawned through a uni que accident of Nature,
flaring briefly like a spark in the night to dissipate into infinity and be frozen by the
spreading, relentless, icy paralysis of entropy. To the Chironian, the universe was but one atom
of a possibly infinite Universe of sibling universes, every one of which coexisted at every point
in space with the source-real mthat hail procreated its famly with the profligacy of a sumer
storm cl oud precipitating raindrops. Through that source-real many one universe could couple to
any other, and by coupling into that source-realm as the antimatter project had verified, every
one coul d be sustained, nourished, and replenished froma boundl ess, endl ess hyper donmain so vast
and uni nagi nabl e that everything in existence, fromnicrobes to the farthest detectable quasars,
was a nere shadow of just a speck of it.

Pernak rose fromthe desk at which he had been working, and noved over to the window to
gaze down at the |awns between the two arns that formed the front wings of the building. A lot of
staff and students were begi nning to appear, sonme |lounging and relaxing in the sun and others
pl ayi ng games in groups here and there as the m dday break approached. He was used to living anong
peopl e who expressed feelings of insignificance and fear of a universe which they perceived as
cold and enpty, doninated by forces of disintegration, decay, and ultinmately death-a universe in
which the fragile oddity called Ilife could cling precariously and only for a fleeting noment to a
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freak existence that had no rightful place within the schene of things. Science had probed to the
begi nnings of all there was to know, and such was the bl eak answer that had been found witten.

The Chironian, by contrast, saw a rich, bright, vibrant universe mani festing at every
| evel of structure and scale of nmagnitude. The sane irresistible force of self-ordering, self-
organi zi ng evolution that had built atoms from plasna, nolecules fromatons, then life itself, and
fromthere produced the supreme phenonmenon of mind and all that could be created by mind. The
feeble ripples that ran counter to the evolutionary current were as incapable of checking it as
was a breeze of reversing the flow of a river; the pronise of the future was new hori zons opening
up endl essly toward an ever-expandi ng vista of greater know edge, undreaned-of resources, and
prospects without limt. Far from having probed the beginnings of all there was to know, the
Chironi an had barely begun to | earn

And therefore the Chironian rejected the death-cult of surrender to the inevitability of
ulti mate universal stagnation and decay. Just as an organi smdi ed and deconposed when deprived of
food, or a city deserted by its builders crunbled to dust, entropy increased only in closed
systens that were isolated from sources of energy and life. But the Chironian universe was no
| onger a closed system Like a seedling rooted in soil and bathed by water and sunlight, or an egg-
cell dividing and taking on formin a wonb, it was a thriving, grow ng organi sm an open system
fed froman inexhaustible source.

And for such a systemthe universal |aw was not death, but life.

Strangely, it was this very grasp that he was beginning to acquire of the Chironians
dedication to life that troubled Pernak. It troubled hi mbecause the nore he discovered of their
hi story and their ways, the nore he came to understand how tenaci ously and ferociously they would
defend their freedomto express that dedication. They defended it individually, and he was unabl e
to imagi ne that they would not defend it with just as much determ nation collectively. They had
known for well over twenty years that the Muyflower ii was coming, and beneath their casua
geniality they were anything but a passive, subm ssive race who would trust their future to chance
and the better nature of others. They were realists, and Pernak was convinced that they would have
prepared thensel ves to neet the worst that the situation mght entail. Although nobody had ever
menti oned weapons to him fromwhat he was beginning to see of Chironian sciences, their neans of
meeting the worst could well be very potent indeed.

He was satisfied that the Chironians woul d never provoke hostilities because they harbored
no fears of Terrans and accepted themreadily, as everything since the ship's arrival had anply
denmonstrated. They didn't consider the way Terrans chose to live to be any of their business,
woul dn't allow their own way of life to be influenced, and weren't bothered by the prospect of
havi ng to conpete for resources because in their view resources were as good as infinite. But he
felt less reassured about the Terrans- at |east sone of them Kalens was still making inflammatory
speeches and conmandi ng a substantial follow ng, and Judge Fulmre was under attack from sone
outraged quarters for having refused to reverse the decision not to prosecute in the case of the
W son shooting. And nore recently, Pernak had heard stories fromthe Chironians about Terrans who
sounded like plainclothes mlitary intelligence people circulating in Franklin and asking
questions that seened ainmed at identifying Chironians with extrene views, grudges or resentnents,
and strong personalities-in other words the kind who typified the classical recruits for agitators
or protest organizers. The effort had not been very successful since the Chironians had been nore
amused than interested, but the fact remmined that sonebody seened to be exploring the potentia
for fonenting unrest anong the Chironians. The probable reason didn't require nuch guesswork;
Earth's political history was riddled with instances of authorities provoking di sturbances
deliberately in order to justify tough responses in the eyes of their own people. If sone faction
and presumably a fairly powerful one, was indeed nmaneuvering to bring
about a confrontation, and if what Pernak was beginning to glinpse of the Chironians was anyt hing
to go by, then that faction nmight well be in for sonme nasty surprises. That didn't worry Pernak so
much as the thought that a ot of people stood to get hurt in the process. Know ng what he now
knew, he felt he couldn't allow hinself just to sit by on the sidelines and | eave things to take
such a course

Per haps he had been hasty, and nmaybe just a little naive, when he and Eve had tal ked with

Lechat, he adnmitted to himself. He still believed, as he had believed t