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PROLCGUE

Where are they?
-Enrico Ferm

The Fifth Part of the Year Three

Wthin its broad array of nested rings, the planet was a seething storm It had al ways
been so. Patterns chased thensel ves across its brown-on-brown face in bands and curlicues. The
space around it churned with activity: billions of icy particles in a broad array of nested rings;
ei ghts of noons; streaners of dust whi pped by powerful magnetic fields; all whirling around at
terrific velocities, at several mmkasrupkithp per breath. Message Bearer naneuvered within that
storm

The Herdmaster's Advisor, gazing raptly through the thick doubl e wi ndow, seened to notice
only the beauty of the scene.

The Herdmaster found that irritating. His own domain included collisions, industrial
operations, internal quarrels, and the peaceful integration of sleepers with spaceborn. He had
qui te enough problens without . . . that.

Message Bearer's main tel escope was the equal of any astronomical installation on the
worl d they had | eft behind. The alien probe was close now, by astronom cal standards, and the
screen showed it in fine detail

A circular antenna. A pod at the tip of a long boomradiated infrared warmh. That woul d
be the power supply. Two nore boons thrust instrunents outward. Clasp digits with ne, that | nmay
know your herd! One extension held what had to be caneras, the other sone kind of electronic
sensi ng devi ce.

Si xty-four sleepers, the Breaker's team were working now to infer what they could about
the creatures who had built that machine. They hadn't told the Herdnaster anything useful. When
the canera platformbegan to turn, the Herdmaster's digits flexed restlessly.

"You nmade your decision half a year ago,"” Advisor Fathistehtulk said placidly. "You did
not destroy it then. How can you destroy it now?"

"Here is where their fragile spy probe nust pass through endless orbiting debris, It nust
survive collisions, radiation, orbital fluctuations, and any unreal danger the prey nmay inagi ne.
Here is where sone m schance is nost likely to smash it!"

"We agreed that the probe will find no trace of us. Message Bearer is tiny on this scale
Surely the probe is not seeking us: it was |aunched |Iong before we arrived. But if there were
sonet hing to see, yonder canmera night have seen it by now. Sone evidence of our presence, vivid in
their receivers ... and now conmes a flash of light, then silence fromthe probe, ever after. Wuld
that tickle your suspicions?"

"I'f you were Herdmaster, would you continue to worry?"

That was cruel. At the beginning of things, Fathisteh-tulk had been Herdmaster. He had
entered his death-sleep expecting to be Herdmaster again. In his present subservient position the
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concerns of a Herdmaster seened not to bother himat all. Sonetines Herdnaster Pastenpeh-keph
wondered if he was bei ng nocked.
"Were | Herdmaster," the Advisor said placidly, "I would do as you have done. Rest quiet

whil e the probe passes through. Make no attenpt to nove the ship, send no nessage to our work
force on the Foot. Let the probe pass. Wen the second probe cones, we will be established on the
Foot. Let themtry to distinguish us agai nst an unknown background. "

And he turned fromthe tel escope screen, perhaps pointedly, to gaze on the great brown-
patterned world and its vast rings.

The Herdmaster said, "I worry. For much of their history the prey nust have studied this

great gaudy ornament in their sky. They would know what to expect better than we do after |ess

than a year. Wiat have we m ssed?"

Qutside the broad main ring system a narrower ring still roiled fromthe wake of Message
Bearer's drive

Novenber 1980

As she closed the gate and autonatically picked up a scrap of paper that had blown into
the yard, Linda Gllespie realized that she was beginning to think of this house -- a typica
Cal i fornia devel opment split-level -- as hone. That woul d ni ke the second honme since she was
marri ed. There had been three other places they hadn't stayed in | ong enough to think about as
honeli ke at all. Five noves in four years. The Air Force was a nobile service, especially for hot
fighter pilots. The best place had been in Texas, when Ednmund had been with the astronaut office,
and they'd lived in El Lago.

But this couldn't really be hone. It was just a rented house, a place to stay during
Ednmund' s tour at the Space and M ssiles Systems Organization in Los
Angel es. Now that he'd been assigned as a shuttle pilot, they'd nove again. Back to Houston! That
woul d be nice. Houston treated astronauts and their fanmlies very well indeed.

It was a gl oony Los Angel es Novenber norning, chilly even through her cashnere sweater,
with low clouds and fog. The air snelled danp, with a trace of the odor of snpbg. There was no
sunshi ne, although by noon there would be. It wasn't pleasant outside.

I nside was better. She poured coffee and sat at the kitchen table. Too early for Ed to
call. He wouldn't anyway. He never did when he was out of town. It's all very well to be nmarried
to an astronaut hero, but it would be nice to have a husband at honme once in a while. The Los
Angel es Tines lay on the table, and she thunbed through it.

She didn't |like to be alone at hone, but she didn't want to go anywhere, either. Ed could
assure her she was perfectly safe, nuch safer than in
Washi ngt on, where she'd grown up, and she could believe him-- but she knew
Washi ngt on, and Los Angel es was a nystery. One San Franci sco col umi st kept teasing Los Angel es
about being invisible.

There was al so the Hol |l ywood Strangler, and a man alleged to be the Freeway Killer was on
trial for the torture sex nurders of a dozen young boys. Great place to raise children. She fol ded
the paper. Tinme to wax the kitchen floor, she decided. Ed didn't care much, but his col onel would
cone to dinner next week, and Col onel MReady's wife was inclined to snoop. Besides, it wasn't
that hard to do floors.

Ed woul dn't approve. Not now. She grinned and | ooked down at her stomach. Didn't show a
bit. She wasn't sick, either, and if it hadn't been for the nissed periods and nedical reports
there'd be no reason to suspect she was pregnant. Even so, Ed treated her |ike she was nade of
Dresden china. He carried out the garbage, did all the lifting, and worried about hurting her
during sex.

That thought made her frown. Ed went all gooey over her pregnancy, but it turned himoff!

Maybe 1'Il lose interest in a nonth or so. | sure hope so, the way he acts.

Li nda poured nore coffee. The tel ephone rang, startling her so that she dropped the cup
It was Corningware and didn't break, but it clattered loudly on the floor, spilling coffee
ever ywher e.

"Hel | o?"

"Li nda?"

"Yes?"

"By golly, it is you! It's Roger."
"Ch. How are you, Roger?"

file:/lIF|/rah/larry%20niven/Footfall%20%20(Jerry%20Pournelle%20c0%20author).txt (5 of 283) [1/14/03 8:15:26 PM]



file:/l/F|/rah/larry%20niven/Footfal | %20%20(Jerry%20Pournel | e%620c0%20author).txt

"Great. dad you haven't forgotten ne."

"No, | haven't forgotten." You don't forget your first, she thought. First love, first sex
experience, first--a lot of firsts with Roger, back in high school and just after. And what should
| say? That he hasn't called in a long tine, but that's all right because | didn't want himto?
"Roger, how did you get our nunber?"

"W reporters have our ways. Hey, |'d like to see you. What about a really unusua
experi ence?"
She giggled. "Roger, I'ma married wonan."

"Sure. Happily?"

"Yes, of course!™

"Good. Good for you and Ednmund, anyway. What | have in nmind is in Ednund's line. JPL. The
Saturn encounter. Voyager is out there getting pictures nobody understands, and we can see them
firsthand." He paused a nonent. "It's this way. |'mhere in Los Angel es covering the Saturn story.
Not exactly Pulitzer Prize material, but | took the assignnent to get away from Washi ngton for a
while. So I"'mout at the Jet Propul sion Laboratory where the pictures cone in. W get briefings
fromthe scientists, and there's science-fiction witers, and it's a hell of a show. Let ne pick

you up on ny way out, you're alnbst on the way. |I'll have you hone by dinnertine, and | won't try
to seduce you."
And Ed was gone for a week. "It's tenpting. It really is, but I can't."

"Sure you can."

"Roger, ny sister is staying here!"

"So what? 1I'Il have you home before dinner."

Li nda thought about that. Jenny was off somewhere for the day. Saturn pictures. Reporters.
It might be fun. "You said science fiction witers. Is Nat Reynol ds there?"

“Yeah, | think so. Just a second, there's a list -- yeah, he's there. Know hin®"

"No, but Edmund |ikes his books. | bought one for his birthday. Think |I could get it
aut ogr aphed?”

"An astronaut's wife? Hell, those sci-fi types will turn flips to neet you."

Nat Reynol ds was hung over, and it was far too early to be up. It was a mracle he'd nade
it up the arroyo to the Jet Propul sion Laboratory parking | ot and got the Porsche into the tiny
slot the JPL guard had showed him

There were cars parked for half a mle along the road | eading to where JPL nestled in what
had once been a lonely arroyo. The sweet imedi ately outside the press center was nearly bl ocked
by TV vans, and a thick web of cabl es spanned the sidewal k to vani sh through open | oadi ng doors.
The press corps had turned out in force, bringing al nost as many caneras and crews as they'd send
to the site of a bank robbery in progress.

The von Karman Auditoriumwas a nmadhouse. Nearly every square foot of floor space was
covered by sonmeone: scientist, public relations, press corps, nost hol ding coffee cups or carrying
bul ky obj ects.

The press corps was divided. There were the working press and there were the science-
fiction witers, and no doubt about who was who. The press was there to work. Some had fun, but
all had deadlines. The SF types were there to gawk, and be part of the scene, and absorb the
at nrosphere, and maybe soneday it would get into a story and maybe not. Their world was bei ng
created and they were here to see it happen

This is Saturn!

Huge TV screens showed pictures as they canme in fromthe Voyager. Every few mnutes a
pi cture changed. A close view of the planet, black-and-white streanlines and whorls. Rings
hundreds of them |like a close-up of a phonograph record. Saturn again, in color, with his rings
in wide angle. Sections of the rings in closeup. Shots of moons. Al just as it cane in, so that
the press saw it as soon as the scientists.

At the Jupiter passings the pictures had conme in faster, in vivid swirls and endl ess
storms, God making nerry with an airbrush, and four noons that turned out to be worlds in their
own right. But to balance that they'd soon see Titan, which was known to have an at nosphere. Sagan
and the other scientists weren't saying they hoped to find life on Titan -- but they were
certainly interested in the giant noon, which had so far been di sappointingly featureless.

The screens shifted, and the babble in the roomfell off for a noment. A nmoon like a giant

eyebal | : one tremendous crater of the proportions of an iris, with a central peak for the pupil
Anyt hi ng bi gger, Nat thought, would have shattered the whol e noon. He heard a fenmal e voi ce say,
"Well, we've located the Death Star," and he grinned without turning around. Wat do the

newspeopl e think of us? He could picture hinself: the idiot grin, nmouth slightly open, drifting
down the line of screens w thout |ooking where he was going, tripping over cables.
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Nat couldn't nmake hinself care. A screen changed to show sonmething like a dry riverbed or
three twi ned plunmes of snoke or ... F-ring, the printout said. Nat said, "Wat the hell "

"You'd know i f you'd been here |ast night."

"I'"ve got to get sonme sleep." Nat didn't need to | ook around. He'd witten two books with
Wade Curtis; he expected to recognize that voice in Hell, when they planned their escape. Wade
Curtis talked like he had an anplifier in his throat, turned high. Partly that was his nilitary
training, partly the deafness he'd earned as an artillery officer

He al so had a tendency to lecture. "F-ring," he said. "You know, like A, B, C rings, only
they're naned in order of discovery, not distance fromthe planet, so the systenms all screwed up.
The F-ring is the one just outside the big body of rings. It's thin. Nobody ever saw it until the
space probes went out there, and Pioneer didn't get nuch of a picture even then."

Nat held up his hand. | know, | know, the gesture said. Curtis shrugged and was quiet.

But the F-ring didn't ook nornal at all. It showed as three knotted streanmers of gas or
dust or God knows what all braided together. "Braided," Nat said. "What does that?"

"None of the astronomers wanted to say."

"Ckay, | can see why. Catch ne in a mstake, | shrug it off. A scientist, he's betting his
career."

“Yeah. Well, | know of no | aw of physics that would pernit that!"

Nat didn't either. He said, "What's the matter, haven't you ever seen three earthwornms in
| ove?" and accepted Wade's appreciative chuckle as his due. "lI'd be afraid to wite about it.

Soneone woul d have it explained before | could get the story into print."

The press conference was ready to start. The JPL camera crew unlinbered its gear to
broadcast the press conference all over the |aboratory grounds, and one of the public relations
| adi es went around turning off the screens in the conference nmom

"Hm Interesting stuff still coming in," Curtis said. "And there aren't any seats. | had
a couple but | gave themto the Washi ngton Post. Front-row seats, too."
"Too bad," Nat said. "What the hell, let's watch the conference fromthe reception area.

Jilly's out there already."”

On the norning of Novenber 12. 1980, the pressroom at Jet Propul sion Laboratories was a
tangl ed maze of video equi pnrent and novi ng el bows. Roger and Linda had cone early, but not early
enough to get seats. A science-fiction witer in a bush jacket gave up his, two right in the front
r Ow.

"Sure it's all right?" Roger asked.

The sci-fi man shrugged. "You need "emnore than I do. Tell Congress the space progranis
important, that's all | ask."”

Roger thanked the man and sat down. Linda Gllespie was trapped near the |ife-size
spacecraft nodel, fending off still another reporter who was trying to interview her: what had it
been |ike, marooned on Earth while her husband was aboard Skyl ab?

She | ooked great. He hadn't seen her since -- since when? Only twi ce since she'd narried
Ednmund. And of course he'd been at her wedding. Linda's nother had cried. Danmn near cried nyself,
Roger thought. How did | let her get out of circulation? But | wasn't ready to marry her nyself.
Maybe | shoul d have. .

The trouble was, he wasn't getting any story he could understand. People were excited, but
they didn't say why. The regul ar science press people weren't telling. They all knew each other
and they resented outsiders at big events like this.

Roger doodl ed, | ooking up when anyone called a greeting, hopi ng nobody woul d want his
attention. He hadn't asked for this assignment.

He heard, "Haven't you ever seen three earthworns in |ove?" and | ooked. A clunp of science-
fiction witers stood beneath a screen that showed.. . yeah, three earthworns in |ove, or a bad
photo of spaghetti left on a plate, orjust noise. He wote, "F ring: Three earthwornms in |ove,"
and tapped Linda's shoul der. "Linda? Save ny seat?"

"Where're you goi ng?"

"Maybe | can get something fromthe science-fiction witers." Nobody el se was trying that;
it mght get hima new slant. At least they'd talk English. "It looks like things are starting."

Frank Bristow, the JPL newsroom manager, had taken his place at the podium Roger had net
himbriefly when signing in. The regular press corps all seened to know himas well as each other
Roger didn't know anyone.

Bri stow was about to make his opening statenment. The Voyager project manager and four
astrophysicists were taking their seats at a raised table. Brooks sat down again. He w shed he
wer e sonmewhere el se. Roger Brooks was approaching thirty, and he didn't like it. There were
tenptations in his job: too nuch free food and booze. He took care to nmaintain the nuscle tone
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when his lifestyle didn't. H s straight blond hair was beginning to thin, and that worried hima
little, but his jaw was still square, with none of the, softening he sawin his friends. He had

gi ven up snoking three years ago, flatly, and suffered through horrid withdrawal synptons. H's
teeth were white again, but the scars between the index and mddle fingers of his right hand woul d
never go away. He'd been taken drunk one night in Vietnam and a cigarette had burned out there.

Roger Brooks had been just old enough to cover some of the frantic |last days in Vietnam
but he had been too late to get anything juicy. He had nissed Watergate: his suspicions were
right, but he was too junior to follow themup. Qher reporters got Pulitzer prizes.

Somet hi ng had changed in himafter that. It was as if there were a secret somewhere,
calling to him Little assignnents couldn't hold his interest.

"He m ssed one chance to be played by Robert Redford," one of his |adies had been heard to
say. "He isn't about to mss another."

This was a little assignnent. He wondered if he should have taken it, even for the chance
to get to California, even though half the Washi ngton newsroom staff woul d have sold fingers and
toes for the chance. But nobody was keeping secrets here. \Watever Voyager One told them they
woul d shout it to the world, to the Moon if they could. The trick was to understand them

No big story, maybe, but the trip was worth it. He glanced at Linda and thought:

definitely worth it. - He twi sted unconfortably as old nenories cane back. They'd been so

i nexperienced! But they' d | earned, and no sex had ever been as good as his nmenory of Linda that
last tinme. Maybe he'd edited that menmory. Maybe not. |'ve got to stop thinking about that! It']
show ... What in hell aml going to wite about?

Anot her group was clunped beneath the full-size nodel of the Voyager spacecraft. They had
to be scientists, because nobst of themwere nen and they all wore suits. A couple of the
sciencefiction witers stood with them nore |like colleagues than press. No reporters did that.
Wul d that make an interesting angle? The sci-fi people didn't pretend to be neutral. They were
ent husi asts and didn't care who knewit, while the reporters tried to put on this smug air of
inmpartiality.

The briefing began. The Program Director tal ked about the spacecraft. M ssion details,

spacecraft performng well. Sonme data | ost because it was raining in Spain where the high-gain
antennae were |located -- was that a joke? No, nobody was | aughi ng.

"Three billion mles away, and they're getting pictures," sonebody said on his right. A
pretty girl, long legs, slimankles, short bobbed hair. Badge said Jeri WIson, sone geol ogi ca

magazi ne. Wedding ring, but that didn't always mean anything. Maybe she'd be here the rest of the
week. She seened to be al one.

The nission planning people |left the podiumand the scientists, Brad Snith and Ed Stone
and Carl Sagan, cane up to tell what they thought they were | earning. Roger listened, and tried to
think of an interesting question. In a situation like this, the inportant thing was get yourself
noticed, for future reference, then try for an exclusive. He jotted useful phrases:

"New noons are going to get dull pretty soon."

"Not dozens of rings. Hundreds. We're still counting."” Long pause. "Sonme of themare
eccentric."

"What does that nean?" soneone whi spered.

The sci-fi man in the khaki bush jacket answered in what he probably thought was a
whi sper. "The rings are supposed to be perfect circles with Saturn at the center. Al the theory
says they have to be. Now they've found some that aren't circles, they're ellipses."”

Q her scientists spoke:

"May be the largest crater in the solar systemin relation to the body it's on ..."

"There isn't any Janus. There are two noons where we thought Janus was. They share the
same orbit, and they change places every tine they pass. Oh, yes, we've known for sone tine those
orbits were possible. It's a textbook exam question in celestial nechanics. It's just that we
never found anything like it in the real universe.”

Brooks jotted down details on that one; it was definitely worth a nention. Janus was the
nmoon naned for the two-faced god of begi nnings--

He whi spered that to Linda, and got an appreciative nod. The Wlson girl wote sonething
t oo.

"The radial spokes in the rings seemto be caused by very tiny particles, around the size
of a wavelength of light. Also the process seens to be going on above the ring, not init."

Radi al spokes in the rings! They ought to di sappear as the rings turned, because the inner
rings were noving faster than the outer rings. They didn't disappear. Wird news from everywhere
in Saturn system Sone of Brooks' colleagues woul d understand the expl anations, when they cane...

Yet the press conference offered nore than Brooks had expected. He had interviewed
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scientists before. It was the |lack of answers that was interesting here.

"W don't know what that means."

"W wouldn't like to say yet."

"The nore we | earn from Voyager, the | ess we know about rings."

“"I'f we fiddle with the nunbers a little we can pretty well explain why Cassini's Divide is
so rmuch bigger than it ought to be." Dranmatic pause. "Of course that doesn't explain why there are
five faint rings inside it!"

“If I'd had to make a long list of things we wouldn't see, eccentric rings would have been
the first item™

"Brad, what about braided rings?"

"That woul d have been off the top of the paper."

Everyone up there | ooked happy, Brooks noted. Fun things were going on here. If Brooks
didn't have the background to appreciate them who did?

A newsperson asked, "Have you got any nore on the radial spokes? |'d have thought that
violated the | aws of physics.™

David Morrison from Hawaii answered, "I'msure the rings are doing everything right. W
just don't understand it yet." Brooks jotted it down. "Were | want to be," Roger said, "is in a
motel roomw th you." They were wal king the grounds of JPL: |awn, fountains, vaguely oriental rock
gardens, a bridge, all very nice.

"That was years ago," Linda said. "And it's all over."

" Sure?"

"Yes, Roger, |I'msure. Now be good. You pronised you would. Don't nmake ne sorry | cane
with you."

"No, of course | won't,"’
you' re happy wth Edmund."

Are you? Linda wondered. And am|? O course | am |'mvery happy with Edmund. It's when
he goes off and | eaves nme to take care of everything and I'malone all the time and | see these
goddam ronmantic perfune ads and things |ike that that | get unhappy about Mjor Edrmund G|l espie
I wonder if the femnists did us any favors, letting us adnit we get horny just |ike nen!

She grinned broadly.

"Yeah?" Roger denanded.

“"Nothing." Nothing I'd tell you. But it's nice to see | could have some conmpany if |
want ed.

Lunch was in the JPL cafeteria. Roger and Linda were rmade wel conme at the science-fiction
witers' table, but the witers didn't know any nore than Roger did. They were having fun with not
knowi ng.

Soneone passed a cartoon down the table. It showed hanging off to one side, either the
Star Wars Death Star or Saturn's nobon M mas, Saturn huge across the background. In the foreground
a spacecraft used nechanical arms to twist the F-ring into a braid. The caption: "You' ve a w cked
sense of hunor, Darth Vader!"

Anot her witer | ooked up and yawned. "Oh. It's just another goddam spectacul ar picture of
That earned hi m appreciative | aughter

But no one knew, which nmade it a frustrating lunch. Saturn had secrets, nmaybe, but he
wasn't telling them and the witers didn't have any | ogical guesses about the strange pictures.

Hal fway through the lunch Linda called to soneone. "Ws. W didn't expect to see you

Roger said. "It really is good to see you again. And |'m gl ad

Sat urn.

herel ™

He was a trimathletic man in a faded baseball cap. Linda introduced himaround the table.
"Wes married Carlotta," she told Roger. "You remenber Carlotta. She was ny best friend in school."

"Sure," Roger said. "How are you?"

One of the witers | ooked thoughtful. "Ws Dawson . . . You're running for Craig Hosner's
old seat."

"Right."

"Wes has al ways been for the space program" Linda said. "Maybe you fellows will vote for
hi "

"Not our district," Wade Curtis said. "We live north of there. But maybe we can hel p.
We're always interested in people who'll pronote space."

It was | ate afternoon when they got back to the house. Roger pulled into the driveway.

"You might as well cone in and neet Jenny," Linda said. "Renenber her?"

"Sure | remenber The Brat. | had to bribe her to | eave us al one!"

"Well, she's grown a bit now " Linda led the way to the house and unl ocked the door. It
was strangely silent inside. She went to the kitchen and found a note held to the refrigerator by
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a tonmat o- shaped magnet. Roger was standi ng behind her, scanning over her shoul der, as she read it.
515: Had to run down to San Di ego. Beach party. Charlene's with me. Back tonorrow. Jenny
"She's a freshman at Long Beach State. Anthropol ogy. But she took up scuba diving in a big
way. Her curient boyfriend is at Scripps." Linda shook her head in dismay. "Mother will kill nme if
she finds out | let her go to an all-night party."”
Roger shook his head. "The Brat's in college? Jeez, Linda, she can't be nore than, what,
fifteen?"

" Sevent een. "

Roger sighed. "I guess it's been longer than | thought."
"Yes, it has been. Want sone cof fee?"

"Sure."

She got out the filters and put water on. Roger hadn't said anything, hadn't done
anyt hi ng, but she could feel the vibes. Had Jenny planned this? But no, she didn't know Roger was
in/town, and she wouldn't if she had. She'd always |iked Roger, but she |iked Ednund nore. No,
Jenny woul dn't have deliberately ananged to | eave her alone with a |Iover fromthe past.

It had been a long tine, but she renenbered every detail. Panpered Georgetown University
freshman dating the reporter fromthe Washington Post. They'd planned it, a weekend together in
her parents' Appal achian cabin. It had been sumrer, and no one was using the place. The weather in
t he mount ai ns had been perfect. There'd been a delicious thrill of anticipation as they drove up
the twi sting highway. She hadn't had that feeling since.

Ednmund was different. Edmund was ol der too, and nore gl anorous. Fighter pilot. Astronaut.

Everything a hero should be. Everything but a great lover. . . That's not fair, not fair at all
There' d been anticipation when she net Ednund. It lasted all during their courtship -- and
died on their weddi ng night.
I'd forgotten all this, but | feel it now Just as | did then. But -- the coffee machine

was set up and there wasn't any reason to watch it any |longer. She turned. Roger was standing very
close to her. She didn't have to nmove very far to be in his arns.

PART ONE: THE ROGUES

1 DI SCOVERY

"When you have elimnated the inpossible, whatever remains, however inprobable, nmust be the
truth.”
-- SHERLOCK HOLMES in The Sign of the Four

COUNTDOMN: H M NUS SI X WEEKS

The lush tropical growth of the Kona Coast ended abruptly. Suddenly the passionfl ower
vines and palmtrees were gone, and Jenny was driving through barren lava fields. "It |ooks |ike
t he back side of the Mwon," she said.

Her conpani on nodded and pointed toward the slopes off to their right. "Mauna Loa. They
say it's terrible luck to take any of the | ava hone."

"Who says?"

"The A d Hawaiians, of course. But a surprising nunber of tourists, too. They take the
stuff home, and later they mail it back." He shrugged. "Bad luck or no, so far as anyone knows,
she -- Mauna Loa is always she to the O d Ones -- she's never taken a life."

Captain Jeanette Crichton expertly downshifted the borrowed TR-7 as the road began anot her
steep ascent. The terrain was deceptive. Fromthe beach the nmountains | ooked |ike gentle slopes
until you tried clinbing them Then you realized just how big the twin vol canoes were. Mauna Kea

rose nearly 14,000 feet above the sea -- and plunged 20,000 feet downward to the sea bottom
making it a bigger mountain than Everest.
"You'l | turn left at the next actual road,” R chard Owen said. "It'll be a way. Mnd if

doze off? | had a late night."

"Al'l right by ne," she said. She drove on

Not very flattering, she thought. Picks me up in Kona, gets ne to drive himup the side of
a vol cano, and goes to sleep. Romantic.

She ran her fingers along her shoulder-length hair. It was dark brown with a trace of red,
and at the nonent it couldn't be very attractive since it was still danmp from her norning swi m
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She hadn't much of a tan, either. Sometinmes her freckles ran together to give the illusion of a
tan, but it was too early in the spring for that. Danp hair, no tan. Not really the popul ar imge
of a California girl.

Her figure was all right, if a bit athletic; the Arnmy encouraged officers to run four
m |l es a day, and she did that although she could get out of the requirenent if she really wanted
to. The mediumlength skirt and T-shirt showed her off pretty well. Still, it couldn't be | ooks
that attracted this astrononer to her, any nore than she was overwhel med by his appearance. Al
the sane, there'd been sone electricity earlier. Nowit was nearly gone.

He was up all night, she thought. And will be again tonight. Let himsleep. That should
liven himup. God knows what |'d be Iike if | had to live on a vanpire's schedul e.

They drove through alternate strips of pasture and lava fields. At irregular intervals
soneone had made crude stacks of |ava rocks. Three or four rocks, each snaller than the one bel ow,
the bottom one perhaps two feet across, piled in a stack; she'd been told they were religious
of ferings made by the Od Hawaiians. If so, they couldn't be very old; Mauna Loa erupted pretty
often, and certainly this field had been overfl owed several tines during the twentieth century.

She turned left at the intersection, and the way becane even steeper. The TR-7 | abored
through the clinb. There were fewer fresh lava fields here; now they were on the side of Mauna
Kea. "She" was supposed to be pretty thoroughly dormant. They drove through endl ess mles of
ranchl ands given by King Kanehaneha to a British sailor who' d becone the king's friend.

Ri chard Omen woke just as they reached the "tenporary" wooden astronony base station. "W
stop here," he said. "Have sone lunch."

There wasn't much there. Long one-story wooden barracks in a sea of lava and nmud, with a
few straggly trees trying to live in the lava field. She pulled in al ongside several GMC Ji my
fourwheel -drive vehicles. "W could go on up," she said. "I don't really need |unch."

"Regul ati ons. Acclimatization. It's nearly fourteen thousand feet at the top. Pretty thin
air. Thin enough here at ten thousand It's not easy to do anything, even walk, until you get used
toit.”

By the time they reached the clapboard barracks buil dings she was ready to agree.

There were half a dozen observatories on the lip of the volcano. Richard parked the Ji my
in front of the NASA building. It |ooked Iike an observatory in a Bugs Bunny cartoon: a square
concrete building under a shiny netal done.

"Do | get to look through the tel escope?" she asked.

He didn't |augh. Maybe he had answered that one too often. "No one | ooks through
tel escopes anynore. W just take pictures.” He led the way inside, through bare-walled corridors
and down an iron stairway to a | ounge furnished with chrome-steel office tables and chairs.

There was a worman in the | ounge. She was about Jeanette's age, and she woul d have been
pretty if she'd washed her face and put on sone lipstick. She was frowning heavily as she drank
cof f ee.

"Mary Alice," Onen said, "this is Jeanette Crichton. Captain Crichton, Arny Intelligence
Not a spook, she does photo reconnai ssance and that sort of thing. Dr. Mary Alice Muton. She'