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A Matter of Sovereignty

"We're al nost there, M. Adans."

Bill Adanms woke to the thrum of propellers and the snell of fresh coffee. He stirred lazily and

| ooked up at blue eyes and a heart-shaped face framed in |ong blonde hair. The girl's soprano

voi ce had a trace of an English accent. She wore a white bl ouse and a conservative plaid niniskirt
that showed off her tanned |l egs perfectly. It was, Adanms deci ded, one of the better ways to wake
up.

"We're alnost there, sir," she repeated. "I've brought coffee."

"Thanks, Courtney." Adans stretched el aborately. The aircraft cabin was snall. It had a desk and
couch and overstuffed chairs, and except for the panel of lights and buttons above Adans's seat it
m ght have been the study at Santa Barbara. Far down below the Pacific flashed blue and calmas it
had when he dozed off. Now, though, it was dotted with tiny white rings of surf crashing endlessly
on coral reefs.

"Sit with me and tell ne what |'m|looking at," Adans said.

"Al'l right." Courtney balanced the tray clunsily with one hand as she reached to fold the table

down fromthe cabin wall. Adans hurriedly cane fully awake to hel p her. She sat next to himon the
couch and snmiled uncertainly.
Courtney wasn't sure who Bill Adans was. She'd seen his name on the Nucl ear General Conpany

organi zation chart, but his title nmerely said "Assistant to the Chairnan," and that m ght mean
anything. Her own title was "Assistant to the Director"” of Ta'avu Station, and that didn't mean
much at all. She was nore than a secretary, but she hadn't much influence over Station operations.
Adans, though, was in charge of the largest airplane in the world, and anyone who coul d comrandeer
Cerebrus for personal transportation had real power, Courtney suspected that Adans was one of M.
Lewi s's special assistants, the troubl eshooters who were said to have no enotions and conputers
for hearts, but his easy snmle nade that hard to believe. He was very likable as well as handsone.
Adans si pped coffee and | ooked out the thick rectangular wi ndow. There was nore |and in sight
ahead. They were approaching a series of coral atolls stretched out |ike junbled beads on the blue
wat er bel ow. Each was ringed with white, then lighter blues fading quickly into the deeper tones
of the Pacific. There was no way to estinate the size of the islands. They might be tiny cora
reefs or the tops of the large nountains. One thing was certain. There wasn't rmuch | and you coul d
Iive on down there.

"That's good coffee, Courtney. Thanks."

"You're wel conme. | should be thanking you. It would have been three weeks before |I could get hone
if you hadn't given ne a lift." The view bel ow was | ovely, but Courtney had seen it nany tines.
She was still interested in the airplane. They were the only passengers in the |lounge-this smaller

one and the big | ounge beyond. She knew that Adans had brought others, but they had stayed on the
| ower decks and she hadn't net them Hi s own assistant, Mke King, was forward with the pilots.
Aft of the | ounges were other offices, |aboratories, and several stateroons. Bel ow them was an
enor nobus cargo space. Cerebrus was enornous, |arger than any other plane in the world, and she
shared its luxury accommodations with one man. It was quite an experience. Courtney nade good
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money at Ta'avu, but she wasn't accustoned to posh standards of 1iving.

Adans peered forward to get a better |ook at the oncom ng | and, and Courtney renmenbered why he'd
asked her to sit with him "The first group of atolls is undevel oped so far," she said. "You can
just see Ta'avu Station beyond. W'll be over it in a second.”

Adans nodded and pushed back sandy hair with an inpatient gesture. Except for the short nap, he'd
wor ked at something the entire time he'd been on the plane. He was always inpatient, although he
didn't always show it. Courtney wondered what he did for relaxation. She noted that he wore no
rings. "Before we get there- I've wanted to ask about this plane. How could even M. Lewis afford
it?"

"He couldn't,"” Adans answered. "Sone African governnent went broke having it built. Largest flying
boat ever constructed. W'd already put in the nucl ear engines so we were the principal creditors
cone foreclosure. Seemed cheaper to finish it for ourselves than scrap it."

"But why propellers?" Courtney asked.

Adans shrugged. He was no engi neer. "Sonething about efficiency. Wrked out well. They say it's
the props that let Cerebrus stay up for weeks at a clip. She's cone in handy at that. W can use
her to |l ook for ice floes and get our crews aboard first. Conpetition for good Antarctic ice is
stiff, and Cerebrus gives us a big edge."

"I'd only seen it once before," Courtney said. "Wen we were bringing in the whales."

Adanms nodded. "Yeah, we'd never have been able to herd the beasts without the plane.” He grinned
"Ferrying pretty young nanagerial assistants home is just a side-line. Is that the Station there?"
"Yes." She | eaned across to see better and felt himvery close to her. He was handsone and
unmarried, in his thirties by his | ooks, but maybe a bit nore. She |iked ol der nen. He had grey
eyes, and it was hard to tell what he thought because half the tine he | ooked as if sonething
secretly anused him He would be a very easy man to like. Her |ast romance had gone badly, and
there was certainly no one at the Station-in fact, there was never anyone at the Station. She
wonder ed how | ong Adanms woul d be there. He hadn't told her why he was flying thousands of miles to
the Tonga |slands, and M. MacRae woul d be worri ed.

"The big atoll in the center of that group of three,"” she said. "The lagoon is about fifteen mles
across, and the Station is on the island at the fringe, the one shaped |ike a shark. The reactors
are just about at the jaw "

"Yeah." Now that she'd given himsonme idea of the scale the rest of the picture was clear. Ta' avu
consi sted of seven atolls, but only three were in use at the nonment. Nucl ear General |eased the
whol e chain fromthe King of Tonga, paying off with electric power, fresh water, fish, fertilizer
and expert advice on how to support too many Tongans on too few islands. The |l and area of Ta' avu
was insignificant, but it wasn't |and they needed.

Now he coul d make out the big m crowave di shes which beanmed power fromthe Station to the

i nhabited parts of the Tonga Islands. That was an inefficient way to transmt power, but there was
plenty to spare at the Station. The plane circled | ower, and Adans coul d see dans and | ocks,
enornous sea walls closing off the | agoons fromthe oceans. He w nced, renenbering how nuch they
had cost, and then there were the snaller dans and net boons dividing the |agoon into pens.

A chi me sounded and Adans picked up the phone. Mke King, his assistant, said, "W're al nost
there, sir. Shall we take her in?"

"No. Have the pilots circle the Station. | want a better picture before | land."

"Yes, sir. Want ne back there?"

"No, | think Mss Graves can tell ne what | need to know. Unless you'd care to join us?"

Ki ng | aughed nervously, betraying his youth. "Thanks, but 1'd rather not . . . Uh, the pilots are

giving ne a pretty good briefing, sir."

"Fine." Adans hung up the phone and chuckl ed softly. There was no question about it, Ms. Leslie
Ki ng had great influence over her husband. Fancy being afraid to be around Courtney. ... O course
she was pretty and Leslie would be joining Mke if Adans decided to | eave M ke at the Station
Maybe M chael was right to stay away fromtenptati on. The pl ane dropped | ower, down to five
hundred feet. Bill Adams turned to Courtney.

"Where are the whal es?"

"I'n the big | agoon-there, look carefully, you can usually see them Yes!" She pointed excitedly.
"Over there, on the other side fromthe reactors.”

Adans | ooked for a nmoment, then gasped. There were three dark shapes visible under the water, and
they were big. One seenmed to grow, larger, |arger, inpossibly huge, then broke the surface and
rolled lazily, great flukes splashing. A hundred feet long, the largest thing that ever lived on
the earth.

"That's Susie," Courtney said happily. "She's alnobst tane. You can get close to her in a boat."
"My God, that's a big aninmal!" Bill said. "Wat are the small things around her? Baby whal es?"
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Courtney | aughed. "Those are dol phins, M. Adans. W don't have any baby bl ue wal es, nobody does.
We hope Susie's pregnant, but how can you tell? The dol phins patrol the | agoon for us. You know
how we used themto get Susie and her friends here in the first place?"

Adans shook his head. "Not really. | was busy on sonething else." He made a wy face. "This whale
busi ness is strange. Only thing the Conpany ever did that doesn't at |east threaten a profit. M.
Lewis insists on it, but you can't inagine how nuch it has cost."

"Ch." She | ooked at himsternly and let a note of disapproval into her voice. "It was worth it,
M. Adans, Look at those whales! How could you | et sonething so magnificent be externi nated?
guess it was costly, though," she added hastily. Shouldn't get himangry with me. . . . "Never
gave it a thought, but- well, training the dolphins to herd whales took a long tine. Then finding

the whal es-there aren't nore than a dozen left in the whole world. And even with the dol phins it
took a long tine to drive four whales to the Station. They kept getting away and the dol phi ns had
to go find themagain."

"I know sonet hi ng about how long it took," Adans observed dryly. "Wile Cerebus was on that
project, Southern California Edi son grabbed two icebergs fromus. Big ones, three hundred billion
gallons at |east. Poseidon and Aquarius were left out in the Antarctic with nothing to do for
months-it's too expensive to bring the tugs hone and send them out again. So | know the costs."
Courtney turned away, not so nuch disgusted as sad. It was true, then; he was one of Lew s's hard-
eyed troops with an account book for a heart.

Adans grinned suddenly. "But it brought us luck. O sonmething did. A couple of nmonths |ater we
found a nine hundred billion gallon iceberg. A real nonster, and we've got it under tow "

And it's still under tow, he thought. The tugs were bringing the nonster iceberg up the Hunbol dt
Current. The fresh water was worth at least three hundred mllion dollars if they could get it to
Los Angel es. The trouble was that Ecuador claimed sovereignty out to two hundred nmiles fromthe
coast, and the passage fees could eat up half the value of the ice. Ecuador wanted cash. .

And now Persephone, with all that plutonium was held by the Fijians, and Nucl ear General was in
real trouble. There were a lot of assets tied up in those two projects, and M. Lewi s was
stretched thin with risky investnments. The big bergs nade a lot of profit, but exploration and
towi ng weren't cheap, conpetition was stiff, and the taxes kept going up all the tine. If they
couldn't get that plutonium back

"The ot her | agoons have smaller fish," Courtney said, breaking in on his reverie. She wondered why
he'd lost his grin, but it cane back when she pointed and said, "Rainbowtrout in that one."
"You're putting me on."

"No, really, they adapt to salt water very easily. In fact, they do it naturally - haven't you
ever fished for steel head? And hatching themis easy, that's been done for decades."

"Yeah, | guess it figures," Bill answered absently. Cone to think of it he had known that. He used
to fish for steel head when he was younger. Hard to think of anything but the plan. It had to work.
It had sounded good back in Santa Barbara, but neither he nor M. Lewis had ever nmet the Tongans
and it all depended on them

"You can see the different color waters,"” she continued. "W punp cold water from six thousand
feet dowmn. It's rich in phosphates and nitrates, so the plankton and krill grow fast. Dr. Martinez
is experimenting to see what works best. But if we can feed Susie, think how many fish we can grow
in the other |agoons!"

Bill nodded. He'd seen the figures. There was a good profit in protein, but production was |ow at
Tonga Station, and there'd be no profit at all if the farms had to pay their own way. He tried to
explain that to the girl, but she wasn't nuch interested. Blast it, he thought, she should know
such el enentary things about the Conpany. Wthout funds and profits you couldn't do anything.

"Profits. | see." Her voice was acid. "I guess you have to worry about that, M. Adans, but out
here at the Station we're proud of what we're doing. W can feed a million people sone day, nore
even, and prevent kwashiorkor. . . . Do you know how rmuch misery is due to sinple protein

defici ency?"

"No. But | know we couldn't have built the plants if that were all we were doing out here,
Courtney. Breeding plutoniumon a grand scal e nakes power, and as far as the Station's concerned
that power is free. But plutonium not protein, is the reason for the Station."

"Way out here, then? You've got breeder reactors in the States. Dr. Martinez is Director of one."
Adans nodded wearily. "We didn't put new breeders in the States because we can't find | ocations
for them Everywhere we turn there's protest. They even conplain about our sea farnms because we

i ntroduce new species. As if Kansas wheat were native. . . . Anyway, Tonga's got cold water for
the reactors and no regul ati ons about our plutoniumsales. In the States the governnent nakes us
sell over half the product at their own prices." Taxes were nonexistent at the Station, too, Adans
t hought, Even though there was no market for the electric power the breeders could produce, it was
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still worth coming out here. And the protein sales would eventually pull their own weight, even
pay back some of the investnent Ta' avu represented. It had been a good ganble, but too big, too
bi g; now the crunch was conming. A shortage of cash, and the creditors comng around |ike wol ves

A chi me sounded and above the entrance to the flight control deck the NO SMOKI NG FASTEN SEAT
BELTS signs cane on. The chinme sounded again and Adans |ifted the tel ephone. He heard M ke King.
"We're bringing her dowmn now, sir. Sone nasty weather expected later. The pilots want to get
Cerebrus inside the lagoon while it's calm If that's all right with you, sir."

"Fine. Take her in," Adanms told him The big plane banked sharply, |eveled, and skinred | ower and
| ower across the water, touched into the swells outside the | agoon. They bucked four-foot

whi t ecapped waves as the plane taxied to the atoll. Big | ock gates opened ahead of them and the
pl ane noved inside cautiously.
Adans watched a floating object appear around the hull; it resenbled the plastic baths yachts were

kept in back in the States, or the floating tanks used to catch fresh water fromicebergs. He
turned to Courtney with a puzzl ed expression

"Biological trap," she said. "They can purge the whole |lock area if they have to, but it's easier
this way. They'll sluice out the bath with cold water fromthe deeps and slide the plane off into
t he | agoon. "

He nodded and was about to say sonething when the pilot cane out with Mke King. "That's it, sir
M ke said. "Boat's alongside to take you to the Station."

"Fine," Adans said, but he didn't feel fine. Hs senses were dulled by the tine differential from
Santa Barbara; the mld chop taxiing in had upset his stomach, and ahead of himwere probl ens
enough to wreck the Conpany. The turnoil of thoughts contrasted sharply with the peaceful scene of
the lagoon and the girl beside him and he chuckled slightly, but when Courtney smiled quickly he
didn't see her.

She turned away hurt, wondering what he was thinking about. Profits, she thought contenptuously.
How coul d any man | ook at that out there, blue water and sparkling sun, the dol phins dancing
around t he open conpani onway hoping for attention-they got enough to eat-and the big Tonga boat nen
grinning fromtheir long narrow outrigger; how could a man | ook at all that and think about nobney?
It never failed. The unmarried ones had sonmething wong with them and of course that woul d be
true-if they didn't, why weren't they married?

The outrigger flashed across the | agoon, skimmng alnost silently in the strong trade wi nd and
cal mwater. Sarmual and Toruga, the boatnmen, handl ed her alnost effortlessly. They weren't really
boat men, of course. They'd call thenselves fishernen, or just sea people; back in the States
they'd be technicians, and dammed skilled ones at that. They and fifty like themtended the sea
farns under the direction of Ta' avu's ecologist on loan, Dr. Arturo Martinez, who'd no doubt be
anxious to get back to his hone in San Juan Capi strano.

There were notorboats at the Station, but the silently skimmng outrigger seened nore natural and
was certainly alnost as fast. Besides, it disturbed fewer sea creatures. After a while Adans was
able to | ean back and enjoy hinself as Courtney chattered with the Togans in nusical Pol ynesian
Around the edge of the | agoon was a series of pens and baffles and | arge fiberglass tank

conpl exes, each served with a network of pipes for delivering both cold nutrient water from over a
mle down outside the atoll and heated water fromthe reactors. Courtney tried to tell Bill Adans
what each pen was, but there were too many. After a while Toruga took over at the tiller and
Sanual canme forward to join Adans. Like all Tongans he spoke English. It was the Kingdom s second
| anguage, a principal factor in locating the Station at Ta' avu.

"We have all kinds of fish, sir,"” the boatnman said. "Sone we catch around the reefs, some Dr.
Martinez sends for. Fromall over the world."

"Whi ch ones grow best?" Adans asked.

The Tongan | aughed heartily, "W won't know that for years. Look at what we can do, tenperatures,
pl ankton m xes, dry fertilizers-one thing we try is different cleaners."

"C eaners?"

"Yes, sir. What |ubbers call trash fish. Little ones that clean up parasites. And shrinps. Big
fish need "emto live. There's a |lot even the sea people don't know. "

Adans | ooked at him sharply and nodded. No wonder Dr. Martinez was pleased with his technicians.
They' d know nore about the reefs and the water than anyone else, and with their excellent basic
school systemit shouldn't take long to train themin systematic observation

"Anot her thing, maybe you can see down there," Sanuel said. He pointed down into the clear water.
"Different shapes for reefs. W nake them out of fiberglass in the shops. Makes a | ot of

di fference what kind of fish live in them"
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They passed a series of rafts, each supporting long lines dangling into the |Iagoon. Sanual pointed
to them and said, "Oyster farms. That's the hatchery, when the rafts are full we nove 'em Take
some outside the | agoon, keep some here."

"What do you do about predators?" Bill asked.
"Look," Courtney told him One of the dol phins swam near the boat, a starfish clutched in its
bill. "Qur technicians catch them but the dolphins do a better job," she said. "It's amazi ng what

you can train themto do. Sonme are just |ike dogs, they want to pl ease you."

"Hard to operate here w thout dol phins," Sanual agreed. "That's sonething we |earned fromyou. But
there's a lot the sea people know that didn't cone from books."

"I"'msure," Adans agreed. "You |ike working here?"

"Who woul dn' t?" Sanual asked. "Why woul d anybody do sonething el se?"

"We're just learning about sea farming, | nean really learning," Courtney said. "Wen | think of
the nonsense | was taught in schools - and there are so many variables. As Sanual said, there's
tenperatures, reef shapes, species mixtures - and sone of the parasites are necessary, sone of
them have to be elimnated. All we can do is try things, there aren't any good theories."

"Yeah." What was it Helnholtz said, Adams thought. The nobst practical thing in the world is a good
theory. . . . Wll, that was all very well, but this wasn't just a research station. It was
supposed to he a producing farm and they'd better start getting something to sell out of those

| agoons if they expected any nore internal research and devel opnent fundi ng.

It was nearly dark when they reached the Station, and there is no twilight in the tropics. The sun
fell into the sea and was gone. The | agoon becane dark and mnysterious, then suddenly flashed with
whites and bl ues and greens, phosphorescent streaks, all about them an endlessly changing |ight
show. Two enornous shapes glided past the boat, turned, and charged for it again. Adans eyed them
nervously.

Courtney grinned, her teeth barely visible in the pale noonlight. "I wouldn't worry about them
those are the dol phins again," she said. Then she giggled softly. "They like to swmwth the
boats, and the phosphorescence makes them | ook bigger than they are. | pity any sharks that do
manage to get inside the | agoon.”

"Some do?"

"Yes. W can't keep a perfectly closed systemin the open |agoons the way we can in the pens."
"You know a | ot about the operations here," Adans said quietly.

She smiled. "l've been here four years." She sighed. "I like it here but it's time to nove on
I've asked for a transfer to Conpany headquarters.”

n \My?ll

"Well, I"mnot really a biologist, and there's not a | ot of nmanagenent work here at the Station

Dr. MacKae | eaves nost of that up to Santa Barbara."

I've noticed, Adans thought. He | ooked at the girl, wondering if she could learn the inportant
poi nt s about Nucl ear General operations. She did all right with the technical stuff, and M ke King
woul d have to stay here at the Station. She m ght be good comnpany.

They glided expertly to the | anding. The reactor donmes were invisible a thousand yards away, and
the Station was a | ow series of concrete rectangles along the reef, nmuch of it extending down into
the I agoon itself. There was al nbst no | and, and everything had to be attached to the reefs,
anchored deep with aluminumpilings to protect it fromtsunanis and typhoons. A natural fortress,
Adans t hought.

Living quarters were made of fiberglass, constructed Iike the thatch and frond houses of Pol ynesia
but using artificial fibers. They could be taken below into the concrete bl ockhouses if a rea
stormthreatened, and they were nuch nore pleasant to live in.

Adans took his supper alone, served by Mke King in his roons. He'd met no one, not even Art
Martinez, and he wanted it that way. \Wien he put down his fork, he realized he didn't even know
what he'd eaten, and it was probably a special neal. Well, there'd be tine enough for the socia
anenities later. Now he was as ready as he'd ever be.

"Who all's there?" he asked.

M ke King blushed slightly. Staff nen assigned to Bill Adams never |asted Iong - when Adans wanted
to know somet hing, you'd better be ready with an answer or know how to find it. And you could
never tell what he'd want to know because Adans hinsel f didn't know what woul d be significant.

M ke had spent as nuch tinme as he could talking to anyone he could find, but as sure as anything
it woul dn't be enough. Working with Adans was good experience, but Mke would be glad when the
troubl eshoot er noved on.

"Dr. MacRae, Dr. Martinez, that | know of," Mke said. "And Courtney Graves. Dr. MacRae said if
you were going to have an assistant at the conference then by the white Christ-that's what he
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said, sir-he'd have one there too."

Adans expl oded in |aughter. "And what about the Tonganese?"

"Prince Toki Ukarmea, the Prime Mnister, is at the Station, sir. Wth a couple of nmenbers of the
Privy Council. But he's out looking at the reactors so you can have a word with the others al one
as you wanted."

"CGood." Adans's tone was so nonconmittal that M ke King | ooked at his superior closely, but he
couldn't tell what the man was thinking. The hidden anusenent was gone fromthe grey eyes, and
King didn't envy the people who'd got M, Adans so upset.

The conference roomwas underwater, concrete walls paneled in rich wods franed with sea shells,
an enornus rai nbow trout stuffed and nounted on one wall. Another wall was conpletely glassed to
show the dark waters of the |agoon outside. Several large fish and one of the inevitable dol phins
swam dartingly just outside the conference room

Dr. David MacRae was a tall, elderly man who spoke with a thick, broad Scots accent mnixed with
sonet hi ng unrecogni zabl e, and he sucked endl essly on a meerschaum pi pe carved into the shape of a
dol phin. Adams shook hands with the Director, and let his nental filing systembring up the

i mportant facts. MacRae, |icensed reactor operator, nmaster of arts in marine biology from

Wel lington University, New Zeal and, honorary Ph.D., Edi nburgh. Reactor physics courses at Nucl ear
General's own schools. Wth the Conpany over fifteen years, nostly in overseas posts. Apprentice
power operator somewhere in his native highlands; that was a long tine ago.

Bill turned with pleasure to Arturo Martinez and shook his hand warmy. "G ad to see you, Art.
How s Di anne and the ki ds?"

"Everyone is fine at honme, Bill," Martinez said. "I was supposed to go back | ast week, but now ...
| don't knowif |I can help, but | thought | would stay until this is settled."

Adans nodded soberly and took a seat at the thick wooden conference table. "All right, Dr. MacRae
how did it happen?"

MacRae lit his pipe slowy, letting the flame play over the entire bow and taking severa
experimental puffs before he answered. "W had a stormin the channel,” he said carefully.
"Persephone was in shallow waters with | arge waves breaki ng around her. There were reports of a
bi gger storm com n' and Captai n Anderson thinking of the cargo decided to take her into harbor to
be safe. . . . Aye, and | agreed when he called the Station. | had nae thought o' trouble."

"And the Fijians boarded her and took over," Adans finished. "Any change in her status?"

MacRae shook his head. Like all his novenents it was slow, alnobst najestic, as if he controlled
time and could slowit to suit himself. "They say 'twould nae be safe to allow the ship to | eave
harbor wi' that cargo, and their 'experts' will exam ne her for damage fromthe storm 'Tis

bl acknai |l sinple, M. Adans. They've nae experts to begin wi' and there's nae the natter w'

Per sephone. But you would nae let nme report the ship stolen.”

"Time enough for that," Adanms said grimy. "For the nonent it's better we don't have an open
break. They don't actually claimthe ship or cargo then?"

"Nae." MacRae shook his great head. "But 'tis only a matter o' tine in nmy thought. Then they wll
"di scover' stormdanage that only they can repair and confiscate the cargo for the safety o' the
human race."

Adans nodded. "The earth safety boys are likely to support them Are you sure the cargo's stil
aboar d?"

"Aye. There's no man in Fiji fool enough to go in there, they' Il need friends fromthe mainl and
for that. The containers are seal ed, encased in glassite. In case o' sinking, you know. So the
plutoniumw Il nae foul the oceans if the ship is lost."

"Yeah." Adans nodded thoughtfully. "Now tell ne about the troubles the Tongans are having with
Fiji."

MacRae nodded slowy again. "You know about the politics?" he asked. When Adans didn't answer, he
continued, "Both Tonga and Fiji have been under British protection, but now the Royal Navy's gone
fromthe Pacific and both countries are independent."

Adans said quietly, "Tonga al ways was, of course.”

MacRae | ooked surprised and noticed that Martinez was smling. "Aye. But Britain nmanaged defense
and foreign relations. Now that's gone too. And since the British left, the Fijians hae clai ned
sovereignty over waters alnpst to the Tonga |slands, hae seized nore than a dozen Tongan fi shing
boats. Now they've had Persephone for three days."

"Did the seizures of Tongan boats conme before they took Persephone?”

"Aye. | see what you're thinking, nmon, but how would we know they'd take a ship flying the U S.
flag?" MacRae demanded. "That they'd take boats fromthe Tongans does nae inply they'd defy the
U.S flag! Mon, you sit here talking to us when you' ve only to report piracy and have the U S.
Navy get our ship back!"
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Adans | aughed bitterly. "Do you think we haven't tried? The State Departnent says the matter is
very delicate . . . and the Fijians have good advice from somewhere. They've unofficially let it
be known they' Il fight before they give up our ship. The U S. won't bully a snall power to support
Nucl ear General Conpany."

"I see," MacRae said. "Then 'tis nore serious than we thought."

"But | don't understand," Courtney protested. "Nuclear General has a strangl ehold on dozens of
little countries. You' ve got a reactor in Fiji, that's where they get their power . . . and the

i nfl uence the Conpany must have, food supplies, everything, surely you can pressure themto give
us our ship?"

Adans grinned, but there was no hunor in it. "You ve m sunderstood a couple of things. The

mai nstay of our power is plutonium and at the nonent we haven't much to bargain with. The Fijians
do. They've got a couple of hundred million dollars worth of it aboard Persephone. Wth what they
can trade that for, they can laugh at any threats we make."

MacRae puffed at his pipe and relighted it. "Then we're in trouble. But we've the Station, we can
breed nore."

Adans said nothing. M. Lewis's creditors would be on himin seconds if they heard about the |oss
of Persephone. If the iceberg could be got to Los Angeles before the news broke, there m ght be
enough cash to bail the Conpany out, but the Fijians wouldn't sit on it that long, and the runors
were already out. "Tell nme about Tonga, Dr. MacRae. How nuch of your report about our relationship
with the governnment can | believe?"

"All of it," MacRae snapped. He brooded heavily, then nodded. "Aye. It may sound too good to be
true, but it is so. W' ve nae problens at all wi' the king and government. They're happy to have
us here, for their people hae no talent for technology. O if they do they've no interest."

"They work well with the Project," Martinez added. He nodded confirmation to MacRae's statenents.
"You' ve heard nme say they're natural ecologists, they'll have no trouble operating when |I'm gone
A real talent for sea farmng. But David's right, they have no interest in the reactors at all."
"OK. That's the king. What about the people?”

"Sane thing," MacRae said, "They respect the king. He gives them good governnent, and don't forget
they're alnost the only islands which were never col oni zed by Europeans, held their independence
right along under the sane royal famly. There's nae opposition to speak of. The king gives every
boy a bit of |and when he turns seventeen, or sonmething worth the sane since there's little |and
to be had. And they allow no foreigners to own or |ease |and here. W're an exception, but the

I and here's worthless w thout our inprovenents. Wth our help they've reclained other atolls
closer to the main islands, and we've shown them how to build sea farnms for their own. . . . No,
M. Adans, strangely enough this is as close to Paradise on earth as you'll ever find."

"They're good Christians, too," Courtney added. Martinez gave her a wy | ook and she said, "Wll
Met hodi sts then, Dr. Martinez!"

Adans sat quietly for a nonent, nodding to hinself. "OK So the basic situation makes it possible
for us to survive here. Now tell me about the Station itself."

"What do you want to know?" Martinez asked. "The reactors are fine. And we' ve got the world's

| argest sea farnms, we're only getting started. Por Dios, Bill, it's an ecologist's dream"

"And an accountant's nightnmare," Adans answered. "The reactors pay their way in plutoniumand the
power's free-nearly so, the turbines were expensive, but we had to generate power to pay the
Tongans for their atolls. But the real construction-reefs, punps, pipelines, Art-it's been two
years and there's damm little return on investment. The equival ent amount invested in nucl ear-
power ed food processing ships and trawl ers woul d be earning us noney right now"

"Mon, nmon, do you nae understand?" MacRae protested. His open palmstruck the table with a flat
crack. -"Trawl ers! No matter how nodern you neke those beasties they're ten thousand years out of
date! Civilized men are nae hunters, |laddie. W cultivate, we grow what we need, and how can we do
that in open water? The investnent here will pay for itself, never you fear, and I'mwllin to

ganble you'll be putting in nore farnms with what we learn."

"He's right," Martinez said. "Qur open farms in the States are profitable, you' |l agree?" Adans
nodded, and Martinez continued, "But we have poachers since we can't get title to the sea beds.
Qut here we own the waters, and nothing at hone has the potential of these reefs, Bill. W can
grow anything in enornous quantities. The Project's already starting to produce. Gve us a year
I'"ve got five square miles under intensive cultivation. W' Il clear over a thousand sal able tons
to the square nmle. At fifty cents a pound-and you know we'll get nore than that, Bill-we'll take

in five mllion dollars."

"About two percent of the cost of those dans," Adans reminded him Before Martinez could protest
Bill interrupted. "Yeah, | know. You've got a |lot nore square niles you'll bring in next year
|'ve seen the projections. But the Conpany's got cash problens, and this place had better plan on
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paying its own way." He pushed back his chair, turned to the wi ndows of the |agoon

"Don't-don't you ever do anything just because it's worth doi ng?" Courtney asked. Her voice was
not quite under control, as if she were hol di ng back anger

Adans shrugged. "Wen you're tal king about as nuch noney as this Project costs, you get into the
altrui smgane precisely once. OK if you'll ask H's H ghness to cone in, I'd like to neet him And
I give all of you warning, be careful what you say when he's here."

"Woul d you rather we |eft?" Courtney asked.

"No. | may need all of ny advisors. But keep your little round nmouth cl osed unless | ask for
something, will you? Al right, Mke."

H s H ghness, Toki Ukanea, Prine Mnister and Crown Prince, was a giant for a Tongan. He stood six
feet two, with broad shoul ders and the hips. Adans noted the massive hands and | egs, and that the
full mddle had no sag at all. The two councillors were normal -si zed Tongans, short and rather

sl ender but well-nuscled, and both wore open, flowered shirts. H's H ghness was wearing a dark
suit and reginental striped tie which Adans noted thoughtfully. Canbridge or Oxford, coul dn't
remenber which, or which college

There were few formalities. After the introductions they sat at the big conference table and Adans
nodded to M ke King, who began by telling the Prince about Persephone.

He was interrupted by a full, hearty laugh. "I already know about your ship, M. Adams," the
prince said. H s voice was deep and rich, with an al nost perfect Oxbridge accent. "You nust
renenber that Fiji and Tonga have been cl ose nei ghbors for centuries, and we have nmany friends
there. My people sail to Fiji whenever they like."

"I thought you would know, Your Highness," Adans said. The amused glint was back in his grey eyes.
"But | wonder if you know the consequences of that?"

"Damed awkward for your company, | think," the Prince said. His voice | ost the anused tone, and
becane stern. "For us too, perhaps.”

Adans nodded and turned to M ke King.

"Yes, sir," Mke said. "Overseas Foods wants the Station. They've got enough of our bonds and
preferred debentures to get it. W mght be able to keep the reactors, and then again we m ght
not, but they definitely want the rest of the Project. Except for the whal es, which they consider
an unnecessary expense. They'll butcher them?"”

"Susie!" Courtney exclainmed. "But you can't let themdo that, we're just beginning to-we night
even be able to have them bear young, save the species. "

"Aye. And before they can be killed I'Il turn themout nyself," Dr. MacRae added. "Nae matter what
M. Lewis says, but | think he'll no forbid it. | hae never net the chief but I"'mtold he |oves

t he whal es. ™

Prince Toki nodded agreenent. "I think even if you did not, Dr. MacRae, the sea people would

rel ease the whales. By the way, |'msurprised you ve never net M. Lewis. But then | haven't
either." The sinple statenent was a denmand for explanations.

"Never cone to Tonga," one of the councillors said slowy. "Mist be a very stupid man."

"No, sir," Adams told them "M. Lewis is crippled. He never |eaves his headquarters in Santa

Bar bara."

"I see," Toki said. "I had heard something of the sort but . . . well, sir. W are agreed that we
have commn interests. Now what is it you want?"

Adans | ooked surprised, as if the prince's bluntness was unexpected. "Let's be sure we do agree,"”
he said slowy. "The Project is going well?"

Martinez answered quickly. "Very well. | am astonished at how qui ckly the Tongan fi shernen have

| earned the techniques of scientific record-keeping. They'll have no trouble operating the farm
projects so that the Station can be manned with few non-Tongans, as agreed in the sale.”

"A gentleman's agreenment only," the prince said. "Quite unenforceable, but |I am happy that you
have voluntarily kept to it."

MacRae was nuttering to hinself. ""Twill be a pity to see the Station go to people |ike Overseas
Foods; they've no sense for the future. And 'tis a bonny project."

"There's no hope, then?" the prince asked carefully. "Nuclear General is in that nuch financia
difficulty?"

"Wthout the plutonium aboard Persephone we are,"” Adans answered.

"Of course you wouldn't be talking to nme if your governnent were willing to help get it back," the
prince said. "Al right, M. Adans, you've an idea. Wuat is it?"

Martinez | aughed and everyone | ooked at him "I don't know what he has in nmind," Martinez
expl ai ned qui ckly, "but one thing |'ve |learned, never count M. Lewis out until he's not only dead
but enbal med. Not even then. El Patron has won tougher fights than this." He gestured
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significantly at Bill Adanms. "And we know he is concerned, to send his prime mnister."

Adans gave Martinez and the prince a twisted grin. "He's worried all right." He took a |l arge chart
fromhis briefcase and spread it on the table. "Persephone's here?" he asked the prince.

"Yes. "

"Aye," MacRae answered. "In that harbor, protected by the entire Fiji Navy, all seven gunboats and
a destroyer."
"Radar scanners, | suppose?”

MacRae nodded.

"We can't do nuch," Adans said. "But you've said that the Tongans sail to Fiji, Your Hi ghness.
Even in bad weather. In open boats, small outriggers. |Is that true?"

The prince grinned carefully. "It's true enough, M. Adans. W have sailed those straits for
hundreds of years. |'ve done it nyself often enough. | suppose you've thought of underwater
appr oaches?"

Adans found it was his turn to laugh. "Yes, sir. My company police say the harbor's too
treacherous for frognen. W might train the dol phins, but there's not enough tinme. On the other
hand, our people say the chances of a snmall outrigger being picked up at night during a stormare
just about nil. O course, no westerner would be able to navigate an outrigger into that harbor
under such conditions. "

"What will you tell the Republic of Fiji if this succeeds?"

"Why, that we found our ship adrift and unmanned in international waters," Adans said. The grin
was back now, Martinez thought his friend | ooked quite hinmself. "We'Ill even offer to pay a
reasonabl e fee for 'caring' for Persephone.”

The prince's laughter runbled through the room "Al right, M. Adans. W'Il| help you get your

ship back. |'ve heard of Overseas Foods and | don't want them for neighbors . . . but none of us
could sail her, | think. I'msure there are no Tongans who can operate a nucl ear reactor aboard
ship. O probably anywhere el se.™

"I will take care of the reactor,” Art Martinez said. "I may be an ecol ogist but | am Director of
San Juan Capistrano Station. | know how. "

Adans nodded. "And | can sail the ship if you get us to her, Your Highness. | also have a couple

of sailing officers from Conpany headquarters in Cerebrus' stateroons. |If you hadn't been wlling
to help, we'd have had a crack at it alone, but by God, wel cone aboard!"

Cerebrus landed in the |l ee of an uninhabited atoll seventy miles fromFiji. Her clanshell cargo
doors opened to discharge nen and a sl ender war canoe.

"Now we'll see how it floats," Prince Toki said. "I wonder that you nade your own."

Adams shrugged, then quickly grasped the handrail by the cargo door as the plane lurched to a
heavy sea

"Fiberglass is a bit tougher than your woods," he said, "But this outrigger is an exact duplicate
of the one in our harbor. And renenber we won't be bringing it back with us. This one can't be
traced. "

Toki | aughed softly into the gathering dark. "You hope it won't be coning back." They clinbed
gingerly down fromthe enormous plane to the pitching boat. It was only three feet w de, but
nearly fifty feet long. Al nmetal tools and weapons were laid in the bottomof the boat so they
woul d be bel ow the waterline and out of radar reflection

"As soon as you're ready," the pilot called softly. "That blow s comng up fast and it's getting
darker. 1'd like to get the old dog upstairs.”

Adans waved. The props spun, and Cerebrus drifted away, turned, and gunned into the w nd. Spray
flew from her bows and pontoons, then she was al oft, wi nging just above the tops of the waves.
They'd cone in at the same altitude.

The boat wal |l owed heavily in the rising seas. Prince Toki stood in the stern and spoke quietly to
the sea people. Except for a half dozen technicians and conpany police, Adans, King, and Martinez
were the only westerners. Adans hadn't objected to the prince com ng hinself; he understood why.
It woul d not have been in a warrior aristocrat's character to send men on sonething |like this and
not go himself, even if the Tongan royal famlies hadn't |led nmen in battle for a hundred years.

The prince's teeth flashed white as Toki spoke carefully in nusical tones, his voice carrying
easily over rising wind and crashi ng waves. \Wen he sat again, they cheered.

"What did you tell thenP" Adans asked, but the prince had gone forward to see to the sails. The
outrigger gathered way under sail, flashing across steadily rising seas. Wien they left the | ee of
the island, breakers crashed around them but no water canme aboard. Adans estinated their speed at
twenty knots.
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Toki came back finally after inspecting sails and rigging. "I told themof their ancestors and
mne," he said. "I was named for one, Toki Ukanea means 'iron axe.' W once sailed these waters in
revenge against raiders. | could have told themin English but - it sounded better in Tongan!"
There was anusenent in the clipped accents. "If ny professors at Magdal ene Col | ege shoul d see ne
now "

The boat was pitching wildly, and the Americans found it hard to pay attention to anything. The
stormrose, wind howing until the Tongans reefed, reefed again until the sail was a tiny patch in
the night, but the boat tore on at high speed, |eaving a great creany wake behind, actually
outrunni ng the seas, carried along by the screani ng w nd.

"Quite a blow," Mchael King said. His voice was strained, artificially calm

"Not really," Toki answered. "You will know it when the stormreally hits. There will be rain
then. | warned

you. .
"Yeah." Adans grimy held the bulwarks. He | ooked behind, saw an enornous wave buil ding up astern
flinched, but they ran away fromit so that it broke harm essly aft of them Another nonster sea
came up, with the sanme result, but it was unnerving to watch them He tried to close his eyes, but
his stomach heaved and he quickly opened themagain, grimy took a deep breath, and held it.

"At night, with this storm there shouldn't be anyone very alert," Adans told the prince. "I

hope. "
Toki shrugged. "Fijians might, but I do not believe their Asian nasters will let themout in
boats.” Mke King | ooked up in surprise, and Prince Toki grinmaced. "Ml ays, Indians, Chinese-they

out nunbered the Fijians as far back as the late fifties. W would have gone the sanme way if we
ever | et the Europeans control us. The Indians came to Fiji as workers, so did the Chinese. Soon
there was no roomfor the sea poeple. Qur King George Tupuo | kept Tonga for the Tongans. A wi se
policy, | think."

Adans | ooked at the enigmatic face and wondered if there were a nessage addressed to him H's wits
weren't sharp, not in this wild sea and scream ng wi nd.

Prince Toki read the expression and smiled thinly. "No, | don't nean your Conpany, M. Adans. |
was worried at first, but you have kept your agreenent, brought in only enough westerners to run
the Station, kept themon short-termcontracts. |If you had encouraged your people to settle
permanently . . . but do you know why | agreed to hel p you tonight?"

Adans shook his head warily.

"The whal es. The sea peopl e have al ways respected the whales, M. Adans. It will be a sad world
for us when they' re gone. But there's nothing we can do to keep the powers fromkilling them al
of f. Your Conpany is at |least trying."

"Be damed," Adans nuttered to hinself. Had M. Lewis seen that coning, or did he really just want
to save the beasts for sentinental reasons? No matter, the books bal anced nicely now.

"Understand ne," the prince was saying. "W can help each other, and the reefs you occupy woul d
never have been nuch use to us. You can keep them But | hope you have no other plans for Tonga."
"We don't," Adans said. At least none I'll talk about now, he added to hinself. A thick cloud had
noved over the already feeble noon, and it was dark and threatening in the open boat.

Phosphor escent seas crashed around them O nous black clouds astern added an at nosphere of
menace. Bill settled his w ndbreaker around hinself and stared niserably at the water

In four hours they were at the harbor entrance. A driving rain obscured everything, and Adans was
amazed at the skill of the Tongan hel nsnmen who seened to know exactly where they were. They had
sailed to Fiji many tinmes across hundreds of mles of open water, and they had phenonenal

nmenories, but there was no clue to what they steered by in this wet darkness. Atiny reef to port,
swirls and breakers in the water, the boat raced on past the harbor bars in silence, and they were
in cal mer water.

Then, quite suddenly, a white shape | ooned up off the starboard bow. Persephone riding at anchor
tossing violently in the big swell that swept in fromthe Pacific. Even close up the ship was

al nost hidden in the driving rain.

The boat noved quietly to the anchor chain and Prince Toki, followed by three Tongans swarnmed up
it. Mments later a dozen followed. Adans heard a scuffling sound, a noise as loud to him as
Cerebrus's engi nes had been, then silence. A few nonents |ater grinning bronze faces peered over

t he bul war ks.

"They' || have headaches in the norning. Wiat do we do with then?"

"Set the lot of themadrift in the canoe. Only anchor it so they won't get |ost,’
Despite his seasickness there was a wave of triunph swelling over him

Toki nodded. "Ready to be cut |oose?"

Adans sai d.
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"I think so. Gve us a couple of mnutes, eh?" Martinez was already below in the engine roonms with
technicians. It would be an hour before he could safely start the reactors but the ship's
energency batteries would take them out of harbor. Adanms and a conpany sailing officer went to the
bri dge.

"Everything | ooks good sir," the mate said. "Plenty of juice. | think we can put out."

"Do it." As Persephone noved silently out of the harbor and into the storm Adams grinned despite
the violent notion. He was niserable, and when it was safe he'd | ose his dinner, but he had the
ship. And that's half the problem he thought.

The fiberglass lanai set on top of the Station bl ockhouse seened |ike hone after the wild ride.
Per sephone had nmet Cerebrus after the stormblew itself out and a regular crew took over. Bill and
the Tongans returned to Ta' avu Station while the big white ship raced out to open water escorted
by the plane. She woul dn't be taken again.

Adans carefully squared the stack of papers on the table and placed themin the briefcase. He
fussed with their order, being sure that he knew where each was so that he could get what he
want ed wi t hout hunting and wi thout opening the case wide. As he finished, Courtney cane in.

"The prince and his councillors are in the conference room" she said. "They're ready."

"Thanks. "

"That was-well, congratul ations,” she said. She wanted to say nore, but he had that preoccupied

| ook again. She w shed he woul d notice her, but now she understood. There was sonething el se, and
after that there would be another problem There woul d al ways be anot her problemfor a nman |ike
Bill Adans.

"What's that you're carrying?" Bill asked.

"Ch-one of Mke King's books. He loaned it to ne." She held out Bernstein's classic Transportation
Economi cs. "I thought | ought to study sonething besides Station ecol ogy."

"Yeah. Keep reading things like that and . . . Look, after this is over we'll see about that
transfer you requested. Do you like to travel ?"

"Yes-"

“I"'mleaving Mke here when | go back to Santa Barbara. Can you type?"

"Dam you!" she shout ed.

Adans shrugged. "I can. Bit hard to communicate with the conputers if you can't. Can you type?"
"Yes, but I'mnot a secretary!”

"Don't need another one. They already gave ne four," Adans said. "If you can get over being touchy
about being able to type, naybe we can work something out. Just now |'ve got a conference."

They went toward the nmeeting room One of the Tongans cane up and shouted to Courtney. She
answered in Tongan, then excused herself and ran off.

Prince Toki and his two councillors were seated at the conference table. They stayed there as Bil
came in, and he renmenbered that to stand in the presence of nobility w thout being asked was

consi dered disrespectful. Evidently he'd been pronpoted. He shook hands around and took his seat.
Everyone grinned openly.

"Perhaps not a feat to conpare with the early kings," Prince Toki said, "but wait until the pal ace
nmusi ci ans are through. You have no idea how strange 'Bill Adams' and 'Arturo Martinez' sound in a
Tongan heroic ballad!"

"I" mafraid to guess,"” Adans said.

"Where is Dr. Martinez?" the Prince asked.

"Some kind of problemin the fish farns," Bill answered. "lI'msure it's not serious. Well

Gentl emen, that turned out well enough. Now let's tal k about the next problem The Fijians are
stealing your fishing boats, Your waters too. | expect you want to do sonething about that."
Toki nodded. "But | wi sh you would stop saying 'Fijians.' It isn't the sea people, it's the

mai nl anders who are pirates.”

"I''"ll try to renenber, but what do | call then? Anyway, let's do sonething about your boats. Wat
Tonga needs ia a real navy, sonmething to protect your waters."

Toki shook his head slowy. "Frankly, M. Adans, the cost of a navy would be greater than all the
fishing boats we'd ever |ose. Besides, no natter what you saw |l ast night, our people don't enjoy

fighting. The real Fijians are nore warlike than we are."

"Not true,"” the older councillor said. "In older tines we fight. No one ever conquer Tonga

I sl ands, we have al ways had our own king."

Toki shrugged. "Still, we're not about to convert to a war econony. And war with Fiji would take
time, kill a lot of sea people. No."

"Ch, | wasn't talking about Fiji," Adams said. He flashed a crooked grin. "Now that we have

Per sephone back we can put a stop to that nonsense though economic pressures. It shouldn't take

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Pournelle%20-%20High%20Justice.txt (11 of 94) [11/1/2004 12:18:01 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Pournel | e%620-%20High%20Justi ce.txt

long to settle Fiji,"

"Then why do we need a navy?"

"Funny thing about this world," Adans said carefully. "Legally, a sovereign governnent can protect
its interests pretty well as long as it doesn't start open war and involve the big powers.
Certainly a soverei gn governnment can arm nerchant ships and protect them agai nst harassnent by

i nternational gangsters. But there are a |lot of sovereigns in nane who haven't the nmeans to
protect thenselves and have to rely on soneone el se. "

"You mean Tonga," the prince said. He frowned, then shrugged. "But | rnust agree. W wi sh the
British were still protecting us. But they're not, and we see no one else we'd like to have as
partners."

Adans nodded. "Now also in this world are big conpanies-Ilike, say, Nuclear General-who have nore

t han enough power to protect their interests but have no legal right to do it because they aren't
sovereign. The United States is supposed to | ook after our interests, but we don't see them doing
much of it. Delicate state of relations, world opinion-" Adans broke off, his jaw set. "Mostly
lack of ability, of course. Wth welfare paynents where they are the U.S. can't even do proper
research, much less-well. If Tonga were to nationalize sonme of Nuclear General's ships, you'd have
the right to armthem declare them protected by your sovereignty ..."

"You're asking us to expropriate your property?" Toki asked.

"Well, we'd expect to be paid for it."

"But we don't have the noney to pay you. . . . This is silly."

"You' d have enough money if you | eased the ships to us. W'd pay very well for their use. At |east
as nmuch, say, as we'd have to ask for if you nationalized them™

A slow grin spread across Toki's bronze face. "Let nme understand sonething. Does your offer to
help with Fiji depend on this deal ?"

Adans shrugged. "There could be even nore to it than that, Your H ghness. For instance, Tongans go
overseas to university. | suppose sonme of your people have overseas property. But you have no
resident ministers or consuls abroad. . . . Now Nucl ear CGeneral has people all over the world. No
reason why they can't be given diplomatic credentials by the Royal governnent of Tonga, is there?
O course that neans we'd have to | ook out for your interests everywhere."

"I will be-" Toki broke off and said sonmething in Tongan. The ministers |aughed and repli ed.

Finally Toki turned back to Bill Adams. "It seens to nme that we could use this arrangenent to
capture and protect nore whales, stop foreigners fishing in our waters . . . would you agree to
t hat ?"

"Of course.™

"Just what is it you want, M. Adans?"

"Nucl ear CGeneral has an ice floe in the Humbol dt Current," Adans said. He | ooked intently at the
prince. "lIt's being towed up to Los Angeles, where we can sell it for quite a lot. But a couple of
Sout h Anerican governnents think they can charge us enornous fees for passage through what they
call their waters. Now if we armthose ships and bring the kind of econom c pressures that we can
swing, we can talk themout of their designs. But our State Departnment won't let us do that, and
the U S. Navy won't act to protect our property. But if we register those ships under the Tongan
flag . "

"I see." Toki was thoughtful for a long noment. "But this might nmean war, M. Adans."

"Not over the ice floes. As to sonething el se, how safe can you ever be? If Nucl ear General was
really in trouble, we'd have to pack up the reactors and go. O |ose themto soneone else. That's
not a threat, Your Hi ghness. | know better than that. I'mtrying to point out that Ta' avu Station
is valuable and one of these days we may have to fight for it. The decision to try to take it from
us will be harder to nake if the fight won't be easy. But we can't armthe Station, we're not
sovereign. You can't because you haven't the weapons. Toget her. "

"How woul d you arm Ta' avu?"

"Coastal batteries. W' ve got sone. Also we've got a couple of warships we bought from bankrupt
governments. We can keep them around here under your flag if you'll comm ssion our officers. But
there's sonething else. . . . It's widely known that Nuclear General has the know edge and
fissionables to make atonic weapons. If we're acting for you, whether we have themor not | don't
think small powers will want to find out- and the big ones won't bully Tonga, while they'd be
happy to push a U S. private conpany around."

"Why us?" Toki asked quietly.

"Because you're not anbitious. W've no worries that you'd try to use the Conpany as a lever to
conquer your nei ghbors. And the whole world will believe that, there's strength in being thought
smal | and nonaggres-sive in this day and age. Especially if you've suddenly joined the nuclear
club ..."
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Toki pursed his lips carefully. "I'lIl have to speak to His Majesty, but-the idea is appealing
Tonga needs powerful friends, and | think your interests are close to ours. W'd thought of
alliances with other countries but we ... | suppose you have a detail ed agreenent with you?"
Adans nodded happily. "It's rather conplete, actually. Wth sone | ong-termtaxation agreenents
which will infuriate the U S. Internal Revenue Service, but ought to make you happy . . . now, we
expect you'd rather collect nost of those taxes in services, here's a schedul e of what we can
provi de. "

He was interrupted by Courtney and Samual bursting into the nmeeting. Adans frowned as the Tongan
techni ci an squatted respectfully before his prince. They chattered in Tongan whil e Adans | ooked on
puzzl ed and Courtney tried to | ook casual, although she was obviously bursting.

Toki's grin was reassuring. "Dr. Martinez sends a nessage which won't wait, M. Adans. You are to
congratulate M. Lewis and tell himhe is the father of a three-ton baby girl. ..."

Power to the People

Terrazo scratched in the sterile sand, nuttering curses to the ol der gods before quickly thinking
better of that and crossing hinself. The Unfundis had warned hi m about that, and now that his body
was lost to this awful place, he must be even nore careful of his soul. He dug out furrows and

pl anted seeds, nuttering again. Nothing would grow here in the Nam b Desert! Even Father Ceorge,
who was a saint, could not pray up enough rain, and the I and was barren, the white nen nust know
t hat .

It had been bad enough in Walvis Bay, where Father Ceorge had his last mission. But now to be sent
here, hundreds of mles fromany town, where there were no people, only a corrugated iron and
fiberglass church and rows of prefabricated barracks with no one in themit was nore than he could
bear. Wien he had first been given the job as sexton to Father George, he had been proud. It was a
good position, there would always be enough to eat. But the Unfundis had been sane then. Now he
was quite obviously nad, to bring Terrazo into this desert where there was no water and never
woul d be.

He finished the vegetabl e garden Father had told himto plant behind the church. "There will be
water, Terrazo," Father had told him Terrazo shook his head and went inside the church buil ding
Dry baked heat tore at his lungs. Even Christ Hinself nmust suffer in this! He genuflected to the
altar, decided to let the dust stay in the pews until night although usually he polished
everything at |east once a day. The Lord woul d under st and.

Qut side again he | ooked across at the sea, waves poundi ng ceasel essly agai nst the sandy beach. A
cool er breeze sprang up and Terrazo stood gratefully in the shade of the church. A glint fromthe
sea caught his eye and he | ooked out toward the horizon. . . . Sonething seened to be out there
sonet hi ng bright and nuch too big. He shook his head. The heat could do that to a man.

Del i berately he | ooked away, squinted across barren sands toward the nountains fifty mles inland.
There was iron there, and | ead, Father George had said, and nmen would nmine it and send it here to
the shore to be snelted and worked. And there would be farns here, and houses, a whole city.
Terrazo shook his head again, the whites were mad, no one could ever live in the Nam b, and who
would want to if they coul d? But he was sexton to Father George, and he woul d show he was worthy
of his post. Perhaps sone day he could persuade Father to go back to Walvis Bay, where there were
people to cone to his church

The glitter caught his eye again. It was closer now. Terrazo stared unbelievingly, crossed
himsel f, and ran to the tiny parsonage fifty yards fromthe church, ran in terror, screaning

"Fat her, Father, come quickly, Father, there is a nmountain coming across the sea!"

Captain Roll o Anderson was paying careful attention to his charts. Hrel svelgor IV was nearing her
final anchorage and had to be placed just right. He glanced at the speed indicators, nodded, and

turned to the mate. "Signal 'Finished with Engines'," he conmanded. "And tell the reactor boys
they better secure for earthquake. She'll cone to ground in an hour."
"Aye aye, skipper. I'll signal the tug, shall 17?"

"Right, although |I expect they know. But | want them standing by just in case the current's
different fromwhat | thought. W'Ill want to place the old girl just right."

Ander son stood in a heated bridge conpartnment at the forward edge of an iceberg noving at nearly
three knots. It had taken six nmonths to bring the berg fromthe Antarctic to the African coast,
and nost of the crew was sick of it; now the voyage was over. She'd gouge out a hell of a hole
when she went aground, big enough to forma harbor for ships coning to the Nam b, or at |east
that's what the Company engi neers had cal cul ated. Nobody had ever tried making a harbor this way
before, although Antarctic icebergs were standard sources of fresh water. Anderson had commanded
three previous Hrel svelgors, two to Los Angel es and one to Florida.
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"Beacon bearing 20°," a cadet called fromhis post on top of the berg.

Ander son nodded. "Standby anchors,"” he ordered. He turned to his charts. Looked |ike good hol di ng
bottom here, and the depth sounder showed they were entering the hundred fathomline. Tricky

busi ness, the anchors woul d be needed to hold the nelting berg offshore after she grounded. He
could drop themnow, or let the tugs take themout later. . . . "Drop stern one and two," he said
softly.

The iceberg noved onward. Anderson deci ded she was drifting off course and had the tug push

agai nst her port side to hold her against the current. Wth the reactor shut down and secured

agai nst the coming jolt he had no power.

The depth finder pinged alarm It was shoaling rapidly now. "Let go nunbers four, five, and seven
anchors! Tug clear away!" Anderson ordered. There was a long wait, one mnute, two, then the first
shudder, another, grinding fury as the iceberg slid inexorably across the bottomtoward the shore.
Steam boiled up fromthe ocean, steam and bubbles and nud as the four-mile-1ong mass ground to a
hal t.

"Not so bad," the mate said. "No worse shock than | thought.
"Reactor secure. All's safe," the bridge speaker announced.
"Anchors secure and hol ding fast."

"Al'l notion stopped."”

Ander son nodded in satisfaction. Just about where the Conpany wanted her, anyway. He began to
unscrew t he brass nanepl ate above the wheel. "Hoist the black ball, Mster," he told the mate.
"And decommi ssion the ship. She's not ours anynore. "

The executive jet whistled over the South Atlantic, dropping fromits cruising altitude to a few
hundred feet. It was alnost to the African coast when Bill Adans | ooked up to see Courtney
Graves's heart-shaped face and |1 ong blond hair. She sniled, then blushed slightly. Adans had
chosen her as his executive assistant a year before, and so far that's all she'd been, but she

could hope . . . only the nan was narried to his job! She wi shed he had tinme for sonething el se,
not that it had been all work these past nonths. Bill Adans knew about entertainment, and in their
travels he took her to the nost exotic shows in places no one had ever heard of. Sometines he
bought her presents . . . but that's all he did, and yet she knew he didn't have another girl, and

his wife and daughter had left himten years ago. Hs wife said she wanted a husband, not a
visiting father.

Adans stretched and ran long fingers through sandy hair that kept falling over his pale blue eyes.
Time for a haircut. "CGot ne some coffee, Courtney?"

"Yes, sir." She went forward to get it while Bill |ooked at the desolate African coast. The Nam b
Desert, said to be one of the bl eakest places on earth. Sure is, he thought. He | ooked ahead for
the Station.

The iceberg was the first thing he could see. Partly nelted now, it was still huge, three niles of
ice angling out fromthe shore. One end of the berg was aground, the other held offshore by
anchors, creating a quiet, protected deep water harbor gouged out by the berg's fury when it
crashed ashore. Quite a concept, Adanms thought. Too bad we can't patent it.

Courtney brought himthe coffee and sat opposite to face him Nice kid, he thought. Too nice for
casual affairs. Besides, she rem nded himof his daughter and was the best assistant he'd ever had
on the technical stuff, didn't pay enough attention to inportant natters |ike finance, but she was
| earning. G ve her a couple of years, she'd be ready to take on a job as an i ndependent

troubl eshooter for Nucl ear CGeneral. Then, when she wasn't working directly for him maybe

only then he'd probably never see her
"Looks like they're comng along nicely,"'
pictures, but . . ."

"Yah. The real thing's always a little realer, if you know what | nmean. Tell ne what |'m seeing."
"Yes, sir." She shook her head slightly, rippling long blonde curls. Bill Adams was undoubtedly
the nmost brilliant man she'd ever net, but he acted as if he didn't know nuch. Sonetinmes he
didn't, either. You could never tell when he was fishing for information and when he had nade a
thorough study. . . . "The big square col or patches are the solar salt works. Brines fromthe
desal i nization plants go in one of them sea water in the others. It took a lot of plastic filmto
line the bottonms . . . the large buildings al ong one row of solar ponds are purification plants.
Pot assi um nagnesi um phosphorus, Portland cement, the things we can get fromsea water. |I. G

Far benwerke runs that part of the Station."

"Hmm " Adans sipped his coffee. "Heard fromvon Alten yet?"

"Yes, sir. He's already at the Station. So are nost of the others."

"Good. Gve 'emtine to | ook things over. OK what's the rest of this gubbage?"

Courtney eyed himcarefully. Just how nuch was he putting her on? As far as she knew he had never

she said. "OF course, we saw it all fromthe satellite
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been a professor, he hardly had time for it since he wasn't yet forty, but sonetimes he rem nded

her of one, asking questions to see if his staff had done their homework . . . but then he really

m ght not know. He nostly studied financial reports; his favorite saying was "Leave engineering to

t he engi neers."

"The things that |look like railroad roundhouses are our reactors and sea-water flash evaporators,

the round ponds next to themare treatnent pools where they precipitate out solids with the KO+

HCL process."

"What's that big conplex near the runway?" Adanms asked.

She nodded. "That's the Allis-Chalmers electrolysis cells. Amonia synthesis next to it. And just

beyond that, the pink concrete building, is the GE experinental steam hydrogen process fertilizer

plant. It's supposed to be a |lot nore efficient than Allis-Chalners, but there're bugs."

The plane circled | ow over the desert as the pilots got |anding instructions. Adans pointed as

t hey banked steeply. "I see the railroad's working." Wth the electric ore train to bring the

scale into focus he exam ned the rest of the Station. He knew fromthe reports that the industria

conpl ex stretched along nearly four kilonmeters of seacoast and three inland, and beyond the

i ndustrial buildings were three-hundred-thousand acres of |and either under cultivation or being

made ready for it. The irrigation grid was plainly visible, and bright red tractors noved between

the pipelines. There were another fifty-thousand acres of solar salt |akes and bitterns ponds.
Qjiwar was bigt but for a billion dollars it ought to be big. "Wat's the crop now?" he asked,

pointing to the tractors.

She took a sheaf of papers from her briefcase. "The crop phasing' s pretty delicate,” she told him

"Right nowthey're in the high export value pattern. Harvesting dry beans and cotton, planting

wi nter wheat and potatoes behind the harvesters. This pattern uses the | east water, but the

government wants themto switch to a high-calorie systemfor exports to Rondidi."

"Yeah, | know," Adans said. His voice was harsh. "They call it foreign aid. |I call it Danegel d.

That's why we're here.”

Adans clinbed down fromthe executive jet and nopped his brow i mediately. Heat shimrers rose from
the cenent runway. "My God, it's hot here!" he said to the man waiting bel ow the ranp. "Excuse ne,
Father. ..."

Fat her George Percy grinned. "If you want to tell the Almghty sonething that nust be quite
obvious to Hm that's your affair. " Father Percy was a short, heavy man with no trace of fat but
broad shoul ders and thick arms. He wore white trousers and shirt with clerical collar, a snal

gold cross on a chain around his neck, and his accent was the heavy nodified British of South
Africa. "Have a good flight?"

"Good enough." Adans nopped his brow again. The handkerchi ef was soaked.

"It's best we get inside," the priest told him "Aren't your people com ng?" He led the way to a
wai ting Jeep and held the door for Adans.

"There's just the one, and she wants to | ook at the phosphorus plant," Adans said. "I let Courtney
run around these places on her own. She nmight find out something. Let's go, | want to see Jeff."
"He's in his office. Lot of work for the Station Chief. | told himlI'd nmeet your plane." The

priest studied Adanms closely. He'd only nmet this sandy-haired Arerican once before. It wouldn't do
to get M. Franklin in nore trouble than he was in, Jefferson was a good man.

"Quit worrying," Adams said, reading his thoughts. "There are standing orders all through the
Conpany that station chiefs aren't to neet ny plane. You're not very fanmliar with Nuclear

General, are you, Father?"

"No. When the M ssion Society put ne here as their representative | tried to get out. I'monly a

m ssionary, M. Adans. | don't bel ong on sonething as technical as this."

They were driving across the shimrering runway toward a group of concrete and fiberglass buil di ngs
at its edge. The big dones of the nuclear reactors towered over the admnistration buildings, and
beyond them were barracks for the four thousand natives and five hundred foreign technicians
living at Gtjiwar Station. Next year there would be nore than forty thousand people here-if the
Station survived, Adans added to himself. It seemed problematical.

Even through dark gl asses and white pith helnet his eyeballs and head felt baked. Wuldn't they
ever get to the air-conditioned buildings? The Station was big, they'd been driving for severa

m nutes now. "How do you like it here, Father?"

"1"ve been in worse places. W even have air conditioning in the church and sone of the houses.

But | fear it's a waste of power, and | really shouldn't use nine."

"Trivial waste, Father," Adams said. "Gving the farmworkers air conditioning increases
production, cuts down on their water consunption. Besides, we pipe the heat fromthe air
conditioning units into the solar evaporators, so we don't |ose nmuch." Except to envy, he added to
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himsel f. And that might be the biggest [oss of all. .

The Jeep pulled up at the glaring white Adm nistration building. The native driver |eaped fromhis
seat to open the doors for Adams and the priest, another unifornmed guard exam ned their
identification before waving themto the el evators.

They went to the top of the four-story building, past a nminiskirted European secretary to
Jefferson Franklin's office. The Station Chief was in shirtsleeves, his collar open. Franklin
stood at a draftsman's table across the roomfromhis desk. His black skin glistened with sweat,
and his face contorted with enption as he shouted at a white man. "I don't care what the Prine

M ni ster says! | can't switch crops. It takes al nost 200 gallons of water a day to grow food for
one nan with this crop pattern, and | can't afford the water for the high-calorie system So stop
bot hering ne about it, M. Bloonfort!"

"The desalini zation equi pnent works splendidly, |'ve seen it," Bloonfort replied. He was a short,
dunmpy man with beads of sweat standing out above his snmall brown nustache. Both nmen | ooked as if
they were out in the plant area, not in an air-conditioned office. "The foreman says you won't
gi ve hi m enough power to operate at full capacity."

"Damm right | won't. | can't, | have the phosphate production to keep up! The fresh water plant
runs at full capacity when the sun's up. W never intended to run it full tine at peak." He

gl anced up. "Hi, Bill. M. Bloonfort, this is Bill Adans, Special Assistant to the Chairman of

Nucl ear Ceneral. Bill, Anton Bloonfort, Undersecretary of the Interior."

As Adans and the politician shook hands, Franklin continued, "Maybe you can talk sone sense into
him Bill. | can't. He wants us to change to ten-crop or high-calorie so they'll have sonething to

gi ve Ifnoka."

"W nust give himfood," Bloonfort said. "He has an arny and threatens to invade. Their sabotage
has cost us nuch al ready."

Adans nodded grimy. "That's why |'mhere. Tell me about this Ifhoka."

"He is Chairman of the African People's Union," Bloonfort replied. "Although Prenier Tsandi does
not care for him Ifhoka controls the arnmy in Rondidi, and his party is strong in Botswana. He has
followers in the Republic of South Africa, and sone here."”

"And what's he want ?" Adans pronpt ed.

"He says food for Rondidi. Utimately ..." The politican's half snile nelted to a grim nask.
"Utimately, he wants Otjiwar!" Jeff Franklin said.

"I'"ve heard." Adams nodded and turned to Bloonfort and the priest. "I've only just arrived, give
me a few hours, will you?" Hunph, he thought. Only a half hour and |I'm al ready picking up that
clipped British speech pattern. "Father, can you take M. Bloonfort wherever he wants to go?"

Fat her Percy sniled, "Wat you're saying is can we get out of the way so you can talk to your
Station Chief in private. O course. |'ll see you later, M. Adans. Dinner with the Bishop and ne
per haps?"
"Thank you, yes.
straight."”

"It's sinple enough,” Franklin told him He ran stubby black fingers through cl ose-cropped tangl ed
hair. "I can't handle it. | thought | could, Bill, | really did, but I can't. OK so you wanted a
bl ack man as Station Chief here. Looked |like a good idea at the tinme. But that's what you're here
for, isn't it? To yank nme?"

"Crap." Franklin | ooked up, surprised. "You think we put you in here because you're black? If I'd
had a better white man |'d have put himhere. MacRae's on Tonga, Martinez is a sea farner,
Horton's-the hell with it, I'mnot running through the list. M. Lewis put you here because

t hought you were the best man for the job, so stop feeling sorry for yourself and tell ne what you
can't handle."

"Yes, sir." Franklin | ooked at Adans quizzically. Adams grinned.

"I'l'l also fire you the instant |I think you can't handle it."

"Yeah." Franklin turned to the draftsnman's table. "Technically we're pretty good despite the
sabotage. Only minor stuff anyway, tractors, sone punps and water lines, nothing we can't fix.
They don't want to hurt the Station, they want it intact." He pointed to the blueprints. "Farms
are laid out, getting a crop fromeighty thousand acres. Not as good yields as we'll get later, it
takes time to condition soil as poor as this, and the workers are only learning howit's done-
Bill, they don't know anything! If it wasn't for the Mssion schools, we'd be in real trouble. Cur
schools are set up to take people at a little higher |level than we've got."

Adanms nodded. "I1'Il tell Courtney we need sone of those Sesane Street-type TV tapes. Got TV in all
the famly quarters yet? Make sure you do."

Franklin made a note on a scratch pad. "Conputer's got the usual bugs,"” he said. "Had to plug sone
probl ems through Santa Barbara-our comunications satellite came in handy. Weather's held good,

Adanms waited until the others had left the room "OK, Jeff, give it to ne
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hotter than we expected so we get plenty of evaporation. Portland cenent and nagnesi um production
are up twenty percent over predicted. "

"How d t he harbor work? Captain Anderson was worried."

"Rol |l o al ways worries that he's put one of those bergs a nmillineter off. No sweat, and she's
melting fine in this sun. If | had four nore | wouldn't have a water shortage. Bill, if it wasn't
for the sabotage and governnent pressure |'d be fine."

Adans shook his head. "Finances are close, Jeff. Wich puts Meissner and sone of the other backers
in a nod to cut their losses. The riots in Nigeria aren't hel ping them decide to sink nore noney
in Africa either. They nmay bail on us, Jeff."

Frankl i n whistled. "Wat happens then?"

Adans shook his head again. "Bad. The Od Man can't finance this deal alone, it's too big. W'l
come out all right if we get the plutonium production up, but the whole integrated agro-industrial
concept is on trial here. You know what happens if you're on your own better than | do. "

They were interrupted by a knock. Courtney Graves came into the room her long blonde hair in a

tangled swirl, her white bl ouse soaked. "It's hot out there. Hello, M. Franklin."

"H, Courtney. . . . Look, Bill, if Farbenwerke and Krupp bail on us, we're dead. It takes about a
grand an acre to develop the farns, and sure, sone of that's fixed cost we've al ready hacked, but
it's still about $750 an acre fromhere to the end."

"A hundred and sixty nmillion dollars," Courtney said quickly before Adans coul d take out his

cal cul ator. He never could do figures in his head. "But that's not the real problem is it, M.
Frankl i n?"

Jefferson Franklin shook his head. "No. The chem cal works, fertilizer production, electrolyzers-
everything was built nodular, and we're just about to capacity with what we've got. W need the
new units the backers were sending in. |I'mnot even sure Nucl ear General can recover the
investrment if we can't finish the project. ... It all depended on the integration, power and heat
and water and everything phased in just right, and it takes a dam big scale for it to be

econom cal . "

"Instant industrialization
to work! These peopl e have nothing w thout us.
"This is not a venture in altruism" Adanms reninded her

"It is for the Wrld Mssion Society," she retorted.

"We're trying," Franklin said. "Wien the World Court made South Africa turn Nam bia | oose, the
SA's were pretty generous by their lights. Gave Nami bia twenty-four mllion bucks, that's about
forty dollars a head, just about the annual incone. Loaned them another ten nillion on a long-term
lowinterest deal. And that's all these people have got. They sunk every penny in Gjiwar, no
wonder they worry about |noka. And | ook, even in the fertile parts of this country it takes fifty,
a hundred, sonetinmes two hundred acres to feed a man."

"How re you doi ng here?" Adanms asked.

"Current production, we can feed ten people an acre. That's using two thousand gall ons of water

per acre a day. W've al so got enough power to nake the fertilizers, and sone chem cals and cenent
for construction and export. | can feed the whol e popul ati on of Nami bia and still have surplus
cash crops to sell Israel ... | could before this ness started, anyway."

Adans found the coffee pot behind the drafting table's console. "Tell ne about this refugee
situation."

"Over a hundred thousand have cone in. |fhoka encourages them tells themthey' Il get jobs, the
good life, noney-and we can't give it to them They streaminto the cities and nmake trouble for
t he governnent. Even though they get nore here than where they came from it's not enough
"Yeah." Adans was grim "That's when people usually riot, when they're getting nore but not as
much as they expected." He poured coffee.

"Where do they conme fron?" Courtney asked.

"God knows," Jeff told her. "The Republic. Botswana. Rondidi. Al over Africa, | think. Jesus,
Bill. I don't know what to do, and Father Percy's no help. He says feed them never mind the
cost."

"You can't solve fanmi ne by feeding people," Adans intoned. "First principle of ecology. If you
can't make people self-sufficient, your relief does nmore harmthan good. OK, that's about ten

t housand acres, another ten nmillion bucks investnment to expand-can you do it?"

Franklin went to his desk and noved a | ever. A console pivoted up fromthe desk top, and he
punched at its buttons for a nonent. "Wn't take ten mllion," he said. "I can expand another ten
thousand acres for about seven. Costs us up to three percent of our chem cal export capacity,
though, and there'll be no reserve power left at all. And what good is it, Bill? There'll just be
nmore of 'em Inoka makes it sound like this is paradise.”

Courtney finished. "The only industry in this country. It's just got
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"Leave that to ne," Adans said. "OK | want to |look at the figures and digest your reports. Loan
me an office, | need a console and a phone- Oh. Invite Inoka and what's his nanme, Prenier Tsand

of Rondidi, to the conference."

"They won't cone," Franklin said.

"They'l|l cone. |fnoka asked to cone. | got the nessage relayed from Santa Barbara. Tsandi's scared
to let Ifnoka nake deals wi thout him They'|ll be here."

The conference roomwas crowded. In addition to a dozen nen at the long table, nore sat in chairs
or stood at the end of the paneled room Bill Adans took his place at the head of the table and
nodded to the group

It was quite an assenbly. Harrison of Alis-Chal ners, Feldstein from CGeneral Foods, Meissner of
the Bayer Kartel, von Alten of |I. G Farbenwerke . . . Over in one corner Father Percy sat with a
smal |l greying man in black clerical clothing. The Bishop of Exeter, representing the Wrld M ssion
Soci ety. The orthodox church sponsors included both the Romans and Anglicans, as well as Coptics
and Byzantines, and anong themthey'd raised two hundred mllion dollars, making their investnent
second only to Nuclear Ceneral's.

I fnoka sat at the other end of the table. He was a tall man, brown rather than black, and wore
green robes trinmed with gold. The garb nade Courtney smile, but carefully. I|fnoka had been born
Henry Carter of Canton, Chio, educated in the U S. A took advantage of the Emigrant Act of '92.
Two thousand dollars and a one-way ticket anywhere you wanted, just renounce your U S. citizenship
and residency rights forever. .

Handsone enough man, she thought. Tall, slim. . . but cold, staring at Bill Adans with hatred.
The man next to |fnoka was dressed in western business clothes. Francis Tsandi, Prenier of

Rondidi. H s Freedom Party ruled that country. But Ifhoka's African People's Union controlled the
army and nost of the weapons. China wanted a foothold in Rondidi, but so far Tsandi had resisted
them as thoroughly as he'd resisted the western bloc. Couldn't possibly |last |ong, Courtney

t hought. But she noted that Adans greeted Tsandi warmly although he had only a perfunctory
handshake for |fnoka. Now just what did the boss have in m nd?

Adans cleared his throat. "Let's skip formalities and start at the beginning. Wen this consortium
first planned the agro-industrial conplex, we'd intended to put it on either the west coast of
Australia or the Rann of Kutch. It |ooked |ike maxi mumprofits in those areas.”

"And | still say we should have gone to Australia," an Oxford-accented voice said fromthe |eft
side of the table. "There wouldn't have been any political problens. British Overseas |nvestnents-

"Argued very well for a Conmonwealth site, Sir James," Adans finished for him "But the limting
factor was noney, and the price of noney is up to fourteen percent. Wen Sout hwest Africa and the
M ssion Society made their offers, you all agreed.”

"Ja, ja, we agreed, it is not time for what m ght have been,"” von Alten said. He didn't |ook at

all like a Prussian aristocrat, in fact rem nded Courtney of a sausage shopkeeper. The appearance
was deceiving; von Alten held nearly the sanme position with Farbenwerke as Adans did with Nucl ear
General, and spoke for nost of the Commobn Market investors. "Wile we are discussing trivia, you
will please tell us why we rmust hold this neeting in Gjiwar? You have brought us here for what
that we cannot do in Geneva?"

"l think it's well to see the stations, Heir von Alten," Adans said snoothly. "G ves the investors
a chance to see what our people are faced with firsthand."

"What your people are faced with | do not know," the German said. "But we are faced with losing a
| ot of nobney. We have contracts to deliver phosphates and potassium and if we do not get them
here we nmust buy on the world market."

Adans nodded.

"And | do not understand why it is that when only a snall percent of the power of this station is
diverted to agriculture ny chemcals production falls by thirty-five percent!”

"If you're hearing conplaints, General Foods is getting shorted on cereal deliveries," Feldstein
said quickly. "And we have contracts with Israel ... Do you know the problens involved in trying
to arrange transport through U. S. ports? W have the wheat, but the dockworkers-"

"Greed." The single word cut through a rising babble. |fhoka stood, wal ked to the w ndow

overl ooki ng the harbor. "Greed. You tal k of noney, and out there are three ships |oading with food
and chem cals, bound for foreign ports and carrying with themthe |ifeblood of Africa! For what?
To satisfy your greed!"
"Now j ust one nmonment, we .
"Let himfinish," Adans said.
| f hoka sat again, resuned his dignified stare. "I can wait. Proceed."

von Alten began.
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As if it were his neeting, Courtney thought. But Adans was letting himget away with it.
"Courtney, if you please," Adans said.

She took her place at the chartboard behind Adans, |lifted the pointer, and stood for a nonent to
gat her her thoughts. He's always letting nme nake presentations.

Says it surprises people to find out how nuch I know, that they pay nore attention to ne than him
nost of them being men .

"As nmost of you know," she began (Damm. M. Adanms says never begin with that phrase), "the key to
successful operations of this type is size. For a light water reactor producing five hundred
megawatts el ectrical the best internal return on investnent is about six percent, overseas exports
to the world narket about half that. By increasing the size of power source to four thousand M\
we can get as high as thirty-five percent internal return, and over nineteen percent on the world
market, but it requires an enornous capital investnent."

"Actually, we don't need that much, do we?" Sir James Fortnum of British Overseas asked carefully.
"Nami bi a operates on internal return, and the Church can stagger along a couple of years with no
return at all. Correct, your |ordship?" he asked the Bi shop.

"Correct for a few years, Sir Janes. But to raise this enornous sumwe had to convince the donors
that this is seed noney to be recovered for other devel opnrent work."

"Thank you, ny lord," Courtney said. "I was just comng to that. But first, to answer Herr von
Al'ten, the reason chemical production falls so sharply with small unschedul ed increases in
agricultural production is that this project is very carefully integrated. W can't process the
brines wi thout power which is being used for water. The chemicals are concentrated, Herr von
Alten, but they are still in the bitterns."”

"So ny chenmical is only del ayed?" von Alten asked.

Jeff Franklin answered. "Correct, sir, but the delay is long, because even if we have full power
available it's already budgeted. It takes a while to catch up, and with nore refugees pouring in
demandi ng food and power-"

"Power to the people!" Ifhoka said quietly. Everyone stared at himbut he didn't say anything

el se,

"I take it there's a point to this?" They turned toward the beefy man at the end of the table. Joe
Bentl ey of Bethlehem Steel. "You're warning us that this can happen to us all, is that right,

Bill? W don't expect steel production for a year, but we've got contracts.
"I't could happen," Adans said.

"Then I'mauthorized to tell you the Station had better be prepared for delays in equi pnent
deliveries," Bentley said carefully. "W can't afford to invest this heavily in a project that's
already telling us it can't neet deadlines. Sorry, Bill, but that's the way it is."

"Und ve think hard about nore investments anywhere in Afrika," Meissner, the Bayer Kartel nan
said heavily. "Next tinme, by God, ve go to sone civilized place to put our nonies in, ja?"

There was a chorus of muttered agreenent around the table, then silence. Courtney began her
techni cal briefing, but she could see it was no use. They'd rmade up their m nds.

The panel ed room seened nearly enpty, but there were still plenty of people in it, Adans,
Franklin, Father Percy and the Bishop, von Alten for the Conmon Market, Joe Bentley for the U S.
conmpani es. They waited after the others went to |unch. Courtney brought coffee and took her place
at Bill Adans's left.

"Didn't nmean to throw it at you like that, Bill," Joe Bentley said. "But it's true. The Board's
never been enthusiastic about this goddam African venture to start with, even if there is good
iron ore back in the hills and | abor at reasonable costs. . . . Political situation's always

seened too dammed unstable. Now you' ve proved it."

"Ja, ja, so what we didn't like has come to pass. What now? That's the question,” von Alten said.
He rubbed his fat hands together. "And | have seen Bill Adams too often pull the rabbits out of
the enpty hat before. What have you in nind?"

"First, | need an agreenent," Bill said, "I've invited |Ifnoka and Prenier Tsandi to neet us
infornmally without the others. Ch, Bloonfort will be here for Nanmibia too. Now, I'mgoing to talk
tough, and | need your backing. No wavering, gentlenmen, none at all."

"How t ough?" Father Percy asked. "Do you intend to threaten then? Wth force, weapons?"

Adans nodded. "Threaten them and nmean it."

It's not going to work, Courtney thought. The priests won't

"The Church can't accept that," Father Percy said.

"I't can't?" Adans addressed the Bishop. "Tell me, ny lord, what will the failure of Qtjiwar do to
your M ssion plans?"
"Destroy them of course,’

the Bishop said. "W'd hoped this station would be a nodel for the
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worl d. And once we'd recovered the investnent here, we planned to build nmore stations like this in
other parts of the undevel oped world. India, east Africa ..."

"And instead you're willing to et a two-bit American hoodl um steal your investnent and bl ow al
those plans?" Jeff Franklin asked. "Make no m stake, Your Reverence, if |Ifnoka gets his hands on
Ojiwar, he'll bring the Chinese in. Just what do you think they'll do for the people of Nam bia?
O anywhere else in Africa?"

"I't had occurred to ne," the Bishop said dryly. "Yet- the picture of the Church threatening people
with weapons is hardly in keeping with our ideals,"

"If you're willing to give up, | can't save a thing," Adans told them "And you'll have condemmed
all these people to primtive conditions. What good are your schools w thout sone place for the
graduates to work? Danmm it, these agro-industrial conplexes are the first serious attenpt to do

sonething lasting in black Africa, and if this one fails it'll be a long time before anyone el se-"
"When | think of the noney wasted in gifts here," Father Percy said. "Now, when there is sonething
that mght actually change their lives, we must nmake a profit on it or it won't happen. | find

that as distressing as |fhoka does."

"Don't |let your heart bleed over Henry Carter," Jeff Franklin told them "That bloody crook is
only interested in power for hinmself, not the people."

"Haven't you missed the point?" Adans asked quietly. "The reason Nuclear General is exporting
technology is sinple; the political situation in the United States is abom nable. Between the
"ecol ogists' and the an ti-capitalists we don't dare build a conplex like this in Florida. W' ve
all come to Africa in the hopes of making nmoney, not to industrialize people.™

Cruel, Courtney thought. But true enough. The World M ssion Society could only raise a sumlike
ei ght hundred mllion once. The big conpani es supporting the project put nost of their risk
capital here. If it were lost, no one would ever cone back. And these people needed hel p.

"Well, gentlemen?" Adans asked. "Can | count on you? For silence, at |least?" There was no answer
fromthe clergynmen. Finally Adans turned to Courtney. "Bring 'emin."

It was |Ifhoka's turn. The project had been expl ained, the clergy had pledged M ssion Society
investments in Rondidi if they could recover their nmoney from Qjiwar.

Bl oonfort pronised police support for the Station, and Franklin showed that Nani bia could handl e
the refugee population it already had, but not nore. Now |fhoka spoke.

As before, he went to the window But he had noticed Premier Tsandi's interest in a station |ike
Ojiwar for Rondidi, the man's obvious fear the whites would pull out and | eave. QG jiwar

unfini shed, abandon Africa. A weak man, Tsandi. He woul d have to be replaced soon. The African
Peopl e' s Union was al nost strong enough, there were only the Rondidi police to resist a coup
Tsandi had kept the arny small, and though it was controlled by Ifhoka it would not be enough if
the police resisted. But Tsandi was here in Namibia, not at honme. If he could be kept here and

| fnoka get word to Rondidi

Meanwhi l e, talk. Henry Carter of Chio was dead. There was only |Ifnoka, the voice of his people. He
pointed to the harbor. "The bl ood of Africa sails on those ships. Phosphates, grains, nitrates,
fertilizers, cenment, the things we nust have. And you take them away for noney! Wat Rondidi could
do with them And the food! But you dare tell us we nust bleed our land to support your greed! It
will not be. The food is here, the land is here, and the people will come here for what is theirs
by right. Power to the people!"

He turned to Bloonfort. "Your Prem er keeps you and the other whites, to belittle our people. You
must go." Then to Jeff Franklin. "And you, traitor, you might have been a great |eader of our
peopl e, but you are an Anerican now, not African. They have nade you an honorary white nman, are
you not proud?"

"What do you want ?" Fat her Percy asked.

"Power to the people!"

"I see," Courtney said quietly. Everyone | ooked at her. "You nean one nan, one vote, once."”
Ifhoka's lip curled in contenpt. "Wonan!" he sneered. He had nothing el se to say to her

"I'n other words you intend to bring enough of your Union people into Nam bia to overthrow the
government here," Adans said carefully,

| f noka shrugged. "We might win an el ection
"And you'd nationalize the Station." Adans shook a Canel from a battered pack. "Suppose we gave
you the keys this afternoon and pulled out? Wat would you do? You can't finish Qtjiwar, or even
operate it,"

"We have friends," Ifnoka said. "Good friends."

"The Chinese. | doubt they could finish this place, or would. But suppose they do, what does that
do for 'the people'? Besides put themunder your thumb. Your 'guided denocracy' does a |ot of
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gui di ng. "

"And yours does not? You hold up Anerica as a nodel for the world?"

Adanms shrugged. "1'm hol ding up nothing. Your point, nowit's ny turn. First, that |ifeblood you
see out there. Were did it cone fron? This Station is in the nost desol ate spot on earth. Sure,
there'll be iron production in a few years, but for now all we use is sunlight, sea water, and

power from our reactors. There's not a blasted thing of African origin on those ships and you know
it."

| f noka shrugged. Courtney stared at Bill Adans. This wasn't |like him he never argued wth people.
But she saw that Prem er Tsandi |ooked interested. If the whites could make all that wealth from
not hi ng, what might they do with the resources of Rondidi ? But he wavered, |ooked at Adans, then
back to Ifnoka, shook his head as if to say that pronises were nothing. And O jiwar was here, here
for the taking. . . .

"Let us get to the point," Ifnoka said. "That is the purpose of this conference, to halt the
strikes and infiltration, is it not? Well, | can do that for you. My price is a share in the
managenent of the Station. My officers to take control of security here. African People's Union
trainees in all supervisory positions. And foodstuffs for disposal as | see fit. In return, you
will be permitted to conplete this plant and take out enough goods to pay for your investnent. But
no profits! Nothing for greed!"

Adans smiled thinly. Wien he spoke it was directly to Ifnoka, but he kept a wary eye on Premer
Tsandi. | see, Courtney thought . . . but could he do it?

"Let me make you a solemm pronise,” Adans said. "Before anyone-anyone at all-takes control of this
Station away fromus, there's going to be a regrettable nuclear accident. The only thing left of
Ojiwar will be a pile of radioactive slag even | ess useful than the Nam b was before we got
here. "

"Ja" Von Alten nodded vigorously. "So, M. Prime Mnister Tsandi, you think on that for a while.
Wth no Station, you got all those people came here, others coning through your country to get
here, and they got nothing to eat, ja? You think nmaybe they cone | ooking for you with blood in
their eye for sending them here?”

"Whereas, if you'll close your borders and stop this infiltration, Rondidi can benefit quite a
lot," Adans finished smoothly. "You've got iron ore in your hills, nmore than here in Nam bia
It'Il take a while to develop, but we can get a railroad in there to bring it here."

"Way woul d you do that?" Tsandi asked. He saw Ifhoka's scowm and wi nced, but continued to | ook
expectantly at Adans and von Alten

"For profits, of course,” von Alten said. "H s Lordship the Bishop got other notives, but us, we
want profits. W nake you a pretty good deal to get them too."

Tsandi nodded. This he could understand. But there was |fhoka's Union group and the coup he was
undoubt edly pl anning in the arny. .

"Anot her thing," von Alten snorted. "Seens | got nme forty, fifty thousand submachi ne guns. Sone
good rifles, too. | wonder, M. Prime Mnister of Rondidi, if you want sone of those guns for your
own party people, for your police too, ja?"

"What ?" The nonosyl |l able was jerked from Tsandi's lips. He | ooked fearfully at |fhoka.

"Ja, we got the guns," von Alten said. "Already in Rondidi we got them Wen M. Adans says
smuggle in guns to Rondidi, me, | doit. | think maybe we organi ze a coup, only now | see what he
really wants, ja?"

Adans smiled tightly. "They can be distributed before either of you gentlemen get back to your

capital. By the way, I'msorry but the airfield s got some problens. Underm ned by an aquifer, |
understand. Unusable ..."

"An aquifer?" Father Percy said carefully. He | ooked out at the barren desert. "l see." He
suppressed a chuckle, but it was very loud in the still room

"Al'l you have to do is nanme the Cabi net people you want to distribute the guns," Adans said.
"We'll see that they get them™

| f hoka roared and charged out of the room The door slamred behind himbut didn't catch. Courtney
went over to close it.

"Well, M. Prime Mnister?" Adans said. "O course we'd |like your Mnister of Trade to have a say
in who gets those guns. Good man, that."

"What do you want?" Tsandi demanded. Hi s tone was listless, flat,

"For the guns?" von Alten asked.

"You can't arm Rondidi!" Bloonfort exploded. "What's to keep Tsandi fromtaking the guns and stil
getting together with |Ifhoka? Using them agai nst Nani bi a?"
"Ch, he wouldn't do that," Adans said carefully. "lInvasion of Nam bia's a dream anyway. The

Republic of South Africa wouldn't care to see an actual armed invasion of their showpiece
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descendant. Infiltration's one thing, open war's quite another."

"And who' d develop the iron ore?" Joe Bentley asked.

"Yeah. It does Rondidi no good." Adans stood at the head of the table. Hs smle was cordial and
he spoke warmly to Tsandi, but Courtney saw his pale blue eyes were as cold as ice, "The Station
was deliberately put a long way fromcities. It won't fall to small arnms. And everyone gains from
the Station except |fhoka. Hi s whole power structure's built on poverty and prom ses. Now we're
not in business to elimnate poverty, but there's no way to nake a profit w thout |eaving noney
behi nd us, and that upsets him For the Prem er of Rondidi, though, the Station's quite a good
thing. Wiat's it to be, sir? A chance to put Rondidi into the nodern world, or life in Ifhoka's
shadow forever ?"

"I haven't even that choice," Tsandi said. "He's gone to order the mlitary coup he's been

pl anning for nonths. Wth me out of the country it will succeed."

Adans chuckl ed. "I wonder if Ifhoka's going to be surprised when he finds out sonmebody's broken
the transmtter he brought with him "

"And the tel ephone's out, too," Courtney said. She was sure it was.

"Sonebody' s been janmmi ng the whole Station," Jeff Franklin reported. "Strangest thing ..
"But we can get a signal through for our friends," Adans said. "OfF course your instructions for
di stributing the weapons will upset the arnmy. |'d suggest you ask your Mnister of Trade to arrest
the top |fhoka people before they cause trouble, right?"

"And your price? Merely closing the borders?" Tsandi asked.

"Yeah, for the guns. But if you want Nucl ear General and our combine to invest in Rondidi, you'l
have to show enough political stability to convince the others. You heard the neeting."

"So that's why | was there," Tsandi nused. "You nake a persuasive case."

Courtney held her breath. It was von Alten as nuch as Bill, she thought. Profits-Tsandi could
understand that notive easily, but he distrusted altruism

The door burst open. Ifhoka hurried in, his robes askew, a perpl exed technician behind him "What
have you done?" he demanded.

Bef ore Adans could answer, Tsandi stood. He | ooked at Ifhoka with contenpt. "What they are doing,
Henry Carter, is what you have denmanded but never wanted." He pointed through the wi ndow to the
huge reactors, the tractors, and water punps. The feint hum of turbines cane even to this sound-
proof ed room "They are giving power to the poeple!"

Enf or cer

G ey water crashed over the bows, throwing spray droplets high in the air, where they were caught
by the scream ng wi nd and whi pped down the ship's length. The tug plunged into the trough of the
wave, seeming to stand on her bows, then leveled off and began the clinb up the next wave. That
one broke across the deck with a crashing shudder felt in every conpartnment. Another wave advanced
i nexorably fromthe west. There was al ways anot her wave.

"The 'Screaming Fifties.' " Captain Jellicic announced to no one in particular. "Christ pity a
seaman. "

Hi s conpanion didn't answer, possibly because he hadn't heard him He was inches shorter than the
captain, a round man, overwei ght, but his face was angul ar and craggy, the jaw set. M chael Al den
wor e ear phones, and he was listening intently. The ship pitched again, and a rogue wave caught her
to roll her over until it seemed the bridge would go under water. Al den |ooked up in excitenent.
"Hol d her steady, Captain! He's found sonething!"

"Here?" The captain curled his lip. "Bloody lot of good it'd do if you hit a strike here, Al den
"Tis the worst place in the world!" He waved expansively at the grey waters. The sun was invisible
above dark, brooding clouds that filled the skies fromhorizon to horizon. To the west a |line of
dark waves approached in a stately march, endl ess waves with curling white tops. Wnd screaned
unceasi ngly through the tug's rigging until the sound becanme part of the universe itself.

"Come right a touch," said Al den

Jellicic scow ed, but barked orders to the hel msman. The ship noved across the face of a wave,
presenting the angle of the bowto the white water on its top, and nore sea broke across her
decks. Spray crashed |ike hail against the bridge w ndows.

"Steady," Alden said. He lifted a m crophone. "Position fix. As good as you can get it. This |ooks
like it."

M crowave antennae on the nast nade tiny novements. High-frequency signals w nged upward, where
they made contact with a navigation satellite, and information flashed downward. Again. And agai n.
Captain Jellicic released a collapsing chart table hinged agai nst the bul khead. Wen it fol ded
down, it nearly filled the bridge. He bent over it, scowing, and took a small instrunment froma
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rack in the space the table had covered. He noved that about on the map, and his scow darkened.
He straightened to speak to Alden, but the engineer wasn't listening, and Jellicic inpatiently
poked the supercargo in the ribs. "W're here, ye daft fool! Look!"

Fifty-three degrees south latitude; the Fal kland |slands were seven hundred niles due west, and
anot her four hundred niles that way lay the entrance to the Straits of Magellan. The nearest |and
was two hundred and fifty miles southeast of the point Jellicic indicated. South Georgia Island,
good for nothing, and owned by the British to boot.

"Not for nothing," Al den said.

Jellicic | ooked up, unaware that he'd been muttering. "Eh?"

Alden's face was grim A tinge of green was visible around his cheekbones. "South Georgia. Not
good for nothing. They render whal es there. They're good for exterm nating whales."

Jellicic shrugged. In his opinion anyone who sailed these Antarctic seas deserved whatever profit
he coul d make; but Al den was a fanatic on that. There was no reasoning with him "Wat have your

| ads found?" Jellicic asked.

"Mass concentrations. Veining down there. Thick veins. Manganese nodules to the deep floor. Veins
in the sides of the crevasse. Just what we were |ooking for, Captain. And we've found it." He
listened again for a nonment. "Can you bring her about and over the same course again?"

Jellicic | ooked out at the crashing seas and thought of his little tug broad onto them He

poi nted. Al den glanced up, then back at the chart. The captain shrugged and went back to the
wheel. He wanted to be near the helmfor this. As he watched the seas, waiting for a cal m nonent
when he dared bring her around, he shook his head again. So they'd found nmetals. Copper, tin, gold
perhaps. How could they bring anything up fromfourteen hundred fathons bel ow the Sout hern Seas?
The di scoveries were of no value. He | ooked back at Alden's grimfeatures and caught hinself.
Perhaps they'd do it at that. But how?

* * *

It took Mchael Alden two years. First he had to invent the technology to bring in mnes for
profit at two-thousand feet below the stormiest seas on earth, then he had to convince investors
to put their noney init.

Technol ogy, he found, wasn't his problem The investors were ready for that. Howard Hughes m ned
the seas for twenty years before, and Hughes hadn't risked noney on vigia. Alden's techniques were
new, but the concept wasn't; and he'd found the richest source of ores ever discovered.

Economi sts waxed ecstatic over the potential markets: all of Latin Arerica, and nost of southern
Africa. The nminerals would come fromthe sea onto boats-onto the cheapest form of bul k
transportati on known. Gven the mnerals, Latin Arerica was a fertile field for industries. Labor
was cheap, investnent costs |ow, taxes |lower. The United States had becone a horrible place for
risk investnment, with its unpopul ar governnents, powerful unions, bad schools, and confiscatory
taxes. U S. investors were ready to nove their capital.

It wasn't technol ogy or econonics that frightened investors away from Alden's mineral finds. It
was politics.

Who owned the bottom of the sea?

Eventual |y ways to avoid the |l egal problens were found. They al ways are when enough noney is at
st ake.

Ten years went by.

There was bright sunshine overhead and new powder beneath his skis. Mnt Bl anc rose above him
brilliant in the newfallen stuff, untouched; and there weren't nany peopl e out. Superintendent
Enoch Doyl e rel eased the tension on his poles and plunged forward, schussing down the fall Iine,
wai ting until he was noving dangerously fast before bringing his shoulders around in perfect form
turning again in a series of Christies, then back to the fall Iine, wedeln down with waggi ng hips.
There was a nogul ahead and he took it perfectly, lift, springiness in the knees, who said he'd
forgotten and he ought to take it easy his first tinme out after so | ong behind a desk?

He had just cleared the nogul when the beeper screeched insistently. "No!" Doyle shouted into the
rushing wind. He scrabbled at his parka, trying to find the off switch on the condemed thing, but
he was noving too fast, it wasn't possible, and on he went, the enjoynent gone, past the turnoff
to the high lift, around the |ogging road, through a narrow trail, now that was fun again and the
hell with the bl eep-bleep fromunder his parka.

Pol e down, turn, turn again, cliff to his left, a long drop to doom and Enoch | aughed. The trail
led to a steep bow crowded with snow bunnies in tight trousers and tighter sweaters, gay colors
agai nst churned snow. Doyl e threaded through themas fast as he dared. Hs wife was waiting
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out side the | odge. Enoch clipped a pole and nmitt under one armand used his free hand to turn off
t he bl eeper.

She knew. He saw it as soon as he neared her. Her heart-shaped face, ringed with dark hair,
incredible that she was so lovely and yet a grandnother tw ce now.

"They can't do this to you," she said. "It's your first vacation in four years. Tell them no
Enoch. "
"Tell themno to what, |iebchen? Wat is it they want?"

"Ch," she said, her nmouth perfect roundness, holding it for a noment. "They did not warn you? You
must call them”

"You wanted ne to say no," he rem nded her

"But first you nust know what it is that you are to say no about," she said. Her accent was faint,
but it always cane through in her English. Her French and Italian had none at all, but Enoch was
born on the Scottish border, and Erica would speak to her man in his own | anguage. Always. As if
his German were not as good as hers, and his French and Spanish better. He put an arm around her
wai st to steady hinself as he bent with chilled fingers to release the safety bindings and
martinets of the skis. He kept his armaround her as they went into the | odge.

It was too warminside, he had overheated on the slopes, only his hands were cold. He caught the
eye of the counternan and was |l et inside the nanager's office, took a seat at the desk, and
cal | ed.

"International Security Systens,'
"Doyl e reporting in."

"Ch. Ja, Herr Superintendent. A nonent, bitte." The phone humed and clicked. Anerican tel ephones
didn't do that, he thought sourly. Nothing else in Anerica worked anynore, except the tel ephones;
but they always worked. Best in the world. An epitaph of pride. They had the best tel ephones in

t he worl d.

"Van Hartmann," the phone said. "Doyle?"

"Ja, Herr Hartmnn."

They spoke German by tacit consent. "The Argentine has boil ed over,’
go there at once. Herr Alden has called five tines."

"But the residentes," Doyle protested. "And Chief |nspector Menderez.
"Arrested. There is anewnilitary junta in the Argentine. Mdlina is out, on his way to
Portugal, And all our people are arrested. There are Argentine soldiers and police in Santa Rosa
Herr Alden is not the only one upset. He has called his board, and they are calling us."

Doyle was silent for a nmonment. It was stuffy inthe little office with its frosted wi ndows. Erica
was standing in the doorway, no secrets fromhis wife, none that he would talk of on a tel ephone
anyway. He nade a drinking nmotion and she nodded and went out.

"I am not an Argentine specialist," Doyle said. "You would do better to send-"

"No. There is no one to send,"” Van Hartmann said flatly. "I will not plague you with the troubles
our special assignnent teans have at this nmoment. Be assured that you are the senior man
avail abl e.” The harsh voice softened a trifle. "You would be within your rights to refuse this,
but | ask you not to. It is inportant. Very inmportant. The stockholders will be concerned."

Erica cane into the office with a cold beer. Doyle took it and thanked her with his eyes, but his
thoughts were far away. Finally he spoke into the phone. "Have they attenpted to board Ml vinas
Station?"

a pl easant voice answered.

Van Hartmann said. "You nust

"Not yet."

Doyl e drank the beer, a sip, then nore, finally tilted back the glass and drained it. Then he
sighed. "I will return to Zurich within four hours. Please have ny peopl e ready, and arrange
transportation. | will need the full briefing, and the contracts."

"Danke. Danke schon" Van Hartmann said. "It will be done. Please before you go see nme in ny
of fice."

The plane wi nged over the Atlantic. Doyle found a sheaf of conputer printouts in his office behind
the wi ng and began to read.

MALVI NAS: DEEP SEA M NI NG AND REFI NI NG STATI ON OPERATED BY OCEANI QUE I NC. OF ZURI CH. OCEANI QUE
OMERS OF RECORD ARE THREE MAJOR SW SS BANKS. SEE CLASSI FI ED APPENDI X FOR STOCKHOLDERS

MALVI NAS | S LOCATED OVER THE MALVI NAS TRENCH 1, 850 KI LOVETERS EAST OF THE ARGENTI NE COAST

| NTERNATI ONAL WATERS. THE STATION IS UNI QUE AMONG OCEAN M NI NG OPERATI ONS | N THAT THE ABOVE-
SURFACE | NSTALLATI ONS | NCLUDI NG A VESTI NGHOUSE- OERLI KON 50 MEGAWATT PRESSURI ZED WATER REACTOR REST
ON A CAPTURED | CEBERG. | CEBERGS ARE CHANGED AT | NTERVALS DI CTATED BY ECONOM C FACTORS AND ARE
GENERALLY 20 KI LOVETERS LONG BY 2 TO 4 KILOVETERS W DE.
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THE PRI NCI PAL PRODUCTS OF MALVI NAS ARE COPPER, NI CKEL, MANGANESE, AND GOLD. PRELI M NARY REFI NI NG
I'S ACCOWPLI SHED ON SI TE USI NG FRESH WATER FROM THE | CEBERG. THE TOTAL VALUE OF REFI NED ORES
SHI PPED AMOUNTS TO 60 M LLI ON SW SS FRANCS OR $284 M LLION U.S. ANNUALLY.

And | can renmenber when a dollar bought four francs, Doyle thought. And when "sound as a dollar"
meant the opposite of what it does now.

MANGANESE COLLECTI ON |'S CONVENTI ONAL THROUGH SUBMERG NG BARGES AND DREDGES. THE MAJOR COPPER AND
NI CKEL PRODUCTI ON COVES FROM M NI NG THE WALLS OF THE TRENCH | TSELF. THE PLATEAU DI VI DED BY THE
TRENCH EXTENDS EASTWARD FROM THE FALKLAND ( OR MALVI NAS) | SLANDS W TH DEPTHS RANG NG FROM 300 TO
1,000 METERS, M NES AND STRI P-M NI NG OPERATI ONS TAKE PLACE FROM 350 TO 1, 000 METER DEPTHS. THE
DEEPEST PART OF THE TRENCH WHERE MANAGANESE NODULES ARE FOUND IS 4,500 METERS

THE FALKLAND PLATEAU | S CLAI MED BY BOTH UNI TED KI NGDOM AND ARCENTI NA. THE UNI TED KI NGDOM HAS
POSSESSI ON OF THE FALKLAND | LANDS. DI SPUTE OVER OANERSHI P OF THOSE | SLANDS DATES TO THE 19TH
CENTURY AND WAS FI RST PLACED BEFORE THE U.N. I N 1948. | SSUE TEMPCRARI LY SETTLED BY FALKLANDS WARS
CF 1980’ s.

And it's still there, Doyle thought. He reached for a beer. It'll be there when |I'm dead. The
pl ane wi nged on toward Brazil

OCEANI QUE PAYS ROYALTI ES TO BOTH ARGENTI NA AND THE UNI TED KI NGDOM FOR EXPLORATI ON RI GHTS TO THE
FRENCH. THE PAYMENTS ARE SMALL AS THERE APPEARS TO BE NO POSSI BLE COVPETI TOR W TH THE REQUI SI TE
TECHNOLOGY. EXPLO TATI ON CONTRACTS HAVE A TERM OF 30 YEARS AND ARE GUARANTEED BY | NTERNATI ONAL
SECURI TY SYSTEMS LI M TED ( ZURI CH CFFI CE)

ALSO BY CONTRACT W TH OCEANI QUE, | NTERSECS PROVI DES LAW ENFORCEMENT AND JUDI Cl AL SERVI CES ON THE
STATI ON AND ALL VESSELS BASED THERE. A SEPARATE CONTRACT AMONG OCEANI GUE, | NTERSECS, AND THE
ARGENTI NE GOVERNMVENT G VES OCEANI QUE EXTRATERRI TORI AL RIGHTS IN THE PORT OF SANTA ROSA ON THE
ARGENTI NE COAST. W THI N THE DEFI NED AREA OCEANI QUE REGULATI ONS AS ENFORCED AND ADJUDI CATED BY

| NTERSECS HAVE THE FORCE OF LAW

The pl ane reached the Brazilian coast as Enoch finished reading the sunmary and detail ed
attachments. The converted military transport |landed in Recife for fuel and was on its way south
again when the steward canme into Doyle's crowded of fice space

"Tel ef ono, Superintendent. Zurich."

"Gracias." Enoch Doyle lifted the instrunent. There was no vision screen. "Ja?"

"Van Hartmann. You cannot land in the Argentine, Herr Doyle. The new government is arresting al

| NTERSEC peopl e. ™

"I will divert the flight to Malvinas. Can you arrange for our reception there?"

"la. As we predicted, the Argentine is sending a warship to Malvinas. These nen are not
reasonabl e, Herr Doyle, and | nust so informthe Board when it neets this afternoon.”

Doyl e cursed in English. There were nore satisfying | anguages for cursing, but he generally
reverted to the speech of his youth when pressed that far. "I suppose you nust, but I wll ask you
to pl ease inpress upon the stockhol ders' representatives that this matter nay yet be settled to
our satisfaction. Restrain them"

Van Hartmann paused. "I will try. Not rmuch is known of the new governnent. A mlitary junta has
made a coup agai nst General Molina. They have given the usual pledges of denocratic elections and
pronmi sed the usual reforms. Many of the refornms have to do with what they call ending the

exploitation of their nation by international inperialist corporations. The Directors will not
care for this."
"No, | don't expect they will," Doyle said, but to hinmself. "Wiat nore do we know of the new

gover nnent ?"

"W have not yet identified the strongest man anong the junta, and they have not yet announced
their new President. | will have the dossiers sent to your conputer when they are assenbled. The
junta has requested recognition fromall the major nations.”

"We have taken the standard neasures, one presunes?" Doyl e asked dryly.

"Ja. There will be delays in recognition. W are ready to bribe their diplomats if you think it
required."

"I doubt it would do any good." Doyl e thought for a nmonent. "South Anerican nationalists place
pride above all else. Their present diplomats will not be of their synpathies, of course, but the
men they send to replace themmay not be rational. | think it will be better if we merely assenbl e
the dossiers.”

"Ja. But do not forget, Herr Doyle, the Directors will be anxious."
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"I understand. | will report when | know nore. | must now instruct ny pilot to change course."
Enoch Doyle laid the receiver in its hook and turned back to his briefing forms. He did not Iike
this at all.

These contracts, he thought. Now usel ess. Perhaps they were not so fair to the Argentines as they
m ght be, but w thout contracts and enforcenent of them how could there be business? Argentine
patriotismwas a very fine thing, but the new | eaders nust be made to understand that contracts
nmust be enforced.

Once upon a time men evolved a systemcalled international |aw. For a short period it was taken
very seriously. Until the end of the first quarter of the twentieth century, the Counsel for the
Department of State was the second-ranking diplomatic official in Anmerica. International disputes
had a decidedly legal air to them

In general, only Geat Powers could enforce international law, and then usually only against
smal | er powers; yet, oddly enough, the Great Powers took international |aw seriously anong

t hensel ves. Legal disputes were cheaper than war. Scholars were paid |arge sunms to prepare briefs
quoting rmusty volumes of Gotius and Vattel, and phrases such as "pacta sunt servanda" and
"clausul a rebus six standi bus" were traded in the chanceries of Europe.

Di pl omats debat ed questions of real as opposed to paper bl ockades. The Powers signed conventions
for the treatment of prisoners of war, and even Adolf Hitler invited the International Red Cross
to inspect his POWNcanmps. As trustees of the international |egal systens the Great Powers were far
fromperfect, but international |aw was often upheld.

The rattletrap system survived World War |, but when World War 11 began, all bets were off. In
1918 the United States of Anerica went to war because Gernman unrestricted submarine warfare was a
violation of international |aw. On Decenber 8, 1941, the United States of Anerica ordered her
submari nes to sink eneny nerchant vessels wi thout warning and wherever found.

By the 1960s, the authorities could wite that peace was nore inportant than |aw. Enforcement of
international |aw was entrusted to the United Nations-whose charter stated that no power could
interfere in the internal affairs of another, and nmade sel f-defense the only permtted reason for
resorting to force.

A smal|l country could seize the property of a great power; nurder her citizens; defy every
contract and convention; and the authorities would gravely pronounce that the Great Power had no
right to take nmilitary action. The powers could only sue before a court that could not enforce its
j udgrent s.

Pretty soon, nobody paid nuch attention to international |aw.

The runway was two kil oneters long, but the iceberg lay north-south, nearly crossw nds; the

| andi ng was rough. Doyle had a brief glinpse of icy crags and, incredibly, gaily clothed skiers

wi ndi ng down the sides of the ice toward a plastic | odge decorated as an Austrian castle. The

pl ane taxied to a sem -cylindrical hangar, ugly inits functional sinplicity, yet certainly nore
honest than the frilly trimof the ski |odge. There were a nunber of people waiting for Doyle and
his team

"I nspector Jimnez Ortega,"” the first man introduced hinself. Enoch recogni zed the | NTERSECS chi ef
agent at Malvinas. "And this is M. Mchael Al den, the Director here."

Doyl e took Al den's extended hand. The Anmerican engi neer had dark patches beneath his eyes, and his
| ook was grim

"dad to see you, Superintendent," Alden said. "But | don't know what you're going to do. |'ve had
three calls fromthe junta, all froma Colonel Otiz, but he won't discuss anything except how
fast we're willing to turn over the station and everything else to him They won't negotiate."
Doyle smiled lazily. "Well see." H's face showed confidence he didn't feel as they went to Alden's
of fice through cylindrical tunnels |aid above the ice. The office conplex was a cube of a
bui l ding, held together by girders so that it could be noved as a single unit.

Alden's office itself was sparsely furnished, with cellul ose panel walls and steel furniture.
Model s of ocean craft and undersea vehicles filled shelving along one wall. Alden's desk was an
old steel nodel with plenty of space for papers as well as the conputer console. Hi s drafting
table was the | atest nmodel IBM but next to it stood a wood table with T-square, unchanged in
forty years except for the small console bolted to one edge. A nmounted sailfish hung over the

tabl e.

The wal | opposite Alden's desk was covered with screens showing TV pictures of underwater m ning
operations. The waters were nurky, with bright yellow lights illum nating the drowned world. At
the edge of the illum nated area Doyl e saw grotesque shapes, sonme notionl ess, some noving.

Di sc-shaped subs darted about the sheer wall of the Trench, which stretched upwards and down unti
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there was no nore light. Ledges had been cut into the convoluted sides of that infinite cliff, and
enor nous di ggi ng machi nes sliced out segnents for vacuum dredge-heads to suck up and carry away.
Anot her screen showed the ores | oaded into an underwater barge suspended by cabl es from sonet hing
unseen above.

An inside shot of the barge showed pul verization and suspension-sorting nmachi nery. Constant
streans of nmuck spewed forth fromthe sorting barges to drift with the current, and a dark cl oud
settled slowy toward the invisible abyssal floor bel ow

Doyle felt a growing admration for the Anerican engi neer who had built all this. "Doesn't that
sedi ment give your nanganese dredges sone problenms?" Enoch asked.

"Uh?" Alden glanced at the screen, "No. It settles too slowy, and there's a fast current." He
grimaced slightly; that current nmade it difficult to anchor the iceberg. "W only dredge a few

m | es downwi nd of the berg. Seas get too high for the surface equi pment outside the wi nd shadow.
We let the refining discharges out near the surface-oddly enough, the stuff stimulates plankton
bl ooms. Lots of fish. Sports fish, too."

"Umm Oh. Thank you." Doyle accepted a drink Al den took froma cabinet next to his cluttered desk
and sniffed. Scotch. Al den would have heard that Enoch Doyl e cane fromthe Scots border country,
but his deduction was wong. Doyle hated Scotch and its iodine flavor

"I't seens you are operating," Enoch said.

"Sure. But where will | send the crews for rest-up?" Al den asked. "The shift patterns are
conpl i cated, Superintendent. The underwater crews stay down there for six weeks, then they get
three off. Surface crews rotate by the week. They all have to |ive somewhere. Southern part of
Chile's no good. Costs too nuch to send 'emto Uruguay or Brazil."

"So you need Santa Rosa. A pity."

"Yeah, that's what | thought when we put in the station. | wanted to be self-sufficient here.
Couldn't do it. Installation got too big, human factors killed ne. W keep finding nore and nore
m neral s, and devel opi ng new capabilities for on-site processing, and that needs nore workers."

Al den's fingers played across the conputer console and pictures on the TV nonitors changed to show
grey crashing seas and bl eak | ead-grey skies. "How |l ong can worknmen put up with that?" The
question was rhetorical, of course. OCEANI QUE, |ike every other country, would I ong since have
tested just what conditions would get maxi mum productivity at mnimumcost. There weren't any

| abor unions in this business, and with a hundred nations clanmoring for the hard currencies

i nternational corporations paid taxable worknen, there wouldn't be. Not real ones.

"We can't keep people here anyway," Al den said. "Logistics of feeding a big crew are just too
expensive." The pictures changed again, to show a |avish casino, where couples in evening clothes
pl ayed roul ette, craps, blackjack, other ganes. A fanbus Canadi an couple sang a duet in a bar
furni shed |ike 1928 Anerica. "And yet we get tourists here. They don't stay too |ong, though. Go
over to the mainland after a few days, but a |ot of 'emcone back every year. Jet set, idle rich
They like it. | can't inagine why."

"How | ong have you been here?" Doyl e asked.

"Ei ght years."” Alden shrugged and grinned |lopsid-edly. "Yeah. Well, | don't like it much either
but this operation's got nme. Last-m nute technol ogy. My own devel opnent budget. Were el se are the
resources to cone from Doyle? Everybody wants to live it up, but we used up all the resources.
Ccean mining's the only way we can do anything about-" he stopped, enbarrassed. "What the hel
happened? You're supposed to have intelligence operations. You were suppose to warn us!"

"Cbviously, soneone failed," Doyle said, "Well. It is tine to work. Can you call this Col one
Otiz?"
"I can try. He'll keep us waiting to show howtrivial we are and how i nportant he is, of course."

Enoch shrugged. "W have tine." Wasted tine, which | could be spending on the Mont Bl anc sl opes
with Erica. Wonder what it's like to ski an iceberg?

Colonel Otiz wore formal uniform w th polished |eather shoulder belt and pistol holder. He was a
big man, with a thin, clipped nustache, and he | ooked as much German as Latin. Doyl e regarded him
with satisfaction; at least Otiz dressed |ike a gentleman. It might not nmake himeasier to dea
with, but it should be I ess unpleasant while they negoti at ed.

"You have spoken to your directors and are now ready to be reasonabl e?" Otiz demanded.

"I have called to introduce a representative of the International Security System Conpany," Al den
replied. "Colonel, I have the honor to present Superintendent Enoch Doyl e."

Otiz's lip curled. "INTERSECS." He said it with contenpt. "I have nothing to say to you. \Watever
arrangenents we nake with Senor Al den, you will have no further part to play. Your slave trading
is finished."

"You refer to the nen convicted under the contractual arrangements between | NTERSECS and your
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gover nnent ?" Doyl e asked.

"There are no contracts between | NTERSECS and ny government!" Ortiz was shouting now, "The

Di ctator Mlina purported to make such contracts, but they are void. W repudiate themall!"

"It is not so easy a matter as that, Coronel," Doyle said snoothly. "Surely your governnent does
not yet appreciate how serious this is? | NTERSECS has guaranteed this contract. There is a great
deal of money at stake. A very great deal."

"Money!" Ortiz visibly struggled to control hinself. "You bleed us and you ensl ave our people, and
you speak of noney! You would not know the word, Superintendent, but there is such a thing as
honor, and it cannot be bought for noney."

"I had al ways been persuaded that honor included keepi ng one's pl edges, Coronel. But perhaps you
are correct. Governnent can afford honor. Businesses cannot. W have only contracts and
agreenments, and those nust be kept."

The screen went blank. Alden |ooked up in alarm "I told you. He won't talk to you."

"Yes, a very difficult man," Doyl e said thoughtfully. "But perhaps something can be done."

"What ? They won't even negotiate." Al den toyed nervously at a bald spot formng at the back of his
head. "Superintendent Doyl e-"

"Enoch. Call me Enoch, it's much sinpler." Anericans like to be on a first-nane basis, he thought.
Never di d understand why.

"Enoch. And they call me Duke, usually. Enoch, this thing's just noney to you, but it's been ny
whole life. Ever since | first realized just how thoroughly the United States raped this planet

for mnerals so we could have a few years of what we thought was prosperity, |'ve wanted to-well,
to try to do sonething to nake up for it." Alden spoke defiantly. "I think I have. And now it's
com ng apart. Nobody'll ever invest that kind of noney in sea mning again."

"Then we'll just have to keep your station operating, won't we, Duke?" Doyle stood and noved

toward the door. "No, no, | can find ny owmn way. |'d best go to the | NTERSECS offices and use our
computer. Zurich was to send ne data you won't have. Cheer up, Duke. You're not stopped yet."

As he went through the rather dingy corridors Enoch thought about Al den. Inconprehensible, like
all Anericans. The whole country seenmed to have a collective guilt conplex about its past
successes. The world struggled after the inpossible goal of obtaining a way of life that the
Aneri cans have achi eved, while the Anericans grinmy hung onto what they had and covered thensel ves
with self-reproach. |nconprehensible people, all of them

I nspector Ortega was a small, wiry man, utterly unlike Doyle; but his eyes held the sanme hard

| ook, and there was no humor in them despite the snmile he attenpted for his superior. Ortega's

of fice was paneled in wood, and the conputer consoles were out of sight, as were the wall screens.
Ortega opened a small cabinet and produced col d beer

"You have been studying ny dossier," Enoch said as he took the glass. "Thank you."

"It is nothing." Ortega offered Doyl e the desk, then sat at it when Enoch took a chair.
"Superintendent, | do not understand. W had no warning. The chief Inspector was on the mainl and,
and with all the | NTERSECS people he is under arrest. Wiy did he not know? Surely you had warning
in Zurich. W have nen in Buenos Aires-"

Enoch shrugged. "Had we known, General Mdlina would have known as well. The conspirators were
shrewd. Excuse ne a nonent. | would like quiet, to think."

Enoch | eaned back in his confortable chair and wiggled his ears. There was no novenent visible,
but the notion acitvated his inplant. A voice canme into his head. "ON LINE. PLEASE G VE YOUR
CODE." It was a very inpersonal voice.

Enoch formed words in his head, a letter at atine. It was slow work. First a code identity
establishing hinself as cleared for all INTERSECS information. Then: "DDOS S I-E-ERS."

" READY. "

"I-NSP-EECT-OR XX J-1-MI-NE-Z XX ORT-EEGA™

" SUMVARY OR DETAI L | NTERROGATI VE?"

"SUM"

"ORTEGA, JI M NEZ. | NSPECTOR SENI OR GRADE. NO SECURI TY FAULTS. LAST LOYALTY REVI EW 34 DAYS AGO. MAY
BE ENTRUSTED W TH ALL COVPANY | NFORMATI ON BELOW LEVEL OF COSM C. KNOWS | DENTI TY OF MAJOR
STOCKHOLDERS. FORMERLY CI TI ZEN OF MEXI CO. RECRUI TED | NTERSECS AT AGE TWELVE. EDUCATED | NTERSECS
ACADEMY MADRI D. LENGTH OF SERVI CE ElI GHTEEN YEARS ELEVEN MONTHS FOUR DAYS. SPECI ALTY SERVI CE
COURSES- "

"SUFFI CENT. THANK YQU." Wiich is silly, Doyle thought. Being polite to a nachine-. But it was a

difficult habit to break. The machines talked to him . . . "lInspector Otega, would you pl ease
call Herr Van Hartnmann in Zurich. | assune you have taken security neasures with this office.”
"OfF course." Otega lifted a tel ephone instrunent and spoke a few short phrases. "Wat el se,

Superi nt endent ?"
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"Some information, please. How many convict |aborers have we at this station?"

"One hundred forty-three, of whomtwenty are in close confinenment," Ortega answered i mmedi ately.
"And the total value owing by all of thenf"

Otega spoke with a distinct change in the pitch and tinbre of his voice. "Dolores. Information
Convict labor. Total current value of contracts at Mlvinas station,"

" El GHTY- SEVEN THOUSAND FOUR HUNDRED AND NI NE FRANCS THI RTY- FOUR CENTI MES, DARLING " a wall panel
said. The voice was a rich contralto, totally unlike the inpersonal tones Doyle had heard. Otega
| ooked enbarrassed.

"I will change the voice, Superintendent. Wien | amalone | prefer-"

"No, no, nmake no changes," Enoch insisted. He grinned. "What crinmes have we here?"

Ortega spoke to the conputer again. The contralto voice replied, "THREE MJURDERS. TWVENTY- FOUR GRAND
THEFT. ONE HUNDRED AND THREE PROPERTY DESTRUCTI ON DUE TO CARELESS OPERATI ON OF MACHI NERY. TWENTY-
THREE | NJURY TO FELLOW WORKMEN. OF THE LATTER TWO CATEGORI ES, EI GHTY- SI X ARE DUE TO ABUSE OF
ALCOHOL OR DRUGS. DETAIL. SEVEN-"

"Sufficient. Thank you," Doyl e said.
"YES, DEAR. "
Otega | ooked up, surprised. "I had not known Dol ores was keyed to your voice- Ah." He | ooked

closely at Doyle "Inplant."

"Of course. If you are ever pronpted to Superintendent, you will have one also. Not that they are
as useful as is thought, but sonetinmes it is a great conveni ence. How nmany convict |aborers on the
mai nl and?" he asked in the tones recogni zed by office conputers. There was no answer.

"Dol ores does not have the key-word program"” Otega explained. He translated: "Information. Santa
Rosa. Convict |abor. Total nunber and value of contracts.”

"TWO HUNDRED FORTY- SEVEN CONVI CTS. VALUE OF CONTRACTS SEVENTY THOUSAND FRANCS NI NETY CENTI MES
ADDI TI ONAL. TOTAL VALUE OF CONTRACTS ON MAI NLAND PROBABLE VALUE ZERO. SOMVEBODY BLEWI T, DARLING "
"Your accountant has a sense of hunor," Doyle said dryly. "It nay get himin troubl e soneday."
"But a good man," Oretga said. "Are you ordering nme to discipline hin®"

"Good Lord, no! How you run this station is your business, and Chief I|Inspector Menderez' business,
and perhaps Zurich's business, but it's certainly not nine." Enoch lifted his beer and drank
deeply. There was a | ow buzz.

"ZURI CH ON THE LI NE, DARLING " the conputer announced

"SPEAKER, " Enoch ordered. "Herr Hartmann? Superintendent Doyle here.”

"Ja. Have you nore information, Superintendent?"

"No. Have you information for me? W're secure here.”

"There are strange devel opnents, Superintendent. The Argentine junta is conming to terns with other
conpanies. It is only with OCEANI QUE that they threaten total confiscation.”

"Hmm " Enoch sl ugged back nore beer and thought about that. "Does | NTERSECS have contracts wth

ot her Argentine based conpani es?"

"Only mnor ventures, and none with enforcenent clauses. They are not threatened, in any event."
"Curiouser and curiouser. So why OCEAN QUE?"

"We do not know. "

"I see. What have you got for ne on the rebel governnent, then?"

There was a pause and a rustle of printout papers, then Van Hartnann's voice again. "The junta is
conposed of seven officers who have agreed to ignore their differences in rank. They have i nforned
the Zurich office that all contracts with | NTERSECS are void, and there are no negotiati ons
required. They will rel ease our people when they please.”

"Damed nice of them" Enoch said. Otega nuttered inaudible curses.

"OfF the junta, two are vul nerable. A Colonel Mendoza has ganbling debts and owes nuch noney to
Recreacion, S. A, as well as to others. The other, a General Rasnussen, has sexual appetites which
woul d not appeal to his nmilitary associates. Col onel Mendoza is aware that we know of his probl ens
and has privately assured us that he would be pleased to cooperate but cannot. The CGeneral does
not know that we have any suspicions. On the others we have nothing of inportance, but our agents
are | ooking."

"What about a Colonel Otiz?" Doyle asked. "lncorruptible. Superintendent, these dossiers have
been relayed to Malvinas. It is not necessary to ask nme about them"

"Sure, but it's easier this way. Have you got any suggestions about how we can get to Ortiz? He
seens to be in charge of negotiations w th OCEAN QUE, "

"Colonel Otiz is thirty-four years old. He is an extrene patriot. Affiliated with Qous Dei and
Catholic Action. Qutspoken. He has al ways opposed any concessions to other nations or conpanies.
He demands i nmedi ate high technology for his country and protests that only second-rate equi prent
is sold to the Argentine. General Mlina had scheduled himfor early retirenment, but Otiz is
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popul ar with his nmen and was thought to be necessary. | believe we recomended that Ortiz be given
a di pl omati c post abroad, but Mlina did not act on it in time."

"l see. Incorruptible. Apity," Doyle said thoughtfully.

"Qur associ ates have already narked hi m dangerous,” Van Hartmann said. "Should | informthemthat
Otiz is a man beyond reason?" Van Hartmann was casual, as if he were discussing the falling price
of manganese.

"No, please."

"The stockhol ders are extremely concerned,” Van Hartmann said. H s voice took on a note of

war ni ng. "The Board has authorized you to take whatever neasures may be required. You nay request
action by stockhol der associates as you think best. They want inmediate results."”

"I understand," Enoch said quietly.

"I'mredi ate results,” Van Hartnann repeated. "It should not be necessary for you to call us again."
"Yes. A request, Herr Van Hartmann. It will be easier for you than ne until | have placed new
agents in Buenos Aires. Please have someone approach General Rasmussen and Col onel Mendoza to
arrange for the junta to neet with ne. Colonel Otiz will not negotiate, and | cannot persuade
themuntil they will talk to me. | would prefer that the request for a neeting cone fromthem?"
"I't can be arranged," Van Hartnmann said. "Anything nore than that you nust do yourself. |s that
al | ?"

"Yes. "
"The stockhol ders will expect to hear of results. Soon." The line went dead, and there was a | ong
si | ence.

"1 have known Colonel Otiz," Inspector Ortega said. "He is a good nan. It is a pity."

"Yes. "

"l suppose there is no possibility of |egal action? Eventually we night obtain conpensation -
"No." Doyl e shook his head positively. "The security of the contracts between OCEAN QUE and the
Argentine was directly and absolutely guaranteed by INTERSECS. If we let this outfit get away with
confiscation of Santa Rosa, the whole structure of international trade will be affected. Contracts
must be honored.”

Otega sighed. "I ama policenan. | suppose | mght also be described as a soldier. | do not nmke
conmpany policy. But | cannot help but think that - "

"I'f you are wise, you will not finish that sentence," Enoch said quietly, "Do you think there's a
man anong us who hasn't thought the sane bl oody thing? Do | have to give you the usual pep talk
about international |aw enforcement?”

"No. Intellectually I amconvinced. And | remain loyal. But | do not like it, Superintendent."
"None of us do. |I've got a few hours before Zurich gets those buzzards to call ne. Were can | get
sone skis?"

* * *

The sl opes were not good, Enoch decided. The snow was artificial, and the slopes too gentle. He
gave it up as a bad job, wondering why anyone woul d pay the prices the gam ng and recreation
concessionaires charged. It was just as well that he quit early, because the call from Buenos
Aires canme not long after he returned to Inspector Ortega's office.

The screen showed five officers in Argentine uniform Doyle recognized Colonel Otiz, and was
introduced to the others. Ortiz seened to be the spokesman

"My conpatriots believe it would be useful to neet with you," Otiz said without prelininaries. "I
do not, but they have persuaded ne to discuss it."

"Senor Coronel, are you familiar with the terns of the contracts your government has signed?"
Doyl e asked carefully. "Let ne refresh your nenories, senores. You have over twenty million gold
francs on deposit in Zurich to back your currency. Al of that is forfeit upon abrogation of our
contracts. Surely this is a sufficient reason for negotiations? Argentine cannot be overly endowed
with hard currency reserves." Doyle knew to the centine what currencies were held by the centra
banks of Buenos Aires.

"We had witten that off," Otiz said. There was a buzz of conversation behind him Evidently his
col | eagues hadn't. Otiz turned to confer with them then spoke to Doyle again. "Wen do you
suggest we hold this neeting? W are willing to grant you safe conduct."

"I much regret that | cannot conme to Buenos Aires," Enoch said carefully. "It is not that | do not
trust your word, but we hold contracts with the Argentine, yet ny people are under arrest in your
country at this monent. It would serve no useful purpose for me to join them™

Otiz flushed and opened his nouth to shout, but he was interrupted by General Rasmussen. "W can
understand that view, Superintendent Doyle. Yet surely you do not suggest that the ruling council
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of a sovereign nation should travel to an iceberg and confer with the representatives of a private
conmpany!"

A conpany with a bigger budget than a | ot of nations, Doyle thought. But no natter. "Wuld
Mont evi deo be conveni ent ?"

General Rasmussen shrugged. "It is a matter of principle, Senor Doyle. It would not appear proper
for us to cone to you, even if we wished to do so. It would enrage our people - "

"W will not cone to you," Otiz said coldly. "W are the ruling council of the Argentine
Republic. W do not travel to neet the | ackeys of a corporation which exists on slavery."

"Then we are at an inpasse already," Doyle said. "A pity. | think that when the news of your, ah
currency difficulties becones widely known there is very likely to be a |l oss of confidence in your
peso. Wdespread selling. Afewmllion francs in gold is not so nuch, but these things always
seemto snowbal |l ."

"I see. You threaten us with economic war if we do not cone to nmeet you. You would do that in any
event, whether we neet or not," Otiz said.

"A nonent." The new man was tall and slender, and superficially resenmbled Ortiz. Col onel Mendoza
"If, perhaps, we rel eased your colleagues as a gesture of good faith, would you then be willing to
cone here?"

Doyl e smiled. That's round one, he thought. "Certainly, Coronel. You see, we are not so difficult
to do business with. "

There were soldiers in the streets of Buenos Aires. Enoch saw themas an Arny staff car took him
fromthe airport to the Casa Rosada. As they hustled himinto the Presidential Palace, he barely
had time to mark the contrasts on the Plaza del Mayo: palmtrees and fountains, inpressive

ni net eent h-century granite buildings with air conditioners protruding fromthe w ndows, a Gothic
cat hedral . Between the ol d buil dings were nmodern steel and gl ass structures; and there were tanks
on the broad white wal kways under the pal mtrees.

Enoch went first to the office of General Rasmussen. El General was stocky, built |ike a wedge,
with thick meaty lips and dark eyes. He eyed Doyle warily. When the aides |left the room and Enoch
had declined a drink, the general |eaned forward confidentially. "You understand that | amin
synmpathy with your efforts, but that | do not control the council?" he asked anxi ously.
"Certainly, Ceneral," Enoch said. "W appreciate your efforts. Wat | don't understand is, why
have we been singled out? Your council isn't giving the other conpanies nearly this much trouble.”
Rasnussen shrugged. "It is Colonel Otiz," he said. "He is a naniac, Superintendent! No
conprom se. The hol di ngs of OCEANI QUE nust be seized, and all contracts with | NTERSECS cancel | ed
He is willing to rel ease your people, but it was difficult to persuade himeven that far."

"Hmm And if his opposition ceased?"

"Then, | think, it would be well between us. He is the | eader of Cpus Dei, and that is three votes
in the junta. But he will not be persuaded, Superintendent. It is not my fault. | have done the
best | can for you; to go further would acconplish nothing except that | would be called a traitor
to the revolution and a tool of the corporations. "

"We understand, General. W believe these contracts are in the interests of your country. It is
gratfying to know that you share that belief. Certainly we will have di sagreenents, but we are
bot h reasonabl e nen. " The damm fool, Enoch thought. If Otiz doesn't have this office
bugged, he's a fool. Rasmussen was a nonpolitical official under Mlina, put on the junta for

national unity. But how did a creature like that get to be a general? "I suppose, then, that |
shoul d speak with Colonel Otiz. Can | be taken to his office?"
"Certainly." Rasmussen rang for an orderly, "It has been pleasant to neet with you

Superintendent. And you will not forget that -
"That you are a reasonable man. No, certainly not. Thank you, General."

Otiz had offices directly across fromthe ornate Presidential suite; and the President's offices
were enpty. Synbolic, Enoch thought. And dangerous. He was kept waiting in an anteroom
"I-NF-ORMAT-1-ON, " he thought.

"ON LINE. "

"ORT-1-Z X-X J-EESSUS MARI-AXXCONNEGCT-I-ONS WI-T-HOGEANI-QUE"

"NONE SI GNI FI CANT. "

"R E-L-AT-1-V-E-ES- GCGONV-I-CT-EED UNDERCGCONT-RACT."

"NONE | N RECORDS. "

"P-UT MY AS S I-ST-ANTI-NT-HE L-OOP. "

"I"MON, BOSS." The voice wasn't different, of course; but now Enoch could ask questions in norma
| anguage and Ti nothy woul d programtheminto the conputer - provided the Argentines didn't do
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sonet hi ng about his comunications. Inplant to Enoch's briefcase, briefcase to the aircraft he'd
conme in; aircraft to Zurich and Malvinas, via satellites; any of the lines were vulnerable to
jamm ng. The codes were supposed to be unbreakabl e, though. He nmight be jamed, but he wouldn't be
over heard. He hoped.

The office had been ornately furnished for one of General Mlina's assistants, and Ortiz hadn't
changed the decor. The col onel wore the sane uniformas before, or a newy pressed copy of it.
Neat, Enoch thought. Best description of him Mistache seenms to have been clipped one hair at a
time. No religious menorabilia in evidence-is that normal for a Catholic Action type?

The dossier had been conplete. Otiz was intelligent, well-educated, popular with his troops and
the communities they'd been stationed in. He seened to have an understandi ng of internationa
econom cs. | NTERSECS consul tants thought he'd be a stabilizing force and m ght be the best |eader
Argentina had come up with since before the nmultiple Peron regi mes. Except for one point. He hated
| NTERSECS

"You saw Ceneral Rasnussen before you cane to me. | amsurprised. | had thought you would consult
with Col onel Mendoza," Otiz said. There was no trace of a smile.

"I do not conprehend, Coronel."

"W will pay his ganbling debts, of course. Colonel Mendoza will be a very useful nan when he no
| onger has reason to fear or love you. Now I nust investigate General Rasmussen. You see, | ama
realist, Superintendent Doyle."

Enoch showed no surprise, but his features were locked in a rigid mask. "Coronel Otiz, why is
this necessary? There is so little to negotiate. Your threat to seize Mlvinas, for exanple. A
bar gai ni ng point, but not one of consequence. | dealt with it before | eaving Zurich. W sinply pay
hi gher royalties to the United Kingdom The British lion is toothless, perhaps, but not so
hel pl ess that he cannot defend the Fal kl and |slands and their offshore sea bottom as Argentina
found once before."

Otiz' eyes narrowed slightly. Then he shrugged. "I had not expected quite such pronpt action. |
had hoped to present England and the UNwith a fait acconpli. Very well, you have taken one
bargai ni ng counter, but what will you do about Santa Rosa? That, Superintendent, is entirely an
internal affair of the Argentine Republic."

"But conceded on | ease to OCEANI QUE," Doyle said. "At your forner governnments request, | remnd
you. You receive the taxes, but have no necessity to provide governnent. Not even to operate jails
and prisons-"

"Yes. You ensl ave people-"

"We collect the econom c costs of their crinmes for the victins. And we permt themto work. They
keep a portion of their wages, and if they have dependents another portion is sent to their
famlies. To be frank, Senor Coronel, foreign technicians would not entrust thenselves to Genera
Molina's justice. Even the Argentine citizens who work for us prefer our justice to yours. Only
the incorrigibles, those who will not work at all, would rather be in an Argentine prison."
"There will be changes in the Mnistry of Justice,”" Otiz said coldly.

"Your pardon, Coronel, but all that has been said before. Here and el sewhere, and many tines."
Otiz said nothing.

"And what value is Santa Rosa to you?" Doyle asked. "You harm OCEANI QUE, but do no good for your
country. Wthout Santa Rosa, Malvinas cannot operate. Wthout Ml vinas, you have probl ens
obt ai ning nminerals. Wthout |ow cost m neral s-how soon before Chrysler begins laying off auto
workers in La Plata? Wiere will GE get the copper for the radios they nmake in Mntevi deo? Your
nei ghbors will not be pleased to see Mal vinas harned, Senor Coronel. Uruguay and Chil e need the
products sold by OCEANI QUE. You risk your whol e econony, and for what?"

"Those contracts are not fair, Superintendent. OCEANU QE nakes enormous profits and we get none of
them Yet it is our people who work in those deathtraps of undersea mines."

Doyl e nodded. "The profits are high, but the risks were enornous. It took a great deal of capital
and in these days of high taxes, risk capital is always very careful. Nobody woul d finance
Mal vi nas wi t hout the chances of high profit.”

Otiz made a gesture of dismssal. "These matters nmay be adjusted. But |INTERSECS will |eave the
Argentine, and i mediately. There will be no nore extraterritorial rights, as if our Republic were
conposed of barbarians not fit to enforce its own | aws agai nst Eurepean technicians. | NTERSECS
must go."

Enoch | ooked up with interest. "GCONNECT ORT-1-Z T-OI-NT-E-R-S-E-CGS."

"TRYI NG EVERYTHI NG, BGCSS. "

"Way do you dislike us so?" Doyl e asked.

Otiz sniffed coldly. "A private conpany with pretentious of sovereign rights. Conpany judges
decided the fate of our people after conpany police arrested themfor violation of conpany

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Pournelle%20-%20High%20Justice.txt (32 of 94) [11/1/2004 12:18:01 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Pournel | e%620-%20High%20Justi ce.txt

regul ati ons. And you have the tenerity to guarantee the pledged word of the Argentine Republic!"”
"I do not wish to be inpolite, Coronel, but the Argentine Republic is not keeping its word-"

"It was not the action of ny people! General Mdlina made t hose pledges.™

"Are they so unreasonabl e? There were, it is true, paynents nmade in special formdirectly to the
Presi dent of the Republic. Perhaps you will be good enough to tell nme how those should be nade in
future?"

"You of fer ne bribes?"

"Of course not. But the payments were understood, if not part of the formal contracts, and your
gover nment should have them- "

"Get out," Otiz said. "You and your slavers. Leave."

"AANY L-E-V-EFR ON O R-T-1-2Z | NTERROGATI VE. "

"NOT A DAMN THI NG BGCSS.

"Coronel," Doyle said carefully. "I beg you to reconsider. To nmany corporations, |NTERSECS is
their only guarantee of international contracts. Qur guarantees are always enforced. A government
cannot be sued in any court unless it wishes to be. It can always escape an agreenent it no | onger
cares for, or defy an International Court award it does not |ike, |INTERSECS takes no part in the
negoti ati on of contracts, and never guarantees any agreenment unless asked by the governnents
concerned, but our guarantees are known to be reliable. You threaten nmore than the interests of
OCEANI QUE and your econormy. You threaten the structure of international trade."

"Then it is time that rotten structure is destroyed. There is no place for such as you anong
soverei gn governments. There is no nore to di scuss.”

"A-NY-T-HI1-NGA T A L-L | NTERROGATI VE URGENT. "

"NOTHI NG WE CAN USE. "

Doyl e stood slowy. He had been thoroughly searched before entering the Casa Rosada, of course

but even the best detection equi prent cannot find a weapon whose nature is unsuspected. "I rem nd
you, Coronel, that it is to the interest of every governnent that the great corporations believe
contracts will be enforced. | amsorry we cannot act as reasonable men." Enoch | ooked casually

around the roomand fixed his attention on a wall plaque. "Very nice."

Otiz | ooked around. As he did, Enoch's hands cane together and applied pressure to his class
ring. The stone fell out. The exposed part of the stone was hernetically seal ed, as had been the
back side until now. As he left the office, the volatile back of the stone began to sublinmate.

The plane winged across the Atlantic toward Zurich

Anot her snall scar on ny conscience, Doyle thought. In the old days, gunboats night have bonbarded
Argentine ports, and marines | anded to collect Argentine custons duties until all paynents were
satisfied. Certainly we are nore civilized than in the old days.

The phone buzzed insistently. Enoch lifted it. "Superintendent Doyle."

"We found it, Boss," his assistant said. "Trouble was, there were name changes involved. W had to
feed Ortiz' fingerprints into the system Here it goes.

"ORTI Z, JESUS MARI A, DEFI NI TELY | NDENTI FI ED AS JESUS MARI A RU Z, ORPHAN AT SANTA YNEZ CONVENT
CONVENT BHI A BLANCA. AT AGE TWELELI ED FOR ADM SSI ON TO | NTERSECS ACADEMY. REJECTED. MARG NAL
ACADEM C TEST SCORES AND PSYCHO DOWN- CHECK DI AGNOSI'S RI G D PERSONALI TY. REAPPLI ED AGE SEVENTEEN
REJECTED ACADEM C TEST SCORES SATI SFACTORY BUT PERSONALI TY DI AGNOSI S UNCHANGED. ADD HOSTILITY TO
| NTERNATI ONAL CORPORATI ONS PARTI CULARLY | NTERSEC. HOSTI LI TY WAS CONCEALED AND SUBJECT POSSI BLY
UNAWARE AT CONSClI QUS LEVEL.

ENTERED ARMY AS JESUS MARI A ORTI Z PROMOTED SERCEANT POSTED TO M LI TARY ACADEMY ARGENTI NA
BACKGROUND RECORDS FALSI FI ED, REASONS UNKNOWN. GRADUATED UPPER QUARTER OF CLASS NO OQUTSTANDI NG
HONORS.

EMPLOYEE MALVI NAS STATI ON HERNANDO RUI Z NOW SERVI NG 5TH YEAR OF 9- YEAR SENTENCE FOR DESTRUCTI ON
OFCOVPANY PROPERTY AND MAN- SLAUGHTER WHI LE UNDER | NFLUENCE OF ALCOHOL DEFI NI TELY | DENTI FI ED AS
BROTHER OF JESUS MARI A RU Z AKA ORTI Z."

"That's enough. Thank you," Enoch said. So it was there all the tinme. Personal hatred for

| NTERSECS. Wth good reason. A twelve-year-old kid told he wasn't good enough to get citizenship
with an international, he'd have to nake do with the country he was born in. Tried again, rejected
again. Then his brother jailed

"Have somebody review the Hernando Ruiz case,"” Doyle said. "W owe himthat nuch.”

But it's too late for Jesus Maria Otiz, Doyle thought. Perhaps | could have made a bargain with
himif I'd known about his brother. Probably not. But Colonel Otiz would already be in a nenta
hospital now, with all the synptons of paranoid schi zophrenia.
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The drug was tenporary, but the effects on Otiz would be permanent. He'd never be trusted with
aut hority again. "How s Van Hartnmann doing with the junta?" Enoch asked.

"OK. W'll have to nake a few concessions, but they'll bargain.”

"Right." Enoch Doyle gently replaced the phone. In a few hours he'd be in Zurich, and after that
the slopes of Mont Blanc. His face was expressionl ess as he stared at the dark waters of the
Atlantic far bel ow

Hi gh Justice

H s nane was Aeneas MacKenzie, he was thirty-eight years old, and his life no |onger had a
purpose. He was skilled in the law and could easily join some firmwhere he could spend his life
protecting the wealth of clients he detested; and he thought it would be better if a Mafia
contract, or a CIA ternmination order, prevented that.

Ei ther rescue was possible, but neither was very likely. He was no | onger a threat to the Mfi a,
no matter that he had done them nmuch harmin the past. Revenge was sel dom profitable. H s nurder
m ght create problens and alive he was no problemto themat all

There was a better chance that a professional would be sent fromthe Agency. Aeneas would be a
threat to President Gregory Tolland as long as he |ived. Aeneas knew there were dedi cated and

| oyal nmen who woul d make any sacrifice to protect the President; the man who killed himm ght be
Aeneas' friend. Tears would not spoil his aim they would not have nade Aeneas mi ss.

Mel odrama, he told hinmself. And yet: Aeneas MacKenzie had destroyed a President. Years of
corruption had been swept away by G eg Tolland and his dedicated young nman; but then Aeneas had
traced the tentacles of the Equity Trust right into the anteroom of the Wite House. H s grand
jury had enptied the Executive Ofice of the President as efficiently as plague. Neither Equity
Trust nor President Tolland would ever forgive that, but for different reasons. Tolland was
honest. Aeneas believed that still.

"Why?" the President had demanded. "You've been with nme for sixteen years, Aeneas. You el ected ne!
Why did you do this to nme?"

"When you made ne Solicitor CGeneral, you ordered ne to clean house. Duty and honor, G eg.
Renenber ?" And Aeneas had wwithed at the pain in Tolland' s eyes, but his gaze never wavered, and
his face never lost the grim dedicated stare that had becone fanmliar to every American with a TV
set.

"You could have told ne first, Aeneas. W could have worked quietly. God Al mghty, did you think
was part of that? But now you've ruined nme. The people have no confidence in nme-three nore years
I"lI'l be in this office, and the people hate ne. Do you know exactly what you' ve done?"

And Aeneas wanted to shout that he did, but he said nothing.

"You' ve robbed the young people of their birthright. You took away their confidence. You've told
the people of this nation that there's no one they can trust, and probably assured the el ection of

that gang of crooks we spent all our lives trying to break. , . . You could have conme to ne,
Aeneas. "

"No. | tried that. | couldn't see you, Greg. | couldn't get past that barrier you built. I tried.”
"But not hard enough. | should have known better than to trust a fanatic. . . . Get out of here,

Aeneas. Just |eave."

And Aeneas had wal ked away, |eaving his only friend sitting in the Oval Ofice with his plans in
ruin.

But with the country no better off, Aeneas told hinself bitterly. W have no goals beyond confort.
The peopl e are decadent and expect corruption. You have to rub their faces in dirt before they get
upset. Then, of course, then they demand bl ood; but how rmuch of their righteous indignation cones
fromguilt? How nuch is sorrow because no one ever offered thema price?

The jet began its gut-wenching descent into La Paz. Bel ow were the sparkling colors of the Sea of
Cortez, dark blue for deep water, lighter blue in the shallows, the brilliant white of the shores;
incredible reds where the coral reefs were close to the surface, creamy white wakes in the great
bay where ships endl essly came and went. Beyond the bay was the sprawl of a city, ugly, filthy,
but alive, growing and feeling greatness.

"The harbor is large enough to hold all the navies of Christendom" the conqui stadores had
reported to the king of Spain; and it was all of that. G ant cargo vessels, tranp steaners, ferry
boats fromthe mainl and; ships everywhere. Industries had sprouted around the bay, and great

haci endas with red-tiled roofs dom nated the heights of Espiritu Santo |sland. Railroads snaked
north to the Estados Unidos del Norte, that col ossus which so domi nated Mexi can thoughts and so

t hor oughl y doni nated the Mexi can econony.

Only not this tinme. Aeneas smiled bitterly. That had been one of his defeats. The mracle of Baja
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Cal i fornia was wought by a power independent of the United States ... or of Mexico, or anyone

el se.

It was hot on the runway. The airport, rebuilt when the expansi on began, was still too small; and
there was a bewildering variety of tenporary sheds. MacKenzie felt heat rising fromthe runway to
meet the hot sun from above; in August the trade winds do not blowin La Paz. He saw t he high-
rising buildings, but he renenbered another Baja and another La Paz. It was all |ong ago, and the
boy and girl who had struggled over rutted dirt roads, dove in the clean blue waters anmpong crinson
reefs and darting fish, canped under bright tropical stars-they were gone |ike the cobbl estone
streets.

"Senor? Senor MacKenzi e?"

The man wore expensive clothing, and there was the bulge of a pistol beneath the enbroidered shirt
whi ch hung | oose bel ow his belt. He displayed a badge: not the serpent and eagl e of Mexico, but

t he design of Hansen Enterprises. Not far away were men in uniform and weapons belts, both the
khaki of the Mexican police and the light blue of Hansen service. Aeneas sniled ruefully. Getting
Mexi can perm ssion to have her own police on duty at La Paz airport nust have taxed even Laurie
Jo's ingenuity; but little she did surprised himnow

"The Dona Laura Hansen regrets that she could not nmeet your aircraft, and asks that you cone with
me," his guide said. "She is inside the ternminal." He led the way through Custons so quickly that
Aeneas wasn't sure they had passed them and that was strange, because now that los turistas were
not Baja's only source of inconme, Anericans were none too popul ar here.

The term nal was a maze of marble and concrete and wooden scaffol ds and aproned workmen, art
treasures, and unfinished masonry bl ended in a potpourri of sights and snells |ike every expandi ng
airport, but different. Aeneas wasn't sure how, the differences were subtle, but they were there
in the attitudes and postures of the worknen, in the quality of the work, even the snells of the
pai nt .

Pride, Aeneas thought. They have pride in what they are building. The nation has pride and so do
these craftsnen; and we've lost all that.

They went upstairs and through one of the unnmarked doors that seemto be standard features at
airports. Suddenly they were in a |uxurious VIP | ounge: and she was there.

Aeneas stood silently |looking at her. Her hair was red now, it had been red when he knew her
before, but nost of her recent pictures showed her as a blonde. Not terribly pretty, but yes, nore
beautiful than she'd been when he knew her. Filled out. She'd al ways been very thin. She stil

was, but it was graceful now, and nore fem nine. Proper exercises and the nost expensive clothes
in the world wouldn't make a plain girl beautiful, but there were few women who woul dn't be

i mproved by them

He knew she was only two years younger than he was, but she | ooked ten years younger. Mney had
done that.

H s gui de stood enbarrassed as they | ooked wordlessly at each other. "Senor MacKenzie, Dona Laura.
O-he led ne to believe he was the Senor MacKenzie." He put his hand very close to his pistol, and
he eyed Aeneas warily.

Her |augh was as fresh as when they'd cone out of the waters of Bahia Concepcion to lie on the
beach. " 'Sta bien, Mguel. Gacias."

M guel | ooked from Aeneas to his patrona, and backed toward the door. "Con su perm ssion, Dona
Laura."

She nodded, and he left themalone in the elegant room A jet thundered off the runway outside,
but there was no sound here. There was nothing he could hear except his own heart, and the nenory
of her laugh erased sixteen years of defenses. The heart pounded |oudly, and hearts can break
despite what surgeons say. Aeneas knew.

"Hell o, Laurie Jo."

She noved toward him and he hoped she would cone to him yet he prayed that she woul dn't-not
again. It was long forgotten, and better so. "You wanted ne Dona Hansen?"

"1"ve always wanted you with ne, Aeneas. | thought this time you' d burned so nmany bridges you'd
have to cone."

"And you were right. 1've no place left."

"You shoul d have stayed with ne. What have you acconplished with your crusades?" She saw the pain
in his eyes. "No. | didn't nmean that. WII| you believe ne when | say that | wish |I'd been wong?
I've always wi shed |I'd been wrong about Greg Tolland." She turned and swept a hand around the
panel ed room "I'mforgetting my manners. |Is there anything | can get you? A drink? You-l w sh you

woul dn't stand there with that suitcase.”
So she renenbered that too. That was how he'd stood the last tine; but it hadn't been in an
ornately paneled roomw th deep carpets, only the cheap student apartnent in Los Angel es that

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Pournelle%20-%20High%20Justice.txt (35 of 94) [11/1/2004 12:18:01 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Pournel | e%620-%20High%20Justi ce.txt

they'd shared. And how does she renenber those days, when she wasn't Dona Laura Hansen, and we
sang and made | ove and hitchhi ked around the country? . . . "What did you have in mnd, Laurie Jo?
VWhat does Hansen Enterprises have for ne?"

"Anyt hi ng, Aeneas. Anything you'll take."

And she neant it, he knew. But the offer wasn't as generous as it seened: she wouldn't attach any
strings, but his daemon would. It was the only public story about himthat was conpletely true:
Aeneas MacKenzi e, the man who never accepted a job he woul dn't do, the single-mnded robot who'd
sacrifice everything to duty.

"If you don't want a drink, we should be leaving." she said. "W're due in Cabo San Lucas in three
hours, and that's two hundred kilonmeters . . . but you know that."

"I know that."

It was all changed. There had been a paved road south fromlLa Paz to Cabo San Lucas for as long as
Aeneas could renmenber, but it had been the only one in | ower Baja;, now there were dozens. The city
of Todos Santos was sending out tentacles onto the surrounding hills, and there were no | onger
burros on dirt roads; now, huge trucks | oaded with agricultural products roared past.

"But there are still horses," Laurie Jo told him "Horses with great |eather saddl es and silver
trim and the vaqueros ride themproudly. . . . Renenber when we thought how grand it would be if
every rancher had a fine horse and saddl e? Now they all do."

"And you did that."

"And | did that."

But at what a cost, Aeneas said silently. Wat price a proud and honest culture? A way of life?
But it was a way of life that included disease and early death, children carrying well water in
buckets because there wasn't enough nmoney for piping and punps, and the withe and nud houses with
pal mthatch roofs were very quaint and kind to the ecol ogy, but they didn't keep the bugs from
gnawi ng the children at night.

Now t hose were gone. Concrete bl ock, poured concrete, alumnumroofs, floors of concrete and not
dirt, screen doors-they had come to Baja. And the children sang in schoolyards, and they were
heal thy, and the land was dying as |and al ways di es when desert is irrigated.

"They're mning the soil, Laurie Jo. It can't last, and you knowit."

She nodded. They drove snoothly on bl ack pavenment past straight green furrows of cotton and
soybeans; once they had cone here in a Jeep, and the | and had been chaparral and sentinel cactus
and incredibly thin cattle whose bones jutted out as if they were dying, but they weren't, they
were a hardy breed who could live on the scrub brush. . . . "It can't last, but sonmething can

We' ve brought hope and progress, and we'll see that-" but she couldn't finish and he knew why.
There was no cure for dead soil but time; and these people's grandchildren would |ive anong
strangers. Not even Hansen Enterprises could keep Baja fertile for nmore than a few generati ons.
"Renenber this grade?" she asked. M guel drove the big Cadillac snoothly so that it hardly
faltered; but they had babied the Jeep up that rocky hill with its interm nable sw tchbacks, sone
so narrow that the rear of the car hung far out over the edge as they reversed to ease around the
sharp turns

At the top of the rise they sawthe end of Baja laid out |like a map: the grey Pacific to their
right, and beyond land's end a sharp line where the Pacific waters nmet the bright blue of the Sea
of Cortez. Hills along the shore, and the red tile and pal mtrees of resort hotels everywhere,
green oases on the sandy beaches.

The town of Cabo San Lucas was at the very tip of the peninsula: just beyond it were high, rocky
hills, and over themthe storny Pacific. The hills curled around a bay that had once been so

| ovel y Aeneas had cried when he saw it.

He could cry again: the bay was choked w th ships, and the puebl o was gone, replaced by rows of
town houses, high-bay industrial sheds, a city with the heart and soul of Los Angeles in its days
of frantic expansion. And north of Cabo, along the Pacific shore, where the water cane in cool and
clear, were the reactors: donmes fifty nmeters high, twelve of them each with its attendant

bl ockhouses and power plants and sea-water ponds where the chenicals of the sea were extracted.
There was a vast jungle of insulators and spidery cube towers and finned transforners spew ng
forth a web of thick cables leading to a line of transm ssion towers marching inland and nort hward
toward La Paz and ultimately the whole 1600 kiloneters to the energy-starved United States.
Laurie Jo noved her head in a sidewise jerk, a peculiar tic to her left ear. She'd done that
before, and she saw Aeneas | ooking at her curiously. "Inplant," she said. "I was asking for the
time. Mguel, take us to the observation tower."

"Si, Dona Laura."

"I hadn't known," said Aeneas. "But | should have guessed. How do you ask questions?"
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"I merely think them" She indicated a little console in her purse, and a panel at her side in the
car. The panel swung down to reveal a conputer input console. "My inplant is keyed to these, and
there's a data link fromthe car to any of nmy plants. |I've asked them when the next schedul ed

| aunchings are, and we're just in tinme. You' ve never seen one, have you?"

"Not live," He wanted to think about what she'd told him The inplants weren't common-at over a
nmllion dollars each, they wouldn't be. Alittle transceiver, wired directly into the nervous
system a short-range conputer |ink. Provided that she had access to a transnitter- the one in her
purse was very snmall and could be mani pul ated wi t hout anyone seeing it-Laurie Jo could know
everything known to the | argest conputer net on earth.

She could ask it to solve any equation, |ook up any dossier, find the commercial strength of any
conpany, and hear the output directly and silently. "That nust be useful at board neetings," said
Aeneas.

"Yes, Most of nmy coll eagues don't know about it. WIIl you keep ny secret?"

"OfF course."

"And ny other secrets? If | show you everything, will-will you use it again? O are your crusades
agai nst nme ended?" Her eyes were very blue and she was very cl ose; and Aeneas knew what she was
doi ng. She had deliberately driven himover a route they'd taken seventeen years ago, and she'd
done her hair the way she had then. The linen suit she now wore wasn't |ike the jeans and chanbray
shirts of years past, and she'd never again have the eyes that Laurie Jo Preston had; Laurie Jo
Hansen had seen too much. But she could try.

"What woul d be the point?" Aeneas asked. "I won ny crusade. We liberated Jerusalem"” And it had
been as it nust have been for a true knight of the Mddl e Ages: how could he rejoi ce when he saw
his conrades wade in blood to the altar of the Prince of Peace? Wien he saw the Chivalry of the

West grubbing for lands in the Kingdom of Jersualen? "I no | onger have weapons to fight you with."
"I't's not enough. Aeneas, | want you to |ook at what |'ve done. | want you to see the choices |
have. The real choices, not the theoretical ones. And when you' ve seen all that, | want you to
join nme. But | can't even try to convince you unl ess-Aeneas, | owe it to ny coll eagues not to

bring a spy into their councils.”

"I see." And he did see. She had al ways been as certain that she was right as he'd been convinced
that her way was wong; and his way had fallen. He had no duties. The thought broke over himlike
one of the great grey curling rollers fromthe Pacific. | have no duties. It made himfeel alone
and uneasy. "I promi se. Your secrets are safe."

"No matter what you see? And no matter what you deci de?"

"Yes," And that was that, as they both knew. Aeneas cursed hinself for allowing his enptions to
betray him. . . but she was Laurie Jo, and she couldn't have changed that mnmuch. She couldn't.
God, let me be able to join her. Let it always be like this. Because the |last two hours have been
the happiest |'ve had in sixteen years.

The tower overlooked a valley ringed by low hills. A forest of cardones, the great sentine
cactus, marched down the sides of the hills to the leveled plain below Rail |ines and huge

el ectric cables snaked through at either end; the plain was filled with concrete bl ockhouses where
the power cables terminated. At the end of each bl ockhouse was a flat mirror a neter in dianeter
and they all pointed toward the installation bel owthemwhere stream ined cylinders squatted on
railroad cars.

The spacecraft were two neters in dianeter and five tinmes that tall, and as they waited in neat
lines for their turn they reni nded Aeneas of machi ne-gun anmunition grown swollen and pregnant;
but their progeny was not war.

Everyone in the tower had been politely respectful, but harried; now they had no tine for
visitors. Hansen Enterprises carried no dead wei ght. There were no expl ai ners, not even when the
owner came to watch the operations; perhaps especially when Laurie Jo Hansen was present. Aeneas
and Laurie Jo were alone in a small, glass-enclosed room while bel ow a dozen hard-eyed young nen
sat at consol es.

A clock ticked off the seconds. "W have to be very precise," she told him "The MID engi nes give
us half the power we need, but we have to draw the rest directly fromthe line. There'll be
dimouts all over Baja."

"And it costs," Aeneas said.

"Yes. Three thousand negawatts for an hour. At twenty cents a kilowatt hour."

"But you get part of the power directly."

"From burni ng hydrogen in old rocket engines and sending it through an MHD system Yes. But the
hydrogen and oxygen have to be nmade. That part of the operation is less efficient than just taking
the power fromthe line, but we have to do it. W can't take everything off the |line when we
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| aunch." She | ooked fondly at the capsules below "W get a lot for ny six hundred thousand

doll ars, Aeneas, Eighty tons go into orbit in the next hour."

The first of the capsul es noved over the enbankment enclosing the | aunch area. A roar from beyond
the low hills signaled the beginning of the rocket engines: giant engines, but they lay on their
sides, their exhaust directed down ceram c tubes protecting copper coils that drew power directly
fromthe hot gasses.

Aeneas coul dn't see the launching mirror bel ow the capsule, but suddenly the spacecraft rose and
there was a blinding green beam a solid rod of light over a neter thick extending fromthe
capsule to the ground. The sound rolled past: two hundred and fifty expl osions each second as the
| aser expanded the air in the parabolic chanber bel ow the capsule, and the air rushed out to
propel it upward. The two hundred and fifty-cycle note was oddly nusical, but very loud at first,
then dyi ng away. The spacecraft soon vani shed, but the light stayed on for half a minute, tracking
the capsule; then it vanished as well.

The mirrors at each bl ockhouse pivoted slightly, and a second capsul e rose from anot her |aunch
station. The green light tore through roiled air, and there was a huming roar that vibrated the
gl ass of the observation roomuntil the spacecraft was gone and there was only the silent power of
the green light. In the half mnute that the second capsul e absorbed power, a new spacecraft had
been placed on the first launch station. The mirrors pivoted again, and it rose; then another, and
anot her .

The | aser | aunchings had been inpressive on TV, live they were unbelievable. The long |ines of
capsul es noved toward the earth and concrete enpl acenents protecting the launching mrror; they
reached them and seconds | ater, each capsul e vani shed at 300 gees, shoved upward by a neter-thick
columm that was nothing nore than light, but which |ooked |like a great green grow ng plant.

"About a thousand kil ograms each?" Aeneas asked.

"Exactly a thousand kilos total weight," she said. "We lose fifty kilos of ablating nmaterial. The
rest goes into orbit, and that's all payload. Any mass is payl oad. That's what we need up there,
Aeneas, mass, any mass-netal, fuel, gases, tankage, even human wastes. We can convert and nodify
if we have sonething to start with."

"And you can | aunch eighty thousand kil os in one hour
"Yes. W | ose sonme. Each one of those capsules has to be picked up, sonehow. That costs mass. W
gui de sonme into rendezvous with Heindall, but they have to go after nost. Still it's cheaper this
way-once we start |aunching, the power scheduling's such that it's better to go on for a ful
hour . "

The |ines of capsul es had ended; now new ones were brought up. These were | onger and slinmer than
the others; and when they took their places over the launching mirrors, they rose nore slowy.
"Ten gees," she said. "Crew capsules. Ten gees for a minute and a half."

"I'sn'"t that close to human tol erance?"

"Not really." Her voice was cold and distant. "I took it. And if | can-"

He finished the thought for her. "Hansen Enterprises enployees will dam well have to. O starve."
"1 want no one who goes only for the noney."

They wat ched the three personnel capsules rise; then the trains brought up nore of the unmanned
thirty-g cargo capsul es, and the pregnant nachi ne gun began again. "And this was what it was al
for. Your crusade," he said.

Her smile was wistful, full of triunph and regret. "Yes. |I'mnot proud of all |I've done, Aeneas.
You' ve seen La Paz. Todos Santos. Cabo. Ugly, changed, not what they were when we-not what they
were. But the nen in Cabo don't go to the mainland | ooking for work while their famlies starve.
I've done that."

"Yes. You've done that."

"But it was all only fallout, Aeneas. This is what it was for. Heindall. The rainbow bridge to the
stars! And by CGod it was worth it! You haven't seen the station, Aeneas. And | want you to."

He said nothing, but he | ooked out at the launching field. The |asers were off now. The great
crippled rocket engines were silent. The power fromthe reactors was back on Iline, fed to the Baja
i ndustries, to Southern California; to the punps even now cooling the laser installations. To the
wat er mekers that nade Baja fertile, for a while. But all that was incidental, because she hadn't

|l ost the dreamthey' d shared, a dreamshe'd |learned fromhimin his anger when America retreated
from advent ure. .

She hadn't lost it. He thought he had, once. Not entirely; but he'd been willing to sacrifice it
to a larger dream

Yet what dreamwas |larger than a bridge to the stars?

"And now what ?" he asked.

"You' ve seen what |'ve done. You don't know what | do to keep it."
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n And?ll

"And when you do-when you know everything that's happened in the | ast sixteen years-we'll talk.

Not until then." And her eyes were on his, and he saw t he hunger and the |oneliness, and he prayed
to a God he'd half forgotten that it wasn't just a reflection of his own.

They flew high over the Pacific. There were no luxuries in this aircraft; Aeneas and Laurie Jo sat
unconfortably in bucket seats over the wing, and M guel sat far behind them Neither the pilot nor
the air crew paid themany attention. The pilot was not pleased to have them aboard, no matter
that the plane belonged to Laurie Jo Hansen

Two arned jets flew high above them They bore the marki ngs of Hansen Enterprises and were

regi stered in Mexico; and the bribes required to keep perm ssion for a private air force were as
staggering as the cost of operating them

"Why?" Aeneas asked, pointing to the slimblack delta shapes above.

"Pirates," she said. "Each capsule holds a thousand kil os of cargo." She took papers from her

bri efcase and handed themto him "Conputer chips, four thousand dollars a kilo. Water-naker

menbr anes, six thousand dollars a kilo if we'd sell them W won't until we've enough for
ourselves. Concentrated vitanmins, forty-five hundred dollars a kilo. And other things. Chem cals,
vacci nes. Sone not for sale at any price."

The val ue of each capsule in the current drop was nearly seven million dollars. Even in these
inflated tinmes that was enough noney to make a man wealthy for life. And there would be no probl em
selling the cargo. . . .

"But how would pirates find thenP" he asked. "You can bring them down anywhere in the world."
"They can be tracked. So can ny recovery planes. The NORAD radar system watches us very closely."
"But they don't give information to pirates! Not any nore! | put a stop to that sort of thing!"
"Did you, Aeneas? For a while, after G eg became President, the | osses stopped; but they started
agai n. Do you want proof?"

"No." She'd never lied to him "How | ong have you had proof? Wiy didn't you tell soneone?"

"Who'd listen? Geg Tolland is President of the United States."

"Way didn't you tell ne?"

She was silent for a long time. There was only the thunder of the jet, and the chatter of the crew
as they watched for the cargo capsules to parachute down fromorbit. Finally: "Wat would I have

been to you if I'd given you the proof about Geg, Aeneas? If |I'd done that, I'd have |lost you
forever."

And the Wiite House itself had beconme the abbatoir of his dreans. . . . "W fought you, Laurie Jo.
I fought you. | think it gave Geg a perverted satisfaction to have me as his general against you

But -was he right? Laurie Jo, should power like yours exist?"

"Wt hout power, none of this would happen. You can't do anything w thout power."

"Yes." They'd been through it before, endlessly. "But it nust be responsible power! It nust be
directed for-"

"For what, Aeneas? Something trite, like 'the betternment of mankind ? Wio chooses the goal s? And
how do you see the choice is kept, once nmade? Responsible, Aeneas? To the people? You tried that."
And that was the new thing in their eternal argument. Before, there had always been Geg Toll and
and his People's Alliance. There had been the hope that power would be controlled. Could be
controll ed.

"Greg was right, you know," she said. "Power like mne can't be neutral. It nust be used or it

di ssi pates. He assuned that because | wasn't with him | was against himand he was right."

"Or nade hinself right-" The plane banked sharply and there were shouts. They ducked | ow to see
out forward between the pilots; and far ahead was an orange billow in the sky.

The plane nmoved swiftly. Hatches opened behind them and a hook on a long cable trailed out. It
caught the shrouds with a jolt perceptible even in that large ship; then the notors sang as the
cable was reeled in.

The pl ane banked onto a new course toward the next parachute. There would be five in all

"W don't dare nmiss," she said. "If one of themfalls into the sea, there'll be swarns of ships
and planes out to get it, and we can't do anything about it. Salvage, the courts call it."
"My doing. It seemed right at the time. |- The eneny was Hansen Enterprises, not you. But why the

fighters?"

"To keep this plane from being shot down. There's too little tinme for the Equity people to get to
the capsul es before we do. They don't know when and where they're com ng down until the retros
fire. But there's enough tinme to intercept nmy recovery planes."

Her voice was wi thout drama, but Aeneas was startled. "Wo flies the interceptors, Laurie Jo?"
"They don't have any marki ngs. Somehow the ships that sal vage ny w ecked pl anes al ways belong to
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Equity or one of their dummies; but the interceptors are unmarked. | doubt they'll bother this
time. We're close to Mexico, and the cargo's only worth thirty-five mllion dollars."

Only thirty-five million. Not so very nmuch to Hansen Enterprises. But nore than enough to buy
souls. Most had a far lower price. "And NORAD tells them where to | ook?"

"Sometines. Other governnments too. Greg Tolland will help any eneny of mne. Look at the situation
with Peru and Ecuador. They steal ny cargoes with the help of the United States." She was bitter
now. The national clainms to space above and water beyond the small countries her satellites and
cargo drops passed through had been rejected by every international authority: until Geg Tolland
had used the power of the United States. "It would have been different if |I'd stayed with you."
How di fferent, he wondered. Sixteen years ago: she'd been Laurie Jo Preston, then. An orphan girl,
with menories of her nother living far beyond the incone she nade as a night-club entertainer. And
her mother had died, and Laurie Jo knew only a successi on of governesses paid by bankers; and a
trust fund that dictated what schools she would attend, what courses she would take. At first the
bankers ruled her life; but they interfered with her very little after she was sixteen

They'd met at UCLA, the shy girl with her nysterious bankers and no parentage; Aeneas, already
consuned with the daenon that drove himto change the world; and Greg Tolland, a young California
Congressnman with a political heritage that m ght sone day take himto the Wite House, if he could
keep his seat in Congress.

At first, Geg Tolland had worked very hard for his election; but after Aeneas MacKenzi e becane
his field deputy and manager, Tolland did not need to canpaign any |onger. They had won their
second el ection together when Laurie Jo came into Aeneas' life.

Two years. Two years she'd lived with Aeneas. The bankers didn't care. No one did. They travel ed,
and sang, and drank too nmuch, and nade love too |little, and one day the bankers came to say that
her nanme was Hansen, not Preston, and to tell her she had inherited control of the greatest fisca
enpire on earth

Aeneas had gasped at the size of her fortune. Al through the day they'd sat at the battered
kitchen table of his apartment and | ooked at the marvel s she owned. Greg Tolland fl ew back from
Washi ngton to join them and came the disaster

"I't nust be broken up, of course,"” Aeneas had said. "It's exactly what's wong with the worl d-

i rresponsi ble power like that. Econonic inperialism"

"I'"'mnot so sure," Geg Tolland had said. "Think of what we can do with a fortune |ike that. What
the People's Alliance can do. Aeneas is right, it's too nuch power; but we shouldn't be too hasty
in deciding.”

"l won't be," Laurie Jo said. They | ooked at her in surprise. "I don't understand what power I|ike
this neans; but before | use it, | will."

That was the beginning. Greg Tolland saw her fortune as the |adder to short-cut the long road to
the Wiite House. Aeneas saw it as the kind of power no person should have. Laurie Jo Preston had
no opi nions. She'd always agreed with Aeneas. But Laurie Jo Han-sen was ot herw se.

"Greg only despises power he can't control," she said later. "He'll let nme keep mine to use for
him No. | won't break up Hansen Enterprises, and | won't help Greg Tolland gather all power into
government . "

"Where it will be used for the people!"” Aeneas protested.

"Where it will be used. How is not as obvious as that it would exist."

"What do you nean?"

"You want to build sonething so powerful that nothing can oppose it and hand it over to Greg
Tol | and. Aeneas, |'ve always thought you could do that. |'ve never |aughed at your abilities. And
I've been terrified every day that you'd succeed.”

"You' ve hel ped ne!"

"Yes. | love you. And |'ve told nyself that by staying with you, |I'd have sone control over what
you two will do when you've won. Now |'ve got sonething nore substantial."

"You'll fight G eg?"

"No. Unless he deserves it. But | won't help him either."

And then had cone the terrible words. That she saw things differently now that she was rich. That
she'd got hers, and to hell with their dreans . .

The pl ane banked sharply, bringing himfromhis reverie. "You chose Greg Tolland," she said. "I
couldn't."

He shook his head. "I chose - what? My country? | always thought so." And how nust the true

kni ghts have felt when their crusade succeeded, and they saw the actuality, not the dreans? Was it
true that sone went to the Saracens because they had no place else to go?
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When the plane | anded near Cabo San Lucas, M guel drove themto the Hansen haci enda. He seened to
go everywhere with Laurie Jo. Inside she said, "Mguel is nearly the only man | trust. He guards
me well."

"Con m vida, Dona Laura."

"You will protect this man the sane way."

"Si, Dona Laura."

She left, and they stood in the lowceilinged library, Aeneas and M guel, and Aeneas |ooked at him
for the first time. He seened vaguely fanmiliar, but he |l ooked Iike any Baja rancher with an

ageless, lined face that could be forty or sixty.
"Wl comre, Don Aeneas," M guel said.
Aeneas frowned. "I ask for no titles."

"Those who do do not often deserve them It would be enough that Dona Laura says you are a good
man; but | have reason to know. You do not renenber ne, Don Aeneas."

"No. "

"It was here. Wthin a kiloneter. You gave ne a shotgun."

"Ch - the vaquero. You helped us with the Jeep."

"Si. You never returned. There was no reason why you should. But Dona Laura cane here the year
after you left, and | have been with her ever since."

"And why the titles?"

M guel shrugged. "I prefer to serve those | believe may deserve them | have no education, Don
Aeneas. | amnot a man who benefits from schools. But ny sons will never row boats for drunken
Anericans. "

"l see.”

"I hope you see. My sons tell nme | ama peasant, and they are right. They will not be peasants,
and | am happy for them | hope they will be as happy in their work as I am"

"I of all people should understand, M guel." Aeneas found the bar and poured a tall drink for
hi nsel f. M guel accepted beer. They drank deeply. "She does many things she cannot be proud of ?"
Aeneas asked,

M guel spread his hands. "You nust ask her."

"I have."

Anot her shrug. "Sone nmen take pride in acts that nake others die of shane. Power |ike hers nust
not be judged by nmen |like ne."

"But it must bel"™ Aeneas shouted.

M guel shrugged and sai d not hi ng.

The weeks passed. Aeneas |earned that Hansen Enterprises reached places even he'd never suspected.
M nes, factories, shipping-everywhere she was entangled with other international firnms in
enterprises so scattered that no one could ever understand themall. Mst were operated by
managers, and she saw only summaries of results; and even those took tine she barely had.

"You'll kill yourself," Aeneas said.

"I don't work any harder than you did."

"No." But | worked for-for what? The nenory of those years was slipping away fromhim He recalled
the fanatical young nan he'd been, but he saw him al nost as a stranger. | have no duties, he told
hinmself. | can relax. But he could not. He buried hinself in her reports.

"Way do you do it?" he asked another time. "Bribes to keep your mnes open. Your agents bl ock

| abor legislation, or bribe officials not to enforce the laws. ..."

"Do you think they are good laws? Do you like this fine net of regulations that is settling over
the earth?"

He had no answer to that. "Why do you do it?" he asked again. "You'll never need nmoney. You
couldn't spend what you have if you devoted your life to it."

"Hei ndal | absorbs everyt hing. "

"I't nakes noney too!"

"Does it?" she asked. "Barely. Aeneas, even | couldn't have built the power plants. | don't own
them I'monly part of a syndicate. Wthout the power plants we can't launch, and it takes nearly
everything | make to keep up the interest paynents on those power installations."

He | ooked closer at the reports, then, and sawthat it was true. Between the power plants and the
| aser launchers there was so nuch capital investnment that it wouldn't be paid off for fifty years.
There were ot her places the syndicate could have invested its noney, operations with a far higher
i mredi ate profit; and Laurie Jo had to nake up the difference. |If she ever failed, she'd | ose
control

"Now do you see?" she asked. "In the long run, Heindall has a greater potential than any
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i nvest ment ever nade; but it took so rmuch capital -"

"You're at the thin edge," Aeneas said wonderingly. "It wouldn't take nuch and you'd | ose al
this."

"Yes. I'd be a very rich lady; but I wouldn't be Laurie Jo Hansen any longer. | wouldn't have the
power . "

Wt hout the power of Hansen Enterprises-what? ''Heindall would still exist. It's already
profitable. It would ruin your partners to shut it down."

"Certainly. O they can sell it. Wio would you like to see have it, Aeneas? A hundred nations

would like to own ny bridge to the stars. The United States perhaps? The Equity Trust? Anot her
conpany? It would be damm easy to get out fromunder all this and enjoy nyself again!" She had
beconme shrill; but whether because of regret at what she'd paid to hold this enpire, or terror at
the thought of losing it, Aeneas didn't know. He thought it was both.

"There's nore," she said. "You' ve seen the books."

"Yes. You're investing in expansions of Heindall. Sending up nmass instead of taking out profits."
She smled. He hadn't spent |ong exam ning her accounts; but he hadn't disappointed her. "Have you
wondered why | built the launching station in Baja?" she asked. "It wasn't just sentinment, or

politics. We're on a Tropic-and that makes it easier to launch into an ecliptic orbit. Heindall

was the god who guarded the bridge to the stars, but ny Heindall will build one!"

He | ooked up in wonder. "Were are you sendi ng then?" he asked.

"Not sending. CGoing. An interplanetary explorer ship. And a Mon col ony. A Mon col ony can be self-
supporting. It can support exploration of the other planets. It will be free of Earth and

everyt hing here!"

"Even you don't have that nuch noney,"

"I will have. Heindall will make it for ne.
"But you're very near losing it. Your deliveries are behind schedule. Haven't you risked

everyt hing on sonme shaky technol ogy?"

The terror crept around her eyes again, but her voice was firm She had no regrets. "I had to. And
it wasn't technol ogy that failed ne. Aeneas, how do you keep discipline in space?”

"I never thought about it-how does any conpany control workers? Hire people who like to work, and
pay themwell to do it."

"And i f soneone pays agents to sabotage your factories? There are no |laws in space, Aeneas.
Capt ai n Shorey has managed to keep things under control, but only barely. Mst of our people are

| oyal -but sonme others slip through, and the worst we can do to themis send them down w t hout pay.
Suppose they've been offered higher pay to nake m stakes aboard Heindall? What can | do to thenf
Mexi can courts won't prosecute non-Mexicans for crines in space. Anerican courts won't prosecute
at all without trials and witnesses. If | have to send half a crew down to sit around a courtroom
for years, |I'mruined anyway."

She cane to the wi ndow next to himand | ooked out into the night. "But we're winning. We will win.
Hei ndal | . Val kyrie. The Mon and pl anets, Aeneas. And now you know it all."

They were in the hacienda atop Finisterre, the rocky hills that overl ook the town of Cabo San
Lucas. On one side were the lights of the town; on the other, grey water with flashing fluorescent
whi t ecaps. Ships noved in the harbor even this late at night, and factory lights were abl aze

bel ow.

Qut beyond, in the dark of the inland hills, a green light stabbed upward; nore capsules fired
into orbit, raw materials for the factories in the satellite, structural materials for expansion
fuel, oxygen, the expendables that ate so nuch profit despite recycling. The sun was | ong over the
hori zon and Heindall wouldn't be visible; but soon it would be com ng overhead. The supply pods
were always as close to the satellite as her engi neers dared.

"I't's time for our talk, then," Aeneas said. "ls there anything to talk about? You're what |'ve
opposed all ny life."

"Yes. But you love me. And if you fight ne-who are you fighting for?"

He didn't answer.

"I love you, Aeneas. | always have, and you've always known it. Tell ne what to do."

"WIIl you-would you throw all this away if | asked you to?"

"I don't know. WII you ask it? Renenber, Aeneas. You can't destroy power. You can fragnent m ne,
but soneone else will move into the vacuum Power doesn't vanish."

"No." And she had a dream A dreamthat had been his.

"You don't trust ne with all this. Wuld you trust yoursel f?"

"No. "

"Then someone el se. Wo?"

"No one, of course."
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There was no change in her pose or voice, but he sensed triunph.
"Then tell nme what | should do," she said.

This time she neant it. He felt that whatever he said, she'd do. She knew himwell. She was taking
no chances, because she knew what he nust say. Forty billion dollars was ten dollars for every
human on Earth-or the key to the planets. "I can't."

"Then join ne. | need you."

"Yes."

There were no | onger barriers, and sixteen years vanished as if they'd never been

For a week there were only the two of themand M guel, silent, invisibly near. They slipped away
from Cabo San Lucas and its power plants and factories, to find still |onely beaches where they
swamto brilliant coral reefs. Afterwards they made | ove on the sand and desperately tried to
forget the years they'd wasted

One week and a little nore; and then the phones in the canper buzzed insistently and they had to
return.

She told himwhat she could as they drove back. "Captain Shorey has been all the authority | have
up there," she said. "The station depends on the ground |aunching systemto survive, but there's
nothing I can do to control it."

"You think there's mutiny on Heindall?" Aeneas asked incredul ously.

"l don't know. | only know Shorey is dead, and Herman Eliot says he can't neet the manufacturing
schedul e. Wthout the finished goods fromthe station | can't pay the syndicate. I'Il |ose
Hei ndal I . "

There woul d be any nunber of people who might benefit fromthat. Wth over a hundred nmen and wonen
in space, the odds were good that several organizations had agents aboard the satellite factory
conmpl ex. "How do you sel ect crew for Heindall?" Aeneas asked.

The Jeep canper bounced across rutted roads toward the mai n hi ghway. Ten kil oneters ahead they'd
meet a helicopter.

"I try to pick themnyself," she said. "The pay is good, of course. Alnost two hundred thousand
dollars at the end of a two-year tour in space. W have plenty of volunteers, but not just for the

money. | choose generalists, adaptable people, and | try to keep a bal ance between the
intellectuals and factory people. There's a lot of construction work, and production runs nean
repetitive |abor that bores the big brains. | also | ook for people who m ght want to go on to the

Moon col ony, or be crew aboard Val kyrie. So far it's worked, but Captain Shorey was the key to it.
Now he's gone."

"Tell ne about Herman Eliot."

"He's been second in command. A nechnical genius. He's in charge of production and research
"Do you think he's loyal to you?"

"I"malnost sure of it. He wants to go with Valkyrie. But he didn't tell the ground station ruch.
Maybe he'll tell me directly. Aeneas, if | don't keep the nmanufacturing schedule, I'Il |ose the
station and everything else!" She was near panic; and he'd never seen her frightened before. It
upset himnore than he'd thought possible.

The Jeep bounced through a dust bowl laced with a nyriad of ruts. Wnd blew a torrent of fine
powder across the wi ndshield, and Mguel had to start the wipers to renmove it. The dust ran like
rivulets of water.

Dr. Herman Eliot was nervous. It canme through in his voice as he reported to Laurie Jo. "W have a
nasty situation up here, Mss Hansen. Captain Shorey was nurdered and the crew knows it. There's
been sabotage all along, now this. Some of the engineers are saying that the Equity Trust is going

to gain control of this satellite, and they'll renmenber who their friends were. There's even talk
that people who won't help the Equity cause will be stranded, or have accidents on reentry."
"Tell themEquity will never control Heindall!" Laurie Jo shouted into the m crophone.

"l can tell them but will they believe it? | repeat, Mss Hansen, Captain Shorey was nurdered,
and we all know there's no chance the killer will be punished. Wo's next?"

"Do you know who did it?"

"I'mfairly sure it was an engi neer nanmed Martin Holl oway."

"I'f you know he killed the captain, why don't you do sonething?" Laurie Jo denanded.

"Do what? |I'm no policenman. Suppose we put Hol |l oway under arrest. Then what? We have no jails
here, and there's no court that will take jurisdiction over him | doubt he was the only man
involved in this; what if he won't go when |I order himdown? It could start a nmutiny. The crew
thinks Equity will gain control here; nobody wants that, but there aren't many who'll risk their
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necks for a | ost cause."

"If you meet the delivery schedules, | keep Heindall! Don't they know that?"

"If you were only fighting the Equity Trust, M ss Hansen, we could believe you d win. But not
against the United States as well."

She was silent for a long tinme. Since the United States had thrown away her investnents in space,
or had them stolen and sold out by corruption, Heindall had been the key to regaining that

position. . . . "WIIl you try?" she asked.

"I'"ll do what | can,"” Eliot said. The speaker went dead.

Tears welled at the corners of Laurie Jo's eyes, but her voice was firm "I'll go up there nyself
with a squad of conpany police!"

Aeneas shook his head. "If things are that bad, they won't even neet your capsule; you can't

afford to provoke an open break. Besides, you have to stay here. No one else can control your
partners. Wth you out and away up there you'd certainly |lose the station."

"Then what will | do?"
Aeneas drew in a deep breath and let it out slowy. It was tinme to repay the Saracens for their
hospitality. . . . "Send up Holloway's file, to begin with. Let's see who we're up against."

He took out the photographs of Martin Holloway as Laurie Jo began to read. "Five feet el even

i nches, 175 pounds, hair brown, eyes green, graduated from"

"I't will be lies," Aeneas said. "H s nane is David H ndler."

"You know hinP" Laurie Jo asked.

Aeneas smiled wistfully. "Long ago. Before Greg was President. You renenber that G eg s enem es

tried to have himkilled. . . . David was very valuable then. He saved ny life.”" And | his; we
have no debts to each other. But once there was a bond . . . "Dr. Eliot inplies that the Equity
Trust is behind your difficulties. David is Geg Tolland's nan. He wouldn't kill for anyone else."

She said nothing, but there was concern in her eyes; not hatred for Tolland, although that was
deserved; but sorrow because she knew the pain Aeneas nust now feel. He coul d never convince

hi nsel f that Geg Tolland hadn't known. . . .

"Have your people make ne a space suit and whatever else I'll need," Aeneas said.

Hope canme to her-then it was gone. "You've never been in space. How can you stay alive there?"
"I'ma careful man, Laurie Jo. And | think | see what nust be done."

"But | just found you again! It isn't fair, not so soon."

"Il be back," he promised. "You' ve always nmeant to go out with Valkyrie. How can | go with you
wi t hout experience? Have you anyone el se you can trust with this?"

"No. "

“I'I'l be back. Soon."

Ten gravities for ninety seconds is easily within the tolerance of a healthy man; but Aeneas had
no wi sh to prolong the experience. He was laid flat on his back in a nylon web, encased in baggy
reflective coverall and under that a tight garment resenbling a diver's wet suit. The neckseal and
hel met were unconfortable, and it was an effort to exhal e agai nst the higher pressures in the

hel met .

He had thought waiting for the | aunch the nost unpl easant experience he'd ever had: |ying
awkwardly on his back, with no control of his destiny, enclosed in steel; then the |laser cut in.
He wei ghed far too much. His guts ached. Like the worst case of indigestion imaginable, he

t hought. There was no way to estimate the time. He tried counting, but it was too difficult, and
he | ost count sonewhere. Surely he had been at eighty seconds? He started over again.

There was noi se, the |oud, alnost nusical two-hundred-fifty-cycle tone of the expl osions produced
as the laser heated the air in the chanber under him how cl ose? he wondered. That great stabbing
beamthat could slice through netal ained directly at him he squirmed agai nst the high gravity,
and the effort was torture.

The noi ses changed. The explosion tone drifted down the scale. He was beyond the atnosphere, and
the I aser was boiling off material fromthe thrust chanber, reaching closer and closer to him

Sil ence. The crushing wei ght was gone. He was falling endlessly, with no way to know. WAs he in
orbit? O was he plunging dowward to his doonf? He cl osed his eyes to wait, and then he felt he
was truly falling, with the sick sensations of a boat in notion-he opened his eyes again to orient
hinself in the capsule.

WI1l they pick me up? There was to reason they shouldn't. New crewnen arrived weekly, and he was
merely another. He listened for a voice, a signal, anything-

"Hullo, laddie. Al right in there?"

Aeneas grabbed for the mcrophone and pressed the talk switch. "That was one hell of a ride." He
fought for control of his voice. "I think I"'mall right now"

"Except that you feel like letting the world's record fart, right?" the voice said. "Go ahead.
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You'll feel better."

He tried it. It hel ped.

"Hang on there, mate. Be alongside in a mnute," the voice said. It took |ess than that. There
were clunks and thuds, and the capsule jarred with sone inpact. "Righto. You're newin this ganeg,
they tell nme."

"Yes, very," Aeneas replied.

"Right. So we'll start by testing your suit. |'ve got a bottle attached to the outlet, crack the
at nrosphere evac valve a half turn, there's a good chap."

A short nonent of panic. The capsule held half an atnosphere. Wen the capsul e was evacuated, only
his hel net above the neckseal would contain pressure. The tight garment he wore was supposed to
reinforce his own skin so that it would be able to hold the pressure differences, and it had
worked in the ground training chanber; but there had been physicians waiting there-. Aeneas did as
he was told. As the air hissed out, the pressure in his guts returned, but worse.

"Fart again, lad. How s the breathing?"

"All right." He carried out the instruction. Again it helped. It was hard work to breathe out, but
there didn't seemto be any problens.

"Good. Open the valve the rest of the way and let's get you out of there." Punps whirred, and he
felt nore sensations of internal pressure. The wetsuit was very tight around every part of his
body. Hi s heart pounded |loudly, and he felt dizzy.

"Now unstrap and open the hatch."

The steel trap around himseenmed confortable and safe conpared to what he might find outside.
Aeneas gingerly unfastened the straps that held himto the D-frane-webbed bunk and i mredi ately
floated free. It took |longer than he had thought it would to orient hinself and get his feet
braced so that he could turn the |atches on the hatchway, but Aeneas was surprised to find that he
had no troubl e thinking of what had been the capsule "wall" as now "down" and the hatchway as
"up." The falling sensation vani shed as soon as there was sonething to do.

The man outside hadn't nentioned the tether line on its reel on his belt, but the ground briefing
had stressed that before the hatch was open he should clip the tether to the ring by the hatchway.
That took funbling, but he managed it.

The hatch opened snmoothly and he put his head outside. There was brilliant sunshine everywhere,
and he was thankful for the sun visor and tinted faceplate of his helnmet. Crisp shadows, Earth an
enornous bul ging circular nmass of white clouds and bl ue sea, not bel ow but just there; stars
brilliant when he | ooked away from Earth and sun ... he had seen the pictures a thousand tines. It
wasn't the same at all

He used his hands to rotate hinself. There was an odd vehicl e about seven neters long at the aft
end of the capsule. Its nose was shoved into the capsule thrust chanber, and it rem nded Aeneas of
dogs. An open framework of thin alunm numbars wth-saddl es? But why not? A mirrored hel net atop
bul ky nmetallic shining coveralls perched on the nearest saddle. Aeneas couldn't see a face inside
it.

"One of the ones who |isten, eh?" the voice said, "Jolly good. Now you see that |ine above you?"
Aeneas | ooked up and saw an ordinary nylon rope. It seened to be a solid rod. "Get hold of it and
clip it on your belt. After that, reach inside and unclip your own line. And don't be sl ow about
it." There was a pleasant note to the voice, but it expected to be obeyed.

Aeneas conplied quickly. He was reeled very slowy toward the spindly personnel carrier, and with
alot of difficulty and help fromthe pilot nmanaged to get astride one of the saddles. His feet
slipped easily under loops in the thing's "floor"-Aeneas supplied the quotation marks because
there was only a mnuscule grillwork there-and a safety harness went around his waist.

Now that he was in the carrier, he could | ook around, and he did unashanedly.

The launch crew had cut it pretty fine, Aeneas told hinself. Heindall floated |ess than a

kil ometer away.

It |ooked like a junkyard. Two | arge curved cylindrical sausages on the ends of cables rotated
around each other at a distance of nearly half a kiloneter. The sausages had projections at crazy
angl es: solar cell arrays, shields, heat dissipation projectors connected to the station by

pi pi ng, antennae. There was an inflated tube running fromeach cylinder to an anorphous bl ob

bet ween them and part of the center structure rotated with the cylinders. Mst of the center did
not rotate.

O her junk-the pregnant machi ne-gun shapes of supply capsules, cylinders of all sizes, inflated
structures of no recogni zabl e shape-fl oated wi thout apparent attachnent near the axis of spin.
Sol ar panel s and orange sunshades |ay everywhere. Heindall had no real form

"Quite a sight, isn't it?" his conpanion said. "Nane's Kit Penrose, old chap. Oficer in charge of
everything el se. Wight control, atnosphere recycling, support systenms, all the marvy things |ike
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that. Also the taxi driver. Wo're you?"

"MacKenzie."

"Ch, Christ, a bloody Scot. You don't sound one. Engi neer?"

Aeneas shrugged, realized the gesture couldn't be seen, and said, "Like you. Little of everything,
| suppose. And |'m Anerican."”

"Ameri can, en? \Woever or whatever you are, the ground crew seenmed worried about you. Well, you're
OK. Here we go." He did sonmething to the panel in front of himand the spindly structure noved
slowy toward the satellite. His capsule was still attached at the nose. "We'Il just take this

al ong, eh?" Penrose said.
"Yes, nmy kit's in there." And | nmay need everything in it, Aeneas thought.

It took a long tine to cover the short distance to the station. Kittridge Penrose burned as little
mass as possible. "Energy's cheap up here,"” he told Aeneas. He waved carel essly at the solar
panel s depl oyed everywhere and at mrrors fifty meters across that floated near the station. The
mrrors were aluninized nylar or sonething like it, very thin, supported by thin fiberglass wands
to give themshape. "Plenty of energy. Not enough nass, though."

As they neared Heindall, it |ooked even nore like a floating junkyard. There was a | arge cage of
wire netting floating a hundred nmeters fromthe hub, and it held everything: discarded cargo and
personnel capsules, air tanks, crates, and cylinders of every kind. It had no door except an

i nward poi nting cone-an enornous fish trap, Aeneas thought. They headed for that, and when they
reached it and killed their approach velocity, Penrose unfastened hinself fromthe saddl e and dove
i nto Aeneas' capsul e.

He enmerged with two seal ed cylindrical fiberglass containers of gear Aeneas had brought up and
clipped themto the wire net of the cage. He did the same with the spindle vehicle they'd crossed
on, then did sonething that rel eased the personnel capsule fromits faintly obscene position on
the taxi's nose. Penrose gripped the cage with one hand and strained to shove the discarded
capsul e with the other.

Not hi ng seened to happen. Then the capsul e nmoved, very slowy, down the tube into the cage; the

nmoti on was only barely apparent, but Penrose turned away. "Takes care of that. W'Il|l have a crew
conme take it apart later. Now for you. |I'Il carry your |uggage."

He reached down and pulled the safety line out of the reel on Aeneas' belt and clipped it to his
own. "Now you're tethered to ne, but if you drift off and I have to pull you in, I'll charge extra

for the ride. Follow ne, and the trick is, don't nove fast. Keep it slow and easy."

They pull ed thensel ves across the wire cage. It |ooked |ike ordinary chicken wire to Aeneas, a
nore or |less sphere of it a hundred neters in dianmeter. There were other blobs of wire cage
floating around the station. Wien they got to the side of the cage facing Heindall, Aeneas saw a
thin line running fromthe cage to the nonrotating hub between the cylinders. Up close the
rotating cylinders on their cables and inflated tunnel |ooked much | arger than before; twenty
meters in dianeter, and nade of segnents, each segnent at |east twenty neters long. They pulled

t hensel ves gingerly along the tether Iine to an openi ng ahead.

There was no air in the part of the hub they entered. Penrose explained that the interface between
rotating and nonrotating parts was kept in vacuum Once inside, Aeneas felt a gentle tug as the

Il ong tube, leading to the capsules at the end of the tether |ine pushed against himuntil he was
rotating with it.

Bef ore Aeneas coul d ask, Penrose pointed up the tube away fromthe direction they were going.
"Count erwei ghts up there," he said. "W run themup and down to conserve angul ar normentum Don't
have to spend nmass to adjust rotation every tine sonebody | eaves or conmes aboard. Course we have
to use mass to stop ourselves rotating when we | eave, but |'ve got an idea for a way to fix that
too."

As they descended, Aeneas felt nore weight; it increased steadily. They passed into the first of a
series of nultiple airlocks. Then another, and another. "Hell of a |ot easier than punping al

this gup every tine," Penrose said. "Feel pressure now?"

"Alittle. It's easier to exhale."

"You coul d breathe here. Not well." They passed through another set of airlocks and felt

i ncreasi ng weight; after that it was necessary to clinb down a | adder. The walls of the silo they
wer e descendi ng were about three neters in dianmeter. They stood out stiffly fromthe pressure and
seened to be nade of the sane rubberized cloth as his pressure suit, but not porous or perneable
as his suit was.

Eventual |y they reached a final airlock, and below that the silo had nmetallic walls instead of the
inflated nylon. The final airlock opened onto a circular staircase and they clinbed down that into
the cylindrical structure of the station itself.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Pournelle%20-%20High%20Justice.txt (46 of 94) [11/1/2004 12:18:01 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Pournel | e%620-%20High%20Justi ce.txt

Dr. Herman Eliot was a thin nan, no nore than thirty-five years old, with bifocal spectacles and
long hair that curled at his neck; it was cut off short in front and at the sides so that it

woul dn't get in his eyes, and it was unconbed: a thoroughly carel ess appearance. He had a harried
expression, and his desk was littered with | edgers, papers, books, two pocket conmputers, and a
dozen pencils. There were conpartments in the desk for all that gear, but Eliot didn't use them
Kit Penrose clucked his tongue as they entered. "Sloppy, Herman. Sl oppy. Suppose | had to take
spin of f?"

El i ot | ooked annoyed. "You'd like to nmake up production schedul es, then?" he demanded. He did not
smil e.

Penrose did. He recoiled in nock horror. "Easier to keep spin." He pulled off his helnmet and
turned to Aeneas. "Want some help with that?"

"Thank you." There had been little tine for practice with the suit on Earth, but the procedure
seened sinple enough; still, there was no harmin getting assistance. Aeneas worked slowy and
carefully to undog the hel net and disconnect it fromthe neckseal. He lifted it off.

Penrose stared. "MacKenzie, eh?" he said sourly. His friendly expression was gone, replaced by a
mask of emotional control that couldn't conceal dislike. H's voice was strained and overnodul at ed.
"Aeneas MacKenzie. If you' d told me that, |'d have left you out there."

Aeneas sai d not hi ng.

"He is the owners' agent," Eliot said.

"I doubt it." Penrose curled his lip into a twisted sneer. "I never did believe that | ot about his
break with Tolland. | think he is another goddam Cl A man."

"Then why woul d M ss Hansen send hin?" Eliot asked. Hi s voice and gestures were very precise, in
contrast to the litter on his desk.

"Probably had to. Tolland can get to her partners. God knows what kind of deals he's nade."

"1 do not think anyone has ever accused Aeneas MacKenzi e of personal corruption,” Eliot said.
"Precisely the opposite, in fact."

"I still think he belongs to Tolland." Penrose stalked to the door. "Tolland and MacKenzie tried
to break M ss Hansen with legal tricks. That didn't work, so they're trying sonmething else. |l

| eave you with your little pet, Herman. M nd he doesn't bite you. And keep these doors closed." He
swung the Iightweight oval airtight door closed behind him

There were chairs bolted to the deck opposite Eliot's desk. Aeneas sat in one of them He felt a
pecul i ar sensation each tinme he noved up or down, but he was grow ng accustoned to it.
Experimentally he took a pencil fromEliot's desk and dropped it to the floor. It followed a |azy,
curved arc and | anded inches away fromwhere his eye expected it to fall. He nodded to hinself and
turned to Dr. Eliot. "I don't bite," he said.

"That's about the only thing |I know about you, then. Just what are you doing here, M. MacKenzie?
You' re no spacenman.”

"OfF course not. Was everyone here experienced in space when he first arrived?"

"No. But they had sone technical value. W knew what they would do here."

"I will learn whatever is needed." Aeneas spoke dognatically. There had never been a task he had
failed to learn if he had to knowit. "I can help with your adm nistrative work now. "

"It's only make-work anyway. We aren't likely to last Iong enough to need work schedul es.” Eli ot
turned a pencil slowy in his fingers and gave Aeneas a searching |look. "My instructions were to
gi ve you conpl ete cooperation. What do you want?"

"You can begin by telling ne how Captain Shorey died."

"How he was nurdered, you nean." Eliot's face still showed little enotion, but he clinched the
pencil in fingers suddenly gone white with strain.

"What makes you so sure he was murdered?”

"Anmps Shorey had ten years experience in space. He was found outside-it was only an accident that
he was found at all. H's faceplate was open. His features were relaxed. That's not the way a
spacenman dies, M. MacKenzie. Anmbs was drugged and put out an airlock."

"And Martin Hol |l oway killed hin®"

Eliot pursued his lips tightly. "I shouldn't have told Mss Hansen that." He was silent for a
monent - "But you'll find out, now that you're here. Yes. | couldn't prove it, but Holloway did
it."

"If you can't prove it, how do you know?"

"I have a witness." Eliot's features twisted into an involuntary thin smle-w stful, sad, amused?

Aeneas couldn't tell. "And a fat lot of good it'd be taking her into a courtroom Not that
Hol l oway will ever come to trial. Who'd prosecute?"
Aeneas nodded. Mexico wanted no jurisdiction over Heindall. The United States was unlikely to
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prosecute one of President Tolland' s agents-if the victimhad been Tolland' s nan, that would be
different. "Send for the witness, please," Aeneas said.

Eliot glanced at the clock above his desk, then at his wistwatch. Crew schedul es were posted on
t he bul khead, but he didn't seemto need to look at them "She'll be off duty." He lifted a

t el ephone.

The girl wore white coveralls. She had a mass of brown curls, all cut short, and no nakeup; but
she wal ked with the grace of a dancer, making use of the low gravity. Her features were finely
carved and rel axed into no expression at all, but Aeneas thought that she would have as nuch
control over them as she did of her body. She was very young, possibly no nore than twenty, and
she didn't need makeup to be pretty. "Ann Raisters," Eliot said. "Ann, this is-"

"I know who he is. If | hadn't recognized him Penrose has told everyone in the station anyway.
Kit Penrose doesn't |ike you, M. MacKenzie. Should anyone?" She cocked her head to one side and
smled, but it didn't seemgenuine, "I'mtold you were a witness to the nurder of Captain Anps
Shor ey, " Aeneas said.

Ann turned a suddenly expressionless face towards Dr. Eliot. "Wy did you tell himthat?"

"You told ne you were."

"l shoul d have known better," she said. Her voice was bitter. "Occupational disease w th whores,
M. MacKenzie. It's no less lonely for us than for the nen who talk to us. Sonetinmes we nake the
m st ake of thinking we have friends."

"If you were a witness to nurder, you should tell about it," Herman Eliot said. "It was your duty
to cone to ne."

The girl |aughed. The sound was hard, but it m ght have been a nice |augh at another time and

pl ace. She ignored Eliot as she spoke to Aeneas. "Suppose | did see nurder done? So what? \Wo'd
try the case - not that a court would pay nuch attention to a whore anyway."

"You' re registered as a biology technician," Aeneas said.

"Yeah. Mster, there are ninety-three nmen and twenty-six wonen on this satellite. Twenty of those
wonen are engi neers and techni ci ans and whatever, and they sleep with one man at a tinme or none at

all. Men serve a two-year hitch up here. Now what woul d happen if nmy friends and | weren't aboard?
There are six whores on this ship. Call ne an entertainer if you want to. O a nother confessor
O just friendly. | like it better that way. But if | get in front of a jury, I'ma whore. "

"You sound rather bitter, Mss Raisters.”

"I liked Captain Shorey."

"Do you want this station he gave his Ilife to handed over to the people who hired himkilled?"
Her lips tightened. "There's nothing | can do."

"There is. First, | have to know what happened."
"Who the hell are you, Mster? Kit Penrose says you're working for the sane outfit that killed
Anpos. Everybody knows the U. S. government wants to see Equity take control here. | don't know how

to fight that conbination, Mster."

"M ss Hansen does. Dr. Eliot, tell Mss Raisters your orders concerning ne."

Herman Eliot frowned. "M ss Hansen said to give himconplete cooperation.”

"Tell her the rest."

"Do you think that's wise? Al right. She also said that M. MacKenzie is in conmand of this
station if he says he is. Are you taking command, then?"

"Not precisely. Now, what did you see, M ss Raisters?"

Ann shrugged. "Wat difference does it nake? You can't do anything about it. | thought | could,

but I"'mjust not a nurderer. Neither is Kit. O Dr. Eliot." Her voice tightened. "That's rich,
isn't it, Mster? W don't even have the guts to knock off the bastard who killed our friend. Some
of the short-termers nmight, but what'd happen to them when they went hone? They'd be up for it."
"Vengeance nurder won't solve the problens of this station,” Aeneas said. "You nay as well tell me
what happened. Everyone el se seens to know. "

"Yeah. Why not?" She sat across from Aeneas, every novenent graceful and lovely, in stark contrast

to the angry expression of her eyes. "It started a long tine ago. Men get |onesone up here,
M ster. They need a girl. Not just a lay, either. It took Marty Hol |l oway | onger than nost, but he
started coning to see nme after six months. You will too if you stay | ong enough. Me or one of the

other girls." She | ooked defiantly at him
Aeneas sai d not hi ng.

"You will. Anyway, after about a year, Holloway starts talking to me alot. |I liked him He's
pretty cheerful and he seened |ike a good worker. But he tells ne how he's going to be rich when
he gets down. Well, what the hell, we all are, but he nmeant rich and fanmpus. Going to retire from

the whol e ratrace and spend his life hiking in the woods. Maybe buy sone nountain | and and put

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Pournelle%20-%20High%20Justice.txt (48 of 94) [11/1/2004 12:18:01 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Pournel | e%620-%20High%20Justi ce.txt

toget her an aninmal preserve. O be the top man in a really big national park. Does this nake
sense?"

Aeneas remenbered | ong nights when he and David Hi ndl er stood watch together, and they tal ked of
the things they would do when they'd taken Jerusalem . . . "Yes."

"Then he starts telling me Hansen won't own this place nmuch | onger, but | shouldn't worry because
he can fix it so | go on Valkyrie anyway. ... | want on that, Mster. And | want in the Mon
colony. So | listened. Pretty soon Marty had nme convinced. He had me wondering if M ss Hansen
could last a year. But | didn't say anything to anybody until he asked me to help him"

"What did he want ?"

"I"'ma pretty good bhiotech, Mster. | do ny share of that work up here. Marty wanted nme to poison
the vaccine cultures so the yields would go down. Nothing drastic, nothing that would really hurt
the station, just cut down production. So | told Anps."

"What did the captain do?" Aeneas asked.

"Amps wanted nme to cooperate with Marty, but | wanted no part of that. | told Marty to go to hell
The next day when | was coming off shift | saw Marty go into ny lab, so | went to the captain and
told himabout it. Anbs went in after Marty. An hour |ater one of the construction people saw the
captain drifting away fromthe airlock."

"Were there any ot her w tnesses?"

She woul dn't answer. "There's no point in this," she said.

"We'll see." Aeneas turned to Dr. Eliot. "Is there any place you can assenble the entire crew?"
"Yes-"

"Please call themtogether in one hour. Until then, |eave ne alone here.” H's voice carried
command, and when Eliot |ooked into his eyes they seened as deep as the stars outside the

Vi ewport.

The nessroom was | arge enough to hold the hundred nen and wonen with roomto spare. It was the
full width of the central section of the crew quarters, twenty neters across and nore than twi ce
that in length. Thin alunminumflooring made the floor flat across its width and curved gently
along the Iength. The walls were curving sections of a cylinder, with a netallic shine of

i mpervi ous synthetic cloth. There were several viewports, deep, proving that the inner walls were
covered with sonething outside them

Aeneas let Kit Penrose lead himinto the room He noted small groups of crewnen clunped together
nervous little groups speaking in |low voices that died away as they saw him

"You know who | am" His voice, raised to carry through the messroom sounded tinny and hi gh-
pitched. He had been told that the gas nmixtures in the station would do that, but he hadn't

noti ced when he spoke in normal tones.

"What the hell are you doing here?" a man demanded. He cane across the roomto Aeneas: a tall man,
sandy-haired and square-jawed, his nuscles hard. He had the confidence of a man long in space, and
nore; a man who nade his own destiny and controlled the destinies of others. It was a confidence
t hat Aeneas recogni zed easily. . . .

"Hell o, David," Aeneas said quietly.

"Eh?" Penrose said. "That's Martin Holl oway."

"His nane is David Hi ndler," Aeneas said. "He is, or was until very recently, an agent of the
CA™"

Hol | oway-Hi ndl er smled with half his face. "And Aeneas MacKenzie is, or was until recently,
political and | egal advisor to the President of the United States."

"I work for Mss Hansen now," Aeneas said. The roomwas still; everyone was |i stening,

Hol | oway shrugged. "You betrayed Greg after damm near twenty years with himhow | ong before you
doubl e-cross Hansen, Aeneas? Just what the hell are you doing here, anyway?"

"l have conme to try a case of nurder," Aeneas said.

Hol | oway | ooked up in surprise. "By what authority?"

"My owmn. | am conmander of this station." He |ooked to Eliot.

"That's what M ss Hansen says," Eliot announced. "She appoi nted MacKenzie in Captain Shorey's

pl ace."

"That's stupid," Holloway said. "You ve got no authority. Comnpanies don't make | aw and courts and
appoi nt judges-"

"Then | appoint nyself. Sit down, David. You are charged with the willful nurder of Captain AnDs
Shorey. How do you pl ead?"

"Co to hell! You've got no authority over ne." He | ooked around for support.

"But | do." The quiet voice demanded attention. Holloway | ooked back to Aeneas and saw that he had
taken an odd-1 ooking gun frominside his coveralls. Holloway started to reach for his own-
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"Don't!"

The conmmand halted his nove for a second.

"The first dart contains a tranquilizer," Aeneas said. "The rest have cyanide. And |'ve practiced
inthis gravity. Keep your hands where | can see them David. And please sit down."

"Il sit." Holloway eyed the gun warily. "But you can't nmake ne accept the authority of your
court. You're no better than any other gunman-don't the rest of you see that? You let himdo this
to me, and which one of you's next? Do sonething!"

There were murnurs of assent, and several crewren stood nenacingly.

"Wait," Aeneas conmanded. The heliumin the atnosphere in the station made his voice shrill, but
the tinbre of command renmi ned. "You nmay as well hear ne out. How many of you hope to go with

Val kyrie? O to the Mwon col ony?"

About half. Kittridge Penrose was anong them

"And why?" Aeneas asked.

"Because we' ve had enough of Earth and bureaucrats and | aws and regul ations," Penrose said. "W
can't breathe down there! W've had it with the Martin Hol |l oways-and people |ike you, MacKenzie!"
"Yet you cannot live without law," Aeneas said. "There is no civilization wthout justice."

"Law? Justice?" Penrose was contenptuous. "Rules, regul ations, taxes, traps for people m nding
their own business."

"Those are perversions of law " Aeneas deliberately kept his voice |low so that they had to strain
to listen. "There can be no civilization without law and no civilized nen without justice. Earth's
| aw cannot govern here. It cannot even govern Earth. But that does not nean you can dispense with
| aw al t oget her."

"So you'll give us |laws?" Hol |l oway said contenptuously.

"No. But this satellite is not independent of Earth. It is not sovereign. It nust have government.
M ss Hansen has given ne that task."

"Are you going to put up with this?" Holloway denanded, "You don't know this son of a bitch. Law

He's a goddam conputer. He'll have you marching around under regulations |ike you've never seen.”
He turned to the crew. "Help ne!"
"Hel p himand you give Heindall to the Equity Trust. Or to Greg Tolland," Aeneas said. "I do not

think you will care for either naster. Even those who are here for short tours only-and those who
want a new life in space will be finished."

There was a buzz of conversation. "Hansen's been decent enough."

"Hell, he's got the gun. "

"l don't owe Holl oway nothing."

"Let Penrose and Eliot decide, that's their job, I mnd nmy own business.
Aeneas raised his voice to cut through the chatter. "The prohibition against nurder is as old as
man. Are any safe here? Who had nore friends than Captain Shorey? Wio will avenge you if you are
wr onged?"

"What do you intend to do with Holl oway?" one engi neer denanded.

"l intend to try himfor nurder."”

"Some trial!" Holloway shouted. "A kangaroo court."
"Yes. You prefer a court which you know will never convict you. | think, David, you have forgotten
what a trial is for. It is not a show, but a neans of discovering what has happened. | think we

can do that here. The crewwll be the jury."
"What happens if we say guilty?" Penrose denanded.
"Sentence is the responsibility of the judge. Martin Holl oway, as you are known here, how do you

pl ead?"

"You goddam fool s!" Hol |l oway shouted. "You're really going to let himdo this, aren't you? By Cod,
you touch nme and the Agency'll track every one of you down. You' ve got to go back to Earth
sonet i me-"

"Not everyone," Aeneas said quietly.

"They've got fanilies,"” Holloway said grinly.

Aeneas shook his head sadly. "This is beneath you, David. And | warn you, you are not hel ping your
case. | advise you to say nothing else." Still carefully holding the pistol ready, Aeneas took a
seat across the table fromHolloway. "I w sh you had not threatened the crew "

Because, Aeneas thought, you force ne to act al one. But he had al ways known it would come to this.
He had becone-what? "Your plea is not necessary," Aeneas said. "I call the first witness. Mss

Rai sters, your oath. Do you swear-"

"Hs people will kill nme," Ann said. "He wasn't alone. There are nore of them here-"

"You told nme Anmps Shorey was your friend. And there will be justice here, and on Val kyrie."

Her lips tightened. She took a deep breath and began to tell her story.
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* * *
In two hours they had heard it all: Holloway's threats and proni ses to various crewnen; sabotage
pl ans, prom ses of nobney and position when Equity took control of Heindall. There were five

W tnesses to those acts; and Ann Rai sters and another wonan had seen Hol | oway enter the

| aboratory. They saw Captain Shorey go in after him and Shorey never returned

The station physician told themthat Shorey died of explosive deconpression, but that he had been
drugged first. "I don't know the drug," he told them "Not precisely. One of the curare
derivatives, |1'd think. Certainly sonmething at |east that powerful, to | eave a nan's nuscl es

rel axed as he expl odes. Not even unconsci ousness coul d have done that."

When it was finished, Aeneas spoke to Holl oway. "You may present your defense.”

"I don't have to make any defense!"

"l advise you to do so. At the nonent the evidence is nuch against you."

"You used to be nmy friend," David said.

"Make your defense," Aeneas replied. H's voice was even, and no one could tell if that had cost
himmuch or little.

"Crap. | didn't kill Shorey!"

"How did he die?"

"It was an accident. He-"

"Yes?

Hol | oway thought for a monent. There was no possi bl e expl anation. Drugged, Shorey could not have
operated the airlock; yet he had certainly been outside it. "You ve got no authority here. |
demand you send nme down!"

"No. Have you conpl eted your defense?"

"I"'ve said all I'"'mgoing to say to you."

"Then this court finds you guilty. | would have put this to a jury, but your threats prevent that.
David Hi ndler, alias Martin Holloway, this court finds you guilty of sabotage, attenpted bribery,
and willful nurder. On the mnor charges you are sentenced to forfeiture of all pay and all owances
and one year at hard labor. You will not serve that sentence. On the charge of murder you are
sentenced to death."

There was an excited babble in the room

"Who' Il kill me, Aeneas?" Holloway said. "You?"
"Of course. | would not ask anyone else to do it." | never wanted the high justice, but i accepted
refuge with the Saracens. . . . "Stand up, David."

"No. | won't help you."

"You have five mnutes."

Penrose and Eliot crowded around Aeneas. "You can't do this," Dr. Eliot said

"Way the hell not?" Penrose demanded. "The bastard's got it coming."

"This is no better than nurder," Eliot insisted. "You have no authority. ..."

"I'f I have none, there's none here," Aeneas said. "And you can't live that way. If you object,
Doctor, you can get the crewto stop ne. |'monly one nan."

"Two, " Penrose grow ed.

"Three." Ann Raisters stood behind him

"Your five minutes are up. Have you anything to say, David?"

Hol l oway turned to the others. The crew hadn't noved; they stood or sat in snmall groups, watching,
saying very little, speaking in the hushed tones used in ceneteries and at funerals. "You're al
next!" Holl oway shouted. "You let himget away with this and you're next! They'll send up conpany
cops, and you'll all be slaves."

No one noved. They nay have believed him but Aeneas stood there as the figure of-

VWhat am | ? he thought. Justice in person? The high justice? Wiy shoul d they accept me? But what

can they accept? In these days when no one trusts anyone or anything-there is only power. | would
like to believe | amnore than that.
"They' || have you for nurder, Aeneas," Holloway said. "Geg Tolland will have extradition warrants

in every country on Earth. But don't worry about that, because the Agency won't forget either
You're a dead man, Aeneas. You won't |ive an hour after you get to ground.”

"I believe you." Al npst, Aeneas envied David; Aeneas had once been part of that brotherhood of
dedi cated young nmen, and he mi ssed their canaraderie. But now he served the Saracens.

Must | do this? What choices have |? There had been a tine when David' s threat woul d have been
wel comre; now, Aeneas woul d never see Laurie Jo on their lonely beach. She wouldn't be safe for
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long, either. Earth was not a place of safety for anyone, great or small.

The Station turned slowy and through the ports he saw the spindly framework and tankage that
woul d soneday be Val kyrie. Earth was |lovely beyond it. But she will cone here, and we wll take
that ship together

"Lost your goddam nerve?" Hol |l oway denmanded. The fear was unmi stakable in his voice, and beyond it
was pleading. "Get it over." The pistol coughed tw ce.

Afterwards, Aeneas stood again at the viewport and | ooked at Val kyrie; but did not |ook at Earth.
Extrene Prejudice

There were only nine people on the airplane, but the stewardess forgot to serve ne coffee, |
shoul d have been flattered. In ny job, being inconspicuous is an inportant talent, but | hadn't
been trying to be invisible, and it infuriated ne. By the tine we were six hundred m | es sout hwest
of the southern tip of Baja California, |I'd made a scene and the girl wouldn't forget ne, ever.

I was ashaned of nyself long before it was over. The whole point to ny job is to make the United
States a better place to live. W' ve no business spreadi ng un-happi ness for our own gratification
We do enough of that as official duties.

Dansworth Station sits seven hundred niles southwest of Baja, and we'd been flying over blue water
for hours. | renmenbered the ol d days of fast jets and squirned around unconfortably, cursing the
fuel shortages and the people who'd lit a match to all that oil

There wasn't anything to |l ook at below, no islands, and fromour cruising altitude |I couldn't see
waves or white-caps. There was just that deep blue and the steady runbling whine of the engines to
lull nme toward sl eepiness but keep ne from sl eeping. Then the water changed col or

It was many shades of blue, and green, and red, and yellow, all boiling up blue-white in the
center of each patch and then the colors spreading outwards in great streaks. Mst of Dansworth is
under water, so those enormous col or patches were all | could see.

The plane circled |ower as the stewardess, still not |ooking at ne, gave her little spiel about
seat belts and having a pleasant trip. There was an airstrip floating in the water. It wasn't very
wi de, but over 3000 feet long, and there were buildings along its sides at the lee end. A
dirigible nmoring nast floated on its own platformnot far away. The plane rolled to a stop at
that end of the runway.

A regular grid of concrete donmes dotted the sea around the airstrip, and farther away were big
floating docks. A couple of newy painted ocean-goi ng ships were al ongsi de. The whol e pl ace was
clean and bright, different fromany city I'd been in recently. Sonehow the new pl anned citi es,
the "arcol ogies," never seemto | ook this bright and new, but we're getting there. W have to.
Dark kel p patches grew between the isolated domes, and the water was so clear that | could see
platforms about fifty feet below the surface. Silvery torpedo shapes flashed through the kelp, and
sai | boats crui sed anong the donmes, their bows throwing up white spunes as they raced with the

wi nd. They didn't have the | ook of yachts. Just a neans of transportation.

Dr. Peterson hinself was there to neet ne. | strutted a bit for the benefit of the other
passengers, and the stewardess | ooked worried, as she should have. |gnoring passengers who rate a
pl anesi des nmeeting fromthe civilian director could get her in a lot of trouble, and jobs are
pretty scarce. She wasn't wearing any rings, so she was reasonably safe fromthe new "One Job Per
Fam | y" program but | understand the Federal Enploynent Commission is looking into that, too.
Married wonmen voters don't appreciate single girls who have jobs when there are still many
famlies with no job at all.

Pet erson wasn't wearing anything but a pair of shorts and a wi de-bri med hat, and he | ooked at ny

Iightweight drip-dry suit with synpathy. |'ve worn it on so nmany assignments that it seems |ike an
old friend, and even in hot weather |'mconfortable init. |I thought I'd lost it once when
Hertzog's blood spurted all over ne, but it washed out all right. I've never got any of ny own on
it, maybe that's why I like it. A good luck charm

I was surprised at how cool it seened here in the tropic mdafternoon. The sun was high and bri ght
overhead, the sky inpossibly blue with only tiny white fleecy clouds scuddi ng across. | haven't
seen a sky like that since | last went hiking in the Sierras. Yet, despite the hot sun, the west

wi nd was col d.

Peterson had a tan like old leather. So did everyone else nmoving around the floating airstrip. It
made ne feel that | rnust | ook Iike sonmething that had crawl ed fromunder a rock. A part of ne said
that m ght not be too bad a description, and | thrust it away. It's bad enough getting doubts in
the mddle of the night; |I can't afford themin bright daylight. | wondered if that was what
happened to the nman I'd conme to see.
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Dr. Peterson had a funny habit of brushing his beard with the tips of his fingers, the way a man
mght test a wall to see if it had fresh paint. He had no mustache, and | found out later that few
peopl e at Dansworth do, although beards are commbn. Mustaches get in the way of your diving nmask.
They cause | eaks.

| shook hands with Peterson and wal ked over to the edge of the airstrip to ook down into the
kel p. I hadn't expected anything like that in the niddle of the Pacific, and | said so. "It only
grows in cold, shallow water, doesn't it?" | asked.

"Right." Peterson seened pleased that | knew that much. "That is cold, shallow water, M. Starr.
The kel p's anchored to platforns bel ow the surface, and the water's punped up fromthe deep
bottom The kelp is brought in fromall over the world so we can experinent with different
varieties. The stuff right here cones fromthe Los Angel es area."

| couldn't |ook away. The water was clear, and millions of fish swamin the thick kel p beds. There
were long, thin, torpedo-shaped fish with bright blue stripes down their sides, noving dartingly
in schools, every fish turning at precisely the sanme instant. Each thick clunp of kelp held a
brilliant orange danselfish warily guarding its territory. There were few sea urchi ns anong the
kel p bed, and as | watched a swiftly noving shape darted past to snatch one-an otter, | thought.

A school of dol phins played anong the fish. Two detached thensel ves fromthe rest and cane over to
examne me. One rose high on his tail, lifting hinmself out of the water to stand there churning
whil e he spl ashed water on ne. | ducked back in alarm but it was too late. | was dripping wet.

Pet erson cl ucked and whi stled, then shouted, "Jolly' That's not nice."

The dol phin whistled sonething, and then, kind of garbled but clear enough so I coul d understand
it, it said "Sorry, boss."” And | aughed.

Peterson was still trying to explain when we got to Admiral Kingsley's office.

"They' ve al ways been able to imtate speech,” Peterson said. "The stories about dol phins talking
and singing go back to classical Geek tines. But nobody ever took the trouble to systematically
teach them before."

"Yeah, well, look," |I protested. "W get stories about intelligent fish all the tinme. Used to take
"empretty seriously, and | know about how useful the dol phins are. But does that thing understand
what he's sayi ng?"

"They aren't fish," Peterson said.

"OK. Cetaceans. Toothed sea-going mammal s. They breathe through |ungs, and they've never been
known to attack a man, and the Navy and fishernen have been systematically using them as
messengers and herders since the fifties anyway. |'ve had the standard briefing, Dr. Peterson. But
nobody told ne the dammed things could talk!"

"Not many can," Peterson said. "At |east not so that an untrai ned man can understand them Tel

me, M. Starr, do you speak any foreign | anguage?"

"Yeah." It was safe to admt that. | wasn't about to tell himjust how many | could get along in.
He woul dn't have believed ne anyway.

"And was it difficult to learn it?"

"Sure."

"Well, to a dol phin, any human | anguage is nuch nore difficult. You' d find it easier to learn
Urgic or Yakutsk than Jolly did to learn English. Dol phin granmar isn't |ike any | anguage we
speak. Couple that with the fact that he has to suppress over half the frequencies and sounds he
normal |y makes to comuni cate, and naybe you'll appreciate why so few dol phins ever manage to be
under st ood. "

W' d reached the Admiral's office ten fathons bel ow the surface, and the conversation trailed off.
There was a watertight door to the office and a Navy yeoman as receptionist. Adnmiral Kingsley
didn't have a beard, and his tan | ooked pasty, as if he'd been out of the sun for a while after a

long stint outdoors. | was told he'd just come up froma seven-week tour of duty with the deep-
m ni ng operation bel ow Danswort h.
The pallor bothered ne. 1'd had one |like that nyself after the worst assignnent | ever drew. The

FBI caught an econom ¢ saboteur and put him away at Lew sburg. Qur Director deci ded he knew t oo
much and woul d probably be exchanged, so they sent me in after him | tagged himin tw weeks, but

it took another six to spring ne, and by the time | came out | |ooked like a slug. | felt like
one, too. Ever since, |'ve been sure prisons don't rehabilitate anyone. Problemis, what does?
"This is G deon Starr," Peterson said. "Admral Kingsley."

We exchanged pl easantries and Kingsley offered drinks. | took mne and sat in a big governnent-

i ssue easy chair, the kind they have in the Pentagon, or at Lang-ley. It seened |like an old
friend,
"M. Starr," said Kingsley, "you' ve got real pull. W' ve never had a visitor here with an
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endorsenent fromthe Secretary |ike yours."

And if you're lucky you won't again, | thought, but | said, "Well, it's coming up on budget review
tinme. A few enthusiastic articles wouldn't hurt your research appropriation.”

He smiled at that, and Peterson practically beaned. "That's a fact," Peterson nuttered. "Actually,
if they'd just let us keep sone of the profits, we'd be all right. How nany research efforts
actual | y make noney?"

| shrugged. "I'Il do nmy best, anyway."
Ki ngsl ey beamed this time. "Well. We're to show you around and then let you direct yourself," he
said. "Orientation' || take a while, though. There's a lot here, M. Starr. And a |ot of ways for a

man who doesn't know what he's doing to get killed."
"Yeah." There were a lot of ways for a man who did know what he was doing to get killed, too. Most

of 'em had been tried on ne at one tine or another. "l've got a diver's card, and sone underwat er
experience," | said. "I think | know what to | ook out for."

"It's a start," Kingsley agreed. "Well, you may as well begin sightseeing.”" He reached out to his
desk consol e and pushed a button. Curtains opened on the wall behind him

There were artificial lights as well as the sunlight filtering dowmn this |low Big fronds waved in
sl ow notion, an underwater forest just outside his office. | could barely see the grid that held

the kel p bel ow us. There were shel ves sticking out of every structure and shaft, and |ots of
shafts. Coral in bright reds and blues grew fromthe shelves, and barnacles, and shellfish there
and on long lines that dangl ed down fromthe surface. Fish darted through the kelp fronds. It was

a dynamic color picture that would never cone through on a TV screen. | couldn't wait to get out
there init, and I told them so

They exchanged grins. | expect every tourist says the sane thing. |f anybody could visit that

pl ace and not want to get outside, he was dead or night as well be.

"Yes. Well, perhaps first an orientation tour?" Peterson said. "I really don't know how famliar
you are with what we're doing here at Dansworth."

"Not at all,” | told him "I'mprimarily an aerospace witer. |'ve done some diving, but not much

serious study of sea power stations. You' d better assume | don't know anything at all."

The nice part about it was | was telling the truth. Not all of it, but no lies.

The admiral hit another button and nore curtains opened. There was a 3-D map behind them a

hol ograph tank, and by mani pul ating his desk consol e he could show things at different levels. He
started with the bare floor of the Pacific. It was crosshatched with very regular lines, a
checkerboard of cracks in the bottom and about sixteen thousand feet deep. Dansworth Seanpbunt
rose steeply fromthe floor to within seven hundred feet of the surface. It stood there all by
itself, with nothing around, at |east not on that nap.

"Dansworth," Peterson said. "The deep gash next to it is Shatterton Fissure. The geol ogists are
having a field day here.”

"Un." | wasn't really interested in the geol ogy. The theories change every year, so what's the
point in studying up on then? | |ike technol ogy, though, and I'ma pretty good witer. | think
could make a living at it even if Langley didn't use influence to get ny stuff placed in inportant
magazines. |'ll never find out, of course. You don't quit in nmy job. | didn't want to, anyway.

Ki ngsl ey did sonmething to the console and the scal e changed to show only Dansworth Searmount and a
little area around it. A grid appeared, a 3-D space-chessboard, with part of the grid bel ow the
top of the mountain, and the rest above that going on to the surface. "Dansworth Station,"
Kingsley said. "Qur city in the sea."

"lInpressive.” | nmeant it. "Wat's the grid?"

"Corridors, nostly. Concrete cylinders strung together. Labs, quarters, processing plants."

The place was big, and they had col or codes on the different structures in the map. It woul d take
along time to learn everything, but |I wouldn't have to. We'd found the traitor after five years,

and | wouldn't be here long at all. It seemed a pity, because Dansworth was a very interesting
pl ace. | wondered what it would be like to live here.

"Now for your guide," Dr. Peterson said. "I understand you asked for Hank Shields. Any reason
why ?"

| shrugged, "A couple of sailors in San Diego told the editor he was a good man who knew a | ot
about Dansworth. Anybody el se would do, if it's inconvenient."
"No, nothing like that," Peterson said. "Just that Hank doesn't want any publicity. Sonething

about his wife. He'll be glad to show you around if you won't put himin the story."
"Suits ne." | needed to think that one over, and cursed the damm fools who's asked for Shields in
the first place. | like to plan my own operations, and | don't need help fromthe goddam desk nen.

I'"lIl take their orders, but | don't need themtrying to run ny life. "Wen do | neet hinP"
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Hank Shiel ds was about five eleven, a good three inches shorter than ne, but he weighed nearly as
much, a hundred and ninety pounds. He matched the description perfectly: blonde, blue eyes, thick
matty beard |ike nost people have at Dansworth. Except for the beard he hadn't nade any attenpt to
change his face. The pictures at Langl ey m ght have been taken | ast week, once the artists had

ai rbrushed on the beard.

He | ooked nme over carefully, then we shook hands and stood there sizing each other up. | |ooked to
see anything in his eyes-recognition of ny face, or nmy nane, but if he'd ever heard of ne he was
pretty good at hiding it. That didn't nean anything, of course. So was |. He had a powerful grip,

as good as nmine, and that figured too. He'd had ny job once. Finally we |l et go and Peterson waved
us out of the adnmiral's office.

"What would you like to see first?" Shields asked.

| shrugged. "Better |let you decide, M. Shields."

"Hank," he said automatically.

"Fine. 1'm G deon. Where we going? | can't wait to get outside,"
"We'll put today in the inside tour and go out tonorrow. OK?"
"Sure." As we tal ked he was | eading ne through the naze of corridors. There were watertight doors

at intervals, sonme open, sone closed and we'd have to stop and open them step through, and sea
up behind. The corridors were about ten feet high, rounded on top and rough inside. He pointed out
different |aboratories as we passed.

"How |l ong does it take to |l earn your way around here?" | asked.

"Years. And they keep adding to it. Well, they used to keep adding to it," he caught hinself.
"Budget's been rotten the last couple of years.™

He had a hearty voice and was eager to explain things to nme. Hank Shiel ds would be an easy nan to

like. | decided he didn't know anything about ne or why | was here, and | could rel ax.
W reached an el evator shaft and went down. "I'mtaking you to the nunber one power plant," Hank
said. "It's the only one at sea-level pressure. The rest are just like it, only they're

pressurized to anbient. Saves construction costs."
We went through another watertight door and out onto a catwal k. There were turbines below, big

West i nghouse jobs, and it was noisy as hell, but otherwise it didn't look a lot different fromthe
generator house at a dam | said so.
He noti oned me back into the elevator shaft and closed the door so it was quiet. "It isn't any

different, really," he told me. "Surface water, 25°C. Seventy-seven if you like it in Fahrenheit.
Down at the bottomthe water's 5°C. W take the warm water down to heat exchangers and boi

propane with it. Propane steam goes through the turbines. On the other side we've got condensers.
They get cool ed by another set of heat exchangers with water punped up fromthe bottom Turbines
spin, and out comes electricity. Wirks like a charm and no fuel costs."

"Sounds |i ke perpetual notion."

"It is. There's a power source, of course. The sun. It heats water pretty good in the Tropics.
What it anpbunts to, G deon, is we have a tenmperature difference with the sane power potential as a
ni nety-foot water drop. Lots of danms with a snmaller pressure head than that. And we've got all the
hot water we could ever want."

"Yeah, OK." W started up in the elevator. It sounded inpressive as hell but there hadn't been
anything to see. "Just a minute. The water by the airstrip was cold."

"Right. That's used cooling water. We dunp it high because it's full of nutrients. Artificial
upwel i ng. You know, |ike Peru? Over half the fish caught anywhere in the world are at natura
upwel I i ngs. We've made our own. Lot of profit in fish, fish nmeal, frozen fish, ganefish, you nane
it."

| could appreciate that. Wth neat prices where they were in the US., we're getting to be a

nati on of fish eaters anyway, and Dansworth supplies a ot of the fish. "But where do you get the
hot water, then?"

"Bring it in fromup-current of the station, where there are black platfornms bel ow the surface to
help get it hotter. No problem It has to be punped anyway. Wth dol phin-hide liners on the pipes,
it's about as easy to punp the water a long way as a short."

I gave hima blank |ook. "I nust be dense-dol phin hides? You kill themfor that?"

He laughed. It was a real long |augh, hearty, and after a second | joined in because it was
infectious, even if it was obviously on ne. "What're we | aughi ng about?" | asked him

" Dol phi n-hide's a process nanme," Hank wheezed. "You'll see. We've got a way to duplicate the

effect that dol phins use to control water flow across their skin. They get true lamnar flow, if
that means anything to you."

| nodded. It did, just. "Snooth water flow, no friction."

"Yeah. W haven't got it worked out for boats yet, but we're trying. Easy to make it work with
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steady flows, like pipes. You'll see tonorrow. "

We toured the Station. Fisheries, where they used graded nets to catch fish at just the right
sizes and let the others through. There were dol phins involved in that too. They chased the fish
into the nets. The nen in charge used little boxes with keys to play dol phin-sound tunes and
direct their partners. The dol phins seened to be having nore fun than the nmen, but nobody was
wor ki ng very hard and | could see a |ot of grins.

I n another place they had plant research farns. Different kinds of kelp and other seaweeds, and
different creatures living in them Shrinp, fish, shellfish-anything that night be edible, and
some that weren't. Everything grew |ike crazy, and Hank said it was because of the nutrients in
the water they brought up fromthe bottom "Infinite supply of that, too. Al free since we need
it inthe power plants to begin with."

We took an elevator to the surface at the down-wi nd end of the airstrip, and watched the big ships
| oading up at the floating docks. | asked how they'd survive in stornms, big structures |ike that
exposed to the waves.

"They wouldn't," Hank said. "So we sink "emif there's a big enough bl ow com ng. Ships stay the
hel | away unl ess there's good weather. W get good predictions fromthe satellites."”

It was a whole new world. Everything was bright and cl ean. The shops along the airstrip had no

iron bars or reinforced doors. | hadn't seen a policenman since | arrived. Hank told ne the Navy
Shore Patrol did all the policing they needed-nostly drying out sailors who' d had one too nany.
I'd never known people could live like that. Wiy can't we, back in the States? One day we will, if

we can hang on | ong enough

We went through hydrogen plants, where they electrolyzed water into its parts and |iquefied the
hydr ogen and oxygen. The conpression and el ectrol ysis nade heat, and they punped that back into
the systemwith heat exchangers. No stage of the Dansworth operation was very efficient, but over-
all it was fabulous. | knew the hydrogen was inportant to California, where they pipe it through
the old natural gas pipelines and people burn it in floor furnaces and stoves.

"We're starting to get salable quantities of netals out of sea water, too," Hank said. "That

woul dn't be economic if it was the only reason for the system but we punp a |ot of water through
here. Power's free except for building the equipnment to get it." He went on about Dansworth and
how it was the wave of the future until he stopped suddenly and gri nned.

"I'''man enthusiast," he said.

"I'"ve noticed." | grinned back. "You're nmaking me one."

"Yeah. Now let's go home and have dinner. Judy's expecting you to put up with us while you're
here. ™

"Well, 1'lIl be all right at the VOQ Wuldn't want to put you to any trouble."

"Crap. No trouble. Only problemw th Dansworth is we don't get many visitors. There's three

t housand peopl e here and we know every one of them or it seens like it anyway. Judy'd kill me if
| didn't give her a chance to hear the latest gossip fromthe States."

"Yeah, | suppose - Look, you're sure it's no problen?" | wasn't being polite. My father had a big

thing about hospitality. It was about the only thing nmy father taught ne that | hadn't sacrificed
to the Job; but Hank gave ne no choice, just as the Job gave ne no choice. No choice at all.

Judy Shields was a willow brunette, thin but with nuscles. She had an aristocratic | ook and the
same deep tan everyone seened to have, but the effect was partly spoiled by freckles on her nose
My kid sister had freckles like that, and she hated them 1 can renenber her naking unhappy sounds
at the bathroommirror while the rest of us waited outside for our turn, A rapist finished her on
her ei ghteenth birthday.

Judy Shields was happy to neet someone from Qutside, as they called it. | also got introduced to
Al bert Shields, age nine, and called "Hose-nose" for no reason | coul d understand.

"M. Starr's a science witer," Hank told the kid.

"Sure! 1've seen sone of your books, M. Starr. You going to put Dad in a book?"

I lifted an eyebrow and | ooked at Hank. "According to Dr. Peterson, your father doesn't want in a
book. "

"Aw, why not? |'d sure like to be in a book. Jinmmy Peterson's father's in a |ot of books, and
he'll never let you forget it, either.”

"OFf to your room Hose-nose," Judy said. "Qut, out, out."

"So you can drink, huh?" The kid wi nked and went out.

"He's got a point, you know," | said. "Alittle publicity never hurt anybody's career." | | ooked
over at Hank with conplete innocence. It seened |like the right thing to say. He | ooked back

hel pl essly.

"I't's ny fault, G deon," Judy said. "My family never wanted me to marry Hank. It's- Well, it's al
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very unpl easant, and |'d rather they didn't know we were here, that's all. | suppose it would do
Hank some good to be witten up."

"Not as rmuch as that, and by damm | don't need your nother dropping in for a visit," Hank said. He
poured ne anot her drink.

"Well, forget it, then." | hoisted the martini. "Here's to Dansworth. It's quite a place."

It was, too. Although we were a hundred feet under water, the Shield' s apartnment wasn't small or
gl oonmy. There was a bi g wi ndow | ooking out, just like the adniral's, and the same unendi ng col or
swarns of fish around the coral. Inside, the walls were concrete, and they'd hung themover with
woven mats, needl ework tapestries, pictures, and the like. There was a shelf of books on one wal
and a shelf of ship nodels on another. It was nothing |ike hones in the States where the TV

dom nates the room You could tell that the people who lived here liked to talk, and read, and do
t hi ngs toget her.

"We like it," Judy said. "Now. What's the |atest gossip? Is Gegory Tolland going to hang on as
Presi dent ? What ever happened to Aeneas MacKenzi e?"

I shrugged, and told her what the press people were saying. "MicKenzie's gone off to Baja.
Probably joined up with Hansen Enterprises," | told them "And they say Tolland's going to hang in
there. The press supports him Don't you get any news here at all?"

"Very little," Judy said. "We like it that way. No TV, and we don't read the stateside papers. Is
it true that MacKenzie found Equity Trust people in the Wite House itself?"

"It looks that way." | didn't really want to talk about it, although | suppose half the people in
the country were having the same conversation at just that nmonent. Usually Agency peopl e have
about as nmuch interest in politics as they do in Donald Duck, but some of us really thought
Tolland and his People's Alliance would put sone new pride into the United States. He'd started
off well, and certainly MacKenzie's investigations had cleaned up a ot of dirt accunulated in
Washington for thirty years. We'd helped in that. And then MacKenzie got too close to the Wite
House, and he was out, and Tolland sat there alone in the Oval Ofice. "The consensus is that
President Tolland was as surprised as anyone. At |east the press thinks so."

Hank | aughed unpleasantly. He clearly didn't believe it. Maybe he was trying to justify sonething,
i ke running out.

"I'd rather talk about Dansworth,” | told them "Hank, you never did tell me what you do here."
"I"'ma generalist. Sea farm ng nethods, nostly. Some clunsy engi neering. D ving- Acadenic
training's not worth a hoot conpared to just getting down there and fooling around. W' ve stil

got alot to learn.”

"Do you dive too?" | asked Judy.

"Ch, sure. | have to. |I'mthe schoolteacher. A lot of the classes are out on the reefs.”

"I'sn't that dangerous for the kids?"

"Alittle. Traffic accidents are bad for children too. And we don't have gangs and ruggi ngs or
snog or enriched white flour."

"Yeah." Paradi se. There was sonet hing el se about Dansworth. Everybody was doi ng somethi ng he was
interested in. | wondered when I'd | ast net anybody like that. There are a |lot of go-getters with
the big international corporations, but they're in short supply back hone.

And yet. It's ny country. We built Dansworth. The arcol ogy projects in the Mdwest haven't worked
so well, but we'll lick that too. We're finding ourselves again.

D nner was fish, of course. Al kinds of fish. There was one thing that tasted |ike steak, and
asked about it, "Whal e?"

They all shuddered. "No, it's beef. Dr. Peterson sent steaks over in your honor," Judy said. Her
throat seened tight. Hank didn't | ook too good either, and | thought the kid was going to throw
up. It was very quiet in the room

"OK, what's wong?" | asked. "Qoviously |I put ny foot init."

"You woul dn't really eat a whale, would you?" Hose-nose asked. H s eyes were as big as saucers. "I
mean not really "

"l never have, as far as | know," | answered. "But-l thought they were raising whales for food out
here. "

"No. That's over," Hank said. "G deon-did you neet Jolly? Dr. Peterson's talking dol phi n?"
"Sure."

"Woul d you eat hinP"

"Good Lord, no."

"Whal es may be at |east as smart as dol phins. Killer whales certainly are-of course they're a kind
of dol phin anyway. But even if the bigger whales aren't as intelligent as we are, they're nore
|ike apes or gorillas than cattle. They're aware. Wuld you eat nonkeys?"

"I see what you're getting at." | sawit, but | didn't have the enptions they did. It really
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di sturbed them

"The reason we can let the children swimw thout worrying about themis the dol phins watch out for
them " Judy said. "We wouldn't be able to operate this place w thout them?"”

"But whal es eat dol phins," | protested. "Don't they?"

"Killer whales do," Hank said. "OK. | grant that, and the dol phins have no use for their overgrown
cousins. But dogs eat sheep too, until they're taught to take care of them It's the sane thing."
"You have killer whal es here?"

"No. They'd be too hard to take care of," Hank said. "W're concentrating on training the dol phins
right now. But there'll conme a tine-"

"And what about sharks?" | asked. "Any chance of taning then?"

"No. They're vicious and stupid, and you can't even hate them | suppose they have a place in
nature, but there's none for them here."

Hank's voice had an edge to it when he said that. | wondered if he was thinking the sane thing
was. He'd been a shark, and he'd found a place here. A bloody traitor to the Agency, a nman who'd
run out, making it just that nuch harder for the rest of us.

* * *

After dinner, we sat around watching the fish look in at us. They were attracted to the lights.
There were dol phins too, including a baby that kept perfect station just behind and under her

mother. | was told I'd neet themthe next day.
Hank and Judy kept asking ne about the States, and they didn't like what | told them That didn't
surprise nme. Even after a few hours here, | could feel the contrast with the way we |ived at hone.

Everyone at Dansworth had a purpose, but back hone we all seemto be like a man hanging on to a
rope over the edge of a cliff, and nobody seens to quite know what to do about it. Until sonebody
does, it's ny job to keep sonme charlie fromsawing the rope in two. God knows there are enough
trying it.

They'd listen to stories about the Qutside for a while, then they'd get off onto sonething el se
going on at Dansworth. M nerals. Ecological farmng, fish, and plants, pollution-free power,

tal king to dol phins. Hank was working on all of it, trying to keep track of the big picture, but
there was so nuch going on he always had nore to do than he had tinme for

That's when | really hated Hank Shields. He was enthusiastic about his work. He had a wife and
family. He had a job he really believed in. He slept nights, with none of those little doubts that
grow and grow in the quiet darkness until you get up and turn on the lights. He had all the things
I'd never have, and why shoul d he?

He'd been one of us. He'd quit. W can't quit, but Hank Shields had tried it. Now he sat snugly in
his living room with his lovely wife, and thought about this Paradise he lived in. He thought he
was safe.

He' d soon learn different.

* * *

For our first day's diving we used only masks and snorkels and fins. The water was clear, and
there were fish everywhere. | was surprised to see Pacific barracuda swi mmi ng near us, and they
made ne nervous, but Hank said they wouldn't hurt anyone. They hardly ever did back in the States,
of course, and here they were well fed and the vicious ones weeded out.

The dol phins did that. W'd no sooner gone off the platforminto the water, Hank and ne and Hose-
nose, than five dol phins cane around. Hank had a little box attached to his belt, and he played a
tune on sone keys sticking out of it. The dol phins arranged thenselves in front of us, and I'd
swear they were |aughing at us.

"This is Jill," Hank said, pointing to the nother |I'd seen the night before. "And the little one's
Sarah. Jill, meet G deon Starr." He al so made clicks and wheezes on the box.

"You telling me she understands English?" | asked.

"Quite a lot. So does Junbo, the big nale there," Hank said. The dol phins | aughed again. "But none
of these can speak English, at |east not so that you could understand them W' re teaching Sarah
but she's very young. Actually she doesn't speak dol phin very well either. She's |earning both

| anguages together."”

Hose- nose was sw nming around the big fenal e dol phin, pushing Sarah away from her nother. Jil
turned in a tight circle, Sarah follow ng exactly, |eaving Hose-nose behind and then com ng up
face-to-face with the boy. The dol phin chattered | oudly.

"Stop it, Albert," Hank said wearily. "You know better." He turned to ne. "Kids. He knows that
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dol phins don't |ike people messing with their children. Jill won't actually hurt him and Hose-
nose counts on it. Well, G deon, you ready for a wild ride?"

Hank produced harness things, big rigid rings with trapeze bars hangi ng behind them The dol phins
stuck their bills into the rings, and we each grabbed a bar. Hose-nose had Jill and | drew Junbo,

whil e another nale called ' Fonso towed Hank. W noved through the kel p beds at about five knots,
with a kal ei doscope of colors flashing below us. The other two dol phins ranged around us in tight
circles, charging toward nme and then diving under just as it seemed a collision was inevitable. It
took me a while to get used to it, and | saw Hank watching ne out of the corner of his eye, while
Hose- nose was openly | aughi ng.
| was dammed if |I'd give themanything to | augh about, but there were a couple of tinmes |I held ny
breath. A six hundred pound dol phin is big, and when he comes straight at you noving about twenty
knots, it's scary.
It was al so hard to manage ny snorkel at those speeds. W made enough of a wake to swanp the thing
quite often, so | was pretty busy keeping nmy mask clear of water and trying not to inhale too rmuch
brine. Eventually Hank nmade nore clicks and wheezes on his box and the dol phins sl owed down a hit.
I was sure |'d been tested, and wondered if it were standard treatnent for visitors. Dudes are
fair game anywhere.
| saw how t he barracuda- managenent program worked about an hour out. W were free swiming in kelp
beds, the giant fronded stuff that grows off Catalina Island, diving down anong the fish and
wat chi ng sea otters collect the spiny sea-urchins to take themup to the surface and crack them
One of the barracuda got too interested in an otter, and the dol phins converged around it. The
barracuda realized its mstake i Mmediately and darted off, doing naybe thirty-five knots, rnuch
faster than a dol phin, but one of the dol phins had anticipated that. It had started on a
conver gi ng course before the barracuda saw hi m and snap
| began to have a healthy respect for dolphin teeth. The barracuda made a nice nmeal for the five
of them a tidbit apiece, with Sarah getting nost of the innards.
Wel |, people keep dogs, and they have big teeth. Famlies will trust their babies to the tenper of
an Alsatian that could take the kid apart in three bites, yet puts up with being sat on and ri dden
but dogs have been bred for that behavior for thousands of years. The dol phins are only wild
ani mal s.
O are they? They aren't really wild, and is it fair to call anything that smart an aninal ?

We went out again the next norning. The Shields had a | ock system so you could go out fromtheir
hone, twenty fathons down; at that depth we were bel ow nost of the kel p, although there were sone
giant fronds growing up fromplatforns attached to the deep-layer corridors and | abs. A couple of
sail ors brought over equipnment for me and got it fitted properly, while Hank and Hose-nose put on
their own gear. The kid was enjoying his respite fromclasses, and Judy Shiel ds was mad because
she couldn't cone with us. She had to teach the school her son was playing hooky from

They used helnets with a faceplate that covered the whole face, nouth and all. |1'd never used that
system before. The advantage was you could talk with it, and | could understand Hank a few feet
away, although it was tough; but there was also a plug-in systemto connect to the underwater

sl ed, and when we were all attached to that, everything was easy. There was a little garbling, but
not rmuch.

The sled was a four-man job with two pairs of seats protected by what |I'd have call ed w nd-screens
except that of course these were water-screens. It was powered by batteries, and held air tanks so
we didn't have to use the backpack air while we travel ed around the station. Wien we got outside
and Hank showed nme how t he system worked, he used the dol phin-tal ker box to play a tune. Junbo,

Jill, and Sarah showed up.
"We'll only need Junmbo," Hank explained. H's voice sounded heavy and a little nushy in ny hel nmet
phones. "Jill's off duty anyway, of course, because raising Sarah's a full-tinme job. The others

have work to do."

It took a little while for our eyes to get accustoned to the Iight down that far, and | was
surprised to see just how nuch filtered through to twenty fathons. There weren't nany reds or

yell ows, of course; water absorbs that end of the spectrum so that down that deep everything seens
to be different shades of blues and greens.

We took the sled out to the edges of the great colored patches of diatons and pl ankton that
surrounded the upwelling cold water with its nutrients. There weren't any structures out here, and
it was officially not part of Dansworth at all, but Hank wanted to show ne the col or changes. W
were up to about sixty feet now, but we'd been down a couple of hours. On the way the dol phins

pl ayed their game with the sled, darting ahead and then racing back to do a couple of tight turns
around us, urging Hank to get up nore speed.
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Finally |I asked Hank about deconpression

"No problem" he said. "Judy'll have the whol e apartnment pressurized when we get back. W'lIl go in
and let the systemtake care of gradual deconpression-or leave it pressurized if you want to go
out tomorrow. That's one of the big advantages at Dansworth, the deep-water boys can get saturated
and stay at pressure as |long as they want."

"What do you do if you want to get down really deep?" | asked. As we'd cruised through the |ast of
the experinental kelp farms a couple of niles back, I'd seen the winking lights of the mning
operations far below, down at the top of the Seanount itself.

"Have to use special gas mxtures," Hank said. "Expensive. Helium s gone out of sight. W use
rebreat her systens so we won't waste it."

"I want to try that. The editors insist on coverage of the deep mnes."

"Better to use the crabs," Hank said. "Little subs. The outside gear takes a lot of training."
"I've been down with Navy gear," | told him "And out into space for that matter. It can't be all
that different."

"It is, though. Well, OK maybe next week. Can't bring the boy."

Hose- nose munbl ed di sappoi ntnment. He'd seen all this before, although he said he hadn't been this
far fromthe Station itself before, and he wanted to see the mnines

We swam around t he edges of color patches. The cold water spreading out to here made distinct

| ayered patches in the warmtropic waters, each |ayer edgi ng downward away from the upwelling
point. There were different critters in each layer, and the |layers were separated by twenty or
thirty feet of water. The scene was fascinating.

W were about ready to turn back when we heard a shrill whistle and | oud scream | |ooked around,
scared stiff, then decided it was the dol phins playing games on us.

Hank had his box out and played a series of clucks and gobbles on it. One of the dol phins

answer ed.

"Qui ck!" Hank shouted. "Into the sled! Shark!"

Hose- nose noved toward the sled fast. | was confused, not knowi ng what to do for a second, and
stayed with Hank. W swamtoward the sled, and then, just beyond it, | saw the thing.

It was a big blue shark, over twenty feet anyway, and it was charging toward little Sarah while
Jill tried to stay between the shark and her daughter. | didn't see Junbo at all.

The shark was beautiful. It raced through the deep water, a blue deadly torpedo, straight toward

t he baby dol phin. Jill would have had no troubl e keeping away fromit if she hadn't been worried
about Sarah, but now she was right in its path.

Even fromforty feet away | could hear the underwater crunch as the shark hit the big dol phin.
Jill whirled away, tunbling and twirling, and the shark headed for the baby.

It was |like watching a bad novie, all in slow notion it seenmed, although nothing was noving slowy
at all. We were kicking hard to get to the sled, and the shark took another tight turn and cane
back at the little dol phin and Hose-nose was screani ng sonething and we couldn't get to the sled
intinm and even if we could I didn't know what to do-

Junbo cane from nowhere and struck the shark just behind its gills. He had conme on at full tilt,
seven- hundred pounds of dol phin noving at twenty-five knots, and the inpact was terrific.

It didn't seemto affect the shark at all. The deadly blue shape was knocked off course and m ssed
Sarah but that was all. It started another tight turn, while Junbo whirled with it, trying to get
up speed and at the sanme tine keep the shark off the baby.

Sarah was naking scream ng clicks and kept trying to get to her usual station behind and bel ow her
nmot her, but Jill was tunbling out of control and I was sure she was dead.

We reached the sled and Hank took a long lance with a slender ice-pick tip froma rack along the
sides. There were other |ances there and | grabbed one and fol | owed.

"Stay with the sled!'" Hank shouted. "Button her up!"

"Yeah, do that!" | told Hose-nose. | kept right with Hank. He | ooked back for just a glance to see
I was with him a twi sted | ook of pain and rage and thanks all at the sane tine.

W got to the two dol phins and took up positions on each side, |lances held out toward the shark
Once we were there, Junbo streaked off to get up nonentum

The shark didn't |ike the situation now | don't know just how conscious these things are, but it
had t hree functional enemies, none as big as it was, but all acting aggressively.

On the other hand, there was a faint trail of blood fromJill and that attracted the shark. | saw
that Jill wasn't dead, but she wasn't under control either. The inpact had done something to her

knocked her unconsci ous perhaps.

The shark circled. Junbo flashed at it, and the shark dodged in a tight turn above us, then when
he was past made up its mnd and started straight toward ne. | kept the lance pointed out at it.
It seened that | had plenty of tine, although the whole battle hadn't |asted nore than a m nute.
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The shark was noving fast and | didn't knowif | could hit it straight on. Just before it got into
range of the | ance, Junbo was there again, wham, striking the shark at the sanme place, just aft
of the gills, and diverting it. As it passed overhead | ramed the |ance deep into its belly.

It was a charged lance, and it should have injected a full bottle of CO2 into the shark. | cursed
when not hi ng happened and realized | hadn't pulled the goddam safety pin out. Al |I'd done was
give the shark a tiny puncture wound, nothing that would hurt it at all

It did the job, though. The shark flinched in surprise and turned slightly. Hank was right there
with his lance, and he hadn't forgotten. The needle went in and there was a | oud whooshi ng sound.
The shark wriggled for a second, then started floating upward, fast, its insides blown up and
conpressed and great bubbles of bloody gas coming fromits nouth and gill slits. Junbo cane
scream ng around in another tight circle and ramed it am dshi ps, forcing out nore blood, but the
nmonst er was dead and headed topside, buoyed up by the gas injected into its innards.

Hank was still shouting. He was under the unconscious dol phin, pushing it upward toward the
surface, kicking hard. Jill had neutral buoyancy; she wasn't heavy, but she was very massive, and
it was slow work. | swam al ongsi de and ki cked upward, pushing at that great heavy body. She felt

warm and hard, alnost rigid. Sarah kept sw nmm ng around us, screaning plaintively. Then Junbo was
there pushing upward as well.
"Get back down!" Hank ordered. "You'll have the bends."

"So will you." | kept shoving upward. It seened to take forever, but the Iight was getting
brighter.

He didn't say anything else, and after a long tinme we broke surface, | had managed to keep the
pressures equalized and breathe out steadily on the way up, only taking in a few breaths at
intervals. It would be a while before we felt anything, | decided. W didn't have any enbolism
problems. O if we did, | didn't feel anything. Yet.

When we got the bl ow hole above water, Jill let out a long whistle of breath and started breathing

agai n. She was thrashing around feebly, unable to keep herself above water wi thout help. The only
blood | could see was froman irregular tear just below her fin, whether shark-bite or just
abrasion fromthe sand-paper sides of the blue shark I couldn't tell.

Hank pl ayed another tune on his call-box and Junbo darted away fromus, swinming in a big circle
t hat kept wi dening before coning back and making clicking grunts.

"No nore sharks in sight," Hank translated. He stuck his hel met down bel ow the surface and

shout ed. "Hose-nose!"

"Yes, sir." The kid's voice was faint but we could hear it. | couldn't make out any expression in
it, but I could inmagi ne what the boy was thinking. He was well-trained, to stay down there while
his father brought his friend-Jill was certainly nore than a pet-up to the surface.

"Go get help. Junbo will stay with us."

"Yes, sir." There was a pause. "Is Jill all right?"

"She's alive. Cet going."

"Yes, sir."

I heard the sled nmotor start up, a high-pitched whine, and then it receded. W were al one up
there, saturated with nitrogen and hol ding up a bl eeding dol phin, while nore sharks m ght cone

around at any nmonent. | thought | renenbered that blues hunt alone. | also remenbered that sharks
can snell blood for niles.

"All right, get back down to forty feet," Hank ordered. "Junbo and I'Il hold her up. Stay five

m nutes and then cone up and relieve me. Your lance is still armed, isn't it?"

"Yes. OK." | let air out of the buoyancy conpensator and sank slowy. It didn't need two to hold
up the dol phin. At least not two nmen; Junbo was doi ng nost of the work anyway, but he couldn't
quite hold Jill alone. It took soneone on the other side to do that, to keep her fromrotati ng and

falling away.

The five minutes took forever, then |I surfaced again. Hank nmade nore noi ses on his call-box,
sendi ng Junbo on another long patrol out around us. Wen the dol phin returned, Hank gave ne his

pl ace. He seened a bit grey and sweaty under his faceplate and | thought he had a touch of the
bends, or an enbolism or both. The only thing we could do for that was to get hi mdown again, and
| pointed enphatically. He nodded.

"Thanks," he said. Then he sank out of sight, and | was al one on the surface.

Not really alone, | decided. There was Junbo on the other side of our burden, and Sarah just under
us, still clicking and whistling but not so plaintively now. Junbo clicked at her, and she was
quiet. There were swells, about five feet high, with tiny whitecaps on them and it was hard to
hol d the dol phin upright so the bl ow hole was above water. | kept getting salt water into ny nask
and it was hard to clear. | was still on tanks; a snorkel would have been fl ooded. The sun was
hot, but the water was only warm friendly, confortable except for the waves. | cursed them
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W floated there, Junmbo and I, holding up the wounded dol phin, and I thought about Hank Shi el ds.
We'd worked well together, and the only nistake had been mine. A stupid one at that. Shields had
been a good man. He was doing a good job here at Dansworth. He wasn't hurting anyone. He and the
work at Dansworth were hel ping nake |ife better for people in the States.

That wasn't a profitable way of thinking. Shields was a goddamtraitor. He'd run out on the team
Maybe what he was doi ng now was nore inportant, but that wasn't my decision

Junbo nade nore sounds at me, but | couldn't understand them "No conmprende,” | said, then |aughed
at nyself. For some reason |'d used a | anguage foreign to me, thinking Junbo nmight know that. O
course he wouldn't understand any | anguage | knew. Except perhaps English. "I don't understand,"
said as clearly as | could.

"OK," the dolphin replied. It was quite clear and distinct. He began nudging Jill, and she
responded a bit, noving her tail about to help keep hersel f above water. She breathed noisily,
After a while she could hold herself up with only a little help. | pointed out toward the sea and
made a big circular novenent with my arm "Sharks?" | call ed.

Jill clicked sonething that sounded scared. Sarah clicked back

"No. OK," Junbo said. Again it was quite clear enough to understand. He darted away, |leaving nme to
hold Jill with her help. He tore off in a big circle and stayed out there a long tinme. \Wen he got
back, he made clicking noises.

"Anot her shark out there," | heard. "Probably a |lot of them They'll eat the dead one first." This
wasn't fromthe dolphin but it took a nonment to realize | was hearing Hank's voice fromseventy
feet down. "I can't cone up, |I'mafraid. Can you hold on?"

"Sure!" | called. I wondered. But Junbo was racing around us in a tight circle now, and | had ny

|l ance. | took the bright red ribbon hanging on the safety pin and pulled it out, then held the

I ance warily. The thing was as dangerous to hunmans and dol phins as it was to sharks.

| thought about the sharks. Cone to blood fromniles away. Eat each other. Stupid, single-ninded
killers. | didn't like the thought.

After a while | saw Hank rising frombel ow. He hadn't given nme any warning, and ny | ance was

poi nted sl antingly downward, just where he'd cone up, the point probably invisible because he'd be
| ooking up at the bright surface and the | ance was shadowed by the dol phin and her daughter

It was sinple. An accident, and no questions. He was swi mming badly, and | was sure he was
suffering, how bad | couldn't tell

An accident. No witnesses. Terminate with extrene prejudice. He was al nbst to the point of ny

| ance now. A tiny novement and he'd be a closed file entry-

No. He was a goddamtraitor, but he' d fought to keep the dolphin alive. He'd earned that rmuch. The
sharks night cone back, and I'd need him The Job could cone later. Right now, | wasn't risking
the dol phin. It made an ironic joke, because ny supervisor hates dol phins nore than he hated Hank
Shi el ds.

"CGet your ass down there under pressure!" | shouted. "You're in no goddam condition to cone to the
top." | shifted the | ance point so that it missed him "And give nme warning when you come up. You
al nost inpal ed yourself."

He | ooked at ne funny. It was a knowing look, and it said a lot. | frowned. "Get below"

He sank back down without a word. A Navy recovery boat with a conpressi on chanber reached us about
twenty minutes later, but it was only ten m nutes before a whole school of angry dol phins was
around us, |ooking for sharks to kill. They found two.

They | et Hank conme honme for dinner. He'd suffered a painful enphysena, but nothing permanent. W
ate dinner in the Shield s apartnent pressurized to fifty feet. It was a quiet dinner, and
afterwards he sent the boy off to his room

"Thanks," he said. "Don't think I could have saved Jill by nyself. The babies always die if they

| ose their nothers, and Sarah's the best prospect we've ever had. You did a good job of work

t oday. "

"So did you."

"I try. Maybe I'Il earn my way back into the human race."

Before | could say anything, Judy cane back into the room She |ooked at Hank sprawl ed out in a
reclining chair and clucked at him A bubble had forned inside his chest cavity, and another under
the skin at his neck. Reconpression forced them back into solution, and now we were paying the
penalty by being confined while the pressure was slowy reduced. It wasn't really a problem since
| arge parts of Dansworth stay under pressure all the tine.

"Quess you can't take nme diving tonorrow, " | said.

"No. Surgeon says it'll be a week. | expect you don't want to go without ne," Hank said slowy.
"Be no point toit. Right?"
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| 1 ooked up sharply. Judy was frowning, not really understanding. | couldn't keep from watching
her. She remi nded ne of ny sister, all right, but even nore of the last girl 1'd really been
serious about. The one |'d driven away because of the Job. It would be easy to be in |love with
her, and she was going to be al one pretty soon

"We' || dive together next week," Hank said. "Can't put it off forever. If | don't take you
there'll be sonebody el se show up for the sanme dive. Right?"

"Yes." So he understood. | wondered what had given ne away.

"We're pretty heavily insured here," Hank said slowy.

"The Navy pays staggering prem ums, but our famlies are well provided for if there's an
accident." He saw Judy about to say sonething, and continued, "So if you haven't filled out the
forns yet, you ought to. You'll be covered, be a pity if you haven't set things up properly.

Mor bi d subject, of course. Let's change it."

We did, tal king about dol phins, and about sea farns and the power plants. And sharks.

"They adapt," Hank said. "We've tried the lot. Electric signals, noises, chenical s-nothing stops
themall. But nobst avoid this place. The dol phins hunt them I|f sharks weren't so stupid, they
woul dn't cone around at all; but there're so nany fish here, and the wastes fromthe processing
plant can't be conpletely disposed of without getting some blood and guts in the water. W were
upcurrent of that, and usually the sharks don't conme there. | doubt it would have attacked us
anyway, except for Sarah. Baby dol phin's a tasty dish to a shark."

Judy shuddered. "I've never seen a shark attack," she said. "But Hank, you were out of your m nd
to take Al bert out beyond the perineter. Close to the Station we've always got plenty of dol phins
on patrol, but out there with just Junbo-1 w sh you wouldn't take the boy out that far again."”

"I won't," he said. He stood and put his armlightly around her. "It's been a good five years," he
said. He wasn't talking to anyone in particular. He kissed her. "I'ma little tired. G deon, if
you'll excuse ne, |'msure Judy can entertain you-"

"No, of course not," | said, and went off to ny owmn room | had a lot to think about, and | didn't
want Judy's conpany just then. | wasn't sure | wanted my own.

They put ne through a week of training before they'd et nme take a deep dive to the mne sites. It
was anot her week after that before the surgeons would | et Hank go with ne.

We went down in a concrete shaft that contained a series of elevators. Every hundred feet we'd
have to get out and pass through a pressuretight door. Not only did the pressures change at each
depth, but the gas mixtures as well, and at the third we had to put on our hearing aids.

They weren't really hearing aids, of course. They were tiny conputers and el ectronic speech-
filtering devices. The gas mixtures used to let nmen live at the | ower depths and hi gher pressures
contained a lot of helium and a nman talking in a heiiumoxygen nixture sounds |ike Donald Duck.
Sone of the old-tinmers could understand each other without hearing aids, or clainmed to, but nost
peopl e can't make out a word.

The hearing aids take that gobbl e-gobble and suppress sone of the frequencies while anplifying
others, so that the result sounds |ike normal speech in a flat nonotone. It's inpossible to get
much expression into a voice, but you can be intelligible.

We went on down until we were at the | owest level, 780 feet below the surface. There was a | arge
structure there, with |l aboratories and quarters for the worknmen, nostly Navy peopl e.

It was also cold. They heated the structures, and they had plenty of power to do it with, but

hel i um conducts heat better than norrmal air. You feel heat |osses and feel themfast. Wen we went
outside we'd need heated wet suits too. The water at that depth is quite cold.

The first couple of days we took it easy, going out with a gang of Navy nen to watch the m ning
operations. They were just getting started good, sinking shafts into the sides of the Seanount,
taki ng sanples for the scientists as they dug. Everybody was excited about what they were
learning. This was the United States' first chance to catch up with the big internationa
corporations who had a big edge in undersea mning technol ogy.

On the third day we went out alone. It was dark and gl oony except where our |ights pointed, and
there were ghastly streaks of phosphorescence everywhere. It reninded ne of sone big city,
deserted at night, and it had the same air of indefinable menace. The dol phins couldn't cone with
us, although Jumbo and Fonso were overhead, and once in a while one or the other would dive down
to our level, chatter at Hank for a second and get a reply fromhis belt call-box, then head back
topsi de. The depth was extrene for dol phins, Hank said, and although they were breathing surface
air rather than high-pressure stuff as we did, so they could go up and down wi t hout deconpression
problens, at that depth nitrogen will go into solution quite rapidly; the dol phins had to watch
out for enbolisns and bends thensel ves.

It wasn't quiet down there, and we weren't alone. There were hundreds of tiny clicking sounds,
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which | didn't understand until Hank took ne to the Seamount itself and | saw little shrinp, or
things that |ooked like them scuttling along on the bottom They made snappi ng noi ses with their
pi ncers.

There were also things like eels, not very large, and strange-looking fish, also small. The rea
deep-bottom nonsters are nmuch Farther down, of course, down where nen can't get to them w t hout
bat hyscaphes and protective equi prent; but these were strange enough. There was one thing about
seven inches long, dark blue in the yellowglaring lights, and it seemed to be all teeth and eyes.
I"'mtold it can swallow fish larger than itself.

Not hi ng seenmed interested in us one way or another. W could get quite close to the fish-not that
I'd want to touch any of them It was a fascinating scene, but a little scary, and the know edge
that anything going wong with the gear would kill us instantly didn't help. | don't like
situations where | have to rely on equi pnent sonme unknown tech has made.

W swam around the bottomuntil we were out of sight of the lights of the station and m ning
operations. The top of the Seambunt was fairly flat, and rocky, scoured clean of nud, with snal
pebbl es between the | arger rocks. Even down this far were anenpnes and barnacles with feathery
flowers waving gently in the current. Once in a while larger fish up to a couple of feet |ong
woul d cruise by. | kept watching for squid or octopus, but | didn't see any.

There was a light far ahead of us and Hank waved ne toward it. W cruised gently al ong, conserving
energy. The rebreather apparatus didn't even | eave bubbl es behind, and despite our |ights nothing
paid nuch attention to us; | began to feel like a ghostly intruder, unable to affect anything, an
observer in a plane of existence | didn't belong to.

The light turned out to be a shelter. It was a hem spheric donme held up fromthe bottomon stilts.
The hat chway underneath swung upward and opened at a touch. W cane up inside a space about thirty
feet in dianeter and fifteen high. Cabinets lined the walls, and there were nore | ockers under | ow
benches. Pl exi gl ass wi ndows | ooked out onto the Seanpunt and its surprising inhabitants.

The shelter was heated, and we coul d di sconnect our batteries. | took a seat, and gratefully
renoved the scuba gear with Hank's hel p. Then he was taking off his own, his back toward ne, and
had the | ong shark dart, safety still on because |I didn't want himto float. | ainmed it just under

t he di aphragm and ny hand woul dn't nove.

He finished taking off his gear and sat across fromne. W didn't say anything for a long tine.
"I't's not going to do either one of us any good," he said finally. "Wiy the hell don't you get it
over ?"

"CGet what over?"

"1"ve had you made since you cane here. G deon Starr. Science reporter, able to nove around and

i ntervi ew al nost anybody- Great cover, G deon. | knew about you before | |left the Agency."

"I see. They don't know that, back at Langley." | watched himwarily now. W couldn't just |eave
here and go swiming again, not with it out in the open like this.

"I thought they might not. | can't run, you know. \Where could | go? And |I'm sure your people are
wat chi ng the transports.”

"Hunph." 1 didn't say anything else, but he knew what | was thinking. Anybody as good as he was
woul dn't have any trouble outwi tting gate-watchers.

"Yeah. OK, I'mtired of running. | like it here, G deon. And what good does it do Judy? That how
you spotted us? She's not too good at this gane."

"No, it was the dol phins," | said. "Turner. You renenber Turner?"

He grimaced. "Sure. Holier than thou. Anerica for the Good Americans, whoever the hell they are.
think he likes term nation orders. Wiat's he got to do with this?"

"He hates dol phins," | said. "Afraid they'|ll replace people or sonething. Reads everything he can
find on them Sonething he read nade hi mwonder if you were out here at Dansworth. | don't know
what it was, but he had Plans take a | ook. Then we spotted your wife."

"I see. Yeah, there was a Science article that might have given me away, but | didn't think
anybody in the Conmpany would read it. "

"He did. And really got mad. Doubl e traltor he called you. Traitor to the Agency, and traitor to
t he whol e human race. Not that the dol phins made any difference. Harold Braden. OK, you cut and
ran. There's a few get away with that. But not when they warn their subject first. W can't allow
that, Braden." | shifted the shark dart in my hand, turning it over and over, wondering what woul d
happen if he decided to fight. He was nearly as big as | am and he'd been a good nman in his day.
But he was out of training, and he seened to have given up

| had to renenber that a man hasn't really given up until he's dead. Not a real man.

"Call me Hank," he said. "I killed Harold Braden five years ago. Did they tell you who the subject
was? The man | warned?"
"No. "
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"Aeneas MacKenzie."

I whistled. It didn't come out as much; the hearing aids weren't designed for that. The whol e
conversation had an eerie quality, as we talked of life and death in flat nonotones. "MacKenzie.
G eg Tolland's manager. If you'd got him Tolland woul dn't have been President. . . ."l| thought
for a noment. Five years. "It was after the election! Tolland's orders!" Again the exclamation
points didn't cone through. Al Hank could have heard was anot her nobnotone.

"Yeah. | know. "

But 1'd believed the story. Tolland nade Aeneas MacKenzie his Solicitor General, and MacKenzie
found graft and corruption all through Tolland's People's Alliance. It had nearly destroyed

Presi dent Tolland, but we all believed he hadn't known any of it until MacKenzi e uncovered the
ness.

Only Toll and ordered MacKenzie terminated with extreme prejudice before he even started his

i nvesti gations.

"You know MacKenzi e's gone over to Hansen Enterprises?" | asked.

"You told nme." Hank kept watching nme, and every now and then he'd | ook away, out the wi ndows, to
wat ch the fish and shrinp cruising past; and when he'd | ook back again, he did it with surprise
that he was still alive. "I guess it figures. Laurie Jo Hansen never had much use for Greg Toll and
to begin with." He | aughed. The hearing aids nade it come out "Ha. Ha. Ha." And a snort. "Funny.
We al ways thought the big corporations were the eneny."

"They are. You know how t hey work."

"Sure. How do we work?"

"It's different. We've got no choices. We're soldiers. How el se can the people fight that kind of
power? Don't play games with ny head, Shields. It won't work."

"Didn't think it would. You can't admit you're wong. You've spilled too nuch blood for the cause.
Admit you're wong and you're a nmonster. | know, G deon. | know'

W were quiet for a while. Finally | said, "Hanson's got a set-up like this in the Sea of Cortez.
Experimental . Not full production scale."

Hank nodded. "Pity | didn't run to her in the first place. You' d have had your problens getting to
me. Too | ate now. Not even Hansen coul d keep your people away fromne. Not forever. And |I'd al ways
cone out in the open if the famly was involved."

Family. | thought about Judy. She'd be al one soon. And that was stupid, because I'd always be

al one. "Nobody'd | ook for a dead man."

I don't know why | said that. In ny business you do your job and that's all. Hank was right, you
can't question your orders. If the people at the top don't know what they're doing, if it isn't

worth it, what are you? A goddamhired killer, a crimnal, and |'"'mnot that, |'ma patriot. A
sol di er.

Hank gave nme another funny |look. "If you report nme dead and | turn up again-"

"Yeah." |f that happened, | was neat, | should be. One day I'd find nyself across a room from

sonmebody |i ke G deon Starr. Get it over, my mind said. Hank was | ooki ng out the w ndow agai n. One
quick thrust. O the right blow, and push himout w thout the SCUBA gear. Wthout the gear he'd go
strai ght up, and nobody had ever survived a free ascent fromthose depths. He'd float, |ungs
ruptured, enmbolisns all through his blood and brain. Quick, painless, and easy to explain.

And | knew | wasn't going to do it. "If a nman bought it with his gear on down here, he'd go right
to the bottom" | said. "No way ever to find a body."

"But he'd have to | eave Dansworth. You think I'd get past your people?" He turned to face ne
again, but this time he didn't | ook surprised. Just tired. "I told you, Gdeon, | killed Harold
Braden. Hank Shiel ds doesn't let his friends trade their lives for him"

"Friends?"

"By me, yeah." He didn't say anything else, but | remenbered how it was with the two of us
swinming Jill to the surface, watching for sharks, waiting for the flash of pain in the head that
signals enbolism or the crippling stab in the joint from bends.

W sat there sonme nore, thinking. "If you got to Hansen's outfit off the Baja coast, you' d be OK "

| said finally. "Seven hundred mles. Open water. Don't dol phins go that far?"

This time he really | ooked at ne.

"There are spare air bottles in here, aren't there?" | asked. "Air and helium oxy? Enough to | et
you deconpress? And you've got the call-box. Trust the dol phins to take you seven hundred mil es?"
He t hought about it. "W'd make about ten knots. Three days. Warmwater." He started rooting
around in the lockers and came up with canteens. "Fresh water. | won't need food. The dol phins can
catch fish, and a nan can live a long tine on fresh raw fish. How Il you explain the supplies

m ssing from here?"

"Who's to know we were ever here? I'l|l have good stories, for the Navy and for the Agency. You're
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down in that muck, in five hundred fathons."

"You're crazy. They'll watch Judy. | have to send for her, G deon. \When she comes to Hansen's
outfit, they' Il suspect. Then we've both had it."

"They won't bother with her. Not if you're dead."

"Wy, G deon?" he asked,

"Get the hell out of here. Just do it." Please. Before | change ny mnd, before | get ny sanity
back. For God's sake, Hank, go, please, go

He put on the SCUBA gear and gathered up water bottles. Then he nade a neat tow ng package of the
other stuff, heliumoxy bottles, and sone pure oxygen for when he got closer to the surface and
woul dn't get oxygen poi soning. He could stay down a long tinme with those. Mich | onger than the
deconpression tinme he'd need. If there were storns, he'd just go under. The dol phins woul d take
care of him

"Dr. Peterson's going to hate losing Jill and Sarah." He | ooked back at me for a second. "You'l
tell Judy?"

"She'll know. Not at first. Later.”

He winced. It was going to be tough on the famly. H's only other choice would be tougher. He
waved, just a quick flash of a hand, and dropped through the bottom of the shelter.

Along tinme after, as | swam al one back to the nmining station, | saw a whol e school of sharks. One
was wounded, and the others were tearing himto pieces, eating himwhile he was still alive.

I wondered if they'd see ne, but | didn't really care.

Consort

The senator | ooked fromthe bureau with its chipped paint and cracked mrror to the expensive
wonan seated on the sagging bed. My God, he thought. Wat if one of nmy constituents could see ne
now? Or the press people got wind of this?

He opened the | eather attache case and turned knobs on the console inside. Geen |lights w nked
reassuringly. He took a deep breath and turned to the girl.

"Laurie Jo, would it surprise you to know | don't give a damm whether the President is a crook or
not ?" the senator asked.

"Then why are you here?" Her voice was soft, with a note of confidence, alnost triunphant.
Senat or Hayden shook his head. This is a hell of a thing. The Senate Majority Leader neets wth
the richest wonman in the whol e goddamm world, and the only way we can trust each other is to cone
to a place like this. She picks the highway and |I pick the nmotel. Both of us have scranblers
goin', and we're still not sure nobody's makin' a tape. Hell of a thing.

"Because you night be able to prove President Tolland' s a crook. Maybe make a | ot of people
believe it," Hayden said.

"1 can."

"Yeah." She sounds so dammed confident, and if what she sent ne's a good sanple of what she's got,
she can do it, all right. "That's what scares ne, Laurie Jo. The country can't take it again."

He drew in a lungful of air. It snelled faintly of gin. Hayden exhal ed heavily and sank into the
rooms only chair. One of the springs was | oose, and it jabbed him "Christ A mighty!" he

expl oded.

"First Watergate. No sooner'n we get over that, and we're in a depression. Inflation. Ol crisis
The Equity Trust business. One dam thing after another. And when the Party gets together a rea
reformwi ng and wins the election, Tolland's own Solicitor General finds the Equity people right
next to the President!

"So hal f the Wiite House staff goes, and we get past that somehow and people still got sonething
to believe in, and you're tellin' ne you can prove the President was in on all of it. Laurie Jo,
you just can't do that to the country!"”

She spread her skirts across her knees and wi shed she'd taken the chair. She never liked sitting
wi t hout a backrest. The interview was distasteful, and she wi shed there were anot her way, but she
didn't know one. W're so nearly out of all this, she thought. So very near.

"DING "

It was a sound in her mind, but not one the senator could hear. He was sayi ng sonet hi ng about
public confidence. She half listened to him while she thought, "I WAS NOT TO BE DI STURBED. "

"M STER MC CARTNEY SAYS I T IS VERY | MPORTANT. SI GNOR ANTONELLI 1S CONCERNED ABOUT HI S NEXT

SHI PMVENT. "

"WLL IT BE ON TI ME?" she thought.

"ONLY HALF. HI S BI OLOG CALS WLL BE TWD DAYS LATE," the conputer link told her. The systemwas a
| uxury she sonetines regretted: not the cost, because a mllion dollars was very little to her
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but al though the inplanted transceiver |ink gave her access to all of her holdings and all owed her
to control the enpire she owned, it gave her no peace.

"TELL MC CARTNEY TO STALL. | WLL CALL ANTONELLI IN TWD HOURS," she thought.

"M STER MC CARTNEY SAYS ANTONELLI WLL NOT WAIT."

"TELL MC CARTNEY TO DORK HI MSELF. "

" ACKNOALEDGED. "

"AND LEAVE ME ALONE. "

" OUT. "

And that takes care of that, she thought. The conputer was programmed to take her insulting
commands and translate theminto sonmething nore polite; it wouldn't do to annoy one of her nost

i mportant executives. If he needed to be disciplined, she'd do it face to face.

The senator had stopped tal king and was | ooking at her. "I can prove it, Barry. Al of it. But |
don't want to."

Senat or Hayden felt very old. "W're al nost out of the slump,” he said. He wasn't speaking
directly to Laurie Jo any longer, and he didn't |look at her. "Got the biggest R&D budget in twenty
years. Unenploynent's down a point. People are beginning to have sone confidence again." There was
peeling wal | paper in one corner of the room Senator Hayden balled his hands into fists and the
nails dug into his pal ns.

When he had control of hinself, he nmet her eyes and was startled again at how blue they were. Dark
red hair, oval face, blue eyes, expensive clothes; she's dam near every man's dream of a woman,
and she's got nme. | never nade a dishonest deal in ny life, but God help ne, she's got ne.

I have to deal, but- "Has MacKenzie seen your stuff? Does he know?"

Lauri e Jo nodded, "Aeneas didn't want to believe it. Your nedia friends aren't the only ones who
want to think Geg Tolland s an honest nan. But he's got no choice now He has to believe it."
"Then we can't deal," Hayden said. "What the hell are you wasting nmy time for? MacKenzie won't
deal. He'll kami kaze." And do | admire himor hate himfor that?

There's somet hi ng i nhuman about a man who thinks he's justice personified. The |ast guy who got
tagged as "The Incorruptible” was that Robespierre character, and his own cronies cut his head off
when they couldn't take himany | onger.

"I'I'l take care of Aeneas," Laurie Jo said.

" How?"
"You'll have to trust ne."

"I'"ve already trusted you. I'mhere, aren't |1?" But he shook his head sadly. "Maybe | know nore'n
you think. | know MacKenzi e connected up with you after he left the Wite House. God knows you're
enough worman to turn any man around, but you don't know him Laurie Jo, you don't know himat all
if you think-"

"I have known Aeneas MacKenzie for alnpst twenty years," she said. "And |'ve been in love with him
since the first day I met him The two years we |ived together were the happiest either of us ever
had. "

"Sure," Barry Hayden said. "Sure. You knew himback in the old days before G eg Tolland was
anything nmuch. So did I. | told you, naybe | know nore'n you think. But goddamit, you didn't see
himfor ten, twelve years-"

"Si xteen years," she said. "And we had only a few weeks after that." d orious weeks, but Geg

Toll and couldn't | eave us alone. He had to spoil even that. Damm hinml | have nore than one reason
to hate Greg Tolland- "Wy don't you listen instead of talking all the time? | can handl e Aeneas.
You want political peace and quiet for a few years, and | can give themto you."

| don't listen because |'mafraid of what 1'l|l hear, the senator thought. Because | never wanted
this day to cone, and | knew it would when | went into politics, but | nanaged for this long, and
it got to lookin' like it never would come and now I'min a cheap nmotel room about to be told the

price of whatever honor |'ve got left.

God help us, she's got all the cards. If anybody can shut MacKenzie up-

The roomstill snelled of cheap gin, and the senator tasted bile at the back of his throat. "OK
Laurie Jo, what do | have to do?"

Aeneas MacKenzie switched off the newscast and stared vacantly at the blank screen. There had been
not hi ng about President Greg Tolland, and it disturbed him

H s office was a snmall cubicle of the main corridor. It was |arge enough for a desk as well as the
vi ewscreen and consol e that not only gave himinstant access to every file and data bank on

Hei ndal | Station, but also a link with the master Hansen data banks on Earth bel ow. He disliked

m crofil mand readout screens and would greatly have preferred to work with printed reports and
docunents, but that wasn't possible. Every kilogramof mass was inportant when it had to go into
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orbit.

There was never enough nmass at Heindall. Energy was no problem through the viewdort he could see
solar cells plastered over every surface, and further away was the power station, a large mrror
reflecting onto a boiler and turbine. Everything could be recycled except reacti on mass: but
whenever the scooters went out to collect supply pods boosted up fromEarth, that nmass was | ost
forever. The recent survey teamsent to the Mon had cost hideously, |eaving the station short of
fuel for its own operations.

He worked steadily on the production schedul es, balancing the station's inadequate nanpower
reserves to fill the nost critical orders w thout taking anyone off the Valkyrie project. It was
an inpossible task, and he felt a sense of pride in his partial success. It was a strange job for
the former Solicitor General of the United States, but he believed his |egal training hel ped; and
he was able to get the crewto work harder than they had thought they coul d.

Get Val kyrie finished, Laurie Jo had said. It nust be done as quickly as possible, no matter what
it does to the production schedules. She'd said that, but she couldn't have meant it; Aeneas knew
what woul d happen if Heindall didn't continue sendi ng down space- manufactured products. Hei ndal
was a valuable installation, now that there were no risks left in building it, and Laurie Jo's
partners were ruthless; if she defaulted on deliveries, they'd take it away from her.

Eventual | y the assignnments were done. By taking a construction shift himself (he estimated his
val ue at 65% as productive as a trained rigger, double what it had been when he first tried the
wor k) he could put another man on conpleting the new bi ol ogi cal production conpartment. The
schedul e woul d work, but there was no slack in it.

When he was done, he left the small conpartment and strode through the corridor outside. He was
careful to close and dog the airtight entryway into his office, as he was careful about everything
he did. As he wal ked, his eyes autonatically scanned the shining netallic cloth of Heindall's
inner walls, but he was no nore aware of that than he was of the |low spin gravity and Coriolis

ef fect.

The corridor curved upwards in front of and behind him Wen he reached the doorway to the Chief
Engi neer's office, it stood open in defiance of regulations. Aeneas nodded wyly and ignored it.
Kittridge Penrose made the regulations in the first place, and Aeneas only enforced them
Presumabl y Penrose knew what he was doing. |If he doesn't, Aeneas thought, we're all in trouble.
Penrose was in the office, as Aeneas knew he woul d be; one of his prerogatives was to know where
everyone was. The engi neer was at his desk. A conplex diagramfilled the screen to his left, and
Penrose was carefully drawing lines with a light pen. He | ooked up as Aeneas cane into the office.
"What's up, boss?"

"I don't know." Aeneas peered at the screen. Penrose noticed the puzzled | ook and touched buttons
on the consol e bel ow the picture. The di agram changed, not blinking out to be replaced, but
rearranging itself until it showed an isonetric view which Aeneas recogni zed instantly.

"Ri ght on schedule,” Penrose said. "Just playing about with some possible inprovenents. There she
is, Valkyrie, all ready to go."

"Except for the engines.”

Penrose shrugged. "You can't have everything. Nothing new from M ss Hansen about getting that
little itemtaken care of ?"

"Not yet."

"Heh. She'll manage it." Penrose went back to his game with the Iight pen. "I used to think ny
part of this was the real work," the engineer said. He sketched in another line. "But it isn't. |
just design the stuff. It's you people who get it built."”

"Thanks." And it's true enough: Laurie Jo put together the syndicate to finance this whole
station,

"Sure. Meant that, you know," Penrose said. "You ve done about as well as Captain Shorey. Didn't
think you'd be much as commander here, but I was wong." Now that, Aeneas thought, is high praise
i ndeed. And | suppose it's even true. | do fill a needed function here. Sonething | didn't do when
I was down there with Laurie Jo. Down there | was a Prince Consort, and nothing el se.

True enough | canme here because | was the only one she could trust to take control, but |I've been
nore than just her agent.

"Sit down, boss," Penrose said. "Have a drink. You look Ilike you're in need of one."

"Thanks, |'ll pass the drink." He took the other chair and watched as Penrose worked. | could
never do that, he thought, but there aren't a |lot of jobs up here that |I can't do now. .

The newscast haunted him Laurie Jo had the whole story, all the evidence needed to bring G eg
Tol |l and down. W can prove the President of the United States is a crinmnal. Wiy hasn't she done
it? Way?

I don't even dare call and ask her. W can't know soneone isn't listening in. W can't trust
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codes, we can't even trust our own conputer banks, and how have things come to this for the United
States?

"CGot a couple of newreports fromthe Lunatics,"” Penrose said. "Had a chance to go over then®"
"No. That's what | cane to talk to you about." The consol e woul d have given hi minstant

communi cations with Penrose or anyone el se aboard Heindal |, but Aeneas always preferred to go to
his people rather than speak to them as an inpersonal voice.

"Pretty good strike," Penrose said. "Another deposit of hydrides and quite a lot of mica. No
question about it, we've got everything we need.”

Aeneas nodded. It was curious: hydrogen is by orders of nmagnitude the nbst common el enment in the
uni verse, but it had been hard to find on the Mbon. There were oxides, and given the plentifu
energy available in space that neant plenty of oxygen to breathe, but hydrogen was rare.

Now t he Lunar Survey Team sent up from Heindall had found hydrogen | ocked into various ninerals.
It was avail able, and the colony was possible-if they could get there. The survey team s fue
requi renents had eaten up a lot of the nmass boosted up to Heindall, and w thout nore efficient
Earth orbit to lunar orbit transport it would take a long tinme to nmake a col ony sel f-sustai ni ng.
"We've either got to bring the survey party hone or send anot her supply capsul e,” Penrose was
saying. "Wiich is it?"

"Like to hold off that decision as |ong as we can.
Just that Laurie Jo says do it this way.

Penrose frowned. "If you'll authorize some nonkey notion, we can do the prelimnaries for going
either way. That'll hold off the decision another couple of weeks. No nore than that, though."
"All right. Do it that way."

"What's eating you, Aeneas?"

"Not hing. |'ve been up here too |ong."

"Sure." Kit Penrose didn't say that he'd been aboard Heindall nearly two years |onger than
MacKenzi e's ei ghteen nmonths, but he didn't have to,

O course, Penrose thought, |I've had ny girl here with me; and MacKenzie's seen his precisely
twice since he's been here, a couple of weekends and back she went to | ook after the noney. Wnder
what it's like to sleep with the big boss? What a silly thing to wonder about.

The di agram faded and anot her view canme on the screen. "There she is," Penrose said. "Lovely,
isn't she?"

Val kyrie may have been lovely to an engineer, but she was hardly a work of art. There was no
symretry to the ship. Since she would never |and, she had neither top nor bottom only fore and
aft. "All we need is the NERVA, and we're all set,"” Penrose said. "No reason why the whol e Mon
colony staff can't go out a week after we have the engines."

"Yes."

"Christ, how can you be so cold about it? Mon base. Plenty of mass. Metals to work with. Wo
knows, maybe even radi oactives. W can cut |oose fromthose bastards down there!" He waved at the
viewport where Earth filled the sky before the station slowy turned again to show t he sequi ned

bl ack vel vet of space. "And we've very nearly done it."

"Very nearly." But we haven't done it, and | don't see how we can.

"What we need are those military aerospace-planes," Penrose said. H s voice becane nore serious.
"I expect they'll be com ng round for visits whether we invite themor not, you know "

"Yes. Well, we got on with their chaps all right-"

"Sure," Penrose said. "Sure. Visiting astronauts and all that lot. Proud to show them around. Even
so, | can't say |'m happy they can get up here whenever they I|ike. "

"Nor |." Aeneas opened a hinged panel beside the desk and took out a coffee cup. He filled it from
a spigot near Penrose's hand. "Cannonshot," he said.

"l beg your pardon?"

"In the old days, national |aw reached out to sea as far as cannonballs could be fired from shore.
Three miles, nore or less. It becane the |egal boundary of a nation's sovereignty. There used to
be a lot of talk about international law in space, and the rest of it, but it will probably be
settled by sonmething |ike cannonshot again. Wen the national governments can get up here easily,
they'l|l assert control."

"Li ke to be gone when that happens,” Penrose said. "Can't say | want nmore regul ations and red tape
and comm ttees. Had enough of that lot."

"So have we all." Aeneas drank the coffee. "So have we all."

Penrose | aughed. "That's a strange thing to say, considering that you were one of the prime novers
of the People's Alliance."

"Maybe 1've | earned sonething fromthe experience." Aeneas stared noodily into his coffee cup. |
wasn't wong, he thought. But | wasn't right either. There's got to be nore than confort and

And pl ease don't ask why. | don't know why.
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security, and we didn't think of that, because the Cause was all the adventure we needed.

I wonder howlong it will take themto nmake space tane? Forms to fill out, regulations always
enforced, not because of safety but because they're regul ations

Penrose | ooked at the digital readouts above his drafting console: G eenw ch time, and Mountain
Daylight tine. "Big shipnent com ng up next pass over Baja. |'d best be getting ready for it."
"Yes." Aeneas listened wi thout paying nmuch attention as Penrose told himwhat the big lasers in
sout hern Baja would send up this tinme. It didn't really concern himyet, and when he needed to
know nore, the information would be avail able through his desk consol e.

As the engineer tal ked, Aeneas remenbered what it had been like to watch the | aunches: the field
covered with lasers, their mrrors all focusing onto the one large mrror beneath the tramway. The
squat shapes of the capsules on the tramway, each waiting to be brought over the |launching mrror
and thrust upward by the stabbing light, looking as if they were lifted by a fantastically swift-
growing tree rising out of the desert; the thrumm ng note of the pul sed beam singing in hot desert
air.

It had been the nbst magnificent sight he had ever seen, and Laurie Jo had built it all. Now she
was ready to nove onward, but her partners were not. They were content to own Heindall and sel
its products, raking in billions fromthe niracles that could be wought in space.

Bi ol ogi cal s of every conceivable kind. Crystals of an ultimate purity grown in nmass producti on and
infected with precisely the right contanminants, all grown in mass production

Hei ndal | had revol uti oni zed nore than one industry. Already there were hand calculators with

t houands of words of menory space, all nmade fromthe chips grown in orbit. Deserts blooned as the
production crews sent down nenbranes that woul d pass fresh water and keep salt back; they too
could be nmade cheaply only in zero gravity conditions.

Why take high risks on a Mbon base when there was so nuch nore potential to exploit in orbita
production? The investors could prove that nore nmoney was to be nade through expandi ng Hei ndal
than through sending Val kyrie exploring. They renenbered that they would never have invested in
space production at all if Laurie Jo hadn't bullied theminto it, and that had been enough to give
her some freedom of action; but they could not see profits in the Moon for many years to cone.

And they're right, Aeneas thought. Laurie Jo doesn't plan for the next phase to nake profits, not
for a long tine.

She wants the stars for herself. And what do | want? Lord God, | niss her. But |'m needed here.
have work to do, and I'd better get at it.

The airline reception | ounge was no |onger crowded. A few m nutes before, it had been filled with
Secret Service nmen and Hansen Security agents. Now there was only one of each in the roomwth
Laurie Jo. They stayed at opposite ends of the big room and they eyed each other |ike hostile
dogs.

"Rel ax, Mguel,"” Laurie Jo said. "Between us there are enough security people to protect an arnmny.
The President will be safe enough-"

"Si, Dona Laura." The elderly man's eyes never |left the |ong-haired younger nan at the other end

of the room "I amwilling to believe he is safe enough."

"For heaven's sake, |I'mneeting the President of the United States!"

"Si, Dona Laura. Don Aeneas has told ne of this man who has becone President here. | do not care
for this."

"Jesus." The Secret Service man curled his Iip in contenpt. "How did you do it?" he demanded.

"How did | do what, M. Col enan?" she asked

"Turn MacKenzi e agai nst the President! Fifteen years he was with the Chief. Fifteen years with the
Peopl e's Alliance. Now you've got himtelling tales about the Chief to your peasant friend there-"
"M guel is not a peasant."”

"Ah, Dona Laura, but I am Go on, senor. Tell us of this strange thing you do not understand."
There was anusenent in the old vaquero's eyes.

"Skip it. It just doesn't nake sense, that's all."

"Perhaps ny patrona bribed Don Aeneas," M guel said.

"That will do," Laurie Jo said. Mguel nodded and was silent.

"Bull shit," Col eman said. "Nobody ever got to MacKenzie. Nobody has his price. Not in noney,
anyway." He | ooked at Laurie Jo in disbelief. He didn't think her unattractive, but he couldn't
bel i eve she was enough woman to drive a man insane.

"You re rather young to know Aeneas that well," Laurie Jo said

"I joined the People's Alliance before the canpaign." There was pride in the agent's voice. "Stood
guard wat ches over the Chief. Helped in the office. MacKenzie was with us every day. He's not hard
to know, not |ike sone party types."
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"1 NFORMATI ON, " Laurie Jo thought. "COLEMAN FI RST NAME UNKNOWN, SECRET SERVI CE AGENT. RECENTLY
APPQO NTED. SUMVARY. "

" COLEMAN, THEODORE RAYMOND. AGE 25. PAID STAFF, PEOPLE' S ALLI ANCE UNTI L | NAUGURATI ON OF PRESI DENT
GREGORY TOLLAND. APPO NTED TO SECRET SERVI CE BY ORDERS OF PRESI DENT TO TAKE EFFECT | NAUGURAL DAY
EDUCATI ON- "

"SUFFI CI ENT. " Laurie Jo nodded to herself. Coleman hadn't been |ike the career Secret Service nen.
There were a lot of young people |like Coleman in the undercover services lately, party loyalists
who had known G eg before the election

Personal | y | oyal bodyguards have been the mark of tyrants for three thousand years, she thought.

But sone of the really great |eaders have had themas well. Can any President do w thout then? Can
| ?

Not here. But | won't need guards on the Mon. | won't-

"DI NG "

"WHAT NOWP"

"THERE 1S A GENERAL STRI KE PLANNED | N BOLI VI AL TWDO HANSEN AGENTS HAVE | NFI LTRATED THE UNI ON. THEY
HAVE FOUND OQUT THE DATE OF THE STRI KE, AND WERE DI SCOVERED WHEN TRANSM TTI NG THEI R | NFORMATI ON
SUPERI NTENDENT HARLOW W SHES TO TAKE | MVEDI ATE ACTI ON TO RESCUE THEM W LL YOU APPROVE?"

"G VE HARLOW FULL AUTHORI ZATI ON TO TAKE WHATEVER ACTI ON HE THI NKS REQUI RED. REPORT WHEN HI S PLANS
ARE COVPLETE BUT BEFORE EXECUTI ON. "

" ACKNOW_EDCED. "

Anot her dammed problem she thought. Harl ow was a good man, but he thought in pretty drastic
terms. What will that do to our other holdings in Bolivia? One thing, it will hurt my partner
worse than it will hurt ne. I'll have to think about this. Later, now |'ve got sonething nore

i mport ant.

The door opened to adnit another Secret Service man, "Chiefs on the way,
"DO NOT CALL ME FOR ANY PURPCSE, " she thought.

" ACKNOW_EDCGED. "

It was al nost conical. The Secret Service nen wouldn't |leave until M guel had gone, and M gue

woul dn't | eave his patrona alone with the Secret Service nmen. Finally they all backed out

toget her, and Laurie Jo was alone for a noment. Then President Geg Tolland cane in.

He's still President, she thought. No matter that |'ve known himtwenty years and fought himfor
hal f that time. There's an aura that goes with the office, and G eg wears it well. "Good
afternoon, M. President.”

"Senat or Hayden says | should talk to you,"” Toll and sai d.

"Aren't you even going to say hello?" She thought he | ooked very old; yet she knew he was only a
few years ol der than herself, one of the youngest nen ever to be elected to the office.

"What should | say, Laurie Jo? That | wish you well? | do, but you wouldn't believe that. That I'd
like to be friends? Wuld you believe ne if | said that? | do wish we could be friends, but | hate
everything you stand for."

"Well said, sir!" She applauded. "But there's no audi ence here."” And you only hate that the
fortune | inherited wasn't used to help your political anbitions, not that | have it. You al ways
were nmore confortable with wealthy people than Aeneas was.

He grinned wyly. It was a fanmous grin, and Laurie Jo could remenber when Congressnan Tol | and had
practiced it with Aeneas and herself as his only audience. It seened so very long ago, back in the
days when her life was sinple and she hadn't known who her father was, or that one day she woul d

i nherit his wealth.

"Mndif | sit down?"

She shrugged. "Wy ask? But pl ease do."

he sai d.

He took one of the expensively covered |ounge chairs and waited until she'd done the sane. "I ask
because this is your place."

True enough. | own the airline. But it's hardly ny hone and this is hardly a social visit. "Can
get you anything? Your agents have sanpled everything at the bar-"

"I'"ll have a bourbon, then. They shouldn't have done that. Here, 1'll get-"

"I't's all right. | know where everything is." She poured drinks for both of them "Your young nen
don't trust me. One of them even accused ne of seducing Aeneas away fromyou."

"Didn't you."

She handed himthe drink. "Ch good God, Greg. You don't have to be careful what you say to ne.

Not hing | could tape could rmake things worse than | can nake themright now. And | give you ny
word, nobody's listening."

H s eyes narrowed. For a nonent he resenbled a trapped aninal.

"Believe that, Greg, There's no way out," she said. "Wth what | already had and what Aeneas knows-
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"Il never know how | put up with that fanatic S. O B. for so long."

"That's beneath you, Greg. You wouldn't be President if Aeneas hadn't hel ped you."

"Not true."

It is true, but why go on? And yet- "Wiy have you turned so hard agai nst hi n? Because he woul dn't
sell out and you did?"

"Maybe | had no choice, Laurie Jo. Maybe |1'd got so far out on so many linbs that | couldn't
retreat, and when | came crashing down the Alliance would cone down with me. Maybe | thought it
was better that we win however we had to than go on | eading a noble |ost cause. This isn't what we
canme here to tal k about. Senator Hayden says you've got a proposition for ne."

"Yes." And how Barry Hayden hates all of this. Another victimof patriotism Another? Am
including Geg Tolland in that category? And what difference does it make? "It's sinple enough
Geg. | can see that you'Il be allowed to finish your termwi thout any problens fromne. O from
Aeneas. | can have the Hansen papers and network stop their campai gns agai nst you. | won't switch
to your support.™

"Whuldn't want it. That would | ook too fishy. What's your price for all this?"

"You weren't always this direct."

"What the hell do you want, Laurie Jo? You' ve got the President of the United States asking your
favor. You want nme to craw too?"

"No. Al right, the first price is your total retirement frompolitics when your termis over. You
don't make that promise to nme. You'll give it to Barry Hayden."

"Maybe. |'Il think about it. Wat do you want for yourself?"

"I want a big payload delivered to Heindall."

"What the hell?"

"You' ve got those big military aerospace planes. | want sonmething carried to orbit."

“I'"ll think about it."

"You'll do it"

"l don't know." He stared into his glass. "If it nmeans this nmuch to you, it's inportant. |'d guess
it'stied in with that lunar survey party, right? Your Mon col ony plans?"

She didn't answer.

"That's got to be it." He drained the cocktail and began | aughing. "You can't throw ne out because
you'd never get anyone else to agree to this! It's pretty funny, Laurie Jo. You and M. Clean. You

need ne! Mre than just this once, too, | expect- Wat is it you want delivered?"

"Just a big payload.”

Tol | and | aughed again. "I can find out, you know. I've still got a few people inside your
operation."

"l suppose you do. Al right, |I've got a working NERVA engine for Valkyrie. It's too big for the
| aser launching system W could send it up in pieces, but it would take a long tine to get it
assenbl ed and checked out.” And | don't have a long tine. |I'mrunning out of tine.

"So you want ne to hand over the Moon to a private conpany. That's what it anmounts to, isn't it?
The People's Alliance was fornmed to break up irresponsible power |like yours, and you want ne to
hand you the Mon."

"That's nmy price, Geg. You won't like the alternative."

"Yeah. It's still pretty funny. A couple nore years and you won't have a goddam nonopoly on manned
space stations. So you want me to help you get away."

"Sonething like that. W see things differently.”

"You know you're dooned, don't you? Laurie Jo, it's over. You sit there in your big office and
decide things for the whole world. Wio asked you to? It's time the people had a say over their
lives. You think |I'manbitious. Maybe. But for all of it, everything |I've done has been in the
right direction. At least |I'mnot building up a personal enpire that's as anachronistic as a

di nosaur!"

"Spare ne the political speeches, Geg." God, he neans it. O he thinks he does. He can justify
anyt hi ng he does because he's the agent for the people, but what does it nean in the real world?
Just how nuch confort is it to knowit's all for the good of the people when you' re caught in the
machi nery? "I won't argue with you. |'ve got sonmething you need, and |'mwilling to sell."

"And you get the Moon as a private fief."

"I'f you want to think of it that way, go ahead. But if you want to be President three nonths from
now, you'll do as | ask."

"And why should | think you'll keep your bargain?"

"When have | ever broken ny prom ses?" Laurie Jo asked.

"Don't know. Tell you what, get MacKenzie to pronm se. That way |'l|l be sure you nean it."
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"I'l'l do better than that. Aeneas and | are both going to the Moon. We can hardly interfere with
you fromthere."

"You are crazy, aren't you?" Tolland s face showed wonder but not doubt. "You know you're going to
|l ose a lot. You can't mamnage your enpire fromthe Moon."

"I know." And how long could | hold out to begin with? And for what? "Greg, you just don't
understand that power's no use, nobney's no use, unless it's for sonething that counts."

"And getting to the Moon is that big?" He shook his head in disbelief. "You' re crazy,"

"So are a lot of us, then. |1've got ten volunteers for every opening. Pretty good people, too-as
you shoul d know. "
"Yeah. | know." Tolland got up and wandered around the big roomuntil he cane to the bar. He

filled his glass with ice cubes and water, then added a tiny splash of whiskey. "You' ve got sone
of my best people away fromne. You can pay them nore-"

"I can, but | don't have to. You still don't understand, do you? It's not my noney, and it's not
my control over the Mbon colony that counts. What's inportant is this will be one place that you
don't control."

"Hah. | hadn't thought | was that unpopular with the engi neers."

"I don't nean you personally," Laurie Jo said. "Your inage control people have done well. But,

Greg, can't you understand that sonme of us want out of your systenf"

"Aeneas too?"

"Yes." More than any of us, because he knows better than any of us what it's going to be like-

"I should have known he'd go to you after | threw himout."

"There wasn't anywhere el se he could go. M. President, this isn't getting us anywhere. You'l
never understand us, so why try? Just send up that payload and you'll be rid of us. You nay even
be lucky. W'll |ose people in the |unar colony. Maybe we'll all be killed."

"And you're willing to chance that-"

"I told you, you won't understand us. Don't try. Just send up ny payl oad."

“I'"ll think about it," Tolland said. "But your other conditions are off. No pronises. No politica
deal s." The President stood and went to the door. He turned defiantly. "You get the Mon. That
ought to be enough."

He felt dizzy and it was hard to breathe in the high gravity of Earth. \When he poured a drink, he
al nost spilled it, because he was unconsciously allowi ng for the displacenent usual in Heindalls
centrifugal gravity. Now he sat weakly in the large chair.

The Atlantic Ccean | ay outside his window, and he watched the noving |lights of ships. The room
Iights came on suddenly, startling him

"What - M guel I'" Laurie Jo shouted. Then she I aughed foolishly. "No esta nada. Deseo sol anente
estar, por favor." She cane into the roomas M guel closed the door behind her. "Hello, Aeneas. |
m ght have known. No one el se could get in here w thout sonmeone telling me-"

He stood with an effort. "Didn't nean to startle you." He stood unconfortably, wi shing for her
cursing hinself for not telling her he was coming. But | wanted to shock you, he thought.

"You didn't really. |I think Geg has called off his dogs. |I'm safe enough. But-you're not!"

"Il take mnmy chances,"

"Why are we standing here like this?" she asked. She noved toward him He stood rigidly for a
monment, but then stepped across the tiny space that separated them and they were together again.
For how | ong? he thought. How | ong do we have this tinme? But then it didn't nmatter any nore.

"Laurie Jo-"

"Not yet." She poured coffee for both of them and yawned. Her outstretched arnms waved toward the
blue waters far below their terrace. "Let's have a few m nutes nore."”

They sat in silence. She tried to watch the Atlantic, but the silence stretched on. "Al right,
darling. Wiat is it?"

"There's been nothing on the newscasts about Greg. And then | got a signal. Prepare Val kyrie at
once. The engines will be up, intact."

"And you wondered if there was a connection?" she asked.

"l knew there was a connection.” There was no enotion in his voice, and that frightened her
"I'"ve bought us the stars, Aeneas. The engines will go up in a week. Tested, ready for
installation. And you' ve done the rest, you and Kit. W can go to the Mon, with all the equi pnent
for the col ony-"

"Yes. And G eg Tolland stays on."

She wanted to shout. What is that to you? she wanted to say. But she couldn't. "It was his price
The only one he'd take."
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"It's too high."

She drew the thin silk robe around herself. Despite the bright sun she felt suddenly cold. "I've
al ready agreed. |'ve given Geg nmy word."

"But | haven't. And you didn't tell ne you were doing this."

"How could |? You wouldn't have agreed!"

"Precisely-"

"I can't lie to you, Aeneas." And now what do | |ose? You? Everything |I've worked for? Both? "The
deal hasn't been made. G eg wants your word too."

"And if | don't give it?"

"Then he won't send up the engines. You're close enough to know what happens then. |'mat the edge
of losing control of Heindall to nmy partners. This is ny only chance."

But it didn't have to be, he thought. You're in trouble because you insisted on speeding up the
schedul e, no matter what that cost, and it cost a lot. Technicians pulled off production work for
Val kyrie. The Lunatic expedition. "You ve put me in a hell of a fix, Laurie Jo."

"Damm you! Aeneas MacKenzie, damm you anyway!" He tried to speak, but the rush of words stopped
hi m as she shouted in anger. "Wo appoi nted you guardi an of the people? You and your dammed honor
You're ready to throw away everything, and for what? For revenge on Greg Tol |l and!"

"But that's not true! | don't want revenge."

"Then what do you want, Aeneas?"

"I wanted out, Laurie Jo. It was you who insisted that | direct your agents in the investigation.

I was finished with all that. | was willing to | eave well enough alone, until we found-" Until it
was clear that Greg Toll and had known everything. Until it was clear that he wasn't an honest nan
betrayed, that he was corrupt to the core, and had been for years. Until | couldn't help know ng

that 1'd spent nost of ny life electing- "You intended this all along, didn't you?" H's voice was
gentle and very sad.

Her anger was gone. It was inpossible to keep it when he failed to respond. "Yes,
was the only way."

"The only way-"

"For us." She wouldn't neet his eyes. "What was | supposed to do, Aeneas? What kind of life do we
have here? It takes every minute | have to keep Hansen Enterprises. Geg Tolland has already tried
to have you killed. You were safe enough in Heindall, but what good was that? Wth you there and
me here? And | couldn't keep the station if | lived there." And we've got so little time. W |ost
so many years, and there are so few |l eft

They were silent for a nonment. Qulls cried in the wind, and overhead a jet thundered.

"And now | 've done it," she said, "W can go to the Moon. | can arrange nore supplies. Val kyrie
doesn't cost so much to operate, and we'll have nearly everything we need to build the col ony
anyway. We can do it, Aeneas, W can found the first lunar colony, and be free of all this."

"But only if | agree-"

"Yes. "

"Laurie Jo, would you give up the Mon venture for ne?"

"Don't ask ne to. Wuld you give up your vendetta against Greg for the Mon?"

He stood and canme around the table. She seenmed hel pl ess and vul nerabl e, and he put his hands on
her shoul ders. She | ooked up in surprise: his face was quite cal m now.

she said. "It

"No," he said. "But I'lIl do as you ask. Not for the Mowon, Laurie Jo. For you."
She stood and enbraced him but as they clung to each other she couldn't hel p thinking, thank CGod,
he's not incorruptible after all. He's not nore than hunan

She felt al nost sad.

Two delta shapes, one above the other; bel ow both was the enormous bul k of the expendabl e fue
tank whi ch powered the ranjet of the atnospheric booster. The big ships sat atop a thick, solid
rocket that would boost themto ram speed

Al'l that, Laurie Jo thought. Al that, nerely to get into orbit. And before the spacepl anes and
shuttles, there were the disintegrating totem poles. No wonder space was an unattractive ganbl e
until | built my |asers.

The | asers had not been a ganble for her. A great part of the investnment was in the power plants,
and they made huge profits. The price she paid for Heindall and Val kyrie hadn't been in noney.
There were other costs, though, she thought. Oficials bribed to expedite construction permts.
Endl ess neetings to hold together a syndicate of international bankers. Deals w th people who
needed their noney |aundered. It woul d have been so easy to be part of the idle rich. |Instead of
parties | went to nmeetings, and |'ve yet to live with a man | | ove except for those few weeks we
had.
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And now |'m al nost forty years old, and I have no children. But we will have! The doctors tell ne
| have a few years left, and we'll make the nost of them

They were taken up the elevator into the upper ship. It was huge, a squat triangle that could
carry forty thousand kilos in one payload, and do it without the 30-g stresses of the |aser
system They entered by the crew access door, but she could see her technicians making a fina
exam nati on of the nuclear engine in the cargo conpartnent.

She was placed in the acceleration couch by an Air Force officer. Aeneas was across a nharrow
passageway, and there were no other passengers. The young A F. captain had a worried frown, as if
he couldn't understand why this mssion had suddenly been ordered, and why two strange civilians
were going with a cargo for Heindall.

You woul dn't want to know, mny young friend, Laurie Jo thought. You wouldn't want to know at all
Mot ors whi ned as the big clanshell doors of the cargo conmpartnent were closed down. The A F.

of ficer went forward into the crew conpartnent. Lights flashed on the instrunent board nmounted in
the forward part of the passenger bay, but Laurie Jo didn't understand what they neant.

"DI NG "

"My GOD, WHAT NOWP"

"SI GNOR ANTONELLI HAS JUST NOW HEARD THAT YOU ARE GO NG UP TO HElI MDALL. HE IS VERY DI STURBED. "
I"I'l just bet he is, Laurie Jo thought. She gl anced across the aisle at Aeneas. He was wat chi ng

t he displ ay.

"TELL SI GNOR ANTONELLI TO GO PLAY W TH H MSELF. "

"I HAVE NO TRANSLATI ON ROUTI NE FOR THAT EXPRESSI ON. "

"I DON'T WANT | T TRANSLATED. TELL HI M TO GO PLAY W TH HI MSELF. "

There was a | ong pause. Sonething runbled in the ship, then there were cl anki ng noi ses as the
gantries were drawn away.

"M STER MC CARTNEY | S VERY DI STURBED ABOUT YOUR LAST MESSACE AND ASKS THAT YOU RECONSI DER. "

"TELL MC CARTNEY TO GO PLAY W TH HI MSELF TOO. CANCEL THAT. ASK M STER MC CARTNEY TO SPEAK W TH

S| GNOR ANTONELLI. | AM TAKI NG A VACATION. MC CARTNEY IS I N CHARGE. HE WLL HAVE TO MANAGE AS BEST
HE CAN."

" ACKNONLEDCED. "

"Hear this. Liftoff in thirty seconds. Twenty-nine. Twenty-eight. Twenty seven ..."

The count reached zero, and there was nothing for an eternity. Then the ship lifted, pushing her
into the couch. After a few nonents there was nothing, another agonizing noment before the ranjets
caught. Even inside the conpartnent they could hear the roaring thunder before that, too, began to
fade. The ship lifted, |eveled, and banked to go on course for the trajectory that would take it
into an orbit matching Heindall's.

"GET MC CARTNEY ON THE LINE."

There was sil ence.

Qut of range, she thought. She sniled and turned to Aeneas. "W did it," she said.

"Yes. "

"You don't sound very excited."

He turned and sniled, and his hand reached out for hers, but they were too far apart. The ship
angl ed steeply upward, and the roar of the ranjets grew | ouder again, then there was nore weight
as the rockets cut in. Seconds later the orbital vehicle separated fromthe carrier.

Laurie Jo | ooked through the thick viewport. The islands below were laid out Iike a map, their
outlines obscured by cotton clouds far bel ow them The carrier ship banked off steeply and began
its descent as the orbiter continued to clinb.

Done, she thought. But she | ooked again at Aeneas, and he was staring back toward the United
States and the world they had | eft behind.

"They don't need us, Aeneas," she said carefully.

"No. They don't need ne at all."

She snmiled softly. "But | need you. | always wll."

Ti nker

"The tinker canme astridin', astridin' over the Strand, with his bull ocks-"

" | w

"sgg!oﬁa'an1" I'd been singing at the top of nmy lungs, as | do when |'ve got a difficult piloting
job, and I'd forgotten that my wife was in the control cab. | went back to the problem of setting

our sixteen thousand tons of ship onto the rock.
It wasn't rmuch of a rock. Jefferson is an irregul ar-shaped asteroid about twice as far out as
Earth. It neasures maybe seventy kilonmeters by fifty kilometers, and fromfar enough away it | ooks
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like an old rmud brick sonebody used for a shotgun target. It has a screwy rotation pattern that's
hard to match with, and since | couldn't use the nmain engines, setting down was a tricky job.

Janet wasn't finished. "Roland Kephart, |'ve told you about those songs."”
"Yeah, sure, hon." There are two inertial platforns in Slingshot, and they were giving ne
different readings. W were closing faster than | |iked.

"I't's bad enough that you teach themto the boys. Now the girls are-"

I notioned toward the open intercomsw tch, and Janet blushed. W fight a lot, but that's our
privat e busi ness.

The attitude jets popped. ''Hear this,” |I said. "I think we're conming in too fast. Brace

yoursel ves." The jets popped again, short bursts that stirred up dust storns on the rocky surface
below. "But | don't think-" the ship jolted into place with a loud clang. W hit hard enough to
shake things, but none of the red lights came on "-well break anything. Wl cone to Jefferson

W' re down. "

Janet came over and cut off the intercomswi tch, and we hugged each other for a second. "Made it
again," she said, and | grinned.

There wasn't nuch doubt on the last few trips, but when we first put Slingshot together out of the
wr eckage of two sal vaged ships, every time we boosted out there'd been a good chance we'd never
set down again. There's a lot that can go wong in the Belt, and not many ships to rescue you

| pulled her over to me and ki ssed her. "Sixteen years," | said. "You don't |ook a day older."
She didn't, either. She still had dark red hair, sane color as when | met her at Elysium Mons
Station on Mars, and if she got it out of a bottle she never told ne, not that I'd want to know.
She was wearing the same thing I was, a skintight body stocking that |ooked as if it had been
sprayed on. The purpose was strictly functional, to keep you alive if Slinger sprung a |eak, but
on her it produced sone interesting curves. | let nmy hands wander to a couple of the nore
fascinating conic sections, and she snuggl ed agai nst ne.

She put her head close to ny ear and whi spered breathlessly, "Commpanel's lit."

"Bat puckey." There was a wi nking orange |ight, showing an outside call on our hailing frequency.
Janet handed nme the mke with a wicked grin. "Lock up your wi ves and hi de your daughters, the
tinker's come to town," | told it

"Slingshot, this is Freedom Station. Wl cone back, Cap'n Rollo."

"Jed?" | asked.

"Who the hell'd you think it was?"

"Anybody. Thought naybe you'd fried yourself in the solar furnace. How are things?" Jed' s an old
friend. Like a lot of asteroid Port Captains, he's a publican. The owner of the bar nearest the

| andi ng area generally gets the job, since there's not enough traffic to make Port Captains a full-
time deal. Jed used to be a nminer in Pallas, and we'd worked together before | got out of the

ni ni ng busi ness.

W chatted about our families, but Jed didn't seemas interested as he usually is. | figured

busi ness wasn't too good. Unlike npbst asteroid colonies, Jefferson's independent. There's no big
corporation to pay taxes to, but on the other hand there's no big organization to bail the
Jeffersonians out if they get in too deep

"Got a passenger this trip," | said.

"Yeah? Rockrat?" Jed asked.

"Nope. Just passing through. Gswal d Dal qui st. Insurance adjuster. He's got some kind of policy
settlement to make here, then he's with us to Marsport."

There was a | ong pause, and | wondered what Jed was thinking about. "I'Il be aboard in a little,"”
he said. "Freedom Station out."

Janet frowned. "That was abrupt."

"Sure was." | shrugged and began securing the ship. There wasn't nuch to do. The big work is
shutting down the main engines, and we'd done that a long way out from Jefferson. You don't run an
ion engine toward an inhabited rock if you care about your custoners.

"Better get the big'uns to ook at the inertial platforns, hon," | said. "They don't read the
sanme. "

"Sure. Hal thinks it's the conputer."”

"Whatever it is, we better get it fixed." That would be a job for the ol dest children. Qur famly
divides nicely into the Big Ones, the Little Ones, and the Baby, w th various subgroups and
pecki ng orders that Janet and | don't understand. Wth nine kids aboard, five ours and four
adopted, the systemcan get confusing. Jan and | find it's easier to let themwork out the chain
of command for thensel ves.

| unbuckl ed fromthe seat and pushed away. You can't wal k on Jefferson, or any of the small rocks.
You can't quite swimthrough the air, either. Loconotion is nostly a matter of junps.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Pournelle%20-%20High%20Justice.txt (76 of 94) [11/1/2004 12:18:02 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Pournel | e%620-%20High%20Justi ce.txt

As | sailed across the cabin, a big grey shape sailed up to neet nme, and we net in a tangle of

arms and claws. | pushed the tontat away. "Dam it-"

"Can't you do anything w thout cursing?"

"Blast it, then. I've told you to keep that aninmal out of the control |ab."

"I didn't et himin." She was snappish, and for that natter so was |I. We'd spent better than six

hundred hours cooped up in a snall space with just ourselves, the kids, and our passenger, and it
was tine we had sone outside conpany.

The passenger had made it nmore difficult. W don't fight rmuch in front of the kids, but with
Oswal d Dal qui st aboard the atnosphere was different fromwhat we're used to. He was al ways very
formal and polite, which neant we had to be, which nmeant our usual practice of getting the mnor
irritations over with had been exchanged for bottling them up

Jan and | had a major fight coming, and the sooner it happened the better it would be for both of
us.

Slingshot is built up out of a nunmber of conpartnents. We add to the ship as we have to-and when
we can afford it. | left Jan to finish shutting down and went below to the living quarters. W'd
been down fifteen minutes, and the children were | oose.

Papers, games, crayons, toys, kids' clothing, and books had all nore or less settled on the "down"
side. Raquel, a big bluejay the kids picked up somewhere, screamed froma cage nounted on one

bul khead. The conpartnent snelled of bird droppings.

Two of the kids were watching a TV program beaned out of Marsport. Their technique was to push

t hensel ves upward with their arns and float up to the top of the conpartnent, then fl oat downward
again until they caught thensel ves just before they landed. It took nearly a minute to nake a ful
circuit in Jefferson's weak gravity.

I went over and switched off the set. The program was a western, sone horse opera nmade in the
1940' s.

Jennifer and Craig wailed in unison. "That's educational. Dad."

They had a point, but we'd been through this before. For kids who've never seen Earth and may
never go there, anything about Terra can probably be educational, but | wasn't in a nood to argue.
"Cet this place cleaned up."

"It's Roger's turn. He made the ness.” Jennifer, being eight and two years older than Craig, tends
to be spokesman and chief petty officer for the Little Ones.

"Get himto help, then. But get cleaned up."

"Yes, sir." They worked sullenly, flinging the clothing into corner bins, putting the books into
the clips, and the ganes into |lockers. There really is a place for everything in Slingshot,

al t hough nost of the tinme you wouldn't know it.

I left themto their work and went down to the next level. My office is on one side of that,

bal anced by the "passenger suite"” which the second ol dest boy uses when we don't have paying
custoners. Oswal d Dal qui st was just conming out of his cabin

"CGood norning, Captain," he said. In all the time he'd been aboard he'd never called ne anything
but "Captain," although he accepted Janet's invitation to use her first nane. A very formal man
M. Oswal d Dal qui st.

"I'"mjust going down to reception,” | told him "The Port Captain will be aboard with the health
officer in a mnute. You' d better conme down, there will be forns to fill out."

"Certainly. Thank you, Captain." He followed ne through the airlock to the |l evel below which was
shops, labs, and the big conpartnent that serves as a nain entryway to Slingshot.

Dal qui st had been a good passenger, if a little distant. He stayed in his conpartnment nost of the
time, did what he was told, and never conpl ai ned. He had very polished manners, and everything he
did was precise, as if he thought out every gesture and word in advance.

I thought of himas a little man, but he wasn't really. | stand about six three, and Dal qui st
wasn't a lot smaller than me, but he acted little. He worked for Butterworth |Insurance, which |I'd
never heard of, and he said he was a clains adjuster, but | thought he was probably an accountant
sent out because they didn't want to send anyone nore inportant to a nothing rock |ike Jefferson
Still, he'd been around. He didn't talk nuch about hinself, but every now and then he'd let slip a
story that showed he'd been on nore rocks than nost people; and he knew ship routines pretty well.
Nobody had to show himthings nore than once. Since a lot of |ife-support gadgetry in Slingshot is
Janet's design, or mne, and certainly isn't standard, he had to be pretty sharp to catch on so
qui ck.

He had expensive gear, too. Nothing flashy, but his helnet was one of CGoodyear's |atest nodels,
his skintight was David Cark's best with "stretch steel" threads woven in with the nylon, and his
coveralls were a special design by Abercronmbie & Fitch, with lots of gadget pockets and a self-
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cleaning lowfriction surface. It gave hima pretty natty appearance, rather than the battered

| ook the old rockrats have.

I figured Butterworth Insurance nust pay their adjustors nore than | thought, or else he had a
hel | of an expense account.

The entryway is a big conpartment. It's filled with nearly everything you can think of: dresses,
art objects, gadgets and gi znos, spare parts for air bottles, sew ng nmachines, and anything el se
Janet or | think we can sell in the way-stops we nake with Slingshot. Janet calls it the
"boutique,"” and she's been pretty clever about what she buys. It nakes a profit, but |ike
everything we do, just barely.

I've heard a | ot of stories about tranp ships making a | ot of noney. Their skippers tell ne
whenever we neet. Before Jan and | fixed up Slingshot | used to believe them Now | tell the sane
stories about fortunes made and |ost, but the truth is we haven't seen any fortune.

We coul d use one. Hal, our oldest, wants to go to Marsport Tech, and that's expensive. Wrse, he's
just the first of nine. Meanwhile, Barclay's wants the payments kept up on the nortgage they hold
on Slinger, fuel prices go up all the tinme, and the big Corporations are naking it harder for
little one-ship outfits like mne to conpete.

We got to the boutique just intinme to see two figures bounding |ike wall abies across the big flat
area that serves as Jefferson's landing field. Every tinme one of the nmen would hit ground he'd
fling up a burst of dust that fell like slownotion bullets to make tiny craters around his
footsteps. The | andscape was bl eak, nothing but rocks and craters, with the big steel airlock
entrance to Freedom Port the only thing to rem nd you that several thousand souls lived here.

W couldn't see it, because the horizon's pretty close on Jefferson, but out beyond the airlock
there'd be the usual solar furnaces, big parabolic mrrors to nmelt down ores. There was also a big
trench shimrering just at the horizon: ice. One of Jefferson's main assets is water. About ten

t housand years ago Jefferson collided with the head of a comet and a lot of the ice stayed aboard.
The two figures reached Slingshot and began the long clinb up the |adder to the entrance. They
moved fast, and | hit the buttons to open the outer door so they could | et thenselves in.

Jed was at |least twice nmy age, but like all of us who live in low gravity it's hard to tell just
how ol d that is. He has some winkles, but he could pass for fifty. The other guy was a Dr.
Stewart, and | didn't know him There'd been another doctor, about nmy age, the last tine | was in
Jefferson, but he'd been a contract nan and the Jeffersonians couldn't afford him Stewart was a
young chap, no nore than twenty, born in Jefferson back when they called it G ubstake and

Bl ackj ack Dan was running the colony. He'd got his training the way nost people get an education
inthe Belt, in front of a TV screen

The TV classes are all right, but they have their limts. | hoped we wouldn't have any fanily
emergenci es here. Janet's a TV Doc, but unlike this Stewart chap she's had a year residency in
Marsport General, and she knows the limts of TV training. We've got a famly policy that she
doesn't treat the kids for anything serious if there's another doctor around, but between her and
a new TV-trained MD there wasn't much choice

"Everybody heal t hy?" Jed asked.

"Sure." | took out the |og and showed where Janet had entered "NO COVMUNI CABLE DI SEASES" and
signed it.

Stewart | ooked doubtful. "I'm supposed to exani ne everyone nyself. "

"For Christ's sake," Jed told him He pulled at his bristly mustache and gl ared at the young doc
Stewart glared back. "Well, 'least you can see if they're still warm" Jed conceded. "Cap'n Roll o,
you got sonebody to take himup while we get the inmgration forns taken care of ?"

"Sure." | called Pamon the intercom She's second ol dest. Wen she got to the boutique, Jed sent

Dr. Stewart up with her. Wen they were gone, he took out a big book of forns.

For sonme reason every rock wants to know your entire life history before you can get out of your
ship. | never have found out what they do with all the information. Dalquist and | began filling
out forns while Jed muttered.

"Butterworth Insurance, eh?" Jed asked. "Got nmuch busi ness here?"

Dal qui st | ooked up fromthe forns. "Very little. Perhaps you can help ne. The insured was a M.
Joseph Colella. | will need to find the beneficiary, a Ms. Barbara Mrrison Colella."

"Joe Colella?" | must have sounded surprised because they both | ooked at ne. "I brought Joe and
Barbara to Jefferson. N ce people. Wat happened to hin®"

"Death certificate said accident." Jed said it just that way, flat, with no feeling. Then he
added, "Signed by Dr. Stewart."

Jed sounded as if he wanted Dal quist to ask hima question, but the insurance nan went back to his
forns. When it was obvious that he wasn't going to say anything nore, | asked Jed, "Sonething
wong with the accident?"
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Jed shrugged. His lips were tightly drawn. The nood in ny ship had definitely changed for the
worse, and | was sure Jed had nore to say. Wiy wasn't Dal qui st aski ng questions?

Sonet hi ng el se puzzled ne. Joe and Barbara were nore than just former passengers. They were
friends we were | ooking forward to seeing when we got to Jefferson. | was sure we'd nmentioned them
several tinmes in front of Dal quist, but he'd never said a word.

We'd taken themto Jefferson about five Earth years before. They were newly narried, Joe pushing
sixty and Barbara less than half that. He'd just retired as a field agent for Hansen Enterprises,
with a big bonus he'd earned in breaking up sonme kind of insurance scam They were | ooking forward
to buying into the Jefferson co-op system |'d seen themevery trip since, the last tine two years
ago, and they were short of ready noney |ike everyone else in Jefferson, but they seenmed happy
enough.

"Where's Barbara now?" | asked Jed.

"Wor ki ng for Westinghouse. Johnny Peregrine's office."

"She all right? And the kids?"

Jed shrugged. "Everybody hel ps out when hel p's needed. Nobody's rich."

"They put a lot of noney into Jeffereson stock," | said. "And didn't they have a mning clainP"

"Di vidends on Jefferson Corporation stock won't even pay air taxes." Jed sounded nore beat down
than I'd ever known him Even when things had | ooked pretty bad for us in the old days he'd kept
all our spirits up with stupid jokes and puns. Not now. "Their claim

wasn't much good to start with, and without Joe to work it-"

H's voice trailed off as Pam brought Dr. Stewart back into our conpartment. Steward countersigned
the log to certify that we were all healthy. "That's it, then,” he said. "Ready to go ashore?"
"People waitin' for you in the Doghouse, Captain Rollo," Jed said. "Big neeting."

"Il just get ny hat."

"If there is no objection, | will cone too," Dalquist said. "I wonder if a nmeeting with Ms.
Col el la can be arranged?"
"Sure,”" | told him "W'Il send for her. Doghouse is pretty well the center of things in Jefferson

anyway. Have her cone for dinner."
"Got nothing good to serve." Jed's voice was gruff with a note of irritated apol ogy.
"Well see." | gave hima grin and opened the airlock

There aren't any dogs at the Doghouse. Jed had one when he first came to Jefferson, which is why
the nane, but dogs don't do very well in low gravs. Like everything else in the Belt, the
furniture in Jed's bar is iron and gl ass except for what's alum numand titanium The place is a
bi g cave holl owed out of the rock. There's no outside view, and the only things to | ook at are the
TV and the custoners.

There was a big crowd, as there always is in the Port Captain's place when a ship cones in. Mire
business is done in bars than offices out here, which was why Janet and the kids hadn't cone
dirtside with ne. The crowd can get rough sonetines.

The Doghouse has a big bar running all the way across on the side opposite the entryway fromthe
mai n corridor. The bar's got a suction surface to hold down anything set on it, but no stools. The
rest of the big roomhas tables and chairs and the tables have little clips to hold drinks and
papers in place. There are also little booths around the outside perimeter for privacy. It's a
typical |ayout. You can hold auctions in the big central area and nake private deals in the

boot hs.

Drinks are served with covers and straws because when you put anything down fast it sloshes out
the top. You can spend years learning to drink beer in lowgee if you don't want to sip it through
a straw or squirt it out of a bulb.

The pl ace was packed. Mst of the custoners were miners and shopkeepers, but a couple of tables
were taken by conpany reps. | pointed out Johnny Peregrine to Dal quist. "He'll know how to find
Bar bara. "

Dal qui st smiled that tight little accountant's snile of his and went over to Peregrine' s table.
There were a |l ot of others. The npbst inportant was Habib al Sham an, the Iris Conpany factor. He
was sitting with two hard cases, probably conmpany cops.

The Jefferson Corporation people didn't have a table. They were at the bar, and the space between
them and the other Company reps was clear, a little island of neutral area in the crowded room
I'd drawn Jefferson's head honcho. Rhoda Hendrix was Chairman of the Board of the Jefferson
Copor ati on, which made her the closest thing they had to a governnent. There was a big ugly guy
with her. Joe Hornbi nder had been around since Blackjack Dan's tinme. He still dug away at the
rocks, hoping to get rich. Mst people called himHorny for nore than one reason

It Iooked like this mght be a good day. Everyone stared at us when we canme in, but they didn't
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pay much attention to Dal quist. He was obviously a feather merchant, sonebody they mi ght have sone
fun with later on, and 1'd have to watch out for himthen, but right now we had inportant

busi ness.

Dal qui st tal ked to Johnny Peregrine for a mnute and they seened to agree on sonet hi ng because
Johnny nodded and sent one of his troops out. Dal quist went over into a corner and ordered a

dri nk.

There's a protocol to doing business out here. | had a table all to nyself, off to one side of the
clear area in the niddle, and Jed' s boy brought ne a big mug of beer with a hinged cap. Wen |'d
had a good slug | took nessages out of ny pouch and scal ed themout to people. Sonebody bought ne
anot her drink, and there was a general gossip about what was happeni ng around the Belt.

Al Shaml an was inpatient. After a half hour, which is really rushing things for an Arab, he called
across, his voice very casual, "And what have you brought us, Captain Kephart?"

I took copies of ny manifest out of ny pouch and passed them around. Everyone began readi ng, but
Johnny Peregrine gave a big grin at the first item

"Beef!" Peregine | ooked happy. He had 500 workers to feed.

"Nine tons," | agreed.

"Ten francs," Johnny said. "I'Il take the whole lot."

"Fifteen," al Sham an sai d.

| took a big glug of beer and relaxed. Jan and |'d taken a chance and won. Suppose sonebody had
flung a shipnent of beef into transfer orbit a couple of years ago? A hundred tons could be
arriving any nminute, and nmine wouldn't be worth anyt hing.

Janet and | can keep track of schedul ed ships, and we know pretty well where nost of the tranps
like us are going, but there's no way to be sure about goods in the pipeline. You can go broke in
this racket.

There was nore bidding, with sone of the storekeepers getting in the act. | stood to nmake a good
profit, but only the big corporations were bidding on the whole lot. The Jefferson Corporation
peopl e hadn't said a word. 1'd heard things weren't going too well for them but this nmade it
certain. If mners have any noney, they'll buy beef. Beef tastes |ike cow The stuff you can nake
fromalgae is nutritious, but at best it's not appetizing, and Jefferson doesn't even have the
plant to nmake textured vegetable proteins-not that TVP is any substitute for the real thing.
Eventually the price got up to where only Iris and Westinghouse were interested in the whole | ot
and | broke the cargo up, seven tons to the big boys and the rest in small lots. |I didn't forget
to save out a couple hundred kilos for Jed, and | donated half a ton for the Jefferson city hal
people to throw a feed with. The rest went for about thirty francs a kil o.

That woul d just about pay for the deuterium| burned up coming to Jefferson. There was sone other
stuff, lightweight itens they don't nmake outside the big rocks like Pallas, and that was all pure
profit, | felt pretty good when the auction ended. It was only the preliminaries, of course, and
the main event was what would let ne nake a couple of payments to Barclay's on Slingers nortgage,
but it's a good feeling to know you can't | ose noney no matter what happens.

There was another round of drinks. Rockrats cane over to my table to ask about friends | might
have run into. Sone of the storekeepers were nmaki ng new deals, trading around things they'd bought
fromne. Dal quist came over to sit with ne.

"Johnny finding your client for you?" | asked.
He nodded. "Yes. As you suggested, | have invited her to dinner here with us."
"Good enough. Jan and the kids will be in when the business is over."

Johnny Peregrine came over to the table. "Boosting cargo this trip?"

"Sure." The babble in the roomfaded out. It was time to start the nain event.

The | aunch wi ndow to Luna was open and woul d be for another couple hundred hours. After that, the
fuel needed to give cargo pods enough velocity to put themin transfer orbit to the Earth-Moon
system woul d go up to where nobody could afford to send down anythi ng massy.

There's a lot of traffic to Luna. It's cheaper, at the right time, to send ice down fromthe Belt
than it is to carry it up fromEarth. O course, the Lunatics have to wait a couple of years for
their water to get there, but there's always plenty in the pipeline. Luna buys netals, too,

al t hough they don't pay as much as Earth does.

"I'mready if there's anything to boost," | said.

"I think sonething can be arranged," al Sham an sai d.

"Hah!" Hornbinder was listening to us fromhis place at the bar. He | aughed again. "Iris doesn't
have any dee for a big shipnent. Neither does Westinghouse. You want to boost, you'll deal with

us."
I looked to al Shamlan. It's hard to tell what he's thinking, and not a |ot easier to read Johnny
Peregrine, but they didn't ook very happy. "That true?" | asked.
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Hor nbi nder and Rhoda Hendri x came over to the table. "Remenber, we sent for you," Rhoda said.

"Sure." | had their guarantee in my pouch. Five thousand francs up front, and another five
thousand if | got here on tine. I'd beaten their deadline by twenty hours, which isn't bad
considering how many nmillion kiloneters | had to cone. "Sounds |ike you' ve got a deal in mnd."
She grinned. She's a big wonan, and as hard as the inside of an asteroid. | knew she had to be

sixty, but she had spent nost of that tine in | ow gee. There wasn't much cheer in her snile. It
| ooked nore |ike the toncat does when he's trapped a rat. "Like Horny says, we have all the

deuterium |f you want to boost for Iris and Westinghouse, you'll have to deal with us."

"Bloody hell." I wasn't going to do as well out of this trip as |I'd thought.

Hor nbi nder grinned. "How you like it now, you goddam bl oodsucker?"

"You nmean me?" | asked.

"Fucki ng A. You cone out here and use your goddam ship a hundred hours, and you take nore than we
get for busting our balls a whole year. Fucking A, | mean you."

I'd forgotten Dal quist was at the table. "If you think boostship captains charge too nuch, why
don't you buy your own ship?" he asked.

"Who the hell are you?" Horny denanded.

Dal qui st ignored him "You don't buy your own ships because you can't afford them Ship owners
have to nmake enornous investnents. If they don't nake good profits, they won't buy ships, and you
won't get your cargo boosted at any price."

He sounded |ike a professor. He was right, of course, but he talked in a way that |'d heard the
ol der kids use on the little ones. It always starts fights in our fanmily and it |ooked like it was
havi ng the sane result here.

"Shut up and sit down, Horny." Rhoda Hendrix was used to being obeyed. Hornbinder glared at

Dal qui st, but he took a chair. "Now let's talk business," Rhoda said. "Captain, it's sinple

enough. We'll charter your ship for the next seven hundred hours."
"That can get expensive."
She | ooked to al Sham an and Peregrine. They didn't ook very happy. "I think I know how to get

our noney back."

"There are times when it is best to give in gracefully,” al Sham an said. He | ooked to Johnny
Peregrine and got a nod. "W are prepared to nmake a fair agreenent with you, Rhoda. After all,
you' ve got to boost your ice. W nust send our cargo. It will be nmuch cheaper for all of us if the
cargoes go out in one capsule. \What are your terns?"

"No deal,"” Rhoda said. "We'll charter Cap'n Rollo's ship, and you deal with us."

"Don't | get a say in this?" | asked.

"You'll get yours," Hornbinder muttered.

"Fifty thousand," Rhoda said. "Fifty thousand to charter your ship. Plus the ten thousand we
promnmi sed to get you here."

"That's no nore than |I'd rmake boosting your ice," | said. | usually get five percent of cargo
val ue, and the custoner furnishes the dee and reaction mass. That ice was worth a coupl e of
mllion when it arrived at Luna. Jefferson would probably have to sell it before then, but even
with discounts, futures in that nuch water would sell at over a mllion new francs.

"Seventy thousand, then," Rhoda said.

There was sonething wong here. | picked up nmny beer and took a long swallow. Wien | put it down,
Rhoda was tal king again. "N nety thousand. Plus your ten. An even hundred thousand francs, and you
get anot her one percent of whatever we get for the ice after we sell it."

"A counteroffer may be appropriate,” al Shanl an said, He was tal king to Johnny Peregrine, but he
said it |oud enough to be sure that everyone else heard him "WII| Wstinghouse go halves with
Iris on a charter?" Johnny nodded.

Al Shamlan's snile was deadly. "Charter your ship to us, Captain Kephart. One hundred and forty
thousand francs, for exclusive use for the next six hundred hours. That price includes boosting a
cargo capsule, provided that we furnish you the deuterium and reacti on mass."

"One fifty. Same deal," Rhoda said.

"One seventy-five."

"Two hundred." Sonebody grabbed her shoulder and tried to say sonething to her, but Rhoda pushed
hi maway. "I know what |'m doing, Two hundred thousand." Al Sham an shrugged. "You win. W can
wait for the next |aunch wi ndow. " He got up fromthe table. "Com ng, Johnny?"

"In a mnute." Peregrine had a worried | ook. "Ms. Hendrix, how do you expect to make a profit?
assure you that we won't pay what you seemto think we will."

"Leave that to ne," she said. She still had that |ook: triunphant. The price didn't seemto bother
her at all.

"Hum " Al Shaml an made a gesture of bafflenent. "One thing, Captain. Before you sign w th Rhoda,
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you might ask to see the noney. | would be much surprised if Jefferson Corporation has two hundred
thousand." He pushed hinself away and sailed across the bar to the corridor door. "You know where
to find me if things don't work out, Captain Kephart.™

He went out, and his conpany cops cane right after him After a nonent Peregrine and the other
corporation people foll owed.

| wondered what the hell I'd got nyself into this tine.

Rhoda Hendrix was trying to be friendly. It didn't really suit her style.

I knew she'd cone to Jefferson back when it was called G ubstake and Bl ackjack Dan was trying to
set up an independent colony. Sonetinme in her first year she'd noved in with him and pretty soon
she was handling all his financial deals. There wasn't any nonsense about freedom and denocracy
back then. G ubstake was a big opportunity to get rich or get killed, and not much nore.

When they found Bl ackj ack Dan outside without a helnet, it turned out that Rhoda was his heir. She
was the only one who knew what kind of deals he'd nade anyway, so she took over his place. A year

| ater she invented the Jefferson Corporation'. Everybody living on the rock had to buy stock, and
she tal ked a | ot about sovereign rights and government by the people. It takes a | ot of sonething
to govern a few thousand rockrats, and whatever it is, she had plenty. The idea caught on

Now t hings didn't seemto be going too well, and her face showed it when she tried to snile. "d ad
that's all settled,"” she said. "How s Janet ?"
"The famly is fine, the ship's fine, and I'mfine," | said.

She |l et the phony grin fade out. "OK, if that's the way you want it. Shall we nove over to a
boot h?"

"Way bother? |'ve got nothing to hide," | told her

"Watch it," Hornbi nder grow ed.

"And |'ve had about enough of him" | told Rhoda. "If you've got cargo to boost, let's get it
boosted. "

"In time." She pulled some papers out of her pouch. "First, here's the charter contract."

It was all drawn up in advance. | didn't like it at all. The noney was good, but none of this
sounded right. "Maybe | should take al Sham an's advice and - "
"You're not taking the Arab's advice or their noney either," Hornbi nder said.

" - and ask to see your money first," | finished.
"Qur credit's good," Rhoda said.
"So is mne as long as | keep ny paynents up. | can't pay off Barclay's with promses.” | lifted

my beer and flipped the top just enough to suck down a big gulp. Beer's lousy if you have to sip
it.
"What can you | ose?" Rhoda asked. "OK, so we don't have much cash. W've got a contract for the

ice. Ten percent as soon as the Lloyd's man certifies the stuffs in transfer orbit. W'IlIl pay you
out of that. We've got the dee, we' ve got reaction nass, what the hell else do you want?"

"Your radiogramsaid cash," | rem nded her. "I don't even have the retai ner you prom sed. Just
paper."

"Things are hard out here." Rhoda nodded to herself. She was thinking just how hard things were.
"I't's not like the old days. Everything' s organi zed. Big conpanies. As soon as we get a little

ahead, the big outfits nove in and cut prices on everything we sell. Qutbid us on everything we
have to buy. Like your beef."
"Sure," | said. "I'mfacing tough conpetition fromthe big shipping fleets, too."

"So this time we've got a chance to hold up the big boys," Rhoda said. "Get a little profit. You
aren't hurt. You get nore than you expected." She | ooked around to the other miners. There were a
| ot of people listening to us. "Kephart, all we have to do is get a little ahead, and we can turn
this rock into a decent place to live. A place for people, not corporation clients!" Her voice
rose and her eyes flashed. She neant every word, and the others nodded approval

"You lied to nme," | said.

"So what? How are you hurt?" She pushed the contract papers toward ne.

"Excuse ne." Dal quist hadn't spoken very loudly, but everyone |ooked at him "Wy is there such a
hurry about this?" he asked.

"What the hell's it to you?" Hornbinder demanded.

"You want cash?" Rhoda asked. "All right, I'lIl give you cash." She took a document out of her
pouch and slamred it onto the table. She hit hard enough to raise herself a couple of feet out of
her chair. It would have been funny if she wasn't dead serious. Nobody | aughed.

"There's a deposit certificate for every goddam cent we have!" she snouted. "You want it? Take it
all. Take the savings of every family in Jefferson. Punp us dry. Gind the faces of the poor! But
sign that charter!"”
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"Cause if you don't," Hornbinder said, "your ship won't ever leave this rock. And don't think we
can't stop you."

"Easy." | tried to | ook relaxed, but the sea of faces around nme wasn't friendly at all. | didn't
want to look at themso | |ooked at the deposit paper. It was genui ne enough: you can't fake the
nmol ecul ar documents Zurich banks use. Wth the Jefferson Corporation Seal and the right signatures
and thunbprints that thing was worth exactly 78,500 francs.

It would be a ot of noney if | owned it for nmyself. It wasn't so nmuch conpared to the nortgage on
Slinger. It was nothing at all for the total assets of a whole comunity.

"This is our chance to get out fromunder," Rhoda was saying. She wasn't talking to me. "W can
squeeze the goddam corporation people for a change. All we need is that charter and we' ve got

Westi nghouse and the Arabs where we want them"

Everybody in the bar was shouting now It |ooked ugly, and | didn't see any way out.

"OK," | told Rhoda. "Sign over that deposit certificate, and make nme out a lien on future assets
for the rest. I'll boost your cargo-"

"Boost hell, sign that charter contract," Rhoda said.

"Yeah, 1'll do that too. Make out the docunents."

"Captain Kephart, is this wi se?" Dal qui st asked.

"Keep out of this, you little son of a bitch." Horny noved toward Dal qui st, "You got no stake in
this. Now shut up before |I take off the top-"

Dal qui st hardly | ooked up. "Five hundred francs to the first man who col dcocks him" he said
carefully. He took his hand out of his pouch, and there was a bill init.

There was a nonent's silence, then four big mners started for Horny.

When it was over, Dal quist was out a thousand, because nobody coul d deci de who got to Hornbi nder
first.

Even Rhoda was | aughing after that was over. The nood changed a little; Hornbinder had never been
very popul ar, and Dal qui st was buying for the house. It didn't make any difference about the rest
of it, of course. They weren't going to let nme off Jefferson wi thout signing that charter
contract.

Rhoda sent over to city hall to have the documents nmade out. When they canme, | signed, and half
the people in the place signed as witnesses. Dalquist didn't like it, but he ended up as a witness
too. For better or worse, Slingshot was chartered to the Jefferson Corporation for seven hundred
hour s.

The surprise canme after |1'd signed. | asked Rhoda when she'd be ready to boost.
"Don't worry about it. You'll get the capsule when you need it."
"Bl oody hell! You can't wait to get nme to sign-"

"Aww, just relax, Kephart."

"l don't think you understand. You have half a mllion tons to boost up to what, five, six

kil ometers a second?" | took out my pocket calculator. "Sixteen tons of deuterium and el even

t housand reaction nmass. That's a bloody big | oad. The fuel feed systemis got to be built. It's not
sonething | can just strap on and push off-"

"You'll get what you need," Rhoda said. "W'Il| |let you know when it's tine to start work."

Jed put us in a private dining room Janet cane in later and | told her about the afternoon. |
didn't think she'd like it, but she wasn't as upset as | was.
"W have the noney," she said. "And we got a good price on the cargo, and if they ever pay off

we'll get nmore than we expected on the boost charges. If they don't pay up-well, so what?"
"Except that we've got a couple of major conpani es unhappy, and they'll be here |long after
Jefferson folds up. Sorry, Jed, but-"

He bristled his nustache. "Could be. | figure on gettin' along with the corporations too. Just in
case."

"But what did all that |ot nmean?" Dal qui st asked.

"Beats ne." Jed shook his head. "Rhoda's been maki ng noi ses about how rich we're going to be. New
furnace, another power plant, maybe even a ship of our own. Nobody knows how she's planning on
doing it."

"Coul d there have been a big strike?" Dal quist asked. "lridiurn, one of the really valuable
nmet al s?"

"Don't see how," Jed told him "Look, nmister, if Rhoda's goin' to bail this place out of the hole
the big boys have dug for us, that's great with me. | don't ask questions."

Jed's boy cane in. "There's a lady to see you."
Barbara Morrison Colella was a snall blonde girl, pug nose, blue eyes. She |ooks |ike sonebody
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you' d see on Earthside TV playing a dunb bl onde

Her degrees said "famly econom cs,” which | guess on Earth doesn't anpbunt to much. Qut here it's
a specialty. To keep a fam |y going out here you better know a | ot of environnment and |ife-support
engi neering, sonething about prices that depend on orbits and | aunch wi ndows, a | ot about how to
get sonething to eat out of rocks, and maybe sonething about power systens, too.

She was gl ad enough to see us, especially Janet, but we got another surprise. She | ooked at

Dal qui st and said, "Hello, Buck."

"Hel l 0. Surprised, Bobby?"

"No. | knew you'd be along as soon as you heard."

"You know each other, then," | said.

"Yes." Dal qui st hadn't noved, but he didn't look like a little man any | onger. "How did it happen
Bobby?"

Her face didn't change. She'd |ost nost of her smle when she saw Dal qui st. She | ooked at the rest
of us, and pointed at Jed. "Ask him He knows nmore than |I do."

"M . Anderson?" Dal quist pronpted. His tone made it sound as if he'd done this before, and he
expected to be answered.

If Jed resented that, he didn't show it. "Sinple enough. Joe always seened happy enough when he
cane in here after his shift-"

Dal qui st | ooked from Jed to Barbara. She nodded.

"-until the last time. That night he got stinking drunk. Kept mutterin' something about 'Not that
way. There's got to be another way.'"

"Do you know what that neant ?"

"No," Jed said. "But he kept saying it. Then he got really stinking and | sent himhone with a
coupl e of the guys he worked with."

"What happened when he got home?" Dal qui st asked.

"He never cane home, Buck," Barbara said. "I got worried about him but | couldn't find him The
men he'd left here with said he'd got to feeling better and |l eft them"

"Damm fools,” Jed nmuttered. "He was right out of it. Nobody should go outside with that nuch to
drink."

"And they found hi m outside?"

"At the refinery. Hel met busted open. Been dead five, six hours. Held the inquest right in here,
at that table al Shaml an was sitting at this afternoon."

"Who hel d the inquest?" Dal quist asked.

"Rhoda. "

"Doesn't nmake sense," | said.

"No." Janet didn't like it much either. "Barbara, don't you have any idea of what Joe meant? WaAs
he worried about sonething?"

"Not hing he told nme about. He wasn't-we weren't fighting, or anything like that. |I'm sure he
didn't-"

"Hunpf." Dal qui st shook his head. "Wat damed fool suggested suicide?”

"Well," Jed said, "you know how it is. If a nman takes on a big | oad and wanders around outside, it
m ght as well be suicide. Hornbinder said we were doing Barbara a favor, voting it an accident."
Dai qui st took papers out of his pouch. "He was right, of course. | wonder if Hornbinder knew t hat
al | Hanson enpl oyees receive a paid-up insurance policy as one of their retirenent benefits?"

"I didn't knowit," | said.

Janet was nore practical. "How much is it worth?”

"I am not sure of the exact anpunts," Dal quist said. "There are trust accounts involved al so.
Sufficient to get Barbara and the children back to Mars and pay for their |iving expenses there.
Assumi ng you want to go?"

"I don't know," Barbara said. "Let me think about it. Joe and | canme here to get away fromthe big
companies. | don't have to |like Rhoda and the city hall crowd to appreciate what we've got in

Jef ferson. | ndependence is worth something."”

"I ndeed, " Dal quist said. He wasn't agreeing with her, and suddenly we all knew he and Barbara had
been t hrough this argunment before. | wondered when

"Janet, what woul d you do?" Barbara asked.

Jan shrugged. "Not a fair question. Roland and | nmade that decision a long time ago. But neither
of us is alone." She reached for my hand across the table.

As she said, we had nmade our choice. W've had plenty of offers for Slingshot, fromoutfits that
woul d be happy to hire us as crew for Slinger. It would nean no nore hustle to neet the nortgage
paynents, and not a |lot of change in the way we live-but we wouldn't be our own peopl e anynore.
W' ve never seriously considered taking any of the offers.
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"You don't have to be alone," Dal qui st said.
"I know, Buck." There was a wistful note in Barbara's voice. They | ooked at each other for a | ong

time. Then we sat down to dinner

I was in ny office aboard Slingshot. Thirty hours had gone by since |'d signed the charter
contract, and | still didn't know what | was boosting, or when. It didn't make sense

Janet refused to worry about it. W'd cabled the noney on to Marsport, all of Jefferson's
treasury and what we'd got for our cargo, so Barclay's was happy for a while. W had enough
deuterium aboard Stinger to get where we could buy nore. She kept asking what there was to worry
about, and | didn't have any answer.

I was still brooding about it when Oswal d Dal qui st tapped on the door

I hadn't seen himmuch since the dinner at the Doghouse, and he didn't | ook any different, but he
wasn't the same man. | suppose the change was in nme. You can't think of a man nanmed "Buck" the
same way you think of an Gswal d

"Sit down," | said. That was formality, of course. It's no harder to stand than sit in the tiny
gravity we felt. "I1've been nmeaning to say sonething about the way you handl ed Horny. | don't

think I've ever seen anybody do that."

Hs smle was thin, and | guess it hadn't changed either, but it didn't seemlike an accountant's
smle any nore. "It's an interesting story, actually,” he said. "Along time ago | was in a big
col ony ship. Long passage, nothing to do. Discovered the other colonists didn't know nmuch about

pl ayi ng poker."

W exchanged grins again.

"I won so nmuch it nade ne worry that someone would take it away fromnme, so | hired the biggest
man in the bay to watch ny back. Sure enough, some chap accused ne of cheating, so | called on ny
big friend-"

"Yeah?"

"And he shouted 'Fifty to the first guy that decks him' Wrked splendidly, although it wasn't
precisely what |'d expected when | hired him"

We had our | augh.

"When are we | eaving, Captain Kephart?"

"Beats ne. Wien they get the cargo ready to boost, | guess.”

"That mght be a long tine," Dal qui st said.

"What is that supposed to nean?"

"I'"ve been asking around. To the best of nmy know edge, there are no preparations for boosting a
big cargo pod."

"That's stupid," | said. "Well, it's their business. Wen we go, how many passengers am| going to
have?"

Hs little snle faded entirely. "I wish | knew. You' ve guessed that Joe Colella and I were old
friends. And rivals for the same girl."

"Yeah. |'m wondering why you-hell, we tal ked about themon the way in. You never let on you' d ever
heard of them"

He nodded carefully. "I wanted to be certain. | only know that Joe was supposed to have died in an

accident. He was not the kind of man accidents happen to. Not even out here."

"What is that supposed to nean?"

"Only that Joe Colella was one of the nobst careful nen you will ever neet, and | didn't care to
di scuss ny business with Barbara until | knew nore about the situation in Jefferson. Now |'m
begi nni ng to wonder-"

"Dad!" Pam was on watch, and she sounded excited. The intercom box said again, "Dad!"

"Ri ght, sweetheart."

"You better come up quick. There's a nessage coning through. You better hurry."

"MAYDAY MAYDAY MAYDAY." The voice was cold and unenotional, the way they are when they really mean
it. It rolled off the tape Pam had nade.

MAYDAY MAYDAY NMAYDAY. THI S IS PEGASUS LI NES BOOSTSH P AGAMEMNON OUTBOUND EARTH TO PALLAS

OUR MAI N ENG NES ARE DI SABLED. | SAY AGAIN, MAIN ENG NES DI SABLED. OUR VELOCI TY RELATIVE TO SOL IS
ONE FOUR ZERO KI LOVETERS PER SECOND, | SAY AGAI N, ONE HUNDRED FORTY Kl LOVETERS PER SECOND
AUXI LI ARY POAER | S FAI LI NG MAI N ENG NES CANNOT BE REPAI RED. PRESENT SHI P MASS | S 54, 000

TONS. SEVENTEEN HUNDRED PASSENGERS ABOARD. NMAYDAY NMAYDAY NMAYDAY

"Lord God." | wasn't really aware that | was tal king. The kids had crowded into the control cabin,
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and we |istened as the tape went on to give a string of nunbers, the vectors to | ocate Aganemmon
precisely. | started to punch theminto the plotting tanks, but Pam stopped ne.

"l already did that, Dad." She hit the activation switch to bring the screen to life.

It showed a picture of our side of the solar system the inner planets and inhabited rocks, along
with a block of nunbers and a long thin line with a dot at the end to represent Aganemon. O her
dots wi nked on and off: boostships.

W were the only one that stood a prayer of a chance of catching up with Agamemon

The other screen lit, giving us what the Register knew about Aganemon. It didn't | ook good. She
was an enornous ol d cargo-passenger ship, over thirty years old-and out here that's ol d indeed.
She' d been built for a useful life of half that, and sold off to Pegasus Lines when P& deci ded
she wasn't safe.

Her auxiliary power was furnished by a plutoniumpile. If something went wong with it, there was
no way to repair it in space. Wthout auxiliary power, the |ife-support systens couldn't function.
I was still |ooking at her specs when the conm panel lit. Local call, Port Captain's frequency.
"Yeah, Jed?" | said.

"You' ve got the Mayday?"

"Sure. | figure we've got about sixty hours nmax to fuel up and still let ne catch her. 1've got to
try it, of course.”

"Certainly, Captain." The voice was Rhoda's. "l've already sent a crewto start work on the fue
pod. | suggest you work with themto be sure it's right."

"Yeah. They'|ll have to work damed fast." Slingshot doesn't carry anything like the tankage a run

l'ike this would need.
"One nore thing, Captain," Rhoda said. "Renenber that your ship is under exclusive charter to the

Jefferson Corporation. W'll make the |egal arrangements with Pegasus. You concentrate on getting
your ship ready."

"Yeah, OK. Qut." | switched the comm systemto Record. "Aganemon, this is cargo tug Slingshot. |
have your Mayday. Intercept is possible, but I cannot carry sufficient fuel and mass to decelerate
your ship, | must vanpire your dee and nmass, | say again, we nust transfer your fuel and reaction

mass to ny ship.

"W have no facilities for taking your passengers aboard. W will attenpt to take your ship in tow
and decel erate using your deuteriumand reaction mass. Qur engines are nodified General Electric
Model five-niner ion-fusion. Preparations for com ng to your assistance are under way. Suggest

your crew begin preparations for fuel transfer. Over."

Then | | ooked around the cabin. Janet and our ol dest were ashore. "Pam you're in charge. Send
that, and record the reply. You can start the checklist for boost. | make it about two-hundred
centinmeters accel eration, but you'd better check that. Whatever it is, we'll need to secure for

it. Also, get in acall to find your nother. God knows where she is."
"Sure, Dad." She |ooked very serious, and | wasn't worried. Hal's the ol dest, but Pamis a lot nore

t hor ough.
The Register didn't give anywhere near enough data about Aganemmon. | could see fromthe
recognition pix that she carried her reaction nmass in strap-ons alongside the main hull, rather

than in detachable pods right forward the way Slinger does. That nmeant we night have to transfer
the whol e | ot before we could start decel eration.

She had been built as a general - purpose ship, so her hull structure forward was beefy enough to
take the thrust of a cargo pod-but how nuch thrust? If we were going to get her down, we'd have to
push like hell on her bows, and there was no way to tell if they were strong enough to take it.

| | ooked over to where Pam was ai m ng our high-gain antenna for the nessage to Aganmemmon. She

| ooked |ike she'd been doing this all her life, which | guess she had been, but nostly for drills.
It gave ne a funny feeling to know she'd grown up sonetinme in the |ast couple of years and Janet
and | hadn't really noticed.

"Panmela, I'"'mgoing to need nore information on Aganemmon," | told her. "The lads had a TV cast out
of Marsport, so you ought to be able to get through. Ask for anything they have on that ship.
Structural strength, fuel-handling equipnment, everything they've got."

"Yes, sir.

"OK. I'mgoing ashore to see about the fuel pods. Call nme when we get sonme answers, but if there's
not hi ng i mportant from Aganmemon just hang onto it."

"What happens if we can't catch then?" Philip asked.

Pam and Jennifer were trying to explain it to himas | went down to the | ock

* * *
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Jed had lunch waiting in the Doghouse. "How s it going?" he asked when | cane in.

"Pretty good. Dammed good, all things considered."” The refinery crew had built up fuel pods for
Slinger before, so they knew what | needed, but they'd never nade one that had to stand up to a
full fifth of a gee. A couple of centineters is hefty accel erati on when you boost big cargo, but
we'd have to go out at a hundred tines that.

"Get the stuff from Marsport?"

"Some of it." | shook nmy head. The whol e operation would be tricky. There wasn't a lot of risk for
me, but Agamemmon was in big trouble.

"Rhoda's waiting for you. Back room"”

"You don't | ook happy."

Jed shrugged. "Quess she's right, but it's kind of ghoulish."

"What - ?"

"Go see."

Rhoda was sitting with a trimchap who wore a clipped nmustache. 1'd met himbefore, of course: B
Elton, Esq., the Lloyd' s rep in Jefferson. He hated the place and couldn't wait for a transfer

"I consider this reprehensible,” Elton was saying when | cane in. "I hate to think you are a party

to this, Captain Kephart."

"Party to what?"

"Ms. Hendrix has asked for thirty million francs as salvage fee. Ten million in advance."

I whistled. "That's heavy."

"The ship is worth far nore than that,"” Rhoda sai d.

"If | can get her down. There are plenty of problens- hell, she may not be fit for nore than

sal vage, " | said.

"Then there are the passengers. How nmuch is Lloyd's out if you have to pay off their policies? And
| awsui ts?" Rhoda had the tontat's grin again. "W're saving you noney, M. Elton."

| realized what she was doing. "I don't know how to say this, but it's ny ship you're risking."
"You'll be paid well," Rhoda said. "Ten percent of what we get."

That woul d just about pay off the whole nortgage. It was also a hell of a lot nore than the

commi ssioners in Marsport would award for a sal vage j ob.

"We've got heavy expenses up front," Rhoda was saying. "That fuel pod costs |ike crazy. W're
going to miss the |aunch wi ndow to Luna."

"Certainly you deserve reasonabl e conpensation, but-"

"But nothing!"™ Rhoda's grin was triunphant. "Captain Kephart can't boost wi thout fuel, and we have

it all. That fuel goes aboard his ship when you ve signed my contract, Elton, and not before.”

El ton | ooked sad and disgusted. "It seens a cheap-"

"Cheap!" Rhoda got up and went to the door. "Wat the hell do you know about cheap? How goddamm
many tinmes have we heard you people say there's no such thing as an excess profit? Well, this tine

we got the breaks, Elton, and well take the excess profits. Think about that."

Qut in the bar sonmebody cheered. Another began singing a tune |I'd heard in Jefferson before. Pam
says the nusic is very old, she's heard it on TV casts, but the words fit Jefferson. The chorus
goes "There's gonna be a great day!" and everybody out there shouted it.

"Marsport will never give you that nuch noney," Elton said.

"Sure they will." Rhoda's grin got even wider, if that was possible. "W'IIl hold onto the cargo
until they do-"

"Be damed if | will!l"™ | said.

"Not you at all. I'msending M. Hornbinder to take charge of that. Don't worry, Captain Kephart,
I've got you covered. The big boys won't bite you."

" Hor nbi nder ?"

"Sure. You'll have some extra passengers this run-"

"Not him Not in my ship," | said.

"Sure he's going. You can use sone hel p-"

Li ke hell. "I don't need any."

She shrugged. "Sorry you feel that way. Just remenber, you're under charter.'
grin again and |eft.

When she was gone, Jed cane in with beer for ne and sonething el se for Elton. They were stil
singi ng and cheering in the other room

"Do you think this is fair?" El ton denanded.

Jed shrugged. "Doesn't matter what | think. O what Rollo thinks. Determ ned worman, Rhoda
Hendri x. "

"You'd have no trouble over ignoring that charter contract,'
find a reasonabl e bonus for you-"

She gave the tontat

Elton told ne. "In fact, we could
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"Forget it." | took the beer fromJed and drank it all. Wl ding up that fuel pod had been hot
work, and | was ready for three nmore. "Listen to themout there,” | said. "Think | want them mad
at ne? They see this as the end of their troubles.”

"Which it could be," Jed said. "Wth a fewnillion to invest we can make Jefferson into a pretty
good place." Elton wasn't having any. "Lloyd's is not in the business of subsidizing colonies that
cannot nake a living-"

"So what?" | said. "Rhoda's got the dee and nobody el se has enough. She means it, you know. "
"There's less than forty hours,” Jed reminded him "I think 1'd get on the line to ny bosses, was
I you."

"Yes." Elton had recovered his polish, but his eyes were narrow. "I'll just do that."

They launched the big fuel pod with strap-on solids, just enough thrust to get it away fromthe
rock so | could catch it and |l ock on. W had hours to spare, and | took ny time matching

vel ocities. Then Hal and | went outside to make sure everything was connected right.

Hor nbi nder and two friends were aboard against all ny protests. They wanted to conme out with us,
but | wasn't having any. We don't need hel p from ground-pounders. Janet and Pamtook themto the
gallery for coffee while | made ny inspection

Slingshot is basically a strongly built hollow tube with engines at one end and clanps at the
other. The cabins are rings around the outside of the tube. We also carry sone deuterium and
reaction mass strapped on to the main hull, but for big jobs there's not nearly enough roomthere.
Instead, we build a special fuel pod that straps onto the bow. The reaction nass can be | owered
through the central tube when we're boosting.

Boost cargo goes on forward of the fuel pod. This tine we didn't have any going out, but when we
caught up to Agamemmon she'd ride there, no different fromany other cargo capsule. That was the
pl an, anyway. Taking another ship in towisn't precisely comobn out here.

Everything matched up. Deuteriumlines, and the el evator system for handling the mass and getting
it intothe boiling pots aft; it all fit. Hal and | took our tine, even after we were sure it was
wor ki ng, while the Jefferson mners who'd come up with the pod fussed and worried. Eventually |

was satisfied, and they got onto their bikes to head for home. | was still waiting for a call from
Janet, Just before they were ready to start up she halted us. She used an open frequency so the

m ners could hear. "Rollo, |I"mafraid those crewren Rhoda | oaned us will have to go honme with the
others.™

"Eh?" One of the mners turned around in the saddle.

"What's the problem Jan?" | asked.

"I't seens M. Hornbinder and his friends have very bad stomach problens. It could be quite
serious. | think they'd better see Dr. Stewart as soon as possible."

"Goddam Rhoda's not going to like this," the foreman said. He maneuvered his little open-frane
scooter over to the airlock. Pam brought his friends out and saw t hey were strapped in.

"Hurry up!" Hornbinder said. "Get noving!"

"Sure, Horny." There was a puzzled note in the forenan's voice. He started up the bike. At maxi num
thrust it might make a twentieth of a gee. There was no encl osed space, it was just a small
chenmical rocket with saddles, and you rode it in your suit.

"CGoddamit, get noving," Hornbinder was shouting. If there'd been air you m ght have heard hima
klick away. "You can nake better tine than this!"

I got inside and went up to the control cabin. Jan was grinning.

"Amazi ng what cal onel can do," she said.

"Amazing." We took tinme off for a quick kiss before | strapped in. | didn't feel nuch synpathy for
Horny, but the other two hadn't been so bad. The one to feel sorry for was whoever had to clean up
their suits.

Ship's engines are conplicated things. First you take deuteriumpellets and zap themwith a big

| aser. The dee fuses to helium Now you've got far too nuch hot gas at far too high a tenperature,
so it goes into an MHD systemthat cools it and turns the energy into electricity.

Sone of that powers the lasers to zap nore dee. The rest powers the ion drive system Take a
metal, preferably sonething with a | ow boiling point Iike cesium but since that's rare out here
cadmi um generally has to do. Boil it to a vapor. Put the vapor through ionizing screens that you
keep charged with power fromthe fusion system

Squirt the charged vapor through nore charged plates to accelerate it, and you've got a drive.

You' ve al so got a charge on your ship, so you need an electron gun to get rid of that.

There are only about nine hundred things to go wong with the system Superconductors for the
magnetic fields and charge plates: those take cryogeni c systenms, and those have auxiliary systens
to keep them going. Nothing's sinmple, and nothing's small, so out of Slingshot's sixteen hundred

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Pournelle%20-%20High%20Justice.txt (88 of 94) [11/1/2004 12:18:02 AM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Pournel | e%620-%20High%20Justi ce.txt

metric tons, well over a thousand tons is engine.

Now you know why there aren't any space yachts flitting around out here. Slinger's one of the
snmal | est ships in comm ssion, and she's bloody big. If Jan and | hadn't happened to hit |ucky by
being the only possible buyers for a couple of wecks, and hadn't had friends at Barclay's who

t hought we might nake a go of it, we'd never have owned our own ship.

When | tell people about the engines, they don't ask what we do aboard Slinger when we're on | ong
passages, but they're only partly right. You cant do anything to an engine while it's on. It
either works or it doesn't, and all you have to do with it is see it gets fed.

It's when the dammed things are shut down that the work starts, and that takes so nuch tinme that
you nmake sure you've done everything else in the ship when you can't work on the engines. There's
a |l ot of maintenance, as you night guess when you think that we've got to nmake everythi ng we need,
fromair to zwei back. Living in a ship nakes you appreciate pl anets.

Space operations go snooth, or generally they don't go at all. | |ooked at Jan and we gave each
other a quick wink. It's a good luck charm we've devel oped. Then | hit the keys, and we were off.

It wasn't a | ong boost to catch up with Agamemmon. | spent nost of it in the contoured chair in
front of the control screens. Afifth of a gee isn't nuch for dirtsiders, but out here it's ten
times what we're used to. Even the cats hate it.

The hi gh gees saved us on high cal cium foods and the drugs we need to keep going in | ow gravs, and
of course we didn't have to put in so nuch tine in the exercise harnesses, but the only one happy
about it was Dal quist. He came up to the control cap about an hour out from Jefferson

"I thought there would be other passengers," he said.

"Real | y? Barbara made it pretty clear that she wasn't interested in Pallas. Mght go to Mars, but -

"No, | meant M. Hornbi nder."

"He, uh, seens to have becone ill. So did his friends. Happened quite suddenly."

Dal qui st frowned. "I wi sh you hadn't done that."

"Real | y? Way?"

"I't mght not have been wise, Captain." |I turned away fromthe screens to face him "Look, M.
Dal qui st, I'mnot sure what you're doing on this trip. | sure didn't need Rhoda's goons al ong."
"Yes. Wll, there's nothing to be done now in any event. "

"Just why are you aboard? | thought you were in a hurry to get back to Marsport -
"Butterworth interests may be affected, Captain. And I'min no hurry."

That's all he had to say about it, too, no matter how hard | pressed himon it.

I didn't have tine to worry about it. As we boosted, | was tal king with Aganmermon. She passed
about half a mllion kiloneters fromJefferson, which is amfully close out here. W'd started
boosting before she was abreast of the rock, and now we were chasing her. The idea was to catch up
to her just as we matched her velocity. Meanwhile, Aganmemmon's crew had their work cut out.

When we were fifty kilometers behind, | cut the engines to mninmumpower. | didn't dare shut them
down entirely. The fusion power systemhas no difficulty with restarts, but the ion screens are
fouled if they're cooled. Unless they're cleaned or replaced we can | ose as nuch as half our
thrust-and we were going to need every dyne.

We coul d just nmake out Aganemmon with our tel escope. She was too far away to let us see any
details. We could see a bright spot of l|ight approaching us, though: Captain Jason Ewert-Janmes and
two of his engineering officers. They were using one of Agamemmon s scooters.

There wasn't anything |larger aboard. It's not practical to carry lifeboats for the entire crew and
passenger |ist, so they have none at all on the |arger boostships. Earthside politicians are
forever talking about "requiring" |ifeboats on passenger-carrying ships, but they'll never do it.
Even i f they pass such | aws, how could they enforce then? Earth has no cops in space. The U.S. and
Soviet Air Forces keep a few ships, but not enough to make an effective police force even if
anyone out here recognized their jurisdiction, which we don't.

Captain Ewert-Janes was a typical ship captain. He'd formerly been with one of the big British-
Swiss lines and had to transfer over to Pegasus when his ship was sold out fromunder him The
larger lines |Iike younger skippers, which I think is a mstake, but they don't ask my advice.
Ewert-Janmes was tall and thin, with a clipped nustache and greying hair. He wore uniformcoveralls
over his skintights, and in the pocket he carried a |large pipe which he lit as soon as he'd asked
perm ssi on.

"Thank you. Didn't dare snoke aboard Aganemon -
"Air that short?" | asked.
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"No, but sonme of the passengers think it might be. Wuldn't care to annoy them you know. " His
lips twitched just a trifle, something less than a conspirator's grin but nore than a deadpan

W went into the office. Jan came in, making it a bit crowded. | introduced her as physician and
chief officer.

"How | arge a crew do you keep, Captain Kephart?" Ewert-Janmes asked

"Just us. And the kids. My oldest two are on watch at the nonent."

H s face didn't change, "Experienced cadets, eh? Wll, we'd best be down to it. M. Haply wll
show you what we've been able to acconplish.”

They' d done quite a lot. There was a | ot of expensive alloy bar-stock in the cargo, and sonehow
they'd got a good bit of it forward and used it to brace up the bows of the ship so she could take
the thrust. "Haven't been able to weld it properly, though," Haply said. He was a young third

engi neer, not too long frombeing a cadet hinmself. "W don't have enough power to do wel ding and
run the life support too."

Aganemon' s i mage was a blur on the screen across fromnmy desk. It |ooked like a gigantic hydra,
or a bullwhip with three short |ashes standing out fromthe handle. The three arns rotated slowy.
| pointed toit. "Still got spin on her."

"Yes." Ewert-Janes was grim "We've been running the ship with that power. Spin her up with
attitude jets and take power off the flywheel notor as she sl ows down."

I was inmpressed. Spin is usually given by running a big flywheel with an electric notor. Since any
motor is a generator, Ewert-Janes's people had found a novel way to get sonme auxiliary power for
I'ife-support systemns.

"Can you run for a while without doing that?" Jan asked. "It won't be easy transferring reaction
mass if you can't." We'd already explained why we didn't want to shut down our engines, and
there'd be no way to supply Aganemmon with power from Slingshot until we were coupl ed together
"Certainly. Part of the cargo is liquid oxygen. W can run twenty, thirty hours wi thout ship's
power. Possibly |onger."

"Good." | hit the keys to bring the plot tank results onto ny office screen. "There's what | get,"”
I told them "Qur outside tine limt is Stinger's maxinumthrust. |1'd nake that twenty centineters
for this |oad-"

"Which is nore than |'d care to see exerted agai nst the bows, Captain Kephart. Even with our
bracing." Ewert-Janmes | ooked to his engineers. They nodded gravely.

"We can't do less than ten," | remnded them "Anything nuch | ower and we won't make Pallas at
all."

"She' Il take ten," Haply said. "I think."

The ot hers nodded agreenent. | was sure they'd been over this a hundred tines as we were cl osing

| looked at the plot again. "At the outside, then, we've got one hundred and seventy hours to
transfer twenty-five thousand tons of reaction mass. And we can't work steadily because you'l
have to spin up Aganemmon for power, and | can't stop engines-"

Ewert-Janes turned up both corners of his mouth at that. It was the closest thing to a snmle he
ever gave. "l'd say we best get at it, wouldn't you?"

Agamemon didn't | ook much like Slingshot. We'd closed to a quarter of a klick, and steadily drew
ahead of her; when we were past her, we'd turn over and decel erate, dropping behind so that we
could do the whole cycle over again.

Sone features were the same, of course. The engi nes were not nuch larger than Slingshot's and

| ooked much the sane, a big cylinder covered over with tankage and coils, acceleration outports at
the aft end. A smaller tube ran fromthe engines forward, but you couldn't see all of it because
bi g rounded reaction nass canisters covered part of it.

Up forward the arnms grew out of another cylinder. They jutted out at equal angles around the hull
three big arns to contain passenger decks and auxiliary systens. The arnms could be folded in

bet ween the reacti on mass cani sters, and woul d be when we started boosting.

Al told she was over four hundred neters long, and with the hundred-neter arnms thrust out she

| ooked |i ke a nmonstrous hydra slowy spinning in space.

"There doesn't seemto be anything wong aft," Buck Dal quist said. He studied the ship fromthe
screens, then pulled the tel escope eyepiece toward hinmself for a direct |ook

"Failure in the superconductor system"™ | told him "Broken lines. They can't contain the fusion
reaction |l ong enough to get it into the MHID system"”

He nodded. "So Captain Ewert-James told ne. |'ve asked for a chance to inspect the damage as soon
as it's convenient."

"Eh? Why?"

"Ch, cone now, Captain." Dal quist was still |ooking through the tel escope. "Surely you don't
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believe in Rhoda Hendrix as a good |uck charn®"

"But-"

"But nothing." There was no hunmor in his voice, and when he | ooked across the cabin at ne, there
was none in his eyes. "She bid far too nuch for an exclusive charter, after first making certain
that you'd be on Jefferson at precisely the proper tine. She has bankrupted the corporate treasury
to obtain a corner on deuterium Wy else would she do all that if she hadn't expected to collect
it back with profit?"

"But-she was going to charge Westinghouse and Iris and the others to boost their cargo. And they
had cargo of their own-"

"Did they? W saw no signs of it. And she bid far too nuch for your charter."

"Dam it, you can't nean this," | said, but | didn't nmean it. | renenbered the atnosphere back at
Jefferson. "You think the whole outfit was in on it?"

He shrugged. "Does it natter?"

The fuel transfer was tough. W couldn't just come al ongside and winch the stuff over. At first we
caught it on the fly: Agamemmon's crew would fling out hundred-ton canisters, then use the
attitude jets to boost away fromthem not far, but just enough to stand clear.

Then | caught themwith the bow pod. It wasn't easy. You don't need rmuch closing velocity with a
hundred tons before you' ve got a hell of a lot of energy to worry about. Weightless doesn't mnean
massl| ess.

We could only transfer about four hundred tons an hour that way. After the first ten-hour stretch
| decided it wouldn't work. There were just too nany ways for things to go w ong.

"CGet rigged for tow," | told Captain Ewert-Janes. "Once we're hooked up | can feed you power, so
you don't have to do that crazy stunt with the spin. I'll start boost at about a tenth of a
centimeter. It'll keep the screens hot, and we can wi nch the fuel pods down."

He was ready to agree. | think watching ne try to catch those fuel canisters, knowing that if |
made a m stake his ship was headed for Saturn and beyond, was giving himulcers.

First he spun her hard to build up power, then slowed the spin to nothing. The long arns fol ded
al ongsi de, so that Aganmemmon took on a trimshape. Meanwhile | worked around in front of her
turned over and boosted in the direction we were traveling, and turned again.

The dopplers worked fine for a change. W hardly felt the jolt as Agamemon settl ed nose to nose
wWith us. Her-crewren came out to work the clanmps and string lines across to carry power. VW& were
I inked, and the rest of the trip was nothing but hard work.

We could still transfer no nore than four hundred tons an hour, neaning bloody hard work to get
the whol e twenty-five thousand tons into S/tnger's fuel pod, but at least it was all downhill
Each canister was | owered by wi nch, then swng into our own fuel -handling system where Slinger's
wi nches took over. Cadmi um s heavy: a cube about two neters on a side holds a hundred tons of the
stuff. It wasn't big, and it didn't weigh much in a tenth of a centinmeter, but you don't drop the
stuff either.

Finally it was finished, and we could start nmaxi num boost: a whole ten centineters, about a
hundredth of a gee. That may not sound |i ke nmuch, but think of the mass involved. Slingers sixteen
hundred tons were nothing, but there was Agamermon too. | worried about the bracing Ewert-Janes
had put in the bows, but nothing happened.

Three hundred hours | ater we were down at Pallasport. As soon as we touched in my ship was
surrounded by Intertel cops.

The room was paneled in real wood. That doesn't sound |ike much unless you live in the Belt, but
think about it: every bit of that paneling was brought across sixty mllion kiloneters.

Pal l as hasn't nuch for gravity, but there's enough to nake sitting down worth doing. Besides, it's
a habit we don't seemto be able to get out of. There was a big conference table across the mddle
of the room and a dozen corporation reps sat at it. It was nmade of sone kind of plastic that

| ooks i ke wood; not even the Corporations Conmission brings furniture fromEarth.

Deputy Commi ssioner Ruth Carr sat at a table at the far end, across the big conference table from
where | sat in the nom nal custody of the Intertel guards. | wasn't happy about being arrested and
my ship i npounded, Not that it would do ne any good to be unhappy. .

Al'l the big outfits were represented at the conference table, Lloyd s and Pegasus Lines, of

course, but there were others, Hansen Enterprises, Wstinghouse, Iris, GE, and the rest.
"Definitely sabotage, then?" Commi ssioner Carr asked. She | ooked nuch ol der than she really was;
the bl ack coveralls and cap did that. She'd done a good job of conducting the hearings, though
even sendi ng Captain BEwert-Janes and his engineers out to get new phot ographs of the danage to
Aganmemon' s engi nes. He passed themup fromthe wi tness box, and she handed themto her experts at
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their place to her right.

They nodded over them

"1"d say definitely so," Captain Ewert-Janes was saying. "There was an attenpt to lay the charge
pattern such that it mght be nmistaken for neteorite damage. In fact, had not M. Dal quist been so
i nsistent on a thorough exanination, we mght have let it go at that. On close inspection, though
it seens very probable that a series of shaped charges were used."

Ruth Carr nodded to herself. She'd heard nme tell about Rhoda's frantic efforts to charter ny ship
One of BEwert-Janes's officers testified that an engi neering crewran junped ship just before
Aganmemmon boosted out of Earth orbit. The Intertel people had dug up the fact that he'd lived on
Jefferson two years before, and were trying to track hi m down now he'd vani shed.

"The only possible beneficiary would be the Jefferson Corporation,”" Ms. Carr said. "The concerns
nmost harned are Ll oyd's and Pegasus Lines-"

"And Hansen Enterprises,"” the Hansen rep said. Ruth Carr |ooked annoyed, but she didn't say
anything. | noticed that the big outfits felt free to interrupt her and wondered if they did that
with all the comm ssioners, or just her because she hadn't been at the job very |ong.

The Hansen man was an ol der chap who | ooked as if he'd done his share of rock mning in his day,
but he spoke with a Harvard accent. "There is a strong possibility that the Jefferson Corporation
arranged the nmurder of a retired Hansen enpl oyee. As he was insured by a Hansen subsidiary, we are
qui te concerned. "

"Quite right." Ms. Carr jotted notes on the pad in front of her. She was the only one there 1'd
seen use note paper. The others whispered into wist recorders. "Before we hear proposed actions,
has anyone an objection to disposing of the matter concerning Captain Kephart ?"

Nobody sai d anyt hi ng.

"I find that Captain Kephart has acted quite properly, and that the salvage fees should go to his
ship."

| realized I'd been holding ny breath. Nobody wanted ny scalp so far as | knew, and Dal qui st had

been careful to show | wasn't involved in whatever Rhoda had pl anned-but still, you never know
what' Il happen when the big boys have their eye on you. It was a relief to hear her dismiss the
whol e busi ness, and the sal vage fees woul d pay off a big part of the nortgage. | woul dn't know

just how rmuch 1'd get until the full Conm ssion back in Marsport acted, but it couldn't cone to
less than a nmillion francs. Maybe nore.

"Now for the matter of the Jefferson Corporation."

"Move that we send sufficient Intertel agents to take possession of the whole dam rock," the

Ll oyd's nman sai d.

"Second." Pegasus Lines.

"Di scussi on?" Ruth Carr asked.

"Hansen wil|l speak against the notion," the Hansen rep said. "M . Dalquist will speak for us."
That surprised hell out of ne. | wondered what woul d happen, and sat quite still, listening. | had
no business in there, of course. If there hadn't been sonme suspicion that | mght have been in on
Rhoda's schene |'d never have heard this rmuch, and by rights | ought to have | eft when she made
her ruling, but nobody seened anxious to throw nme out.

"First, let ne state the obvious," Dal quist said. "An operation of this size will be costly. The
use of naked force agai nst an independent colony, no matter how justified, will have serious
repercussi ons throughout the Belt-"

"Let "emget awmay with it and it'll really be serious," the Pegasus nan said.

"Hansen Enterprises has the floor, M. Papagorus,” Conm ssioner Carr said.

Dal qui st nodded his thanks. "My point is that we should consider alternatives. The proposed action
is at |east expensive and distasteful, if not positively undesirable."

"We'll concede that," the Lloyd' s man said. The others nuttered agreenment. One of the people
representing a whole slew of snmaller outfits whispered, "Here cones the Hansen hooker. How s

Dal qui st going to make a profit fromthis?"

"I further point out," Dal quist said, "that Jefferson is no nore val uabl e than nany ot her
asteroids. True, it has good mnerals and water, but no richer resources than other rocks we've
not devel oped. The real value of Jefferson is in its having a working col ony and | abor force-and
it is highly unlikely that they will work very hard for us if we |l and conpany police and
confiscate their hones."

Everybody was |istening now. The chap who'd whi spered earlier threw his neighbor an "I told you
so" | ook.

"Secondly. If we take over the Jefferson holdings, the result will be a fight anmong oursel ves over
the division of the spoils.”

There was another murmur of assent to that. They could all agree that sonething had to be done,
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but nobody wanted to let the others have the pie without a cut for hinself.
"Finally. It is by no nmeans clear that any | arge nunber of Jefferson inhabitants were involved in

this conspiracy. Chairman Hendrix, certainly. I could nane two or three others. For the rest-who
knows?"

"Al'l right," the Lloyd's man said. "You' ve nade your point. If landing Intertel cops on Jefferson
isn't advisable, what do we do? | amdammed if we'll let themget away clean."

"l suggest that we invest in the Jefferson Corporation,"” Dal quist said.

The Doghouse hadn't changed. There was a crowd outside in the main room They were all waiting to
hear how rich they'd becone. Wen | cane in, even Hornbinder sniled at ne.

They were getting wild drunk while Dalquist and | net with Rhoda in the back room She didn't |ike
what he was sayi ng.

"Qur syndicate will pay off the damage cl ai ns due to Pegasus Lines and Lloyd's," Dalquist told
her. "And pay Captain Kephart's salvage fees. In addition, we will invest two mllion francs for
new equi prent. In return you will deliver forty percent of the Jefferson Corporation stock to us.
He wasn't being generous. Wth a forty percent bloc it was a cinch they could find enough nore
anong the rockrats for a majority. Sone of them hated everythi ng Rhoda stood for

"You' ve got to be crazy," Rhoda said. "Sell out to a goddam syndi cate of corporations? W don't
want any of you here!"

Dal quist's face was grim "I amtrying to renmain polite, and it is not easy, M. Hendrix. You
don't seemto appreciate your position. The corporation representatives have nade their decision
and the Commi ssion has ratified it. You will either sell or face sonething worse."

"I don't recognize any comm ssions," Rhoda said. "W've always been independent, we're not part of
your goddam fasci st comission. Christ almghty, you ve found us guilty before we even knew
there'd be a trial! W weren't even heard!"

"Why should you be? As you say, you're independent. O have been up to now. "

"We' Il fight, Dal quist. Those conpany cops will never get here alive. Even if they do-"

"Ch, cone now." Dal quist nade an inpatient gesture. "Do you really believe we'd take the trouble

of sending Intertel police, now that you' re warned? Hardly. We'lIl merely seize all your cargo in
the pipeline and see that no ship cones here for any reason. How long will it be before your own
peopl e throw you out and cone to terns with us?"

That hit her hard. Her eyes narrowed as she thought about it. "I can see you don't live to enjoy
what you' ve done-"

"Nonsense. "

| figured it was ny turn. "Rhoda, you may not believe this, hut | heard hi margue them out of
sendi ng the cops w thout any warning at all. They were ready to do it."

The shouts canme Fromthe bar as Jed opened the door to see if we wanted anything. "There's gonna
be a great day!"

"Everything all right here?" Jed asked.

"No!" Rhoda shoved herself away fromthe table and glared at Dalquist. "Not all right at all! Jed,
he's-"

"I know what he's saying, Rhoda," Jed told her. "Cap'n Rollo and | had a long talk with him]last
ni ght."

"Wth the result that |'mspeaking to you at all," Dalquist said. "Frankly, |I'd rather see you
dead." His face was a bitter nask of hatred, and the enotionl ess expression fell away. He hated
Rhoda. "You've killed the best friend | ever had, and | find that | need you anyway. Captain
Anderson has convinced ne that it will be difficult to govern here wi thout you, which is why

you'll remain nomnally in control after this sale is nade,"
"No. No sale.”
"There will be. Who'll buy fromyou? Wio'll sell to you? This was a unani nous deci sion. You're not

i ndependent, no natter how often you say you are. There's no place for your kind of nationalism
out here."

"You bastards. The big boys. You think you can do anything you like to us."

Dal qui st recovered his calmas quickly as he'd lost it. |I think it was the tone Rhoda used; he
didn't want to sound like her. | couldn't tell if | hated himor not.

"W can do whatever we can agree to do," Dalquist said. "You seemto think the Corporations
Comm ssion is sonme kind of governnent. It isn't. It's just a neans for settling disputes. W' ve
found it nore profitable to have rules than to have fights. But we're not without power, and
everyone's agreed that you can't be let off after trying what you did."

"So we pay for it," Jed said.

Dal qui st shrugged. "There's no government out here. Are you ready to bring Rhoda to trial? Al ong
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with all the others involved?"

Jed shook his head. "Doubt it-"

"And there's the matter of restitution, which you can't make anyway. And you're bankrupt, since
you sent no cargo to Luna and the | aunch wi ndow s cl osed."

"Just who the hell is this syndicate?" Rhoda dermanded.

Dal qui st's expression didn't change, but there was a note of triunph in his voice. He'd won, and
he knew it. "The nmajor suns are put up by Hansen Enterprises.”

"And you'll be here as their rep."

He nodded. "Certainly. |'ve been with Hansen nost of ny life, Ms. Hendrix. The conpany trusts ne
to look out for its best interests. As | trusted Joe Colella. Until he retired he was ny best
field agent."

She didn't say anything, but her face was sour

"You might have got away with this if you hadn't killed Joe," Dal quist said. "But retired or not,
he was a Hansen man. As |'m sure you found when he discovered your plan. W take care of our
peopl e, Ms. Hendrix. Hansen is a good conpany."”

"For conpany nen." Jed's voice was flat. He | ooked around the snmall back roomwi th its bare rock
walls, but | think he was seeing through those walls, out through the corridors, beyond to the
caves where the rockrats tried to nake hones, "A good outfit for conpany nen. But it won't be the
sane, for us."

Qutside they were still singing about the great days comi ng
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