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Tom Kennedy dreamed that guns blazed, innocent people died, and fire spread over the land as looming thermonuclear mushrooms hung in the skies.
He stirred fitfully, sighed, nearly woke, and sank back into sleep. But when morning came he felt pale and weary; he ended the insistent buzz of the alarm with an impatient wrist-snap and dangled his legs over the edge of the bed, rubbing his eyes. The sound of splashing water told him that his wife was already awake and in the shower.
He had never awakened easily. Still groggy, he shambled across the bedroom to the cedar chest, groped for his robe, and headed for the kitchen. He punched buttons on the autocook, setting up breakfast.
Marge was out of the shower and drying herself when he returned to the bedroom to dress. "Breakfast up?" she asked.
Kennedy nodded and fumbled in the closet for his best suit—the dark green one with red lace trim. He wanted to look good today; the conference on Floor Nine was bound to be important, whatever it was.
"You must have had a bad dream last night," Marge said suddenly. "I can tell. You're still brooding."
"I know; did I wake you up?"
"No. But I can see the dream's still with you. Tell me about it—and hurry up—or you'll miss the car pool."
"I dreamed we were at war," he said.
"But that's impossible, darling! There's been peace for years. There aren't going to be any more wars on Earth, Tom."
"Maybe not on Earth."
He tried to laugh it off. By the time he had finished breakfast some of the irrational fear-tide had begun to recede. It was nearly 6 A.M. when Marge dumped the dishes into the washer; the sun was rising over the low Connecticut hills. Kennedy finished dressing and gave his epaulets a light dusting of powdered gold.
At 6:20, Alf Haugen's shiny yellow 2044 Chevrolet-Cadillac drew up outside. Haugen was a stocky, meat-faced man with bright, sharp eyes; he worked at the desk behind Kennedy's in the Steward & Dinoli office, and this was his week to drive the car-pool auto.
Kennedy half-trotted down the walk to Haugen's car. He slid into the back; Lloyd Presslie and Mike Cameron moved over to make room for him. Haugen nudged the start-button and the car moved smoothly off toward the city.
Dave Spalding had been in the middle of a joke when they had stopped to pick up Kennedy, it seemed. He reached the punchline now, and everyone in the car but Kennedy laughed.
Kennedy had never liked Spalding. There was something about the slim, deeply-intense, unmarried young fourth-level man that annoyed him.
"Any of you know what the big deal brewing today is?" Mike Cameron asked suddenly.
"Did you get invited to Floor Nine too?" Kennedy asked.
"We all were; even Spalding. I guess Dinoli sent that memo to the whole third and fourth level yesterday."
"Maybe the agency's dissolving," Lloyd Presslie suggested sourly. "Or maybe Dinoli hired a bunch of top-level men away from Crawford & Burstein, and we're all being bounced down three notches."
Haugen shook his head. "It's some big new account the old man landed; I heard Lucille talking about it near closing time. When in doubt, ask Dinoli's secretary."
The car swung into the main Thruway artery. Kennedy said little; the thunderburst of H-bombs still echoed in his ears...
Some big new account... Well, even so, that shouldn't affect him. Kennedy had started handling public relations for Federated Bauxite Mines, Inc., only last week—a long-range project whose ultimate aim was to convince the people of a large Nebraska district that their economy would not be upset, and their water supply polluted, by the aluminum-seekers who had newly invaded their area. He had just begun; they wouldn't yank him off the account so soon. Or would they?
There was no predicting what Dinoli might do. Public relations was a tricky and fast-moving field; its province of operations was expanding constantly.
Tom Kennedy felt strangely tense, and for once the smooth purr of the throbbing turbo-electric generators beneath him failed to ease his nerves.
At 6:52, Haugen's car rolled off the Thruway and rode down the long slanting ramp that led into upper Manhattan. Two minutes later, they were at the corner of 123rd and Lenox, in the heart of the business district. Precisely at 7 A.M. Kennedy and his five car-pool companions were at their desks.
Kennedy's desk was neatly arranged, as he had left it the afternoon before. The memo from Dinoli lay pigeonholed in the catchall; he unspindled it and read it through again.
 
Floor Nine, 2:13 P.M.
Dear Tom: Would you be good enough to come down to my office tomorrow morning at 9:00 or thereabouts? A matter of some urgency has come up and you'll be needed.
 
Kennedy dropped the note into his ready file. The casual "or thereabouts" in the note was to be ignored, he knew either he arrived at Floor Nine at 9:00 sharp, or he bounced back to fifth-level in a hurry.
The morning moved along slowly. At five to nine, Kennedy and Alf Haugen left the third-level area, meeting Spalding in the outer offices where the fourth-level men worked, and rode downstairs to Floor Nine.
Steward & Dinoli occupied four floors. Dinoli's office (Steward had long since been eased out of any connection with the firm) sprawled over the bottom-most floor. Nine. Ten was the Agency's library and storage vault; the second, third and fourth level men worked on Eleven, the rest on Twelve.
Dinoli's office door was a thick plank of rich-grained oak, in which a tiny gold plaque reading L. D. Dinoli was deeply inset. The door swung open as they drew near.
Dinoli's private office was a room five times as long as it was broad. Dinoli himself sat at the head of a long, burnished table. He was a small, piercing-eyed man of 66, his face lean and fleshless and surmounted by a massive hook of a nose. Wrinkles spread almost concentrically from that mighty nose outward, like elevation-lines on a geological contour-map. Dinoli radiated energy.
"Ah, Gentlemen, won't you come in and be seated." Statements, not questions. His voice was a deep black-sounding one, half croak and half boom.
Immediately at Dinoli's right and left hands sat the Agency's four second-level men. Dinoli, of course, occupied the lofty eminence of first-level alone. After the second-level boys came those of the third: Presslie, Cameron, and four others. Tom Kennedy took a seat near Cameron, and Haugen slipped in across the table facing him. Spalding sat to Kennedy's right. He was the only jarring figure.in the otherwise neat pyramid, which began with Dinoli, sloped to the four second-level men, and was based on the eight third-level executives.
"We're all here, then," Dinoli said calmly. The clock over his head, just above the upper rim of the picture-window, read 9:00. "Gentlemen, I'd like you to meet our new clients, if you will." His clawlike forefinger nudged a button on the elaborate control-panel near his hand.
A rear door opened, and three elegant figures in crisp green full-dress executives' uniforms entered, stiffly erect, conscious of their rank and bearing. They were cold-eyed, hard-looking men.
"Our newest clients," Dinoli announced. "These gentlemen are from the Extraterrestrial Development and Exploration Corporation, Ganymede Division."
Despite himself, Tom Kennedy shuddered. The image of crashing cities flickered once again before his eyes ...
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Dinoli was marvelously proud of himself. His beady eyes darted here and there through the room, as he prepared to deliver himself of details of his latest coup.
Tom Kennedy couldn't suppress a sharp twinge of admiration for the old battler. Dinoli had clawed himself to first rank in public relations by sheer exertion, coupled with judicious backstabbing.
"Executive Second Level Hubbell of Public Liaison. Executive Second Level Partridge of Public Liaison. Executive Second Level Brewster of the Corporation's Space Expeditionary Command." Dinoli indicated each of the men with a quick birdlike hand gesture.
Kennedy studied them. Hubbel and Partridge were obviously desk men, fiftyish, well built and on the stout side, both of them deeply and probably artificially tanned. They looked formidably competent.
Brewster was a different item, though. Short and compact, he was a dark-faced little man who stood ram-rod-straight, hard cold eyes peering out of a lean, angular face.
Of course! Kennedy thought; the space explorer!
"As members of my staff," Dinoli said, "You all know well that anything you may be told in the confines of this room is absolutely confidential. I trust that's understood, gentlemen. Otherwise get out."
Thirteen heads went up-down affirmatively.
"Good. May I say by way of preface that this is perhaps the biggest and most important job Steward & Dinoli has ever handled, perhaps the' biggest S & D will ever handle. I needn't add that successful handling of this new account will result in substantial upward alterations in the individual status increments of those men working on it."
Dinoli paused a long moment. 'To fill you in on the background, first: Executive Brewster has recently returned from a space journey sponsored by his Corporation. The Major was connected with the Mars expedition, of course, and with the less successful Venus mission that preceded it. Executive Brewster's third, and most recent Corporation-sponsored mission, was to Ganymede—which is, of course, the largest of the moons of our great planetary neighbor Jupiter."
The old man said smoothly, "The existence of this third interplanetary mission is still secret. The poor publicity aroused by the Venus mission was a factor influencing the Corporation to suppress information on the Ganymede trip until its successful conclusion."
A motion-picture screen unreeled itself in the back of the great room. "Executive Brewster has brought us a film of his activities on Ganymede. I'd like all of us to see that film before we go any further in this meeting."
Dinoli signalled and the lights were extinguished. Kennedy turned in his seat to see the screen.
The projector hummed.
 
A PRODUCTION OF THE EXTRATERRESTRIAL DEVELOPMENT AND EXPLORATION CORPORATION, GANYMEDE DIVISION
 
said the opening title, against a pulsing background of red, white, and blue. Credit-lines followed. And then, quite suddenly Tom Kennedy found himself staring at an alien landscape, oddly quiet, oddly disturbing.
Bleak whiteness confronted him—the whiteness of an almost-endless snowfield, beneath a pale blue sky. Jagged mountain-ranges, rock-bare and snow-topped, loomed in the distance. Clouds of gray-green gas swirled past the eye of the camera.
"This is the surface of Ganymede," came the dark, attractively resonant voice of Brewster. "As you can see, frozen ammonia-methane snow covers the ground in most areas. Ganymede, of course, is virtually planetary in size—its diameter is 3200 miles, which is slightly more than that of Mercury. We found the gravitation to be fairly close to that of Earth, incidentally. Ganymede's a heavy-core planet, probably torn out of Jupiter's heart at the time the system was formed."
As Brewster spoke, the camera's eye moved on, and Kennedy's with it: on to examine the fine striations in an outcropping of rock, on to peer down at a tiny determined lichen clinging to the side of an upthrust tongue of basalt.
Suddenly the camera whirled dizzyingly upward, for a look at the sky. Kennedy was jolted. Jupiter filled a vast segment of the sky, a great heavy ball hanging like a brooding giant just above.
"Ganymede was about 650,000 miles distant from Jupiter at the time of this film's making," Brewster said dryly. "Jupiter takes up quite a chunk of the heavens."
Kennedy stared uneasily at the monstrous, cloud-wrapped planet; its velvety, pearl-gray surface gave hint of unimaginable turbulence deep beneath the outer band of atmosphere. To his relief, the camera finally left the huge world and returned to the Ganymedean landscape.
For perhaps five minutes more the film drifted on, over the lonely, bleak land. Then eight spacesuited figures appeared, their faces nearly hidden behind breathing-masks, their bodies shrouded by the metal-impregnated suits.
"The members of the expedition," Brewster commented. The camera panned to a spaceship, standing slim and tall on a bare patch of rock. The ship bore dark green numerals on its shining silver flank.
"The expeditionary ship," Brewster said. After a survey of the outer skin of the ship from various angles, and a few more glimpses of the spacesuit-clad crewmen, the camera shifted to pick up a strangely cold-looking pool of a greasy liquid.
"One of the Ganymedean paraffin lakes," said Brewster. The camera skirted the pool's edge, doubled back through a snowfield, and centered suddenly on four weird figures —four creatures vaguely manshaped, their faces noseless, their eyes hooded by folds of flesh. They were pale white in color, hairless, virtually naked except for some sort of woven cloth girdle round their middles.
"Natives of Ganymede," Brewster remarked blandly. Brewster had certainly underplayed it. It took three or four seconds for the effect of his quiet words to make itself known; then Tom Kennedy felt as if he'd been bashed in the stomach by a battering-ram. He had been watching the film intently enough, but superficially; now, suddenly, to have alien life sprung on him ...
 
 
The Venus expedition had been a failure, mechanical difficulties making it nearly impossible for the explorers to cope with the formaldehyde soup that was Venus' atmosphere. But in their short stay, they had definitely verified the fact that there was no animal life on the second planet.
Mars, too, had proved barren. A few lichens, a few podded weeds, but nothing else. Humanity, and Tom Kennedy, had begun to decide that man was alone in the Solar System, and possibly in the universe.
And now, suddenly...
"The Ganymedeans are a primitive people, living in sprawling villages of a few thousand inhabitants each," Brewster said, in a standard travelog manner. "They cover the entire land mass of Ganymede, which is distributed over three continents. We estimated their numbers at twenty-five million."
Moistening his lips, Kennedy stared at the four alien beings against the alien backdrop of methane snow, and wondered what possible tie-in Dinoli had with all this.
"During our stay," Brewster went on, "we learned the rudiments of their language. It's a fairly simple agglutinating tongue, and our linguists are at work on it now. We discovered that the Ganymedeans have a working clan system, with sharp tribal rivalries, and also that they show neither any particular fear or any liking for us. The expeditionary geologist's report shows that Ganymede is exceptionally rich in radioactive minerals. Thank you."
The film came abruptly to its end with the last word of Brewster's sentence. The light went on, dazzling Kennedy's eyes, and the screen vanished into its recess in the ceiling.
Dinoli leaned forward, his eyes glittering brightly. "I think you begin to see the magnitude of what's unfolding before us, men."
Kennedy squirmed uneasily in his contoured chair as he saw some of the implications ... The expeditionary geologists report shows that Ganymede is exceptionally rich in radioactive minerals.
The way he had said it, as a nonsequitur, made the fact seem almost irrelevant. Kennedy had a good ear for seeming irrelevancies; they often turned out to be of critical importance.
Dinoli glanced at the taller and fatter of the two liaison men and said, "Now, Executive Hubbel, will you fill my men in on some of the implications to be drawn from this situation on Ganymede?"
Hubbell coughed ostentatiously. "You've seen alien life on this planet-sized moon. You've seen also that Ganymede holds exceptional mineral wealth, which our Corporation proposes to mine in the name of the public good, by virtue of our U. N. charter agreement. Well. We've gone to considerable expense developing and outfitting ships to explore space. We're counting on recouping our expenditures on Ganymede, naturally. Partridge?"
The other blinked like a sleepy cougar and said smoothly, "We feel there may be certain difficulties in obtaining mining rights from the Ganymedeans."
Suddenly Kennedy began to understand.
Dinoli grinned triumphantly. "Here's where we come in, boys, There might be conflict with the obstinate Ganymedeans. Some people might call that a war of aggression. Actually, of course, it's sheer necessity. We need what Ganymede has; the Corporation has sunk billions into opening up space for humanity. You understand this. You're all intelligent and clever men."
Partridge said, "Naturally, the public might not sympathize with our plea of necessity; people might think we were imperialistic."
"This impression would naturally have to be counteracted by careful public relations management," Hubbel added thoughtfully, putting a cap on the whole thing.
"And we've been chosen to handle it," finished Dinoli.
That was it. That was all there was to it.
Kennedy kept his face blank of emotional reaction—the Agency Mask, Marge called it privately.
"We plan an intensive, world-wide blanketing," Dinoli said. "These gentlemen will be working closely with us at all times. Specific target dates have already been set up. There's a date on which first knowledge of the existence of life on Ganymede will be given to the public—fairly close, I can tell you—and there's a terminal date on which the occupation force will have to be put down to assist the Corporation. Between those dates, it'll be our responsibility to handle the campaign."
Dinoli leaned back, grinning expansively. "Our constitution provides that no more than four men may be second-level at any one time in our organization. However, we're a flexible group. For the duration of this campaign, those of you who are third-level will draw second-level salaries, without formal advancement in rank. You second-level boys will get salary boosts as well. As for you, Dave Spalding: you'll draw third-level pay, while officially remaining a fourth-level man. Whether these boosts become permanent depends largely on the success of the campaign." The old man's eyes traveled down the rows. "Is everything perfectly clear?"
There were thirteen affirmative nods.
"Well, then. You four"—he indicated the second-level men—"will serve as general coordinators for the project.
The actual intensive work will be carried out by the third-level people, plus you, Spalding."
Dinoli smiled glacially. "This contract takes precedence over any others we may have signed. Your second level supervisors will discuss with you the advisability of turning your current projects over to a fourth-level man."
Dinoli rose. "We'll work as a tight little unit on this. And we'll prove to the Corporation that they haven't made a mistake in choosing S & D. Won't we, men?"
Thirteen nods.
"Well." The single word was a clearcut dismissal.
They filed out slowly. Tom Kennedy left quietly, deep in concentration that allowed him to avoid considering the matter of ethics. There would be time for that later.
What will Marge say, he wondered. He thought of the simple blankfaced creatures from the film, and of Marge's boundless sympathy for the unfortunates of the world.
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The warm, cheerful, expensive odor of real food filtered through the Kennedy household, Marge bustled about the kitchen, setting the table, while the autochef prepared the meal. They were having shoulder steak, mashed potatoes, garden peas. Nothing on the menu was synthetic.
"Supper's almost ready," Marge called.
Kennedy drained the remainder of his pre-dinner cocktail, scratched the cat behind his ears, and flipped a switch on the master control panel of the sound system, cutting out the three living room speakers and switching the output to the dining room. The playful recorders of Bach's Second Brandenburg came piping out of the other room, accompanied by Marge's lilting, somewhat off-pitch humming.
Kennedy entered the bathroom and jammed his hands into the handkleen socket. The day's grime peeled away. He caught a glimpse of his face—pale, too thin, wrinkles already beginning to form around the eyes, even at thirty-two.
The handkleen's gentle purr died away. He shook his hands in the automatic drying gesture, pointless but habitual, and crossed over into the kitchen-cum-dining-room.
"It's Spalding I don't understand," Kennedy said, abruptly reopening a conversation of an hour before.' "Here he is, a fourth-level man jerked up to third just to work on this project, and he's sour as hell on it."
"Maybe Dave isn't interested in the project."
"Maybe—huh? What does that have to do with it? Any p-r man worth his pay can damn well get interested in any sort of project. You think I cared about the good folk of Nebraska when I took on that Bauxite deal?" "No."
"Exactly. And yet within two weeks," Kennedy said, "I was so wrapped up in that project, so identified with it, that it actually hurt to be pulled off it and put into this. Can you understand that?"
Marge smiled sweetly. "I think I can grasp the general picture. But you say Dave's not anxious to work on the new contract? There must be some good reason for that."
"It's the same reason that keeps him down in fourth-level, when he should be in third." Kennedy attacked his meat fiercely, and after a moment went on. "He doesn't have the right spirit. Talent, yes—but that intangible extra, no. And don't think Dinoli doesn't know that. I wouldn't be surprised if Dave was put on this thing just as a test—either he delivers the goods now, with third-level responsibilities, or out he goes."
"I've always thought Dave was too sensitive for p-r work," Marge said.
"Implying I'm not a sensitive man?"
She shrugged. "Your potatoes are getting cold, darling. Of course you're sensitive—but in a different way. You know?"
"No. But drop the subject." Kennedy couldn't see his wife's fondness for Spalding, and regularly tried to avoid the necessity of inviting Dave to their house.
"I suppose Alf Haugen's wild with enthusiasm over the new contract," Marge said.
"Alf's a company-first man. If they gave him the job of selling humanity on turning cannibal, he'd take it on—if they boosted his salary. Naturally he's enthusiastic; he'll do anything Dinoli tells him to do."
"You haven't told me what this contract's about yet, you know," Marge said quietly.
Kennedy paused in mid-chew. "It's top confidential."
She pouted. 'You've done classified work before. Have I ever let it spill?"
"This is different," he said slowly. "This absolutely must not leak. I can't, Marge."
"All right," Marge said. "Don't tell me. Laurie Haugen will. That blabbermouth can't keep quiet for ..."
"Laurie won't know. Alf won't tell her." Even as he said it, he knew how foolish the word sounded. He shook his head bitterly. "Marge, can't you take a straight no?"
"If I have to," she said, sighing. She began to clear away the dishes. Kennedy could tell from the sudden angularity of her motions that she was angry.
He shut his eyes for a moment, thinking, looking for the strength to tell her. They had been married eight years-were married on the evening of his college graduation, in 2036. He held a Bachelor of Communications from Northwestern, and finishing first in his graduating class, had eagerly accepted the bid to come East and work for Steward & Dinoli as a fifth-level man.
Eight years, and he had worked up to third-level, with second perhaps just a few years away. He had tried to be perfectly frank with Marge on all matters, and she loved and respected him for it. But now ...
He was damned either way. There'd be a wedge between them if he refused to tell her, and perhaps a wider gulf if he did. He began to sweat.
"Come here, Marge," he said in a hoarse voice. "Sit down. I'll tell you about this new contract."
She sat opposite him. "Well?"
"There's been a space expedition to Ganymede; that's one of the moons of Jupiter, you know. It's almost big enough to be a planet itself. Well, they've found people on Ganymede —intelligent people."
"How wonderful! What are they like? Have you seen pictures yet? Are they ..."
"Wait a second," Kennedy said, his voice dull. "They also found radioactive ores there; the place is literally packed with minerals Earth needs desperately. Only the natives refuse to permit any mining operations whatsoever; some tribal nonsense, I guess. So the Corporation may have some trouble. If there's armed resistance, they may have to ask the U. N. Army to intervene in their behalf.
"It's a matter of the public good; the natives are not using their minerals, and Earth's entire economy is based on them. So S & D was called in to handle a publicity campaign. On the surface, you see, it might look pretty nasty—that the Corporation was greedily aggressing, attacking primitive creatures, and so forth. Naturally we can't have that kind of publicity. So here's where we come in—to smooth everything over, make it clear that this is a matter of simple need, and..."
He stopped suddenly, catching the expression that flew momentarily across Marge's face.
"You dreamed about this last night," she said in a soft, barely audible voice. "About war. Funny; I didn't believe in things like this. Until now."
"Marge!"
"You said it would be a terrible war. Innocent people slaughtered. Remember?"
"It won't be a war, Marge; they'll just occupy the place. Peacefully. We can't let all those valuable ores just rot away there, you know."
She looked at him strangely. "Suppose the natives object to this occupation. What then?"
"Why—why, how can they? They're just primitive alien beings. I don't even think they even have explosives, let alone atomics."
"None of you have any consciences, do you?" Marge asked. "Except Dave Spalding; he's the only one that seems to be upset by this. None of the rest of you are. You just see bonuses and status increments." Her voice was sharp now. "Alf Haugen's probably planning to trade in his car for a custom model; that's all he thinks of. And you, Tom—do you think at all?"
She rose from the table, broke away from him suddenly, and ran off into the darkened living room.
He tiptoed after her. In the darkness, he made out a dim form lying on the couch that converted each night into their bed. Marge was sobbing quietly.
"Marge," he whispered. "Don't carry on this way. It's just a job; that's all—just a job. I'm not going to be killing Ganymedeans. I won't be carrying a gun. No matter what / say or think or do, it's still going to happen. Why take it out on me? Why hurt us?"
The sobbing stopped; and he knew she was staring sightlessly at the darkness, battling within herself. Finally she sat up. "All right, darling. I'm taking this whole thing much too seriously, I guess." She tried to smile.
It was pretty much of a lame evening. They had had tentative plans to visit neighbors down the road, but Marge was puffy-eyed from tears, and Kennedy had fallen into a brooding mood. He phoned and begged off, claiming work that had to be done this very evening.
There were some awkward moments while he helped her put away the dinner dishes; twice, his eyes met hers and he flinched. He felt very tired.
Tom Kennedy had long been proud of a wife with a mind of her own. Marge's independent thinking was one of the things he loved her for. But it could also get somewhat burdensome. Perhaps if we'd had children, he speculated. Maybe she wouldn't be so touchy about Causes and Movements. But they had never had children, and probably never would.
They listened to music a while—Kennedy only half-listening to the Boccherini quintet Marge loved so, and the Schubert octet She was very fond of chamber music, and ordinarily, Kennedy was too—but tonight it all seemed foolish.
At five to eight he suggested, "Let's watch video, eh, Marge? We haven't done that in ages."
"Anything you like, dear," she said mechanically.
He dimmed the lights and switched the set on. It was a new set—a forty-eight inch job installed in the wall opposite the couch—a social necessity. They hardly ever used it.
A vortex of colored light swirled dizzyingly for an instant, and then the screen cleared. They had tuned in at the tail end of a program, and a gay, sprightly commercial was on. Kennedy found the dancing stick-figures offensive.
The program ended. The time-bleep bleeped and a deep voice said, "Eight P.M., Eastern Standard Time. From coast to coast. Levree Radionic Watches keep you on time, all the time. No gears, no springs."
Again the screen showed the color vortex. Another voice said, "The program normally scheduled for this hour has been cancelled to bring you a special Government information program."
"Let me change the station," Kennedy said. "This'll just be dull junk; we need something funny tonight."
She grasped his arm tightly. "No. Let's see what this is, first. It may be important."
An announcer appeared, white-toothed, neatly tanned, his mustache stained red and meticulously clipped. "Good evening," he said. "This is Nat Howell from your network newsroom, bringing to you a special program covering the big news story of the day, the year, and the century—the discovery of living intelligent beings on another world of this solar system."
Kennedy stiffened. Already? They're releasing it so soon?
"We must have missed the news bulletins," Marge said.
".. .was revealed by the President at 4:45 this afternoon, at a special press conference. The news electrified a world long fascinated by the possible existence of life on other planets. Details of the expedition are still coming in. However, it's our privilege to present the first public showing of a special film taken by members of the Ganymede expedition!"
The film was the same one Kennedy had seen in Dinoli's office. This time, though, a slick professional commentary had been dubbed in.
When the film reached the point at which the Ganymedean natives appeared, he heard Marge utter a little gasp. "Why, they're like children!" she said. "Defenseless, naked, creatures! And these are the beings we're going to make war on?"
"We're just going to occupy their territory," Kennedy said stubbornly. "And probably administer it for them. In the long run they'll be a lot better off, for it."
"Unless they don't want to be better oft," she said.
Kennedy shook his head. The public knew, now; come tomorrow, the behind-the-scenes campaign would begin in the offices of S & D. What shall it profit a man, he wondered bleakly, if he getteth promoted to second-level, and loseth his own wife in the process?
He pulled her tight against him, and after a few moments of hesitation she turned from the screen to him, with what he hoped was unsimulated warmth.
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The next day was the fourth of May, 2044, and the first day of intensive work on the Ganymede Contract.
The dramatic newsbreak of the night before had been the universal topic of discussion, it seemed; every telefax sheet, every news commentator, every cab-driver, had his own opinions on the revelation. Kennedy thought of this time as a kind of primordially formless era, before the shrewd minds of Steward & Dinoli went to work shaping a clearcut public opinion from the present chaos.
They met in the office of Ernie Watsinski, second-level public-relations man, and, incidentally, Dinoli's son-in-law. Watsinski was a tall stoop-shouldered man of thirty-eight, weak-eyed with a domelike skull covered sparsely with sandy hair. Physically, he was easy to overlook; but he had a razor-keen mind and an astonishing capacity for quick decisions. He had made second-level at the age of thirty-one, marrying Dinoli's daughter the following year.
He affected twentieth-century functional by way of office furniture, and as a result his private room looked severely ascetic. He perched on the back of a lemon-colored desk chair and glanced around the room. All eight of the third-level men were present, plus Dave Spalding.
"How many of you saw the big newsbreak last night?" he asked. "All of you? Fine. That's what we like to see here. I worked that program up myself, you know. With aid from Hubbel and Partridge."
He slouched back in the chair, crossing his long spidery legs." "Your colleagues of the sixth and seventh level have been running gallups all morning. Seems almost everyone saw that spot last night, and the early gallups show tremendous interest focussed on this Ganymede thing. Okay. The interest exists; it's our job to channel it That clear and pellucid?"
Without waiting for response, he continued. "You've all been relieved of your present assignments. You'll be working directly under me; the other three second-level men will be operating peripherally in the same general area, but the key work on this contract is going to come out of this office. Any questions? Good. Now: let's toss this around for half an hour or so. I want a suggestion for a broad approach. Kennedy?"
"I have an idea or two on our general slant, if that hasn't already been determined."
"It hasn't. That's what we're here to do. Go on."
"Well," Tom Kennedy said carefully, "My wife and I saw the program last night. Her reaction to the sight of the Ganymedeans was pity. They aroused her maternal protective instincts. I'd suggest we play to this. Ernie. The poor childlike innocent Ganymedeans who have to be taken over by our occupation forces for their own good."
"Shrewd point, Kennedy. Let's kick that around a little. Haugen?"
"I'm dead opposed." Alf Haugen said thickly. He twined his fleshy fingers together. "My wife reacted pretty much the same way Kennedy's did. She even thought they were -cute. The gallups will probably tell you that was a universal reaction. Okay. We follow Kennedy's plan and build the Ganymedeans up as babes in the woods. What happens if they decide to fight back? Suppose there's a massacre bloodier than all get-out when we try to occupy Ganymede?"
"Amplify," Watsinski said.
"What I'm getting at is this: it may be necessary to gun those creatures down by droves. We can't hide that completely from the public, Ernie; and the outcry will be fantastic. We may even have a revolution on our hands. The government's certainly going to be in trouble."
Watsinski narrowed his eyes until they were mere tiny slits, and stroked the side of his long curved nose. At length he said, "Kennedy, you see the flaw in your proposition?"
Shamefaced, Tom Kennedy nodded. Haugen had deflated his idea quickly and sensibly. They would have to prepare the public for the worst.
Watsinski glanced around the table. "Before we move on, is there anyone else who wants to argue to Kennedy's point?"
Slowly Dave Spalding raised his hand. "I do. I think it's wrongheaded to go into this expecting a bloody massacre. The occupation ought to be as peaceful as possible; and if we build up a publicity blanket of love for the Ganymedeans then it damn well better be peaceful."
There was an instant of silence. Watsinski said, "Spalding, you're only a fourth-level man, and we can make allowances. But we try to shape public opinion here. We don't try to shape the doings of the corporation to fit the kind of atmosphere we've created. They happen to employ its. This kind of thing has hurt you before, Spalding, and it's likely to hurt you again if you don't get your thinking clarified."
The young fourth-level man went very pale at the rebuke. His nostrils flickered in momentary anger, but said nothing.
Watsinski said, "Well. We can go ahead, then. Kick it around some more, fellows. I'm listening."
Lloyd Presslie got the floor. "We could take the opposite track. Paint the Ganymedeans as monsters, alien demons from an ice-bound planet. Wipe this damn mother-love out of the picture, just in ease we have to come down on them hard."
Watsinski was smiling, showing yellowish, uneven teeth. "I like," he said gently. "I like. Let's kick it around some more, shall we?"
Kennedy ate lunch that day, as he had every day of his eight-year employment at Steward & Dinoli, in the Agency's cafeteria on Floor Ten. He twitched his yellow status-card from the protective folder in his wallet, slapped it against the translucent plastic plate in the dispensary wall, and waited for it to be scanned.
A moment later, the standard Thursday third-level lunch issued from a slot further down in the dispensary. Algae steak, synthetic vegimix, a cup of pale, but undeniably real coffee. Dinoli had never been very liberal with his lunches.
Just as he started to head for the third-level table in the front of the cafeteria, someone nudged his elbow, nearly spilling his tray. He turned, annoyed.
Dave Spalding stood behind him, smiling apologetically.
Kennedy glanced at the tray Spalding held. The fourth-level menu was something he had already thankfully forgotten, and he was not happy to see it again. Weak soup, chlorella patties, protein sauce. Synthetic caffeine drink.
"What is it, Dave? You want to talk to me?"
Spalding nodded. "Unless you've already made plans for lunch. We can take one of the tables at the side."
Shrugging, Tom Kennedy agreed. Perhaps Spalding wanted to ask his advice. As a third-level man, it was his responsibility to help any lower-rated man who sought him out.
There were a few small tables arranged at the far side of the cafeteria for meetings such as this. Ordinarily one ate with one's own level, but tables were provided to care for inter-level lunches as well.
Kennedy felt ill at ease. Spalding, at twenty-eight, was Marge's age—four years his junior. When Zack Harris had left the Agency for independent press-agenting work a year ago, Spalding should have entered third level, instead, Lloyd Presslie had been jumped over him into third. "What's on your mind?" Kennedy asked.
"The Ganymede Contract. I want to know how you feel about it."
"A job," Kennedy said. "Possibly a quite challenging one."
"Just a job? A challenge?"
"Should it be anything else?"
"It's the biggest sell since the days of Judas, and you know it as—as pellucidly as I do," Spalding said quietly, acidly mocking Ernie Watsinski's favorite word. "The whole thing is simply a naked grab of strategic territory."
"Does it matter," Kennedy asked, "which particular commodity we're selling? If you want to start drawing ethical boundaries, you'd have to ring the whole Agency. I've had plenty of jobs just as—well, shady—as this one. So have you. That Federated Bauxite thing I was on, just to take one example..."
"So you had to convince some people in Nebraska that their water supply wasn't being polluted. I suppose that's small enough so you can swallow it down. But Ganymede's too big. We're selling two worlds—ours and theirs. Tom, I want out."
"Out of the Contract?"
"Out of the Agency," Spalding said.
Kennedy chewed silently for a moment. "Why are you telling me all this?" he asked after a while.
"I have to tell someone, Tom; and I feel I can trust you. I think you're basically on my side. I know Marge is. She can convince you."
"Keep Marge out of this discussion," Kennedy said, forcing back his anger. Spalding was only a wild-eyed kid, despite his twenty-eight years. Some of them never grew up, never learned that life was essentially a bunch of compromises within compromises. And you had to do the best you can. "You'd really leave the Agency over this Contract?"
"I've been building up to it a long time. We've been handed one sell after another, but this one's too big. It's lousy, Tom. I tried to play along with the others; but they had to go and yank me out of fourth level to work on this one. Why?"
"Maybe they wanted to see how you'd react."
"Well, they're going to see," Spalding snapped. "I tried to put in my pitch when we met with Watsinski this morning. It was your point I was defending, too, even if you gave up. But you see how I got slapped down. Policy was set a long time ago, on this, Tom."
"Listen, Dave, stay here a while—a week, two, maybe a month. Don't rush into anything." Kennedy wondered why he was going to all this trouble persuading Spalding to stay in a place he obviously hated and was ill-qualified for. "Think about this move for a while. Once you quit Dinoli, you're sunk for good."
Spalding's eyelids drooped broodingly. After a long silence he said, "Maybe you have something there. I'll stick for two weeks more. Just to see if I can bend this Contract into a better direction, though. If nothing works out, I'm leaving."
"That's a sensible attitude."
Spalding grinned. "And you're an Agency man for life, I suppose? Solidly sold on the virtues of Lou Dinoli?"
"He's no saint," Kennedy said. "Neither am I. It doesn't pay to aim for sainthood these days. But I'll keep my job; and I'll be able to live with my conscience afterward."
"I wonder about that," Spalding murmured.
"What's that?"
"Nothing," Spalding said quickly. "Just shooting my mouth off again. It's an old habit of mine."
The gong sounded, ending lunch hour. Spalding touched Kennedy's arm in a gesture of gratitude and scampered away dumping his empty tray in the big hopper.
More slowly, Kennedy followed him, and abstractedly let the plastic tray slide down into the washer's maw. / have no illusions, he told himself firmly. I'm not a fanatic Agency man like Haugen.
I think some of the things we do are rotten. I think this Contract's rotten. But there just isn't any percentage in standing up and saying so. The guy who stands up only gets slapped down twice as hard and twice as fast.
He felt a sudden deep surge of pity for Dave Spalding. This was no world for a man with a conscience. Kennedy headed back toward his desk to begin sketching out the Ganymede campaign.
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May moved along, and the Steward & Dinoli organization made the transition from its previous batch of contracts to the one all-encompassing job they were now committed to. A fourth-level kid named Furman relieved Tom Kennedy of the Federated Bauxite Portfolio; from that moment on, he was a full-time member of the Ganymede Project.
Watsinski was his immediate superior—the idea-coordinator of the project. Each of the other three second-level men had his own special responsibility in the affair—Kauderer handling space purchasing; McDermott governmental liaison and United Nations lobbying; Poggioli opinion-sampling and trend-testing. But these were essentially subsidiary enterprises; the central ideological flow from channelled through Watsinski.
Watsinski's team consisted of nine: Kennedy, Haugen, Spalding, Presslie, Cameron, Richardson, Fleischman, Lund, and Whitman. These were the men who would sell Ganymede to the people of Earth.
No one, not even Watsinski, seemed in any great hurry to get the project rolling. They spent the first few days just doodling ideas and filing them, without even bringing them up for discussion.
There were several target dates to be kept in mind. Kennedy scribbled them all carefully in his personal notebook as soon as they filtered down from above.
 
MAY 21 2044—first big publicity push JULY 8—beginning of transition in public feeling; prepare for unsympathetic depiction of Ganymedeans SEPTEMBER 17—intensification of program; building toward climax of operation
SEPTEMBER 22—Corporation will begin to ask U. N. to consider giving it aid in case necessary; underscore through S & D
OCTOBER 11—Climactic incident will send Corporation before U.N. with a plea for help OCTOBER 17—(optimum desired time) United Nations decision to occupy Ganymede to safeguard the rights of Corporation
 
Kennedy refrained from letting Marge see the time-table; he knew what her immediate reaction would be.
It would be pretty much like that of Dave Spalding, the day the memorandum had been sent around. Spalding's desk had been moved out of the fourth-level quarters, and now he worked near Haugen and Kennedy. He looked up when the sealed envelope was deposited on the corner of his desk, ripped it open, skimmed through it
"Well, here it is. The blueprint for conquest."
Alf Haugen dropped his memorandum to the shining surface of his desk and glanced at Spalding, a troubled look on his heavy face.
"What the hell you mean by that?"
Trouble bristled a moment in the office; smoothly Kennedy said, "Always the cynic, eh, Dave? You'd think the Ganymedeans were going to get trampled into the dust."
"Well, we..."
"You have to hand it to Dinoli," Kennedy kept going unstoppably. "He can work out a timetable six-seven months in advance and judge every trend so well we don't need to amend the schedule as much as twenty-four hours."
"It's a trick of the trade," Haugen said. "Dinoli's a shark. A real shark. Lord, I respect that man!"
Kennedy efficiently folded the memorandum and tucked it away. He left his desk and crossed the floor to Spalding's. Leaning down with both hands on the other's desk, he put his face close to Spalding's and said, "Dave, do you have a free minute? I'm going to Library Deck for a pickup, and I need a hand carrying the stuff."
"Why don't you ring for a porter?"
The tip of Spalding's shoe protruded from under his desk. Kennedy found it with his own foot and pressed down hard. "I don't trust those boys; I'd like you to help me out."
Spalding looked puzzled, but he shrugged and nodded. When they were out of the third-level area and in the corridor, Kennedy gripped him tightly by the arm and said in a low voice, "That 'blueprint for conquest' gag was a little out of place, Dave. It wasn't called for."
"Wasn't it?"
"That's neither here nor there. You're not expected to make un-Agency cracks in the third-level area. If Haugen had reported you; he'd have been within his rights."
A cold smile crossed Spalding's face. "Is it against the law to speak out against a nasty business deal."
"Yes," Kennedy said. "Either you stick with it, and keep your mouth shut, or you get out. One or the other. What happened to your talk of quitting?"
"I'm sticking here because I need the money. I'm drawing third-level pay now, and that's good cabbage. A few more months of Papa Dinoli's shekels, and I'll have enough of a nest-egg to quit and do what I want to do. What I really want to do." Spalding's eyes glittered. "Fight cynicism with cynicism.' It's the only way."
Kennedy blinked. He said nothing.
"Now," Spalding went on. "That library pickup. Is it legit, or did you just cook it up so you could give me a word of advice?"
"I just cooked it up," Kennedy admitted.
"I thought so. Mind if I get back to work, then?"
Spalding smiled and ducked past him. "You louse," Kennedy said quietly to himself, at Spalding's retreating back.
Half an hour later he was at his place around the table in Ernie Watsinski's office. Watsinski sat perfectly quietly, a lanky uncouth figure draped over a chair, waiting for the group to assemble.
'Today, gentlemen, is the eleventh of May," he began, in his thin voice. "It's precisely one week since we last met in this room. It's also—I take it you've all seen the timesheet that was circulated this morning; if you haven't, please raise hands—ah, good. As I say, it's also precisely ten days till the beginning of the public phase of our campaign.
"Now I've given you this week to think things out, to look at the big picture and fit yourself into it. You know that we at S & D regard public relations work as artistic creation. You're shaping an esthetic whole. The beauty of a fully-developed opinion pattern is like the beauty of the Mona Lisa or a Rembrandt or a Beethoven symphony. If any of you men don't feel this Ganymede thing with all you've got, I appreciate it if you'd let me know right here and now, or else later in privacy. This has to be real. It has to be sincere, gentlemen."
Watsinski seemed to have worked up genuine passion over his rhapsody. His eyes were glossy with the beginnings of tears.
"Okay, gentlemen, let's get to work," Watsinski said suddenly, in an entirely different tone of voice. "At our last meeting we decided on our general pattern of approach—that we take into account the distinct possibility of strong action on Ganymede and therefore build the Ganymedeans up as unsympathetic types. I guess you've all been thinking about ways and means of doing this. Richardson, start talking."
Richardson ran his hands through his thinning hair and said, "I've been thinking of three or four separate multilevel approaches to this thing, Ernie, but I won't throw them all out on the floor right now. The basic handle is a kiddie-approach. Kiddies and women. Men don't form their own opinions, anyway. I propose that we assault this thing by filtering anti-Ganymede stuff into the kiddie shows and the afternoon women-slanted videocasts. I've drawn up a brief on how to go about it, listing fifteen selected shows and the angle of leverage on each one. You want me to go through the brief now, or file it for afterwards?"
Watsinsky stirred restlessly.
"Better save it for now, Claude. We're still searching for the broad patterns. Detailed implementation comes later."
They went around the table. Alf Haugen had developed a slippery idea for feeding pro-Ganymedean stuff into overseas video shows and newspapers, carefully picking the countries, selecting the ones least in favor in the United States at the moment. Then, via a simple contrast-switch, local opinion could be pyramided on the basic proposition, // they're for it, we're gonna be agin it!
Watsinski liked that. Fleischman then offered his ideas—a typically Fleischmanoid product, many-layered and obscure—for grabbing public opinion simultaneously at the college and kindergarten level and letting babes and late adolescents serve as propagandists. Watsinski went for that, too.
Then it was Tom Kennedy's turn. He tugged nervously at his collar and put his briefcase before him on the table.
"I've sketched out a plan that substantially dovetails with the ones we've just heard, Ernie; it can be used alongside any or all of them."
"Let's have it."
"In brief, it's this: we need a strawman, a dummy to set up and kick over. Something to engage local sympathies firmly and finally."
Watsinski was nodding. Kennedy moistened his lips. He said, "At the moment the only human beings on Ganymede are a couple of dozen Corporation spacemen and scientists. I don't think there's a woman or a child on the place. Where's the human interest? Where's the pathos when we highlight them against the Ganymedeans? Who gives much of a damn about a bunch of Corporation scientists?
"No," Kennedy went on. "Here's my suggestion: we start disseminating word of a colony of Earthmen on Ganymede. Volunteers; a couple of hundred chosen people, brave self-sacrificing men, women, and children. Naturally there isn't any colony there, the Corporation wouldn't send noncombatants into a militarily unsettled area like Ganymede. But the public doesn't have to know that. If we make the doings of the colony consistent, if we start believing in it ourselves—then the public will believe in it too. And once we've got a firm fisthold on their sympathies, we can do anything with them!"
Kennedy had hardly finished speaking when half a dozen hands were in the air.
Presslie got the floor and said, "It's a natural! Why, then we can follow through by having the Ganymedeans wipe out this colony. It's a sure bet for engaging sympathy in any sort of necessary police action! Innocent women and children perishing, flames, blood—why, this just the handle we need! Of course I can suggest some modifications, but those can come later."
Watsinski nodded. "Kennedy seems to have hit on a sharp idea. I'm going to suggest it to Dinoli as our basic line of approach, and build all the other plans around it. Good work, Kennedy. Lund, let's hear from you, now. I want to kick this all the way round the table."
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Later that day, Kennedy was working at his desk when the phone chimed. He snatched it up and heard Watsinski's dry voice say, "Kennedy? Ernie here. Can you come over to my place for a few minutes?" Watsinski was waiting for him when he came in. The second-level man wore a severely funereal business-suit and a glistening red wig.
"I took your suggestion up with Dinoli," he said. "The old man loved it. He thinks it's great. So did Kauderer, McDermott, and Poggioli."
"I'm glad to hear it went over, Ernie."
Watsinski nodded. "It went over. Dinoli spent half of lunch talking to Bullard—he's Mr. Big over at the Corporation, you know. They were lining out the strategy. Dinoli is using your plan as the core of the whole thing."
Watsinski leaned back and permitted some warmth to enter his face. "I've always liked you, Tom. I think you've got the stuff for second-level. You know what it takes? It takes dogged persistence plus off-beat ingenuity. That isn't an everyday combination of traits; we've got guys who come up with off-beat ideas—Lund, for instance, and that kid Spalding—but they don't have the push to implement their notions. And then we get the kind like Haugen—the solid pluggers who never make mistakes, but who never come up with anything new or fresh either. Well, we need both types down on third-level. But second-level takes something else. I think you have it too, Tom."
"It's good to hear you say that, Ernie. I know you don't go soaping people up."
Watsinski inclined his domed head forward. "This is strictly off the record, Tom. But Frank Poggioli is talking about pulling out of S & D and taking a big network job in video. If Poggioli goes, someone'll have to to be kicked up to second-level to fill the vacancy. Dinoli took that up with me this morning, too. It's between Haugen and Presslie and you. I'm putting my support back of you; that business this morning helped me make up my mind."
"Thanks, Ernie. Thanks." Kennedy wondered why Watsinski was bothering to tell him all this.
Watsinski let his eyes droop quietly closed, and when he opened them again they seemed to be veiled. "Okay. Enough if-talk, Tom; I just wanted you to know where you stand in the Agency. I hate to see a man feel insecure when he's in a good position."
Watsinski frowned. "You know, there are guys in this Agency who don't have the right spirit, and I wish we could root them the hell out of here. Guys who aren't loyal. Guys who don't have the right ideas. Guys whose minds are full of cockeyed garbage served up by antisocial creeps who fight anything that's good and clean and pure. You know these guys better than I do; you see them through clearer focus. As a prospective second-level man you ought to start thinking about these guys and how we can weed them out. You ought to let me know if you spot any thinking of a negative type. Okay, Tom?"
Kennedy felt a sudden chill. So that's what he wants, he thought. He wants me to spy for him and finger the Spaldings who have qualms about the Contract.
"I see what you mean, Ernie. I'll think about it."
"Sure. Don't rush it or you'll crush it. But I know definitely there are some antisocial elements in our team, and I want to clean them out. So does Dinoli."
The office phone chimed. Watsinski picked it up, listened for a long moment, finally said, "He's here right now, Lou. I'm rilling him in. Okay, Chief."
He hung up.
"That was Dinoli. Well, let me get to the main pitch, Tom: we're using the plan you threw out this morning. We're, going to invent a colony on Ganymede; in October we're going to have the Ganymedeans launch a savage attack on that colony, and then the Corporation will ask the U. N. to step in and save them. Dinoli wants you to be in charge of developing material on this colony. You'll have sole charge; in essence you'll be doing second-level type work. You can name your own staff; pick out anybody you like from third or fourth level as your assistant."
"Right now?"
"It would help," Watsinski said.
Kennedy was silent a moment. He pulled a cigaret from an ignitopak, waited for it to glow into life, and with calm deliberation sucked smoke into his lungs.
They were setting him up in a big way. On the surface, it was a heartwarming vote of confidence in his abilities—but Kennedy knew enough about the workings of Steward & Dinoli to realize that the upper levels never operated merely on the surface alone. They always played a deep game.
They were putting him into a big post in exchange for something—information, no doubt. They knew the Ganymede Contract was a hot item, and they wanted to avoid any leaks by weeding out possible defectors like Spalding. Possibly they had their eye on Spalding already and were simply waiting for Kennedy to confirm their suspicions.
Well, Tom Kennedy thought, / won't play their game.
Kennedy stared bluntly at Watsinski's thin shrewd face. "Okay. I've picked my man. Dave Spalding."
For just a fraction of a second Watsinski looked as if Kennedy had kicked him in the teeth. Then control reasserted itself and Watsinski said, in a mellow even tone, "Okay, Tom, I'll see what I can do to expedite your request. That'll be all for now. Keep up the good work."
That night, when Marge asked him how things had gone during the day, Kennedy said shortly, "Pretty fair. Watsinski called me in and said I have a good shot at second-level. They gave me some special work to do."
She dropped a pale white onion into the cocktail, kissed him, and handed him the drink. He took it and said, "Dave Spalding's going to be working directly with me. And we're actually going to be handling the core of the whole project."
"I hope you and Dave will get along better now. It would be too bad if you couldn't cooperate on your work."
Kennedy smiled. "I think we will. I picked him as my assistant myself."
He felt relaxed and untense. This was the way life ought to be: a good job, a good drink, good music playing, your good wife fixing a good supper inside. And after supper some good company, an evening of relaxation, and then a good night in bed. He closed his eyes, listening to the jubilant trumpets of the Purcell Ode on the phonograph, and stroked the cat gently with his free hand.
Spalding had taken the news pretty well, he thought. Kennedy had met with him at 2 o'clock, shortly after confirmation of the new arrangement had come through from Watsinski, and Spalding had seemed interested and almost - enthusiastic about the fictional Ganymedean colony they were about to create. There had been no coldness between them, no raising of knotty moral issues, for which Kennedy was thankful.
Instead, Spalding had immediately begun producing a wealth of ideas, characters, incidents, jumping at the idea with boyish vigor.
Kennedy himself felt a sudden welling of enthusiastic interest. He knew what Watsinski had been talking about, when he referred to the esthetic nature of public-relations work. It could be a work of art; he and Spalding would give life to a colony of people, endow them with talents and hopes and strivings, interest the people of the world in their hardships and privations and courage.
The music swelled to a climax. Kennedy thought of old Purcell, back there in seventeenth-century England, painstakingly jotting fish-hooks onto a sheet of grimy paper. There it was, he thought: an artistic creation. Something that hadn't existed the morning before Purcell inked in his first clef, and something that now belonged to the world.
It was almost the same way with this Ganymede colony he and Spalding would design. Men and women would be able to enter into the life of that colony just as he entered into the life of the musical composition being played. It was almost in a mood of exaltation that Kennedy entered the dining-room at Marge's call.
She smiled at him. "I must have made that cocktail too strong."
"Three-and-a-half to one, or I'm no judge of proportions."
"I thought so—but you look so different! Warm and relaxed, Tom."
"Arid therefore I must be drunk. Because I couldn't possibly be happy and relaxed when I'm sober. Well, I hate to disappoint you, Marge I am sober. And happy."
"Of course you are, darling. I... "
"And the reason I'm happy," Tom Kennedy continued, "is only partly because Watsinski said I stood a good chance of making second-level when Poggioli pulls out. That's a minor thing. I'm happy because I have a chance to participate in something real and vital and exciting, and Dave along with me. You know what I'll be doing?"
She smiled. "I didn't want to ask. You're usually so touchy about your work when I ask things."
"Well, I'll tell you. Dave and I are going to invent a colony on Ganymede, with people and everything."
He went on to explain in detail what the colony would be like; how he had come to think of the idea; how Watsinski and the others had reacted when he put it forth. He concluded by letting her in on what was really classified material: he told her of Presslie's concluding suggestion, that the colony would be "destroyed" to serve as provocation for the intended United Nations occupation.
"There," he finished. "Isn't that neat? Complete, well-rounded, carefully built up. It..."
He stopped. The glow of happiness winked out in an instant. Marge was staring at him with an expression that he could only interpret as one of horror.
"You're serious about this, aren't you?" she asked.
"Of course I am. What's wrong?"
"This whole terrible charade—this fake slush—being used to grab the sympathies of the world. What a gigantic grisly hoax! And you're proud of it!"
"Just take it on its own terms," he said tightly, "as a creative effort; don't drag moral confusions into it.. You always have to cobweb things up by dragging in preachery."
"You can't take anything on its own terms, Tom: that's your mistake. You have to look at it in context, and in context I can only say that this thing stinks from top to bottom and from inside to out."
He slammed his fork to the table. "Marge!"
She stared- steadily at him. "I guess I spoke out of line, Tom. I'm sorry, darling. I didn't mean to preach." The muscles of her jaws were tightening in convulsive little clumps, and Kennedy saw she was fighting hard to keep back another big emotional outburst. He reached out and gripped her hand.
"Don't get worked up over this thing," he told her. "From now on, let me leave my job at 2:30 and forget it until the next morning. Otherwise we'll be at each other's throats all the time."
"You're right, dear. We'd better do that."
He turned his attention back to his meal. But the food seemed dead and tasteless now, and he was totally unable to recapture the euphoric mood of just a few moments before.
A gulf was opening between himself and his wife, and it was getting wider day by day. He thought back over that glow of contentment and wondered how he could ever have attained it. What he and Spalding would be doing was a pretty soulless enterprise, he admitted to himself. There was nothing nice about it. And yet he had worked himself up into a fine Beethovenesque esthetic frenzy about it, until Marge's few harsh words had opened his eyes.
And I was proud of it, he thought. My God, don't I ever think at all?
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June 31, 2044— Leap-Year World Holiday, by the Permanent Calendar. The extra day, intercalated in the otherwise-changeless calendar every four years to take up the slack of the six hours and some minutes the Permanent Calendar was forced to ignore.
A day of revelry, Kennedy thought; a day between the days—a day that was neither Monday nor Tuesday, nor Wednesday nor Thursday, not Friday or Saturday, or even Sunday. A timeless day on which no one worked except for holiday double-pay, on which even the rules of civilization went into the discard-heap for twenty-four hours. It fell between Saturday June 30 and Sunday July 1; and since this was a leap-year there would be two nameless days instead of the one at the end of the year.
The Kennedys chose to spend their day at Joyland Amusement Park on the Floating Island in Long Island Sound. Privately Tom Kennedy detested the bustle of the World Holidays; but they were family customs, deeply embedded in his way of life; and he never dared to speak out against them.
The road was crowded. Bumper to bumper, deflector plate to deflector plate, the little enamelled beetles clung together on the Thruway. Kennedy sweated behind the wheel. The air-conditioners labored mightily. At his side Marge looked fresh and gay in her light summer dress, red halter and light blue briefs. Her legs glistened; she wore the newest aluminum sprayons.
Up ahead, a car stalled in the furious heat and the radar eye of Kennedy's automatic brake picked up the impulse and throttled the turbos; he and Marge rocked slightly forward as the car slowed to thirty.
The congestion cleared ahead and he whisked the car on. The inside-outside thermometer read 69 inside the car, 97 outside. The compass told him they were heading westward along the Thruway toward the Sound.
They reached another snag in the traffic pattern. Kennedy let go of the wheel and let has hand rest lightly on his wife's cool knee.
"Let's try to have a good time together today. Relaxed. Calm. Just having fun." Marge said.
"Sure, Marge. Today's World Holiday. No ulcers today." He flopped back against the cushion as the car started moving violently. "Damn! These holiday drivers!"
It had been a rough month. Rough, but exciting. He and Spalding had thrown themselves full-force into the pseudo-colony on Ganymede. Endless reams of paper covered with biographical sketches of people "who never were; thick dossiers on Ganymedean weather and the rigors of life in a dome, and a million other things. It was like writing a story of space adventure, Kennedy thought, with one minor wrinkle: this wasn't for the magazines. It was going out over the newstapes and the fax sheets and people were gobbling it up.
It went like this:
 
Ganymede, 23 May 2044— Another day passed in relative comfort for the Extraterrestial Development and Exploration Corporation's experimental volunteer station on the tiny world of Ganymede, after the heavy snowfall of yesterday. Lester Brookman, Colony Director, commented, "Except for the usual hazards of life on an alien world, we're doing fine."
The colony's one invalid was reported in good health—Mrs. Helene Davenant, 31, wife of an atmospheric engineer, who suffered an appendicitis attack early yesterday morning. Colony Surgeon David Horns-fall operated immediately. Dr. Hornsfall said after the operation, "Mrs. Davenant is in good shape and there is no danger of complications. The low gravity will aid in her quick recovery and 1 hope to have her back at work in the hydroponics shed in a few days." The news eased fears of millions on Earth who were thrown into alarm by a premature report of peritonitis.
 
And so it went, Kennedy thought. Emotional involvement; soap-opera on a cosmic scale. It was now a little over a month since the Kennedy-Spalding pseudo-colony had received its official unveiling; and in that month, life with Marge had grown increasingly difficult
It was nothing overt, of course; she never spoke of Kennedy's work. But there were the silences in the evening where once there was enthusiastic chatter, the slight stiffness of the jaws and lips, the faint aloofness.
Well, he thought, maybe she'd get over it. Dinoli and Watsinski and the others were excited about the things he was doing with the project; he was making big strides upward in the Agency. And perhaps today he could effect some sort of rapprochement between Marge and himself. He banked the car sharply and sent it rocketing up the arching ramp that took it to the Joyland Bridge.
Joyland covered forty sprawling acres on the Floating Island in the Sound—built at the turn of the century for the Peace Fair of 2000-2001. The Island did not float now, of course; it was solidly anchored to the floor of the Sound. Once it had floated, at the time of the Fair, and the only way to get there was to take a ferry that would chase the island around the Sound on its peregrinations. But the upkeep of the giant engines that powered the island had been too great; thirty years ago ,they had been ripped out and the island anchored a mile off shore, but the old name still clung.
The bridge to the island was a shimmering thread painfully bright in the noonday sun. Tom Kennedy paused at the toll-bridge, dropped his dollar in the tollkeep's hands, and spurred the car ahead, onto the bridge.
Crossing took fifteen minutes; parking the car, another fifteen. Finally he was free of routine, with a parking check in his pocket and a fun-hat on his head. Marge wore one too: a huge orange thing with a myriad quivering paper snakes that gave her a Medusa-like appearance. His was more somber, a black and gray mortician's topper. Elsewhere he saw Roman helmets and horned Viking domes.
A girl in her twenties wandered by, hatless, dishevelled, wearing only a pair of briefs; she clutched her halter in one hand, a drinkflask in the other. Marge pointed to her and Kennedy nodded. She started to reel forward; a moment later she would have fallen and perhaps been trampled underfoot, but a smiling guard in Joyland's green uniform appeared from nowhere to catch her and gently drag her away into the shade. This is World Holiday, Kennedy thought. When we step outside ourselves and leave our ulcers home.
"Where do we begin?" Marge asked. A sign advertised the next firing of the rocket; there was a barren area on the west shore of the island where passenger rockets were fired. The rockets traveled sixty or seventy miles up, gave the passengers a good squint at the spinning orb of Earth, and plunged back down to make a neat landing on the field. There hadn't been a major accident since 2039, when a hundred people died through a slight miscalculation and cast a shadow over a gay Sunday afternoon. Price ten dollars a head, but Kennedy had no desire to ride the rocket.
Elsewhere there were rollercoasters, drink parlors, fun houses, sideshows, a swimming pool, a waxworks.
They bought tickets for the rollercoaster and strapped themselves in tight. The car was jet-powered; it took off with a lurching thrust and kept going down the track, up and around, nightmarishly twisting and plunging.
At the end of the ride, dizzy, exhausted, they clung to each other and laughed. Arm in arm they staggered across to a drink parlor and ordered double scotches at the outside window. In the dimness within, Kennedy saw a man plunging wildly around in an alcoholic dance; he leaped up in a final frenzy, started to fall toward the floor, and an ever-present Joyland guard appeared and scooped him up in mid-fall. Kennedy sipped his drink and smiled at Marge. She smiled back with what seemed like sincere warmth. He wondered.
They headed down the main concourse, past the cheap booths that in other years they always ignored. But this time Marge stopped and tugged at his arm. "Look at that one!"
"Come on, Marge—you know these things are all rigged. I want to go to the funhouse."
"No—hold it, Tom. Look."
He looked. There was a new booth, one that he had never seen before. The flashy sign winked at them: Send A Letter to Ganymede.
A toothy, bare-chested carnie man leaned forward over the counter, smiling jovially and inviting trade. Next to him a woman in yellow briefs and bandeau frowned in concentration as she filled out what seemed to be a telegram form.
"Come on, friends! Send your best wishes to the brave folks on Ganymede! Only one dollar for a ten-word message! Let them know how you feel about their valiant work!"
"Let's go over. I want to find out a few things," Kennedy said.
The carnie man grinned at them. "Care to send a letter to Ganymede, friends? Only a dollar." He shoved a yellow blank and a pencil at them.
The woman finished her message and handed it back. Kennedy caught only the heading at the top. It was addressed to Mrs. Helene Davenant, the appendicitis victim.
Quietly he said, "This is a new booth, isn't it?"
"The newest in the place. Just put it up last week."
"Whose idea was it? Do you know a Mr. Watsinski? Or Poggioli?"
"What are you, a detective? Come on, there are people waiting. Step right up friends! Don't go away, lady—the brave pioneers on Ganymede want to hear from you!"
At Kennedy's left, a fat middleaged woman was writing a letter that began, Dear Dr. Hornsfall...
"Let's go Tom," Marge said suddenly.
"No. Just a second." He yanked a dollar out of his wallet, slapped it down, and picked up a pencil. With quick sloppy strokes he wrote: Dear Director Brookman, Hope all is well with colony. Too bad you're just a publicity man's soap bubble. Signed, Jasper Greeblefizz.
He handed over the filled-in sheet and said, "Here, make sure this gets delivered. Come on away from here, Marge."
He grasped Marge tightly by the hand and walked on at a rapid clip.
"You think my letter will get there?" he asked tightly. "You think Director Brookman will answer it?"
She looked at him strangely. "I don't know why you're so upset, Tom. It's all part of the general picture, isn't it? This is a very clever gimmick."
"Yeah," he said. He looked back and saw a line of people waiting to send letters to the brave pioneers on Ganymede. A very clever gimmick. Very clever.
Kennedy smiled crookedly. World Holiday. Step outside yourself and leave your ulcers behind. Girls who were the epitome of prudishness thought nothing of whipping off their halters and letting the breeze cool their breasts until the park police intervened. Sober second-level men could ease their tensions in a frenzied alcoholic jig.
But World Holiday was no holiday for Tom Kennedy. There was no escaping Ganymede even out here.
Somehow he pretended gaiety. They had another drink, and another. They looped the loop and rode the caterpillars and goggled at the sweating freaks in the sideshow, and had more drinks.
Sometime later, they bought tickets for the swimming pool, the one place in Joyland where nudity went unquestioned, and spent an hour bobbing in the warm chlorinated water. Toward evening they watched the fireworks and wandered down to the rocket-field to see the big missile come in for a landing.
Kennedy felt dizzy. They wearily retraced their steps to the exit. The Send A Letter To Ganymede booth was doing land-office business.
At the parking lot, the attendant was dispensing sobertabs for all drivers; you couldn't get your car until you took one. Kennedy swallowed the tasteless little pellet and felt his mind clearing. His stomach began to knot again. He paused by his car, watching the purple and aureate brilliance of the fireworks in the dusk-hung sky, listening to the big swoosh of the departing rocket.
The fun would go on all night, but he felt no more desire for amusement; Kennedy drove home slowly and cautiously, with his hand grimly gripping the wheel. Marge was exhausted; she curled up into a fetal ball on the back seat and slept.
Happy World Holiday to me, he thought tiredly.
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Sunday was a gloom-shrouded botch of a day. Kennedy slept late and woke with his mind still clouded by bitterness and his head aching. He spent an awkward, uncomfortable day in and around the house with Marge. The 'fax-sheet gave the rundown on the World Holiday's damage: a thousand lives lost in the Appalachia district alone, much carnage, property destruction, theft. A good day's fun.
It was his turn to operate the carpool, come Monday, the second of July, as 2044 swung into its second half. When he reached the office he found a crisp little note waiting for him on his desk, asking him to come down to Dinoli's office.
There was quite a turnout Dinoli himself faced the door, keen-eyed and wide awake, hunched over with his gnarled hands locked. Standing around Dinoli were four men: Watsinski, looking bored; McDermott, the second-level man who was handling governmental liaison on the Ganymede Contract; Executive Hubbel of the Corporation. There was also a fourth man, thick-necked and coarse-featured, with a broad genial smile and a delicate network of broken capillaries spread out over his face.
Dinoli said, "Mr. Bullard, I'd like you to meet Thomas Kennedy, Executive Third-Level of Steward & Dinoli."
Bullard swung forward. He was a bull of a man, six four or more in height, with the biggest hands Kennedy had ever seen. He proffered one, mangled Kennedy's hand momentarily in greeting, and boomed, "Very pleased to meet you, Mr. Kennedy. I've heard wonderful things about your work."
"Thank you, sir."
"Did you enjoy your holiday?" Dinoli asked, in his dark vast voice.
"Yes, sir. It was very good, sir."
"Glad to hear it. You know, of course, that Mr. Bullard here is head of the Corporation?"
Kennedy nodded. Smiling, Bullard said, "I understand
36
you're the man who's responsible for development of the—ah—colony on Ganymede. I want to tell you that it's a brilliant concept. Brilliant. The whole nation—the whole world—is enraptured by the struggles of the unfortunate few hundreds of souls you've invented. And that's why I've come over here this morning to make this offer to you."
"Offer, sir?"
"A very fine one. You've succeeded in capturing the feel of the Ganymede terrain beautifully, considering the secondhand nature of your data. But Mr. Dinoli and I believe that you'd do an even finer job if you had a little actual experience of living conditions on Ganymede. It would give your project fiat extra touch of reality that would insure the success of the campaign."
Kennedy blinked. He wondered what Bullard was leading up to. Dinoli was beaming.
Bullard said, "There's a supply ship leaving shortly for the Ganymede Outpost. There is room for one passenger aboard that ship. I've spoken to Mr. Dinoli and we've agreed to offer you a chance to be aboard that ship. You can spend three weeks on Ganymede at Corporation expense. How would you like that?"
Kennedy felt steamrollered. "Sir, I..."
"You want time to think about it. I understand how it is. You're in the midst of a difficult work program; you have certain personal commitments. Well, the ship departs on Thursday. If you care to be on it, all you need to do is say the word."
Kennedy looked at Dinoli, at Watsinski, at McDermott Their faces gave no hint of feeling; they wanted him to go. They wanted him to drop everything, race off to a cold little iceball in space, and live there for three weeks in utter privation so the campaign could be more realistic.
It was impossible to come right out and say no, right here. He would have to stall. "I'll—have to take the matter up with my wife, of course. This is—so sudden. This great opportunity ..."
"Of course," Bullard said.
Signed, sealed and delivered, Kennedy thought. "Yes, sir," he said hoarsely. "Thank you, sir." To Dinoli he said: "Is there anything else, Mr. Dinoli?"
"No, Tom. That'll be all. Just wanted to let you know the good news, son."
A secretary showed him out; he returned numbly to his office on Eleven, the office he now shared with Dave Spalding. Trip to Ganymede, he thought. /'// tell them that Marge won't let me go. That we're expecting a baby. Anything.
It wouldn't look good, his refusing, but he was damned if he was going to spend three weeks living under the conditions he'd been writing about.
"You look like you've been guillotined," Spalding said, as Kennedy came in. "They didn't fire you!"
"No such luck. I've got a great opportunity. The Corporation's offering me a three-week trip to Ganymede to get the feel of things."
He pulled down one of the big looseleaf volumes they had made up. They had written biographies of each of the three hundred and thirteen colonists they had peopled Ganymede' with, and each morning they picked a different one to feature in the newsbreaks.
"I think it's time to get Mary Walls pregnant," Kennedy said. "We haven't had a pregnancy on Ganymede yet. You have the medical background Rollins dug up?"
Spalding produced a slim portfolio bound in black leather—a doctor's report on possible medical problems in the colony. Childbirth under low gravity, pressure diseases, things like that
Spalding typed out a press release about the first pregnancy on Ganymede, with quotes from the happy mother-to-be, the stunned prospective father ("Gosh, this is great news! I know my Ma back in Texas will jump up and clack her heels when she finds out about Mary") and, of course, from the ever-talkative Colony Director, Brookman.
While he worked, Kennedy checked the photo file for a snapshot of Mary Walls— Agency technicians had prepared a phony composograph of every member of the colony—and readied it for release with Spalding's newsbreak. He added the day's news to the Colony Chronicle he was writing—excerpts were being printed daily in the tabloids—and wrote a note to himself to remember that a maternity outfit would need to be ordered before Thursday for Mrs. Walls, to be shipped up on the next supply ship.
It had gotten to the point where he believed in his colony up there. He could picture slabjawed Director Brookman, an outwardly fierce, inwardly sentimental man, could picture rosy-cheeked Mary Walls being told by mustachioed Dr. Hornsfall that she was going to be blessed, with issue...
And it was all phony. The Outpost on Ganymede consisted of a couple of dozen foul-smelling, bearded spacemen, period. He didn't want to go there.
They phoned in the pregnancy story before noon, and got busy sketching out the next day's work. Spalding was writing Director Brookman's autobiography, to be serialized in a big weekly, while Kennedy blocked in succeeding events in Mary Walls' pregnancy. He toyed momentarily with the idea of having her suffer a miscarriage in two months' time, but rejected it; it would be good for a moment's pathos, but quickly forgotten. Having her stay pregnant would be more effective.
Near closing-time the reaction hit him, as it did every day toward the finish. He sat back and stared at his trembling hands.
My God, he thought, this is the biggest hoax humanity has ever known. And I originated it.
He estimated that perhaps fifty people were in on the hoax now. That was too many; what if one of them cracked up and spilled it all? Would they all be lynched?
They would not, he answered himself. The thing was too firmly embedded in reality by now; he had done his job too well. If someone—anyone—stood up and yelled that this was all a fake, that there was no colony on Ganymede, it would be a simple matter to laugh the accusation down as crack-pottery and go ahead manufacturing the next day's set of press releases.
But still the enormity of it chilled Kennedy. He looked at Spalding, busily clacking out copy, and shuddered. By now, the afternoon telefax sheets were spewing forth the joyous news that Mary Walls—petite little Mary Walls, 25, red-haired, a colony dietician, married two years to lanky Mike Walls, 29, of Houston, Texas—was about to bear young.
He clenched his fists. Where did it stop? Was anything real?
They locked away their books and the car-pool people assembled. Kennedy dropped each off at their destinations, and swung his car finally into his own garage.
Marge had his afternoon cocktail ready for him. He told her about Bullard's visit, about Dinoli's offer. "S© they want to send me to Ganymede for three weeks, and I'd be leaving Thursday. How d'ye like that!"
She smiled. "I think it's wonderful! I'll miss you, of course, but..."
His mouth sagged open. "You think I'm going to accept that crazy deal?"
"Aren't you?"
"But I thought..." He closed his eyes a moment. "You want me to go, Marge?" ( "It's a grand opportunity for you, dear. You may never get another chance to see space. And it's safe, isn't it? They say space travel is safer than riding a car." She laughed; it was a brittle laugh that told Kennedy a great many things he did not want to know.
She wants me to go, he thought. She wants to get rid of me for three weeks.
He took a deep, calm sip. "As a matter of fact, I have until Wednesday to make up my mind," he said. "I told them I'd have to discuss the matter with you before I could agree to anything. But I guess it's okay with you."
Her voice cracked a little as she said, "I certainly wouldn't object. Have I ever stood in the way of your advancement, Tom?"
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The ship left at 1100 sharp on Thursday, July 5, 2044. Departure went smoothly and on schedule. The ship was nameless, bearing only the number GC-1073; the captain was a gruff man named Hills who did not seem pleased at the prospect of ferrying a groundlubber along with him to Ganymede. Blastoff was from Spacefield Seven, a wide jet-blasted area in the flatlands of New Jersey.
A small group of friends and well-wishers rode out with Kennedy in the jetcab to see him off. Marge came, and Dave Spalding, and Mike Cameron, and Ernie Watsinski. Kennedy sat moodily in the corner of the cab, staring downward at the smoke-stained sky of industrialized New Jersey, saying nothing, thinking dark thoughts.
He was not looking forward to the trip at all.
The ship was a thin, too-thin needle standing on its tail, in the middle of the vast grassless field. Little trucks had rolled up around it; one was feeding fuel into the reaction-mass hold, one was laden down with supplies for the men of the outpost, another carried mail—real mail, not the carnival-inspired fakery Kennedy had seen on World Holiday—for the men up there.
The ship would carry a crew of six, plus cargo. The invoices listed Tom Kennedy as part of the cargo.
He stood nervously at the edge of the field, watching the ship being loaded and half-listening to the chatter of his farewell committee. A tall gaunt-looking man in a baggy gray uniform came up to them and without waiting for silence said, "Which one of you is Kennedy?"
"I am." It was almost a croak.
"Glad to know you. I'm Charley Sizer, ship's medic; come on with me."
Kennedy looked at his watch. "But it's an hour till blastoff time."
Sizer grinned. "Indeed it is. I want to get you loaded up with gravanol, so acceleration doesn't catch you by surprise. When that big fist comes down you won't like it. Let's go, now—you're holding up the works."
Kennedy glanced around at the suddenly solemn little group and said, "Well, I guess this is it. See you all three weeks from now. Ernie, make sure my paychecks get sent home on time." He waited a couple of seconds more. "Marge?" he said finally. "Can I get a kiss goodbye?"
"I'm sorry, Tom." She pecked at his lips and stepped back. He grinned lopsidedly and let Sizer lead him away.
He clambered up the catwalk into the ship. It was hardly an appealing interior. The ship was poorly-lit and narrow; the companionways were strictly utilitarian. This was no shiny passenger ship. Racks of space suits hung to one side; far to the front he saw two men peering at a vastly complex control panel.
"Here's where you'll stay," Sizer said, indicating a sort of hammock swung between two pillars. "Suppose you climb in now and I'll give you the gravanol shot."
Kennedy climbed in. There was a viewplate just to the left of his head; he glanced out, and saw Marge and Watsinski and the others standing far away, at the edge of the field, watching the ship. Sizer bustled around him, strapping a safely-webbing over him. The gaunt medic vanished and returned a few minutes later with a formidable hypodermic.
"This stuff will take all the fret out of blastoff," Sizer explained. "We could hit as high as 10gs, and you wouldn't even know it. You'll sleep like a babe." He swabbed Kennedy's arm with alcohol and jabbed the needle in. Kennedy felt no internal changes that would make him resistant to gravity.
"You'll doze off soon. Next thing you know, we'll be past the Moon and Ganymede-bound."
Kennedy started to protest that he wasn't sleepy, that he was much too tense to be able to fall asleep. But even as he started to protest, he felt a wave of fatigue sweep over him. He yawned.
Grinning, Sizer said, "Don't worry, now. See you later, friend."
Kennedy lay back. He was securely webbed down in the acceleration hammock; he could hardly move. Drowsiness was getting him now.
Sleep blurred his vision as the time crawled on toward 1100. He wanted to be awake at the moment of blastoff, to feel the impact. But he was getting tired. I'll just close my eyes a second, he thought. Just catch forty winks or so before we lift.
He let his eyelids drop.
A few minutes later, he heard the sound of chuckling. Someone touched his arm. He blinked his eyes open and saw Medic Sizer and Captain Hills standing next to his hammock.
"There something wrong?" he asked in alarm.
"We just wanted to find out how you were doing," Hills said. "Everything okay?"
"Couldn't be better; I'm loose and relaxed. But isn't it almost time for blastoff?"
Hills laughed shortly. "Yeah. That's a good one. Look out that port, Mr. Kennedy."
Numbly Tom Kennedy swivelled to the left and looked out. He saw darkness, broken by bright hard little dots of painful light. At the bottom of the viewplate, just barely visible, hung a small green ball with the outlines of Europe and Asia visible. It looked like a geographical globe. At some distance away hung a smaller pockmarked ball.
Everything seemed frozen and terribly silent, like a Christmas-card scene.
In a hushed voice Kennedy said, "Are we in space?"
"We sure are. You slept through the whole works—blastoff and null-g and everything. We're a half-day out from Earth. From here till Ganymede, it's all a placid downhill coast."
"Is it safe to get out of this cradle?" he asked.
Hills shrugged. "Why not?"
"I won't float, or anything?"
"Three hours ago we imparted spin along the longitudinal axis, Mr. Kennedy. The gravity in here is precisely one g—Earth-norm. If you're hungry, food's on in the galley."
He ate. Ship food, packaged synthetics, nourishing and healthfully balanced—and about as tasty as straw briquettes. He ate silently and alone, serving himself; the rest of the men had already had their midday meal.
Four of them were playing cards in the fore cubicle that looked out onto the stars. Kennedy was shocked and amused all at once when he stepped through the unlocked door and saw the four of them, grimy and bearded in their filthy fatigue uniforms, squatting around an empty full-drum playing poker with savage intensity, while five feet away from them all the splendor of the skies lay unveiled.
He had no desire to break into the game, and they ignored him so thoroughly that it was clear he was not invited, so he turned away, smiling. No doubt after you made enough trips, he thought, the naked wonder of space turned dull on you, and poker remained eternally fascinating. The sight of an infinity of blazing suns was finite in its appeal, Kennedy decided. But he himself stared long and eye-strainingly at the sharp blackness outside, broken by the stream of stars and by the distant redness of what he supposed was Mars.
Mars receded. Kennedy thought he caught sight of ringed Saturn later in the day. Hours passed. He had brought a book with him, "The Brothers Karamazov".
Two days went by, maybe three. He read several hundred pages of Dostievski. He let his beard grow, until stubbly shoots began to itch fiercely; then he shaved it off. Once he started to write a letter to Marge, but didn't finish it.
Finally, he grew tired of the splendor of the skies. The stars were glorious, but sheer glory palled, at length. He could meditate only so long on the magnitude of space, on the multiplicity of suns, on the strange races that might circle red Antares or bright Capella.
Finally great Jupiter blotted out the sky, and Sizer came by to tell him that the icy crescent sliver he saw faintly against the mighty planet's bulk was their destination, Ganymede.
Again he strapped into the cradle. A second time Sizer jabbed his arm, and a second time he slept. When he woke, some time later, there was whiteness outside the port—the endless eyenumbing whiteness of the snowfields of Ganymede.
It was day—"day" being a ghostly sort of half-dusk. Tom Kennedy knew enough about the mechanics of Ganymede to be aware that Ganymedean day lasted slightly more than seven Earth days, the length of time it took Ganymede to revolve once about Jupiter—for Ganymede, like Earth's Moon, kept the same face toward its primary at all times, its day equalling its month.
Jupiter now was a gibbous splinter from dayside, a vast chip of a planet that seemed to be falling toward Ganymede's bleak surface like a celestial spear. Visible against the big planet's bulk was the lesser splinter of one of the other Galilean moons—Io, most likely, Kennedy thought.
From his port, nothing was visible but the ugly teeth of broken mountains, bare, tufted with layers of frozen ammonia, misted by swirling methane clouds.
The ship's audio system barked. "All hands in suits! Mr. Kennedy, come forward, on the double. We've arrived on Ganymede."
Sizer and one of the crewmen came toward him, swinging the hollow bulk of a spacesuit between them like an eviscerated corpse.
They helped him into it, clamped down the helmet, and switched on his breathing unit and bis audio.
Sizer said, "You won't be in this thing long. Don't touch any of the gadgets, and try not to sneeze. If you feel your breathing supply going bad, yell and yell fast. Everything clear?"
"Yes," Kennedy said. He felt warm and humid in the suit; they hadn't bothered to switch on his air conditioners, or perhaps there weren't any. He saw men starting down the catwalk in their suits, and he advanced toward the yawning airlock, moving in a stiff, awkward robot shuffle until he discovered the suit, was flexible enough to allow him to walk normally.
He lowered himself through the lock and, with great care, descended the catwalk. He saw a sprawling low dome to his right, housing several slipshod prefabricated buildings. A truck had popped through an airlock in the side of the dome and was heading toward them.
A sharp wind whistled about him; paradoxically, he was sweating stickily inside his suit, but he also sensed the numbing cold that was just a fraction of an inch away from his skin. In the wan daylight, he could see the cold outlines of stars bridging the blue-black sky.
It was a hard, bitter place where the wind mumbled obscenities in your spacesuit's audio pickup, and the stars glimmered in the daylight. He looked into the distance, wondering if any of the natives were on hand to witness the new arrival, but as far as he could see the landscape was barren and empty.
The truck arrived. Within its sealed, pressurized cab rode a redbearded man who signalled for them to climb into the back.
The truck turned and headed toward the opening airlock of the Ganymede dome.
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He felt penned in, in the dome. He met the sixteen men who lived there ever since Corporation money and Corporation skill and Corporation spaceships had let man reach Ganymede. He shifted uneasily from foot to foot, breathing the sharp, faintly-acrid synthetic atmosphere of the dome, feeling mildly queasy-stomached at the lessened pull of gravity. Ganymede exerted only 81% of Earth's pull on him; he weighed just about 142 pounds here.
He half-expected to see the big figure of Colony Director Lester Brookman come striding out of the dimness to shake his hand and welcome him to Ganymede, but Brookman was just a myth he had invented one rainy May afternoon. The real head of the Ganymede Outpost was a stubby little man with a bushy gray-flecked beard. His name was Gunther.
Gunther eyed Tom Kennedy stolidly after Kennedy had disencumbered himself of the spacesuit—a small, beady-eyed man with blue shouting-veins standing out on his neck.
He said, "You're Kennedy?"
"That's right."
"Papers say you'll be here until the ship returns to Earth. That's three Gannydays from now, a little over three weeks.
You'll be living in Barracks B on the second level; one of the men will show you where your bunk is. There's to be no smoking anywhere in the dome, at any time. If you have any questions concerning operations here, you're to ask me. If you're told by any member of this base that a given area is restricted, you're not to enter it under any circumstance. Clear?"
"Clear," Kennedy said. He resented the brusqueness of Gunther's manner, but perhaps that was what six months or a year of life on a frozen waste of a world did to a man.
"Do you know how to use a spacesuit?"
"No."
"As expected. You'll receive instruction starting at 0900 tomorrow. You'll undergo a daily drill in spacesuit technique, until you've mastered its functions. We never know when the dome's going to crack."
He said it flatly and quietly, as if he might be saying, We never know when it may start to rain. Kennedy nodded without commenting.
"You'll be taken on a tour of the area, as soon as you request it, provided there's a man free to accompany you. Under no circumstances are you to leave the dome alone."
"When will I get a chance to meet some of the aliens?"
Gunther seemed to look away. "You'll be allowed to meet the Gannys at such time as we see fit, Mr. Kennedy. Are there any further questions?"
There were, but Kennedy didn't feel like asking them. He shook his head instead, and Gunther signalled to another member of the Outpost to show him to his room.
It had a hard cot covered with a single sheet, a washstand, a baggage rack. It looked like nothing so much as a cheap hotel room in a rundown section of an old city. It was very Earthlike; there was nothing alien about it, except the view that could be had by peering around the facing barracks-building at the bleak snowfields.
The three Outpost buildings had been prefabricated, of course. A central ventilator system kept the dome and all the rooms within it reasonably fresh. A central power system supplied light and heat; the plumbing in the dome was crude but effective.
A spaceman named Jaeckel drilled him in the use of a spacesuit, showed him how to manipulate the controls that blew his nose and wiped his forehead and ventilated the suit.
Once Tom Kennedy had mastered the suit, they let him go outside the dome, always in the company of an off-duty Outpost man. The snow was thick and firmly packed into ice; bare patches of rock thrust snouts up here and there. A paraffin lake was located half a mile west of the dome—a broad, dull-looking dark body of liquid. Kennedy stood at its shore and peered downward.
"Does anything live in it?"
"Snails and toads and things; the Ganymedean equivalent, of course. Methane-breathers, you know. We see them come hopping up on shore during the big storms."
"How about fish-equivalents?" Kennedy asked.
"We don't know. We don't have any boats and we don't have any fishing-tackle. Radar says there's a few shapes moving down at the bottom, but we haven't had time to find them yet."
He was taken out to see the vegetation, too: the "forests" of scraggly little waxen bushes, geared to the ammonia-methane respiratory cycle. They were inches high, with thick rigid leaves spread flat to catch as much of the sunlight as they could; even the strongest winds failed to disturb them where they grew along a snow-banked hillside.
After he had seen the compact turbines that powered the outpost, after he had inspected the kitchen and the game room and the little library, there was not much else for Kennedy to see. On the third day he asked Gunther when he'd be allowed to meet the inhabitants of Ganymede; Gunther said irritably, "Soon!"
He spoke with an angular faded-looking man named Engel, a linguist in Corporation employ. Engel was working on the Ganymedean language.
"It's fairly simple," he told Kennedy. "The Gannys haven't developed a written culture, and a language limited to oral transmission doesn't usually get to be very complex. It starts off as a series of agreed-upon grunts and it generally stays that way. The Gannys we've met have a vocabulary of perhaps a thousand active words and a residual vocabulary no bigger than three or four thousand. The language agglutinates—that is, the words pile up. There's one word for man; but instead of having a separate word, like warrior, for the concept man-with-spear, their word for warrior is simply manwithspear. And the grammar's ridiculously simple, too— no inflections or declensions, no variation in terms of gender or case. The Gannys are lucky; they aren't saddled with the confused remnants of the old Indo-Aryan protolanguage the way we are. It's a terribly simple language." "Meaning that they're terribly simple people?"
Engel laughed. "It's not quite a one-to-one correlation. Matter of fact, they're damned quick thinkers, and they get along pretty well despite the handicap of such a limited language. It's a limited world. You don't need many words on a planet where there's hardly any seasonal change, and where living conditions remain uniform century in and century out. Uniformly miserable, I mean."
Kennedy nodded. Engel showed him a mimeographed pamphlet he had prepared, labelled "Notes Toward A Ganymede Etymology and Philology"
"Mind if I look this over?" Kennedy asked.
Engel shrugged and said, "I guess it's all right; it can't do any harm to let you read it."
Kennedy studied the pamphlet alone in his room that "night," for lack of any better recreation. He fell asleep with the light on and the book still open, mumbling disjointed Ganny phrases which he hoped followed Engel's phonetic system; he didn't even notice it when the room-light cut off, as it did every night at 0100 camp-time.
On the fourth day, a tremendous storm swept in and engulfed the area. Kennedy stood in the yard near the arching curve of the dome, staring out in awe at the fierce torrent of precipitated ammonia that poured down on the plain, giving way finally to feathery clouds of ammonia-crystal snow and then, at last, to silence. The plain was covered with a fresh fall, now, and after it came the irascible wind, sculpturing the new fall into fantastic spires and eddies. In the distance he saw the spaceship still upright, its landing vanes concealed by fresh snow, its dark prow tipped with mounds of white.
And on the fifth day he was again alone in his room when a tattoo of knocks sounded. He slipped Engel's linguistics-pamphlet under his soggy pillow and opened the door.
Jaeckel stood there. "Gunther sent me to get you. Some aliens are here. They're waiting outside the dome."
Four of them went through the lock—Gunther, Engel, Kennedy, and a spaceman named Palmer. Kennedy felt a strange tingle of excitement. These were the beings the Steward & Dinoli agency was training mankind to hate; these were the beings Alf Haugen was gradually building up as enemies of humanity, and he was going to meet them now.
There were three of them, standing in a little group ten feet from the airlock entrance. Naked except for their cloth girdle, noseless, eyes hooded, they looked to Kennedy like aborigines of some bizarre South Sea Island as seen through the eyes of a dream. Their skin, pale white, had a waxy sheen to it. Their mouths were glum sagging semicircles, lipless. At first, Tom Kennedy was surprised that they could bear the murderous cold, standing in calm nudity with no sign of discomfort.
But why the hell shouldn't they, he thought. This is their world. They breathe its foul, corrosive air and they brush their teeth—if they have teeth—with the high-octane stuff that flows in their lakes and rivers. They probably can't understand how we can possibly survive in the blazing heat of Earth, and drink that poisonous hydrogen-and-oxygen compound we're so fond of.
"These three are from the closest tribe," Gunther said. "They live eleven miles to the east, and come here every seventh Earth-day to talk to us."
And indeed they were talking; one of them began speaking in a low monotone, addressing his words to Gunther.
Tom Kennedy could only pick out a word here and there; his few hours spent with Engel's booklet had not made him a master of the language. But the words he picked out interested him greatly.
For the alien seemed to be saying: "... once again ...leave us ... hatecarryingbeings ... interfere...when... you go soon ..."
Gunther replied with a rapid-fire string of syllables, spoken with such machine-gun intensity that Kennedy could scarcely catch the meaning of a single word. He did pick up one though; it was the Ganny word for total negation, absolute refusal.
The alien replied: "sadness ... pain ... until go ... sacrilege ... (forceful but untranslatable verb)"
"Mind if I ask what the conversation's all about?" Kennedy asked.
Engel blinked. Gunther tightened his lips, then said, "We're arranging for transportation of supplies to the alien village in exchange for a bit of negotiation for mining rights with the village chief. He's telling us when the best time of day to make the delivery is."
Kennedy tried to hide his surprise. Either Gunther had just reeled off a flat lie, or else Kennedy had been completely wrong in his translation of the conversation. It had seemed to him that the aliens had been demanding an Earth evacuation, and that Gunther had been refusing. But perhaps he had been wrong; not even the simplest of languages could be learned in a matter of days.
The aliens were stirring restlessly. The spokesman repeated his original statement twice, then tipped his head back in a kind of ceremonial gesture, leaned forward, and exhaled a white cloud. Ammonia crystals formed briefly on the faceplate of Gunther's breathing-helmet. The Corporation man replied with a sentence too terse for Kennedy to be able to translate.
Then the aliens nodded their heads and uttered the short disyllable that meant "Farewell"; Kennedy caught it clearly. Automatically the response-word floated up from his memory, and he said it: "Ah-yah." The other three Earthmen spoke the word at the same time. The aliens turned and gravely stalked away into the whirling wind.
A moment later Gunther whirled and seized Kennedy's arm tightly with his spacegloved hand. He glared at Kennedy.
"What did you say?" he demanded. "Did I just hear you say a word to that Ganny in his own language? Where did you learn it? Who authorized you to learn Ganny? I could have you shot for this, Kennedy—Agency pull or no Agency pull!"
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For a moment, Tom Kennedy stood frozen, listening to the fierce wind swirl around him, not knowing what to say. By revealing his knowledge of Ganymedean he had committed a major blunder.
"Well?" Gunther demanded. "How come you speak Ganny?"
Engel came to his rescue.
"That's the only word he knows," the tall linguist said. "Couple of days ago he was visiting me and when he left I say goodbye to him in Ganny. He wanted to know what I had just said, and I told him. There's no harm in that, Gunther."
Uncertainly the outpost chief released his grip on Kennedy's arm. Kennedy realized Engel was saving his own skin as well as his by the lie; evidently it was out of bounds for him to speak the native tongue.
But he saw his advantage. "Look here, Gunther—I'm not a Corporation man, and I'm only technically under your command. Where do you come off threatening to shoot me for saying goodbye to a Ganny in his own language? I could let Bullard know and he'd bounce you down to tenth level for a stunt like that."
In a short sharp sentence, Gunther expressed his opinion of Corporation Executive Bullard. Then he said: "Let's go back into the dome. This is no place to stand around having a chat."
Without waiting for further discussion he signalled inside to open the lock. Kennedy was more than happy to turn his back on the bleakness of the open Ganymedean field.
They stripped off their spacesuits in silence, and racked them. Gunther said, "Suppose we go to my quarters, Kennedy. We can talk about things there."
"Should I come too?" Engel asked.
"No, you get about your business. And watch out how much classified info you teach to visitors next time, Mr. Engel."
Gunther's quarters proved to be considerably more auspicious than the other barracks rooms under the dome. He opened a closet and took out a half-empty bottle.
"Care for a drink?"
Kennedy did not, but he nodded deliberately. "Sure."
Gunther fixed the drink with a most un-hostly lack of grace, handed it to Kennedy, and said, "I'm sorry I blew up over such a little thing out there. You have to understand what life's like here, Kennedy. It's not easy on the nerves; not at all. I try to maintain discipline over myself as well as the others, but there are times when my nerves just pop. I'm sorry it had to happen to you, that's all."
Kennedy smiled. "You practically ordered me off to the firing-squad because I knew a word of Ganny. How come the language's so top-secret?"
It was a telling question. Gunther shifted uneasily and said, "It isn't, really. It's merely that we want to make sure all Earth-Ganymede negotiations take place through the Corporation. We wouldn't want another outfit to set up shop here and try to cut in."
"Meaning, presumably, that you suspect I'm going to learn the language, compile a dictionary of Ganny when I get back to Earth, and sell it for a fabulous sum to some as-yet-non-existent competitor of the Corporation? I assure you I've got no such sinister intentions."
"I haven't accused you of anything, Kennedy; but we have to take certain security precautions."
"I understand that."
"God. In case you're filing a report, I'd greatly appreciate it if you'd omit any mention of this incident. As a favor to me."
He left Gunther soon after, feeling greatly perplexed. The Outpost chiefs real motivation seemed utterly transparent. Gunther was not fearing the advent of a rival corporation; it took years of legal work and billions in capital to build an organization the size of ED&E. No wildcat operation was going to send a ship to Ganymede to whisk mining rights out from under Gunther's sharp nose, making use of a Ganny dictionary prepared for them by Kennedy.
No, there could be only one possible reason why Gunther had reacted so violently when Kennedy had displayed a seeming understanding of Ganny. Gunther was afraid that Kennedy would overhear something the Corporation was trying to keep secret.
And that something, Kennedy suspected, was the fact that the Ganymedeans were hostile to the idea of having Earth-men settle on their world, and—far from being willing to negotiate for mining rights—were demanding that Gunther and his men get off.
' And if that was the case, he thought, then the only way the Corporation was going to get what it wanted on Ganymede would be by a virtual extermination of the Gannys. No mere United Nations "police action," as Kennedy and the other Agency men had been led to believe, but a full-scale bitter war of subjugation.
Sure, they would rationalize it. The Gannys were a non-technological people who owned a vast horde of valuable radioactive ores and had no intentions of using them; for the public good of the solar system, then, these ores should be taken from them.
It was a nasty business, and Tom Kennedy had been drawn into it deeper than he had suspected. Oh, he bad never thought it was a lily-white enterprise; but despite Marge's quiet opposition, and Spaldings bitter outbursts, he had gone along with the Agency unthinkingly. The Agency Mask had been his defense: the unthinking reservation of judgement that allowed him to enter into a contract with little concern for the questions of values tangential to it.
Well, now he was seeing it clearly and first-hand. He returned to his room, planning to study the Ganny dictionary more intently. Next week, when the aliens returned, he had to know more of the true position of things.
But his door was ajar when he reached his room, and the light was on. There were no locks on the doors, but he bad hardly expected someone just to walk in. He pushed open the door.
Engel was sitting on the edge of his bed waiting for him.
Kennedy waved cheerily to him. "I guess I owe you thanks. That could have been a nasty business with Gunther out there if you hadn't said what you did."
"Yes. Look here, Kennedy—I have to have that booklet back. Immediately. Where is it?"
"Back? Why?"
"Gunther would have me flayed if he knew I gave it to you. It was really unpardonable on my part—but you seemed so interested, and I was so anxious to have you see my work and be impressed by it."
Kennedy circled behind Engel and drew the dogeared pamphlet out from under the pillow. Engel reached for it, but Kennedy snatched it quickly away.
"Give that to me! Kennedy, don't you understand that Gunther absolutely would execute me if he knew you had that? It's classified!"
"Why?"
"That doesn't matter. Give it to me."
Kennedy tucked it under his arm. "I don't intend to; I want to study it some more. It's a very ingenious work, Engel. I am impressed."
"If you don't give that to me," Engel said slowly, "I'll tell Gunther that you entered my quarters when I wasn't there and stole it from me. I know how many copies there are supposed to be. But I don't want to have to do that; hand it over, will you?" The linguist nibbled at his lip and flicked a globe of sweat from his forehead.
The room was very quiet a moment. Kennedy tightened his grip on the booklet under his arm. Staring levelly at Engel, he said, "You don't want to do that. I'll make a deal with you: you let me keep the dictionary, and I'll make sure Gunther never has occasion to find out you gave it to me. And I'll return it when I leave Ganymede. Otherwise, if you try to tell Gunther I stole the dictionary and I'll tell him you gave it to me of your own free will, and then lied to him outside the dome just now to keep your own nose clean. It'll be my word against yours, but you'll be in a tough way trying to explain just why you took my part out there."
Engel knotted his hands nervously together. "It won't wash, Gunther trusts me ..."
"Like hell he does. Gunther doesn't even trust himself. Let me keep the dictionary, or I'll go to Gunther right now and tell him the whole story."
Scowling, Engel said, "Okay. The dictionary's yours—but keep your mouth shut the next time you're around any Gannys. If you stop to ask a local chief the time of day, Gunther'll roast us both."
Three days slipped by, in Kennedy's second week on Ganymede. He spent much of his time studying Engel's little handbook of the Ganny language, and repeated phrases and sentences to himself each night in a muttered whisper.
He went on jeeptrips over the Ganymedean terrain; it was night-time on Ganymede now, and would be for four more Earth days; Jupiter hung broodingly massive in the sky, blotting out the stars.
Moons danced in the sky, swimming in and out of sight with dizzy unpredictability; now lo, now Europa, now far-off Callisto came whirling by, and their orbits were a computer-man's nightmare. Kennedy was impressed.
The terrain was monotonous, though—endless bluish icefields unbroken by sign of life. Once Kennedy asked Gunther if he could visit a Ganny village for a change, instead of merely rolling on over icy wastes.
Gunther scowled. "I'm afraid not. The Ganny villages are restricted areas for visitors to the Outpost."
"Why?"
"You don't ask why around here, Kennedy. You've been very cooperative up to now. Don't spoil it."
With a brusque gesture Gunther dismissed him. Kennedy turned away, his mind full of unaskable questions.
He studied his handbook. He waited impatiently for the Gannys to pay their next visit to the outpost; he wanted to find out exactly what the relationship between Earthman and alien was.
If the natives were bluntly opposed to Terran operations on Ganymede, then the whole Agency-nurtured maneuver was nothing more or less than a naked power grab on the part of the Corporation, a set-up maneuver that would drag the U.N. in to conquer Ganymede—at no expense to the Corporation—and then hand the little world over to Bullard & Co. on a chrome-plated platter.
But Kennedy knew he had to have more proof. He had to speak to the natives first-hand, without any of Gunther's men around.
The day before the expected visit of the Gannys, Kennedy happened to mention to Gunther that he was looking forward to seeing the aliens again.
"Oh? You haven't heard? The visit's been called off. It's some sort of holy season in the village, and they've decided not to see any Earthmen till it's over."
"And when will it be over?"
"Five Ganny days from now. A little more than a month, Earthtime."
That meant he would have no further opportunity at all for seeing the Gannys. And this "some sort of holy season" sounded too slick, too patently contrived, to be convincing.
No. Gunther simply did not want him to penetrate Corporation activities on Ganymede any deeper.
There was only a week left to his stay now. He knew he would have to move quickly and efficiently in his remaining time, if he were to discover the underlying facts of the Ganymede operation.
Tom Kennedy disliked blackmail, but in this case there was no help for it; he went to see Engel.
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The linguist was not happy to see his visitor. Engel greeted him unsmilingly and said, "What do you want, Kennedy?"
With elaborate care Kennedy shut the door and took a seat facing Engel. "The first thing I want is absolute silence on your part. If a word of what I tell you now gets back to Gunther or anyone else, I'll kill you."
Engel said, "Go ahead. Talk."
"I want you to do me a favor. I want you to get me one of those jeeps and fix things so I can go out alone during sleeptime tonight."
"Kennedy, this is preposterous. I..."
"You nothing. Either I get the jeep or I tell Gunther you're a subversive who deliberately gave me the Ganny dictionary, and who tipped me off on a few of the lesser-known gambits the Corporation's engaging in. I can lie damn persuasively, Engel; it's my business."
Engel said nothing. Kennedy noticed that the man's fingernails had been bitten ragged. He felt sorry for the unfortunate linguist, but this was no time for pity.
"Do I get the jeep?"
Engel remained silent. After a long continued silence he pulled in his breath in a sort of sobbing sigh and said, "Yes, damn you."
Kennedy rose. "Thanks, Engel. And listen: I don't want you to get hurt in this business. I'm doing what I'm doing because I have to; and I'm stepping on your neck because it's the only neck I can step on—but I'm sorry about the whole filthy thing. If everything goes well, Gunther'll never find out about the dictionary or the jeep."
"Save the apologies," Engel said. "When do you want the jeep?"
Kennedy left after dark-out time that night; the dome was shrouded in night. The faint illumination afforded by Io, and the larger radiation that was Jovelight, only served to cast conflicting and obscuring shadows over the outpost. Engel let him through the lock.
"Remember now," he radioed back. "I'm going to be back here at 0600. Be damn sure you're here to let me in, and that you're alone."
"I'll be here," Engel said. "Alone, I hope."
The Ganny village was eleven miles to the east of the outpost. Kennedy knew that the aliens had a thirty-two sleep-wake cycle, and he hoped that his visit would find them awake; otherwise he might not have another opportunity to speak to them.
No more than twenty minutes after he had left the Terran outpost, he saw what could only be the alien village, nestling between two fangs of rock. It was located, logically enough, along one shore of a broad river of fast-flowing hydrocarbons; the houses were clusters of small dome-shaped igloos put together out of bluish ice-blocks, and there were aliens moving to and fro in the settlement as he drew near.
He cut the jeep's engines a hundred yards from the edge of the river, activated his spacesuit, strapped on his gun and pocketed the dictionary, and stepped outside. He walked toward the river, where half a dozen aliens were casting nets or dangling lines.
As he approached, he saw one man yank forth his line with a catch—a thick-bodied fish-like creature with fierce red eyes and short fleshy fins.
"I am a friend," Kennedy said slowly and clearly, in the Ganny tongue.
They gathered hesitantly about him, those who were not too busy with their nets and their lines. He looked from one noseless grotesque face from the next.
One said, "You are a new one."
"I am. I come to talk with you."
'Talk," the alien said. "And then go. It is the food-gathering time and we are busy."
"You must speak not-fast. Your language is still new to me." Kennedy paused. "I am not a friend of the other men who come to you."
"They will kill you then. They kill those who are not friends."
"Have they killed any of you?"
"No. But they say they will if we do not give them welcome here. We ask them to leave. To go back to the sky. But they say they will bring others of their kind here soon. We do not want them."
"Why not?"
"This is our land. Our tribe chose this as its dying-ground hundreds of days ago. We ask them to go. We ask them to move to another clan-ground. But they will not go. They say they will stay, and bring many hands of hands more of their numbers from the sky."
Kennedy looked sharply at the ring of aliens. They were stocky beings, not quite his height, lumpy-bodied, with thick six-fingered hands and practically no necks. They were not human. It was strange to stand here in below-zero temperature on a world whose air was poison to his lungs and talk of exploitation with not-human creatures. Nightmarish.
"What will you do if the Earthmen remain on your world?"
"We will fight them?"
"Do you have" ... Kennedy fumbled for the word, finally resorted to Engel's dictionary ... "weapons?"
The alien who was spokesman held forth his gnarled hands. "We have these. We have spears and throwing-sticks. And we have..." It was an untranslatable word meaning courage, determination, stubbornness, foolhardiness.
"That won't be enough," Kennedy said. "Not against napalm and thorium grenades."
"What are these words?"
"You'll find out what they mean soon enough," Kennedy said. "Look here—how long will it be before you attack and try to drive the Earthmen away?"
"Why should we tell you?"
"I'm a friend of yours! I want to help you!" The words slipped out suddenly and unexpectedly. "I can bring you weapons of the Earthmen and show you how to use them. I don't want them to trample you down. Do you believe me?"
"You are an Earthman." Stubbornly.
"But I'm not like the others! I'm... I'm ..." He stopped. "Look," he said, "When is your next sleep-time?"
"When the silvery moon has set."
The silvery moon meant high-albedo Europa. Kennedy tried to remember the schedule; Europa would set toward "morning," some six or seven hours from now. Good. He could return the following night at this time, the aliens would be awake.
"I'll come back when you are awake again," he promised. "With Earthman weapons. But this must be kept silent. Do you expect to visit the Earthman-place soon?"
"We would have come when we awoke, but we were told not to come there for five days."
That figured, he thought; that was Gunther's work. Gunther wanted to keep the aliens out of sight until Kennedy was safely on his way back to Earth.
"Say nothing to the other Earthmen of my visits," Kennedy said. "Or else you and I, all of us, will die." He looked at the chronometer in the wrist of his spacesuit. The time was only 0230; he had three hours yet before it was time to return to the outpost.
He asked permission to stay in the village and observe their way of life for a few hours. After a certain amount of whispered discussion, none of which Kennedy was able to understand, they reluctantly agreed.
At about 0530, he began driving back westward toward the outpost. In the quiet alien night, the snowfields sparkled and glittered with the reflected light of half a dozen moons; it was a lovely sight, and, inside the warm pressurized cab of the jeep Tom Kennedy felt none of the brutality of the conditions outside—only the silent beauty.
But there was nothing beautiful about the Corporation scheme, he thought. He wondered if he could ever purge himself on the taint of the last two months' work.
The Corporation was using the U. N. as its catspaw. Ganymede was likely territory for exploitation—the Earth had no more simple races left, no more backward areas, thanks to a century of intensive development; but there still were other worlds for fast-working promoters to conquer.
Kennedy felt clear-headed and tranquil about the part he was going to play in the coming weeks. He would help the Gannys all he could, as partial atonement for all he had done. Perhaps he would remain on Ganymede after 4he supply ship departed; someday he could tell Marge of what he had done, and she would understand.
He felt good about it. It isn't everyone, he thought, who has the chance to repair damage he's helped create. If I help the Gannys to defend themselves, aid them, bring them weapons ...
This is their world. They know its pitfalls and its hazards.
A war between armed Gannys and Earthmen clad in cumbersome space-suits would not necessarily be a one-sided slaughter. Not at all.
And perhaps he could go back to Earth and stop the slaughter before it began. That would be harder. The Corporation was powerful and respected; after all, hadn't its private capital given men the key to space—when none of the nations of the world had found it within their domestic budgets to develop space travel? One man fighting a vast impersonal organization was predoomed to quick failure.
Engel was waiting inside the air-lock as Kennedy brought the jeep up, at 0559 hours. Right on time. The linguist looked pale and tense.
The airlock slid open, and Kennedy guided the jeep through. "Everything's clear," Engel whispered.
Kennedy looked around. "No one knows I've been gone? No one missed me?"
"They've all been sleeping like babes," Engel said. "All except me. I've been sitting in my room staring at the walls all night. Where the devil did you go—and why?"
"That's hardly public concern, as they say."
Engel assisted Kennedy as he climbed out of the protective suit. Kennedy turned to the linguist and stared quietly at him for a long moment.
"I did something good tonight," he said. "Maybe for the first time in my life. Let's go somewhere where we can't wake people up and I'll tell you all about it."
"I don't want to be a party to your crazy schemes, Kennedy."
"You can decide that after I explain things to you. But I'm going to need your help. And for once in your life you can do something worthwhile. More worthwhile than making lists of intransitive verbs, anyway."
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Two days that were not days, two nights that were not nights, while the greater darkness of the Ganymedean night cloaked the outpost twenty-four hours out of the twenty-four of the arbitrarily designed "day." And in that time Tom Kennedy became a sneak thief and a traitor to mankind.
Traitor to mankind. He thought about that phrase in the middle of the "night," as the outpost unsuspectingly slept, and he loaded the contents of Weapons Shack Two onto a jetsled, strapped down the guns and flame-throwers and grenades that he was ferrying across the icefields to the village of the Gannys.
He told Engel, "You arrange with Gunther that you get assigned to take me out on my daily tour of the snowdunes and local lakes. Only instead of rubbernecking around, we'll go to the village and show them how to use the stuff we're bringing them."
Engel was unwilling; he scowled and grimaced and tried to think of reasons why the idea was dangerous; but in the end he agreed, because he was a weak man and both he and Kennedy knew it. Kennedy had long since mastered the art of manipulating People en masse; now he was manipulating one single man, and succeeding at it.
He had five days left on Ganymede. He knew he had to make the most of them.
During the following day, Engel came to him and told him to get ready for his daily drive. They skirted the hills and the big lake west of the camp, then swerved 180 degrees and tracked straight for the Ganny village. They spent two hours here, instructing the aliens in the art of using Earthman weapons.
They taught the pale creatures how to dig in behind snowdrifts and fire at men crossing the plain, how to hurl grenades (they practiced with snowballs; the aliens had unerring aim), how to blister the snow with gouts of flame.
The aliens learned fast. They smiled brightly and said, "Earthmen come we shoot?" and Kennedy nodded and said, "But make sure it's those Earthmen and not us."
He wondered what Gunther would say when he found out that the visiting public-relations man had stolen enough spare outpost supplies to equip an entire Ganymeaden village. The little man would have an apoplectic fit, certainly.
Third night. Engel had discovered a cache of grenades in an auxiliary storeroom. Gently he carried them out to the sled. Kennedy helped him strap them down. He looked at the time—0330. The outpost slept. No one would be awake until 0700 at the earliest.
"Set the airlock to automatic open-close and let's get out of here," Kennedy called.
The airlock started to slide open. Kennedy made room on the sled for Engel and rested his hand lightly on the firing switch.
Floodlights suddenly burst out blindingly all over the airlock area. Gunther stood there, looking bleak and bitter in the hard light. Behind him were three other men—Jaeckel, Palmer, Latimer.
"So you're the culprits," Gunther said slowly. "The shortages in the storeroom—the jeeptracks in the snow in the morning. Engel, Kennedy. What the hell to you think you're up to, you two?"
Engel started to say something, something shapeless that was half a moan. Kennedy nudged him viciously.
"Hold on tight! I'm going to get the sled started!"
"Come on, you two, get out of there. I want some explanations!"
"Explanations coming right up," Kennedy said. Calmly he shoved the firing switch to full and the thrust-control wide open.
The jetsled bucked and crashed forward in a sudden plunging motion, tossing a spume of flame behind it. Kennedy heard Gunther's angry yell as the sled passed through the open airlock.
There was the quick harsh chatter of gunfire coming from behind them. Kennedy did not look back; he crouched down low on the sled—praying that none of the shots would touch off the crated grenades lashed to the sled—and guided the little flat sled into the Ganymedean darkness.
His course was already figured. He would circle wide to the west, far enough out to mislead any possible pursuers, and then head for the Ganymedean village.
He forced himself not to think of what would happen to him four days hence, when the supply ship blasted off on its return trip to Earth, and when his own cached supplies in the Ganny village were exhausted. He had cut loose all bonds with Earth in one sudden frightful moment, and he tried not to think about it.
"I was wondering how long it would take for Gunther to get wise to what we were doing," he said after they had gone more than five miles with no sign of pursuit. "It was bound to happen eventually. But we had to do what we did, Engel. Someone had to do it. And it just happened that I came along and dragged you into it."
Engel did not reply. Kennedy wondered about the bitter thoughts the linguist must be thinking. They fled on into the night. When he thought it was safe he changed the sled's course and headed straight for the village.
"None of it would have started it you had kept your dictionary hidden away," Kennedy said. "But you showed it to me, and I borrowed it. I learned a couple of words of Ganny—and on a slim thread like that, you're washed up with the Corporation and I'm finished with the Agency. But I'm not sorry at all. Not even if they catch us, take us back to Earth, and draw and quarter us in Times Square. At least we stood on our hind legs and did something we thought was right."
' He stopped to consider something. "You did think it was right, didn't you? I mean, you didn't help me in this thing just because I was twisting your arm? I hope you did it out of ethical reasons; it's lousy enough to throw away your career in a single week, without having done it just because some other guy with ethics came along and made you do it."
Engel was silent. His silence began to irritate Kennedy.
"What's the matter?" he demanded. "Scared speechless? Did Gunther throw you into such a blue funk you can't talk?"
Still no answer. A cold worm of panic raced once around the interior of Kennedy's stomach, and he swiveled his neck to see if...
He was right.
One of Gunther's final desperate shots had ripped a neat hole in Engel's breathing-helmet.
Engel's air supply must have rushed out in one moist foaming burst. Blood had dribbled from his mouth and ears as the internal suit-pressure dropped from the 14.7 psi of the suit to the much lower external pressure. Engel's face was blotchy, puffed, swollen, eyes bulging, thin lips drawn back in a contorted grotesque smile.
He had died in a hurry—so fast that he had not even had time to grunt an anguished last cry into his open suit-microphone.
Kennedy compressed his lips into a thin bitter scowl. Engel had been so proud of his dictionary, so anxious to show it off to the visitor from Earth. And a couple of weeks later that dictionary had worked his death, as surely as if it had been the bullet that sent his air-supply wailing out into the desolate night of Ganymede.
He stopped by a wide-stretching lake whose "waters" glittered in the light of three whirling moons. Kennedy gently lifted Engel's oddly-light body from the sled and carried it to where the dark liquid lapped the edge of the ragged shore.
He waded out a foot or two in the lake and laid Engel face-down on the surface of the water. He drifted; Kennedy touched one gauntlet to the dead man's boot and shoved, imparting enough force to send Engel floating slowly but inexorably out toward the middle of the lake.
To Kennedy's horror the body remained afloat for some minutes, spinning in a lazy circle as the currents of the lake played games with it. But finally the methane came bubbling in through the holes in his breathing-helmet, the spacesuit lost its buoyancy and grew heavy, filling with liquid until Engel slowly and gravely vanished beneath the surface.
Tom Kennedy remounted the sled and continued on.
He was still a mile from the Ganny village when he saw the brightness in the sky. Those flares of light streaking the dark sky could only be flames.
He approached the village, coming down on it laterally out of the row of razorbacked ridges that bordered it on the south. When he was close enough, he could see clearly what was taking place.
The big truck from the outpost had drawn up perhaps fifty or a hundred yards from the first houses of the village, and four dark spacesuited figures crouched around it, two behind the rear wheels, one on each side in front. They held guns and they were firing repeatedly into the village.
But the villagers were answering back.
Kennedy saw, lying not far from he truck, the shattered blurred figure of what had been a man in a spacesuit, sprawled in a dark greasy puddle. As he watched, a runnel of flame came spitting forth from a snowdune diagonally north of the truck, and one of the Earthmen whirled and fired six times sharply in the direction of the alien flamethrower.
Kennedy caught his breath. Gunther had come directly to the village in search of them—and the villagers, thinking this was the long-awaited attack, had opened fire. The Earthmen now were concentrating on defense. A pyre burned skyward in the heart of the village where his ammunition dump had been—a lucky shot, perhaps.
He smiled at the bravery of the troops, his Ganymedean Irregulars. But Gunther was angry, and would wipe out the lot of them before long.
A grenade came spiralling out of the village and crashed to the ground near the right front wheel of the outpost truck. Kennedy saw an Earthman dodge to avoid the explosion, and get out of the way just in time.
He thought momentarily of making use of his sledload of grenades in the aliens' defense, but decided against it. Their defeat was inevitable; they might take some Terran lives, but Gunther would show no mercy, and the outcome would not be in doubt. The villagers were brave creatures, but a week's instruction in the arts of war would be of little help over a long-run siege.
Instead Kennedy nudged with his chin the control of his suit-microphone and said, "Gunther?"
"Who's that?"
"Kennedy. Hold your fire."
"Where are you, Kennedy?"
"On a hill overlooking you. I could kill you all with three grenades. But don't fire; I don't want to cause any more deaths."
"Damn you, have you gone crazy? Do you know that Latimer's dead and half the village is destroyed on account of you? We came here looking for you and Engel, and they opened fire on us."
Kennedy frowned. "I don't want to cause any more deaths. I'm surrendering. Got that? Surrendering. I'll come down out of the hills with my hands up. Don't fire at the villagers any more. They aren't to blame."
He rose from the shed and slowly made his way down the side of the hill, a dark figure against the whiteness. He was no more than halfway down when Gunther's voice said sharply, "Wait a minute! You're alone. Where's Engel? If this is some sort of trick ..."
"Engel's dead. You killed him back at the airlock when we escaped, and I gave him burial in a lake half an hour back beyond the hills. I'm coming down alone."
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The corporation spaceship had not been intended as a prison ship, and so they had no facilities for confining Kennedy. He ate alone, and spoke to the other men aboard the ship only when absolutely necessary. On their part, they spoke to him not at all.
The last few days before the departure of the supply ship had been rough ones. Gunther had ordered Kennedy confined to his bare little room, with a guard posted outside the door twenty-four hours a "day," and meals brought in.
Gunther had questioned him. "You gave weapons to the aliens, Kennedy?"
"I decline to answer."
"The hell with that. Did you?"
"Your guess is as good as anybody's, Gunther."
"Who are you? What's behind you, Kennedy? Tell me why you gave guns to the Gannys!"
"I never admitted I did."
"Damn you, don't you realize that two Earthmen died in that little sortie, and half a Ganny village was burned to flinders? Not to mention Engel. That makes three dead Earth-men on your account."
Kennedy shrugged. After a while, Gunther gave up.
They treated him fairly enough, he had to admit; a lesser man might have killed him on the spot, but Gunther was not petty. He was sending Kennedy back to Earth to let the Corporation and the Agency be his judges.
Sizer gave him a gravanol injection on the way out, which surprised him a little; it was reasonable to assume that they'd leave a traitor to cope with the agonies of blast-off acceleration as best he could.
The day of Earthfall came. Word passed rapidly through the ship, and Sizer, grim-faced now, with none of the cheerful affability of the earlier journey, came aft to offer him the needle. But Tom Kennedy shook his head.
"I'll skip that stuff on the way down. I want to find out what it really feels like to make a planetfall. This may be my last chance to find out."
Sizer shrugged. "It's your body, your bones, and your nerves. Suit yourself."
So they let him ride down into the atmospheric blanket fully conscious. The ship's jets thundered, stabilizing her, decelerating her. Kennedy felt as if two broad hands were squeezing him together, jamming his neck against his spine, flattening his face, distorting his mouth. He could hear the currents of blood in his body. He gasped for breath like a hooked fish. It seemed that there was a mighty knuckle pressing against his chest, expelling the air from his lungs, keeping him from drawing breath.
He drew a breath. And another.
He swung in the cradle. Waves of pain shivered through him.
He started to black out. He fought it, clinging tightly to consciousness.
And he stayed awake.
The ship was trembling now, shuddering in the last moments of landing. He did not look out the port, but he knew the ground must be visible now, pitching wildly beneath the ship. He could picture the sleek ship standing perched on a tongue of fire.
They dropped down. Kennedy wiped a trickle of blood from his upper lip. He became aware abruptly of a roaring silence, and realized that the bellow of the jets had at last ceased.
They had landed. And he had not blanked out.
Now he rolled over and looked through the port. He saw people out there. He looked for Marge or Watsinski or Spalding, but saw no one he recognized, no familiar face.
A voice said quietly inside him, // you run fast enough they can't touch you. It's no crime to give guns to the Gannys. The Corporation hasn't started making the law. Not yet.
The big hatch in the wall of the ship was opening; a catwalk was extruding itself automatically so the men in the ship could reach the ground twenty feet below. Very carefully. Kennedy unlaced the webbing that held him in the deceleration cradle. He dropped one foot over the side of the hammock, then the other, and went yawing forward suddenly as the wall of the ship came sweeping up to meet him.
He thrust out his hands desperately, slapped them against the wall, steadied himself. He waited a moment until his head stopped pounding and his feet were less rubbery.
Kennedy smiled. He was under no indictment; perhaps the people at the port still knew nothing of the happenings on Ganymede. Quite calmly he made his way forward to the hatch and lowered himself down the catwalk to the ground. The sun was warm and bright; he had forgotten the day, but he knew it would have to be somewhere near the end of July. The sickly heat of midsummer hung over the flat grounds of the landing field.
He heard a shout come from behind him, in the ship, and began to run. There was only one direction to go—toward the waiting people. A galaxy of flashbulbs went nova as he approached. People, dozens of them, probably Corporation men, Agency men ...
"You're Kennedy, aren't you? Could I have a brief statement on..."
"Would you say a word for the video audience ..."
Kennedy shouldered past them. "Please. I'm very tired. I can't stay here and talk to you."
He felt dazed by the heat after the chill of Ganymede. A taxi lingered beyond, he saw, and he trotted toward it. A shout went up from behind him, "Stop that man! Don't let him get away! Stop him!"
He opened the taxi and slipped into the passenger's seat "Let's get out of here fast." He glanced out the window and saw men racing toward him—Hills, Sizer.
The cab rolled away. Smiling, Kennedy looked back at his pursuers, wondering if he would be followed. It had been so simple to slip away, in the confusion of landing; they had never really had a chance.
Like a dream, he thought, where the figures reach out to clutch you—but you slip through them like a red-hot blade through butter.
They would hunt him, of course; escape could never be this simple. But, at least, he would have a few minutes or a few days of freedom, and perhaps he could accomplish some of the things he had returned to Earth to do.
Where can I go? he wondered.
Home was the most obvious place. So obvious, in fact that the pursuers might never suspect he would go there. He gave the cabby his home address.
The house looked the same as ever, he thought, as the cab pulled into the Connecticut township where he and Marge had lived so long. Odd she wasn't out there to welcome me back, he thought. Everyone else seemed to know this was the day the Ganymede ship was supposed to get back.
Maybe Gunther radioed ahead. Maybe they had intentionally let him slip away at the spaceport, knowing that they could always pick him up at home. He gave the driver much too big a bill and without waiting for change headed up the drive into his garden.
The house looked quiet. He found his key in his trouser pocket, pressed it into the slot, and held his right thumb against the upper thumbplate until the front door slid back. He stepped inside.
"Marge?"
No answer. He half expected an answering rattle of gunfire, or the sudden appearance of the Corporation gendarmerie, but the house remained silent. Only the steady purr of the electronic dust-eater was audible. He went on into the living room, hoping at least to find the cat sleeping in the big armchair, but there was no cat. Everything was tidy and in its place. The windows opaqued.
The windows were opaqued! Kennedy felt a twinge of shock. They never opaqued the windows except when they expected to be away for long periods of time, on vacations, long shopping tours. Marge would never have left the windows opaqued in the middle of the day like that...
Suspicion began to form. He saw a piece of paper sitting on the coffee-table in the living room. He picked it up.
It was a note, in Marge's handwriting, but more shaky than usual. All it said was, "Tom, there's a tape on the recorder. Please listen to it. Marge."
His hands trembled slightly as he switched on the sound system and activated the tape recorder.
"Tom, this is Marge speaking to you—for what's going to be the last time. I was going to put this in the form of a note, but I thought using the recorder would let me make things a little clearer.
"Tom, I'm leaving. It's not a hasty step. I thought about it a long time, and when this Ganymede business came up everything seemed to crystallize. We just shouldn't be living together. Oh, it was nice at times—don't get me wrong. But there's such a fundamental difference in our outlooks toward things that a break had to be made—now, before it was too late to make it.
"You worked on the Ganymede thing casually, lightheartedly—and didn't realize that I was bitterly opposed to it. Things like that. I'm not leaving you because of a difference in politics, or anything else. Let's just say that the Ganymede job was a symptom, not a cause, of the trouble in our marriage. I hated the Contract and what it stood for. You didn't even bother to examine the meaning of it. So today-—the day you left for space, Tom—I'm leaving.
"I'm going away with Dave Spalding. Don't jump to conclusions, though—/ wasn't cheating on you with Dave ever. I have my code and I live by it. But we did discuss the idea of going away together, and your leaving for Ganymede has made it possible. That's why I wanted you to go. Please don't be hurt by all this—please don't smash things up and curse. Play the tape a couple of times, and think about things. I don't want anything that's in the house; I took what I wanted to keep, and the rest is yours. After you've had time to get used to everything I'll get in touch with you about the divorce.
"So that's it, Tom. It was grand while it lasted, but I knew it couldn't stay grand much longer, and to spare both of us fifty or sixty years of bitterness I've pulled out. Dave has left the Agency, but we have a little money that we've both saved. Again, Tom, I'm sorry—sorry for both of us.
"I left the cat with the Camerons, and you can get him back from them when you get back from Ganymede. Nobody but you and Dave and me knows what's happened. Take care of yourself, Tom. And so long."
He let the tape run down to the end when it was finished, and shut it off. Then he stood numbly in the middle of the room for a long while, and after that he played the tape over once again from beginning to end.
"I didn't expect that, Marge," he said quietly. His throat felt very dry. His eyes ached; but he did not cry at all.
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He poured himself another drink, and even that was not without its painful contingent memories, because Marge had always poured his drinks for him. Then he took off his shoes and listened to the tape a third time.
This time around he was able to stop hearing Marge's words and listened to the way she was saying them: straightforwardly, with little hesitation or emotional quaver. These were words she had stored within her a long time, he realized, and she seemed almost happy to relieve herself of them.
Some minutes passed, and the first rough shock ebbed away. He looked at it almost philosophically now. It had been inevitable. She had acted with great strength and wisdom, and he respected her for it.
But he felt bitter over one thing: that he had returned from Ganymede a changed man—a man who had not only shifted his stand but who had taken positive action in his new allegiance—and Marge was not here to commend him for seeing her point at last. His conversion had come too late for that. There was no point chasing after her, finding her, saying, "Look, Marge, I've repudiated the Corporation finally and the Agency—won't you come back now?"
No. It was too late to wave his newfound allegiance and expect Marge to forgive all his old blunders.
It hurt, but he forced himself to forget her.
He rose, crossing the room, and snapped on the video. He searched for a newscast and finally found one on Channel 72, the Bridgeport UHF channel. He listened patiently through the usual guff about the miserable late July weather, hot and humid despite the best efforts of the Bureau of Weather Adjustment, and to an analysis of the new cabinet crisis in Yugoslavia.
Then the newscaster paused and said, "Spacefield Seven in New Jersey was the scene several hours ago of the arrival from Ganymede of Captain Louis Hills' space ferry, which had made its last trip to Ganymede three weeks ago laden with supplies for the colony there. Captain Hills reported all well on the tiny world. In an afternoon baseball game, the Red Sox defeated the ..."
Kennedy shut the set off. So they had decided to keep all news of him hushed up. He started to form plans. Today was July.30. On October 11, the Corporation would go before the U.N. to ask for armed intervention. He had until then to puncture the fabric of lies he had helped erect.
But he would have to move warily. The Corporation would be looking for him, anxious to shut him up before he could damage the project. And probably the U.N. Security Police would be on the alert for him. The Greater New York area was going to be unsafe for a while.
There was one place he could go. His earlier home; Wisconsin. He could hide there.
He packed a single suitcase, taking just one change of clothes and a few toilet articles. He left everything else untouched—the bar, the kitchen, the whole house.
He waited just a moment, gathering his strength, and took a last quick look at the house he and Marge had picked together eight years before, and which he might never see again.
He was leaving the past behind. Marge, the cat, his books, his records—all the things he had treasured. The solid, secure life for which he had long been smugly thankful, gone.
There was a gun in his night-table drawer, a snubnosed .38. He never used it. Fully loaded, it had rested in the drawer; now he slipped it into the shoulder-holster and donned it. The time was 16:32, Monday, July 30 2044.
It was not safe to call the airline from his house; they might be monitoring his phone. He locked the front door, looked around carefully, and stowed his luggage in the car.
Ten minutes later, he was in town. He parked his car outside Schiller's, the township pharmacy, and went in.
He put a quarter on the counter. "Two phone tokens, Max."
"Sure. Oh, hello, Mr. Kennedy." Schiller wiped his hands on his stained white smock and said, "Couple of men were in here just a minute ago asking for you. Wanted to know how to get out to your place. I had my boy show them."
"I'm not expecting anyone," Kennedy said. He took the tokens from the counter.
"Hey, there they are!" Schiller exclaimed, pointing.
Through the plate-glass front window Kennedy saw two men in dark brown business suits and austere violet traveling-cloaks, coming out of the bank. They were cold-looking and efficient men; Corporation men, Kennedy thought. He started to walk quickly toward the telephone booths.
"Hey, Mr. Kennedy," Schiller called. "You better go out there and see those fellers before they get into their car and go chasin' all the way out to your place."
"I don't have time to see them; I've got to get into the city or some important business."
Kennedy dialed the ticket-deck at Roosevelt Airport and reserved a single seat on a flight for Milwaukee leaving at 1951 that evening. He gave his name as Victor Engel.
As he left the booth, Schiller said, "Those friends of yours drove off toward your place while you were on the phone."
Kennedy grinned. "I just didn't have time to see them. I have to get down to the city in a hurry; my boat leaves at 19:00."
"Boat?"
"I'm going to Europe on company business. Don't tell a soul; I really don't want it getting around or all my friends will expect me to bring back souvenirs."
As he drove rapidly down the Thruway toward New York, he thought about the two bleak-faced men. They were certain to come back to town, once they found his house empty; perhaps they would stop in Schiller's again, and in that case they were certain to get drawn into conversation with Max.
He hoped they had a nice time looking for him on the departing boats to Europe.
He took the artery that led out along the south shore of Long Island Sound and reached the airport at 17:45. He left his car in the parking area, made his way toward the shining plastic building that housed the central ticket offices, and claimed his ticket. Departure time was 19:51.
He ate in an automatic restaurant—a light meal, protoid sandwich and mild, for he was far from hungry just now —and bought an evening 'fax sheet at a vending stand. He found a squib on the return of the Ganymede ship, but no mention of the public-relations man who had fled the space-field. He crumpled the 'fax sheet and threw it away.
The heat of the day died down and departure time drew near. At 19.25 the announcement came, "Universal Airlines plane for Milwaukee, Flight 165, now loading at Gate 17."
The ship was not the newest model—an FB-9, seating ninety, a fairly low-ceiling liner.
After spaceflight, airplane flying seemed odd to Kennedy—oddly clumsy and oddly unsafe. The plane took off on schedule, roaring down the runway and veering sharply upward into the sky; he looked down to the darkening streets of Brooklyn and saw tiny dots that were autos passing below, and then Brooklyn passed out of sight as the ship stabilized at its flight altitude of 20,000 feet.
At that height they were well above the clouds, which formed a solid gray-white floor stretching to the horizon, billowing up here and there in puffs that looked like ice-floes on a frozen sea.
Sooner than he expected, they were in Milwaukee; his watch read 22:13, but he jabbed the setting stud to put the hands back an hour, to conform with local time.
The Milwaukee airport probably had been a local wonder a century before; now, it merely looked cheap and shabby, a weathered old edifice of green glass and plastic. Kennedy treated himself to a cup of synthetic caffeine drink in one of the airport restaurants, and considered his next several steps.
It was an hour's drive from Milwaukee to Brockhurst; where he had been born and where his older brother still lived. But it was late, and he felt hesitant about barging in on them unannounced when he knew he could not get out there much before midnight.
Instead of going out there, Tom Kennedy took a cab to town and rented a room in the first hotel he found. In the morning he dialed his brother's number as soon as he was up, at 08:00.
A gruff, deep voice said, "Kennedy speaking. Who's this?" "Kennedy, this is Kennedy Of the Connecticut Kennedys, you know."
A moment of silence. Then: "Tom?" "None other." "Where are you?"
"In the Hotel Avon in good old Milwaukee. I got in late last night too late to call."
"So the first time in five years you decide to visit your poor relations, and you don't even give us a word of warning, huh? You bring Marge?"
"No. I came alone, and in something of a hurry. Look, Steve, I'd like to stay with you for a while. And I can't explain over the phone."
"You come right on out here, then. I'll take the day off for you. And we'll have the extra room fixed up for you when you get here. Hurry it up, now." Kennedy caught the next bus.
Steve was eleven years his senior, and, since their father had died when Tom was seven, had fairly well served as his guide through boyhood. Steve was the salt-of-the-earth type, hearty big-bodied and smiling, with a fondness for beer and fishing excursions. He was a faithful churchgoer. He had quarreled endlessly with his brother, until Tom, more nervous by temperament, introverted and intellectual, had left home after high school, gone to Chicago, enrolled in Northwestern. The brothers had met just once since Kennedy's marriage to Marge—in 2039, when a vacation trip of Steve's had brought him eastward. Since that time, Kennedy had exchanged letters with his brother sporadically, but as the years passed they had had less and less to day to each other. It was nearly ten months since he had last written to Steve. He reached Brockhurst a little after 10:00 that morning. Steve was on the porch of his home waiting for him when he crossed off Main onto Willoughby. Betty was at his side —at least Kennedy assumed that the cheerful bovine woman in the thin print dress was Betty; he had quite forgotten her face—and two boys of about nine and thirteen were playing catch in the front yard.
Steve had grown gray, Kennedy noticed, but he still looked impressive—a big-muscled thick-bodied man with deep sad eyes that belied the essentially untroubled mind behind them. He took the suitcase with his left hand and squeezed Kennedy's right hand mercilessly with his other.
They gave him a room overlooking the field behind the house—a small room, homey, with a crucifix and a knitted motto on the wall. When he had unpacked his few belongings he returned downstairs and called them in off the porch.
Inside, in the living room, he leaned forward in the old overstuffed chair and said quietly, "I guess I owe you all some explanations."
"Heck, Tom, you damn well know you can drop in on us any time you ..."
"No. Listen to me, and if you don't want me to stay here say so. I'm in a little trouble back East. Marge isn't with me any more, though that's only part of it. You know something of the sort of work I do—public relations? Well, I happened to uncover a sort of swindle that was being put over on the public, that my company was helping out in."
He carefully toned his vocabulary down to make everything perfectly clear to them. "I stumbled over the evidence, and like an idiot popped off at the wrong time. So there are some big people in New York anxious to get hold of me and shut me up. They think I ran off to Europe; they have no idea—I hope—where I really am. I came out here traveling under a fake name. But there's the main point: at the end of September I'm going to take what I know up before the United Nations—yes, it's that big—and expose the whole filthy mess. But I need a place to hide until then. Not really, hide, but just a place to stay and live without attracting much attention, preferably far from New York.
"In two months I'm going to go back East and expose the works, or die trying. Now, you've got a nice home and five swell kids, and I know you don't want anything to happen to them or you. I'll put it to you bluntly: there's always a chance they might find out where I am, and come and get me. In that case there may be trouble. Okay. I'd like to say. But be honest with me, because I can always go somewhere else if you don't want to run the risk of having me."
It had been a long speech; his lips were dry when he finished. He looked from his brother to Betty, and back. They exchanged glances.
Finally Steve scratched one ear and said slowly, "I was always afraid you'd get mixed up in something bad, Tom. I tried to teach you to do your day's work and leave well enough alone, but I guess it never really took; or else the people down East taught you different. You really seem to be pokin' round hornet's nests now."
Kennedy nodded. "I am. But tell me ..."
"I'm tellin' you. For ten years now I kept thinking you were too fancy-pants to call on me when you might need me. But I guess you just didn't need me till now. And this would be a lousy time to kick you in the teeth in return, eh, Tom? Sure, you can stay. Stay as long as you need to. What's the good of having brothers if a man doesn't take a risk for them once in a while?"
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The summer days slipped by, July giving way to a blistering August when heat hung heavy over the flat Wisconsin farmlands. Tom Kennedy lived quietly, reading a great deal, thinking, occasionally accompanying Steve on his salesman's rounds, playing with the five Kennedy children. He was accepted by all as a member of the household. He kept a close watch on all the communications media.
The newssheets and telefaxes were chiefly concerned with local news, the heat wave, the prospects for the fall. But there were hints here and there. Every newspaper carried a daily box telling the latest news from the Ganymede colony (Kennedy wondered who was carrying the hoax on—Watsinski, most likely)—and the character of the news had taken on a distinct new coloration.
Now there was word of sinister alien armies marching beyond the hills, of bomb detonations and the dry sound of target practice. "The aliens are becoming very resentful of our presence," wrote Colony Director Lester Brookman in the column that appeared August 11. "Although we have little contact with them, they object to our presence on their world and have several times made ugly threats. During the present crisis, we do not permit members of the colony to leave the dome in groups of less than three."
It was proceeding according to plan, Kennedy thought. The hostile aliens were on the warpath; soon they would be hunting for scalps; then would come the massacre. After that, troops would be called in to wipe out the belligerent savages. It was an old, old pattern of colonial expansion.
He knew the schedule. By September 17, the world would know that the colony of Earthmen was in imminent danger of being wiped out by the aliens. On September 22, the Corporation would make preliminary overtures toward the United Nations, asking for a police force to be sent to Ganymede to guard Terran interests. It would not be too strong a plea, for the public needed more manipulating. From September 22 through October 10, the world would pray for the endangered Earthmen; on October 11, the aliens would sweep down from the hills and virtually wipe out the colony.
And, by October 17, United Nations troops would be on their way to Ganymede to quell the disturbance and police the world to make it safe for the Corporation.
The summer rolled on. If there were a hunt in progress for him, it was an extraordinarily secret one. He had never spent two less troubled months.
He was at home Sunday afternoon, September 17, when the news came forth from every medium: GANYMEDE COLONY ATTACKED!
 
A surprise alien attack shortly before dawn Ganymede time left the Earth colony on Jupiter's moon in grave peril today. An estimated five thousand aliens, armed with clubs and native weapons, swept down on the dome that houses the colony. Colony Director Lester Brookman radioed later in the day that the assault had been beaten back, with the loss of three Earth lives and considerable damage to the colony.
 
Betty Kennedy was pale and distraught as the newsbreak ended. "That's horrible! Those poor people—fighting against those savages!"
"Couple of fellows were talking today about how maybe the U. N.'s going to send troops up there to keep everything peaceful," Steve said. "But they better hurry if they're going to do it, or there'll be an old-fashioned massacre."
Tom Kennedy frowned tightly and said nothing. He wanted to tell his brother and sister-in-law that their fears were for nothing, that there was no colony up there, that this whole alien attack had been created on a public-relations agency's drawing-boards months before, and neatly calculated to be sprung this day. But he could not tell them that.
Instead he said. "I'll be going back to the city on Tuesday, Steve."
They argued with him, tried to make him stay longer, but he stonily insisted that the time had come for him to return. It had been a splendid visit, he told them with sincerity, but he was needed elsewhere. After a protracted farewell scene, he put the town of Brockhurst, Wisconsin behind him a second time. Steve drove him to Milwaukee early Tuesday morning, and "Victor Engel" took an 11:21 plane to New York.
It was early afternoon when he arrived. He had grown a mustache in Brockhurst, and his long Agency haircut had given way to a midwestern trim that left the back of his neck and his ears bare. Anyone looking for him would try to identify him by the thick mane he had worn in the spring, and that was gone. He had also picked up a heavy tan in Wisconsin. None of these things would serve as an absolute disguise, but they would all help him to avoid being recognized during the next two weeks.
He rented a room in Manhattan, in a dreary old slum of a hotel in the mid-sixties overlooking the East River. The name he gave was Victor Engel of Brockhurst, Wisconsin.
Thursday passed. On Friday the 22nd, on schedule, the representatives of the Corporation appeared before the newly convened session of the General Assembly to lay the groundwork for a possible request for United Nations intervention on Ganymede. The plot was ripening; the climax drew near.
Kennedy read the text in Saturday's papers. They were following Dinoli's original timetable perfectly. The next two weeks were slated to be ones of increasing peril for the little colony, culminating in the final massacre of October 11.
That evening, Saturday, September 23, Kennedy set out from his mid-Manhattan hotel room, planning to add burglary to the list of crimes he had already committed.
It was a warm, muggy night, but he wore his jacket anyway, to conceal the .38 strapped under his arm. He took the up-town bus along the Second Avenue Skyway, getting off at East 122nd Street. The business district, on a Saturday evening, was utterly deserted.
He turned up East 123rd to Lenox, and the office building that housed Steward & Dinoli was before him. He passed through the open front door and was met immediately by an inner barrier. He had a key to it, but the key would work only if his thumbprint were registered in the building's central file, down in the basement computer banks. It was a long chance—but removing a print from the computer banks was •a troublesome business, and perhaps they had neglected to do it.
He inserted his key and touched his thumb to the plate. The lock clicked; he pushed against the door and it swung back into its niche. They had not bothered to remove his thumbprint from the file after all.
He moved silently through the ghostly building, taking the stairs rather than the elevator. There was a concealed camera in the elevator that photographed all weekend users; he preferred not to have them get a record of his altered appearance.) Eight, nine, ten .. . eleven.
He used his key and his thumbprint again and let himself into the office. The lights were off, the windows opaqued. Quietly, he made his way past the outer desks to his old cubicle. He clicked on the pocket flash he had brought and quickly gathered together the materials he wanted:
Dinoli's bulletin quoting the time-table for the unfolding of the project.
The volume of characterizations of colonists he and Spalding had compiled.
Half a dozen damning interoffice memoranda.
His own master chart for developing crises in the day-today life of the Ganymede colonists.
It made a heavy little bundle. He shuffled it all together, found a big envelope and shoved them all in, and looked around. He had enough material here to explode the Ganny-mede hoax from top to bottom. The whole thing was here in all its cynical completeness.
Kennedy smiled. It would not be hard for them to discover who it was who had entered the building Saturday night, once they learned of the theft; all they had to do was run a check of the computer banks and they could learn that the thumbprint of Third-Level Executive Thomas Kennedy had been used to open the doors. But by then it would no longer matter.
He shuffled away, softly, out of the office and down the stairs, and back to his hotel-room with his precious documents. He would need photostats, but he knew where he could get a quick job, even on Sunday.
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Monday, September 25, was a dark, rain-shadowed day that began poorly and grew worse; the dawn drizzle developed into a full-sized autumn squall by 09:00. Kennedy reflected that the Bureau of Weather Adjustment had always been better at making rain than in heading it off.
By 09:00, though, he was safely out of the reach of the storm. He was in the lobby of the eighty-six story United Nations Secretariat Building on 43rd Street, clutching a thick parcel wrapped in protective plastic under one arm. He was waiting for Harrison M. Flaherty, Ambassador Extraordinary and Plenipotentiary, Permanent Representative to the United Nations from the United States of America, to arrive at his office. Flaherty's private secretary had said the delegate normally reached the U.N. by 0915.
At 09:17, Kennedy made his way across the shining floor of the lobby to the great communicator panel of the Secretariat Building. He rang Flaherty's office again. "Has Mr. Flaherty arrived yet? This is Mr. Kennedy."
"Yes, the Ambassador got here just a few minutes ago. Would you come up, please, Mr. Kennedy?"
Kennedy had given his real name in hopes of getting an immediate hearing. "I'll be right up."
He took the elevator to the forty-second floor, got off, and found himself in the offices of the American delegation.
A receptionist, busy with switchboard plugs, glanced up at him. "Mr. Kennedy?"
"That's right."
He felt strong arms grip him, turned halfway, saw three men in the drab uniform of the United Nations Security Police behind him. One held a drawn gun. A second was efficiently frisking him, while a third held his arms immobile. "You're Kennedy of S&D, aren't you? Wanted for treason, unlawful escape, breaking and entering, and half a dozen other things. Take that package from him, Mike."
"Hold on! I came up here to see the Ambassador! You can't just grab me like this!"
Kennedy began to sweat. He reached out as if to recapture the package they had taken from him, and felt his arm being jerked sharply upward. They were just blockheaded enough to drag him off to jail right now, he thought, without giving him even the chance to speak to Flaherty.
"I have to see the Ambassador, you idiots! Why do you think I gave my own name? There are easier ways of getting myself arrested!"
"You'll have to come with us," the Security man insisted. "Just one minute," said a calm, deep voice. "What's happening here?"
Looking up, Kennedy saw the bulky, impressive, gray-maned figure of Harrison Flaherty standing at the door to an inner office. He wore a bright governmental cape with flaring shouldercrests, and he looked angry.
Advancing toward him from the opposite direction came a thinner, younger man. Kennedy recognized him as Flaherty's private secretary.
"This man called from below and said he was Thomas Kennedy of the Steward & Dinoli agency, and wanted to see you. I made a routine call to S&D and a second-level man told me that yes, there had been a Kennedy working there, but he'd been a fugitive since July and was wanted for treason and half a dozen other things, and would we make sure he didn't get away this time. So I alerted three Security men to catch him when he came in."
Flaherty frowned puzzledly. Quickly Kennedy said, "I admit everything. I'm the Kennedy they want. But I have to see you, Mr. Flaherty. Or at least, to have you look through the papers in the package that goon is holding."
"Why are these papers so important, Mr. Kennedy?" "Because they'll explain why I've been in hiding since July. They'll explain the hoax that's being put over on the world. You ought to read them before the U.N. votes on sending troops to Ganymede, which is something that's going to happen on October 17."
Flaherty smiled; it was a just-another-crack-pot-take-him-away smile. But then he seemed to have an afterthought— or perhaps he detected something believable behind the superficial, wild eyed appearance that Tom Kennedy knew he must be making.
In a quiet voice he said, "Perhaps I should examine this matter before dismissing it. Officer, give me that package and escort Mr. Kennedy into my chambers.
The General Assembly of the United Nations Organization in plenary session was an impressive sight. The flags of the ninety-seven member nations decked the hall, and above them all rose the United Nations flag—the World Flag.
The matter of Ganymede was the topic of the agenda, and Juan Hermanos of Chile was presiding. After the gavel fell, opening the session at 13:00, Delegate Flaherty of the United States rose solemnly and asked for the floor.
"The topic most frequently discussed before this organization in recent months is that of Ganymede, the moon of Jupiter, on which a colony of Earthborn men and women has been planted. This colony has been planted by the Extraterrestrial Development and Exploration Corporation, whose Mr. Bullard I see in the group before me. The work of the Corporation is ,well known. Applying private capital where public financing was impossible, the Corporation gave mankind the key to the stars. From its laboratories came the ships that first reached the moon, our sister planets Mars and Venus, and lately Ganymede. From its training-schools came the men who piloted these ships. From among its ranks was chosen the few hundred who comprise the colony on Ganymede, the colony whose privations and dangers we all have followed with such keen interest since public announcement of its existence was made last spring.
"In short the Extraterrestrial Development and Exploration Corporation has, in the past fifty years, become virtually a supranational state, with lands of its own, police of its own, now a spacefleet of its own. This sort of private enterprise is considered commendable by current standards, since we all know the officers of the Corporation have long worked in the best interests of humanity.
"But this morning, as I prepared myself for the day's work a visitor came to me, a young man who has been active in the task of disseminating news of the Corporation's recent programs. He brought some rather startling papers with him I have looked through them, and I can attest they are genuine.
"I believe it now becomes necessary to reevaluate our entire set of beliefs, not only in the matter of Ganymede but in the matter of Corporation activity in general. I would like to yield place, if it be so resolved by this body, to Mr. Thomas Kennedy, Executive Third Level of the public-relations firm of Steward & Dinoli of this city."
The formality took a moment; Kennedy was given the floor. He rose in his place at Flaherty's left, nudging the chair back clumsily. His throat felt dry.
The delegates were staring at him, some with curiosity, some in boredom. In the glare of the lights he managed to pick out the thick, coarse face of Bullard, the Corporation's First Level man. Bullard was leaning forward; his eyes seemed to have attained demonic intensity.
Kennedy said, "These papers I hold here give documentary proof of the most wide-scale hoax perpetrated in modern history. But before I distribute photostatic copies to you, and let you judge for yourselves, let me briefly state my qualifications for the task I now undertake, and a summary of the charges I intend to make against the Extraterrestrial Development and Exploration Corporation.
"I have been on Ganymede—from July 5 to 30 of this year. I have seen the planet with my own eyes. I have also helped in the fabrication of this hoax.
"Point One: The Corporation is willfully deceiving the people of the world.
"Point Two: There is not, and never has been, a colony of men and women on Ganymede. There is a Corporation outpost, which consisted of sixteen men in Corporation employ at the time I was there.
"Point Three: The natives of Ganymede are actively opposed to the exploitation of their world by the Corporation or by any other Earth people, and have declared this repeatedly to the members of the Outpost there.
"Point Four: The Corporation, realizing that the natives of Ganymede do not wish their continued occupation of the planet to endure, have come to the decision that nothing less than a full-scale war against- the intransigent Ganymedeans will be necessary in order to subdue the planet and place it fully in their control. Not even the vast resources of the Corporation are equal to the task of waging this war; nor do they want to dissipate their capital, and tie up men, in what quite possible would be a guerrilla campaign of great intensity.
"Point Five: Knowing these things, the Corporation engaged the Agency for which I formerly worked, charging them with the task of so manipulating and controlling the sources of news that the true nature of events on Ganymede would be concealed, and that the United Nations could ultimately be induced to carry out an armed intervention in the Corporation's behalf on Ganymede. This campaign has been highly successful. I regret to confess that it was I who originated the central concept of a fictitious colony on Ganymede which would engage the sympathies of the people of Earth—a colony which is scheduled for a fraudulent annihilation on October 11, to serve as provocation for a Corporation request for intervention by United Nations forces."
Kennedy paused. He had spoken carefully and clearly; and as he looked around he saw a triple ring of shocked and unbelieving faces. They were starting to mutter; a moment more and there might even be jeers. But he was a master of his trade, and he had timed his speech carefully.
"Perhaps you feel that these charges of mine are the nightmares of a paranoid, despite the fact that Ambassador Flaherty has given me his seal of approval. But I have had prepared photostatic copies of documents which demonstrate amply the shrewd and calculating way in which the Corporation and my Agency—and I, myself—went about the business of hoodwinking an entire world. Members of the American delegation will now pass among you distributing them."
He had waited just a moment too long. A fierce-looking delegate in bright velvet robes stood up and shouted in crisp British tones, "This is an outrage, and I protest! How can such arrant nonsense be tolerated in this hall? How can. . ."
Kennedy ignored him. He was staring, instead, at Bullard—Bullard whose face had grown increasingly more contorted during his speech; Bullard who had listened in anger to the destruction of the Corporations's plans, Bullard who sat quivering with rage, shaking with the impact of each of Kennedy' statement...
Bullard who was rising now, gun grasped tight in one massive paw ...
It was too late for Kennedy to duck. He could only stand and wait as he felt the bullet crash into his shoulder and heard an instant later the strange little 'pop' of Bullard's weapon; then the force of the shot knocked him backward, and as he fell he saw Security men swarming down over the struggling Bullard and heard the loud bewildered shouts of the delegates—delegates who, in the moment, had had all reality snatched from them, who now confronted the naked core of lies that had been cloaked so long.
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Dizzily, Tom Kennedy attempted to rise.
He lay sprawled behind his chair, ignored for a moment in the general confusion. His shoulder seemed to be burning.
He put one hand on the edge of the table and hoisted himself up. Delegates milled about confusedly; Hermandos was pounding the gavel and roaring for order. A flock of Security Policemen surrounded Bullard and were dragging the Corporation man away; Bullard was white-faced with rage. Probably rage at having missed, Kennedy thought.
A quiet voice said, "Are you all right?" The voice belonged to Ambassador Flaherty.
"I think so," Kennedy said. His shoulder throbbed painfully, but he did not seem to be bleeding.
But suddenly he felt weak. His wobbly legs gave way and he groped for the nearest seat and sank into it. He saw the delegation aides moving down the aisles, distributing his photostats. A hum of light conversation replaced the previous agitated buzz of talk.
Flaherty was speaking again.
"In view of the sudden attack upon Mr. Kennedy by the Corporation executive present among us, I think we must not hesitate to take action today. The shot fired at Mr. Kennedy was a tacit admission of guilt.
"I call, therefore, for a full investigation of the relationship between the Extraterrestrial Development and Exploration Corporation and the Steward & Dinoli Agencies; I ask furthermore that the charter of the Corporation be temporarily suspended, pending full investigation—and that we consider possible ways and means of establishing direct United Nations control over space travel and interplanetary colonization."
Kennedy smiled despite the pain. What did a bullet in the shoulder matter, more or less, as the price for what he had done?
He turned to Flaherty and started to say something. Before he could get the first word out, though, a wave of pain rippled up and over him, and he struggled unsuccessfully to hold onto consciousness.
For the next few moments he heard dim voices speaking somewhere above him; he was aware someone was lifting him; then ...
When he woke, Kennedy was on a plump leatheroid couch in the inner office of Ambassador Flaherty. His jacket and his bloodstained shirt lay on a nearby chair.
"Ah. He is awake." A pale man in medical uniform bent over him, nodding. "I am Dr. Marquis of the United Nations Medical Staff. The bullet has been removed, Mr. Kennedy. It caused trifling damage. A few days' rest until the soreness leaves, and you'll be all right again."
"Glad to hear it."
He craned his neck until he saw Flaherty. "Well? What did I miss."
"Plenty. Things have been popping all day. The Security Police paid a visit to Agency headquarters and impounded enough evidence to send your former boss and his friends to the psych-squad. Bullard's in custody here for the attempt on your life. Security forces have taken positions around all Corporation buildings now, to head off the riots."
"Riots?"
"We broke the story to the papers right after you passed out. It caused quite a stir."
Kennedy smiled. "I'll bet it did. Let me see."
They brought him an afternoon edition of a newspaper, and he skimmed quickly through the story.
 
A New York public-relations executive today blew the lid off the biggest and best-kept hoax in modern history. Testifying before the U. N. General Assembly, Thomas Kennedy, 32, of Steward & Dinoli, revealed to an astonished gathering that the colony supposedly planted on Ganymede was nothing but a public-relations hoax fabricated by his agency. Kennedy charged that the Extra-terrestrial Development and Exploration had hired Stewart & Dinoli last April to handle the project for them.
As a dramatic climax to the expose, W. Richardson Bullard, 53, an Executive First Level of the Corporation, rose from his seat in the Assembly gallery and fired point-blank at Kennedy, wounding him in the shoulder. Bullard was taken into police custody.
Also rounded up were Louis Dinoli, 66, Executive First Level of the public-relations firm, and the four second level men of the firm, as well as ranking Corporation officials. Further investigation ...
 
Kennedy scanned the rest of the paper. There was a marvelous shot of Dinoli, eyes blazing satanically, being led from the S&D offices by Security men.
There was much more: pages and pages of it. Pictures of Kennedy, and an amazingly accurate biography of him; a transcript of the entire U. N. session that day; photographs of the Corporation leaders. A long article covered the background of the Ganymede affair from the very first public release back in May, quoting significant passages from the pseudo-accounts of the pseudo-colony. An angry editorial for prompt punishment of the offenders and more effective monitoring of the sources of news in the future to prevent repetitions of this flagrant deception .. .
"Dinoli never did things in a small way," Kennedy said, looking up. "His model was the twentieth-century German dictator Hitler. Hitler always said it's harder to fool the people on the small things than on the big ones. You could get them to believe that the continents on the other side of the world had been swallowed up by the ocean a lot easier than you could convince them that the price of meat was going to drop next week. So Dinoli set out to tell the world all about Ganymede. He nearly made it, too."
He handed back the newspapers. He felt very tired, too tired to think, too tired to evaluate what he had done. All he knew was that it was over, now, and he wanted to rest and plan his next move.
"Take me home," he said.
He went home. Flaherty saw to it that there were people on hand to take care of him; he was still too weak to cook for himself and clean up.
He sent one of the U. N. people down the road to the Camerons to fetch the cat. He asked another to help him across the room to the sound system; he wanted to hear music.
He wondered briefly about the consequences of what he had done. Certainly he had finished Steward & Dinoli; a lot of men who were drawing fancy pay would be out looking for jobs tomorrow, if the psych-squads didn't get them.
Haugen, Cameron, Presslie. Probably they would get off easily, pleading that they were only employees and did not set Agency policy. They might draw minor sentences. After that, though, their careers in public relations were just as dead as...
As Tom Kennedy's.
What do I do now?
His name would fade from the front pages in a few days; he knew too much about communications media to believe that his current notoriety would last.
And then ...
Few jobs would be open to him. Men who perform public services are rarely remembered for the value of their actions but for the manner of them. Suppose he drifted on to some other agency? They would know he had turned against Dinoli, had broken into the Agency offices late at night to obtain damning evidence. No, Tom Kennedy would not be a safe man to employ.
And one other factor.
He had been through three months of torture, since being assigned to the Gandymede Contract. He had had his eyes opened. He had learned to think. He had developed a conscience. A man with a conscience was useless in his line of work. But he was trained for no other profession, and at thirty-two it was too late to start over.
The phone rang suddenly.
The U. N. man answered it. He returned a moment later and said, "It's your wife, Mr. Kennedy. Long distance call. From St. Louis."
"Help me over to the phone," Kennedy said. "No—devil take it, I'll get there on my own steam."
He tottered across the room and into the alcove where the downstairs phone was kept. He looked at the receiver a moment before picking it up.
"Hello— Marge?"
"Hello, Tom. We've just heard the news. We think it's splendid."
"We?"
"Dave and I." She sounded as if she were fighting to keep back tears; her voice was constricted. "I—didn't think you would do it, Tom. Or could do it. I—guess I was wrong."
"No. The me you knew couldn't have done it. It wasn't till I went to Ganymede that I..." He realized his own voice was quivering. "You're in St. Louis?" he asked.
"Yes. We've been here ever since..."
"Oh. I wondered where you were. Do you ever think of me?"
"A little. Tom ..."
"Yes?"
"I just called to let you know how thrilled I was that you did what you did. Dave, too; he says he wouldn't have had courage to do that."
"He has someone he loves," Kennedy said. "I don't blame him for not speaking up."
"But, Tom— I didn't want this call to seem— I mean I..." She hesitated. "Tom, everything I said in that tape still goes. I don't have any regrets. We weren't meant for each other. I don't want any reconciliation."
"Okay," he said. "I wasn't going to ask for one. Send me the divorce papers tonight and I'll sign them as soon as they get here. Okay?"
"Thanks, Tom."
He shrugged, and winced at the pain in his shoulder. He realized that Marge meant very little to him, now; she was part of his past, a past rapidly dwindling into faded shadows. She was nothing to his future.
"So long, Marge."
"So long, Tom. And I'm glad you found it in you to do what you did."
He hung up and turned away from the phone. He felt very relaxed, now. He walked back into the living room.
The U. N. man he had sent down the road to the Camerons for the cat had returned now. He looked apologetic as he said, "I'm sorry, Mr. Kennedy. The Camerons just weren't home, and the neighbors said they wouldn't be home for a long time. I couldn't find the cat. The man in the next house says he thinks it ran away last week."
"That's all right," Kennedy said. "Thanks."
He sat down heavily. Poor old cat, he thought; after nearly a decade of civilized life, he had to go back to the jungle. He probably had forgotten how to catch mice in all these years.
But it was just as well. The cat was part of the past, too—and the past was dropping away, sloughing off and vanishing down the river of time.
No wife, no cat, no job, no past. And fame was fast fleeting. Today he was The Man Who Exposed The Corporation; tomorrow he'd be just another jobless has-been, trying to coast through life on his old press-clippings.
"You know," said the U. N. man, breaking into Kennedy's thoughts, "what beats me is that they never found where you were hiding out. That firm could have hired the best snoopers in the business, had an army of them tracking you down. You weren't dodging around."
"I took a chance," he admitted, "but not as long a one as you might think. You see, I know how minds work in that business. They knew I was dangerous but they figured I'd either hide away and keep quiet, or start blabbing in such a way that they could shut me up easily."
The U. N. man nodded. "Figured that if you were honest or idealistic, you must be stupid, huh?"
"That's it. That's the way I would have figured it a year ago, if someone else had tried the same sort of thing. Oh... you can be sure that I wouldn't have been forgotten completely; they'd have arranged something unpleasant for me after the Ganymede intervention was under way. Most likely cook up something to make me out a traitor after the war was on.... Who'd believe my story then?"
His mind drifted back two months, to his short stay on Ganymede. Ganymede had served as the catalyst, as it were, for his change in thinking. On Ganymede ...
He frowned thoughtfully. There was, perhaps, one thing he could do; one useful task for him to perform. One job for which he could volunteer.
One job he could do better than any other man on Earth.
He turned to one of the waiting U. N. men. "Get on the phone," he said. "Call up Ambassador Flaherty. I want to talk to him. Fast."
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It had been a fine scene, a memorable scene, Kennedy thought, as he relived it in his mind once again. Saturday, the thirtieth of December, 2044—the final day of the year, and Tom Kennedy's final day on Earth.
Spacefield Seven in New Jersey was bright with snow—the soft fluffy sparkling snow of Earth, not the bleak blue-flecked forbidding snow of Ganymede. There had been a heavy fall on Christmas Eve, and most of it still remained in the rural areas.
The spaceship stood tall and proud in the center of the field. Once it had been a Corporation ship; now it belonged to the United Nations. The crew was a Corporation-trained crew, but they had a new loyalty now. The November trials had finished off the Corporation. Space travel was no longer a private monopoly.
In his mind's eye, Kennedy recreated the moment. Flaherty was there, and Secretary-General Isaacs, and most of the other United Nations delegates, plus representatives from every news medium.
Kennedy stood between Flaherty and Isaacs. The Secretary-General was saying, "Your work will be terribly important to us all, Mr. Kennedy. And the peoples of the world may believe this—every word that comes to us from you will go out to humanity exactly as it is received."
The pilots had signalled. The ship was ready. Kennedy made a neat little farewell speech and walked across the snowbright field toward the waiting ship.
Now he thought back over those last minutes of his on Earth. They had waved to him, and he had waved back, and he had climbed aboard the ship. The crewmen showed him to his hammock with deference.
He declined the gravanol injection. He had lived through one blastoff, and he did not fear another.
Tomorrow on Earth would be a day, without a name, a day without a date—the Year-End World Holiday, a day of wild and frenzied joy. His mind went back six months to the midyear World Holiday—that day of black despair, half-forgotten now.
The day after tomorrow would see a new year on Earth. And for him, a new life.
Resident Administrator of the United Nations Trusteeship on Ganymede. It was a big title, and an even bigger responsibility.
In his hands would be the task of convincing the Ganymedeans that the people of Earth wanted to treat them as brothers; that the Corporation was not representative of all Earth.
He would have to win the respect and admiration of the Gannys. They remembered him as the man who helped them once; he hoped they would continue to trust him. He had asked for and received the job of teaching the Ganymedeans to forget their first bitter experience with the invaders from Earth.
He would help them in their struggle against their bleak environment. He would do what he could to cement relations between the Gannys and Earth.
Perhaps in a few years it would be possible to establish a permanent colony of Earthmen on Ganymede—later, when the two worlds fully understood each other's motives and ways of thinking. Using Engel's few words, Kennedy would work toward that goal.
He glanced through the spaceship port at the majestic immensity of Jupiter below. Other moons spun round the great planet.
There were other worlds in space; perhaps some day man would meet a second intelligent race, and a third. The Ganymede experience would guide them in their future encounters.
On Earth, now, they were celebrating the coming of the new year, the birth of 2045 from the dead husk of 2044. It was something of a rebirth for him too, Kennedy thought; out of the Executive Third Level of six months before, out of the mad world of public relations, had come a different man, one who had a real and valuable job to do and who was going to do it.
Earth was just a hazy memory behind him now. Ahead lay Gandymede where work had to be done.
The ship's medic appeared and broke into Kennedy's reverie. "Sir?"
"Eh ... oh. What is it, Johnson?"
"We'll be entering deceleration orbit in twelve minutes, sir. Would you care for a gravanol injection this time down?"
Kennedy shook his head. "No, Johnson. Thanks, but I want to see the whole thing."
He strapped himself in, leaned back, and peered out the port at the whiteness of Ganymede growing nearer outside. The ship began to plunge toward its destination. Tom Kennedy smiled calmly to himself and waited for the landing.
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The girl who came out of the Genetics Building was heroically built. From a distance, her body might have been called slim, even slight. But beside the two ugly pseudo-Greek statues which flanked the building, her height showed. She was at least eight feet tall.
She looked indecisively down the long rank of wide steps, her eyes slitted like a sleepy cat's against the morning sunlight. At the foot of the steps, a small knot of students stopped gossiping, and heads turned toward her. Sena knew the hostility in that silence.
She went down the steps, mincing over them like a dandy. They had not been laid for such' a slender goddess; the risers should have been two inches higher for her, and the platforms nearly that much broader. As she approached them, the students pointedly turned their backs and examined the state of the weather.
"Damned lummoxes—" somebody muttered.
"Everybody over nine feet tall please leave the room," said some one who had read his Carroll.
Sena had heard it all before but it still hurt. It was hard not to say, "Out of the way, pygmies," or in some other way make a virtue of difference.
Some of the giants had done that, in the first days; a group that had gotten notions of superiority not only to ordinary diploid human beings, but to Dr. Fred himself. Their end had not been pretty, but it had been edifying. Dr. Fred told that story often.
"Don't get the idea," he said, "that you're above your diploid fellows just because you can look down on them physically. The day may come when chromosome-doubling will be commonplace. If that day comes, it will be because the process has real advantages over normal reproduction; but those advantages are yet to be proven. If you want to see them proven, don't give yourself airs—or you won't survive to see."
These days the giants listened to Dr. Fred. He had made the giants. He was very old now, and could be expected to die before the year was out; but somehow the giants did not expect him to die. He was a man apart from the other diploids; it seemed impossible that their physical limitations could apply to him—
Careful, careful! The shortness of the diploid lifespan was not necessarily a drawback. That kind of thinking led to paranoia.
Sena passed the students, allowing herself the small pleasure of pretending that she hadn't seen them. Like most of the giants, Sena felt vaguely uneasy among them, like a parent in Toytown.
Yet it was more than that. The tallest buildings in the world were not tall enough for her, for even the tallest of buildings had entrances—entrances which would not admit a giantess unless she stooped. The whole of human civilization seemed waiting to be rebuilt, bigger and better, cleaner and higher.
And the time! The giants had so much of it. Their lifespans had not yet been measured, for, thus far, none of them had died except by violence—that had been the Pasadena pogrom, fifteen years ago. Dr. Fred said that—unmolested —they should live up to six times as long as the normal diploid human. The one-in-a-thousand tetraploid adult organisms produced by nature, mostly in Lamarck's evening primrose, lived six times their normal span; and the first synthetic tetraploids had proven just as long-lived.
Of course, the very first synthetic tetraploids had been plants—Datura, the common chickweed, developed at Smith College in 1937. The U. S. Department of Agriculture had later extended the process profitably to food plants of all kinds. It was the work on rabbits and pigs conducted by Haggqvist and his associates at Stockholm's Karolinska Institute, however, which had proven artificial polyploidy possible in animals; from that momentous day in 1950, the road leading to Sena was clear.
For Sena, who was not yet forty, the whole small world was in the throes of an endless springtide; a youth that would last more than a century, with toy bridges and houses and roadplanes clustered at her feet, and more than time enough to learn everything one needed to know, and the high-browed, god-like figures of lovers striding through the narrow streets of diploid man . ..
The world waited, flooded with delicate greenness that would never die. "Sena!"
She turned. Sam Ettinger, the young, black-haired radiation expert, was running after her, traversing the cement squares in long bounds. The students scattered up the steps to watch him pass.
"Hello, Sam."
He pulled up, smiling. His eyes crinkled at the corners; he had a way of looking at people as one might look at a sleeping tiger cub—with curiosity and admiration, yet with a certain wariness.
"You're very aloof these days," he said. "One would think we weren't committed to each other for this cycle."
She reached out for his hands. "Sam, don't. There is always so much to think about; you know that. How was the house?"
His mouth drew down at the corners. "No soap. When I got to the development, they had a sign up."
" 'Built To Scale'?"
"Yes. To their scale, as usual. The agent was willing to let me rent if I could pay three times the tariff, but I wouldn't."
"I don't blame you." Sena released his hands hopelessly, all the pleasure she had taken in the sunlight oozing out of her. "Sam what are you going to do? Dr. Fred can afford to be patient because he's old. But we've got to live in this damn society."
"It has its drawbacks," Sam said. "But we can probably outlive them. Anyhow I have the outside job I told you about—"
"I still don't quite see that. I thought we were forbidden to take any part in diploid sports, by the diploids' rules."
"We are, we are. But there's an exhibition football team of tetras, and some other exhibition teams. Strictly spectator-sports, you see. Hockey, too, and boxing. We're to play in armor, with a 25-pound football, against another tetra team, and the crowds come in to watch us murder each other."
"Sam, Sam," Sena said. She began to cry. The students watched, whispering interestedly. "What a beastly thing to have to do—even ditch-digging would be better—"
"Ditch-digging?" Sam said quietly. "Sena, I tried that. And I tried to get a job as a stevedore. And as a hod-carrier. And some other things of that kind. But the unions won't have it. Maybe by the time I graduate there'll be a Radiologist's Union, too!"
He looked abstractedly at the bright blue sky. "They're right, by their own lights. We're labor-saving machines. We can do more heavy work, and do it faster, than the diploids can. If the unions admitted us, sooner or later the diploids would be out of work. But this exhibition football doesn't do any economic harm to the diploids, because we aren't allowed to play against any but our own kind. Do you know what Methfessel—that's the promoter—wants to do next?"
"What?" Sena said, swallowing the lump in her throat.
"He wants to stage tournaments. The real thing; he wants to put tetras on big brewery Percherons, give them spears, swords, all the rest of the medieval armory. If he can get government approval, he'll pay up to a hundred bucks a day."
"For murder!"
"Not necessarily. Maurey says molybdenum steel would make a strong enough armor against a chrome-steel spear: and of course swords would be just a joke—"
"Sam, don't you see? They're making us fight each other! How long would it be before we took these tournaments seriously? Before we split up into rival groups like the Roman charioteers, with bribes and assassinations—Maurey must be mad even to consider it!"
"Well, Maurey's pretty bright," Sam said carefully. "Anyhow I'm not in on the tournament deal, Sena. I'm just playing this armorplated football. It's a living. Maybe we'll even find a house after a while."
"Maybe," Sena said. "In the meantime we'll just have to go on at the dorms, I suppose. I envy the ones whose parents live near the University."
"You needn't," Sam said. "My folks are afraid of me. Somehow they thought the paracolchicine treatment was just going to make me turn out big and strong. Now it's 'oh, not so damned shaggy!' You know. And my older brother hates my guts. I make him feel puny—and he claims it hurts his business connections to have a tetra in the family. He makes it sound like having a live crocodile on a leash."
"I know," Sena said somberly. "But Sam, it's worth it. There's an old Indian legend about the horned-devil caterpillar. Mother Carey offered it a drink from the Double Cup —one half held wine, and the other half held, I forget, something unpleasant; anyhow there was only one place to drink, so you got a little of each. That was how the horned devil got to be so ugly as a caterpillar, and so beautiful as a butterfly."
Sam snorted vigorously. "I know that business, that's just pie-in-the-sky—the old Emersonian compensation. I'm out to make things better for us poor damn caterpillars—you don't soothe me by promising me I'll be a pretty butterfly in the future. Let's go, we'll be late to Philosophy."
The puppy was now about six weeks old: able to stagger about the laboratory floor, and to essay a tentative bounce or two, but given to frequent collapses of the rear section, and unexpected subsidences into sleep in the middle of some grandiose project. She had a box of her own, but preferred to sleep in the overturned wastebasket, which was far too small for her.
Dr. Fred—Frederick R. Hyatt, on formal days—looked at her critically while she chewed on the leg of a table. Maurice St. George watched them both, with an expression which seemed to indicate that he didn't know which of the two amused him more.
"But why a dog, Dr. Fred?" he said. "Surely you must have finished all the experimenting with animals before you asked for human volunteers. Something new?"
"Hmm?" Dr. Fred said. "New? No, not very. It's a line I abandoned temporarily in the early stages of the work. She's a test-tube baby: her mother was inoculated with spermatozoa in physiological salt solution, plus a dollop of naracolchicine."
"Only the sperm chromosomes doubled then?"
"That's right," Dr. Fred said. "She's a triploid, not a tetraploid. Looks like she's going to be a horse just like the rest of my children, though."
The puppy toppled over, blamed Maurey for it, spread her legs to do battle, and released a deafening yap of exasperation. Dr. Fred heaved her up and put her back in her box, and threw the blanket over her head. "Go to sleep, Deci-belle."
Finding it suddenly dark, Decibelle obediently—if involuntarily—fell asleep.
"She'll make a fine pet," Maurey said.
"Don't you believe it, Maurice. We don't dare spring gigantic animals on the public at this stage of the game. She's going to be the world's biggest mutt—bigger than any possible Great Dane or St. Bernard. We'd have an injunction slapped on us at once."
Maurey stood up. Dr. Fred noted interestedly that he did not duck his head as he did so, a gesture that was habitual with the other tetraploids. Of course the normal room ceiling offered ample clearance for even the tallest of them: but the feeling of being boxed in was hard to battle. Maurey, evidently, had conquered it; he seemed generally to be the best adjusted to his status of all the giants, and inarguably he had the highest IQ.
Well, no reason to be surprised at that. Despite its inducing of doubling in the chromosomes—or, more accurately its inhibition of reduction-division during mitosis—the para-colchicine process did not really have any genetic effect: that is, it did not affect the genes themselves. What it produced was called a "mutation" because it was a change of form which bred true; but it was not a true mutation, a cataclysmic mutation springing from chemical change in the heterochromatin of the genes. Instead, it simply made it possible for the ultimate somatic expression of the individual's inheritance to come through on a tremendous scale. If there were brains in that great dark head, it was none of Dr. Fred's doing.
Still, high intelligence did not imply superior ability to come to terms with one's social environment; indeed, there seemed to be some sort of rough correlation between high intelligence and the accumulation of aberrations. Dr. Fred sighed inaudibly. The pioneering experiments in polyploidy hadn't had such baffling complex overtones; neither chick-weed nor rabbits are much beset by emotional upsets. He wanted badly to know the nature of Maurey's adjustment; but he was not a psychologist and had no training in that field; and a lively sense of the personal inviolability of his "children" would not allow him to require them to submit to analysis.
Through the grimy window of the lab he saw Sena and Sam, talking earnestly on the sidewalk near the building. They all were children, really, very alone in a settled world, and prone to whisperings, gigglings and secret societies with long names. Except that their elders might yet kill them for that secrecy—or for less understandable reasons.
"I'd like to have that dog," Maurey said, thrusting his hands into his jacket pockets. "I don't think I'd be afraid of the diploid neighbors."
"Sorry, Maurice. Not yet. I need her here, anyhow."
"I grant that you need her, since she's triploid," Maurey said. He looked down at the huddled blanket, frowning. "But I want her when you're through. No matter how big she becomes, the law can't fit an ordinary dog into the description of a wild animal being kept res naturae, and there's no other way they could take her from me unless she gets rabid or something like that."
Dr. Fred forked his fingers and pushed his glasses up against his eyebrows. They were old glasses—for his eyesight had stabilized years ago—with battered mother-of-pearl nose-pieces, and every time he had to look down at the puppy they slid solemnly down to the end of his nose.
"You'll just make trouble," he said. "I've no doubt you could beat the law on such a matter, Maurice, but I don't think it advisable to try. It isn't the laws that exist now that we have to worry about, but the laws the diploids will enact later if we give them cause."
"Forgive me, Dr. Fred, but I think you're over-cautious. And perhaps overly modest, too. The giants are here to stay; and there's no point in continuing this crawfishing away from conflict with the diploids. There are plenty of provable advantages to tetraploid animals. Cats, for instance. A tetraploid cat would be the perfect answer to the rat problem. A diploid cat won't mess with a rat at all."
"Cats," Dr. Fred said, "have a way of lying down, grabbing, and kicking with their hind feet when they feel playful. A tetraploid cat that did that with a diploid child would rip the child to shreds."
"Such a cat would be no more dangerous to the human child than the bathtub, statistically."
"Maurice, you aren't dealing with statistics. You're dealing with emotions. The fifteen tetras in Pasadena had logic and reason on their side. Have you forgotten what happened on them."
His hands still dug into his coat pockets, Maurey turned on his heel, took three quick steps, and struck the crown of his head violently against the door lintel. Dr. Fred winced in sympathy. Maurey stood silently, his back to the room. Then he turned.
"No, I haven't forgotten," he said. His eyes were streaming tears, but he wore a twisted, triumphant smile, as if his failure to swear at his accident were a major victory. "I won't ever forget that. The diploids are trying to forget it ever happened, but I won't ever forget. They weren't very bright, those fifteen; we've learned from them. They depended upon force alone. They forgot force's necessary adjunct."
"And what is that,*please?"
"Fraud," Maurey said. He went out.
Dr. Fred watched him go blinking unhappily. Maybe Maurey's "adjustment" was—
The puppy grumbled and thrust her head up out of the blanket. Dr. Fred pushed her nose back down into a corner of the box. "Sleep, dammit."
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The Titans, as Ira Methfessel had dubbed his first team,
followed the practice plays obediently enough, but even without the armor they were slow—almost as slow in their heads as they were with their feet. Most of the young tetraploids had seen plenty of football games, but they had never been allowed to play during their under-graduate days; and the armor and the business of managing the shoulder jets was a double handicap.
After the first blackboard down the plays to four or five session, Ira disgustedly cut cross-bucks, two rudimentary spinners, and a few laterals—all, in essence, straight power plays. It seemed to console him somewhat to meditate that the Atlanteans were tetras, too, and unlikely to be any better than the Titans; and, anyhow, all the crowd wanted was the kick of so much brute force in combat.
Ira was a diploid, the only one on the team, and the promoter of the whole project. He was nearly seven feet high, with flaming red hair, but he looked like a freshman among the hulking tetras. Nevertheless he treated them like high school kids. He sweated and swore, and the giants swore back cheerfully; stumbled; got in each other's way; dropped the weighted, jet-powered football, and moved their big feet a little faster. By the day of the game, Ira had whipped his bulky charges into something that resembled a flexible and resourceful team instead of a herd of rhinoceri.
It showed results almost at once. The first ball jammed somehow and went completely out of the stadium, still under power—it was picked up later outside of town, partially melted—but Sam got the next one and made off with it. The Titans made their first down with a clangor like a chorus of trip-hammers.
"Good," Ira told the huddle. "Sam, try not to use the jets so much. If you call on them in scrimmage you'll hit somebody and we'll be penalized."
"Okay," Sam said. "I was trying to get clear of that left guard of theirs—"
"Sure; but you're not allowed to hit a man while you're under power, you know that. Lucky the ref didn't see it, even though it was an accident. All right; number 80 this time."
The Titans fanned out, the bright armor glittering and flashing in the sunlight, and crouched along the rush line. Sam took his left half spot and hunched watchfully. He was surprised to find that he was enjoying himself. The emotions of that first brutal striving, the clashing of mailed shoulders and chests, the pistoning of sollerets against the rubbery turf, released in him a willingness to hate that fifty years of Dr. Fred's indoctrination had not been able quite to quell.
Hammy Saunders fired the aluminum ball back, its stripes of black and yellow paint turning lazily as it travelled. Ira snaffled and pitched it underhand to Sam. Already the armored figures were deploying, fending off their opponents with battering gauntlets. The crowd howled delightedly.
Sam located Hammy's red-splashed pauldrons among the scattering giants and pulled the ball back. His latticed plastic helmet was beginning to fog. An Atlantean bore down upon him.
He fired the ball. It soared, riding the thin, hazy flame of its jet. Hammy faded back, his shoulder-jets spitting, and left the turf in a tremendous leap. The ball slammed into his chest. He somersaulted once and hit the ground.
He stayed there.
The refs whistle blew. The two teams milled and converged, rivalry forgotten. Sam wormed his way into the melee.
Hammy's helmet had split along the line of the front lattice. A dinged-in bar had dug out his right eye, which lay next to his ear, free upon its nerve-trunk. Blood swamped his cheek. He was still clinging to the ball. The grandstands yelled their approval.
"Look out, Sam," Ira's voice said. "Cripes, let a man through, you guys—he needs hospitalization—break it up, break it up—"
The giants, on both sides, made a low and ugly growling. The refs separated them hurriedly. Hammy was taken off on a stretcher.
Sam don't you see? They're making us fight each other/
In the Huddle, Ira said, "Let's get back at 'em. They can't get away with that, fellas. Let's murder 'em. Take a straight buck over left guard—that guy hasn't had a fist in his face yet—"
"Not me," Sam said.
"Eh? Don't give me that. Who's running this team?"
"You are," Sam said. "But I'm quitting. The Atlanteans didn't do anything to Hammy. It was an accident. He lost his eye because he was playing this tomfool game. I'm quitting."
"You're yellow, you lummox."
Sam reached out with one ring-mailed gauntlet and took Ira by his left shoulder. The tough metal bent in his grip. The diploid stumbled, flailing for balance. "Leggo—"
"Be careful of your language, squirt," Sam said. He swallowed. His eyes burned in their sockets, and the armor creaked across his shoulders. "I'm sick of your games. For two cents I'd take you apart."
He jerked his hand away suddenly. The pauldron came away with it, with a screech of outraged metal. Sam took it in both hands and crumpled it methodically, like wrapping paper. The sudden, irregular give of the plate in his palms was like the breaking of bone, and he was shaken by an ugly love for it.
"Here," he said. He handed the wadded plating back to the promoter, his mouth twitching with the bitterness in it. "Be glad it wasn't you. I'm quitting—now do you understand?"
Ira took the bunched mail numbly, staring at Sam through his slotted plastic fishbowl. "Look, Sam," he said. "You're blaming me for this. I didn't do it. Nobody did it, like you say. You knew this job was dangerous, and so did Hammy—"
The refs whistle screamed, and the whole tense group was marched five yards down the field for overtime. None of the Titans seemed to notice; they followed the quarrel and gathered around it again. Some of the Atlanteans began to filter over into the Titan huddle. The crowd grumbled with puzzled impatience.
"Ira's right," Chris Harper said. "It isn't his fault."
"I said I knew it was an accident." Sam growled. "Just the kind of accident the shrimps in the stands came to see. The penalty we pay for being so numerous—if there were fewer of us, we could make our livings in a sideshow. I'm through with both kinds!"
He strode off the field, his pads creaking. The crowd booed him enthusiastically.
Maurey was waiting for him as he came out of the locker room. The older giant was wearing a crooked smile that puzzled Sam, and, in his present mood, infuriated him despite his respect for Maurey.
"What are you grinning at?" he demanded. "You think it's funny when a man loses an eye—like them—back there?" He jerked a thumb over his shoulder in the direction of the bleachers.
. "Not at all," Maurey said soothingly. The crooked smile dimmed a little, but did not quite disappear. "I take it pretty seriously, I assure you, Sam. Going back to the lab?"
"Yes, if you need me. Anyhow I've no place else to go until Sena is free."
"Good," Maurey said. "I'll give you a lift, if you like. My roader's in the parking lot."
Maurey said nothing further until the roadplane was on the express lane leading back toward the city; and even then he seemed only to be making talk. Finally he turned up a ski-jump, snapped the rotor open, and climbed the craft steeply. "So Ira's finally made you mad," he said.
"Yeah," Sam said. The word was muffled; he sat immobile, staring straight ahead. He had already begun to feel a little guilty for his outburst on the field, but Maurey's question made him rebellious all over again. "I think maybe it's about time this damned culture found productive jobs for us, Maurey. The accident wasn't Ira's fault. It was the fault of all the diploids."
"All?" Maurey said quietly.
"Yes, all. I suppose you want me to except Dr. Fred. I won't. He means well, but he's been one of the major factors in keeping us satisfied—moderately, anyhow—with the status quo. That can't last forever."
Maurey cast a sidelong glance at him. "I've been telling Dr. Fred that," he said, "but he's too old to change. We'll have to make our future ourselves, if it's to suit us."
"You've something in mind?" Sam said curiously. 96
"Yes, I think so. I want to be sure I'm not just setting up a Pasadena before I talk too much about it, though."
"I'm a quiet sort," Sam said. "Can't you give me some idea—"
"Well, in essence it's quite simple. I want to start a home-steading project. The unmilitarized part of the Moon has just been declared public land; I think we could occupy it profitably."
"That sounds unlikely," Sam said. "Anyhow it is Pasadena all over again, Maurey, and it's just what the diploids would like—get us all into a ghetto somewhere where they could bomb us to extinction all at once."
Maurey peered downward, and then began to sidle the roader toward the Earth. "I'm not quite so stupid, Sam," he said, smiling again. "Of course it's like the Pasadena thing on the surface—intentionally. I made up my mind long ago that the only way to get anything from the diploids is to seem to be doing things their way. Seem to be, Sam. Actually I think our tetraploid homeland won't last more than a month or so. By the end of that time we'll either be extinct, or be in a position to dictate the terms of our tenancy on diploid Earth. I hope some day we can have a real planet, and I rather hope it'll be this one; the tetras are bound to multiply. Most parents will become more and more reluctant to deny their children the advantage of tetraploidy in a world where tetras are part of the normal order of things."
Sam was a little confused. "You forget the low-fertility angle." he objected. "There's still plenty of religious and moralistic opposition to our plural-marriage arrangements; and even more sentimental worship of motherhood. Many a family would drop dead before it made a prospective daughter into a giantess—that's why we're so short of women—and the diploids are already too proud of being more fertile than we are."
"Sure, sure. That's as may be. I didn't say this was going to be easy." Maurey dropped the plane skillfully to the highway, collapsed the rotor, and guided it to the lane that led to the university. "My point is that well have to seem to be playing along with the diploids for a while. In the final analysis, our job is just this; to trick the diploids into putting weapons into our hands. Dr. Fred has already given us one—"
"You mean our size?"
"No, that's no great advantage yet, and besides it's not the kind of weapon I mean. Have you met Decibelle?"
"That fool puppy? You bet. She mangles my shoelaces."
"Dr. Fred doesn't see all the implications, I'm glad to say." Maurey said. "Also the reactionless effect that we're working on will be a weapon sooner or later; we have you to thank for that, Sam. But I'm depending most of all upon Ira and his silly tournament."
"Great Jupiter," Sam said. "The next thing you'll be saying is that you want me to go back and play football for Ira."
"I want you to do exactly that," Maurey said calmly. "I can't order you to do it, because I'm your superior only in the lab; but I'd appreciate it if you would. I want Ira's tournament promoted for all it's worth. If we can get the reactionless effect developed in time, I'm going to give that to Ira, too; it'll be a great improvement over those shoulder-jets; and as a weapon it could be one of the deadliest side-arms in history—among other things. I leave it to you, Sam, to imagine what those other things might be. Here we are."
He garaged the roadplane in the radiation lab's basement and swung the door open. "Coming in?"
"Sure," said Sam abstractedly. "What's the great to-do about the reactionless effect, Maurey? It's only a laboratory toy as far as I can see. I'm pretty well convinced that we'll find out where the backlash is going to before Ions."
"You haven't found it yet?"
"No-o-o-o. But I think it must be getting recirculated somehow, the way a regenerative circuit uses back E. M. F. It isn't logical that there should be no reaction at all!"
Maurey shrugged. "Mr. Newton's Third Law of Motion may not be any more universal than any of his other laws," he said. "By all means try to find where the recoil is going, so there'll be no mistake. But if it turns out that there isn't any 'equal and opposite effect'—"
"There will be," Sam said flatly. "There always is. Aren't you coming up, Maurey?"
"No, I've got work elsewhere. Yo~ have your key, haven't you? All right—see you tomorrow."
Sam climbed the stairs and let himself into the lab in a brown study; he was hardly aware of Maurey's absence. Essentially a scientist, Sam was easily swayed when it came to political maneuvering—but the faintest smell of a technical puzzle was enough to wipe politics from his mind. He had already forgotten the quarrel with Methfessel; he had almost forgotten Maurey's hints about a tetraploid "homeland." The suggestion that Newton's Third Law of Motion actually might not apply to his toy had been enough to enlist his total attention.
He plugged the power jacks into the apparatus and waited for the tubes to warm up. That waste of power, made necessary by the impossibility of using transistors in the apparatus, he understood; but this other thing—
The experiment, originally, had been set up to explore some side-effects of magneton-rotation; a routine high-altitude project. Maurey and Sam had guessed that the government hoped to see some sort of antigravity come out of the new Blackett-Dirac theory of magnetism. Thus far, no such thing had appeared; instead—
He touched the key experimentally. Across the room, a large bell chimed pleasantly, though it was not in any way connected with the apparatus. Sam got up, took down the bell, and put up the regular target. The machine was behaving as always. Every erg of energy that went into it was metered; even the losses in metering were figured. And the amount of thrust that that invisible pulse shot at the target always equalled exactly the amount of power that the apparatus used.
There was no equivalent "recoil."
Suppose that apparent lack of feedback was real, as Maurey had suggested? Suppose that, for once, an action did not involve an equal and opposite reaction? Suppose that, for once, an object that was pushed didn't push back?
Of course the target pushed back, but that was secondary—ex post facto, as it were. He changed the metering setup and started again. There was no gain in the amount of heat put out by the tubes when the device was "fired." The wiring didn't heat up, either. On a hunch, he made a free coil of the main power pack lead, made a foray next door to liberate a beaker of liquid air from the pressure lab, and dipped the coil in it.
The target burst the moment the key was closed. Excitedly Sam checked the target meter readings against the lowered resistance of the cold coil. It checked to the last decimal place. Nothing lost in resistance, then? The boiling of the liquid air hadn't speeded visibly when the pulse was launched, but the eye couldn't be trusted to detect such a thing. As a last check, he bottled the liquid air and the coil in a Dewar flask with a sensitive, Rahm transducer for a cork. The transducer he rigged to a kymograph.
He fired the device four times. The steadily rising line on the kymograph drum showed not the slightest joggle from bottom to top. And since he'd already failed repeatedly to detect any radio or suboptical effects—
Newton's Third Law of Motion was a gone goose.
A math to describe it could wait; as a matter of fact it would be fairly simple to express it as a matrix discontinuity. What interested Sam now was a way of re-assembling the apparatus so that it would be portable. Even to his unpractical eye, the advantages of probability were evident. If a man could hold a thing like this in his hand, and apply just as much push to an object as there was power available—if he could, for instance, convert a couple of thousand kilowatts into physical thrust against a heavy load—two or three men might lever a heavy locomotive out of a culvert—or—
The engineering of a compact projector was not difficult. All but two of the tubes could be replaced by a couple of 6V6's without much loss in efficiency, and the efficiency, and the loss could be expressed as heat and dissipated harmlessly by discharging the pulse from a flanged tube with a reflector behind it; the flanging might be charged, too, to make a focusing field, and the tube could be silver and act as a wave-guide—
In another hour. Sam had a thing that might have been a Twenty-First-Century crossbow, without the bow. It was certainly awkward, but it worked. Sam sat in a window of the lab and knocked off the hats of passers-by until it got too dark outside to make the sport safe. Then he locked up and went back to the dorms, whistling tunelessly.
A student of history might have known where to expect the missing black-blast: but Sam was only a scientist.
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The windows of the graduate lab in radiation were like the windows of every other college laboratory—big, inadequately puttied, and long unwashed. Maurey did not see the device on the bench until he had been in the lab for several minutes, for the sunlight was slanted the other way, and the main benchwork was only dimly lit in the daytime unless the sun was directly upon it.
When he did see it he drew his breath in sharply. It took only a moment to check the leads, and to confirm that this was what had been yesterday only a confusion of tubes and spaghetti. Maurey looked it over carefully. What he saw raised his estimate of Sam by quite a few notches. Yesterday the generator of the one-way-push had taken up as much space as an ancient super-heterodyne radio; now it was all neatly assembled along a single axis, scarcely more difficult to handle than a shotgun, except for the leads.
Sam had given Maurey his weapon.
Maurey shut the door quietly and locked it. The discarded empty Dewar flask told its own story. It also suggested something that Sam evidently had overlooked. Maurey found Sam's free coil and made a receptacle for it, with clips to hold the Dewar flask under the silver barrel of the gun. He got his liquid air from the same source that Sam had; but instead of corking the flask, he soldered a conduit from it to a tiny, fan-driven booster-generator. Two flashlight batteries and a small transformer finished the job; he cast the power-lead free.
The device was completely portable now, and the first successful perpetual-motion machine in history—as long as the liquid air held out. In a heavy-duty, semi-portable projector, Maurey thought, some of the output could be diverted to run a compressor, completing the cycle. The prospect rather dazed him.
Maurey took the projector with him, bundled into an innocuous lump in old newspapers. On the campus, students waved to him; even diploids. Maurey was well-liked; his air of mild, cosmopolitan amusement made him envied by the young; and among the college students there was an idealistic "equal rights for tetras" movement which Maurey had taken great care to further. The diploid kids loved Maurey, where they only respected the younger giants.
"Hi, Maurey. Watcha got?"
"Wet-pack," Maurey said. "How are you, June? Get over that squabble with the parents all right?"
"Yes, thanks to you. Are you coming to our meeting tonight?"
"I hope so. Don't wait up for me, though."
He tucked a flap of newspaper over the weapon, nodded to the girl, and turned down the gravel path. At the other end of the campus he saw another giant, but the distance was too great to see who it was. It was male, and that was all Maurey could determine. He had a sudden urge to run shouting toward the towering figure, to declare war at once upon all the scurrying pygmies, pick them off like clay pigeons with the invincible thing he had packed in newspapers under his arm—
Not yet. He went on, smiling to the diploid youngsters who worshipped him.
He realized that his own immediate plan was far from perfect. The most important thing had been to get the weapon out of the Radiology building, where the chances were good that anyone who found it might understand it—or understand enough of it to become dangerously curious.
Sam wouldn't trouble too much about its disappearance. He would assume that Maurey had taken it, and as soon as he found that to be true he would be satisfied. Dr. Fred, on the other hand, would "know" immediately that the thing was not a weapon, but some toy of the radiation labs; so probably the best place for it was in Dr. Fred's safe, at least until it could be delivered to Methfessel. Dr. Fred was almost fanatical about respecting the property rights of the giants. When he found the projector he would identify it as Maurey's and leave it alone.
All this was parlor psychology, based insecurely upon Maurey's estimate of the people involved, but it would have to do. The most important thing was to persuade Sam not to publish his findings. It would take some doing, for Sam, even more than the ordinary graduate student, depended upon his scientific reputation for his small income. A discovery as revolutionary as this might net him an assistant-professorship.
Maurey was mildly surprised to find Dr. Fred's lab empty. The old man rarely went out these days; he held the rank of Professor Emeritus, hence had no classes to teach, and spent most of his waking hours (which meant twenty out of every twenty-four) making microtone sections, fixing, staining, mounting, sketching, and filing the thousands of tissue specimens necessary to any experiment in polyploidy. Evidently he was taking one of his unpredictable four-hour naps.
Well, that was all to the good. Maurey knelt before the safe. One of the sloppy human abilities tetraploidy had sharpened for Maurey was hearing: the muscles of his middle ear were as sensitive as those of the pupils of his eyes, and could reduce the vibrating surface of his eardrum to a taut spot no bigger than a pinhead when he was listening intently. He could hear sounds from 4 cycles to 30,000, and do it selectively; his mind had recorded the tiny tinkle of tumblers almost automatically the first time Dr. Fred had opened that safe.
The door swung open, and Maurey sniffed with annoyance. Here was a problem he hadn't anticipated. The safe was full of papers. More than full; it was stuffed. Two of the three top pigeonholes were taken up by slide-boxes, the third by the familiar cardboard mailing tubes in which paracolchicine ampules came into the lab; but the rest of the safe was packed with note-paper, graph-paper, drawing-paper, photo-micro-graphs, letters, thin pamphlets with long titles, file-cards, and what seemed to be a thousand shiny black booklets of silicone-treated lens paper. A sizable, proportion of the mess sagged chummily into Maurey's lap the moment the safe door moved back.
He swore. From a box under the table something sneezed in answer, and Decibelle stuck her nose out and regarded Maurey with reproachful brown eyes, her eyebrows going up and down independently.
"Go to sleep, pooch. Damn. What am I going to do with—"
He realized that he was talking to himself and stopped. As a preliminary measure, he took all the papers out and made four piles of them on the table. Obviously the stuff had been jammed into the safe in no particular order, so it would do no harm to redistribute it in some way which would be more economical of space. Probably the best way would be to stack according to size, all the films in one pile, all the notes in another, the publications in another, and so on, and then repack—
Maurey's hand, turning over a crumpled letter-size sheet, paused in mid-air. After a long moment it continued the arrested motion, laying the sheet with meticulous care upon the proper pile. Maurey picked up the sheet that had been under it.
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It was no news of course, that Sena had Hyatt blood in her; most of the older giants did; only the youngest generation had had to suffer by the court order forbidding Dr. Fred to contribute germ cells to the polyploidy experiments.
But what the hell was double-diploidy? Two two was four, any fool knew that. Yet Dr. Fred must have some reason for calling Sena a "double-diploid" instead of a tetraploid. And that reference to "schisming"—the awkward word was deliberate, an avoidance of "schizoid" or any other term that might have referred to Sena's psychology; that sentence began with the crucial term "somatically."
Maurey was not a geneticist, but he knew his own background, and he was used to scientific shorthand. There was only one interpretation possible. Some of the twenty-four chromosome pairs which carried the human inheritance, and which should have been given Sena in double measure, had not doubled—had not been doubled, deliberately, for the placid failure of Dr. Fred's record to evince surprise betrayed foreplanning. Many of those that had doubled were still acting as sets-of-pairs rather than as groups-of-four—and of those, many had exhibited the peculiar gene-shuffling phenomenon called "crossing-over," so that their genetic effects would not be traceable for generations except by the laborious process of chromosome-mapping, and even then only by someone who knew the fundamental secret Dr. Fred had written on this page.
Maurey fingered the sore spot on his ear-lobe, the place from which Dr. Fred took his periodic biopsies, as he took them from all his "children." The spot stung to the salty perspiration on his fingertips, and his whole body was shaking with fury and frustration.
The tetraploids were not the end of the story.
There was another form to come. Sena was the beginning of that line—and there was no telling how thoroughly the children of Dr. Fred's tectogenesis might antiquate the giants. Sena looked like a tetraploid—but her children would be—
What might Sena's children be, if she were allowed to have them?
The puppy said "Urrgmph" and hit the floor on one shoulder. She waddled over to Maurey and fell over on her back, requiring that her tummy be scratched; her tiny pink paps offering promise of thousands and thousands of triploid puppies to follow her—
Or, perhaps, tetraploid puppies, with sex-linked double-diploid characteristics hidden within them, to surprise their antiquated tetraploid masters...
With a growl Maurey snatched up the projector. The Brobdingnagian puppy, her chunky body all unknowingly the germ of Maurey's plan for the triumph of the giants, and the symbol of his and their defeat, rolled over and crouched, laying back her ears. The force-beam struck the stone floor at her side and pitched her across the room. She got up, barking excitedly, rump high, front paws spread. This time the reflected beam caught her directly under the chin. She screamed and brought up against the far wall.
Maurey laughed and turned the reflector to spread the beam. The puppy regained her courage and charged him, and Maurey broomed her back against the wall again. Supersede the tetras, eh? We'll see which weapon can be drawn the fastest! He tumbled the dog this way and that, herded her into the wastebasket, rolled the basket across the floor, overturning it, tumbled the yelping animal scrambling into a corner and out again—
"Maurice!"
Trembling, Maurey let go of the plunger. After a moment his eyes came into focus amid a haze of scalding tears.
It was Dr. Fred. Of course; no one else called him Maurice. The geneticist stood in the doorway. The dog whimpered and crawled toward him, her eyes darting back to Maurey in puzzlement
"Maurice, what—I heard the poor puppy a block away. What is that thing? Are you trying to kill her? And you've got my safe open! Have you lost your mind?"
Carefully, his fingernails, digging into his palms, Maurey said, "I wasn't hurting her, Dr. Fred. It was just a game—she was having as much fun as I was." He realized that he was holding the silver muzzle of history's deadliest weapon directly in line with Dr. Fred's stomach, lowered it with enforced casualness, and laughed. That laugh came hard. "Admittedly she sounds like she's being murdered, she's so damned big—"
Dr. Fred strode past him while he was still talking and bent over the stacked papers on the table. "Why did you open my safe?"
Maurey gave him the prepared theorem. The rangy old man grumbled, almost like the puppy. "I can see that," he interrupted. "Who gave you the combination?"
Nothing would be more suitable here than the truth, Maurey decided. Dr. Fred would be interested, probably diverted, by the sharpened talent, and in any event it would be unsafe to tell him that some other person had given out the combination. He might trace the story.
"Really?" Dr. Fred said.
He riffled through the papers until he found Maurey's dossier and pawed for the accompanying chromosome charts. "I wish you'd told me before," he said petulantly. The charts apparently were mislaid. "Did you shuffle—no, no, they were an awful hodgepodge before, I know. I really need a secretary, but they're all so bubble-headed. Come see me next Wednesday, will you, Maurice? I want to see if I can trace that auditory acuteness. I do wish you'd told me before."
"I just noticed it myself a little while ago," Maurey said. His mind was now completely at ease, but his body was trembling; it was an inevitable reaction and it did not bother him.
Still it would be a millenial day when the giants need no longer play-act with Dr. Fred—
And it would have to be soon.
The needle, hung by its points, swung back and forth before the window with the regularity of a metronome. As it passed the central pane, Dr. Fred stabbed the waxed end of a thread into its eye and jerked it out again. Back and forth. In and out.
After a while he was satisfied that his nerves were all right. He was mad clean through, and he was too old to risk such strong emotions; every hypothalamic disturbance impaired his coordination upon which microdissections and chromosome manipulations depended.
He bent to examine the dog, who had lain her chin across his shoe-zipper. She seemed to be all right; Maurice's "toy," whatever it had been, hadn't hurt her, though certainly it had scared her. Dr. Fred wondered what it was. Something electrical, by the look of it. In the old days sadistic kids had shot ammonia into dogs' eyes with water-pistols. Nowadays they hitched the poor beasts to spark coils or something even more elaborate; but in the end it was just the ancient tin-can torture. It didn't even make any difference whether the kids were tetraploid or just ordinary diploid kids; they satisfied their power-fantasies with equivalent cruelties.
He stood up, correcting himself. It did make a difference, of course. The giants, even the best of them, had to live in a world which was actively and pointedly hostile; the diploids, except for some few—if much publicized—minorities, had only the general wastefulness of nature against them. Earthquakes hate nobody; but the diploids—
The diploids hated the giants, as well as each other, and had the means to implement it. The psychology of that hatred was obscure; field tests had tended to show that the obvious sources of diploid jealousy—the longevity and the almost incredible physical toughness of the giants—aroused only the most remote, the most intellectualized dislikes; the thalamic disturbances, the hatred that really chewed into the guts, was directed toward the terra's size first of all, and then toward the makeshift social systems their near-sterility had forced them to contrive. Subconsciously, perhaps, the average diploid wanted to be a giant, and felt himself frustrated; yet —let his children be tetras? Never: no advantage could compensate for the stigma of being so different.
And there were stories of another sort, springing up out of the oppressive sense of sexual inadequacy the giant women aroused, aided in their circulation by the limited fertility of the tetraploid organism. You know what they say about their women? Freemartins, that's what. A fellow I know told me ... one of a thousand scabrous jokes. Also, there was a predatory type of woman—not always unmarried—for whom the tetraploid men were natural prey. There were jokes about that, too.
The emotional disturbances among the giants were becoming more and more pronounced as the pressure increased. This tormenting of a harmless puppy was the most upsetting phenomenon yet. It had done more than shock him; it had shaken the very basis of his plan for the giants, as a temblor worries the foundations of an old and solid house.
The swinging needle slowed gradually, its path turning with the Earth's rotation while Dr. Fred pondered; at last it hit the window glass and twisted to a stop. The tinny impact reminded him of why he had put it up there. That shock, that moment when he had seen Maurice's beautifully-balanced mind wobbling toward paranoia, had frightened him more than he liked to admit. It had been reassuring to find that it had not troubled the neuromuscular coordination which was his stock in trade.
But the essential, the ideational shock remained. If the best intelligence among the giants was inclining already toward the easy excuse of persecution, if it had already tipped far enough to fall into the compensation of sadism, then the plan for the tetras which Dr. Fred had evolved was too long-term to work.
It was that realization which had reduced him to talking like a senile old man, like a soap-opera doctor, before Maurice, in order to conceal his fear. It had been pure foolishness to pretend that Maurice had disturbed the order of the papers. Nothing went into the safe which had not been culled too thoroughly to require the dim-brained expedients of mechanical filing. He hoped that the giant hadn't noticed; he'd seem mighty upset himself—a mildly hopeful sign up to a point. Of course a sense of guilt has a threshold; at a certain level of intensity it begins to confirm the habit-pattern rather than inhibit it—
But Maurice had been sorting the papers, too. And Maurice, though he were as mad as the Hatter, was the most alert of all the tetras. He might have seen Sena's papers, and understood them.
He would have understood them had he seen them. And he would have understood, then, some of the ingredients of the time-bomb Dr. Fred had planted beneath giants and diploids alike.
Maurice would not be able, now, to await the explosion. He would be perfectly ready to kill Dr. Fred to snuff it out—
Except that killing Dr. Fred would not snuff it out. There was only one death which would de-fuse that bomb. Dr. Fred spread the documents out over the table with a broad sweep of both hands. The code symbols relating to Sena leaped out to his eyes; he snatched the fasciles out of the fan and riffled through them. Chromatin records—molecular film analyses—genealogical summary—
The somatic record was gone.
Whatever might come of actual genetic mutations the type theorists called cataclysmic, there was implicit in Sena the final flowering of the possibilities of Homosapiens. Those possibilities were all implicit in her somatic record, the first full-length portrait of humanity-to-come. And report and possibilities alike were in the hands of Goliath of the Philistines —a giant, and—
A madman.
Dr. Fred considered the tears flowing along the creases beside his nose with bitterly academic interest.
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Methfessel closed the locker-room door, shot the bolt, and pointed across the low-ceilinged room. The gesture was unnecessary; the golden battle uniforms compelled attention in the drab cement enclosure like a fanfare of clarions. There was one suit hanging in each dull-green locker, tenantless, yet perfect and beautiful with a life of its own.
Maurey strode to the nearest one and examined it with admiration. This basic, part of the armor was a heavy breastplate, hinged to close over chest and back like the carapace and plastron of a turtle. At the bottom of the plate was a brief metal skirt of overlapping leaves, serving as both guard and belt; a control box, mounting a single large red master button and four small black ones, was placed to hang over the left hip of the wearer, and on the right was a holster of plastic straps. The gun in that holster was in some respects like the first projector of the one-way-push—but compressed, trimmed, balanced into a proper side-arm.
"No cold-flask?" Maurey said, hefting the gun, "I see there's an input lead to the control box there; that'll make it a bit awkward to manipulate."
"You couldn't prove it by me," Methfessel said, shrugging. "I sent your figures and the prints to Kelland and he designed this stuff. I wouldn't know a cold-flask from a hot rock."
Maurey grunted and put the pistol back into the webbing. He was none too sure that he approved of the whole idea of a force-pistol, anyhow; it seemed a trifle overt. Maybe a lance would have been better after all. But the thing was done.
Anyhow, the real wonder of the armor was the thing which hung poised on the back-plate, like an eagle spread to abduct a lamb. In some respects it resembled a comic-strip "flying belt"—which it was—but it was elaborately feathered with delicate flanges, tilted to apply the one-way push over the greatest possible area without at the same time materially increasing the air-resistance, and so seemed to have more "futuristic" superfluous ornament than anything ever drawn by Dick Calkins.
Maurey was confident that the device did not have a nonfunctioning square inch, whatever its appearance. Every other flange broadcast the reactionless energy; the alternate flanges picked it up and turned it into mechanical motion. Warping fields, designed to waste controlled portions of the energy as the dove wings of the archaic Taube monoplane wasted flying speed, did away with any need for direct methods of steering; they were actuated by movements of the wearer's body. The device had no moving parts, but it would steer with great delicacy.
Finally, there was a helmet, or more exactly, a casque. It was linked electrically with the flight mechanism and with the force pistol; Maurey could not decide at once what it was for—his sketch had called for a fishbowl. This was topped by a short spike, flanged as if to bleed off heat or some other kind of waste radiation, but that seemed to be purely decorative. It was a true Buck Rogers touch, jarringly out of key with the known superbly functional design of the rest.
"What's that?"
"For protection," Ira said. "I don't know why. Maybe you're supposed to ram the opposition. I don't know anything about this kind of thing, Maurey."
"Kendall didn't say how it 'protected'?"
"Not to me. It's called a 'transcaster' on the prints."
There seemed no present answer to that puzzle. It would take a thorough examination of the circuits to decide why Kendall had put that little Christmas tree on top of the casque. Maurey suspected that the reason would turn out to be as exciting as the rest of the apparatus; the armor was a work of genius; it was a good thing, considering the amount of understanding it evinced, that Kendall was a giant and from Maurey's point of view a dumb giant at that.
"What gets me," Ira said in an aggrieved tone, "is that the guy didn't allow any protection for the legs or arms. I'd of thought he'd design a complete body-armor while he was about it—like our football uniforms."
"He must have had a reason," Maurey said abstractedly. "By the way, did Sam Ettinger come to see you yet?"
"That's the bird that walked off the field when Hammy was hurt, Yeah. I took him back in, like you said; but I don't mind telling you I don't trust him. He's a malcontent."
Maurey smiled crookedly. I don't know any well-adjusted terras, Ira," he said.
"That's not what I mean. He's what we used to call 'disaffected' in the Last Last War. Too full of ideas of his own to follow orders. Oh, well, you're calling it."
"Either way, you make money," Maurey pointed out. "Which reminds me: make me out a check for twenty-five thousand."
"What the hell for?"
"I want you to buy the dormitory grounds where we're living, and that's the price the university set."
"Think again," Ira said flatly. "What do I want with those firetraps? I'll need all the cash I've got to enlarge the stadium."
"You'll make the money back at the first tournament." Maurey declared. "And as long as the university is housing the giants, it's got entirely too much say about what they do. Don't you realize that it'll be sure to prohibit the tournaments as soon as the word leaks through? Then you'd be in a nice mess."
Methfessel thought about it. It was obvious that he was aware of Maurey's additional reasons without knowing what they were; but where money was involved he was unlikely to ask for a second reason unless the first one seemed insufficient.
"I've got to act as if you knew what you're doing," he said finally. He pulled out his checkbook. "Here. Just be sure you spend it all in the same place."
Dr. Fred blew his cork. "I don't understand you any more, Maurice," he stormed, pacing back and forth. "This is far and away the most highhanded thing I ever heard of. The university's relations with that promoter already are quite dubious enough—this modern system of semi-professional handling of college sports is vicious, in my opinion I should have supposed a research project like ours, at least, to have been immune to such exploitation, yet here you are actually encouraging it—and what's more, turning us all over to a commercial scheme like so many potatoes!"
"Nothing of the sort, Dr. Fred," Maurey said patiently. "I didn't make the offer, and I didn't accept it; the only choice I had was to refuse to act as the go-between, in which case somebody else would have been found. I agree with you that the gap between the University and Ira Methfessel isn't wide enough by several miles, but I choose simply to be realistic about it.
"As for the tournaments, I take exactly the opposite view (nor were they my idea either, by the way.) They give us an opportunity to make a living, and quite a good one, without being dependent upon University charity, and that's something we've all needed a long time for the sake of our self-respect. Granted that it's not a very dignified living, but we're in no position to be so choosey."
Dr. Fred stopped his pacing and looked steadily at the lounging giant over the tops of his glasses. "You haven't said anything yet that I don't think a half-truth or a plain fantasy," he said. "I'll pass your curious conception of 'realistic' behavior; that kind of expediency is no novelty to the world, heaven knows. For the rest—evidently you think that by making the tetraploid project over into a business venture you weaken Methfessel's direct hold on University affairs. That's a half-truth; the other side of the coin is that at the same time you've ruined the University's reputation more thoroughly than could any possible relationship with professional sports. Twenty-five thousand dollars! What can the Board have been thinking of? They might just as well have sold the whole chemistry department, student included, to Columbian Pharmaceuticals across the river!
"No, don't interrupt, Maurice. That's only the beginning, I suppose you realize also that this terminates the tetraploid research as far as I can be concerned. Now that the giants are living on privately-owned property, they will have to be treated like any other graduate assistant or scholarship student. The social aspects of the study go out the window, nor will I have any authority to direct or in any other way interfere with the genetic course of the experiment. I'm left with nothing but a group of volunteers."
He snorted. "Volunteers! No wonder the so-called 'social sciences' were a bust! Will one or two atoms of oxygen kindly step forward and answer a few carefully impersonal questions?"
Maurey started to speak, then halted before his lips had parted. Best to let the old man talk it all out.
"What the reaction of the public will be to this I don't know, but it's bound to be bad," Dr. Fred went on, a little more quietly. "I can only hope that it won't be extreme. You've expelled your brothers into the status private citizen, and you're going to find that that's a much more dangerous and humiliating status than the one you had before, the one the public equated with that of experimental animals. No, your motives may be good, Maurice—thought I shan't say I believe it—but good or bad your actions have been despicable."
Dr. Fred turned his back on Maurey abruptly and stared out the smudged window.
"I rather expected some such reaction," Maurey said evenly, "but I certainly didn't anticipate so much violence. It's unlike you to use such loaded terms, Dr. Fred. The mere fact of a change of ownership of some property is not going to change your relationship to us in the least. The terras all owe their existence and their biological advantages to you, and they won't forget it. They'll still be exactly where they were before; the fact that that bit of land can't be called 'campus' any more changes nothing on the event-level.
"They'll still come to you and cooperate with you in your experiments. They'll look to you for guidance as before. Your anathemas on Volunteers' do nothing but hide the fact that we were always volunteers; you never did have any dictatorship over our personal lives, nor did you ever try to exercise any—not until now—so it seems foolish in you to complain that any real control has been taken away from you. What you had before, you had now."
"Yes, yes, Maurice," Dr. Fred said wearily. He did not turn. "I am not as unaware of the difference between real meaning and formal meaning as you'd have me think. Your speech tells me, for instance, what you see; a feeble old man querulous over the intervention of cold reality between himself and his pet hobby. I withdraw my implied accusation of bad faith, which I had no right to state; but I believe you are as aware as I am that what you have done will have evil consequences, for the giants, Maurice—not for me, but for the giants. Incidently, what did you want Sena's somatic record for?"
"I didn't want it. Am I supposed to have it? And what has it to do with what we're talking about, anyhow?"
"I would very much like to know," Dr. Fred said. "However your course plainly does not include me, so I shan't pursue the matter. You may as well go, Maurice. You can't undo what you've done in any case, nor can I expect to talk you out of whatever it is you're planning. But I will tell you this: Your sanity is dubious."
"I'll go," Maurey said. "Since we've reached the wild-accusation stage already, the matter is closed. Goodbye, Dr. Fred."
He closed the door with precision and went down the squeaky old wooden stairs. On the whole, though he was a little angry—that couldn't be helped—he was well satisfied with the way the interview had gone. Most of the giants, he was sure, would be glad to be out from under the fatherly eye of the University; they would come to Dr. Fred, of course, and find the old man accusing Maurey of some heinous plot the details of which he would not be able to give.
The end-product would be a strengthening of his own already considerable influence (since, although he would deny engineering the transfer, the impression of himself as prime mover would remain) and an abrupt slump in Dr. Fred's prestige. Of course, Dr. Fred might not react as predicted, but in view of his present performance that danger was small, and in a few days it would no longer matter what he said or did.
He stood for a moment on the stone porch of the building, looking over the campus. It was late in the afternoon: probably Sena and Sam would eat at the student cafeteria. For a moment he was prompted to let the matter wait until tomorrow, but then thought better of it—providing properly for the future entailed so many unpleasant tasks that were each one postponed only a single day the future would never arrive at all.
He drove the roader over to Sena's dorm, left a note for her, and then proceeded to the men's dormitory, where he let himself into Sam's room with a passkey. Sam's typewriter had a half-finished letter in it, but its content was uninteresting. Maurey selected a book and made himself comfortable.
Sena arrived first She was somewhat flushed. "I got a terrible ragging from some of the kids on the first floor," she said. "Are you sure it's all right for me to be here, Maurey?"
"Quite sure, my dear. I'll explain as soon as Sam arrives. I must warn you that the situation's rather complex—and not without its unpleasant aspects."
"Really? How ominous!" Sena sat down on the edge of Sam's cot, raising her eyebrows in mild alarm. "Can't you—oh, that sounds like Sam now."
Maurey's supernormal hearing had already detected Sam humming under his breath at the foot of the stairwell. When he entered, the blackhaired giant's surprise was comical. "What are you trying to do, you two, get me thrown out?" he demanded, half-seriously. "After I went back to Maurey's crazy football team? There's gratitude for you!"
Maurey grinned and explained what had happened.
"So this is a private apartment now, Sam, and you can have a woman in it if you like."
"I like," Sam said immediately. Sena smiled.
"I thought you would. But there's a hitch. I knew that as soon as you heard the news, you and Sena would want to follow through on your commitment—your housing problem is already practically a legend; so I wanted to talk to you both, and try and persuade you not to do it."
"Not to do it?" they said together. Sena leaned forward. "What do you mean, Maury?"
"Sena, how much do you know about yourself—about your genetic makeup, that is?"
"Why, not a great deal," she admitted, frowning. "About what we all know about ourselves. I know who my parents were, and that one of them was related to Dr. Fred, and I know the theory of chromosome-doubling."
"That's what I thought. Do you know any more, Sam?"
"About myself?"
"No," Maurey said. "Sena."
Sam shook his head, patently mystified. Maurey paused a moment. He realized that he liked Sam, and he wondered if it were really necessary to be so brutal. The two kids loved each other; wouldn't it be enough to persuade them not to have a child?
He realized at once that the suggestion would be just as badly received as his earlier one. The near-sterility of the giants had made birth-control close to a crime among them; and besides, what if there should be an accident? A tremor of pure terror made him catch his breath.
"I hate to say this, but it's got to be said," he declared. "Sena, I've seen your records; Dr. Fred showed them to me. And you're not a tetraploid."
Sena went white, and one hand flew to her throat. "I'm —not?" she said faintly.
"I'm afraid not. Essentially—forgive me, both of you, but this thing transcends all of us—essentially you're diploid. Your size is tectogenetic in origin. You were given that one characteristic by direct manipulation—one of Dr. Fred's famous micro-operations on the genes. If you and Sam have a child, it will be triploid. Like Decibelle."
"Are you sure, Maurey?" Sam said slowly. "Why would Dr. Fred pull a trick like that? He told me that the dog was strictly an experiment, and that he hadn't gotten around to testing triploidy in humans."
"And so he hasn't. But when Sena's child is born, there's his test, As for why—well, naturally, scientific curiosity must have been one reason. He had to provide a diploid human being to mate with a tetraploid, so naturally he had to supply one of practicable size."
There was a brief silence. At last Sam said, "Maurey, I'm sorry, but I can't swallow that. Dr. Fred's not underhanded; he would have told Sena, and when he knew who Sena was going to live with, he would have told him, too. In this case, me."
"That's right," Sena agreed. "You must have misunderstood him, Maurey. After all you're not a geneticist, even though you are our biggest brain."
Maurey shook his head. "There was no reason for him to tell anybody. You've seen for yourself what a Blue Ox that dog is; would you have known it for a triploid if Dr. Fred hadn't told you? Of course you wouldn't; and your child would look like a tetra, too, just as Sena looks like one."
"But the reason, Maurey, the reason!"
"I can't be sure," Maurey said. "But Dr. Fred's an old man, and he doesn't think as straight as he used to. When I objected to this whole business he turned on me in a white rage—I was flabbergasted, let me tell you. The first thing I wanted to know was why he couldn't have implanted tetraploid germ cells in a diploid woman, artificially, instead of creating all this incipient heartbreak. That was when he lost his temper, so I never did get any answer.
"However, it's my guess that he doesn't think the tetras to have been a successful experiment, and so he's planting ringers among us. Sena is almost surely not the only one. In a few generations we'll be cut back down to diploid size again—we'll be diploids—without ever knowing exactly how or why it happened. And nobody will try the experiment again—because by that time the existing laws against further chromosome-doubling in human beings will be given a full set of teeth. Hell, I'm not even sure I'm not a phony—you can imagine what a shock this was to me. I think I can claim to know just how you both feel. But, there it is."
Sam swore and sat down abruptly, feeling for the arm of his desk chair with the gesture of a man gone suddenly weak in the knees. Sena was blinking, unsuccessfully trying to squeeze back tears. Maurey felt simultaneously like a louse and like a composer whose sonata has just been afforded an ovation.
"Of course it's hard to take, damned hard. I don't ask you to bolt it down whole, or expect you to; as Sena says, I might have misinterpreted what I saw; that might just possibly account for Dr. Fred's being so angry with me. I'd be delighted to be proven wrong, believe me. One of you ought to check me."
"I'll talk to him," Sam said. "I can't quite see you telling us this if it isn't so, Maurey, but of course we'll have to be sure you haven't gone off half-cocked." His voice wavered dubiously as he reached the end of the sentence. "Damnation! We'd really be out in the cold if it's true."
"Life is aye full of cark and cauld," Sena said. The attempt to be cheerful was pitifully futile. "I won't get any man, big or little, if I am just a phony. But Maurey, I'm nearly forty years old, and I was just getting out of an awful ten-year adolescence when I was twenty-eight. Doesn't that disprove your theory?"
"I wish it did," Maurey said somberly. "But unfortunately it doesn't prove anything either way. You'd have to be long-lived in order to seem like a terra, so Dr. Fred might have given you that characteristic too, for the purposes of the masquerade. Or you might be a true tetra, and I've caused all this fuss for nothing. I can only say that I wouldn't have opened my mouth if I hadn't been close to positive about it. All I want to know now is this: do you agree with me that, if it is true, Sena should not—should not bear any children?"
"No," Sam said. His voice was gravelly. "For all we know, Dr. Fred might be right: the tetras might have turned out to be an unsuccessful experiment. I'm convinced that you mean well, Maurey, but I won't commit us to anything until I've checked."
"Fair enough," Maurey agreed, rising. He was glad that Sam had chosen to be stubborn; it banished the last traces of that momentary regret. Sam was thoroughly likable, but in this chess-game no piece was indispensable. "Check," Maurey said.
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By the next day the story somehow had become common stock among the giants, though Sam was reluctant to believe that Maurey had been circulating it in advance of conclusive evidence. Possibly some part, if not all, of the discussion in the dorm had been overheard—voices had a way of leaking out under doors, and the cement stairwell made a passable whispering gallery; nor could any tetra be condemned for eavesdropping upon a matter of such intimate and personal importance to aU of them.
At first the reactions varied widely. There was flat incredulity—>
"Sam, who's mad at Sena? Somebody's spreading the gaw-damndest fairy tale!" and reluctant sympathy—
"Tough luck, Sam—it must be pretty rough on you, too." as well as immediate chauvinism—
"Good thing you found out in time, eh, old man?"
There was also a startling amount of covert hostility: some of the giants went out of their way to avoid the embarrassment, or the humiliation, of speaking to Sam.
It was still worse to find that a few of the giants had not shucked off the predatory vices of the diploids with their size. Several of them, Sena reported, seemed to have concluded that Sena needed "consolation" and would therefore be easy pickings. This shameful reminder of a common, ignoble ancestry troubled Sam most, although he could not say quite why he found it so ominous.
And nothing could be done about it. Dr. Fred was out of town, attending a world congress of geneticists in Toronto. As the month went by, Sena's presumptive diploidy receded gradually as the subject of conversation among the giants, and was replaced by a gathering excitement over the new private-citizen status and the Paying Job. There was also a good deal of speculation over a possible revival of the tournament idea, though neither Methfessel nor Maurey had mentioned it in over a month.
Underneath all this Sam saw the reactions to his and Sena's problem begin to divide and flow away from one another in two definite streams. The unbelievers and the sympathizers showed a tendency to merge into a common camp of support for the outcasts; while the chauvinists, the suspicious, and the rejected wolves clumped together elsewhere, more slowly, like blood-cells in an antagonistic serum.
Even grimmer portents were visible to Sam, whose deep personal involvement had sensitized him to the slightest signs of new trends. The division among the giants began to express itself in terms of the two teams on which they were now earning their living.
Tetras sympathetic to Sam and Sena, naturally enough, predominated in the Titans, where Sam played. As a result, the members of the minority faction began drifting over to the Atlanteans—where the same phenomenon was taking place in reverse. Methfessel, who now managed both teams, did not attempt to block the exchanges; indeed, Sam suspected him of encouraging it.
Certainly it was to Methfessel's advantage, for it brought the rivalry between the two teams—heretofore only a desultory, token rivalry at best—to a state of real acrimony, and the games became rough almost to the point of viciousness. The crowds loved it. The games always had partaken of the spirit of a mass gladiatorial contest—a spirit which is entirely a function of the temper of the spectators, not of what specific game is being played on the field—and now the players were accommodating themselves to that mood. The gate increased at once; the stands were packed for almost every game.
And the percentage of on-the-field injuries increased enormously.
Before Dr. Fred came back, it was already too late to scotch the schisming of these two camps even with any statement that there was nothing to Maurey's soft denunciation. Something had happened—Sam could not find out what—which had blighted Dr. Fred's authority among the tetras; they spoke of him in a way they had never spoken before, in a tone which regardless of the words had contempt beneath it. Sam tried all day to reach him, but Sam's own rigid schedule was in the way; he reached the scientist at last, by phone, at four in the afternoon just before a field trip, and then the old man evaded Sam's necessarily cautious questions and asked to see him at once, which was impossible. Sam had to settle for an appointment at 6:00 A.M. of the next day.
He thought of spending part of the penultimate evening with Sena, but knew at once that it would be the worst move he could make. Their situation was already dismal enough, without their sitting for two or three hours staring miserably at each other trying to find something to say, or proffering each other comfort where there was as yet no rational reassurance to be had. He called her, and told her of the appointment. Her quiet understanding made him feel a little better, but a moment later he was doubly aware of how desperate he had become.
Being alone in his room was even worse. He could not concentrate upon his technical books for more than three minutes without becoming conscious all over again of the all-gone feeling in the pit of his stomach, and the troubles of fictional characters filled him with a furious impatience: Emma Bovary had enthralled him for years, but now she seemed like a fool who had invented troubles in the absence of any real ones. At midnight he had enough, and threw himself out of his room without stopping to lock the door or put out the goose-neck desk lamp.
The long, aimless walk through the dim campus brought him finally to the edge of the river. He sat down on the steep-sloping bank and began to chuck stones into the black water. Each stone distorted the reflections of the lights of Columbian Pharmaceuticals on the other side, turning them into cold wriggling flames. After a great while he stopped throwing rocks and just sat, hugging his knees. The circling of his own thoughts numbed him, and the images on the water writhed hypnotically without any help . . . 
Across the water there was a shrill, mournful hooting. He blinked and sat himself up straight, feeling cramped and emotionally washed out. The hoot, he realized slowly, was the plant whistle, calling in the third of the firm's staggered shifts. That made it 4:00 A.M. His watch confirmed it.
Might as well walk slowly over to the Genetics building and wait for Dr. Fred to arrive. The wait would be tedious now that he was more awake, but some time could be killed by cutting through town and picking up breakfast at an all-night beanery. Unfortunately, he was not hungry. He climbed the sandy bank and began to walk, favoring his stiff muscles.
It was already dawn by the time he came in sight of the building. No one was stirring. It seemed a shame that such a peace ever should be broken, spurious though it was. He went up the broad river of steps, paused, and went inside, where it was warmer; he was chilled through.
The door of Dr. Fred's lab was ajar. Before Sam touched it he could see that the safe was standing open. Papers were tumbled out of it in a frozen cascade. His stomach-muscles knotted.
A robbery? But what did Dr. Fred have that anyone would want to steal?
He felt the answer searing its way up toward the surface of his mind. Anything was better than having to face it. He lunged through the door.
His first impulse after that was to run headlong back the way he had come and throw himself into the dawn-bloody river.
Dr. Fred was tumbled grotesquely on the boards, half under the workbench. His cheek and shoulder rested in a sticky black pool. In spite of his twisted position, it was easy to see that his entire rib-cage had been smashed in by some single, unimaginable blow.
Decibelle growled; then, recognizing Sam, she lifted her chin from the dead man's shoe. Whining softly, she began to crawl toward him on her belly. Sam bent abstractedly and put out a trembling hand toward the dog, but his eyes had already found the weapon and could not leave it.
It lay shattered in the farthest corner of the room, the one that was always darkest during the work-day. Now it was directly in the merciless early sunlight; and, despite its almost total breakage, he recognized it
He had made it
It was the projector of the one-way push.
All but a small percentage of Americans live out their lives without ever coming closer to murder than the daily tabloid can bring them, though magazine fiction and video confer a spurious intimacy with the subject. Sam was no exception. To say that he was overwhelmed with horror and fear is to say nothing, for, although true, the phrases did not correspond with the feeling: the emotions he suffered were horror and fear, but they were entirely unlike any emotions he had ever before associated with those words.
He realized that he should be doing something, but nothing occurred to him that was not wildly irrelevant. He simply squatted, absurdly scratching the half-grown dog and trying to think—not a rational thought, but just any thought at all. His whole mind was fragmented. Perhaps the most terrifying thing still was that instant searing flash he had felt at the moment he had first seen the body, that stab of guilt. Traces of it still remained, unexpungeable by mere certainty that he was innocent.
Partly, of course, the guilty feeling had come from an underlying consciousness of being in a bad position. Dr. Fred had been murdered while Sam was sitting by the river, alone, unable to account for his time; he had left his room light on, which would look like an amateur's attempt to establish an alibi; and a motive could be shown, a motive stronger than many a one which had hanged accused men before.
But the sensation had been stronger than simple fear. It had had all the flavor of confiction, of a compulsive self-knowledge: "I did it." It had brought out the defensive, the man whose real guilt is that of being different from his fellows.
All these fragments fluttered confusedly inside his skull for over two seconds. His first formulated thought was: Would a statistical study of the neurotics who run to the cops with "confessions" of every publicized crime show a predominance of minority-group members?
The question was so remote from any "proper" reaction to murder—as such reactions were taught in the video school-—that he could scarcely smother an hysterical giggle. But it freed him. He found that he could think again, with at least passable coherence. He gave the huge puppy a final pat and stood up.
It would be at best futile, at worst damning, to sneak out and let someone else discover the pitiful corpse. He was fairly saddled with it, and the real killer had planned nothing else; this much had to be accepted at the beginning. Sam knew that he could not hope to outplan such a man from a standing start. He would have to consolidate his position within the frame of a probable death-cell.
He had one advantage. The killer could not have anticipated that Sam would find the murder out at dawn, unless he had tapped Dr. Fred's wire and had so learned of the early-morning appointment. That would require vigilance of an order which Sam was convinced was impossible for anyone who needed to pretend to a "normal" schedule at the same time. Probably it had not even been planned that Sam himself should discover the body—accident had given Sam nearly the worst possible set of circumstances, but accidents cannot be planned; the crime had been expected to speak for itself, in Sam's absence. The killer, in short, could hardly have expected that Sam would be able to investigate before anyone else.
It would be half an hour at the least, Sam estimated, before the first assistant professor or instructor would enter the building, and at least an hour before the first undergraduate would be seeking Dr. Fred's lab and advice. Fifteen minutes should be enough to examine the sludge of papers before the open safe, and the opportunity justified almost any risk.
Sam pulled the sleeve of his jacket down over his left hand and slid open the drawer where the gynecological equipment was kept. The rubber gloves were there, all right, but they were dulled by a thin film of dusting starch. Anything he touched with those would be marked. Yet he could not afford a fingerprint; he had never before touched Dr. Fred's records, and it would be important to leave no evidence that he had.
Again he decided in favor of the lesser risk. Use of the gloves would show, but it would not point, except to suggest that there might be fingerprints inside the tips of the gloves. He wished the forthcoming fingerprint experts joy of that problem, for without stopping to think he could name fourteen people who had worn those gloves within the past month alone.
He used the gloves and put them back in the drawer. Sena's entire dossier was missing; so were those of Kelland, Hammy, Maurey, and Sam himself. In addition, random sections of other dossiers were, in his own fervent cliche, conspicuous by their absence. The names of the giants involved made a group in Sam's mind, but he could not quite label the group as yet, and he gave over trying for the moment. The absence of the papers on Sena's and his own case was conclusive enough for his own purposes, since it enabled him to name to himself the name he had been crowding out of his consciousness up until now: Maurice St. George.
Maurey, the chief god of all the stumbling Olympians Dr. Fred had produced, had rewarded his maker.
Sam could appreciate the subtlety of the planting even better after that conclusion. The apparent crudity of the frameup—for instance, the abandonment of the unique, easily ticketable weapon—would seem to rule out Maurey at once. Maurey had done more than implicate Sam: he had staged the scene to suggest a clumsy attempt to fake a frame-up. Sam felt an iron-cold certainty that Maurey's efforts would not go to waste. Maurey never did anything incompletely.
Was there anything more? Yes—the dog. There was the one remaining factor visible to Sam upon which no plan could count. Maurey could not have dared to kill the dog, since it was known among the giants that Decibelle did not like Maurey; furthermore, Maurey was unsentimental, and would not have thought of the dog except in terms of telltale torn trousers. Instead, Sam surmised, he had worked quickly, well above the level of the animal's understanding until it was far too late; and had then left, before Decibelle had confirmed Dr. Fred's death or the fact of a quarrel. Very probably there had been no quarrel, but only an unexpected silent blast from the projector, a crash of equipment, a heavy impact, footsteps receding in the creaking stairwell—and a frightened, an abruptly and puzzledly lonely dog.
But the dog was not stupid. It was not in any sense an ordinary dog. Maurey had gotten away without being attacked, but there were now some matters about which no doubt could exist in Decibelle's slow but inexorably direct mind.
"Decibelle," Sam murmured. "Hey-pup. Where's Sena? Where is she? Where's Sena?"
Decibelle looked up.
"Hey-pup. Hey'Decibelle. Where's Sena? Find Sena."
The repetition told. The dog, her ears still drooping, looked toward the door, and then back at Sam. "Go find her. Go on. Go find Sena."
Decibelle thought about it, blinking her bloodshot eyes alternately and rather upsettingly. Then she stood up, or almost stood up, and crept back toward Dr. Fred.
"No, no. I'm here, puppy. I'll take care of Dr. Fred. Don't you worry. Leave it to Sam. Get Sena. Come-on. Decibelle, find Sena. Hey-now. That's a good pup. Go to Sena. Go find Sena."
The immense animal looked back at Sam.
"That's it, Decibelle. Sam's here. Go to Sena. Come-on, Decibelle. Find Sena. Tell Sena about Maurey. You're a good girl, you did your job. Now tell Sena."
At the word "Maurey," the hair along the dog's spine coarsened. By the time Sam had come to his final order, Decibelle's back looked like a scrubbing-brush. Her claws ticking on the boards, she moved reluctantly toward the door.
"Hurry, Decibelle. That's it, that's it. Find Sena! Quick pup! Go get Sena!"
Suddenly, it took. The dog growled, softly, a sound as ragged and ugly for all its distance as the encounter of a buzzsaw with rusty metal. Instantly and without transition the great beast bayed, bayed enormous and bloody murder, and lunged out and down the stairs. The belling cry burst forth onto the campus and receded on the fresh morning air.
Sam listened to the dimming clamor for a moment. Then he swabbed his forehead with his wilted handkerchief and picked up D., Fred's phone.
"Get me the police."
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The Civil Freedoms Association met in the cellar of the Romance Languages house, in a moderately luxurious, cedar-panelled room which, though quite small, was usually far too large for the group. Tonight, however, the attendance had turned out to be so large that the cellar clubroom was an impossibility. As the room became more jammed and the air still bluer with smoke, June looked more and more worried, and Maurey, despite himself, more and more contented. Finally the meeting was adjourned upstairs to the building's largest classroom.
The reason, to nobody's surprise, was a turnout in force of the tetras themselves—the diploid membership of the equal-rights bloc had never been more than tiny. The crisis over Sam's killing of Dr. Fred had made a general conference unavoidable; and Maurey had agreed, reluctantly, with June that the giants' strongest diploid supporters should add their small encouragement. There were also a few policemen, supposedly there to protect so large a gathering of giants and fellow-travellers from being mobbed by a possibly outraged citizenry; their number was small, but their publicity value was enormous. (This suggestion, too, June had thought her own.) The presence of the cops, in turn, made newspaper reporters inevitable.
The formal opening of the meeting was considerably delayed while Maurey waited for the last possible giant to appear. The rest of the tetras—mostly of the Titan faction—twisted in their seats, like high school students crowded under fourth-graders' desks by a building shortage, and muttered to each other. The INS reporter, who had also to attend an anti-vivisectionists' conclave across town, interviewed Maurey briefly without seeming to listen very closely to his answers, and left.
Finally June caught Maurey's eye. He shrugged and moved his fingers away from his chest as if trundling some round object toward the edge of a table. June made a smart tattoo with the gavel.
"Friends, let's get to the business at hand," she said clearly above the thrum of talk. She looked extraordinarily young on the rostrum. "I won't call roll or fuss around with parliamentarianisms tonight—this meeting is too important and we're starting rather late. I'm going to ask our large confreres to sit quiet a little while longer while we hear from Tom Drobinski. Tom's editor of the Dunhill Campus Echo, the head of our public relations committee; I think he can tell us something about what the public temper is like right now. Shoot, Tom."
Drobinski, a swarthy sophomore journalism major with a cranial structure that would have thrown a frog into convulsions of jealousy, stood up and said rapidly: "You've all seen most of the papers so I won't go into detail on that. Briefly, they're all taking the same line, except the Worker, which hasn't taken any notice at all yet, and the Times, which made a fairly successful try at being impartial.
"We haven't any facilities for monitoring, but the video-casts I've seen myself all played up the parricide angle, and used lots of myth-faking and crude dream symbols—heavy emphasis on mystery, hazy gigantic figures, Biblical references to 'giants in the earth,' the kind of thing that makes people feel alarmed without knowing why. On the whole I think everybody, but everybody, thinks Ettinger is guilty, except for some of the leftist columnists who know he's guilty but sort of wish he weren't—some kind of identification-reaction there but I'm not analyst enough to make it very clear."
"Give us a sample, Tommy," one of the diploids said. "Well, Bax Ferner has a long, quasi-Freudian chew in tonight's Weathervane, hinting that big people are just naturally murderous because nobody loves them, but that it's black Fascism to single them out. But that's on the side. I saw a mess of news service dispatches from the capitol just before I came here. One of the state senators is going to put a resolution on the floor tomorrow to have the tetra colony taken under state supervision now that the university's sold its jurisdiction—"
"But Tommy, that must be illegal!"
"No it isn't," Drobinski said. "The laws relating to Indian reservations haven't been needed for seventy years, but they're still on the books. That's only the beginning: there's another resolution being drafted to register all the tetras with the Habitual Offenders Monitor, give them numbers, make them show wallet cards to new employers, and all that. And there's going to be a lot more trouble tomorrow—Ira Methfessel has just announced a big tournament of some kind, evidently the one that all the rumors have been about, and the stadium boxoffice claims that people are already climbing all over each other to get tickets."
He stopped speaking as if he had been turned off, and sat down. Then his voice shot forth again from among the seats, startlingly. "We're about two days away from Pasadena, I'd say," he declared with flat clarity. "Only this time—
"June, may I chip in?" The deep, gentle voice came into the tense silence like a benison. June smiled.
"We have to think about Sam right now," the speaker said from the back of the room. "Maurey, do you think he has a prayer of getting a fair trial?"
"Yes and no," Maurey said, rising. "Obviously there'll be political bias; it'll be impossible to pick a jury that won't already be largely anti-tetra, emotionally. Is that what you mean, Kelland?" "Just that."
"Well, I see nothing that we can do about it. Except for that factor, I expect the trial to be scrupulously fair. Naturally, we'll have to get ourselves a good lawyer, as brilliant a man as our pooled resources can afford. I'm sure Methfessel will let us have an advance on the gate for the tournament if he's properly approached—"
There was a racket on the floor. The center of the disturbance was another giant, an Atlantean, who was now standing and shouting. Since there were four other giants shouting at him, Maurey, and each other at the same time, nothing coherent came through. June added the crack of the gavel to the din, which subsided promptly.
"What were you hollering, Briggs?"
"That its ridiculous to talk about doing anything for Sam Ettinger," Briggs said hotly. "What he's done makes him as vicious an enemy of ours as the kept press. If we band together behind him, the public will identify us with him. What we should do is draft a resolution condemning the murder, and demanding quick, merciless justice; pass it unanimously, and give it to the reporters."
"That's the stuff to give the troops," an excitable diploid crowed.
"I have nothing against mercy myself," Maurey said mildly. "And neither one resolution nor twenty is going to speed up justice any faster than the law will let it go."
"The words don't matter; the important thing is to disassociate ourselves from Ettinger."
"Throw out the Jonah," Kelland suggested. Briggs failed to take the remark as a criticism, or even to place the metaphor.
"Exactly; throw him to the wolves," he growled, deporting the seafaring Jonah to a droshky with a single stroke. "He's earned it What he's done is untetraploid. He's a—a Pasadentist."
"What was done was bad," Maurey said, unruffled. "But we have absolutely no proof that Sam did it. He designed the weapon that was used, to the best of my knowledge, but I myself put the weapon into Dr. Fred's safe, and there's no direct evidence that Sam got it out again, or that he even knew the combinations."
"I'm not sure he designed that gadget," Kelland interrupted. "I've worked on things of that type myself, from knowledge you gave me, Maurey."
There was a flurry of scribbling among the reporters. Maurey frowned warningly, but Kelland plunged on. "You have my drawings and could have built a projector yourself to my design. Hell, Maurey, nobody even knows whether or not the gadget really was the murder weapon. A young male giant could easily crush a frail old man's chest in an identical fashion with the back of a shovel, in one swipe. The projector could have been a blind."
. Maurey could feel himself helplessly going white-lipped. Since he could not control the reaction, he would have to account for it before some dangerous construction was put upon it. The easiest and quickest way was to take offense.
"Pardon me, Kelland," he said, "but it's a good thing I know you well and know you're a blunt and sometimes blundering sort of guy socially. Otherwise I might have to lose my temper. Everything you say is true, but it could also be taken to add up to an accusation—of murder. Not a very wise thing to do in public."
"I'm sorry," Kelland said at once. "I had no intention of accusing you. I simply wanted to point out that Briggs is hanging Sam well in advance of any proof that he's done anything wrong."
"The point," Maurey said, "is well taken, if badly put What about that, Briggs?"
Briggs opinion was succinct but unprintable. "I demand a vote," he added.
"On what?"
"On whether or not we denounce Ettinger. What else?"
"Will you go along with the decision if it goes against you?" Maurey asked curiously.
"Sure: What do you take me for? Whatever we do, it ought to be unanimous. You're asking so many questions, let me ask you one: Who do you think murdered Dr. Fred?"
"It's not my function to decide that," Maurey said, making each word tell. "However, Briggs, I seriously doubt that any tetra would have raised a hand against the old man, whatever the fancied or real provocation. If we do decide to help defend Sam, part of our effort ought to go also toward looking elsewhere.
There had been a murmuring of side-chatter all through the meeting, a murmur of private debates whose participants could not afford more than one ear to the discussion. Now, as the iron in Maurey's speech began to bite deeper, the room became more and more quiet, until at last there was an unearthly silence. The reporters bent intently over their notebooks, and Maurey could see the headlines being conceived:
LUMMOXES HINT NON-GIANT SLEW DR. HYATT:
THREATEN VENDETTA
But he wanted those headlines to surprise the tetras, so he did not dare let the silence persist long enough for full comprehension to set in. "June," he said, "would you tear up some paper and pass out the fragments? If you favor hiring a lawyer, for Sam, friends, write 'Yes" if the 'No' slips predominate, we'll entertain a new motion."
But, of course, the Yesses won. There were two 'No" votes. One was Maurey's own, cast to break up Briggs' suicidal ideal of unanimity; Briggs himself had agreed to cast the other one, and Maurey was more than glad of the foreplanning. He had not anticipated such a landslide.
He announced the results. The reporters broke for the door Maurey looked at Briggs, who shrugged. The shrug was a genuine artistic stroke; Briggs would become a great actor in the new world, Maurey, thought, if he lived to see it.
Maurey was in honest doubt as to whether or not he should.
Sam had found with dull astonishment what every newly-imprisoned man finds: that after only a brief isolation from his own world, he could no longer understand the news. He read through the local paper's lead-story account of the "conference of war" with the conviction that none of the tetras whose names were attached to the quotations could have said anything like that; yet as a whole, the story hung together.
There was a great deal more that was puzzling. Methfessel had announced his tournament—there was a half-page ad for it in the sports section, and half the editorial copy in the section was devoted to it. Methfessel's ad made very little sense:
SEE Titans in Deadly Combat! SEE Flying Shock Troops Clash in Mid-Air! SEE Affairs of Honor FOUGHT TO THE FINISH with SWORDS OF FIRE! Towering Heroes contend for the favors of Georgeous Giantesses with strange Weapons never before used on any battlefield! Champions in armor—mass charges—futuristic warfare—blazing color, beauty, spectacle! THE EVENT OF A LIFETIME!" And more, proving nothing that Sam could see but that Barnum was not dead after all.
The sportswriters were generally hostile, or, at the least, sarcastic, but appeared to have little better idea of what Methfessel actually planned than Sam could deduce. Certainly the propaganda hardly suggested mailed knights on brewery horses, despite the medieval trappings of the ad-writer's copy. On the editorial page, the newspaper's proprietors took a dim view of the whole business, suggesting darkly that there was something frivolous—in another century the editorial might have said "worldly"—in the giants' staging a circus when their whole existence was a matter of the gravest concern among right-thinking normal human beings. Like most editorialists, however, the writer seemed to fear standing too strongly on one side of the fence, despite not having to sign his name; for the editorial wound up with a foggily hopeful remark about people putting their best feet forward. Perhaps this was intended to pass for impartiality.
The smaller stories about the crime itself were a little more comprehensible. Sena, who had been held as a material witness, had been released upon a stiff bail which Maurey had put up (Sam had been unable to speak to her). The paper had a "human interest" interview with her, which wavered nervously between straight sob-sister treatment and a tendency to acidulousness. There was no mention of the dog, for which Sam was grateful no matter what it meant.
The trial date was already set, a two-column italic head announced. A box on page 12 contained an irrelevant datum about Sam's university post, evidently supposed to be funny. There was a column of fuzzily learned speculation about the weapon, written by the man who usually did the paper's "Little Walks With Nature"—Maurey had declined to explain the mechanism except before the grand jury, on the grounds that there was a patent pending on the principle which publication of details would prejudice. Finally, there was a meandering roundup yarn dealing with official reactions to the murder, including the news of Sam's dismissal from the graduate faculty, and a comment from the state's government which promised prompt punishment for "provocative acts."
All of which was alarming without being in the least enlightening. What most irritated Sam—his strongest emotion now, for it was impossible to sustain an intense consciousness of personal danger continuously for a week—was his being cast, at this point, for the role of the impotent Husband in a bad videocast. The stage was all set for the Big Think, wherein the male lead was to take a long walk or be shut up in a room until he Came-to-Realize, with his own voice squawking at him through a filter (representing Thoughts) to a background of treacly organ-music.
The irritation, of course, sprang from the fact that a Big Think was by this time a commodity for which Sam had no use. He had Come-to-Realize a week ago, in a split second, without benefit of vox humana tremulo. Sam's thinking was often slow, but his conclusions none the less sound for being belated. He knew, he was certain, the name of Dr. Fred's murderer, and he knew in general what Maurey's purpose was: to widen the gap between giants and diploids by every subtle means, and to provoke an eventual break in which Pasadena would happen again in the opposite direction.
 
 
Sam had been blind to the implications of the one-way-push as a weapon, but his was a type of mind that saw things at once upon demonstration. Jolted into thinking of the phenomenon in military terms, half a dozen expedients occurred to him—side-arms, pressor fields, an antimissile field—any one of which he could have designed with a minimum of experimentation. From this point of view Maurey's apparently suicidal program appeared in a different and much grimmer light, and reminded Sam that a hundred men who knew the basic uses of explosives could have taken over the Roman Empire by direct frontal attack.
Maurey had called the tournaments a blind for his moon colonization project. It was interesting to see what understanding could come out of standing Maurey's statements on their heads. Maurey had never had the faintest interest in the moon, as Sam knew he should have seen at once. On the other hand, it was now clear that the tournaments were essential—that they were nothing less than training grounds for a tetraploid militia, for training in a new and terrifying armamentarium.
But it was in the matter of the "phony" tetraploidy that Maurey's massive intelligence had shone most brilliantly. Sam had a sickening hunch that there actually was something amiss in Sena's genetic background, but Maurey's moves made sense all down the line even if one assumed that the whole "phony" story had been pure invention. The accusation had invalided Sam out of any participation in anti-diploid politics, a field where Maurey could not afford to trust him, first by giving Sam something more immediate to worry about, and second by providing the other giants with grounds for distrusting Sam.
The murder followed logically. It stowed Sam safely away physically, as the "phony" story had already isolated him politically; and at the same time it multiplied anti-diploid feeling marvelously by making martyrs of both victim and accused. Finally, the records which had been taken from the safe had been selected with perfect cunning to suggest that the very tetras least likely to go along with Maurey were also "phony" in their genetic makeup—and that Maurey himself might belong to that group, which made him look like an altruist.
It had been well done. Sam, lying full length on the cell bunk with his arms folded under his head and his feet on the cold floor, was surprised to find in himself an impersonal streak which found it all admirable. None of his deductions had thrown him into the expectable fury against Maurey. The renegade giant, in Sam's limited vocabulary, simply had no morals.
He was neither mad nor bad, but only a direct-actionist. He was a social outcast, like all the tetras, but he was unlike them in following exile into its last ditch—that murky declivity where there is no such thing as bad means. Maurey would not even excuse bad means by a good end, for Maurey would consider a bad end worth no means at all.
This trait in Maurey, Sam had seen often in the laboratory, usually with the result that Gordian knots fell asunder with magical suddenness. Early in the study of the oneway push, Sam had resisted a suggested line of inquiry on the grounds that it was mathematically ridiculous. His chief had said, "Are you going or staying, Sam? Math is just rationalization after the deed. If you're going, go, and let the explanation wait; if you don't want to go, then stay home, but don't complain that the goal you've abandoned doesn't show on the map. If you decide to stay home, you don't care what the map shows. The .place you want to go to always exists, even if it's marked 'Terra Incognita' or 'Here Are Dragons.' "
Maurey was admirable. Nevertheless, living as a human being demanded a constant fight for protection against his logical kind. Sam had personal objections to mangling the lives of others for any end; and the same impersonality that allowed him to admire Maurey's clarity and brilliance made him ruthless against the ends Maurey sought. It would make him equally ruthless against Maurey himself, when the time came.
Sam had hardly a noticeable fraction of Maurey's intricacy, but he was sure that time was coming.
There were footsteps outside, and Sam propped himself up on one elbow. The guards had brought his dinner. By diploid standards they were tough and chunky animals, as formidable as bears—but then by diploid standards the bars of Sam's cell were impassable, while against Sam they had to be electrified.
The guards put Sam's tray on the floor before the door and backed off to either side, retrieving their shotguns. Both of them looked up, their faces lit by the bulb which, Sam had decided, showed whether the current was on or off; then the glow vanished from their stubbly chops and they looked down again. "Come and get it, lummox."
Sam got up and bent to pull the tray under the bars. As usual, the meal was heavy, more than double the ration for the biggest possible diploid, and so nearly double what Sam needed. Like all the giants, his katabolic rate was very slow, and a high proportion of what he ate served him as fuel rather than as material for the building of new cells. Evidently the prison authorities had assumed that he'd been returning half his meals uneaten because he'd been too nervous to clean the plates.
It was only one more sign that the people who had the best reasons to be concerned with the problem of the tetraploids had not made the smallest effort to learn the available facts about them, though all the facts had been available for half a century.
The guards watched, waiting for the light to come on again. They were stupid, but not unfriendly, despite the gingerly way in which they had to approach him. One of them said, "Heard the news?"
"I saw the morning paper," Sam said, denuding a chop-bone. "Something's come up since?"
"The gov'nor's put the kibosh on the big show you guys were going to stage," the guard said. "Says it might cause a riot. What was it goin' t' be like, anyhow? Was you rilly goin' t' fly through the air an' all that?"
"I wish I knew," Sam said. "I got clapped in here before I heard more than a rumor or two. Methfessel seems to have changed his plans since then."
"It's a damn dirty trick, if you ast me," the other guard said. The light came on, and they lowered their guns and came a little closer to the door. "I bought tickets for the wife and kids—two bucks a throw for seats 'way up in th' bleachers. This Methfessel goin' t' give refunds or rainchecks?"
"Oh, sure," Sam said. "He'd have to. He's been running the sports for the university up to now—I'm pretty sure he's honest."
"Well, the family's goin' t' be pitched off about missin' it all the same."
"You was lucky," the first guard grumbled. "They wasn't no tickets when / got t' the box-office. I got mine from a scalper at ten rocks a throw. One buck seats, too. I'm gonna lose nine apiece on 'em, an' a couple the other boys is in the same fix. If I had this Methfessel I'd take it outa his hide-—but I guess it ain't his fault, neither. It ain't as if I had money t' burn."
"Tough," Sam said sincerely. "As far as I'm concerned, I don't think Methfessel had any business announcing the tournament to begin with. He should have known it'd just have made more trouble."
"Yeah," the guard said, rather automatically, since it had been obvious that he hadn't been listening. "Looked like it was goin' to be good, too. Every onct in a wile we could see one of the big guys shootin' up above the stadium an' down agin like a freakin' eagle—"
"You could see—"
"Just accidental," the guard said hastily. "Not that we was peekin'. We paid our money fair an' square, so why should we of peeked?"
"Oh, I didn't mean that," Sam said. But it was impossible to admit what he had meant by his interjection—he was almost afraid to think about it in public. His appetite extinguished suddenly, he put his tray back on the floor and slid it out. The guard, shrugging at his sudden reticence, took it up and went off.
Sam sat still on the narrow bunk, chill and stunned. So the talk about flying in Methfessel's ad hadn't been just hyperbole! Evidently Maurey, perhaps with help, had developed the one-way push into a sort of—well, a sort of boot-strap for self-lifting purposes. Of course it was now easy to see how such a thing could be designed—but Sam hadn't seen it before, all the same. Evidently he needed the Big Think much more than he'd been ready to believe.
Sam thought conscientiously.
After he was through thinking, he was still sitting on the bunk. This flat fact could not be thought away; it was the most important thing he had to think about. If Maurey had any sort of flying equipment—and even a "flying belt" was not unthinkable—he would without doubt stage some sort of melodramatic rescue raid on the prison where Sam was held.
Sam found that pill hard to swallow, but he swallowed it. The subtleties of amoral persons, of "expedient" politics, invariably wound up in just such cataclysmic crudities if they were pushed far enough along the line of their own logic, and Maurey was exactly the man to push that far. Maurey was a genius in most respects, but his ability to boggle at the verge of disaster was slightly below that of a lemming.
And no amount of thinking would turn up any more logical specific step than that of a raid on the jail. No other percussion-cap for a show-down-by-force with the diploids could be expected to crop up for some years longer than Maurey's patience would last. All Maurey's plans pointed to exactly that—indeed they were ultimately explicable only in terms of that intent and no other. If Sam were freed, Maurey would have to think of something else; but Sam did not expect to be freed, nor acquitted—and to include the possibility of acquittal in his puzzling way to include nothing more than a hope that problems would solve themselves. Sam was too good a scientist to let that hope creep into his hypothesizing.
FACT: Sam was inside the jail. Knowing Maurey's plans with reasonable certainty did him no good whatsodamnever.
The raid could only precipitate a massacre. In the confusion Sam would perhaps get away, and afterward he would have to be shown to the tetras who had freed him; that meant that he would not be killed treacherously under the guise of being done a favor. The chances were slightly less good for Sena—who would probably disappear—not to be killed at once, for if there were hidden in her any solution to the tetraploid problem, however disagreeable, Maurey would have to know it in its totality in order to combat it, as that same knowledge would be needed to make it work; but she would be taken out of circulation, and, eventually, eliminated when Maurey became satisfied with what he knew.
In the face of all this, Sam knew himself to be nothing but a hulking male Cassandra. He could, if he chose, tell the truth of what was to come. But no one about would listen. His actions were just as constrained as his words. He would be tried; convicted; when Maurey's "rescue" force arrived, he would escape. To escape now, entirely aside from the fact that it could not be done, would make him the object of a merciless manhunt, which would turn into a pogrom before it was over—exactly as Maurey's raid would turn into a pogrom.
In both cases, there would remain some question as to who was supposed to be exterminating whom, until the very last poor dog was hung, and the remaining bloody noses counted.
FACT: Sam could not stop the raid. The situation had deteriorated to a point where the raid, no matter how mad it was bound to be, had to happen. No one could stop it, any more than die trial itself could be stopped. Event logic dictated it, and, too, dictated Sam's escape. After that—
After that, perhaps, Cassandra might step out of the play, in favor of Orestes returned from exile. Maybe. There was no better answer yet. For now, Sam had only one function in the drama:
He sat and waited.
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Sam's lawyer was young, short of stature, and implacably cheerful. His name was Wlodzmierzc, which is the kind of name newspapers never misspell (the Smiths are the unhappy cognomens which get ignored by the proofreader.) Wlodzmierzc was chatting with reporters now, as had been his practice during the past three days toward the end of every recess, switching, effortlessly into one or another of six different languages as needed.
The additional languages were always needed, for the world press had taken up the story of the trial, and legal observers from the International Court of Justice also were present. Wlodzmierzc himself was a UN appointee who had presented his credentials to Maurey before Maurey had decided on a man in whom to invest the tetra's war-chest. Since the Pole was obviously better qualified than any possible lawyer Maurey could have hired, and since in addition none of the tetras could afford to give away money where there was no need, Maurey had been forced to pass back the sums to the original contributors.
Whether or not Maurey had been happy about this unexpected turn remained an open question. He had not confided in Sam. The imprisoned giant suspected, however, that Maurey had accepted it as inevitable, and therefore not worth more than a mild swearword or two.
Even Sam himself had seen it coming, as soon as the Soviet UN delegation, still smarting from having been forced to return five acquittals in the Belgrade Trials, had suggested the possibility of "lynch law in the American giant case."
Even the American representative had had to admit that "some public prejudice might possibly affect the conduct of the trial." After that, though the way to be traversed had still been tortuous, a Wlodzmierzc had been clearly visible at its end.
The bailiff rapped, and the lawyer came back quickly to the defense table, smiling innocently at Sam.
"Anything new?" the giant said in a low voice. The lawyer seated himself and leaned sidewise; always, when seated, he watched the bench and the witness chair steadfastly, never looking at Sam, but canting alarmingly whenever they had to speak.
"Not very much, I am afraid. I am beginning to feel that international intervention here has had a largely ugly effect upon the local populace, and such an attitude inevitably will filter through to the jury and perhaps even to the judge. A pity that we failed to get a change of venue to England."
"I wish you'd explain again why you tried that."
"A question of publicity purely, Sam. English law does not permit newspapers or television commentators to mention a criminal case until a decision has been handed down. Afterwards they may give complete accounts of the trial, and claim abuses of justice if they believe they have seen any, but beforehand, no. The UN's proposed World Code includes such a provision, but the United States and several other—" He dropped abruptly into the telegraphic pidgin he used while the court was actually in session. "No matter. Here's judge."
"Sena Hyatt Carlin!" the bailiff cried.
The audience stirred. This was its first chance to look in person on the "Blond Princess" who had featured so largely in the tabloid accounts. Sena came to the stand confidently, was sworn in, turned and sat down with a concentrated grace. Her expression was clear, and a little cold—suggesting neither disgust nor contempt, but simply aloofness. Sam took a deep, quiet breath.
Both the aloofness and the confidence became more marked as she answered the preliminary questions. They came rapidly, and Sena answered them at the same pace, using the number of words proper to answer the questions as put, no more, no less, allowing the district attorney to establish her identity and her qualifications as a witness. In the same position Sam would have gone slowly, wary of possible traps in the first routine queries, but Sena did not appear to be afraid.
The prosecutor might have been impressed, if unwillingly, by her self-possession; in any event he set no traps. He said at last, "Now, Miss Carlin, is it true that Dr. Hyatt never informed you that you were not a tetraploid individual?"
"No."
"No, he did not?"
"No, it is not true," Sena said.
"Then he did so inform you?"
"No. He had no true information of that kind to give."
The D. A. smiled. "We'll let that pass for the moment. You have heard Dr. St. George's testimony—I refer to that part of his deposition in which a visit by him to the dormitory room of the accused is described. Is that description accurate, to the best of your knowledge?"
"Quite accurate," Sena said coldly.
"Did you, at the time of that conversation, believe that Dr. St. George might have been misleading you?"
"No, I didn't."
"Very good," the prosecutor said in succulent tones. "You considered, then, that there might be a real barrier, an impediment let us say, to your having children by the accused?"
For the first time Sena appeared to be slightly uncertain. "I suppose I did feel that way," she said at last. "For the most part, though, I was just—well, alarmed, and anxious to find out whether or not M—Dr. St. George was right."
"I will not protest that answer, but I must ask you in the future to confine yourself more closely to the question proper," the D. A. said. "Prior to Dr. St. George's disclosure, however, you had planned to marry the accused; is that correct?"
Wlodzmierzc snapped open like an automatic card table. "Objection."
The judge looked interestedly at the Pole, as one examines one's first fossil dinosaur egg. Wlodzmierzc said, "My honorable opponent's question is so phrased as to open the question of the family system among the tetraploid people. Such material would be irrelevant and most certainly prejudicial."
"The prejudicial aspects are clear," the judge admitted, turning to the prosecutor. There was slight edge on his voice, and Sam was instantly convinced that the jury had been meant to notice it. "Mr. Sturm, are you prepared to defend the relevancy of the material?"
"No, your honor; my phrasing was fortuitous. I will withdraw the question and restate it."
Yeah, Sam thought glumly. Now that the jury has been reminded of what a loose-living crowd the lummoxes are anyhow—
"Yes, that's true," Sena was saying.
"Thank you. What was the reaction of the accused to Dr. St. George's disclosure?"
"He didn't believe it," Sena said.
"Quite; but Dr. St. George has also said that the accused was angry. Was that your impression as well?"
"No," Sena said. "Anyhow, not exactly. Do you mean whether or not he seemed angry at Dr. Fred?"
The lawyer bowed ironically. "That is what I meant."
Sena shook her head. "He was upset, just as I was, but he couldn't be mad at Dr. Fred until he'd found out whether or not the story was true."
"Then he would have been angry had the victim told him the story was true?"
"That would depend on the explanation. If Sam was shown a good reason for such a deception, I'm sure he'd go along."
"This is, however, merely your estimate of the defendant's character."
"That is what you asked me for, Mr. Sturm."
"True. When did' you first learn of the murder, Miss Carlin?"
"That morning; I think it was about seven o'clock."
Sturm smiled. "One hour after the accused's appointment with Dr. Hyatt, if I am not in error. And Mr. Ettinger notified you himself, I believe? Can you remember his exact words?"
"The first thing he said?"
"That will do nicely."
"Yes," Sena said. "He said, 'Check, Sena'."
The D.A.'s smile turned magically into a scowl. "That's all?"
"Well, he said 'Goodbye,' too."
"Did you and Mr. Ettinger play much chess?"
"No. I don't know how, and I've never heard him mention playing himself."
"But I presume you knew what the accused meant by Check."
"I thought I knew."
"You're being rather stubborn, Miss Carlin. Must I ask you directly what your opinion is of the meaning of 'Check, Sena'? Very well, what is your opinion?"
"He meant to ask me to check the genetic aspects of Dr. St. George's allegation. He saw, of course, that he was sure to be arrested and in no position to check the matter further himself."
"Does it strike you that there are much simpler ways of interpreting the remark?"
Sam clutched Wlodzmierzc by the elbow, but the lawyer shook his head.
"Under the circumstances, no."
"Then will you explain, please, how two enigmatic words would suffice to inform you of a murder, unless it had been foreplanned in your presence?"
There was a long-drawn a-a-a-a-h in the courtroom, general but too soft for any but a conscientious judge to silence.
Sena said, "I already knew about the murder. Mr. Ettinger sent for me and I saw the body before any words were spoken at all. After that not many words were needed."
"But surely he spoke words over the telephone?" Sturm said gently.
"He didn't telephone; he sent a friend."
"With what message?"
"No message."
"The friend simply appeared? Who was this friend?"
"Dr. Hyatt's dog."
The attorney turned bright crimson in the space of a second. "Miss Carlin," he said in a tight voice, "are you asking this court to believe that Mr. Ettinger managed to get you to come to Dr. Hyatt's laboratory merely by sending a dog after you? Or did he pin a tearful note to the dog's collar? Or was it, perhaps, a talking dog?"
"Which of your questions shall I answer?" Sena demanded angrily.
"None, Miss Carlin. None. I withdraw the questions. Mr. Wlodzmierzc, your witness." The prosecutor made such a triumphal march to his table that Sam could almost hear strains of Meyerbeer in the stale air.
"One moment, Mr. Wlodzmierzc," the judge said nervously. "You realize, I'm sure, that you may object to the final line of questioning before asking the witness, under American law? I am not suggesting that the prosecutor's questions were in any way improper, but I wish to be sure that you do not unknowingly forfeit any—"
"Thank you, your honor, but I have no objections to enter," Wlodzmierzc said in a brisk voice. "I am pleased that my worthy opponent brought up this question of the dog, Miss Carlin. Rather than consume more court time bringing this information out piecemeal, I am going to make a brief statement about the dog myself; I shall then ask you whether or not the statement is correct, and if not, wherein it is in error."
"I object!" Sturm said hotly. "Your honor, surely the attorney of the accused is in no position to testify on behalf of a witness."
"He has a clear right to pose an hypothetical question," the judge said, "depending upon its content, of course. Proceed, Mr. Wlodzmierzc."
"Thank you, your honor. Miss Carlin, this is my formulation:
"The dog in question is a giant dog. It is not a tetraploid, but closely related to the tetraploids, in a theoretical sense. As such, it is of abnormal intelligence, as well as of abnormal size. It was this dog, then, which awoke you shortly before seven on the morning of the murder—to use my learned friend's way of referring to a day during which no such murder may have occurred—"
"Objection!"
"Overruled," the judge said unhappily.
"But your honor, the grand jury returned a true bill of murder!"
"Mr. Wlodzmierzc didn't question that. He questioned the day."
"—by entering your dormitory building, pushing your door open, and pulling the covers off your bed. We have testimony to show that this dog, this same dog, was seen and heard on the campus at this time, being very noisy; however, it made no sound while in the dormitory."
"Are you prepared to substantiate this in any other way than by the passive agreement of the witness, Mr. Wlodzmierzc?"
"Yes, your honor. We are prepared to bring the animal here, and to demonstrate that it can follow complex directions, understand situations involving as many as three variables, and exercise reasoning faculties in general which are slightly greater than those of a chimpanzee, particularly those faculties which might be termed integrative. I may go so far as to say that this dog is an important witness for the defense. In the meantime, however, I ask only that my statement be accepted as testimony from the present witness by virtue of whatever agreement she may vest in it."
"All right. Let's hear the rest."
"The rest is quickly told. Miss Carlin, you went with the dog to Dr. Hyatt's laboratory; she led you there. Once arrived, you found Mr. Ettinger and the body. Mr. Ettinger pointed to the spilled papers which have been mentioned before in this court, and said, 'Check, Sena.' You thereupon looked at all the papers during the next five minutes, and left that laboratory, with the dog. At this point let me ask you whether or not I have stated the facts correctly."
"Quite correctly, Mr. Wlodzmierzc."
"Good." Wlodzmierzc darted with a sudden, sparrow-like movement to the defense table and returned, bearing a sheet of paper. "Your honor, I have here a sheet of paper of ordinary legal length. It is completely covered, as these warranted duplicates will show, by single-spaced, typewritten lines, ungrouped, which consist entirely of figures. We prepared this document in the hope of providing something which could not possibly be memorized in advance; Miss Carlin, in any event, has never seen it before. Will the prosecution allow us to show it to her for four seconds by stopwatch, in order to demonstrate that she is able to memorize it with complete accuracy in that time?"
"Well, Mr. Sturm?"
There was a good deal of mumbling, during which Sam was vaguely surprised to find himself in the throes of a chill of malarial violence. At last Sturm agreed to let Wlodzmierzc proceed with the demonstration, providing that Sena would also memorize in four seconds two pages of the FAO rice-production tables for 1948, to be selected by Sturm.
Sena did beautifully with both, muffing (as Wlodzmierzc had before the trial insisted that she should) eight of the thousand figures in the prepared sheet, and throwing in a stumble over one word in a footnote on the FAO tables for good measure.
"We have arranged this demonstration, Your Honor," the Pole said, "in order to establish that Miss Carlin is capable of memorizing written information in great quantities, practically instantaneously. Miss Carlin, will you confirm?"
"I have what is often called an eidetic memory," Sena said composedly.
"And, Miss Carlin, did you so memorize the contents of Dr. Hyatt's papers while you were in the laboratory with the accused?"
"Yes, sir," Sena said. "There was plenty of time for that; I believe I went through them three times to make sure I had seen everything."
"Your Honor, these papers are in evidence. If the court or the defense so wishes, Miss Carlin is prepared to quote at length from any given page as a further check."
The judge looked at Sturm, who shook his head. Wlodzmierzc said: "The reason why we have been at pains to establish this fact will appear in a moment. Now, Miss Carlin, I am going to ask you a very important question, and I want you to consider your answer most carefully. This is the question: Did you, or did you not, see anything in those papers relating to your presumed non-tetraploid status?"
"That's very easy, Mr. Wlodzmierzc. I did."
"According to what you saw, are you a tetraploid individual?"
"No, sir."
The crowd murmured, but Wlodzmierzc was not through. "Is the accused?"
"No, sir."
"Is Dr. St. George?"
"Objection!" Sturm said. "Dr. George is not on trial. The question invades his right of privacy."
"Sustained," said the judge.
"Very well. Let me then ask you this, Miss Carlin: Of the entire colony of giants, how many, according to your information, are tetraploid individuals?"
"None," Sena said flatly.
There was a roar of incredulous amazement in the court. The judge made no attempt to control it. After it had died down, however, he said, "Mr. Wlodzmierzc, almost I suspect you of provoking that statement sheerly for contusion's sake."
"Not guilty, Your Honor; the testimony is extremely relevant. Miss Carlin, does the accused know this fact—that is, had he known it up to this moment?"
"No, sir, not to my knowledge. I believe no one knew it but Dr. Hyatt's personal assistants, and even among them it was customary to refer to us as 'tetras.' "
"Why was it?"
"Because it was convenient. Since every one of us has a different degree of polyploidy, and of a different kind, some over-all handle was needed. The only other choice would have been 'Polly.'"
"I see. What, in your opinion, is the source of the confusion?"
"In the use of the term 'diploid' for people of 'normal' genetic constitution. The 'normal' human being actually is a tetraploid individual, like the tomato and certain other—"
This time the judge did pound for order, looking both baffled and wrathful.
"—but the doubling of the chromosomes apparently happened millennia ago, so that geneticists customarily speak of redoubled humans as tetras because they've twice the normal number of chromosomes. Actually, of course, such an individual would be an octoploid." She smiled. "Except that there are only two such individuals in our colony, we might have been nicknamed 'octopuses,' I suppose."
"Thank you. Your witness, Mr. Sturm."
Sturm got up. He seemed considerably shaken, but he advanced grimly upon Sena. "Miss Carlin, are you a geneticist?"
"No, sir."
"Have you ever had any training in genetics?"
"I have had one two-semester course."
"Did the late Dr. Hyatt personally tell you any part of the hypothesis you have just offered the court?"
"No, sir, as I told Mr. Wlodzmierzc."
"Have you checked any part of this hypothesis with the personal assistants of Dr. Hyatt whom you mentioned?"
"Briefly, Dr. Edwards agrees with it. Dr. Hammersmith was more cautious, and said only that it might easily be true."
"Did he state the reason for his caution?" Sturm asked drily. He was beginning to recover some of his composure.
"Yes, sir. He said that no one knows whether the 'normal' human being is tetraploid or not; that it was probable but that it hadn't been proven. He did add, however, that he had often discussed the point with Dr. Hyatt, and that Dr. Hyatt maintained that his experiments with us, with the giants, were close to clinching it."
"We'll ask Drs. Edwards and Hammersmith to testify later. Will you state again whether or not the accused had any knowledge of this hypothesis?"
"I believe he did not," Sena repeated.
Sturm nodded to the jury. "Then it could not have affected his conduct on the day of the murder?"
"No, I don't see how it could have."
"Now, about those papers. Were papers relating directly to you among them?"
"No, sir."
"Or to the accused or to Dr. St. George?"
"No, sir."
"Then you are unable to say exactly what your genetic status, Mr. Ettinger's, or Dr. St. George's might be; is that correct?"
"Quite correct."
Sturm straightened and said in a harsh voice, "Your Honor, the prosecution feels that further pursuit of this aspect of the case would be fruitless. The prosecution rests its case."
The judge looked at Sam's counsel. "Mr. Wlodzmierzc, has the defense any further witnesses to call?"
"Yes, Your Honor. We wish to bring the triploid dog Decibelle to the stand, demonstrate her intelligence by appropriate tests, and ask her certain questions, of a nature which, as shown by the tests, she is capable of answering."
Sturm shot back to his feet, gesticulating wildly, but the judge was ahead of him. "Mr. Wlodzmierzc," he said in a gravelly voice, "this is an American court of justice, not a side-show or a music-hall. The court has permitted you to introduce certain facts concerning this dog, but neither human patience nor the dignity of the law can countenance introducing this animal as a witness. If you have any further admissible witnesses to call, please do so. If not, this court is in recess for today."
The summations took all the next day, but the jury stayed out only six minutes.
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The effect of the verdict upon the public temper was astonishing, especially to Sam, whose knowledge of late Roman history was about as extensive as that of any other layman—in short, zero.
Up to the first day of the trial, the question of whether or not Sam was guilty had not been much debated. It had been assumed generally that he was guilty. The actual guilty verdict, however, seemed to open up a wide gap in the populace; suddenly, the air was charged with dissension.
The letter columns of newspapers were filled with communications of terrific virulence of language, each writer denouncing a previous one, and/or the stand of the paper itself. Fights over the subject in bars, sometimes involving all the customers, the barkeeps, the entertainers and the cops who came to restore order, became outright commonplace.
Clergymen unlucky enough to announce "Atlantean" opinions—which most of them held—in predominantly "Titan" parishes lost their posts. Video commentators of opposing views raked each other recklessly over the coals. The sports pages of the papers teemed with cartoons and columns about the controversy. Senators made "Titan" and "Atlantean" speeches to their constituents while campaigning—sometimes gauging the prevailing opinions in their constituencies with great inaccuracy. Slanderous denunciations became too common to merit headlines any more, and "tetra" libel suits burst out with the frequency and violence of popcorn.
The whole complicated issue was further clouded by a heavy political coloration. For some reason, the general "Titan" viewpoint was adopted by most of the left-wing elements of the population, all the way from mildly pro-labor groups to militant socialists; the conservatives, on the other hand, espoused the "Atlantean" point of view, which was not only anti-Sam, but, unlike the team for which it was named, was also anti-giants too. Embarrassingly enough, the remnants of the American Communist party also adopted the "Atlantean" creed, claiming that the giants were laboratory zombies created to further capitalist schemes of world domination.
This coloration carried the bitter quarrel all the way into the home. Sons and daughters ordinarily took the "progressive" Titan line, while their parents registered stiff Atlantean disapproval. The subject was complex enough to nurture family splits as rancorous and as final as the theological hairsplitting which had been the bane of other ages.
Most of these developments Sam had to deduce, not without amazement, from the papers brought to him in the death-cell. The first riot, however, he saw from the window of his own cell. A small labor union had arranged a "Free Sam Ettinger" demonstration just outside the prison, in response to the "Intern the Lummoxes" campaign which one of the yellower newspaper chains had been pushing. Similar demonstrations had already been held elsewhere in the city, all of them innocuous and, of course, ineffectual.
But this one was outside the prison. The governor, a Titan himself, but ridden at home by an Atlantean faction, was in a bad state of the jitters; he committed the tactical error of calling out the militia against the demonstrators.
Most of the marchers were skilled workers in an engineering trade involving considerable training; they were peaceable, intelligent men in their forties, who would no more have stormed a prison than they would have taken to piracy. The arrival of the state guard threw them into a state of high indignation. Furthermore, a mob of Atlantean factionists who had gathered to jeer at their Titan enemies got in the way, were shoved aside, and promptly began to stone the militiamen for interfering with the right of free assembly.
After that, Sam could not keep the two groups sorted out. There were shots, and tear gas, and men carried off in ambulances, and windows broken. The whole riot moved off from the prison, disappearing into the city proper, getting louder as it went; and inside the prison, a siren was howling—not because there was, or had been, the slightest chance of a jailbreak, but simply because the warden had been unable to think of anything else to do.
All of which, Sam knew, was only a prelude to holocaust. He went back to his bunk and waited for it to happen...
It began with a soft, hornet-like droning, not somnolent and soothing like the burr of bees, but with a harsh black edge on it, part hiss and part snarl.
Sam heard the angry midnight sawing for some time before it became distinct enough to be marked. He got up again and went back to the window.
He was aware that the sound had been going on for some time, but up to now he had not dissociated it from the rumble of the never-silent city. His heart and his breathing began to misbehave, and his mouth was very dry.
The future looked both short and violent from the black window. He had never, at any time, expected to be acquitted, but the court's refusal to allow Decibelle as a witness had killed the one real hope he and Wlodzmierzc had had—the hope of implicating Maurey sufficiently to impede him. Wlodzmierzc had known about the raid, but he had warned that only the dog could point definitely to Maurey as the real killer, and that Sam's own life hung from that probably inadmissible accusation.
That accusation—though neither Wlodmierzc nor any other non-giant could know it—could not have saved Sam's life; but it might have determined how usefully he died. Once it had been made, in public, Maurey would not have dared to engineer any coup.
A small, black clot, granular like coal dust, was gliding out of the horizon along the dully-lit undersides of the clouds. The humming grew steadily. So did the clot.
Sam wondered desperately why the local Army base had not already been alerted. Surely they had searchlights and anti-aircraft weapons there. And what was the matter with the Air Force's radar net? A few jets in the air now would make all the difference—
But no lights went up, there was no sound of planes; the city, exhausted by the riot, dulled by a vaguely soothing speech from the governor, snored. Belatedly, Sam realized that the humming sound was only just above the threshold of audibility—it sounded so enormously loud to him only because it had meaning for him. If only he had, after all, told Wlodzmierzc, the warden, the court, anyone, what he knew to be coming; someone, someone would have believed him, or have been alarmed enough to sleep badly, to straighten now in his bed and ask himself, what's that?
Perversely, now that he had conceived the hope of its being noticed, the humming dwindled in Sam's ears and blended back into the somnolent droning of the city. For long seconds at a time he was convinced that he could not hear it at all. Then—since it had not changed at all, except to come a little closer—it sprang back into being around his head like all the hornets of Hell's own ante-room.
The Grains in the clot separated, became little black bacilli against the lurid culture-medium of the sky. The humming was now so heavy as to make Sam's eardrums flutter uncomfortably; he realized suddenly that it was too loud for the apparent distance of the swarm. Lights were coming on in the city, too, and somewhere deep in the prison there was a hoarse shout of alarm—not the shout of an official, but that of a trapped man whom doom approaches.
The humming swelled again, growing so suddenly almost to a roar that Sam ducked involuntarily. When he looked again, a swarm of clearly definable human figures, silhouetted inkily against the sky, was pouring over the prison—was pouring away from him, toward that other cloud which had come from the horizon.
A thin spear of monochromatic yellow light stabbed from the clenched fist of one of the near-hurtling shadows. There was a flat crack, not nearly as sharp as the sound of a gun, but somehow reminiscent of thunder, all the same. Immediately, there was a fusillade of them.
The more distant, oncoming group responded at once. No sound could be heard from it, but the flying cloud was stippled with yellow stars. At the same instant, Sam's eyes were filled with stone-dust, and a fearful blow across his skull, just above the left temple, slammed him reeling away from the window.
In the darkness, his head ringing, his gritty eyelids burning, the bitter truth drove in upon him. There were "Atlanteans" and "Titans" among the giants, too. Maurey obviously had whipped up a predominantly Titan group to staging a raid on the prison—but the Atlanteans, in surprising strength, had gotten there first.
A pitched battle, a civil war in the air, was already under way—and not just between giants and diploids, but between giant and giant.
He stayed away from the window, his eyes watering. He had no idea of the power of the version of the one-way push which the flying squads were using as a weapon—the gaudy spears of light, he deduced, were stigmata of the adaption of the principle to stadium use—but as its discoverer he knew already that it would be effective over any distance, limited only by the horizon. The accidental, random hit on the window, from some shot fired by the still-distant Titans, had given him a more than adequate reminder of that.
Raging, he blinked away at the dust and watched the development of the New Pasadena from the far side of the cell, through an embrasure of the apparent size of a postage-stamp. The noise of the city was up a little, a drone-bass for the stuttering implosions of the giants' side-arms. A sudden wavering rib of light, appearing and disappearing in the field of the postage-stamp, told Sam that the airfield, at long last, had come awake, and was groping for the cause of the disturbance in the sky.
At once, a whole series of heavy impacts struck the near wall of the prison. The shouting of the invisible prisoner rose to a wail; then it was drowned out by the prison siren—apparently the siren was the warden's only answer to all problems. Another series of blows followed, battering the stone with a sound like the merciless hammering of age-split hollow logs.
The Titans were taking no chances. Now that the threat of discovery from below had become serious, they were not wasting shots upon their indistinct Atlantean brothers. They were bombarding the prison, an object which they had little to fear from the Atlantean attack except at very close quarters—if both sides were using tournament weapons, they probably had effective armor against those weapons; Kelland would have been careful about a thing like that. The stone walls of the prison, on the other hand, would soften in a hurry under a reactionless bombardment.
The sirens howled on, completely obliterating all sounds from outside. But the shocks against the outer wall could still be felt.
Then the corridor lights went out.
Sam spun and stared. A maddening square illusion, about the size of a postage stamp, floated in front of him wherever he looked. It took a long time to fade, but finally he was sure. The lights were really out—all—
Even the warning light which showed that the bars of the door were electrified!
Someone had been sufficiently frightened by the bombardment to pull the master switch.
The electrically-operated locks which kept all the cells closed would still be in operation, of course, powered by an independent "hurricane" generator. But the changing on the bars had just been a jury-rig from the main lines. Sam grappled for the bars, and after two swipes, one sweating palm closed around cold steel. No lethal shock convulsed his muscles.
Bracing himself, he began to pull.
The door was tough. It seemed immovable. Then, it gave, just a little. His hand slipped; he wiped it on his prison dungarees and took a fresh grip, this time with both hands.
He was not going to be "rescued" by Maurey St. George if he could help it.
He got to work on another bar, dragging it painfully in the same direction as the first. There was no chance that he could get two of them far enough apart to allow him to slip between them; they were too close-set, and bending one meant bending all, since they were all bound together in a two-dimensional sheaf by four cross-pieces. But if he could bulge the whole cagework enough to drag the lock down and out of its socket—
The siren died abruptly. But no lights came on, and no searing shock raced through the bars. Outside the crepitations of the giants' weapons came through loudly; and now, too, there was an occasional, heavy blam.
Anti-aircraft shells.
Sam pulled. The hinges ground against the stone. One corner of the door scraped protestingly against the concrete floor. Sam bent, seized that corner, and forced it out and toward the center of the cell—
With a coarse screaming, the bolts sheared. The thousands of foot-pounds of drag testing their small cross-sectional strength had told. The door came inward—against its normal direction of movement—about seven inches. Sam crammed himself between it and the wall, shoving with all his strength—
And was out in the corridor.
Ten minutes and two killings later, Sam Ettinger, the gentlest of giants, was at large in the terror-capped city.
Kelland pulled an edge of the blind away from the window, with the delicate movements of a man who half expects the material to tear in his hand, and peered with one eye around it out at the dim, eventless woods. Then he sighed, let it fall to, and turned on one shaded lamp.
"We're on the spot, Sam," he said heavily. "I did my best to keep those tee-total damned fools from staging that raid, but I couldn't get a soul to listen to me. I'm just supposed to design weapons and play dumb about what's done with them. Anyhow, you were lucky to get away, and I'm glad to see you. Is there any hope for salvaging anything?"
"I don't know," Sam said carefully, easing his weary, burning feet out in front of him. He had run most of the way to Kelland's isolated, ramshackle house, after he had managed to fight clear of the panic around the prison and get out of the clogged center of the city. "There may be. I was hoping that you wouldn't be part of either party on the raid, but I wasn't sure. I'll confess that I came close to bursting into tears when you opened the door to me."
"That's all right," Kendall said, his own feet suddenly seeming two sizes larger. He shifted in his chair. "Forget it. Where's Maurey; do you know?"
"No, don't you?" Sam said, astonished.
"No, Sam. He was supposed to lead the Titans to the prison, but he never turned up. They waited for him half an hour, and then someone came in shouting an Atlantean counter-raid. They all took off in a complete rabblement. A fanatic named Briggs—I think you remember him, the tetra who did Methfessel's first propaganda work?—well he took Maurey's place."
Sam groaned. "And here we sit, waiting to be arrested, while the giants help the diploids to destroy us! Kelland, you built all this apparatus; I don't know to what uses you modified my principle. Isn't there any step you can suggest?"
"Well," Kelland said cautiously, "I can at least find out how the fighting is going." He got up and took down a good helmet from a high bookshelf. "You needn't worry too much, you know, Sam. That force of yours has polarity—don't look so flabbergasted, did you ever encounter a field that didn't show polarity?—and I took the trouble to make direct connections between the armor and the projectors. They can't do much more than stun each other—"
"All right, all right, but they'll be massacred by the diploids when they come down!" Sam shouted. "Bullets don't carry charges to be repelled by like charges!"
Kelland looked alarmed and settled the helmet on his huge head.
"Briggs? Briggs! Ah; good. This is Kelland. Did you lose anybody to the anti-aircraft shelling?... Well, that's not as bad as it might, have been. Good thing you had sense enough to get out of the air. Why don't you pull out? ... You have? But great God, Briggs, there's no sense in that—Sam's escaped. Get out of that concrete tomb before somebody puts the lights on.... Never mind the Atlanteans. They can hear me as well as you can. They know Sam's gone. Think about the future of the giants for once! Get out before the diploids trap you in there. They may decide to blow the whole place up, guards, prisoners, and all, just to trap you in there.... Dammit, Briggs, you're a fool, and a giant fool is a bigger fool than a little one. Get everybody out of there. They'll trace the plant here sooner or later, and if you're in the air then it'll be a long fall!"
Sam sat holt upright. Kelland looked at him, raising his eyebrows resignedly, lifted the helmet and held it delicately in his hands. "They're in the prison," he said, "fighting with the Atlanteans and the diploids, but he isn't sure about our own losses. I can't seem to get any sense into his head. He doesn't believe that you're out. You'd almost think he wanted to shoot you down himself, he's so eager to locate your cell."
Sam let that pass. "Can you cut off their power?" he whispered.
"Why, sure," Kelland said, turning the helmet reflectively. "I didn't think it safe to power each suit individually. Neither did Methfessel. We wanted a way to ground both teams if tempers got lost and the tournament showed signs of turning serious."
"Where's the generator?"
"Right here, under the house. They pick up the broadcast from the helmet transcaster—the little Christmas tree you see here."
"Kelland," Sam said grimly, "give me that helmet!"
Puzzledly, Kelland handed it over, adjusted the cheek-mike to Sam's face. Sam said: "Briggs, you've- got five minutes to get out of there."
"Mind your own business," a harsh voice snarled inside Sam's skull. "You chose to stay home. We'll conduct our business without you—and remember you afterwards. Right now, keep your nose clean, or..."
Briggs' voice trailed off. When it came again, it was shockingly different. "Ettinger, is that you?"
"That's right," Sam said calmly. "Your boss has run out on you, Briggs. He's snitched Sena for himself, and left you all to massacre each other. What you all fail to do to each other, he thinks the diploids will finish."
"You're lying!"
"Oh? Did you read the records of the trial? Don't you know why Maurey wants Sena? And why he wants the rest of us dead? But it's too late for you to begin thinking; I'd better do it for you. Get over here, to—the power source. Fast. All of you. That includes Atlanteans. Five minutes, remember; at the end of that time, I'm going to switch the whole fool lot of you right out of the sky."
"You dirty butcher!"
"Not I," Sam said cheerfully. "I'm giving you a break you don't deserve. But be sure you're—over here—before the five minutes are up. After that, your pop-guns won't pop any more. Git!"
He took the helmet off. Kelland's eyes were bugging. "Are you nuts?" Kelland said. "They'll flay you alive for the threat alone. Half of them already think you're a traitor. And you didn't give me a chance to tell you—but every terra wearing one of my suits heard every word you said. Are you trying to commit suicide along with the rest of us?"
"No. I wouldn't have bothered to say anything into your helmet if I'd thought I was talking only to Briggs. Anyhow, I'm not going to be here when they arrive, Kelland. I've got other business. I want Maurey."
"I heard that part of it I don't think I believed it, though."
"I didn't believe it either, at first," Sam said soberly. "But it's true. He's the one who killed Dr. Fred, not I. He found out, accidentally, that our polyploidy was very mixed in nature, and that the way its manifestations will occur in the generations to come is going to be mixed. It was Sena's records that drove the point home to him, and it hurt his sanity. He wanted the giants, always to be giants, always obviously superior, always able to lord it over other humans. He planned to revenge Pasadena by running it in reverse— by wiping out the diploids with the weapon I gave him.
"But after the trial, he knew that could never happen. He knew that the future lay in the assimilation, and the gradual re-appearance, of polyploid characteristics among 'normal' people. So it seems that he's decided to ditch the obvious giants, all of them into destroying each other, with the happy collaboration of the diploids—while he, Dr. Maurice St. George, superman, sets himself up to become the father of the future.
"So now there's nothing left to him for his pains but Sena. As long as he can hide her, he can protect himself, he thinks, from the present, and be patriarch of all the generations to come. But he can't hide her, Kelland—because she's mine."
"HowTl you find her?" Kelland asked gently.
"Isn't Dr. Fred's old vacation shack in these mountains somewhere?"
"I never heard of it."
"So you haven't, I forgot," Sam said. "Sena and I wouldn't have known about it either if Maurey hadn't opened Dr. Fred's safe. There wasn't any other record of it, and Dr. Fred himself never mentioned it. But it's around here, somewhere. And it's where Maurey had to go. He would hide himself among those papers: it's the only way he thinks. I should know."
He stopped to think. "Kelland, tell the diploid police about this; we'll need them. But not until our own people get here and you can make them understand what's at stake. Give me one of those helmets and I'll report back as I go, so you all can follow me. We'll have to smoke Maurey out ourselves, but we'll need the diploids to make it good. And we'll need to show them that we're acting in good faith."
"You'd better take the whole suit," Kelland said, even more gently than before. "Maurey will be armed with it, too, and there'd be no point in being killed by your own discovery, when protection's available."
"Okay."
"Sam," Kelland said. "You haven't answered my question yet. Excuse me, I guess I haven't asked it yet."
"What is it? Go ahead, Kelland."
"How do you plan to find her—and him?"
"I have a friend," Sam said, smiling suddenly despite his heavy breathing. "Sena said you were keeping the friend here for me. Do you still have her here?"
Kelland looked stunned. Then his answering, delighted smile irradiated the room. "Yes Sam," he said. "Your friend is here. Go ahead. I'll do as you say. Your friend is—hell, man, go to the door and call!"
Sam strode to the door and threw it open upon the foresty night. Behind him, Kelland added: "And—good hunting, Sam!"
Sam called: "Decibelle! Decibelle! Come to Sam! Come to Sam! Decibelle—here, here, to me! Decibelle, here, to me!" There was a glad and thunderous barking. Sam went out into the night.
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The forest was tar-black, and itchy with the small night-movements of an old woods in a populated and resorted area, the movements of creatures too small to tempt hunters and too adaptable to care where they lived, the movements of tattered leaves and scrub wood, mice, squirrels, sparrows dreaming, barn owls, roaches, moths, midges, all the noises of regrowth after too-heavy timbering.
Decibell tugged. Sam knew approximately where Dr. Fred's shack was, and, though he had never been there, probably could have found it in daylight by himself. But the urgent need now was to get to Maurey—before the inevitable marshalling of diploid justice against the insurgent giants set Maurey free.
And not only for the protection of the giants. For the protection of Sena, who was their future.
He stumbled over something which might have been a root. It was hard to tell, because the pressor-field disturbed his footing. Trying to recover, he slammed face-first into a tree trunk.
The golden casque clanged. Dazedly, Sam righted himself, holding the dog back with difficulty. On his back, the heavy flying apparatus hung uselessly. The pressor-field was useless for collisions of this sort, cushioning the blow not at all, since all its pressure was out and away from Sam, none of it back to him. It could shove branches out of his way, and protect him from mosquitoes, but it could not push over a tree. And Sam didn't use the pistol.
So much for invincible weapons, Sam thought. They lack discrimination.
The pull along the rawhide that led to Decibelle continued, and Sam let it draw him. That impact on the casque had been rather heavy. Better see if the radio was still alive. He pulled the cheek-mike over. "Kelland?"
"Present," the earphones said at once, amid the forest-murmurs.
"Good. Kind of thick going here. Kelland, do you have any foreign language?"
"Uhm. Will French do?"
"No," Sam said. "All I know about French is that it forms plurals with soundless X's sometimes. Besides, Maurey speaks it, and I don't care to have him know what I'm up to. You don't by any chance speak German?"
"Doch gewiss," Kefiand said shifting immediately into that language. "My family name was Keller, until I changed it to keep the tetraploid stigma off my relatives. But Maurey—?"
"No," Sam said. "German is a chemist's language, not an engineer's—Beilstein and all that. I owe my own knowledge of it chiefly to a boyhood enthusiasm for Wagnerian opera. The enthusiasm didn't stick, but the language did. Now, what's going on back there?"
"Nothing yet. I'm still waiting for someone to show up," Kelland said. "Any further instructions?"
Sam stumbled and swore. Then he said, "Well, give them the whole story, and try to keep them in hand until I find Dr. Fred's place. I'll call you all over here after I see how the land lies. Leave behind a cadre to defend your power source, or we'll all be kaput. And, oh yes, as soon as you can, send off a couple of our biggest boys to kidnap somebody in authority—an Army officer preferably, or a state cop. Equip the prisoner with a helmet, so he can hear what we're saying and follow whatever develops, but don't of course give him any flying equipment or pistol. Bring him along when I yell for help. Got all that?"
"Um," said Kelland, in the voice of a man who is taking written notes. "Erzahl" Geschichte . .. stehl' Sicherheitsdiener (that covers all categories, doesn't it, Sam?) ... gib' Helm stell' Hindtrefien. That about it?"
"Jawohl," Sam said, and then, "Ouch! I'm going to shut up for awhile. Decibelle seems to be drawing me through a jungle-gym made of barbed-wire."
"All right. Hello, here comes Hammy Saunders. I'll sign off too, since I'll have to speak English for a while to explain things to the newcomers. But I'll keep the earphones on."
Sam pushed the mike away again and said, "Hey-Deci-belle?"
Rrrrrghrrph.
"All right. Go ahead. I'm with you."
Decibelle obviously was not tracing out any path the brittle Dr. Fred could have taken to his lodge by custom.
These mountains were ancient and much worn-down, so much so that visitors from the Far West usually affected not to see them at all, but even so Dr. Fred would have needed an open path, without any steep grades, winding around the bases of the hills.
The dog, on the other hand, at the moment was dragging Sam sidewise out of a creekbed full of brambles, and on up the side of a crumbly rock shelf. Obviously, she was taking him along the way she herself went to the lodge, when unencumbered by human company. It was both a compliment to Sam and one more evidence of Decibelle's ability to assess an urgent situation.
Sliding up the hill with all his aching tendons creaking, Sam was able to notice that there was a little of dawn on the sky. Not enough of it had leaked through the trees, down below, to have given him fair warning.
The dog was pointing. She had never been trained to point, but evidently she had seen a trained dog assume the odd position and had figured out what it was for. Her mimicry would have won her no prizes at any show, for her hackles were up and her ears laid back, but Sam was hardly inclined to be a purist about it. "Good girl," he said softly: "It's on the other side of the crest, eh?"
Decibelle's tail wagged once and straightened into the "point" position again.
"Good. Lie down, Decibelle. Stay here. I'll be back."
Sam scanned the dim hill carefully and then lay down, working himself up the slope on his belly. At the top, he cocked one eye cautiously over the edge.
The other side of the hill sloped more steeply, and the shack clung to it, looking- out over a placid and lovely valley with a stream at the bottom. This slope was grassy; and at a radius of 20 yards from the shack, the grass bent away in a perfect circle. A pressor field.
Sam considered the problem. It was about what he had expected to find. He knew, as well as anyone knew, the characteristics of the reactionless effect. Since the field worked only in one direction, it could be used as a shield, but not as a detector. Force exerted against it had no effect upon its generator; the field did not push back, either physically or electrically. That meant that the only road to perfect security for Maurey was an unremitting, 24-hour optical watch, either in person or by a video watchdog. If Sam kept out of sight, Maurey would have no way of knowing whether or not anyone was in the vicinity.
Maurey, of course, had heard the German conversations, but had no way of knowing what they meant. He might have guessed that he was in danger of being smoked out; on the other hand, the fact he had chosen Dr. Fred's lodge as a hideout—and the existence of the pressor screen showed that he had—was a clear indication that he did not expect anyone to suspect the place. The screen was routine; it would baffle diploids, but Maurey could not have expected it to baffle the giants for long.
He simply had not expected Sam to figure out where he was hiding. In that he had overestimated himself and—for the last time—seriously underestimated his former assistant.
Sam withdrew a few feet and called Kelland.
"We're all here, Sam," Kelland's voice said. "And we've got our Authority. We had a little trouble with Briggs, but he lacks Maurey's deviousness. He tried to sell the rest of us on Maurey's program by talking about the necessity of Dr. Fred's death. It made convincing the rest of us very easy; we have Briggs salted away."
"You can come on over," Sam said. 'The place is on the side of a hill overlooking the valley on the far side of the old deer preserve. If you come in on it from the North, he won't be able to see you."
"Sam!"
The voice was Maurey's. It sounded cool and amused. "I've been listening to you. Whatever in the world made you think I couldn't speak German?"
"All right, let's hear you speak some," Sam said.
"Don't be ridiculous. You've made a big enough fool of yourself already; you don't even recognize your friends. They've freed you, and you can't think of anything better to do than hatch infantile plots with poor Kelland, who can be convinced of anything."
"Where are you?" Sam said.
"I'll tell you that when I can depend upon your common sense, not before. I'm not going to endanger the whole project for one man who doesn't know when he's well off."
"Where's Sena?"
"She's right here with the rest of us. If you want any part in the world of the giants, Sam, you'd better have some sober second thoughts. Our patience is about worn out; in a little while we'll have to go ahead without you—and I don't suppose the little obsolete folk will deal kindly with you."
A shadow drifted in front of Sam, and Hammy Saunders landed lightly beside him. Sam said, "You could be right. It's happened before." He pushed away the mike again. Maurey's pathetic fictions continued to purr in his ears.
"Hammy, he's got the place surrounded by a field. We'll have to undercut the rock below. Send three or four men down into the valley, under cover, and get to work on the hill with pistols, just below the effective limit of the screen. Don't start till I say ‘when.'"
"Right."
Hammy melted away. Sam sat on the hillside next to the dog and watched the dawn-colors brighten, pulling sweet-clover and sucking the nectar from the tight white flower-clusters. Maurey seemed to have signed off, at least for the moment.
Kelland and two other giants came in silently, dragging with them a frightened diploid in civilian clothing, ridiculous in outsize golden helm. Sam took one look and whistled.
The man was the governor of the state.
"Sicherheitsdiener covers a lot of ground, all right," Sam said, amused in spite of himself. "Sir, I'm sorry for this forcible abduction, but believe me, we mean you no harm.
We mean no diploid person any harm. We're here to smoke out the one giant among us who's created the trouble, beginning with the murder of Dr. Hyatt. We've been forced to bring you along as a witness to our intentions."
The governor was gray with terror, but he had an inherent dignity which stood him in good stead. "I'm forced in my turn to accept that, for the moment," he said stiffly. "I'll watch and listen, since I'm powerless to do otherwise. But you may as well know that I don't believe you."
"There's no necessity for that. If you watch and listen with an open mind, our case will prove itself. You've already heard my conversation with Dr. St. George. He's over the hill, in a shack that used to be Dr. Hyatt's summer lodge. He's holding one of us with him, the girl about whom you've heard so much; Miss Carlin. He doesn't know yet that we're anywhere in his vicinity. When we turn him out, you may hear more than enough to give you the full story; at least, that's our hope."
"There are militia scouring the whole countryside for you!"
"We know that; that's why we're here. Had the militia arrived before us, had we told the militia where Dr. St. George was and why we wanted him, there would have been a number of deaths—including Miss Carlin's. He's well equipped to stand off any normal siege, except one conducted by heavy artillery, which would destroy him and Miss Carlin without proving a damn thing. We mean to convict him out of his own mouth, with no loss of life. Doesn't that strike you as a preferable way of going about it?"
The governor passed a hand heavily across his forehead. He was swaying a little. "Perhaps so," he said. "If there's any truth in it at all. I'm in no position to be judicious. I've been kidnapped by agents of a convicted murderer, Mr. Ettinger. My view of whatever it is that you plan will have to be colored by that situation. Go ahead. I'll pay close attention; that's all I can promise."
"That's quite enough," Sam said gravely. "Your recognition of your bias is also the assurance I need that you'll not be swayed by it. Kelland, see if you can find a vantage-point for the governor that'll be out of the way of any possible fireworks, but will still allow him to see everything that happens. He's the most important person in this show, far and away, and ought to be guarded accordingly.
"Right," Kelland said. "Governor, we'll have to hale you through the air again—for the last time, I hope."
"So," said the governor, "do I."
They went away, Kelland leading, followed by the two giants with the small ineffectual figure of the governor between them, skimming the tree-tops in a wide arc toward the opposite side of the valley. The sun was coming up on the left, reaching gradually into the valley itself; a great many birds were making a musical bustle. There was actually a small curl of wood-smoke coming up over the brow of the hill from the shack, blatant, self-confident, innocuous.
After a little while Kelland came back. "The boys are working on the hill under the lodge," he said. "It seems to be mostly soft marl. No alarm from Maurey, nor any sign of suspicion at all, yet. If everything goes right, the shack ought to begin to totter in about five minutes."
"Good," Sam said. He got to his feet and began to climb, unhurriedly, his face calm, his fists clenched. He went over the brow of the hill and stood looking down on the lodge.
"Maurey," he said. "You've been found. We'll give you ten minutes to come out of there."
Maurey began to laugh. "Out of where?" he said. "Sam, what a child you are! Did you think you could get away with that T know where you're hiding' line on me? If you want to know where we are, I'll tell you; but not- before I'm sure you won't sell us all out to the diploids."
"There are no human diploids," Sam said patiently, "and you've been found. Come to the window, Maurey, and look up the hill."
There was quite a long silence.
"I see," Maurey's voice said at last. "Well, I suppose no refuge is perfect. And I suppose you've a great howling mob of diploids on your trail. You'd best send them back, Sam, before they get hurt. Don't imagine that a shack on a hillside is all that remains of tetraploid power."
"I don't. I don't imagine that you've any great army of giants in there, either, Maurey."
Maurey chuckled again. "I won't argue with you. I retain some shreds of respect for you, Sam; and I recommend most strongly that you pull out before the final battle breaks. It's all over for the diploids; nothing that you can do can change that. Why get hurt?"
"There are no diploids," Sam repeated. "Where is Sena?"
"Sena?" Maurey said. "Why, here, with the rest of us."
"I'd like to talk to her."
"She's busy."
Sam moved one hand. The hillside, the ledges of the valley, the hillocks, the grasses uttered giants; they stood everywhere, motionless, like the dragon's-teeth soldiers of Cadmus.
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"Here are the giants, Maurey," Sam said. "You can see them, if you'll look. There are only two or three missing, at the most—not counting those that were caught or killed in your raid on my prison. One of the missing is Sena. Where is she?"
"She's here." Maurey's voice was as confident as before; there was nothing in it to indicate that a bookcasefull of his own lies had just fallen forward upon him.
"Let her out."
"She doesn't want to come out. She's got more sense than all of the rest of you put together. I don't know how the hell you sold your brothers on this stupidity, Sam—I suppose Briggs got killed. I can think of no other explanation. Killed trying to rescue you, Sam. Anyhow, there's no essential change in the situation. If all the rest of you have sold out to the diploids, Sena and I will work out the proper destiny of the giants without you. Go home and rot, all of you!"
"There are no diploids," Sam said. "Let us talk to Sena."
Maurey was silent. After a while it seemed that he was not going to speak again; then, startlingly, his voice came in, loudly, urgently. "The rest of you," he said. "Listen to me. You're committing suicide. You had power over the diploids in your hands, and you've given it over to the man who murdered your creator. I gave you a cause; I gave you the means to be free of the pigmies, truly and finally free. Are you going to give all that up now?"
"Briggs said you killed Dr. Fred," a voice that Sam did not know said. There was no telling which of the gigantic, gilded statues had spoken.
"What does that matter?" Maurey demanded. "Be realistic! I didn't kill Dr. Fred; obviously Sam did; but Dr. Fred's death was quite necessary. It provided us with the chance we needed to arouse the diploids against us. Dr. Fred preached peace with the pigmies. We all know that no peace was possible. What was needed, what's needed now, is war. You have the instruments for that war in your hands, I gave them to you, and intelligently used they're invincible. And you have the occasion. You could sweep the planet."
"You divided us," another anonymous voice said. "You made us fight each other."
"Harmlessly," Maurey scoffed. "You can't hurt each other with the force-pistols. I saw to that. Naturally I saw to it that you quarrelled with each other—there was no other way to disguise the raising of an army of giants. But your weapons are deadly only against diploids."
A whisper, eerie and disembodied, came from among the statues. "How about the anti-aircraft guns. Maurey?"
"How about them? Your losses were tiny. Sam himself admits that."
There was a low rumble from the giants.
"Too bad, Maurey," Sam said, implacably. "The truth is out, you see. It came out at the trial. There are no diploids. All human beings are tetraploid. We—the giants—are polyploid, but we're all polyploid in different degree. As giants, we won't survive; but we can survive through Sena and others like her, because Sena's children will look normal. They'll be able to blend back into society, and they'll allow their children to forget their heritage. Eventually the polyploid characteristics will begin, to reappear, piecemeal, until the whole race is heavily polyploid, and then giants will be commonplace and not the subject of pogroms.
"But as for you, Maurey; you are a Pasadentist. A subtle one, but a Pasadentist all the same. You found out about Sena, and you killed Dr. Fred to keep that a secret. You pitted us against each other, in the hope that the normals would destroy us all while we were snarling at each other. Pinning the killing of Dr. Fred on me gave the normals reason to hate us, and staging the raid on the prison gave them reason to wipe us all out—
"While you hid here, with Sena, planning to become the sole father of the polyploid humanity of tomorrow—sole Father of the tough, long-lived race that will be needed to reach the stars.
"It was a good gamble, Maurey. But since it was insane, it failed."
Maurey said, "Ridiculous."
"Then let us speak to Sena. If she's free and on your side, she has a helmet and has been hearing everything that was said. Let her speak."
"Certainly," Maurey said, calmly. "As I remarked before, she's busy. I'll see if she wants to talk to you. Hang on."
Silence. The sunlight was now almost down to the bottom of the valley, where Kelland's sappers were worrying the foundations of Dr. Fred's lodge. The clouds were pink with innocence.
"Here she is."
"Sam?" Sena's voice said quietly.
"Yes ... yes, Sena."
"I'm all right. There's- no reason for you to worry about me at all. He's got a gun on me but he won't dare shoot—"
On the last word her voice faded abruptly, and Sam's earphones shivered. His answering gasp was half fright and half sheer admiration. She said so much in so few words—
"Speak up, Maurey!" he shouted. "Any last lies?"
"Keep your distance, all of you," Maurey said. His voice was tight, frigid. "You're a pack of fools. Just remember that you're outside, and I'm inside with Sena. Sam's quite right! Sena's the key; if the giants are to survive at all, it has to be through her. And if any one of you makes a move toward the lodge, she'll die. She was right, too! I didn't kill her for squawking; I only removed her helmet; I don't kill for little things; I kill for reasons only. Like Dr. Fred. Go away. Your future is in my hands, and there's nothing you can do about it!"
Suddenly, the lodge sagged sharply to the right. A mass of rubble went thundering and foaming down the hillside into the valley. Maurey's incredulous scream made Sam's ears ring.
The flat-lying circle of grass stood up.
The failure of the foundations had cut Maurey's power-line.
"Decibelle! Get him, Decibelle! Quick Decibelle, get Maurey!"
The immense animal charged toward the hut, impossibly low to the ground. A force-pulse shot out from the sliding structure, but it was high.
Decibelle launched herself and went through the small pantry window in an explosion of glass. Maurey screamed again. Sam found himself running. Another bolt from inside the lodge blew planking outward in splinters. Still another never got outside at all, but the chimney tottered and collapsed, dumping hot bricks on the roof.
"Take her off. Take her off! I'll kill you all, I'll kill you all—"
Maurey had his dog at last.
Before Sam was much more than halfway to the lodge, the hillside beneath it gave way completely, and Maurey, logs, bricks, fire, Sena, future, past, dog, plaster, dirt, concrete, pipes, wires, life, liberty, pursuit and happiness slid in one big untidy chaos toward the pineneedle floor of the valley, just ahead of the sun's fingertips.
It took a little while to separate Sena's just-living body from the wreckage.
It took longer to separate Decibelle from the ruins of Maurey's throat.
But after a while the giants were gone, and the shaken governor too; and the sunlight touched the valley, all the way down to where the wreckage lay, and began to climb back up the slopes.
 
 
THE END
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